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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Have you ever wondered why men are the way they are? 
 
    I have. A lot. And I finally decided to do something about it. 
 
    When you feminize a man they begin to understand what a woman is, and they become softer and more considerate. This is a good thing. 
 
    Heck, we can let them run around and thump their chests and drag their knuckles all we want. But when it comes to understanding and romance, there is absolutely nothing like a man who totally understands you and what you want. And there’s only one way to make that happen. 
 
    Got it? 
 
    Good.  
 
    Now let this bundle of stories be inspirational, and let’s change the world…one man at a time! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    Harris looked down to where I was pointing. On the front of his shirt were two little damp spots. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he answered, feeling the material with his thumb. “It’s wet.” 
 
    Harris wasn’t one of these big, bulky guys. He was slender, very whiplike, and even sort of like me. I mean, we could have worn the same clothes, except that he couldn’t fill out the boob part of my apparel. 
 
    I stepped over to him and looked at the spots. They weren’t under the pectorals, or any place that would have been sweat. They were right over the nipples. Now how could a nipple sweat? 
 
    I felt the material and frowned. Yes, just moisture. I leaned forward and sniffed, and my eyes opened in surprise. I squeezed the wet spot, then licked my finger. 
 
    “What?” he asked in confusion. 
 
    “It’s milk.” 
 
    “What? No!” He touched one wet spot and sniffed, then licked. His went wide. He sniffed  the other spot, then sniffed and licked. “Oh, my God! It is!” 
 
    “But how can that be?” I asked. I began unbuttoning his shirt. 
 
    His head was down as he watched my nimble fingers undo the buttons. “I don’t know,” he mumbled. 
 
    Harris is a gentle soul. He talks softly, and even his features are soft. It really is a delight to find a man like him, kind and considerate, in this world of bullies and louts. I was very tired of the ‘think they are God’s gift to women’ types of guys I was besieged with before I met him. 
 
    I opened his shirt front and looked at his nipples. Dark, erect, sort of sexy the way they stood out, and…a droplet of liquid formed on one  as I watched. 
 
    “Holy crap!” he blurted. He sounded very worried. 
 
    For whatever reason, I took it in stride. “Looks like you’ve sprung a leak.” My tone was quite droll. 
 
    “Yeah, but this…this is weird!” 
 
    I touched the droplet, transferred it to my mouth, and sucked it. Yep. That’s milk. Baby juice. Tit squeezings.” 
 
    “But that can’t be! I’m a man.” 
 
    “Yes. You are. There’s no arguing that. But you seem to have female nipples.” 
 
    He reached up and placed his fingers around his nipple. He squeezed and another drop came out. 
 
    Suddenly I realized he was wavering. His knees were buckling and he was in danger of fainting. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” I yelped, and I put my hands on his arms and lifted. 
 
    He came to himself, but he was sort of loopy. “This is…something is wrong…guys don’t…” 
 
    “Hey,” I said softer, still holding him. He seemed strong enough, but men fainting is sort of scary. I mean, they are supposed to be rocks. Of course, the rock might be a little shaky considering the milk coming out of his…his tits. 
 
    There. I said it. Tits. 
 
    “But what am I going to do?” 
 
    “Go on the internet. If it looks serious, go to a doctor.” 
 
    So we looked on the internet, and…it was weird. 
 
    “This says that I’ve got to produce something called prolactin to induce lactation. Is lactation milk?” 
 
    “Yep,” I answered. I was looking at the screen, tracking his reading, and a drop of milk dripped from his nipple. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” He whispered, “This is getting bad!” And it was. Both nipples were producing about a drop a minute. Not much, except that he was a man and should not have been producing anything. 
 
    “Get a cup and collect some. I’ll work the computer.” 
 
    He went to the kitchen and got a shot glass, then returned. He sat next to me, the shot glass pressed up under his nipple. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    I focused on the screen. I mused out loud, “Domperidone can be used to increase milk production. Normally during puberty this kind of thing happens.” 
 
    “I’m past puberty,” he complained. 
 
    I looked down at his pants, He had an obvious erection and I grinned. “Yep.” 
 
    He looked embarrassed, first he had milk coming out of his male boobies, and now he had a big erection. “I don’t mean to be hard,” he whispered. 
 
    “Well, you’re hard.” I observed, then I looked back at the computer screen. “Can be caused by hyperthyroidism….something to do with the pituitary…hmmm.” 
 
    I looked at the glass under his nipple. He had a few drops in it already. It looked like he was producing faster, visibly faster. 
 
    “Donna,” he whined. “I don’t like this.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. We just need to do our research and find out what’s causing this.” 
 
    “But…what if we can’t?” 
 
    “Come on, Harris, buck up. Let’s keep reading.” He stared at the drops forming on his nipples. One nipple was getting caught by the glass, the other was dripping on his thigh. “Go back and forth. Catch as much milk as you can.” 
 
    He started switching the glass back and forth, and I read out loud: “A South American man subbed as wet nurse after his wife fell ill. Male missionaries in Brazil were the sole milk supply for their children because their wives had shriveled breasts. And there’s a 38-year-old man in Sri Lanka who nursed his two daughters.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” Harris blurted. The shot glass had an eighth of an inch of milk on the bottom. 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Here’s a piece…one gal says nipple stimulation can create milk…and here’s a guy who says there has to be some sort of a hormone spike. How weird.” 
 
    I was absorbed by my reading, but Harris wasn’t taking it easy. Well, who could blame him? He’s a guy guy and then he’s giving milk like he’s got a pair of tits. 
 
    I leaned back and looked at Harris from the side. His pecs were a bit swollen. 
 
    But of course. They would be swollen if they had milk in them. 
 
    I turned back to the internet. 
 
    “Lot of data here, but none of it makes sense. Nipple stimulation causes a prolactin spike, which sort of reconciles what these other guys are saying, uh oh…” 
 
    “What?” Harris blurted. He really was getting wigged out. 
 
    “Easy, Harris,” I whispered. “There’s just a guy who says that liver disease could be a culprit, and here’s another one that says if you take thorazine that’ll effect the pituitary gland and…hmm.” 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    Man, he really was getting freaked. I turned to him. “Harris, you are healthy. And you haven’t been taking thorazine, which is an anti-psychotic. You haven’t have you?” 
 
    “No!” he was a bit shocked that I would even ask. We’re sort of health food nuts. 
 
    “Then it is probably just stimulation of the nipple resulting in prolactin, which is a hormone spike, and that’s all it is.” 
 
    “But how do I make it stop?” he whimpered. Tears were coming from his eyes. 
 
    “We’ll find a way. Look,” I took his arms again. “We’ll go see a doctor. I’ll make an appointment first thing tomorrow.” 
 
    “Then we shouldn’t go to the hospital?” 
 
    I laughed. “No. No, Harris. No 911. No ambulance. Just relax. Heck, by tomorrow morning it will probably have stopped.” 
 
    So he sniffled a bit, and couldn’t relax, so I did the only thing I knew that was guaranteed to relax him. I reached into his lap and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Hmm. Seems like we should be talking about a different kind of milk.” 
 
    “Hey,” he protested, but it was a weak protest. 
 
    “You do seem to be awfully hard. Is that linked to the milk?” 
 
    “What? No! Well, I don’t know. I don’t…” he was blathering a bit, so I stroked him, and he sighed. 
 
    “You’ve got aa bit of milk collected there. Maybe you should put it aside and we can get on with something else.” 
 
    I was lusting, and he liked that. He put the glass aside—it was almost quarter full now, enough for a sample to take to the doctor—and droplets promptly fell. 
 
    “Uh…this might get messy,” he said. 
 
    Crap. I was getting into his cock. 
 
    Harris really had a most delicious cock, and there was a reason for that. 
 
    Women always say they want the biggest cock. They look at black men with their huge tools and dream of foot long subs. But that’s not scientifically sound. 
 
    It has been scientifically proven that a cock that is as little as 4.6 inches and no bigger than 5.2 inches, brings the most pleasure. 
 
    Go on…look it up. 
 
    A big cock may be a selling point, but the fact is the 4.6 cock provides the best stimulation. Apparently it is the perfect size for maximum fucking…and provides the biggest bang for the…inch. 
 
    It’s sort of understandable, actually. A big cock stretches, and the nerves are all strung out. A small cock wiggles around in there, no stretch, and the nerves all yell yippee. At least that’s what I think. 
 
    Harris’s cock was exactly 4.6. And he has given me the best orgasms of my life. Far better than the big studs with their base ball bat cocks. 
 
    And, here’s a little blessing, I could easily deep throat it, so he was getting the most bang for the inch, too. 
 
    It was compact, tidy, and caused me to squirt. More a woman could not want. 
 
    So why was it so hard now that he was producing milk? That was the mystery. Was it some reaction to…to some hormone spike? Did he have some kind of a tumor? Had he been taking thorazine without telling me? 
 
    But, put that all aside, the point just made had been: ‘This might get messy.’ Fortunately, I had a solution. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Keep catching your milk, and give me a second.” 
 
    I jumped up and ran out to the garage as he put the shot glass under his nipples again. 
 
    I came back in a minute later, and I tossed a bra at him. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “My sister left it. It’s a nursing bra. It’s got padding to absorb excess milk. Come on, let’s—“
“I’m not putting that on!” 
 
    I blinked. “Why not?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s girl clothes! It’s underwear! I can’t wear a bra.” 
 
    I started to chuckle. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Men wear bras all the time. Sports bras. They use them to hold devices to measure the various things athletes measure. Heart rate, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “No they don’t!” 
 
    “Look it up.” 
 
    He shifted the shot glass to the other hand and typed in the question, ‘Do athletes wear bras?’ 
 
    Yup. They call them athletic vests, but they are bras. It if walks like a bra, talks like a bra, then it’s a bra. Period. 
 
    “Holy…” he mumbled the rest of that dirty word under his breath. 
 
    “So you need to wear this…” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “So you want to drip all over the place? Leave a wet trail so you can find your way home?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Come on, I’ll think you’re even more of a man if you wear a bra. I mean, if you’re man enough to wear women’s clothes then you’re really pretty secure in your man-ness.” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    He burbled a bit, but his boobies were leaking, and he finally had to face the facts: he needed a bra. 
 
    So I slipped the straps over his arms, fastened the back, and adjusted it. 
 
    It was almost a perfect fit, which sort of surprised me. 
 
    My sister is a big, healthy girl. She’s not much taller than me, and slender, but she’s got a world class set of ta tas. Bigger than mine, and that was for sure. 
 
    But though the cups were a bit big, they still almost fit. I think it was a certain amount of stretch, his chest was a couple of inches wider, and maybe his boobs—pardon me, his pecs—were more swollen than I thought, but…he almost fit into her bra. 
 
    Well, whatever. I slipped a couple of pads into the bra and stepped back, and took a breath. 
 
    “What?” he asked, looking up from the bra at me. 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing.” But it was something. Seeing him in a bra did something to me. It made me warm and tingly down in the monkey knuckle. In fact, it made me a bit wet. 
 
    “No, really. You’ve got a look on your face. 
 
    I undid his pants. They fell to his ankles as I grabbed his cock, went to my knees, and began sucking. I mumbled, over my mouthful of perfectly sized cock, and over his moans, “it’s just that you look so hot like this!” 
 
    “I do?” he gasped. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” I took his whole cock in my mouth, easily. And I felt his balls, squeezed them enough to make his knees weak. “I’ve never seen anything so hot!” 
 
    “Well,” he gulped, “I’m feeling hot, too.” 
 
    I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
    He came along easily, a big grin on his face. It was much easier, apparently, to think that he was going to get some, instead of thinking he had a tumor in his pituitary. 
 
    In the bedroom I spun him around and attacked his mouth. Honestly, I had never felt so hot. I squeezed his tits as I raped his mouth and he groaned loudly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That feels good!” 
 
    I grinned. “Maybe having boobers is fun.” 
 
    A moment of panic on his face, but panic always gives way to lust. 
 
    I pushed him back on the bed and crawled over him. I knelt over his teeny weeny for a moment, anticipation is half the fun, then began to sink down. 
 
    I have seen pornos of women taking big cocks. They gasp, and it looks like they are in pain. But I, with Harris’s perfectly sized cock, felt no pain. I just felt the wonderful sensation of him poking up into me. I had the room to wiggle, and I stimulated all my nerves, and his eyes were wide with pleasure. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said. “How can one woman feel so good?” 
 
    “Practice,” I gasped, and I began to ride him. 
 
    I like being on top. I like controlling the action. I like being the one who decides how deep, how much tilt, how much circling and corkscrewing. And I was really liking this right now. 
 
    And he liked it. He liked to just lay there and let me do the work. 
 
    The only difference, this time, was that I was feeling hia boobs, and he wasn’t feeling mine. 
 
    I leaned forward, put my weight on his cups. I could feel his erect nipple through the thick pad, and I pushed my hands around, actually causing the pad to slide back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, my fucking…” His eyes rolled back in the sockets and he started to squirt. And squirt. And squirt. 
 
    Fuck! He had a tendency to cum fast, but not this fast! 
 
    I tried to hurry, because I knew he would shortly be soft, but I didn’t have to worry. His dick did not go soft, it remained hard, and I kept rubbing my pussy over it. A long minute of fucking, then, my hands rubbing on his chest again, he started to cum again. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” his eyes rolled back and his legs began to tremble. Shit, he was cumming harder! 
 
    And I knew he was going to get softer really quick now. I mean, two orgasms? 
 
    But he didn’t get soft, and I started to marvel. His dick was still rock hard, harder. No bigger, but plenty harder, and I worked my hips over that sucker, I sat on him and drilled myself with his tool. God, it was good, and I placed my hands on his chest and…fuck! He was soaked! He not only had a hard cock…he was producing more milk! 
 
    And that just made me hornier! He might be getting wetter on the chest, but I was getting wetter between the legs. 
 
    I ground down hard. And I pushed on his breasts, and I squeezed, and maybe it was my imagination, but it felt like more milk was coming out, and…he orgasmed yet again! 
 
    I was shocked, and though I hadn’t cum, I rolled off him. 
 
    “Oh, God. Oh, God.” He whimpered and put his arm over his eyes. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Why’d you stop?” he whined. 
 
    “I’m sore,” I lied. I was actually just worried. This was different sex, weird things were happening, and I wanted to figure things out, or at least see a doctor. 
 
    His hips were moving up and down, he had a desperate look on his face. 
 
    I laid against him and said, “Shhh. Take it easy.” 
 
    Slowly, he began to come down from the…the sex high he had been. 
 
    A little later—we had changed his bra pads, they were getting soaked—we lay in bed. He was drowsy, which was normal, considering that he had just cum several times. My mind was awake, buzzing, wondering. 
 
    What the fuck was happening? 
 
    Harris starts producing milk, and at the same time he turns into a priapic satyr. And that seemed sort of connected. 
 
    But…what the fuck was going on? 
 
      
 
    I am not a big believer in doctors. I had an aunt, got a clean bill of health, and had cancer two months later. What the fuck? Why didn’t the doctors catch it? 
 
    And my brother fell on his shoulder, broke the crap out of it. He went to over 20 doctors and none of them could tell him what was wrong. He said, ‘I fell on my shoulder and it feels like I broke something. They gave him X-rays, told him it was his neck, and refused to give him any pain killers. A physical therapist finally told him he was missing a ligament, and…bingo. A simple and quick operation and he was cured. 
 
    That little episode, if you look at the number of doctors that looked and missed the problem, even though he told them exactly what what was wrong, put the doctors at less than 5% efficiency. 
 
    About as good as a witch doctor. 
 
    So I’m not a fan of the quacks, but they were our only recourse. After all, the internet had told us what was wrong, but not how to fix it. 
 
    That said, we entered the doctor’s office at ten o’clock the next day, filled out forms that had to do with Harris’s grandmother and grandfather, and waited. 
 
    By eleven o’clock he was ready to see us. We walked in and sat down, and inspected the doctor. 
 
    He was a big fellow. Real chubby. Really swung a big spoon. 
 
    “What’s the problem, Harris?” 
 
    “He started lactating.” 
 
    The doctor frowned. “Hmm. Can you take off your shirt.” 
 
    Harris took off his shirt and sat there in his bra. 
 
    “Hmm,” said the doctor. “If you can take your bra off?” 
 
    “You’ll get wet.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    Harris slipped the straps down and lowered his bra, and the milk was dripping. Really dripping. We had changed his pads before we had left the house, and they were soaked. I reached into my purse for some more pads. If this kept up he was going to need to double up on the pads. 
 
    The doctor felt Harris’s boobies—and I call them that because they were boobs. They weren’t just swollen, they were big and round. They were boobs. Maybe a B cup. 
 
    A spritz of milk squirted out and got on the front of the doctor’s white coat. 
 
    The doctor looked down in surprise. 
 
    “Sorry,” said Harris. 
 
    The doctor frowned some more, and gently palpated Harris’s boob, and milk kept flowing out. 
 
    “Well, I never,” said the doctor, which wasn’t too encouraging. “And this started last night?” 
 
    “Yeah. My chest was a little sore a couple of days before that, but no big deal. I thought I might have pulled a muscle.” 
 
    “Tell me, what kind of foods do you eat?” 
 
    “Almond milk, herbal tea, a lot of whole grains, leafy greens. We supplement our diet with nuts and seeds, and we like legumes.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “You need to change your diet.” 
 
    “What?” I blurted. 
 
    “Harris is eating foods that stimulate prolactin. I suspect there’s a lot of estrogen in your diet. These things effect feminine hormones.” 
 
    “So he’s eating girl foods and turning into a girl?” 
 
    The doctor lowered his face and looked over his glasses. “That’s a little strong, but…yes.” 
 
    “So if we just feed him hamburgers and steak and big, thick, fat, rich, chocolate milkshakes he’ll stop acting like a—sorry Harris—a girl?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “What happens if I don’t change my diet?” 
 
    “More milk? Your penis and balls might shrink. Basically, you’ll go through a sort of girl puberty.” 
 
    “Are you shitting me?” I blurted. 
 
    He blinked. He was used to people going along with his line of bullshit. He obviously had never met a real woman. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” he tilted his head. 
 
    “Put your bra back on,” I commanded Harris. He had heard my tone of voice and he quickly slipped the straps up over his shoulders and began pulling on his tee shirt. 
 
    “What is—“ the doctor started, but I wasn’t going to give him a chance. 
 
    “You tell us my man is turning into a woman because he’s eating girly foods. Have you ever listened to your own self, Mr. Voodoo Witch Doctor?” 
 
    “I assure you that I—“ 
 
    I grabbed Harris’s hand and began dragging him. He wasn’t completely dressed, but that was okay. 
 
    “Fuck you and the horse you rode in on…” 
 
    He actually stood up and followed us, and I think he wanted to say something, but I was on a roll. 
 
    “And fuck the horses your nurses rode in on, and fuck your wife and your daughter and the retard you call your son. And fuck your insurance company and your medical supplier and…” 
 
    I went on and on, and Harris and I walked out. Behind me everybody was staring with goggle eyes, but that’s okay. I felt pretty good. 
 
    The interesting thing is that if the doctor had just done a few tests, instead of laying his stupid opinion on us, everything could have been figured out pretty quick. 
 
     
 
    “Wow, you really unloaded on him.” 
 
    “He was an asshole,” I said, as I drove the car through traffic. 
 
    “Yeah,” but Harris wasn’t convinced. Tell the truth, he wasn’t much of anything. He had no idea what to think. “But what do we do now?” 
 
    “Well, let’s examine this food thing, and other drugs. We’re going to have to do our own research, though.” 
 
    So we did our research. Interestingly, there was some truth to what the doctor said. Harris was eating health foods, and health foods were high in estrogen, but enough to turn Harris into a girl? Nope. 
 
    So we went on the net and started talking to people, and we were surprised by how many men were growing boobs. It was almost a national epidemic. Not big boobs, just a bit of fat. And guys were taking care of this thing was mastectomies. Their boobs got big and they would just hire a doctor to do a little nip and tuck, or slice and dice, or whatever doctors called their operations these days, and that was it. 
 
    But we didn’t want some quack cutting into Harris. No way. 
 
    But we had to do something. His breasts were getting bigger. 
 
    “I need another bra,” he said, one night after dinner. 
 
    I checked him out. Weird to say it like that, makes me sound like the perverted male checking out the female, but…I looked at his frame. 
 
    His breasts were definitely getting bigger. They were Ds, and if they kept going they might end up being double Ds. Or even bigger. 
 
    “How’s the milk flow?” I asked. 
 
    “Down a little.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good.” 
 
    We went shopping the next day, and searched for a thick, sturdy bra with big pads for absorbing the milk. We were walking through the store and Harris made the interesting remark: “You know, it’s sort of horny to feel my jugs bouncing. 
 
    “What?” That sort of surprised me. 
 
    “Yeah. I used to watch girls walk, and they’d jiggle, and I’d get off on it. Now I’m jiggling, and…it sort of makes me horny.” 
 
    “Like hard on horny?” 
 
    “I’m always hard on horny.” 
 
    That was true. Since he started leaking in the boobs his cock had not gone down. Lucky me. Although…I did get tired of him dripping on me, so I was mostly in the driver’s seat these days. Which he didn’t mind. 
 
    We stopped at a counter and we started picking up bras, pulling them to check the stretch, examining the pads that went with them. 
 
    “So are you getting less horny as you drip less?” 
 
    He stopped and thought about that. “I might be,” he finally begrudged. 
 
    Begrudged, and I started to realize something. He liked his jiggle. He liked his hard cock. Did he like having boobs? Well, nothing for it but to ask. I turned to him. 
 
    “Harris, do you like having big tits?” 
 
    He started to say no, but we have always been honest, and he closed his mouth, then said, “I guess I do.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    We picked out a couple of bras, and, thinking about what he had said, I picked out a half bra. Real thin, real sexy. I snuck it into the bag without him noticing. 
 
    Home again home again, jiggedy jig. Or maybe that’s jiggledy jig. 
 
    We walked into the living room and I tossed the bag on the floor, sat down in front of it, and went searching for the sexy half bra. I held it up. 
 
    “Whoa, what’s that?” 
 
    “I thought you might want too try something a little sexy.” 
 
    “That’s a lot sexy! Why don’t you wear it?” 
 
    “Because I can’t fill it.” That was true. He was bigger than me. Quite a bit bigger than me. 
 
    “Yeah, but…it’s got no pads! And my nipples will be out in the open!” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He stared at me for a second, then shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    I held it out and he took it. By now he was pretty good at putting on a bra. He fastened it in front, spun it, and pulled the straps over his shoulders. 
 
    A perfect fit…for a perfect tit. 
 
    His boobs were lifted and presented perfectly. They looked even bigger, and the nipples were hard and erect and pointing straight out. 
 
    “Wow,” he muttered. 
 
    “Double wow,” I offered. Once again, I was feeling that heat in the puss. That moisture. That pulse that told me life is good and who can I fuck!? 
 
    He walked through the house to the mirror and stared at himself. Unfortunately, he was leaving a trail of milk splatters. Every couple of feet there was a drop on the floor. 
 
    But I didn’t care. I was watching those boobs jiggle. Hell, he liked them…I LOVED them! Every step and they shook, they lifted up and bounced, and the shimmy of flesh went from one side to the other, depending on which foot he was putting down. 
 
    In the mirror he had a perfectly feminine body. His dick was hard, but it was small enough that his pants kept it down. Of course it might stick up in a dress…maybe…and I started thinking about dresses. And nylons. And…high heels. Oh, my fucking God! I wanted to see him in high heels! 
 
    “Honey,” I said from behind him. 
 
    He turned, and almost put my eye out with those nips. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself, I reached up and hefted his boobs. Perfectly female. Not male fat bags, but female breasts. 
 
    He dripped on my hands. 
 
    He stared at me. He could feel my horniness. He could see the lust in my eyes. 
 
    I brought one hand back and licked the milk off it. 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    I squeezed one breast and a bit of milk pooled in my palm. Watching him, hoping I wasn’t grossing him out, I licked the milk. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    And that was it. He was turned on. His cock was hard and his tits were dripping, and…I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    “I’m going to suck on your breasts.” 
 
    He was having trouble breathing, but he nodded. “Yeah. You should.” 
 
    It seemed like the world was slowing down, time was moving like molasses, I moved my head forward and down. My lips went around his nipple and I felt the liquid on my tongue. 
 
    It was sweet. 
 
    I pursed my lips and gave a little suck. A big squirt of milk shot into my mouth. 
 
    God, it was sweet. And it was warm. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. His knees bent a bit, but he managed not to fall. “Do that again.” 
 
    So I did, and I took my time. I sucked, and milk filled my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He blurted. One hand went out and pressed on the wall. His knees were shaking. 
 
    I was not just wet now, I was actually feeling like I was on the edge of an orgasm. My voice was husky when I said, “Sit on the bed.” 
 
    He looked back to make sure the bed was behind him, sat, and faced me. 
 
    I held his breasts, warm and full, and I knew they weren’t just big, they were swollen with milk. 
 
    “I’m going to breast feed on you.” 
 
    He was as if mesmerized, and his head bobbed up and down. The whole thing might have been weird, but he wanted this. 
 
    I bent my head, pushed him back, and took his breast in my mouth. With my hands I pressed on his boob, causing the milk to squirt into my mouth. I drank, almost greedily. I had never experienced anything so erotic in my life. Such a sweet taste. I drank for a long minute from one, then shifted to the other. 
 
    “Oh, that is so good. It makes me so hot.” 
 
    I felt his groin, and his dick was, as usual, standing tall.  
 
    “Here,” he said. “Lay sideways to me.” 
 
    He helped me lay sideways, and I continued to press on his milk sac. Then I felt his hand worming down between my legs. That was why he wanted me to lay sideways, so he could reach my pussy. 
 
    He snaked a hand between my pants and skin and touched my pussy. Oh, fuck! I felt lightening shooting through my frame. The feeling of an orgasm suddenly whelmed up and gripped me. 
 
    “AHH!” I grunted the sound right into his nipple. I reached down and grabbed his groin, began stroking his cock. 
 
    “Oh….oh…” he moaned as my mouth mashed on his boob and my hand jacked his prick. 
 
    For a long minute we did each other, and one of his hands went to one of my boobs. And there we lay, entwined, jacking, sucking, moaning, and then…“AHHHH!” I began to cum. I hadn’t been cumming much lately, having been so worried about Harris’s breasts, but now I was making up for lost time. Or lost cums. 
 
    Which started him off. He began to spew in my hand, his hips jerking, and we both shot our loads.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We lay in the after glow. Stunned by the violence and magnitude of our orgasms. 
 
    “I never,” I said. 
 
    “Me neither,” he agreed. 
 
    I still had my hand on his breast, and his hand was on mine. My other hand was out of his pants, and I rolled over and face him. 
 
    He watched me, and I think he knew I was about to say something that might be a wee bit significant. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Babe, you have the most glorious tits in the world. So why are we so concerned?” 
 
    He blinked, and his eyes got a far away gaze. 
 
    “I mean, why are we fighting this, when it’s giving us so much fun.” 
 
    “So I should embrace my boobs.” 
 
    “Babe, men stare at boobs, they envy boobs, and you’ve always been a boob man…and now you have boobs. So why fight it?” 
 
    “Are you saying I should…stop trying to figure out why they are and just…enjoy them?” 
 
    “I am saying exactly that…and more.” 
 
    “What more?” 
 
    “My theory is that you are giving milk because you’re going through some sort of puberty. That might stop with time, but whether you produce milk or not—“ 
 
    He interrupted me, “I like lactating.” 
 
    My turn to blink. 
 
    “I actually like the feeling of being full, and then draining the milk.”  
 
    I had noticed him milking himself in the shower a couple of times, and once in the afternoon I had caught him milking himself over the sink, his eyes closed with a dreamy expression on his face. 
 
    “So let’s do something about it.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “If we milk them regularly, they’ll probably keep lactating.” 
 
    “For as long as I want?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    He thought about that, then whispered. “I like that idea.” Then he looked at me, “But…won’t I be a woman?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Don’t care. You’ve got a penis, and boobs, and that’s the best of both worlds.” 
 
    “I don’t have a pussy.” 
 
    I frowned. “Nothing to do about that. But…we can milk you, and you can wear bras…” 
 
    “All the bras I want?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “And…” he was a bit hesitant, “what about wearing…other stuff?” 
 
    “What kind of ‘other stuff?’” 
 
    “Girly stuff.” 
 
    We were silent then, and we were making a big decision. 
 
    I said, “Girly stuff like nylons?” 
 
    “And…and garters. And a peignoir.” 
 
    It was started now, and I liked it. I had just cum, but I felt like cumming again. “And dresses.” 
 
    “What about make up,” he whispered. 
 
    “Yes. What about it?” 
 
    And we started chuckling. It was like a big, heavy weight had lifted off our shoulders. But he seemed very nervous about it. 
 
    “Okay, let’s research these boobs, and do it the right way. 
 
    After some thorough research we decided not to give Harris any extra estrogen. He had boobs, and his cock was working, and that was fine. We didn’t want to risk shrinking his already small penis. 
 
    But we did start a regimen of domperidone. 
 
    Domperidone is an illegal drug, but we simply ordered it through a European website. It has some warnings, so we got the best quality, and we were careful about dosages. And what was it for? Lactation. 
 
    We didn’t want bigger boobs, his were still growing. But we did want to encourage lactation. We wanted milk, and lots of it. I loved suckling his boobs, and he loved the feeling of being suckled. And I had the feeling that if we just kept him lactating that was going to keep hia boobs growing. 
 
    We would, eventually be proven right, and he didn’t take the drug for long. 
 
    He topped out at 39 G. 
 
    Of course 39, he had a male sized chest. A skinny male, but bigger than a female’s chest. 
 
    And G because his chest was wider than a females. It actually looked perfect. Of course, it might shrink to an F, which is right above double D, when he stopped lactating, but we weren’t about to stop his milk. We liked his milk. 
 
    We would frequently sit and talk for an hour in the evening while he pumped his breasts. And in the morning I stopped eating breakfast because I was getting all the nourishment I needed. Mother’s milk. Or, in this case, Daddy’s milk. 
 
    And Harris wore a bra all the time now. He had to. His boobs were just so big and heavy he had to support them at all times. 
 
    So life was good. 
 
    I had a man with the perfect size cock, and now the perfect size breasts. I could suck cock, or tit, all night long. Mmm. 
 
    But there was still the stigma of clothes. Isn’t it funny? His body is physically changes, but he’s worried about clothes. 
 
    Simply, he wanted to wear female clothes, but he was a little worried. 
 
    He had just started the domperidone, his breasts had popped out to almost their full size, and I tried to get him in a dress. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “You did when we were talking about it a month ago, and you’ve been dragging your heels.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…I don’t know.” 
 
    “So what are you scared of?” 
 
    He sighed. “Well, I don’t know, but…I’m still a guy, under it all, in my mind. And wearing a dress, it’s sort of like that will make me into a sissy?” 
 
    “A sissy?” 
 
    “Yeah. And I’m not a sissy. I’m not gay. I don’t—“ 
 
    I started laughing. 
 
    “What?” His feelings were in danger of being hurt, but I didn’t care. 
 
    “Look, honey, you’ve got boobs. Nothing could be more feminine. And you’ve got a cock that won’t quit. That’s masculine. You’re not gay. You’re all man…and all woman.” 
 
    “But…I feel funky about it all!” 
 
    And there it sat. Him wanting to get dressed up, and not letting himself. And there it would have stayed. A frustrated position, to say the least. Then we met Arnold Keibler. 
 
    Who the heck is Arnold Keibler? 
 
    He was a guy at a restaurant. 
 
    We didn’t go out much, and when we did we chose small places with gloomy booths, and Harris would wear man clothes. He didn’t bind his chest or anything. He would often wear something bulky, but there was only so much you could do to hide a pair of ta tas like his. 
 
    So we’re sitting there, sipping a beer, talking about songs we loved, and the pizza arrived and we chowed down on that, and then we drank some more beer, and— 
 
    “Hi, guys.” 
 
    We looked up. Arnold was middle height, middle weight, had a quirky grin, and his head was ever so slightly tilted. 
 
    “I don’t mean to intrude, but I really need to talk to somebody.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know why we let him sit down, maybe it was that cheerful but respectful bedside manner of his, but we did. He laid his card on the table. 
 
    Arnold Keibler, PsyD 
 
    Doctor of Psychology 
 
      
 
    “You’re a doctor?” Harris asked. 
 
    I said, “I hate doctors.” 
 
    “Mostly quacks,” he agreed, putting me off my stride. I gazed at him suspiciously. “I had a mole on my neck. They gave me all these stupid talks about cancer and how I was going to die…so I cut it off with a pen knife. Boy, did they scream.” He laughed. “You’d have thought I had cheated them out of an office visit. Can I have some beer? I’ll buy the next pitcher.” 
 
    He was saying the right things, he seemed to have a sense of humor, so we agreed. 
 
    He was a good conversationalist. Laughed easily, had anecdotes, and after about fifteen minutes I asked him, “You said you needed to talk to somebody?” 
 
    We were into the second pitcher, and he had bought, and he nodded. “Look, I specialize in transgender counseling. Obviously, I need to understand things, and when I see something that’s curious, I need to ask questions so I can understand, and that helps me talk to my patients.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” Harris was agreeable. 
 
    Me, being the more pragmatic, was still suspicious. “So what do we have that you need to know about?” 
 
    I knew where he was going, but he was being so nice and polite, and he was buying the beer, that I let him speak his piece. 
 
    “Do people give you a rough time about having breasts?” 
 
    Not how do you feel, but how do people treat you. That was circumspect, and even thought provoking. 
 
    “I try to stay away from people,” answered Harris. 
 
    “A wise decision,” nodded Keibler. “Do you find that men and women treat you differently?” 
 
    What the fuck? Now I was even thinking over the interactions Harris had had. 
 
    “Men are scared. Women are angry.” 
 
    Keibler blurted a laugh. “That’s perceptive. Why do you think that is?” 
 
    And Harris started talking and talking, and I even overcame my suspicion and started putting forth my own thoughts. 
 
    I think Keibler was honest. He was just interested in reactions to men with boobs, but when we started talking about our frustrations, he went right along with us, asked us questions, listened patiently, and it was like getting a free therapy session, right in the middle a pizza parlor. 
 
    And we didn’t see him after that. Just a one night stand, if you get my drift, but before he left he did say one thing that broke us out of all our frustration. 
 
    “Sounds like you’re intersex,” he remarked thoughtfully. 
 
    “What’s intersex?” we asked. 
 
    “Intersex is when a person is born with characteristics of both sexes. It happens to one out of 2,000 people. Maybe they have breasts, or testicles, or the hormonal balance is more appropriate for a different sex, or whatever.  
 
    “But I wasn’t born…” Harris stopped. 
 
    Keibler shrugged at the incomplete thought. “So it manifested later. But I’m really out of my league here. This is a question for a medical doctor. Just see your doctor, ask if he’ll test you for intersex characteristics,  and that’ll tell you.” 
 
      
 
    So we went back to the quack, and he looked a bit scared when he realized it was me, but I just said, “Test Harris for intersex characteristics. And he agreed, and a week later Harris took some tests, and a week after that we had the results. 
 
    Yup. Harris was a biological man with a few ‘quirks.’ Mostly it was hormonal, he zigged when he should have zagged thing, and none of this stuff had showed up for the first part of his life, but now he had reached an age, his body had decided to complain, and the hormones kicked in, and…boobs. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home, and went into the kitchen, and poured a couple of big, old bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, after a big gulp. “I always thought I was normal.” 
 
    “You’re sure my idea of normal.” 
 
    “Even with these?” he hefted his cannons. They were super big and looked like they needed to be milked. 
 
    “Especially with those.” I eyed those mammaries hungrily. 
 
    He gulped more bourbon. “So I really am a half and half man.” 
 
    “I prefer to think of you as a half and half woman.” 
 
    He considered me. “You’re taking this pretty easily.” 
 
    “What? I should run down the street screaming because my man is extra sexy?” 
 
    “Well…sometimes I feel like running down the street screaming.” 
 
    “That’s just your female hormones.” 
 
    He was silent for a moment, then he said, “I guess it is.” 
 
    We sat, and drank, and were lost in our own thoughts. 
 
    Finally, he said, “So, what now?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Do I cut off my boobs? Or lose my nuts? What do I do?” 
 
    “Why would you want to do anything?” 
 
    “Well, I’m half and half. I’m not one or the other. How do I get to be one or the other?” 
 
    I shook my head, actually a little bit confused by his question, and then I got pissed. I leaned forward and spoke right into his face. “Why on earth would you want to give up one for the other? You’re the best of both! Why don’t you get over this bullshit of thinking something is wrong and just go with it?” 
 
    Now he was confused. I had been so reasonable, and now I was in his face. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I grabbed his ears, and I kissed him, hard. I savaged his mouth. I didn’t let him speak, or whine, or cry, or take control. 
 
    Then I reached down and grabbed him by the pants. I got a hold of a big hunk of material, and I could feel his cock in the mess. I dragged him through the house. Him on his tip toes, his mouth open, not understanding. 
 
    I sat down on the couch and pulled him, by the crotch, over my lap. I spanked him. And it was fun. I was suddenly tired of all the bullshit. I had been walking on eggshells, catering to his confusions, and it was time to stop. 
 
    I slapped his ass, and when he tried to wiggle out I grabbed the waist of his pants and pulled him back. He came back, but his pants came off, too. Oh, baby, there was his bare butt, and I was ready for that. I reached under him, grabbed his cock and pulled it down. He had no choice. He flattened out on my lap. Before I had sort of had him, now he was totally under my control, and I pulled down hard with one hand, and with the other hand I wailed away on that beautiful ass. 
 
    “Hey! OW! Stop!” 
 
    “Not a fucking chance. I’ve had enough of your bullshit.” And then I was laughing. All my emotions were released, all the bullshit was over. 
 
    He crawled off my lap and looked back at me. He rubbed his ass and his face was a mix of emotions. There were even some tears creeping out of his eyes. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    God, I felt good. I leaped on him, buried him under an avalanche of kisses. At first he thought I was going to spank him again, but I just wanted his cock. 
 
    While I kissed him I loosed my own pants, and then I was ready. I sank down on his penis and, man, did it feel good. After all the bullshit emotions, this was what it was all about. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I pulled my blouse off and pulled his hands up and positioned them. He gripped my tits and squeezed, and I groaned. I could feel his cock, throbbing, pulsing, wanting to cum. But I wasn’t about to let him squirt. 
 
    I reached down and pressed on his boobs, and he started to squirt milk. I kept pressing and pressing, and his cries of protest changed into moans of delight. 
 
    Then, just when he was about to cum, I got up. 
 
    He looked up in confusion. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed him by the prick. “Come on, you asshole.” 
 
    I pulled him down the hallway, into the bedroom, and threw him into the chair in front of my vanity table. I sat on his lap and kissed him some more, then, when I was about to faint my own self, I stood up, grabbed his tits, and said. “You are my husband, and I have certain rights. And I have the right to make you up any way I see fit. Now sit here and shut up. 
 
    “But, I don’t—“ 
 
    “SHUT!” I bellowed. 
 
    He sat, blinking, uncertain, turned on, wanting to cum and denied, and I reached under the vanity table for my nail kit. I placed his hand on the table and began pasting red nails on him. It was a bit sloppy, but it served the purpose, and his hands became slender, longer, and looked like bloody claws. Fucking sexy. 
 
    He was silent for about ten minutes. Long enough for me to press nails on his other hand. 
 
    “I don’t think I want to do this,” he whispered. 
 
    I grabbed him by the boob, milked squirted, and I snarled, “You don’t know what you want. You’re the intersex man. You’re half and half, and you can’t make up your mind which way you want to go. I’m tired of it, so I’m making up your mind for you. I’m going to do this, then you’ll have seen the other half, and you’ll know what you want.” 
 
    He couldn’t say much to that, and I began to work on his face. As long as he sat there and let me work I was gentle. When he started to complain, I got rough. 
 
    And always his cock was sitting straight up. And the more I worked on him, the more his cock throbbed. 
 
    I primed his face, put foundation on it, He was the canvas, and I was making him my masterpiece. 
 
    I put the color in his cheeks, then started working on his eyes. I mascara-ed him, I lengthened and thickened his eyelashes. I dabbed color onto his eyelids. 
 
    As time passed and he gave up talking, as he stared at the mirror at what I was making, I said conversationally, “I always thought your skin was too fine for a man. And your jawline is softer than a real man’s.” 
 
    “A real man’s?” 
 
    “Yup. Not a half a man, but a real man.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t get me mad. Just accept that you have a big slice of soft running through you, and learn to appreciate it, to take advantage of it. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    I finished his eyes, and he sat there and looked at his face in wonder. To see himself en femme, it was cathartic. It was therapeutic. 
 
    “Good. Now sit there for a second. Don’t fucking move.” 
 
    I walked into the kitchen, made some drinks, then came back. He was sitting, staring, coming to grips with the truth of himself. 
 
    I handed him a drink and told him to drink up. 
 
    He gulped a couple of gulps, then placed the glass down, and I did his lips. 
 
    Oh, I could feel every single emotion he was going through. The protest, and the acceptance. The waning of confusion. 
 
    “Not bad, eh?” 
 
    He stared at his juicy, red, plump lips. He looked down at his lap. He looked up at me. “Fuck. I’m leaking down there.” 
 
    I laughed. “Your tits are leaking, your cock is leaky…” 
 
    He laughed, but it was a laugh on the edge of tears. 
 
    “Come, come,” I said, leaning down and once again touching my lips, gently, to his. 
 
    He looked up at me with such trusting innocence. He was in an alien land and he was starting to trust me to lead him through it. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    I placed him on the bed and rolled stockings up his legs. I could see the wonder in his eyes as the sleek material encased his legs, gave an electric feel to his flesh. 
 
    I put a garter belt around him and attached the snaps. He looked down, and his cock was totally erect and beautiful. 4.6 inches of beautiful. 
 
    I Handed him some panties, and he stepped into them, pulled them up. His cock made a wonderfully obscene bulge. 
 
    I handed him his bra, the half one, and shortly his beautiful tits were peeking over the edge, dripping. 
 
    Then a dress. A yellow one with a cross over chest. I could see his wonderful cleavage, and a bit of the bra, and I didn’t care. 
 
    Then, high heels. It was the first time he had ever tried heels, and his balance was totally ruined. He tottered, and had to hold to me to stop from falling. 
 
    I just laughed, and got out the wig. 
 
    He stared at himself in the long mirror. He was tall in heels, svelte with big boobs, and his face was totally, utterly feminine. 
 
    “Nice,” I murmured, and I got out my ear piercing kit. 
 
    “You’re not going to—“ 
 
    “I am. Now sit here and take it like a woman. 
 
    He was trembling now. but it wasn’t all fear. It was the release of pent up fears. It was the accomplishment of self. 
 
    I swabbed his lobes with alcohol and stuck the needle through. A drop of blood, and I fit my long danglies onto his ears. They sparkled and twisted in the light, silver lines with tiny, sparkling diamonds on the ends. 
 
    The other ear. 
 
    “Now for your nose…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I laughed. “Gotcha. 
 
    He stared at me, and I was totally taken by the transformation. He was beautiful. Or, she was beautiful. Sexy. Intoxicting. 
 
    If a man had seen her he would have fallen in love.  
 
    If a woman had seen him she would have fallen in love. 
 
    I saw her, and I was in love. 
 
    “Okay. Come with me.” 
 
    I walked her out to the garage and told her to get in the car. 
 
    “But where are we going?” 
 
    “Wherever I want.” 
 
    She sat, docile, and I drove through town. We went to Charley Coyote’s, the hottest nightclub in town, and I got out of the car and squired her into the place. 
 
    Oh, she was nervous. She was shaking like an earthquake and trembling like a leaf. But I just dragged her. 
 
    Enough equivocation. Enough confusion. 
 
    We walked into the nightclub and walked up to the bar, and the men waiting for a turn at the harried bartender parted. They simply saw us, two beautiful women, and they let us through. 
 
    I ordered us a couple of Singapore Slings and we took them to a table in a corner. The table was by one of the windows not obscured by ironwork, and high. The kind that are a foot higher than normal and that you have to sit with your heels on a rung. Your legs on display and your thighs clamped so as not to show your inner depths. 
 
    I sipped, and watched her. 
 
    Harris was sort of blank at first, undergoing shock, but she started to look around, and the alcohol worked, and she began to relax. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. 
 
    “You know,” I observed, “You were caught between what society expects, and you didn’t know which way to go. And I don’t care which way you go. I love you either way. 
 
    She sipped and watched the bar. 
 
    A young man came up and asked if Harris wanted to dance. Before Harris could get flustered I said, “We’re Lesbians. Don’t bother.” A smile quirked at the corner of his mouth. For a young guy he was pretty worldly, and he said, “Well, can I watch you kiss?” 
 
    I laughed, “You are such a pervert!” 
 
    He shrugged. I leaned forward, pulled Harris’s mouth to me and kissed her. 
 
    The man watched, grinning. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss me?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    So I kissed him. He had a good mouth, and I enjoyed it. And when I drew back I could see the surprise on Harris’s face. I looked at her. “Would you like to kiss him?” 
 
    Harris’s mouth dropped. 
 
    “Please,” said the young man. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “Kiss him, show him how the other half lives. Maybe he’ll convince you to go back to men.” 
 
    Oh, the delightful way I had tied Harris up with that statement. Still, she said nothing. 
 
    “Harris, kiss him.” 
 
    Harris was once again trembling. The young man moved towards her. He leaned forward, and he kissed. Gently, lovingly. 
 
    Harris kissed with her eyes open. Then I actually saw the young man’s tongue dart out, and I thought Harris was going to pee in her panties. 
 
    Then they broke, and the man went, “Woo! Good kiss!” 
 
    Then he was gone, and we were left alone. 
 
    “I don’t believe I did that,” whispered Harris. 
 
    “Believe,” I said. Then I put my glass down. “Are you ready to go home and let me have my way with you.” 
 
    “You want to make love?” 
 
    “Oh, God, no. I want to stick my dick in you, have my way, and be a man.” 
 
    Harris’s eyes were fluttering. I loved all the confusion and the way it was being resolved. I knew she was going to want to do this again, to go out as a woman. What a lucky person. She could go out as a man, or as a woman. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Whatever you want, we should go. You’re leaking.” 
 
    Harris looked down at her tits and actually jumped. She had two large wet spots centered over her nipples. “Oh…oh…” 
 
    I just laughed, she had been leaking the whole time and I thought that was super hot. I took her hand, and led her out of the nightclub. 
 
    We walked to the car, arms around each other, and I drove us home. 
 
    “You’re a real bitch,” Harris said at one point. 
 
    “Do you like it?” I responded. “Do you like it when somebody takes control and makes you do things?” 
 
    “I do. But I don’t know if I want that all the time.” 
 
    “Then some time you can take control. You can run me around and make me suck your cock and you can bend me over and teach me how to be a woman. But tonight it’s my turn.” 
 
    We arrived home, and I opened the door, took her hand, and led her through the house. 
 
    We stood in the middle of the bedroom and kissed, and I marveled at how soft her lips were, how feminine she was. Then I was helping her out of her dress. I moved her back to the bed, pushed her back, and she crawled, on her back, and propped herself up on her elbows. she watched me, and though I saw fear, I saw hunger. 
 
    “Are you really going to fuck me? Like a man?” 
 
    I had been wearing a dress, and I lifted it and began putting on a strap on. I had bought it the week before without knowing why, but now I knew. “Yes. I’m going to stick my dick in you and make you cum.” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    I stepped to her and pulled her panties down. Her large tits leaked, making her flesh glisten in the dim light. 
 
    I took the time to lube her thoroughly, and then I stepped between her legs. 
 
    “I’m looking forward to taking you doggy style some time, but this first time, I think you need to see what is happening.” 
 
    I grabbed her dick and lifted, and her hips lifted up, and I pushed my cock gently into her. 
 
    She gasped as she was opened up. I could see the surprise on her face. I could tell she liked it. 
 
    Then I was in. All the way. My plastic balls pressed against her ass. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” she whimpered. 
 
    I began to move in and out, and as I moved I stroked her penis. 
 
    Harris groaned with the urgency of it all. I had denied her earlier, and now she was super hungry. 
 
    “You can cum when you want,” I said. 
 
    “How…how…” 
 
    “Same way you always do. Just relax and let it happen.” 
 
    At first she was trying, but then she started to relax. I could feel the lessening of resistance in her man pussy, and I drove in and out, deep and hard. With each stroke her eyes widened. Her breath was coming fast. 
 
    “Massage your tits,” I commanded. “I want to see them all shiny with milk.” 
 
    Staring at me with love in her eyes, she began to press on her breasts, and the milk started to flow. It burbled all over her breasts, and she smoothed it out, rubbed it in, and her shiny tits glistened. 
 
    I kept driving in, stroking, and she kept squeezing her tits, then pulling on her nipples, and even more milk squirted out. 
 
    I leaned forward, managed to keep fucking and stroking even as I suckled her big tits. 
 
    She started to groan and hump. Her hips went up and down and she lost control. She reached up and hugged me, pulled me to her and wrapped her arms around me. It was all I could do to keep penetrating, sliding my hand up and down, and she came. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!…Oh…sweet heysoos!” 
 
    Her hips went wild, her legs jerked manically, and semen began to leap out of her penis. For a long minute she was like that, spasming violently, then she gave up, laid back, and just reveled in her new found self. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she said. “I love being a woman!” 
 
    I smiled, and drew my cock out of her. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had it!” 
 
    “Oh, come on. It was only sex!” 
 
    “With my best friend!” 
 
    I glared at Ben from my side of the car. 
 
    “It didn’t mean anything. We’re just friends.” 
 
    “Yeah, fuck friends. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?” 
 
    “Of course they do! I work hard and make money and…” 
 
    “And cheat on me.” 
 
    “I’ve already told you that it doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    “How would you feel if I was out fucking somebody?” 
 
    He was silent. I could see his face getting somber. He didn’t like the idea of me opening my legs, but it was okay for him to cheat on me. 
 
    “Look, you really need to take a chill pill.” 
 
    He turned on our street and then into our driveway. 
 
    Ben was a slender fellow, not much in the big, muscular man thing, and I think that was why he was always cheating. Simply, he was trying to prove he was a man, and he thought that was proven by how many women he could fuck. 
 
    I got out of the car and slammed the door. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled, getting out of the car after me.  
 
    “Fuck you!” I tossed back over my shoulder. 
 
    I entered the house, stomped up the stairs, and into our bedroom. 
 
    Now my bedroom. I slammed the door and locked it. 
 
    Ten seconds later he was knocking on the door. “Don’t you fucking lock me out!” 
 
    “Why don’t you go sleep with one of your fuck friends!” I screamed. 
 
    So he kicked the door down. Took him two kicks. Weaky. 
 
    He stomped past me and got ready for bed. 
 
    I walked out of the room and slept on the couch downstairs. And as I lay there, covered by a scratchy, uncomfortable blanket, seething with anger, I wondered what to do. 
 
    I had read all the books, scoured the internet, and I was at my wit’s end. I had talked to him honestly, I had gotten him to admit his affairs, he had said he would do better, but tonight I had caught him in a closet with my best friend. My former best friend. 
 
    And I realized: I had just ended a friendship…why couldn’t I end a marriage? 
 
    Because there was still love there. 
 
    So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband? 
 
    If only I could make him see. If only I could let him know how it felt. If only. 
 
    And in those dark hours of the morning I began to come up with a plan. 
 
     
 
    “Hello, honey,” I kissed Ben and took his jacket. 
 
    He looked at me suspiciously. “I thought you were angry?” 
 
    “Oh, that…no. Like you said, it’s only sex.” 
 
    He smiled. “I’m glad you’re coming around.” 
 
    “Sure. And I made your favorite dinner tonight. Want a drink, first?” 
 
    “Sure.” he grinned. 
 
    I handed him a tall glass. Ice swirled in it, and the half and half bourbon and Coke would disguise any taste. 
 
    He glugged a couple of glugs, sighed. “Ah, the drink of the Gods.” 
 
    “Why don’t you have a seat and watch the news. I’ll have your dinner out in a jiffy.” 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    He sat down in the recliner, clicked on the TV, and I heard the sounds of the football game. Excellent. He would finish that drink, and I would even give him another one. 
 
    I went into the kitchen to finish cooking his steak. Not long after I served him. He leaned forward in the recliner, ate his dinner on a folding tray, and ignored me. 
 
    “Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    A few hours later I walked into our bedroom. The bedroom door was still off the hinge, but I ignored it. 
 
    “So you’re going to come back to me,” he grinned. Fool thought he was successful in cheating. He had done it and now was getting away with it. 
 
    “It’s only sex,” I smiled. 
 
    “Excellent, because I’ve been needing some.” 
 
    “This weekend, honey. I’m having a period now.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” he wheezed unhappily. “Why don’t they invent a pill that gets rid of periods.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ll be over it by the week end, then we can have some real fun.” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    A few minutes later he was laying on his side, snoring, and I was laying on my back, smiling at the ceiling. 
 
     
 
    A couple of days passed and it was the weekend. And it was time to see if my plan was going to work. It should. I had been giving him double doses of Leuprolide. 
 
    Interesting enough, I found out whether the drug worked not through my own actions, but through the actions of a girl who worked with Ben. 
 
    He came home from work, and I was ready to go. I was dressed sexy. I had been to the beauty salon, my tits were in his favorite half bra, standing out with my big nipples jutting through the thin material of my blouse. 
 
    He walked in, right past me, and into the kitchen. I heard the clank of bottles and walked in, puzzled. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    He ignored me for the moment. He took down a glass, put some ice in it, unscrewed both the Coke and the bourbon, and poured both liquids into the glass at the same time. 
 
    He picked up the glass and quaffed it. I mean, the whole thing. In just a few seconds. 
 
    At that moment I was actually so surprised that I didn’t even consider that my plan might be working. 
 
    He placed the glass on the counter and mixed himself another drink. He drank half of it before he slowed down. 
 
    He stood there, breathing heavily, like an ox that had been hit on the forehead with a four by four. 
 
    “What in heaven’s name is going on?” 
 
    He turned to me, and his face was writ in misery. I know that sounds weird, but that phrase is the only way to describe the emotion coming out of him. 
 
    “It didn’t work.” 
 
    “What didn’t work.” 
 
    He looked down at his pants, took a deep breath, and said, “My penis! It didn’t work!” 
 
    “You were going to fuck somebody,” I breathed out. 
 
    “Shit!” he blurted. His hands clenched and unclenched. The muscles in his face writhed. “It wouldn’t even get hard! It just laid there…like a slug. It…it wouldn’t work!” 
 
    Aha! I exulted on the inside. On the outside I was the picture of concern. 
 
    “Not your penis!” 
 
    “My penis! My fucking penis! It didn’t work!” 
 
    I felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels, high fiving myself and turning somersaults. He wasn’t going to be cheating on me any more. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I soothed, patting his arm. “Take it out and let’s see if I can get it working.” 
 
    For a second he didn’t want to. There was shame and humiliation, and manly failure, but he couldn’t resist. He unzipped his pants and took out his member. 
 
    He was average sized. Maybe six inches. Not a big man, but not a small one, either. 
 
    I reached out and took his penis in hand. It lay there, a slug, not moving, not quivering, certainly not throbbing and pulsing. 
 
    I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?” 
 
    “I feel it, but nothing happens.” 
 
    Oh, God. This was good. 
 
    I knelt and opened my mouth. I sort of like giving head. I like feeling those big, swollen balls, all ready to pump out the pudding. And I love looking up while my lips are sliding back and forth, and seeing the look of sublime pleasure on a man’s face. And, I’ll tell the truth, I even like how the stuff tastes. It’s sort of, in a weird way, like eating oysters, but a little saltier. 
 
    I took his penis and sucked on it, and it was like sucking on a rubber band. It just didn’t get stiff. 
 
    “Do you feel that? Is it good?” 
 
    His eyes showed his frustration. “I feel it, it feels good, but Mr. Happy just doesn’t want to get happy!” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, tucking his tool back in his pants and zipping him up. “This looks serious.” 
 
    “It is!” 
 
    “How about if I call the doctor?” 
 
    “Uh…” he didn’t want the embarrassment. But the idea of an unworking prick was greater in his mind, so he finally nodded. 
 
    I dialed a number and it was picked up. 
 
    THe girl on the other end said, “Hi, Shelly. Did you want me to play the doctor?” 
 
    I did. I spoke carefully. “Hi, Doctor Winslow. My husband has a problem…” 
 
    Ben started waving his hands, but I ignored him. How was he supposed to see a doctor if he couldn’t even talk about it? 
 
    “Well, his penis isn’t working. No, it isn’ an especially big cock,” I could feel his ego shrivel with that one. “Maybe five inches. His balls feel firm enough, but…maybe they’re a little soft, too. Just in th last few days.” I shrugged at him. “Uh huh. You’ll have to ask him. Can you make a house call? My husband is sort of embarrassed about this.” 
 
    Ben nodded his head. He was real antsy, walking back and forth, feeling his groin, and looking so unhappy. 
 
    “Tonight? You can? Oh, that would be wonderful.” 
 
    I hung up the phone and turned to Ben. “She’s actually going to be in the area.” 
 
    “She? It’s a she?” 
 
    “Yes. Is that a problem? I mean, that’s who was on call. You didn’t want to wait, did you? Besides, she sounded very professional.” 
 
    “No. I guess it’s all right. I would have preferred…” 
 
    “Go make another drink. It’ll help calm you down.” 
 
    Tell the truth, I had gotten tired of mixing the pills in his drinks, and I had mixed a bottle of pills into the bottle of bourbon. He was giving himself his own limp pills. 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later, after dinner, and a couple more drinks, we heard the knock on the door. Ben hung back, but I strode to the door quickly and opened it. 
 
    Sandy Winslow was one of my oldest friends, and it was a modern miracle that Ben hadn’t ferreted her out and tried to hit on her. The joy was that she had majored in drama. She had worked in Hollywood, and was making a good living, but she was currently on hiatus, and when I called her to ask about my plan she had volunteered to help out. Now she stood on the stoop in a professional dress and holding a doctor’s bag. 
 
    “Hi, Dr. Winslow, I can’t thank you enough for coming. Ben is…he’s quite upset by his situation.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.” 
 
    I brought her into the house. Ben was sitting on the recliner, the front flap not up, and just sort of rocking back and forth. He got up and shook hands when I introduced him. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Mr. Gardner. Can I sit here? Excellent.” She pulled a dining room chair around and faced Ben. “Why don’t you explain what is happening.” 
 
    Ben’s face was already red. He didn’t know the good ‘doctor’ from Adam, and he was having to talk about his most prized possession, and how it didn’t work. 
 
    “Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…” 
 
    “Please don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Gardner. I have spoken to many people, many men, about Erectile Dysfunction. And it is good that you called me. Now, you are trying to say that you were going to make love but your penis had trouble getting erect.” 
 
    He nodded, gulping, his face redder than a sunburned apple. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Sandy turned to me. “And when did you notice he was having, uh, troubles.” 
 
    “Oh, it wasn’t with me.” I kept the most innocent look on my face. 
 
    “It…wasn’t?” Sandy looked honestly surprised. She was a great actress. “Who was it with?” She turned back to Ben. 
 
    “Uh. I was with this girl from the office and…” 
 
    “So you were cheating.” She stated it bluntly. If Ben had been thinking, he would have objected, but he was caught in his own webs. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “That’s okay. The only reason this concerns me is that some men have psychological reactions to the fact of cheating. You would be surprised at how many penises are limp just because the man feels guilty about cheating on his wife.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…I…” 
 
    “But go on. Tell me, in detail, exactly what happened.” 
 
    Ben glanced at me. He had told me he had cheated before, but he had never had to relay explicit details. His face was suddenly red. Or perhaps I should say redder. 
 
    “Well, uh…we were in a closet.” 
 
    “Standing up then.” 
 
    “Yes. We didn’t have access to a bed, and…uh…” 
 
    “Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Foreplay. We didn’t have much. She just, we went into the closet and she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth and…uh…” 
 
    Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded, and avoided looking at me. Hell, maybe I should have been making him repeat the juicy details all along. 
 
    “Do you have much sensation in your penis?” 
 
    “I…yes. I felt…everything. But…I couldn’t get hard.” 
 
    “Okay. You were cheating, no foreplay, and your penis failed to erect. Go on.” 
 
    Her words were like daggers to him. He was actually, physically jerking. 
 
    “Well, she sucked on me for a while.” 
 
    “Did your penis start to fill with blood?” 
 
    “No. No. It just…it was…it just laid there. I mean, in her mouth.” 
 
    “So it was flaccid. What else?” 
 
    “That’s about it. She sort of got upset, but tried to mask it. She put me back in my pants and whispered, “Don’t worry. It’s only sex.” 
 
    Bingo, that one hit me between the eyes. It was what he had said to me. It’s only sex. 
 
    “Well, I hate to disagree with you, Mr. Gardner, but it is not ‘just’ sex. The health of the penis, the ability to get hard, can relate to the health of your body. Your failure to become erect could be masking serious conditions.” 
 
    “Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes. 
 
    “Absolutely. Take your penis out.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting. 
 
    “But…I…right here?” 
 
    “Mr. Gardner, I realize this is quite difficult for you, but I need to do a full examination. It starts with a simple examination of your penis.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” he stood up, his face mirrored the helplessness he felt inside. He unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped, and his pants fell. Then he pulled down his boxers. 
 
    His penis hung. Limp. It was maybe four inches, and not a bone in it. 
 
    I kept my face straight as Sandy reached for it, took it in her hand. 
 
    Ben stood there, and looked like he wanted to be anywhere else but here. 
 
    She pulled it, turned it over. She tapped it. “Do you feel this?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a pinwheel type thing.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s called a Wartenberg Wheel. It’s used to test neurological reactions.” She took his cock in her hand. It was quite sexy, really, her red fingernails holding his member. Even though he was limp it was sexy. 
 
    “Now tell me how this feels.” 
 
    She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, and he looked down so hard he was actually a little cross-eyed.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can feel that, it’s…it’s sexual. It’s exciting.” 
 
    “But you’re not getting erect.” 
 
    “Uh, no. But that feeling…it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    His hips were jerking and she kept him there by the simple expedient of holding onto his cock hard. 
 
    She moved the wheel to the head of his cock and rolled it. The little pins on the wheel crossed over the head, left little red marks.” 
 
    “Oh, FUCK!” 
 
    He managed to jerk back then. 
 
    “Mr. Gardner, a little self control, if you please. I have to check all of your penis. And your balls, too.” 
 
    She held out her hand and he reluctantly moved forward. “But how can that make me horny and yet I can’t get hard?” 
 
    “Your nerves are working. It’s your penis that isn’t working. You should have full sensation, yet…” she shrugged and began rolling the Wartenberg over his balls. 
 
    Ben began to shift, and his knees bent, and he moved his weight around. It was obvious this was causing an excruciating sensation, but the good ‘Doctor’ just rolling it and rolling it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted at one point. this feels…I should be able to cum from this!” 
 
    “You should,” said Sandy. “This is a little worrisome. Take off all your clothes, please.” 
 
    “All?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t have a gown, but this is a medical examination. 
 
    Ben looked lost and hopeless as he took off his clothes. He stood before Sandy with his hands covering his manhood. 
 
    Sandy took a stethoscope out of her bag, put it on, and started listening to Ben’s body. 
 
    First she placed the cold stethoscope on his back, and he jumped. She kept moving it around, listening, and saying, ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay.” I wondered if she even knew what she was supposed to be listening for. But, whatever, she was acting thoroughly professional and Ben was falling for it. 
 
    She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.” 
 
    Ben coughed. 
 
    “Mmmm.” She began listening to his chest. She placed a hand on his pectoral, over his nipple, and he blinked. 
 
    “Take a breath. Again. Again.” 
 
    Ben breathed in and out, and Sandy kept moving her palm over his nipple. It was a small motion, but I could tell it was exciting to Ben. Exciting, except that his dick didn’t respond to her stimulation. 
 
    “All right,” she reached into her bag and took out gloves and a large jar of lube. “I’m going to have to examine your prostate, Mr. Gardner. Why don’t you put your hands on the table there and bend over.” She put on the gloves with a snap. 
 
    Ben did so, and his face was priceless. 
 
    Sandy rubbed his butt briefly, then placed a big finger full of lube on his rectum. She began working it in, and Ben’s face grew redder and redder. Honestly, if you painted a happy face on a cherry, it would look like Bens’ face right then. 
 
    Then Sandy began working here finger in and out. Wiggling it around. Rubbing his inner walls. 
 
    “Okay, this is the prostate.” She pushed in harder and he grunted. “It’s a little undersized. Let me…” she pulled out her hand and stuck two fingers into him. 
 
    “Gah!” he blurted. 
 
    “It’s okay, Mr. Gardner. Just take it easy. I have to be thorough, but we’ll be done in a short while.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “If you have a glass?” she asked me. 
 
    I quickly handed her a glass and she placed it under his cock. 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “I need to examine your semen.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    For a short while she massaged his prostate, and his penis began to drip. Long drools seeped out of the head of his slack cock, and he stared down at the goo in wonder. 
 
    Sandy, her fingers in his butt and pressing on his prostate, took advantage of the moment to make a face at me. She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I snorted, which was a stifled, choked up laugh. 
 
    Ben looked up at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I had my face back under control “Nothing. I just coughed.” 
 
    Sandy kept working him, and then the semen lessened, and stopped. 
 
    She took her finger out and slapped his butt. “All done.” 
 
    Ben straightened up, and he had a hard time looking at the woman who had just had her fingers up his butt. 
 
    “Well,” she picked up the glass. “I’ll take this to the lab and get back to you with the results.” 
 
    “But what’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “I won’t know until I see the lab results. I will say that cheating may be at the root of your problem.” 
 
    Now he wouldn’t look at me. “Cheating.” 
 
    “Yes. Human beings are complex creatures, and when a person breaks trust with another…well, things happen. But we won’t go there, yet. Let’s examine the lab results, and then we’ll see.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    The exam was officially over, and Ben excused himself and left the room. I knew what he was going to do. He was going to wipe all the lube off his ass. 
 
    I walked Sandy out to her car. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted, when we were standing next to the car door. “You were perfect.” 
 
    “I was afraid I missed a couple of things, but he bought it.” 
 
    “How did you know how to give a prostate exam?” 
 
    “Oh, heck. I’m from Hollywood, and men don’t have sex there, they just get prostate exams.” 
 
    We giggled, then she said. “Give it a week, I’ll phony up some lab results, and then we can lower the boom on him.” 
 
    “Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me.” 
 
    “Actually, I do. Did you know that 1 out of 5 men cheat on their wives? And I’ve had a couple of that lousy 20%.” She spoke wryly as she tossed the bag into the back of her car, then she gave a quick glance over my shoulder, gave me a quick hug, and she was off. 
 
    Back inside the house Ben was pouring himself yet another drink. 
 
    “Better ease up on the drinking,” I suggested. 
 
    His face was still red from the exam, and he merely said. “I need it.” 
 
    Huh. I guess he did. 
 
    And I went upstairs to jill off. 
 
      
 
    The next week was the most fun I had ever had. After all, I knew the joke. He was taking Leuprolide. He was taking the drug they use to chemically castrate sex offenders. And all he knew was that his precious penis was no longer capable of working. 
 
    Oh, he felt everything, and he was feeling hornier and hornier, but that poor dick just hung there, minding its own business. Not a throb in sight. 
 
    So I dressed a little sexier. And I put on a little extra make up, he really liked red lipstick, and every once in a while, under the guise of helping him, I would offer to…help him. 
 
    “Honey, let me blow you for a while. Maybe it will work!” 
 
    How could a man refuse that? Not even a man with a nonfunctional dick could say no. He pulled out his little shrub and I went to work. I kissed, I sucked, I lapped and I licked. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Dickie just hung there, feeling everything, but not responding. 
 
    And, here was the good news, the prostate exam he had received had made him even hornier. Sandy had told me that it would, but when I saw how he fidgeted, and even rubbed his cock against the corner of a table while he was standing there, or grabbed his crotch and squeezed…it was obvious. He was one horny puppy. 
 
    And, encouraged, I began to snake my finger around and rub his asshole. Oh, he liked that. It made his hips move back and forth, and that in spite of the fact that…he was Mr. Limp. 
 
    One night I came in to find him actually punching his package. He was actually punching, with his fist. Not super hard, but hard enough, and he said, “Wake up! Damn you! Wake up!” 
 
    Stifling the giggles, I stopped him, told him not to hurt himself, and then took him to bed for a long blow job. Which he could feel, but his cock just wouldn’t wake up. 
 
    Finally, however, the week was up, and Sandy called. 
 
    “Hi, Dr. Winslow.” 
 
    On the sofa, one arm over his eyes and feeling sorry for himself, Ben sat up and looked. 
 
    “The lab results are in? Wonderful! Oh, you would. Well, of course. Tonight? We’ll look for you.” 
 
    “Tonight?” asked Ben, when I had hung up. 
 
    “Eight o’clock.” 
 
    “But what’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “You heard me. She’ll let us know tonight.” 
 
    Ben was fit to be tied. He walked around the house muttering. He went out to the garage to work out a little, but he couldn’t focus. He came in and turned on the TV, but when he turned it off and stood up I had had enough. “Sit back down. I’ll make you a drink.” 
 
    He had drunk more this week than he did in a week, and I probably should have worried about him becoming a drunk. I didn’t though. I was in the middle of it all, so I just kept him supplied with booze and waited for the play to come to a conclusion. 
 
    I made his drink and returned to the living room. The TV was on a football game, but it was muted. 
 
    I handed him the glass and said, “What are you going to do if it’s something serious?” 
 
    “Oh, God. I don’t know.” He drank, and looked up at me. “I mean, I love you so much! It can’t be anything serious! It just can’t!” 
 
    That surprised me. After all his cheating, I was the one he was thinking of. 
 
    “Well, it can’t be too serious.” And then, half caught up in his game, I said, “It’s only sex, after all.” 
 
    “Yeah. Only sex.” 
 
    But I realized, then, that it wasn’t sex. And it was. I began to understand how much stock men put in their penises. They obsess on it, they play with it, they effect marriage with it. 
 
    God, I must have half destroyed him with my little trick. 
 
    And, yet, what else could I do? What… 
 
    DING DONG! Sandy was here. 
 
    She entered the front room, looking quite the professional, and we all assumed the same seats we had been in the week before. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Gardner, I have good news. You are very healthy. Quite healthy.” 
 
    “Then I can start having erections again?” 
 
    “Well, that is going to be up to you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “There is no physical reason for you not to be able to get erections, and that leaves only one other possibility. You have psychological problems.” 
 
    “I do?” But I could see that he had already bought into it. But then having a neurosis or something is much preferable to cancer. Right? 
 
    “Now, I can recommend people you can see, but…” 
 
    “But, what?” 
 
    “Well, though your problem may seem serious to you, it is actually not that big a deal. Psychological barriers to sex, mental reasons for erectile dysfunction…they have been covered extensively in medical journals.” 
 
    “They have?” 
 
    “Quite. Now, let’s consider your problem. You cheated, you feel guilty, you need to make some kind of amends.” 
 
    “Amends?” he glanced at me, then back to the doctor.  
 
    “Yes. To the person you cheated on. Simply, you have to convince them that you can be trusted.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Well, that’s up to you. But, as it is your wife, I’m sure you can think of nice things to do for her.” 
 
    “I can? I mean…yes! I can!” 
 
    Determination filtered into his voice. 
 
    “Now, it may take some time—“ 
 
    “How much time?” 
 
    “I would say that you should give it six months. If your penis hasn’t started functioning by then you should give me a call.” 
 
    “Six months!” he was aghast. His eyes were fixed and his brain was spinning. 
 
    “Yes. And…uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, there are a couple of more things…” 
 
    “Go ahead!” 
 
    “Please tell us everything, Doctor,” I said, leaning forward. “I’ll do anything to help my husband become a man again.” Snicker, snicker. 
 
    “Well, it’s a complex thing. There aren’t even any articles on it in the journals, yet.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You can tell us?” 
 
    “Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!” 
 
    “Well, a woman will believe a woman faster than she will believe a man. Take that as you wish, it is fact.” 
 
    Ben frowned, not really understanding. 
 
    “I don’t know how far you have to take it, but wearing articles of her clothing will remind her of the potential for a softer you, a more feminine you, and…” 
 
    “Okay. I can do that.” His voice sounded dull, like it was coming out of a flooded basement or something. “I can wear a scarf or something, and that—“ 
 
    Sandy shook her head. “It will have to be something more intimate than that.” 
 
    “More..intimate?” 
 
    “An article of clothing.” Pause. “Perhaps…her underwear. Maybe even some make up.” 
 
    “What?” His voice sounded like that of a mouse who had been gargling. 
 
    “And, the third thing…” 
 
    “Oh, there’s more…” his eyes were glazed over. 
 
    “Yes, item three. What I did last week, the prostate exam.” 
 
    “Yes?” His eyes were showing confusion. He acted like he didn’t like the prostate exam, but…I had a sneaking suspicion that he liked it. 
 
    “Keeping your prostate healthy is of extreme importance. You need to have your prostate massaged weekly. This will reduce the amount of semen in your testicles, and it will, to be crude, flush the plumbing.” 
 
    “Flush the plumbing.” He sounded like he had just asked for a blindfold in front of a firing squad. 
 
    “Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. One more item.” 
 
    “This program is designed to help you recover, but we must not neglect the fact that you have caused your wife emotional stress.” 
 
    “I have?” He looked at me. “Oh, I guess…I have. I’m sorry, honey. I’ll never cheat again.” 
 
    “That’s fine, Mr. Gardner, but we need her to do something. It will help her, and even help you a bit.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “She must verbally chastise you.” 
 
    “Chastise?” He frowned. 
 
    “Yes. To feel good about herself she must be allowed to verbally emasculate you. Tell you what a rotten pig you’ve been. Tell you how unsatisfying your penis is to her. Even tell you how small and inadequate it is.” 
 
    “I am? I mean…I do?” 
 
    “Yes. This is very important. Not only must you regain your mental health, but you must help your wife regain her healthy self image. Because you have made less of her, now she must make less of you. So she must rebalance the equation, so to speak. She must insult you, and you must thank her whenever she does.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” Yes, his eyes were definitely glazed. 
 
    A short time later Sandy was gone, and Ben was sitting quite still, facing me, and pondering what he was going to have to do to get his penis working again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I don’t believe this,” he said, shaking his head. 
 
    “So I’ve got to tell you…bad things about yourself,” I mused, trying to sound worried. “I don’t know if I can do that.” 
 
    “Sure you can, honey. Try it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Okay. You’re bad.” Man, that was weak. It sounded like I was asking permission to water the garden. 
 
    “No, no. I mean, really talk to me.” 
 
    “You’ve been really bad.” 
 
    He shook his head, then took my hands in his. “Tell me I’ve been a scum sucking cheater.” 
 
    “You…” I sounded tentative, “you’re a scum sucking…cheater?” 
 
    “Don’t make it like a question. Get mad and…and tell me off!” 
 
    “You’re a bad person!” I made it sound like I was trying to sound angry, but he wasn’t buying it. 
 
    “No, no! Try this: Ben, you fucking asshole! How dare you fuck somebody else.” 
 
    “Ben, you fucking asshole. How dare you fuck somebody else!” 
 
    I raised my voice a little, and sounded like a mouse shouting in a church. 
 
    “That’s good, but…really mean it. Tell me I’m worthless.” 
 
    “Okay, you’re worthless.” 
 
    “Honey! If this is going to work, if I am ever going to get my cock back, then you have to really mean it! Now tell me…tell me I’m a lousy fuck and you hate me. Tell me you can’t stand my face. Tell me…tell me…” 
 
    And, it came out. I started softly, but rapidly built up, and soon I was screaming. “You motherfucking cunt fuck asshole excuse for a dick! You cheated on me! I hate you!” And…I slapped him. 
 
    Oh, it was good. I actually laid my palm against his face like I was trying to hit a home run. His face turned red, my hand was imprinted on it, and he grinned. “That’s it! That’s it! Now you’re doing it!” 
 
    “Can I do it again?” I asked timidly. 
 
    “Of course! Lay it on me. Say what you want! Insult me!” 
 
    I started at a higher pitch this time. “Your dick is too short! It’s too small and I lie about having orgasms! And you’re ugly! You need plastic surgery just to look ugly. You fucking stink!” 
 
    He grinned. “Thank you.” 
 
    And I grinned. 
 
    And that was the start. 
 
    The rest of the evening he ran around and tried to do things for me. He emptied the trash. He vacuumed. He put the wash in. 
 
    And he opened doors, and folded towels, and did the dishes. 
 
    Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven. 
 
    And it was all because he was trying to get his cock to work again. 
 
    The next day I awoke feeling good. I stretched, felt like a million pounds had flown off my shoulder, and just when I thought it could get no gooder…pardon my grammar…he placed a breakfast tray on the bed. 
 
    “Here you go, my love.” 
 
    “Thanks, short dick,” I said. 
 
    He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom. 
 
    I sat there and wallowed in the pleasure. I nibbled on perfectly cooked bacon. I spooned mouthfuls of hashed browns, and wondered…where had been my Prince Charming all these years? 
 
    I mean, it was instant! 
 
    I got up, took a shower, and went out to a house sparkling. He had managed to clean everything before going to work. 
 
    I sighed, sauntered out to the living room, sat down and watched TV. And received a text. 
 
      
 
    You are the most beautiful woman in the world 
 
    and I love you with all my heart. 
 
      
 
    Whoa. This was almost too much. And it was funny, Sandy and I had come up with this program to get back at him, to put a crimp in his cheating ways, and it was working almost too good. 
 
    Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back. 
 
    You stinky dick ass sucker! 
 
      
 
    He texted back. 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    I laughed out loud, and then I had a thought. I quickly typed, 
 
    What are you wearing? 
 
      
 
    Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then: 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    I said nothing. I just tossed my cell phone to the side, watched some TV, and went to a brunch with Sandy. 
 
    We giggled, we laughed, and life was good. 
 
    And the texts poured in. 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    I’m worthless. 
 
      
 
    I’ll make up for it tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Please talk to me. 
 
      
 
    Ah, the power of the penis. 
 
    Or, maybe I should say…the power of the penis denied. 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next day to a tray of perfectly cooked breakfast, toted in by Ben…in a chemise. He had taken one of my old nightgowns, a silky thing, and wore it with nothing underneath. 
 
    He placed the tray on the bed, over me, and knelt by the side of the bed. “Whatever my mistress wants.” 
 
    “Go, asshole.” I waved my fingertips and he scuttled out of the room.” 
 
    This was too good. And I giggled, and enjoyed my perfectly prepared meal. 
 
    And I had no idea of the beast I had unleashed. 
 
    You see, when a man is going one way too long, and then goes the other way…he tends to go that other way…too much. 
 
    Ben was like a man out of control. 
 
    He washed the whole outside of the house. Did the lawn. Repaired a leaky faucet. Did the wash. 
 
    I didn’t have a chance to do anything. 
 
    And if I did, he leaped in and took over. 
 
    And he did it in my underwear. 
 
    And I lived in a house that was no longer recognizable. Spic and span clean, with a cross dressing elf darting about. I felt like I was in a cartoon where the villain throws a gum wrapper over his shoulder and eight street sweepers get in a fight over who gets to pick it up. 
 
    I walked around and a knave swept the ground upon which I was about to trod. Wearing a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. And a wig. He had actually stopped to buy a wig that looked remarkably like my own hair. 
 
    OMFG! 
 
    The week passed, and by the time the weekend had arrived I was actually in a mood. I wasn’t allowed to cook, to clean, to even take my own dishes to the sink. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, I was a little tired of insulting him. Sure, it had been fun, but…now it wasn’t. Now it was too much. 
 
    “Please, your majesty,” he blurted. “Tell me what a terrible job I’ve done!” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I groused, and I walked past him. He fell in behind me. 
 
    Power is good. A lot of power is better. But absolute power…now that’s another thing entirely. And I wasn’t responding well. 
 
    I was liking it, but it was warping me. 
 
    I had intended to bully him a bit, but…now I couldn’t stop. 
 
    He placed the tray on the bed, and I shoved it off. Perfectly good breakfast across the carpet.  
 
    His face showed his dismay. 
 
    I didn’t care. He was my worthless slave. I got up and walked across the carpet, smunching the food into the rug. He was going to have to get a steam cleaner to work that mess out. 
 
    I grabbed his ear and took him to my vanity table. I pushed him into the chair. 
 
    “Look at that!” I snarled. 
 
    “What?” he was frightened and confused. Frightened. He had never been fearful before, but now, this change of role, this bullying I was doing, he was responding with fear. 
 
    “You look disgusting!” 
 
    “Thank you,” he mumbled, not sure what he was thanking me for. 
 
    “Remove all the hair on your body.” 
 
    He jumped up and headed for the shower. I heard the water running, and I knew he was using a razor, trying to reach every square inch of his flesh. 
 
    I sat on the bed, in a bad mood, and waited. 
 
    He exited the bathroom, and he was naked. Not a hair on his body below the neck. 
 
    “Sit there.” I pointed at the vanity table again. 
 
    He sat, and I began to work. Here was the man who had cheated. Here was my worthless, cheating husband, and I had been unleashed. I had the power, and I was willing to abuse it. 
 
    I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.  
 
    “See this?” I pushed the little things in front of his face. “You’re disgusting!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    I primed his face, and put the foundation on it. He stared, mute, as I began to put the color in his cheeks, on his eyes. Yet he was too afraid to object. 
 
    “Asshole,” I muttered. “Cheating on me.” 
 
    I lined his eyes, made the lids smoky, and painted his lips a bright red. 
 
    He stared at himself. A woman in face, but not in entirety. 
 
    “Where’s your wig,” I snarled. And a dim, far away part of me wondered what I was doing. I had never been so vindictive. But, as I said earlier, when a person has gone too far down a path, and then travels in the other direction, perhaps she goes too far. 
 
    I fastened his wig on, and he became feminine above the neck. I pierced his ears, I put rings on his fingers. 
 
    I got out my corset. 
 
    It was a small corset. Too tight on me, but I wrapped it around him and began pulling strings. 
 
    Pull, yank, jerk, I made the corset shrink, and he started to gasp. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath…!” 
 
    “So don’t,” I snapped. “Take short, shallow breaths.” 
 
    I unrolled stockings up his legs and fasted them to the bottom of the corset. While I was down there I lifted his penis. Stupid, little thing. I shook it, “You are so worthless. You’re about as worthless as a nun in a whorehouse.” 
 
    His eyes were showing moisture. I knew I had gone a bit far, but…but he had cheated on me with so many women. 
 
    “Thank you,” he whimpered, and he tried not to cry. 
 
    “Oh, shut up. Get up on the bed. All fours with your butt to me.” 
 
    He did so, and he knew what was coming. It was time for his prostate massage. It was time for me to keep his worthless dick healthy. 
 
    He waited, his butt up and his dick hanging, his asshole ready for whatever I wanted. 
 
    I got out the lube and a glove. I pulled the glove on, let it snap on my wrist. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder at me, and he was nervous. 
 
    What a change. The cocksure stud, screwing every girl he could get his cock into…and now he was…a sissy. 
 
    A little voice inside me told me I should stop. I should reverse course. But…it was started now, and the bile had to come out. 
 
    I scooped out a big glob of lube and put it on his asshole. I pushed it in, and I began to run my fingers around and around. 
 
    He began to groan. Whatever he was feeling, fear, apprehension…he liked the sensation of my fingers in his butt. 
 
    I didn’t even think about pushing on his prostate. I just kept reaming him, I used two fingers at first, then three. 
 
    He was groaning, his ass was pushing back at me, and I went to four fingers, and I could feel the glimmer of excitement. Four fingers. My knuckles were pushing against his rectum. Four fingers. What if I pushed harder? Could I get my whole fist into him? I was about to try, I wanted to try, but he suddenly began to spew. I hadn’t even pressed on his prostate, and he was jerking and twitching, and semen was pouring out of his cock. Not drooling, like it had the week previous, but spurting. Oh, my God! He was actually having an orgasm! Not a regular penis organ, but an anal orgasm! 
 
    I froze, but he kept moving and moving, pushing his asshole back, and the semen kept squirting, more than I had ever seen him squirt, and then it was done. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered, and he collapsed forward. 
 
    I pulled my hand out of his ass, took off the glove, and considered him. He was exhausted, lying in a puddle of his own semen, and happy. 
 
    I had never seen him so happy. 
 
    Well, of course. Screwing other women didn’t make him happy, that was just him desperate to be a man. 
 
    But being screwed, like a woman…that made him truly happy. Not desperate happy, but…real happy. 
 
    I walked out of the room. Through the house. I ended up in the kitchen, where I got out the bourbon and poured myself a stiff one. No stupid Coke. Just a half a glass of hard likker. 
 
    I downed a big gulp. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    What was I doing? 
 
    I had made a slave! 
 
    But what should I have done? 
 
    Left him. I thought. 
 
    But there was still love there. In fact, in spite of, or maybe because of, there was more love. 
 
    I liked him following me around and waiting on me hand and foot. I liked him as a woman. He was so clean and beautiful, and I liked looking at his soft face, his lipstick, and knowing that I had beaten the male out of him. 
 
    No more cheating. 
 
    But…no more man. 
 
    Did that matter to me? 
 
    Did I really need his dick? 
 
    After all, it was not very big, and it often spit too soon. 
 
    Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick? 
 
    But then I remembered how much I loved him. 
 
     
 
    A person can go too far down a path, and when they reverse course, they go too far down that one. Could I return things to the original direction? And not go so far? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    I didn’t… 
 
     
 
    “Can I do something for you?” 
 
    Ben stood in the kitchen doorway. He was wearing heels His dress fit perfectly, courtesy of that too tight corset. His make up was perfect, his figure was…lush. All he needed were tits. 
 
    I wanted to go the other way, find a balance, but as soon as I saw him I started thinking about tits. 
 
    I could get him breast forms. Or, even better, I could get him implants. Or just start giving him hormones. 
 
    But the thought of giving him some more chemicals…I had already given him chemicals, and the world was falling apart. 
 
    “You can sit down,” I said. 
 
    He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined. 
 
    I mixed two drinks, and this time I did it right. I filled the glasses with ice cubes, apportioned the bourbon and Coke properly, and sat down opposite him. 
 
    He waited, ready to serve. 
 
    “I gave you Leuprolide.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It’s a chemical used to chemically castrate sex offenders.” 
 
    His beautiful, red mouth opened…and closed. He blinked, fluttering those wonderful eyelashes. 
 
    “I did it because you were screwing other women. You had betrayed me. I felt…I felt I had the right.” 
 
    He remained silent, obedient, and I was starting to worry. Where was the anger of the righteously betrayed? 
 
    “Then I…the doctor…she is my friend. From college. She’s an actor and she portrayed a doctor, and we made up all those things that you had to do to please me…to…to get the use of your cock back.” 
 
    “I…don’t know…what to say,” his voice was low, and there was yet no anger in it, or any other emotion. 
 
    “You can get angry with me! You can beat me and call me a bitch!” I hurt you! I abused you!” 
 
    I was crying now. Tears fell in my bourbon and Coke, but I didn’t care. I drank it anyway. What a great country western song. ‘Tears in my Whiskey.’  
 
    “Please,” he said. “Please stop crying.” 
 
    Well, it wasn’t that easy. But he sat there so calmly, and I finally started to dry up a bit. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “So am I going to get my dick back?” 
 
    “I stopped giving you the pills, I had been mixing them in the whiskey, but I threw that bottle out. This is a new one.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay. So you stole my dick, but I betrayed your love. Are we even?” 
 
    I blinked at that. Were we even? I had hurt him, castrated him. He had cheated, betrayed our vows. Were we even. 
 
    “Probably not,” I whispered. 
 
    “I know,” he said, which sort of surprised me. “When you betray somebody you feel like you have to spend the rest of your life making up for it.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    “But let’s just, for the sake of starving children in India, pretend we are.” 
 
    “Starving childen?” I felt the beginnings of a giggle trying to come out. Trying but failing. 
 
    “I know. Not good, but it’s all I could come up with. But let’s pretend that we’re even. We still have a humungous problem. At least, I do.” 
 
    I sipped at my bourbon. The tears didn’t taste too bad, actually. But maybe that was me coming alive after being honest with myself, and with Ben. “We’re married. Your problem is my problem. So what’s our problem. 
 
    He sighed. “I like being a woman.” 
 
    The world sort of stopped for me then. This was…more than I expected. “You like being a woman.” 
 
    “I like,” he nodded. “At first it was crazy. I was just trying to come to grips with what I had done, I was trying to make amends, but then I noticed that I was happier. I liked the feeling of pulling hose over my legs. I like the make up you put on me. I can taste my lips and it is like kissing happiness. I like the look of the wig, and I want to grow my own hair out and…and do things with it. I want to get long fingernails, like you’ve got. I want to go on a diet and make my body fit into this fucking corset.” 
 
    I giggled at that. Just a blurt, but he smiled along with it. His was a rueful smile, however. 
 
    “I want to take bubble baths, and use cold cream at the end of the day. I want to wear high heels everywhere, and rub my poor, sore feet at the end of the day. I want…” he paused, “…let’s face it, I wasn’t much of a man. I cheated on you. I made jokes behind your back, I treated all women sadly. Not just you, but even all those women I cheated on you with. On the surface, it probably looked like I was desperate to be a man. But, under the surface…I think I was desperate to be a woman.” 
 
    There it was again. Desperate to be a man. A woman. But traveling down a road too far…. 
 
    “So there’s my problem.” 
 
    “Well,” I mused, a bit sadly, “now that you’ve told me your big problem, I guess I have no choice but to tell you what my big problem is.” 
 
    He didn’t expect that and he tilted his head slightly. His lips were so beautiful as they pursed in thought. His eyes were downright scintillating as they stared at me. 
 
    “What’s your problem.” 
 
    “At first I was just playing a trick. A mean trick, to be sure, but just a trick. Getting back at you for cheating. And then I was going along with using you. It was fun to be waited on, and my malicious sense of humor got the best of me. I started to hate you, except…” 
 
    “Except what?”
“Except when I made you up as a woman, everything sort of busted apart. The anger, the meanness, even the feeling of being betrayed, it all faded, and I was left with you as a woman. And I loved it. I loved putting make up on you. I loved seeing you in a dress. I was afraid I was going to orgasm when I was putting you in that corset.” 
 
    He was surprised, and his eyes arched slightly. “So you like me as a woman.” 
 
    I nodded. “You’re kind and considerate, and I don’t want you waiting on me hand and foot so much, I don’t want a slave, but a woman…am I weird?” 
 
    He chuckled, a bit ruefully. “Of course you’re weird. You’re as weird as everybody else on this stupid planet. But…I like me as a woman.” 
 
    We sat there, and I reached out a hand and he reached out a hand, and we held hands as we sipped our bourbon and wondered what we were going to do. 
 
    Ding a do do! 
 
    My cell was ringing. I went into the other room and brought it back. 
 
    “Hi, Sandy.” 
 
    “Hi, girlfriend. How’s life in the sassy lane?” 
 
    “Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.” 
 
    Silence, then a laugh. “How’d he take it.” 
 
    “Pretty good, considering. But now we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, he likes being a woman, and I like him as a woman.” 
 
    “And that’s a problem? Put me on speaker.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Hey, Ben. How you doing?” 
 
    “Pretty good, Doc.” 
 
    We all chuckled at that. 
 
    “So, I understand you like being a woman?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Then be a woman. But can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Sure. Just don’t ask me for my medical history.” 
 
    Again, we laughed. 
 
    “Do you want your dick back?” 
 
    Bingo. Stunned silence. 
 
    “Well,” she said, after a moment, “That’s interesting. Shelly, do you need his dick?” 
 
    “Gosh. I thought I did, but…I don’t know. I mean, I should miss it, but that might just be convention speaking.” 
 
    “Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish.” 
 
    Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder. 
 
    “So I think I know the way out of your quandary. May I offer an opinion? As your doctor?” 
 
    Grinning, we assented. 
 
    She told us, and we started to think…and think…and it made sense. A while later, when we hung up the phone, we were in a mix of stunned and amazed. 
 
    “Do you think this’ll work?” Ben asked. 
 
    “Everything else she has suggested has worked.” 
 
    So we nodded, and put up our pinkies for a quick shake. 
 
      
 
    Shelly dropped her strap on off an hour later. She didn’t come in, she just smiled, yelled hello to Ben, and took off. 
 
    Ben and I, of course, headed right for the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was looking beautiful. A nice, shimmery dress. Blue, with a cross over chest. We were debating whether to give him hormones, or just get implants. I was in favor of the implants. I had a feeling that Ben would eventually want his cock back. At least for a while. 
 
    “Well, baby. It looks like I’m going to be top dog around here for a while. You want to hop up and show me that sexy ass?” 
 
    Grinning, he crawled onto the bed and knelt on all fours. 
 
    I figured out how to put the strap on on, then grabbed a big handful of lube. I stepped up to him and began massaging the goop into his lucky, little crevice. 
 
    “I can just see you with big, old titties.” I laughed. I had three fingers in him, and I was going for four. And some day I was going to fist him. Now that was something to look forward to. 
 
    “Big, old titties, eh? Crudely put, but I love it. How do you like having a cock?” He could feel my plastic tool bumping against his thighs. 
 
    “Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped. 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    I grabbed his useless cock. “This is so…interesting. And you really don’t miss it?” 
 
    “I miss the sensations, but the constant testosterone driving me? I can do without that.” 
 
    “For a while, at least.” 
 
    “For a while,” he agreed. “But, right now, I’m looking forward to getting the cock, not giving it.” 
 
    “That’s funny, I’m looking forward to giving, not getting.” 
 
    We laughed, and without further ado I pushed into him. 
 
    He gasped, his shoulders went forward and he almost fell. His hands wrapped into the sheet and he held on. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    I’m a girl, I’ve never had a cock, but I had received cock enough to know what to do with it. I began to see saw, back and forth, in and out, and he began to groan. 
 
    “There’a girl,” I whispered. 
 
    I held on to his limp dick and his balls. I used them to control him. I began to pick up steam. 
 
    “Hunh! hunh!” he grunted as I slammed my plastic balls into him. 
 
    “Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.” 
 
    “Sounds easy,” he half whimpered. 
 
    “It is easy.” 
 
    For a long minute all we heard was bedsprings and heavy breathing, then he began to push back against me. I could feel his male muscles devouring my cock, and it was obvious that he wanted more. I knew I was going to have to get a bigger dick if I was going to keep him happy. 
 
    “Oh, please…please,” his voice was a sexual whine. 
 
    I squeezed his package then, hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt good. I levered my hips and drove up, then tilted so the dick, deep inside him, went down. He gasped, and even through the plastic I could feel that I had touched the prostate gland. 
 
    “Okay, baby. It’s milking time.” 
 
    I kept my hips up and pushed down, grinding, and, sure enough, semen started to seep out of his limp cock. 
 
    I get at it, kept pushing down, and more and more sperm came out. I let go of his cock and caught the majority of his goop. It was a big handful, and it was leaking over the sides of my hand when he was done. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he fell forward, utterly relaxed. I crawled up next to him and held my hand out. He turned his head to me, and stared at the handful of semen. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “A real woman would do more than say ‘wow.’” 
 
    He looked at me, and he knew what I wanted. Heck, I had sucked him off enough times that he knew what was expected. I moved my hand forward a little, and his mouth moved in and he began licking. 
 
    “Oh,” he muttered, through a mouthful of sperm, then he swallowed. 
 
    “Wow,” he said again. And I held him and we laughed. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Eureka!” 
 
    My wife turned to me and said, “Huh?” 
 
    “Eureka! I have done it! The big break! I’m going to make a million bucks off this invention!” 
 
    Debbie look at me with a blank expression. “I repeat…huh?” 
 
    “Don’t you understand?” I grabbed her arms and started dancing, moving in a circle, jumping up and down in glee. “I have invented something that everybody wants, that everybody will buy, that will revolutionize the world!” 
 
    “Oh, is that all,” she retorted.  
 
    I stopped dancing. I was less than thrilled with her less than excited response to my exciting announcement. 
 
    “Honey! Debbie! Don’t you want to be rich?” 
 
    “Sure, but…let’s face it, your ‘inventions’ have been less than successful.” 
 
    “But that’s all in the past! I’ve gone through enough failures to find success. Listen, I have tried it on all the female rabbits in the garage. And it works.” 
 
    “Let’s see, there was that device you built that would train dogs to use the toilet.” 
 
    “I know…I know. But that was—“ 
 
    “Poor rover didn’t understand about toilet seats, however, and we had to have his tail amputated to save his poor, doggy, little life.” 
 
    “Yeah, but that was a miscalculation!” 
 
    “And then there was the automatic tire repair kit…to be employed at 60 MPH. Which actually worked until the airbag acting like a tire popped and we slid a hundred yards on the under carriage into a gas station. Like really INTO the gas station.” 
 
    “But that was a valiant effort! And I learned a lot of things!” 
 
    “Like the fly DNA altering spray that made fly’s feet sticky so that when they landed they couldn’t take off. I had flies stuck to me for a week!” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    And, my favorite, let’s not forget the automatic self dressing bra. It actually worked, wrapped around your body and fastened itself. And about took off my boobs!” 
 
    “HONEY!” I yelled. “FORGET ALL THAT!” 
 
    She stopped talking, but she didn’t take the look off her face. Before she could throw another of my inventions into my face I hurried on. 
 
    “Look, the one thing that makes women’s lives miserable is that they have periods. For a week out of every month they have headaches. They get nauseous. They get grumpy and take it out on any man within nagging distance, and—“ 
 
    “You’re going to get rid of periods?” 
 
    “For one week they end up with, uh, discharge, which is messy and—“ 
 
    “Hold the horses, bucko. Let me get this straight. You’re going to cure women of having periods?” 
 
    Aha! She finally understood. I grinned wide. “Yup!” 
 
    She started to laugh, but…laugh? That wasn’t the response I expected from a woman who I planned to save from pain and misery. 
 
    She laughed and laughed and laughed. I thought she was going to fall on the floor and hold her belly, but she held on to her chair and managed to stay upright as she laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    “Well,” I said, giving a sniff of disgust. 
 
    She stopped laughing, dried her eyes, and said, “Tell me more about this life saving gizmo you’re about to foist on the world.” 
 
    “Well,” I was less than thrilled now, I figured that she was just trying to laugh at me more. “It’s simple. Women have periods for a week, that is a quarter of their life. Me getting rid of periods would be like expanding the work force by one eighth, and women would thank me for the relief they experience. 
 
    She started giggling, and I stopped and frowned. “You could at least show a little appreciation for my…” 
 
    She held up a hand and stopped me. “Honey. Ebert. What is the point of a period?” 
 
    I blinked. What a silly question. Everybody knew that one. “Periods,” I spoke haughtily, “allow the female of the species to dispose of old, used eggs.” 
 
    “Exactly. Out with the old, we get a break from our ‘misery,’ and then in with the new. And life goes on, and so does civilization.” 
 
    “Huh?” There was something confusing about her logic. I’ve always been of the mind that women should stay far away from logic. It might hurt their fragile, little minds. 
 
    “Without the egg there is no civilization. Without the egg there is no baby. Without the egg…” she waved a hand, “…bye bye, gals and guy.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” She really wasn’t making sense. 
 
    We were in the kitchen, she was in a tatty bathrobe, drinking coffee. I was in my coveralls, my ‘invention-making’ clothes. She leaned forward and placed a finger on my forehead. “
If you get rid of the periods then you get rid of the eggs and then you get rid of all mankind.” 
 
    She stoped tapping on my forehead and moved back. She was grinning, but…it was sort of in a mean fashion. 
 
    “But…you mean…” 
 
    “Figure it out, genius. Or maybe you could just invent a pill that would give me two weeks of period, then I could have twice the nag time. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” 
 
    That was when I got it. Her logic. the end of the human race. Oh…crud! 
 
    “Oh, man!” I blurted. “And I was so close.” I looked down at my fist. I opened it. I looked at the little, white pill nestled in the sworls and lines of my palm. I looked up at her. “So I guess you don’t want to try this, uh, ‘period ender pill.’ 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope. You can take that yourself. Maybe it will help you stop laying eggs.” She giggled. 
 
    I held up my hand, almost to my face, and looked at the little pill. It was so perfect; it was round and small and would go down so easy…but that egg thing…I hated to admit it, but Debbie was right. Stupid female logic! 
 
    And, looking at my invention, which I had spent so much time perfecting, and then killing so many rabbits with…sigh…and Debbie, giggling, thinking she was playing a joke, slapped my hand. I think she meant for the pill to fly into the air, maybe to disappear, but what happened instead…it went right into my mouth. 
 
    Right into my mouth! 
 
    “Gak!” I choked, but it was too late. The automatic swallowing reflex, I felt the pill roll down my esophagus. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” Debbie muttered. She pounded on my back “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean for it to…” 
 
    I choked. And then I stuck a finger down my throat in an effort to get the little pill back, but Debbie kept pounding on me, and…it was gone. It was down in the juices being digested. 
 
    “Stop…stop pounding on my back!” 
 
    She did, and she had a hand on my arm as she asked, “Will you be all right? that thing isn’t going to hurt you, is it?” 
 
    “No…no,” I assured her. “It’s fine. It’ll just get digested and pooped out.” 
 
    “Oh, whew,” she gave a sigh of relief. “I was worried for a second.” 
 
    In truth, I didn’t know what it would do. After all, I had only given it to female rabbits. But…designed as it was for a female body, it surely couldn’t the male body. right? 
 
    “It’s okay. Just…just let me get back out to the garage and get back to inventing.” 
 
    She grinned. “Okay, but just don’t invent a dickless man, or anything like that.” 
 
    “Hard dee har har,” I mumbled as I gulped and wished I hadn’t swallowed the pill. I turned and went out to my garage laboratory. 
 
     
 
    It was Saturday, and it was a three day week end, so I had the whole day to myself. First I cleaned the dead rabbits out of their cages. Then I emptied out vials and threw away solutions I no longer needed. 
 
    Darn. And I thought I had really had something there. If I could cure women of having periods…I’d probably end up as Time’s man of the year. Maybe even get a Pulitzer. 
 
    Instead, if my invention were ever known I would get egg on my face. I could just see the headlines. ‘Home inventor kills human race.’ 
 
    I didn’t think women would like that. 
 
    But, that was over now. I spent some time on my computer, scoured the net for ideas, and wondered what I should invent next. 
 
    Maybe self-cleaning diapers? 
 
    Or, this might be a good one, cars that didn’t need keys. Or…how about a solar flashlight. Or powdered water! 
 
    So thinking my majestic thoughts, I whiled away the day. Looking in books, cleaning test tubes, recalibrating machines. Before I knew it… 
 
    “Honey! Dinner!” 
 
    I put my materials away and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Debbie was feeling a little contrite, having made so much fun of my efforts, and she had cooked a feast. And she even topped it off with a bit of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Now that would be an invention. Bourbon and Coke bottled. The exact, correct mixture every time. Hmm. I sipped, and we chatted, and it was a good highlight to a day that could be considered less than successful. 
 
    After dinner we watched TV for a while, talked about the stupidity of politicians, then it was time for bed. 
 
    Bed. Yes. I like bed. I especially liked it when Debbie put on a flimsy nightgown, fixed her face a little, and flaunted her wares in front of me. 
 
    I might not be a wild success as an inventor. Yet. But I did have a sexy wife. 
 
    I stripped off my clothes and climbed in to bed and watched her. 
 
    “You’re about to get lucky, inventor man.” She brushed her hair out and contemplated me. And the big rise in the sheets. 
 
    “What if I invented a bigger dick?” I asked. Stroking myself in anticipation. 
 
    “Oh, please, no!” She put her hands to her mouth in mock horror. “Not that! They’d have to make a movie, ‘The Dick that Ate the World!’ 
 
    I grinned. I did have. pretty good-sized penis. Eight inches. And she already complained that it was too big sometimes. 
“Nah,” I said, “a love story, The Dick that satisfied a thousand women.” 
 
    “Oh, you wish,” she lifted the sheets and stared down at my monster for a second. She grinned. “Oh, baby. This is why I married you.” 
 
    “I thought you married me for my mind.” 
 
    “That old thing? Ha?” 
 
    Then she frowned. “Your chest is red.” 
 
    “Huh? What?” I looked down. Sure enough around my nipples I had a redness. 
 
    I touched a nipple, and a funny sort of shock rippled through me. “Ow!” 
 
    “It hurts?” 
 
    “A little. It’s just…I must have pulled a muscle.” 
 
    “That doesn’t look like…” 
 
    “It’ll be okay in the morning,” I smiled. “And I have another muscle that needs pulling right now.” 
 
    She looked at my face, then she looked at my cock, and suddenly smiled. “Yeah, I guess that does need a pulling.” 
 
    “A lot of pulling.” 
 
    She grabbed my member with her red tipped fingers and leaned closer to my peeny. And closer. And then she had it in her mouth.” 
 
    “Careful,” I said. “You’re playing with dynamite.” 
 
    She palpated my balls and gasped, “I hope it goes off.” 
 
    “It will…it will.” 
 
    I reached down and pulled her up to me, and we rolled across the bed, kissing and tweaking each other’s private parts. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I said. “I think I’m in love.” 
 
    She slid up to my face and sat, pressed her wonderful, luxurious pussy onto my face. “Honey, I can do without you, but that penis of yours…oh!” She pretended to swoon. 
 
    I flipped her over and pressed the tip to her folds. She gasped as I inserted it. I did a little gasping myself. 
 
    God gave us the oceans to swim in, and the skies to fly in. But his greatest invention was the pussy. A depth to lose yourself in. A place to let your mind evaporate. A home for what ails you. 
 
    I began to move in and out, and Debbie held on. 
 
    In and out, in and out. And, without thinking, she nipped my nipple. Just a nip, a nibble of the teeth. 
 
    “AHHHH!” I shot fluid out of my penis. Sperm as if from a fire hose. Semen by the bucket. At least that’s what it felt like. 
 
    I pushed forward and to the side so I wouldn’t land on her. I grabbed the pectoral on which sat the erect nipple she had bitten. “Fuck!” I wheezed. “Fuck!” My dick was still spewing, and Debbie was rolling away, looking at me in shock. 
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” 
 
    “God! I don’t know.” 
 
    “I didn’t even get off!!” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I…” I yawned. 
 
    “And you’re going to sleep?” Her eyes were wide in protest. “Now?” 
 
    “I’m…wow…that tired me out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I gave a half a snore. I made a snorting sound. I was dimly aware of Debbie on top of me, slapping my face. 
 
    “Wake up! Wake up and finish your job! Get me off!” 
 
    But it was too late. I drifted into… 
 
     
 
    …an uneasy dream. 
 
    I was in the Land of Women. 
 
    Is there an actual Land of Woman? I have no idea. 
 
    But I was standing on a cloud, drifting down towards a mountain, and on top of the mountain was a throne. 
 
    As I drifted closer I could make out the woman on the throne, and the bevy of beauties surrounding her. 
 
    And they were beauties. 
 
    They wore short, thin negligees, and under the negligees large boobs were thrust out. Their nipples were all erect and pointing at me. 
 
    The cloud descended to the space on the mountain in front of the throne. It touched to the ground, sank into the ground, and suddenly I was standing before the throne. 
 
    I was naked, and my cock hung low. In spite of these incredible, sexy women, with their red lips and high heels and out thrust bosoms, I was slack. Flaccid. My mighty tool had been rendered, and I felt the loss of its power. 
 
    “Well, well. We have a visitor.” 
 
    I looked up at she who had spoken, the woman on the throne, the Queen of the Land of Women. 
 
    “And who is this worm with a useless worm?” she frowned, and the women surrounded her began to giggle.” 
 
    I held up my slack cock and mumbled, “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Yes, you are sorry, but why have you come here? Why are you not bumping chests with the studs of the Land of Men?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” I looked helplessly. 
 
    “I know!” 
 
    We all looked up. Another cloud was descending, and this one held Debbie in her tatty robe. She jumped off the cloud before it could land and walked right up to the throne. 
 
    “I’m Debbie, Your Majesty. I married this idiot, and he invented a pill to destroy the eggs of all women. But I tricked him and made him take the pill.” 
 
    “You tricked me?” 
 
    I came up, to the side of her, and looked at her. 
 
    She sneered at me. “I loved him, but he went and lost his cock, and now he is applying for citizenship in the Land of Women. 
 
    The women all glared at me. 
 
    “Him? A woman?” somebody laughed. 
 
    “He doesn’t even have breasts!” 
 
    Debbie said, “Don’t worry. He’ll have a huge set of knockers before I’m done with him.” 
 
    There were boos, a couple of cheers, from the assembled women. 
 
    And, oddly, it seemed like there were more and more women. When I had floated down on a crowd there was only a dozen, now it looked like there were hundreds. All crowding around. All shaking their fists at me. 
 
    “He’s only a man! Get rid of him!” 
 
    Somebody threw a stone, though the mountain seemed to be one big boulder…where did somebody find a stone? 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. “Hey! Leave me alone!” 
 
    Suddenly the queen stood up and everybody went silent. Majestically she strode down the stairs that led up to the throne. Her hips swayed suggestively. Her boobs shimmied and jiggled, and she approached me. 
 
    “Well, man? What do you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    I pointed to Debbie. “It’s her fault! She didn’t have an orgasm and now she’s all pissed off!” 
 
    The surrounding women gave a huge en masse gasp. Hands covered mouths, eyes opened in shock. 
 
    Even the queen was astounded. “You…didn’t…get your wife off?” 
 
    “Well, no. I mean, I tried to, but she just…uh…couldn’t keep up!” 
 
    The look of horror that grew in the Queen’s gaze. The look of total shock. She said, “And you call yourself a man?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I’m sort of confused about that. I mean, she gave me that pill and I’m not sure what that means, but…” 
 
    The queen reached out and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them… 
 
    “OW! LET GO!” 
 
    She began to twist them back and forth. 
 
    “OW! STOP IT!” 
 
    I tried to push her hands away, but her hands were already going away. She pulled and pulled, and my nipples stretched out, and they became thicker, and then my chest, my pectorals, started to pull out. They made little mounds, then big mounds, then bigger and bigger mounds. 
 
    “IT HURTS!” I wailed. 
 
    The Queen leaned forward then, over my big, stretched out, aching tits, and snarled, “If you think that’s bad…wait until you have a period!” 
 
    And the crowd roared. Women pushed forth and slapped me on the tits, on the butt, on every square inch of my body. And I screamed…and I screamed…and the Queen started slapping me in the face…and she slapped me and slapped me…and I— 
 
      
 
    “Ebert!” Debbie slapped me in the face. 
 
    “Wha…wha?” I opened my eyes. 
 
    Debbie was about to backhand me again, but she stopped. 
 
    “Why were you hitting me?” I whined. 
 
    “You were dreaming. What were you dreaming about? You were thrashing around and I couldn’t wake you up and…oh, shit!” 
 
    She stared at my chest. 
 
    I looked down. 
 
    “Aiiieee!” I actually screamed. I wasn’t loud, it was almost a conversational scream, if that makes sense, but my chest…my chest…I had breasts! 
 
    “What did you do?” Debbie gasped. 
 
    I was still feeling the effects of the dream, and I said, “You did it! You tricked me into taking that pill!” 
 
    “I didn’t trick you! You took that pill by…is that what did this? Is it the pill?” 
 
    “Well….I don’t know. 
 
    I reached down and placed my hands under my tits and hefted them. They were big, double Ds, or maybe even bigger. They were big enough to fit on a man’s chest, and a man’s chest is wider than a woman’s. And the nipples were as big as thimbles, and they were hard, like rocks, and poking straight out. 
 
    Holding them, I could feel the warmth of them. I could feel the weight of them. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I whispered. To say that mind couldn’t cope would be to state it lightly. 
 
    Debbie reached forward and touched a nipple. 
 
    “Oh!” I moaned as a sensation ran through my body. It was like somebody rubbing my cock head, but it was for my nipples. 
 
    Debbie jerked her hand back. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…could you do that again?” 
 
    She was actually shaking a little bit, I mean, this was weird, but she reached out and touched my other nipple. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” I whimpered. The cock-like sensation swelled through my boob, coursed through my body, and I even felt my asshole throb and pucker in pleasure. 
 
    “Wow,” she said, watching me, then she placed her whole hand around the end of my boob. I mean, my boobs were so big she couldn’t have put two hands around them, maybe not even four hands, but the feel of her hands was…incredible.  If I had been on my feet my legs would have buckled. As it was, laying in bed, I collapsed back on the mattress. 
 
    “Christ, they’re sensitive,” she said in awe. 
 
    “You have no idea,” I groaned as she turned her hand on my boobs, rotated the palms and let the skin of her palm rub against my distended nipples. 
 
    I shook and shivered and tried to push her hands away. She wouldn’t let me push her hands away, however. She was enjoying the sensations she was giving me. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she blurted. “Your hips are spasming. Are you going to cum?” 
 
    And I did. Right then and there. But it was the weirdest squirt I had ever had. 
 
    When a man has an orgasm it is a tickle in the groin, which builds quickly until it just ‘shoots.’ Bang.’ Done. 
 
    But this was like being pulled up into a lake of steaming hot, sex water. I became absorbed in a wave of swelling, softer orgasms. Soft, but, in the end, so intense my eyes rolled back in the sockets. 
 
    “Shit!” Debbie jumped back. I was so gone in orgasm she was afraid she had hurt me. “Are you all right.” 
 
    I stared to come back to earth. I felt good, loosy goosy, like I had been given some Vicodin. A lot of Vicodin. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I muttered dreamily. 
 
    “I’m calling a doctor,” she blurted, and she ran out of the room. 
 
    Calling a doctor. Hmm. What was the point of that? I had never felt so healthy and happy in my life. I stretched, and became aware of how my boobs sat on my chest. They felt so good, so nice, and I held them again. It felt so good to hold them, and I realized that I loved my boobs. 
 
    Then I moved my hands down…down. I had just cum, and I was still immersed in that beautiful golden feeling, that haze of sex that just warms a person all over. I think that maybe I wanted to jack off. After all, even though my body had been washed in orgasm, I still would have liked to do a big blast. Shoot my load. Shoot my…now that was weird. I didn’t feel all sticky with goo down there, what had happened to the sperm? I reached all the way down to grab my cock, and suddenly sat up straight, my boobs spilling over. My eyes were wide, I pushed the sheets away and stared at my groin… 
 
      
 
    Debbie entered the room. “I made an appointment. Stupid doctor can’t see you for two weeks and…what?” 
 
    I was sitting up, my breast hanging against my belly. I stared at her, wide-eyed and stunned. “My cock…my cock…” 
 
    She crossed the room, an anxious expression on her face. 
 
    “Your cock? What about your cock. What is—“ she stopped. She stared. Her hand flew to her mouth. 
 
    My cock was gone. In its place was a pretty, little slit. A vagina. 
 
    “Am I…did I become…” 
 
    Debbie finished the sentence: “You’re a woman!” 
 
    “I’m a woman.” 
 
    I pushed the sheets all the way off and swung my feet over the side of the bed. 
 
    I was a woman. And I was shorter. My feet didn’t reach the floor. And my boobs were humungous. They sprouted from my chest like monster pillows. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I finally wailed. “Why me?” 
 
    Debbie crept closer. “Oh, my God. Why you?” She reached out and hefted my bosoms. “They are so big and heavy!” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    Debbie, ever the practical one, said, “Wear a bra.” 
 
    But I didn’t have a bra. And certainly not one that size. And neither did Debbie. She had big tits, but not this big. 
 
    “I don’t…but…” 
 
    “It must be that pill. It’s got to be that pill.” 
 
    “But…how?” 
 
    “It was designed to stop periods, but you have to be a woman before you can have a period. So it must have made you a woman so it could make you have a period so it could stop your period.” 
 
    I listened to her words, and it was alien. I felt surreal, like I wasn’t there. Or like I was there, but the rest of the world wasn’t. 
 
    “But what am I going to do? 
 
    “Stay here,” she said. 
 
    I stayed, afraid to move. Afraid my boobs were going to pop, or something. She came back a minute later, and she was holding a box. 
 
    “When Auntie visited last year, she left a bunch of stuff. Here.” 
 
    Debbie handed me a bra. A king size bra. Her aunt was a hefty woman, and she gigantic pillows. 
 
    And now I had the gigantic pillows. I held up the monster cups and said, “I’m not wearing a bra!” 
 
    “Then you better get a wheel barrow, because those puppies aren’t going to walk themselves.” 
 
    I stared at the bra. I looked down. Yes, my tits would fit into this bra. But…but I was a man!” 
 
    Or was I? 
 
    I had no cock. I had a slit. My once manly, flat chest was now a mountain range. And that mountain range did weigh some. Just sitting on the bed I could feel the skin stretch, and my muscles were already feeling the pain. 
 
    “Oh, sweet heysoos!” I muttered. I fit the cups under my boobs and lifted, and then realized that I wasn’t flexible enough to fasten the bra in the rear. 
 
    “Here,” Debbie said. She reached behind me and fastened the clasp,  I could feel our boobs pressing together and she giggled, then she lifted the straps and I wiggled my arms through them. 
 
    Wow! Those straps were going to cut into me. It was okay now, but that much weight. Wow! 
 
    Debbie saw the problem right away. “Auntie used to fold a piece of cloth and put it. under the straps.” She went into the bathroom and returned with a washcloth. She got the scissors off the top of her dresser, made some snips and ripped the wash cloth in two. She then folded it and slipped a folded half under each strap. 
 
    “That’s better,” I sighed. I wiggled my shoulders a bit and couldn’t believe the sensation of bouncing. 
 
    “I guess,” said Debbie. “Well, let’s get you up.” 
 
    “Why do I have to get up?” 
 
    “So we can take you to the hospital.” 
 
    “Why do I have to…oh.” Of course. Man changes into woman over night.  
 
    So I stood up, and almost fell over. I was terribly over balanced, and ended up staggering across the room, the weight of my breasts pulling me. 
 
    “Hold on, slick!” Debbie grabbed my hair, which hurt, but which gave me the time to find a wall and brace myself. 
 
    “Ow!” I said. 
 
    “Sorry,” Debbie offered, not really sorry. 
 
    “’S’okay,” I muttered. I sure didn’t looked forward to falling on my face. Hell, the size of my boobs I might just bounce all the way back up to my feet. 
 
    “Okay, try this on,” she tossed me a pair of shorts.  
 
    Even leaning against the wall, I almost fell over, but I managed to adjust my feet and I pulled the shorts up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. That’s terrible,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I tried to look at myself, and staggered sideways. 
 
    She caught me, pushed me back at the wall, and said, “Look at your legs.” 
 
    By holding onto the wall and placing one hand on the dresser I was able, and all I saw were my legs. They weren’t the hairy, muscled things they had been, but…what was wrong with them? 
 
    “You need to shave,” Debbie observed. 
 
    I felt my chin. It felt smooth. And thin. I realized that my face was reshaped. the fact must have redistributed, and the muscles… 
 
    “Not your face. Your legs!” 
 
    I looked again. Okay, so they had some hair on them. “What’s the big deal.” 
 
    “The big deal,” noted Debbie, “is that women do not walk around with gorilla stems.” 
 
    “Gorilla…what?” 
 
    “Legs. Hairy legs. Sit on the bed.” 
 
    I staggered over to the bed and sat, I was getting better at this walking stuff, but I did have to lean back a little, and I had a feeling I was going to be pulling muscles back there if I wasn’t careful. 
 
    Debbie went into the bathroom and came out with my razor. She clicked it on and began running it up and down my legs. 
 
    “Do I really have to do this?” 
 
    “You do if you want to be good looking.” 
 
    “But I don’t care about that!” I protested. 
 
    “Every woman cares about her looks. If we didn’t we have to get jobs loading bricks.” She spoke conversationally as she stripped the hair from my legs. The razor hummed merrily along, and I watched in fascination. 
 
    And it was fascinating. I mean, I had never shaved my legs in my life! It was sort of cool. And my skin started getting goose bumpy. 
 
    “We have to shave your legs, find a blouse that fits…and I guess you could use that wig I used at the party last year. It’s cheap, but…” 
 
    She blathered on, and I watched her, and then I sort of phased her out and started looking up my legs. I was sitting so I could see over my tits, and I could see my crotch. My penis-less crotch. My…vagina crotch. 
 
    What does a vagina feel like? I had felt it from the outside so many times over the years. I had wondered at the ripple of tender skin, the sensitivity of the slit. I had marveled at how Debbie rocked and rolled when I took her clit in my mouth. 
 
    But…what would that actually feel like? When I was the one with the tender skin, the sensitive clit? 
 
    While she shaved my legs and talked, I inserted a hand between the shorts and my skin. 
 
    I needed panties. The shorts were awfully rough. My hand crept down further. I felt the folds, the ripply edges, then I felt my clitoris. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted. Debbie didn’t hear over the sound of the razor. She was still talking. 
 
    I felt the clitoris, and became light headed. Yes, it was as sensitive as I had imagined. I ran my finger up and down the slit, feeling the folds of the labia. Oh, my God! I shivered. Debbie still didn’t pick up on what I was doing. 
 
    I stuck a finger in my pussy. My body froze. It was a shock of pure delighted, sexual sensation. 
 
    I rubbed. Oh…oh… 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    She heard me, looked up, then stood up and slapped my hand.  I jerked it out of my pants and she said, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I wanted to feel what it felt like!” It had only been a small  orgasm, but it sure made me want a bigger one. In one second I had become instantly addicted to jilling off. I started to reach down again, but she slapped my hand. “Good girls don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I groaned. 
 
    “You keep your hands off your pussy or I’ll get those handcuffs and cuff your mitts behind your back. 
 
    Reluctantly, I gave up trying to masturbate, and said, “I need panties. These shorts are too rough.” 
 
    “Hunh! I thought you liked going commando?” 
 
    “I did, when my big, roughened and hardened and insensitive cock was getting all rubbed by coarse material. But now my delicate, little pussy is getting…excited.” 
 
    “Ah. So that’s what’s doing it. Causing you to jack off. “Okay. Pull those shorts off. We might just as well do this thing right.” 
 
    She went to her dresser and started pulling out underwear while I shed the shorts. 
 
    “Okay, try these.” She pulled panties up my freshly shaven legs. I smiled. They felt good. And they…contained me. Not like tighty whiteys contain a pecker and balls, but they made me feel comfortable. 
 
    “Now this.” 
 
    “A garter belt?” 
 
    “You’ll like it.” 
 
    Then she was unrolling stockings up my legs, and I thought I was going to swoon and go to heaven. “Oh, my God! These are sexy!” 
 
    “Now you know why women wear them.” 
 
    I swear, I almost had another one of those tiny orgasms, then she was fastening the hose to the garter. It was a whole different realm of girly sensation, of sex unbridled. 
 
    Then she put the shorts on me, and now they just felt like…shorts. 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted in disappointment. I wanted more sex, not less. 
 
    “I guess we should put you in athletic shoes,” she said. While she rummaged for an old pair of shoes I stared at her back, and I realized: she was getting off on this. She was enjoying me being her little dress up doll. 
 
    She handed me the shoes, and I struggled to bend over my boobs. I had never realized that boobs could be a problem. I was grunting as I tied them. 
 
    When I rose up Debbie was waiting. She handed me a blouse. It was big, thin, and you could even see through it. 
 
    “This is too thin!” 
 
    “It’s all I’ve got. Nothing else will fit you.” 
 
    “But people will be able to see through it?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    Grumbling inside,  I pulled the blouse on and started buttoning it up. 
 
    I actually heard Debbie gulp. 
 
    I looked up. “What?” 
 
    “We…we need to do your nails.” 
 
    I blinked. “What? Why?” 
 
    “Girls have to have nice nails. They’re pretty, and you’ll like them, and…” she gulped again. 
 
    “You’re getting turned on by this.” 
 
    “I always wanted a sister.” 
 
    “I’m not your sister.” 
 
    “Yeah, but right about now you’re not my husband, either.” 
 
    Man, that sure put a twist in my knickers. I wasn’t her husband? but we had been married for so long and… 
 
    “Hey! Don’t cry!” 
 
    “But…but…I married you!” I wailed. 
 
    “Okay…okay. It’s okay. We’re still married, but…bit it’s different, too. you have to admit. 
 
    I snuffled for a second, dried my eyes. I was sort of surprised to wonder why I had cried. I never cried as a man. 
 
    Was it…could it be…hormones? 
 
    “Okay. We won’t do your nails now. Or your make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Yes…oh, stop that. No tears. Look, as a woman you’ll have to get used to certain things. Sexy clothes, make up, lusting for sexy men…” 
 
    “Lusting for…” now I was getting scared. 
 
    “Hey! I didn’t want you to cry more! Cry less!” Now she had her arms around my head, and my head was pressed against her bosom. it was comforting, but…odd. 
 
    Finally, my tears all dried up, she stepped back. 
 
    “Okay. We can talk later. Right now…let’s just put a wig on you and get to the hospital. 
 
    So we did.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TwO 
 
      
 
    We walked into the hospital and declared my emergency, “My husband has just turned into a woman,” and the receptionist was less than impressed. 
 
    “So he’s transexual.” 
 
    “I’m not!” I was aghast. 
 
    The receptionist turned a jaded eye on me. “When did you have the operation?” 
 
    Debbie blurted, “He never had an operation.” 
 
    “Psych is closed today. You can return for an evaluation on Tuesdays and Thursdays. If it’s an emerg—“ 
 
    “Listen,” Debbie growled. It’s not a psych evaluation thingie…he changed into a woman. Just changed. He took a pill and changed, and we want to see a doctor!” 
 
    The receptionist was biting her lip now, trying not to laugh. 
 
    “He took a…uh, pill. And that changed him.” 
 
    “That’s right!” 
 
    “And his name is Alice.” 
 
    I missed that one, but Debbie didn’t. “No! This is not Alice in Wonderland. And we want to talk to a doctor.” 
 
    The receptionist sighed, looked at the security guard, then said, “Okay. Your insurance card.” 
 
    I held out my insurance card and she looked at it, typed in some numbers, and blurted. “You’re not Ebert Hawkings.” 
 
    “Yes, I am!” 
 
    “No. Ebert Hawkings is a man. Come back with the correct card and I’ll get you in to see a doctor.” 
 
    She smiled and sat back, and it was obvious that she was relieved to be able to turn me away. 
 
    Debbie opened her mouth to ream her a new one, and the receptionist simply raised a hand and beckoned to the security guard. 
 
    The guard came up. He was six foot six, muscles all the way up to the ceiling, and his voice sounded like a dump truck. 
 
    “You folks will have to leave.” 
 
    “Now Debbie was pissed, and she began yelling things. “Or what? You’re going to put me in a hospital? I’ve been there,” she indicated the building we were in with a wave, “and it doesn’t work.” 
 
    “Ma’am,” he growled. 
 
    “Fuck you, asshole! We come in for some help and you…” she rolled on, and I had a grip on her dress and was gently pulling her out of the stupid place. It was like pulling back a pit bull that really, really wants to bite somebody. 
 
    The guard followed us, frowning, and Debbie yelled at him all the way across the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    At home, I mixed us some drinks, and brought one in to Debbie, who was still fuming. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not okay…we go to the hospital and those douche bags don’t…” and she was off again. 
 
    I wandered back to the computer room and began researching things like transexuals and hermaphrodites. A while later Debbie came in and muttered an apology. 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for,” I said, turning towards her. “You’re right, the hospital is a scam, and…” I shrugged. 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    “Well,” I turned to the computer. Carolina Ramirez had just taken her hands off her cock and was spewing to the ceiling. “I’ve been researching….” 
 
    “Watching porn.” Normally she didn’t like me watching porn, but right about then we had bigger problems. 
 
    “And you were telling me you wanted to do my nails.” 
 
    Her eyes, still a little snappy with anger, immediately softened up and glistened. “Really?” 
 
    “I guess. I mean, like it or not, I seem to be a woman. I don’t know what’s going to happen, but as long as I’m a woman I might as well act like one.” 
 
    Grinning, Debbie took me by the hand and led me out to the living room. “You just wait here. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I sat on the couch. picked up the clicker, and she was back in a flash. She was holding a nail kit, and in the other hand she had her make up kit. 
 
    I had the game on, and I was watching guys bigger than the security guard run into each other. 
 
    Debbie began to file and shape my nails. She glanced at the screen. “I never understood why grown men want to run into each other.” 
 
    “It’s called blocking.” 
 
    “It still doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    So I started explaining. She fitted long fingernails to my hands and I told her about quarters and downs and place kickers. And here is the odd thing…she began to understand. 
 
    I had explained football to her many times, but she had never understood a thing. Now she was understanding, and even asking questions. 
 
    “Why don’t they just kick field goals all the time?” 
 
    “But why do they call it the Statue of Liberty?” 
 
    “But why should a pass out of bounds stop the timer?” 
 
    I answered the questions, was pleased to actually be having this conversation with my wife, and realized something. 
 
    She related to me as a woman differently. She was gentler, and softer. And, for that matter, I think I was more patient and understanding. And I suddenly understood that women weren’t dumb. They were just…different. 
 
    I know, who doesn’t know that? 
 
    But it was different when I was one, and suddenly I understood how I could have been a somewhat obtuse fellow. Maybe even dimwitted and resistant to her…to her…logic. 
 
    Yes. I began to understand that weird thing called female logic…which doesn’t follow the rules of male logic. 
 
    “There,” she said, sitting back and gazing happily at my nails. 
 
    I looked down. They were an inch long, oval, and redder than Rudolph’s nose. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “They’re pretty cool.” 
 
    And they were. 
 
    “It’s too bad men can’t do this.” 
 
    “Real men can,” she smiled. It was sort of an out of the blue remark, and not really sequential, but now that I understood something of female logic…it made sense. 
 
    Real men. What was a real man?  
 
    Was it a guy who got violent because he saw two men kiss? 
 
    Was it a guy who hugged a female friend on meeting and got a hard on and couldn’t help himself? 
 
    Weird. 
 
    What a weird world we lived in. 
 
     
 
    And so life went on. I learned how to be a woman. I learned how to dress, how to put on make up, how to walk and talk and conduct myself in a more genteel manner. I wore high heels, and that was a trip considering how big my boobs were. I met other women, and began to enjoy the intense chatter of mild gossip. 
 
    And I actually learned some things from this gossip. Yes, there is a value to the whispered word that can change the world. 
 
    And, over time I began to feel like I was becoming more and more woman, and less and less man. 
 
    I watched cooking shows, and began to prepare tasty dishes. I watched the Kardashians and read fashion magazines. 
 
    And time went on and on, and… 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    I turned to Debbie. I was cooking muffins and wearing an apron. I didn’t want to get my dress all floury or buttery or anything. 
 
    “What is our problem?” 
 
    Another funny thing. Men have a problem, and they keep it tightly locked to themselves, but when women have a problem it is every woman’s in sight. 
 
    “I’m horny.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. That was another thing, my voice was rising in pitch and I had to watch out that I didn’t sound like Snow White. 
 
    “I’m horny. If you remember, you used to have the most wonderful 8 inch dick to fuck me with, and…well, I miss it.” 
 
    “Oh. But…what am I supposed to do about that?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. But…technically, you’re still the man in this relationship. And you’re the inventor, so figure it out.” 
 
    Huh! I hadn’t invented anything since I had become a woman. I had transferred my inventing talents to the kitchen. How the heck was I supposed to invent something that got Debbie off? 
 
    And, tell the truth, I was a little worried. My last invention had had rather far reaching implications. 
 
    But, it was a problem, and I was the inventor, so I would have to solve it. 
 
    I went into my now dusty garage/laboratory and powered up the computer out there. 
 
    Get women off…get women off…hmmm. 
 
    As I typed in search terms I quickly realized that my work had already done. People had already invented things to get women off. 
 
    Back when machines were first invented doctors had something called a ‘medical vibrator.’ It was used to bring women to an ‘hysterical paroxysm.’ An hysterical paroxysm was…an orgasm. 
 
    That’s right, some turn of the last century stud couldn’t even get his woman off, so she would go to a doctor to straighten out her hysteria…her ‘orgasmless mind.’ 
 
    Wow. 
 
    Doctors must have had a ball. 
 
    Then I thought about it: if doctors were so stupid they didn’t even know what an orgasm was, and considered sexually frustrated woman as medical problems…and I had already experienced the stupidity of doctors and hospitals and such. 
 
    But…vibrators. I just had to re-invent a vibrator fit for a woman’s clit. 
 
    So I researched, and found out that that had already been done. I smiled and ordered ‘Epstein’s multiple speed industrial strength dildo.’ Two days later, without even having to get my lab dirty, I was opening a box and pulling out a dick. 
 
    I trotted through the house and into the bedroom. I lifted my dress and fitted the straps and screwed in the big dildo. And here’s where it got funny. 
 
    I had a dick again. 
 
    I had missed my dick, and here it was. Sure, plastic, and maybe even a little bigger than my own tool…but…I had a dick! 
 
    I sauntered through the house, a bit of a swagger in my high heeled step. The dick pointed down a bit, and was easily covered up by the dress. 
 
    “What’s up with you?” asked Debbie. “You look like the lion that just ate the ostrich.” 
 
    I lifted my dress and flashed her. 
 
    Debbie’s eyes went big and wide. She began to smile, and then to grin, and then to laugh. 
 
    She grabbed my plastic peter and ran for the bedroom. And the dick came off in her hand. 
 
    She stopped and looked at it in surprise, then giggled. “That’s never happened before!” 
 
    “Thank, God!” I returned. 
 
    Holding my dick in one hand, she grabbed my hand with her other  hand and continued pulling me towards the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she screwed my dildo back on, gave me a blow job, which was unreal because…it was unreal. I couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    Of course, I couldn’t. It wasn’t a real dick. And that actually reminded me of my lost penis all over again, and I felt a little sad. 
 
    Debbie didn’t care, and she hugged me and kissed me and threw me on the bed. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she moaned. “I have been needing this for the longest time!” 
 
    She squatted over me. 
 
    “Don’t you want me to be on top?” 
 
    “You? You’re a woman! Women don’t belong on top.” We laughed because she was a woman and she was definitely on top. 
 
    She sank down with a drawn out sigh, feeling that big, old pecker slide into her depths. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, bracing her hands on my boobs, which about made me cum. 
 
    “Double fuck,” I whispered back. I couldn’t feel a thing down there, and that meant that I was feeling a heaping, helping of frustration. 
 
    I was inside her! She was responding! Heating up and twitching and writhing…and I felt nothing. 
 
    Still, mine was not to reason why…mine was to fuck or die. I flipped her over and assumed the dominant position. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she groaned. “Fuck me like you’re a man!” 
 
    I did. Even though I felt nothing, I remembered how to thrust my hips forward. I jammed it into her, and she groaned and reached up and grabbed my tits. 
 
    Oh, I felt that! My turn to groan and I felt like a million little lightenings were shooting through my chest. 
 
    “Take off your dress.” 
 
    I did, holding my position, deep inside her, I ripped my dress off, then took off my bra. My huge boobs hung down and we were boob to boob. I could feel her warmth, and she could feel mine, and she began to grind her hips up at me. 
 
    For long minutes we twined and twisted and fucked, and while it was frustrating, it was also…fulfilling. Feeling her approach orgasm…the feel of her hands on my tits…I was getting hornier and hornier…and then she came. 
 
    “OHHH!” Her eyes rolled back and her hips gave a series of savage spasms. I watched her, and I felt happy for her, but so unhappy for myself. 
 
    I waited, and when she was done, laying exhausted, an arm across her eyes, I gently pulled out. 
 
    “Oh,” she groaned. “Again.” 
 
    I smiled ruefully, and she opened her eyes and looked at me. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, nothing!” I put on a false face of cheer. 
 
    “Come on, ‘fess up. Tell mama everything.” 
 
    “No, really. Everything is fine.” 
 
    She reached out and grabbed one of my nipples. The pleasure shot through me and it was my turn to groan. 
 
    “Come on, talk, or I’ll twist it off!” 
 
    “Okay, okay!” I was actually humping her leg, the sexual feelings shooting through me were so strong. 
 
    I sat on the bed next to her, her barely holding my nipple now. She wasn’t pinching, but she wasn't letting me go. 
 
    “I’m just…I miss cumming.” 
 
    “You miss cumming,” she repeated, and there was something in her voice. “You really miss cumming?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “What good would that do? I’ll just have to suffer because you certainly don’t have a dick and…oh, fuck!” 
 
    She grinned at my realization. “I don’t…but if you could lend me yours…” 
 
    I looked down at my slimy cock. It was glistening with her juices. I had used it on her, put it up her pussy, and…I had a pussy. 
 
    “We can…we can use this thing on me?” 
 
    “Don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, and a pussy is a pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, my Gosh! Will it hurt?” 
 
    “Maybe a little. First time, you’re a virgin, but…the pain will pass.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! I never…” I turned to her. “And you’re going to fuck me…with that…that thing!” 
 
    “Hey, it worked for me, girlfriend, why shouldn’t it work for you?” 
 
    “But I…but I…” I blathered a few objections, which were all silly, and then she extended her hand.  
 
    “Give me that cock. Now.” She had a very intense look in her eyes. 
 
    I stood up, she relinquished the hold on my nipple, and began undoing the straps. 
 
    She watched me, and her eyes were smoldering. 
 
    “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. You have no idea. I’ve spent a lifetime laying on my back, now it’s a chance to give a little back.” 
 
    “You make it sound like you don’t like fucking.” 
 
    “Oh, there are times I’d rather not, but…I love fucking. Even if I don’t feel like it it’s easy enough to get me in the mood. Just give me a little fiveplay and I’m ready to—“ 
 
    “Fiveplay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Same as foreplay, but a little more.” 
 
    I chuckled at that. 
 
    She was figuring out the straps then, and buckling the thing on. The dildo was still hanging loose. I went to the bathroom and got a wet paper towel. I was going to clean it off, but she stopped me. Again, that weird light in her eyes. “Lick it clean.” 
 
    As if in a dream, I lowered to my knees and took her in my mouth. It was so weird. She was doing the same thing I had done so many times, but now I was on the other end. She was holding my head and directing her cock into my mouth. She was muttering things like, “Yeah, baby. Your lips are so good.” 
 
    For a long minute I sucked her cock, and then she backed off. She pushed me on the bed. 
 
    “No fiveplay?” I asked. 
 
    She said, “I’m doing the fucking now, so just lay back and let me work.” 
 
    I scrunched back on the bed, and she followed me. She bent down and began to eat my pussy. It was the same as sucking cock, but so incredibly different. I was much more sensitive down there, and I could feel the rasp of her tongue as she slid it along my labia. When she took my clitoris in her mouth and sucked I thought I was going to faint. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. I was beginning to understand the intense glory of just laying back and letting the man do the work. 
 
    She used her fingers then, just one at first, and she reamed my hole. She ran her digit around and around, and I realized that I needed no lube. I was providing my own lube. I was juicy, dripping, and then she was circling my hole with two fingers. I could feel her stretching it out, very softly, very subtly.  
 
    Then I felt her touch something inside. Something solid. It didn’t hurt so much as shock me. 
 
    “That’s your hymen,” she whispered. “Give me a second and I’ll pop it.” 
 
    I gave her that second, and a lot more, and she kept moving her fingers around and around, now there were three, and pressing the thin membrane that indicated that ‘here there be virgins,’ and then it just gave way. No real pain, just a ‘give.’ 
 
    “Ah, there we go. “You’re bleeding now.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Bleeding good.” She giggled. “Don’t worry about it.” Then she was moving up between my legs. I stared up at her. My big breasts were somewhat flattened, and hers hung down on mine. Her hair hung down, giving us a little cave in which to kiss. 
 
    She pressed her lips to mine, and I was so excited. It was the ultimate ambrosia, feeling her lips taste me. Then I felt her fumbling down there. She couldn’t feel through the cock, so she had to use her fingers, and she placed the tip of her big dick at the lips of my hole. Ever so slowly she pressed forward. 
 
    Giving up your virtue, having your cherry popped, can be painful, but she had done everything right. It was an argument that only women should be allowed to pop the cherries of other women. Men are just too insensitive. But she was super sensitive to what I needed, and I gasped as her big member slid into me. 
 
    Sometimes it seemed to catch, to hesitate, but it was inexorable. It just went sliding in and in, and then I felt the plastic balls against my ass. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she whispered, and she kissed me again. And again and again, holding her penis deep inside me. 
 
    She began to move in and out, her mouth twisting on mine, her cock twisting in my sheath. 
 
    Oh, the wonder, the glory. I held on, arched my back and groaned.  
 
    This was an itch I had thought needed to be scratched. But it didn’t need to be scratched…it needed to be excavated. 
 
    She kept moving into me, out of me, picking up speed, moving her hips in bigger circles, corkscrewing in to me. 
 
    I was holding the bed sheets now, my hands clutching folds of the thin fabric at my sides, down by my hips. I began moving my hips up and down, giving back, figuring out how to contribute to her motion. The sensations became more intense, and I felt like my chest was going to crack open and my heart fly away. And then it hit. 
 
    I felt it explode, slowly it was still an explosion, out of my groin. I felt my body literally wave, white heat whelmed my mind and I couldn’t think. I was lost in some delicious white hot heat. I couldn’t fight it, all I could do was give up. Submit. And let the universe sweep me away. 
 
      
 
    I was dreaming. I was in The Land of Women. I was floating down on a cloud. There sat the Queen on the throne. Gorgeous in her thin negligee, her wonderful breasts beckoning to me. 
 
    The cloud sunk into the earth and I found myself walking towards her. 
 
    She smiled a rueful smile, pursed her lips, and studied me. “It is the man who would be woman. How are you, man?” 
 
    I bent my knee and dropped my head. 
 
    “Humbled at your beauty and generosity.” 
 
    “As well you should be. And you have enjoyed being a woman?” 
 
    “It is beyond my wildest dreams.” 
 
    “That is good. But your time here is at an end.” 
 
    “Your Majesty!” A voice next to me, and I found that Debbie had floated down and was standing next to me. 
 
    “Speak, good woman.” 
 
    “I would ask a boon.” 
 
    The Queen tilted her head in curiosity. “A woman asking a boon on behalf of a man? What is this?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, your majesty, but he is a wonderful woman, and for him to be denied what he loves so…it would be very cruel.” 
 
    The Queen frowned. “Real women are not cruel. Do you have a solution?” 
 
    “I do, Your Majesty. Please let him visit The Land of the Women periodically.” 
 
    Now she frowned even deeper. “Periodically? Like a short period every once in a while? I believe that ‘periods’ was what got him in trouble in the first place.” 
 
    “But he has learned his lesson, and that lesson can be applied to all men. If men take his pill they can visit The Land of the Women and learn of their better nature.” 
 
    The Queen sat back and nibbled on her sensual lip. “Your point is well made. But do we open out arms and legs and risk the filth of the beast that is man?” 
 
    Debbie said nothing now. She had presented her case, and the ball was in the Queen’s court. 
 
    The Queen turned her gaze on me. “And what say you, man? Are you willing to visit us again? And will you speak highly of us, and educate man that he must become civilized?” 
 
    I was still on bent knee, with bent head, and I said. “Yes, Your Majesty. That would be my most treasured dream come true.” 
 
    She nodded. Then: “Crawl forward, Ebert of Man, and let us seal the deal.” 
 
    I leaned forward, onto my hands and knees and crawled up the steps to the throne. 
 
    The Queen leaned back, moved her negligee to the sides, and spread her legs. 
 
    Women began to come forward, they formed a gauntlet and encouraged me. 
 
    “Do it, man!” 
 
    “Submit, Ebert!” 
 
    I crawled between her legs on my all fours. Her wide, creamy thighs beckoned to me. I could feel the excitement in the air. Debbie walked slowly next to me. “It’s okay, Ebert. Do it. Show her how a woman does it!” 
 
    My face slithered between her flesh. My lips touched her labia, I kissed. Slowly, gently, and the women behind me began to spank me. Their hands rained down on my ass. Hard but loving smacks that made me jerk forward, drove my face deeper and deeper into the Queen’s pussy. 
 
    I opened my mouth. I kissed, I sucked. 
 
    Hands flattened out on my rump. 
 
    Smack! Smack! Smack! 
 
    And Debbie whispering to me…”Ebert! Ebert. You can do it…you can do it…what are you doing…Ebert what are you doing?” 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes. I was burrowing into the mattress. My face was pressed down, and she had smacked my ass to get my attention, but I had kept…kept…thinking I was in The Land of the Women! 
 
    I turned over, her eyes went wide with shock. 
 
    “EBERT!” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    She was looking at my chest. “Your tits!” 
 
    I looked down…they were gone! 
 
    “What…what…” I looked at my hands. They still had long, red nails. I could taste the lipstick on my lips…but my big, huge tits…they were gone! My chest was flat and…and even muscular, like a man’s! 
 
    She ripped the sheets back, and…I HAD MY DICK BACK! 
 
    All eight inches! And it was erect and throbbing! 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” I felt my face. It wasn’t female anymore. 
 
    I was a man!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I had been fucked by Debbie, had an orgasm so severe that I had passed out, and then slept through the night. That orgasm had been so strong that it triggered the change that took me back to being a man. 
 
    But that is not where it ends. 
 
    Once I had had my cherry popped I assumed a more regular schedule. I had three weeks of being a man, then, one night after a particularly wonderful orgasm, I would change into a woman. And that is the cycle of my life. 
 
    Three weeks a man, one week a woman. And it mirrors, in odd sense, the timing of a woman’s period. Three weeks…and then ‘the curse.’ 
 
    But is it a curse? Is wearing sexy clothes and making yourself beautiful…and being appreciated by the world…is that a curse? 
 
    But…it doesn’t end there. 
 
    My pill, my ‘period-less pill,’ turned out to be a boon. It just didn’t work on women…it only worked on men. 
 
    I might have known that if I had run experimental trials on male rabbits, instead of just female. 
 
    So my dreams have been fulfilled. I have provided a platform through which men can experience the other half of the race, and they are changed for that. 
 
    No more wars. Of course, it’s hard to conduct a war when a quarter of your troops might suddenly go…’on the rag.’  
 
    Heh. 
 
      
 
    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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    How to Break a Man! 
 
    Captured, teased, denied, feminized! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    She was on the beach naked. 
 
    I mean…really naked. Like she had the body that wouldn’t quit. A thin waist, round hips, and her breasts…mmmm! 
 
    And her face wasn’t too bad either! I mean, she was old, and by that I mean older than me. I’m 23, and she was probably 35. Which just made her sexier. I absolutely love MILFs 
 
    The body of a MILF is fuller, the face is calm, not the frantic look that younger people have. 
 
    Her hair was a gorgeous waterfall of brunette. Dark brunette. And her eyes…I needed to get closer to see her eyes. 
 
    I was on the side of a dune, hidden by a stand of scrub weeds. I reached into my fanny pack—it always cracks me up when people call them ‘fanny packs, they are man purses, and that’s it, and I love the idea of carrying a purse—and took out a pair of binoculars. 
 
    I lifted them to my eyes and leaned through the weeds. 
 
    Her eyes were green, sort of sea-green, and her brows were perfectly arched. She had long lashes and full lips, and, oh, my God…I couldn’t help myself. I tilted on my side, held the binoculars with one hand, and with the other hand pulled down my swim trunks. 
 
    As I began to stroked myself she arched her back and wiggled her butt into the sand. Oh, fuck! Her breasts were so big, and the nipples were excited.  
 
    I chuckled. This was a horny one. Getting all excited just from laying naked on a secluded beach. Maybe she could feel my eyes devouring her. Maybe she knew, in her heart of hearts, that she was fap fodder for my horniness. 
 
    Maybe—she put her head up and stared right at me.  
 
    Oh, God! I pivoted my head, with the binoculars, and aimed my vision down the beach. Crap. She had caught me…caught me…I was trembling, on the edge of orgasm, and suddenly I had to let go, pull my trunks up. I tried to pull them up without undue physical motion, but…she had to have… 
 
    I pulled my head back slightly, just enough to use my peripheral vision, and…oh, crap. She was getting up. She was walking towards me. I wanted to stare at the way her big bosoms swayed and jiggled, but…I was terrified. 
 
    Sure, it was a public beach, and I had only been looking, but…but…I stared down the beach at nothing, trying to act like I was watching…watching…birds! That’s it! I was just watching birds! And she happened to be over there and I wasn’t looking at her and…God, I hoped the police didn’t get involved. But…it was a public beach! She would get in more trouble from being completely naked than I would for staring at her. 
 
    I risked another look. Oh, God! She was almost here. Just ten feet more and she would be on top of me!  
 
    My mind in overdrive, a somewhat frantic overdrive, I tried to figure out what to do. She was coming towards me, she would be here in seconds, I  had to act nonchalant. I had to fake my way out of this. 
 
    Okay…okay…I can do this. I lowered the binoculars and looked at her. 
 
    “Oh, hi!” My voice was a little high. Lower it down. Calm down. “I was just watching some birds. It’s a wonderful day. Some many birds. And…uh…” I trailed off. 
 
    She stopped three feet from me. She had a lop-sided smile on her face as she inspected me. 
 
    “Birds, eh? Do I look like a bird to you?” 
 
    “What? Oh, no! I was adjusting my binoculars when I saw you, but I didn’t mean to stare, I…it was just for a second, then I saw those birds down the beach and—“ 
 
    “What birds,” she turned slightly and I gulped. This close her breasts were amazing. Sunburned, glistening from a bit of sun tan lotion. The nipples seemed bigger than ever, and they were so…excited. 
 
    I looked down the beach. There were no birds. 
 
    “Well, they must have flown away.” My voice was sounding weird in my ears, like somebody else was talking. My heart was pounding. 
 
    She dropped to her knees and contemplated me. I was laying on my belly, to hide my big boner, and I was now staring directly at her chest. My eyes were wide open. 
 
    “I need you to admit something.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “I need for you to admit that you are a dirty, little pervert.” 
 
    She was smiling openly. Her lips were so red, and they were glossy, and I alternated between looking at her boobs and her full lips. Up, down, caught between the two, not knowing any third option for my eyes. 
 
    “A..a pervert?” I squeaked. “I’m not a….no…I was just looking at birds.” 
 
    “What kind of birds?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Every bird watcher I know knows exactly what they are looking for. They have books and they have researched locales and they are looking for a precise bird. What kind of bird are you looking for?” 
 
    “What kind…” and here my mind went truly insane. It was shuttling back and forth between her breasts and her lips, with an occasional darting side trip to her green, scintillating eyes, and I had to think of the names of birds. But I didn’t know the names of any birds! 
 
    Wait…I did, too! Seagulls…but they were too common here. Woodpeckers, but there were no trees. And…crows…too common…blustering, I made up a name. 
 
    “The red-billed thrush.” 
 
    “The red-billed thrush?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. They’re not too common around here. But sometimes, this time of year…” 
 
    “Did you mean red-bellied thrush?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My brother was a bird watcher. Took me with him all the time. The red-bellied thrush is quite common…in the Caribbean. Not here.” 
 
    “Did I say thrush…? I meant…I meant…” 
 
    I was getting an ache in my neck from staring at her boobs and trying not to stare and my head going up and down to her lips and…I lowered my gaze and that was even worse. I was now looking directly at her pussy. And she shaved! She didn’t have any hair and I had a full view of her moist slit. Oh, my God! 
 
    “You’re a pervert,” she stated. 
 
    “A…no…no, I’m not. I’m a bird watcher and I was watching birds.” 
 
    “No. You were watching me. My body. Were you focusing on my breasts?” She lifted one tit and my jaw dropped. “Or were you just scoping my whole body out. Did you take the time to note the color of my eyes? Those big binoculars you would be able to see the hairs on my vagina. If I had any hairs down there.” 
 
    Frantically gulping, I couldn’t help myself. I looked down at her pussy, then I jerked my eyes up. 
 
    “I think,” I sounded like I was gurgling, “maybe I better leave. The birds have all gone away and I didn’t want to disturb—“ 
 
    “That would be very unwise.” 
 
    “Un…who?” I was actually getting dizzy. I was getting sunstroke. I had to get out of here. 
 
    “You see, the truth of the matter is that I am a pervert watcher.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually cracked. 
 
    “I come to the beach and I take off my clothes and I find a nice, secluded place, and I wait for perverts to come and stare at me. And they do come. And sometimes they even cum.” She chuckled, which made her  wonderful breasts gently jiggle. I was now locked on to them. 
 
    “But whether I do anything more with you depends on one thing. You simply must admit that you are, indeed a pervert.” 
 
    “I’m not…” I whispered. 
 
    “Of course you are.” She leaned forward, placed her hands on the beach. She was only a foot away from my face. Her face was so perfectly sculpted, a perfect blend of features, and she was…she was…hungry. 
 
    And her boobs now hung down, almost to the sand. Another inch and the tips, her nipples, would be brushing the sand. And she licked her lips. Her tongue just came out and ran along the curve of her plump lips, and I could see the moisture of her mouth. 
 
    “You are a pervert, and if you admit it, then we can go on a date. Right now. And I will ask you thoroughly humiliating questions, and maybe we can do things. Naughty things. Things that will give you memories that will cause you to play with that nice penis of yours for the rest of your life. Of course, I haven’t fucked any of the perverts I had cau…watched,” she had been about to say something else, but I was so mesmerized, so entranced, that I couldn’t figure it out. “But that doesn't mean I won’t. To tell the truth I have been dying to take my…dates…that far. To have one of those filthy, dirty, nasty cocks in my very unused pussy. Oh, what a dream. To feel you spew your nasty cum inside me, to feel you dripping out of me. God, I would love that. Can I feel your cock?” 
 
    “What? My cock?” I was dazed. 
 
    “Your cock. It looked so nice, the glimpse I had of it when you were beating off. It must be very ready to squirt by now. I mean, you didn’t cum, did you? I would really like to feel your hard, throbbing cock in my hand. Maybe even in my mouth. Yes. my mouth. I would love to suck on your big cock. Right now. Let me feel that big thing. Sit up…” 
 
    She went back on her knees, her breasts pointed at me, and she said, “Get up, like me, take your penis out and let me feel it.” 
 
    Was that me moving? Was that me getting up on my knees, pulling my trunks down and…it was. I held my cock in my hand and stared at her. Not at her boobs, not at her cunt, but at her…those eyes. Those hypnotic eyes. 
 
    “Come closer,” she urged, and she took a couple of knee steps, coming closer to me. 
 
    I did, and suddenly she was touching my cock. I gasped, and my hand fell away. 
 
    Always, on retrospect, I wonder at that moment. There was a part of me that expected her to abuse me. To pull it hard, to hurt me, to scream ‘rapist!’  
 
    But right then all those thoughts were pushed away. There was only the feeling of her hand on my cock. Feeling it, sliding along it, my cock jerking up as if about to spew. 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice. This is a nice prick. You’ve got a wonderful prick.” 
 
    She wasn’t looking at my tool, however, she was looking at me, and cooing, and licking her lips. 
 
    “Now, do you want to go on a date and find out where this leads? Do you want to admit that you are a pervert? That’s all it takes, you know. You admit you’re a pervert and we’re going to stand up and walk to my van and get in. And we’ll…go on a date. Me and you. Would you like that?” 
 
    Her hand was moving back and forth. Her other hand was feeling my balls. I couldn’t swallow, I was light headed, I couldn’t think. Yet my head moved up and down. 
 
    “Then find your voice and admit it. You are a pervert.” 
 
    My mouth opened, but nothing came out. But I was trying…I was trying. 
 
    “Just say it. Four simple words. I…am…a…pervert.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Did I say that? I must have… 
 
    “Am…” 
 
    Yes! That was me! I was talking… 
 
    “A…” 
 
    She smiled, held my penis firmly, which was good because I was throbbing and trying to squirt. I groaned, a drop escaped from the head of my cock, but the rest was held back, a dam that wouldn’t burst, but wanted to. Oh, how I wanted that damn to burst! 
 
    She leaned closer, our lips were an inch apart, our eyes were locked. “Say it, my sweet. Say the last word.” 
 
    It blurted out of me. “Pervert.” 
 
    She smiled, and sighed. “Oh, my lovely. We’re going to have such fun, you and I.” 
 
    Then she leaned that inch closer, touched her lips to mine. Just a touch, and my eyes closed, and then they were gone. I opened my eyes. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” She was standing up. Looking down. I stared up at her mounds, so close, right over my face. 
 
    “Go?” My voice sounded like a frog had shat down my throat. 
 
    “Yes. On our date. I’ve only got a beach towel, be a good boy and get it. I’ll wait right here.” 
 
    I looked down the beach, to where she had lain. It was only thirty feet, and her big towel was laid out, the impression of her butt in the towel. 
 
    “Go on. Go.” 
 
    I moved forward, a little stumpily on my legs, and she giggled and slapped my ass. “Oh, and a bottle of lotion. Don’t forget that. We don’t want to litter. 
 
    I pulled my trunks up and jogged to her spot, and jogged back a moment later, the towel on my arm and the lotion in my hand. 
 
    As I approached she turned and began to walk. I had nothing to carry, just my fanny pack, my murse, and it dangled at my side. 
 
    Her ass was the finest as I had ever seen. It shifted, the buns flexing in turn as she walked through the fine, white sand. As I pulled up next to her I stared as her breasts rose and fell. She glanced at me, grinned, and kept walking. 
 
    We walked for a quarter mile to a parking lot. 
 
    “You came out here with no clothes on? 
 
    “Ballsy, ain’t I,” she quipped.  
 
    “Weren’t you scared of getting arrested?” Good. I was talking. Conversing. This was really happening. 
 
    “Oh, God, no. They don’t arrest you for public nudity. They just warn you, maybe give you a ticket.” 
 
    We were on the asphalt of the parking lot now, and heading for a van in the far corner, maybe a hundred yards away. 
 
    “That’s the trouble with society these days, you know.” 
 
    I didn’t know, I was trying to stare without staring, so incredibly aware of this beautiful woman striding along so carefree next to me. 
 
    “People commit crimes and there are no consequences. Criminals spend an hour in jail and are let out by liberal judges to commit their heinous crimes again and again.” 
 
    I listened, but I really wasn’t listening. I was…enraptured. 
 
    “Politicians steal from the people, corporations are parasites, and people…they just go along, stealing as they can, committing their own crimes, and letting it all happen. Do you have a name?” 
 
    “Lonnie,” I blurted, quite happy, my cock bouncing along, hoping to finish what had been started. 
 
    “Lonnie. Tell me, Lonnie, do you believe in crime and punishment? Or just crime?” 
 
    I blinked…some part of my mind told me that this was getting weird, but I wasn’t listening to my mind. I was listening to my cock. I was with the sexiest woman in the world, and I might get lucky! At any rate, somewhere along the line my cock thought it was going to spew, and that was thinking enough for me. 
 
    But before I could answer, if I had been able to think enough to answer, we reached the van. She clicked her fob and unlocked the doors. she opened the passenger door and held it for me. I climbed in, and she placed a hand on my buttocks, caressed my bun, and I about jumped out of my skin, and my cock certainly jumped. Big time. 
 
    I sat and watched as she walked around the front of the van. She smiled at me with her beautiful smile. Those breasts jouncing. God! I must be the luckiest man alive. 
 
    She opened the driver’s door and climbed in. 
 
    “Fasten your seat belt,” she said. 
 
    I pulled the belt over me and clicked it, and a hand reached around my head from the rear, a rag went over my mouth, my nose, and I gasped, which was probably the worst thing I could do. I inhaled a sweet smelling anesthetic, and the last thing I heard was: “Caught a good one, did you?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And he was eeeeeezzz…” I faded away. 
 
      
 
    Zeeeee, an echo of fading away reversed itself and I came back. First was an awareness of the world. A bed under me. A comforting mattress, but…I was naked atop the mattress. No sheets over me. And… 
 
    Wakey, wakey, time for breaky. That was what my mother used to say. 
 
    Mmm. I wanted bacon and eggs. I wanted…I jerked upright. At least I tried to. My wrists and ankles were fixed to a four poster bed. 
 
    I struggled, I pulled, I twisted, but there was no way to get loose. All I did was bruise my wrists and ankles on the handcuffs. 
 
    The room was not large. Just large enough to a poster bed, with two feet of walkway on each side. On the right wall was a set of double doors. On the right side was a regular door. Like, a door for getting out of here. If I could just get loose and…but struggling again brought me defeat. I laid there, breathing heavily, and my thoughts went over what had happened. 
 
    A beautiful woman sunbathing on the beach. I peeped her, and she caught me. But…then she was weird. Talking dirty and actually touching my cock. 
 
    I sucked in breath at the thought, and realized that my dick was still hard. She had teased me, tantalized me, brought me to a single drop of cum, then denied me…and promised me…more. 
 
    But more what? 
 
    I laid on the bed, stared at the ceiling. The walls were bare. Oh, a red dot in a corner. Somebody was filming this! 
 
    “Hello?” I tried, but my throat was dry. I swallowed a few times, licked my lips, and tried again. 
 
    “Hello?” A little better. 
 
    “Hello!” Good. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    “Hey!” Nothing. 
 
    “Help!” Nobody. 
 
    And, eventually I gave a scream. 
 
    Nothing. The door remained closed. I remained manacled. 
 
    I lay there, time passed out, and I eventually sort of drifted. Halfway between sleep and not sleep. 
 
     
 
    Click!  
 
    I started, raised my head. The doorknob was turning. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    She walked in. She was as I remembered, but even sexier. Of course I was hornier, but…she was dressed, her charms were concealed, and that excited my imagination. Even though I knew what was under her clothes, my mind wondered, and made my dick grow harder. 
 
    “Hello, Lonnie.” 
 
    “Let me go.” 
 
    She smiled and sat on the edge of the bed. She held a box in one hand, which she put on the bed next to my waist. 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.” 
 
    I whispered, “This is kidnapping. False imprisonment. The FBI will find me…you’ll go to jail.” 
 
    She chuckled. “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen, either.” 
 
    She grabbed my wrist, placed a finger just so, and took my pulse. My heart was racing, but she just kept smiling. 
 
    “Feels healthy. A little excited, but that’s to be expected.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    She let go of my wrist and grabbed my cock with her other hand. “I need you to cum.” 
 
    “Lady, I don’t feel like cumming. I want to get out of here!” 
 
    “If wishes were fishes,” she murmured, and she began stroking me. Up and down, and my cock, already excited responded. 
 
    At that point, even though I was hornier than shit, and deprived of an orgasm, I really wanted to cum. But, I also didn’t want to cum. I was being held prisoner! I needed to get out of there. 
 
    She shook her head and made a tsk tsk sound. “I know you are trying not to cum, but you will, so you might just as well relax and let it happen. 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “My name is Barbara, and you, Lonnie, are a self-confessed pervert. You peep at people, you watch them with your big binoculars, and you masturbate. Probably a lot, if I know my perverts.” 
 
    “You’ve got to let me go!” I had tears in the corners of my eyes and I was whining. Her hand felt so good, but I didn’t want to…I didn’t want to! 
 
    She took my balls with her other hands and rolled them like they were ben wah balls. 
 
    “Please!” I begged. Then I screamed, trying to get rid of some of the horniness building up so inexorably in my groin, “This is against the law!” 
 
    “Lonnie, the United States hasn’t existed for a long time. Look at your headlines. Senators get caught cheating and never face the music. My girl Hillary sells uranium to Russia, and gets a pat on the back. The last honest president gets smeared and attacked over the Russian hoax for over three years, even though every body knew it was a scam. The United States only exists in the minds of a few deluded idiots, like you.” 
 
    I goggled at her. This was crazy! The United States existed! And my groin was building, getting ready to bust. 
 
    “The United States originally established several locations to deal with perverts. Jeffrey Epstein was in charge of this program. He had not only his island, but five other locations to which he would lure politicians and corporate executives and such for the purpose of entrapping and blackmailing, and all with the blessings of the US government. 
 
    “Eventually these locations were shut down and new locations opened up. But these new locations were not for the purpose of blackmail. Heck, the blackmail was done. Senators, leaders of industry, tech giants, even supreme court justices, they were all under the thumb of the New World Order. And the new locations were designed for the purpose of dealing with perverts. Like yourself. 
 
    “If you had not said you were a pervert I would have left, and you would be free. But now that you have confessed, you are guilty, and you must be dealt with.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with me?” 
 
    “That depends on how you respond to your re-education. You might become a maid in some politicians house, you might be sent to service the minions of the New World Order. But whatever happens, your life as Lonnie is over, and your new life, as Lana, is begun.” 
 
    I began to struggle then, but it was too late, I felt the white heat erupt, I felt the pulse of semen up my cock, and then I was shooting my seed into the air. 
 
    “That’s a boy. Let it happen.” 
 
    I was almost crying, and I was cumming. What a weird, weird…thing. 
 
    Then I was done. I lay, my chest heaving, experiencing that lassitude that assails a man after his orgasm. I didn’t want to move. I actually wanted to go to sleep. 
 
    Barbara reached into the box and pulled out a contraption. It was pink, and consisted of rings and tube. The tube was cock shaped, but a little small. There were some wires embedded in the plastic, and a battery. The whole thing was about as big as my fist. 
 
    “Be glad that you came easy, Lana. I’ve had difficult cases, and I’ve had to use my fist. Believe me, a fist up the butt, punching that good, old prostate, it always works. But it isn’t always pleasurable, especially since you haven’t been trained to take anything up your anus.” 
 
    “You’ve got to let me go.” 
 
    She pulled the tube over my now slack cock. It was a tight fit. She clicked the ring around my whole package, and my manhood was suddenly a complete and total prisoner! I couldn’t touch it. I couldn’t stroke it. It was in a different world, and I stared at it in shock.  
 
    “This is a state of the art 6.0 Epstein Cock Lock. The six isn’t for the length of your dick. Your cock will be limited to three inches. No more erections. It is capable of delivering a quite sizable shock to you. There are ten levels. The first level is actually quite pleasurable.” 
 
    She reached into the box and brought out a fob. She smiled and pressed it, and a really nice buzz penetrated my cock. I almost immediately felt like cumming. And that was right after I had cum. 
 
    “Yes. If you hadn’t just squirted, you would be squirting right now.” 
 
    She held the fob up again. “The Epstein can also be used to deliver punishment. This is level five. She pressed the fob and I felt like my groin had exploded. My balls screamed. My dick felt like it was turning into char. 
 
    “AAIEEE!” 
 
    She took her finger off and the pain immediately stopped. Which wasn’t to say that I didn’t feel the effects of that terrible shock. I was blubbering and frantic. 
 
    “There is a level ten, but take my word, that may result in burns and permanent scarring. Some people have compared it to instant castration. You don’t want to go to level ten. Ever.” 
 
    “No…no…” I begged. Just the thought of what I had experienced being increased was terrible. 
 
    “Now, there are rules. You must say ‘yes, ma’am’ and do so pleasantly. You must stay within designated areas. You must follow all directions. Do that and you will survive.” 
 
    “You’ve got to get this thing off me! This is cruel and inhumane!” 
 
    She just smiled ruefully, and said, “Lana. What is cruel and unusual is to let a pervert wander around free. Perverts, not all, but enough, have a tendency to lose control. Some day you might molest somebody. You might not even want to, but your inner urges will drive you, and then somebody else suffers because you are a pervert.” 
 
    “But I won’t! All I did was look! I never touched! I’m afraid to touch. I’m afraid of girls! I just want to look and…and think about them.” 
 
    “Think about them? You mean have your dirty, little fantasies? Dream of doing things to people who you don’t even really know? Don’t you see how that can lead you down the path to abuse and more serious crimes?” 
 
    “But…no! I would never commit a crime! I’ve never even gotten a ticket!” 
 
    “That’s all the worse. All that perversion bottled up inside you, wanting to get out, wanting to express itself, and yet, year after year, it bubbles and froths, and one day…maybe you’re looking in a bedroom window late at night. Maybe you’re beating off in a department store bathroom, but, whatever…you snap. Your lust takes over, your evil nature comes to the fore, and some poor girl somewhere has to suffer. Maybe you beat her. Or rape her, or worse. But, whatever you do, it could have all been prevented. And we are going to prevent it. 
 
    “But…what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I told you. You will be prepared for service. We will change your mind, re-educate you, and save society from your future predations.” 
 
    “But…this isn’t fair. I want a lawyer! I want the cops. You have to release me!” 
 
    Barbara just shook her head. “We are the cops. The new cops. And you have been tried and convicted. Lucky for you, we won’t be punishing you, unless you consider your resistance to our program a punishment. Some do, you know.” 
 
    I was crying. I wanted to go home. I wanted to be at home, maybe looking at my collection of porn, jacking off. I wanted to be far, far away from this…this…nutcase! 
 
    “Okay, Lana. Unless you have some intelligent questions, not just this stupid whining about your rights…when you are the danger…then I will be going on about my business.” 
 
    “What?” I cried through the tears now seeping from my eyes, “Tricking innocent people into saying their perverts? Depriving people of their liberty? You’re the criminal! You’re the criminal!” 
 
    Barbara just shook her head and got off the bed. She picked up the box, held the fob up and said, “There are many fobs. Don’t think you can escape by grabbing one and making a break.” 
 
    Then she turned to the door, opened it, and left. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. “HEY!” 
 
    But there was no sound. 
 
    I was caught.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I lay on the bed and waited. There was nothing else I could do. I was trapped, my cock was trapped, and…my imagination ran wild. 
 
    I had visions of being put in an electric chair. My head on the block while above a guillotine slid downwards. Wild Indians poking their arrows into my groin. 
 
    I know. Silly. She had told me, given me hint, of what was to happen to me, but…I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    Of course that’s part of being a pervert, I would realize much later. A pervert runs on his imagination. He fantasizes, and that’s what drives him. 
 
    So I laid on the bed and suffered my terrible thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    My head jerked to see the door opening. 
 
    It was a beautiful woman. Not Barbara, but just as beautiful. A little older, blonde hair, nice jugs. 
 
    Okay, I’m a pervert! I notice things like breasts. A lot. 
 
    “Hello, Lana.” 
 
    “My name is Lonnie.” 
 
    She didn’t even react. She merely pulled out a key and began undoing my cuffs. 
 
    “You’re being transferred. I suggest you remember the correct way to address women, and what your new name is. I’m used to you newbies pushing it, but the people in charge of the island…they are a little less forgiving.” 
 
    She had all four cuffs off and I rubbed my wrists. 
 
    “Come along. The boat is waiting.” 
 
    “The boat?” I slid off the bed. 
 
    She stood in the doorway, waiting. “You didn’t think we were going to make you swim, did you?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Down to the end of the hall and through the door. I’ve got to get a few more girls.” 
 
    “Girls,” I muttered. 
 
    She chuckled. “Like you. Now, get going,” and she slapped my ass. 
 
    I turned and trudged down the hallway. Behind me she went into another room. In front of me the doors were already open, and I could see beds like the one I had been in. 
 
    More perverts? Like…like me? 
 
    And I started to understand something of the scope of this operation. 
 
    I opened the door at the end of the hallway and stepped onto a beach. White sands, waving palm trees, and a blue, blue ocean. I stared in surprise. I had been in California when I was caught. But this didn’t look like California. It looked like the Caribbean. 
 
    And I remembered what Barbara had said about the birds in Caribbean. Had they actually transported me, while I was unconscious, all the way to the Caribbean? 
 
    About fifty feet in front of me was a crowd of guys. Beyond them was a pier. At the end of the pier was a powerful motorboat. 
 
    I looked to the sides. A tall fence curved from the building I had been in to the water. I would have to run along the fence, swim in the water till I had rounded the fence, and all while crazy women pressed fobs and tried to burn my crotch off. 
 
    I walked towards the group of men. 
 
    I was almost to the men when I heard somebody behind me. I turned, and a fellow darted out of the building and began running to the side. He was going to try to climb the fence, or reach the water and swim for it. 
 
    The woman who had released me stepped out of the door of the building. She held her hand up, and I knew there was a fob in it. 
 
    “ONE!” 
 
    She pressed her thumb down and the man started to run in a zig zag, stumbling and staggering. Everybody in the group I was with grabbed the groins and started groaning. I felt that warm buzz that threatened an orgasm. 
 
    “TWO!” 
 
    He fell to his knees, staggered to his feet, wobbled crazily through the sand. 
 
    I felt the pleasure become pain. My knees buckled and I stumbled to my knees. I didn’t understand how he could still be trying to run. 
 
    “THREE!” 
 
    He collapsed, started trying to crawl. 
 
    I fell to all fours. I raised my head with much effort and watched the man struggle. 
 
    “FOUR!” 
 
    Oh, God! I collapsed. I just lay there. The pain went on for about five seconds, then stopped. I groaned, and realized that several of the fellows in the group had puked. 
 
    The man who had been trying to escape just lay there, curled in on himself, waving his arm above his head in surrender. 
 
    The woman who had pressed the fob yelled at the men by the pier. “IF ONE TRIES TO ESCAPE YOU ALL SUFFER!” She turned around and re-entered the building. 
 
    A couple of women came through the group of collapsed men and approached the one who had tried to escape. They helped him to his feet, then pushed him towards the group. He could hardly walk, fell a couple of times, but they kept prodding him, and laughing, and then he was with us. 
 
    “Fuck,” muttered one of the guys, “Don’t ever try that again!” 
 
    “I won’t!” he mumbled. 
 
    We stood in a group, and there was no talking. I suspect it was because we wee all perverts, and possibly ashamed of what we were. I know I felt a sort of deep embarrassment. 
 
    Finally, one of the women came down the pier. “Go get in the boat. If anybody fucks up I’ll give you a three till we get to the island, and it’s a long trip. If you are all polite and follow directions I’ll give you a one when we get there. 
 
    A one? A three? We all knew she was referring to the settings on the fob. We filed down the pier and climbed into the boat. 
 
    It was a big power boat, the kind that sinks its ass into the ocean and throws up a rooster tail. We all sat in rows on uncomfortable seats and watched the ocean pass us by. 
 
    It was a beautiful day, lots of towering clouds, and that made everything surreal. 
 
    Over time a couple of the guys got into small conversations, but we were all pretty subdued. Everybody, at one time or another, looked at their locked cocks. They picked up the tube in their hands, turned it and examined it, then let go. 
 
    Three hours. At maybe 60 MPH, and we caught sight of a small blot of land in the distance. As we got closer we could make out structures. The island was a couple of hundred yards in diameter. Cliffs led up to a plateau where several buildings clustered. It looked sort of like a Spanish castle of some sort, and, as we got closer, I realized it was. It was a Spanish fort of some kind. But we could see antenna and power lines, so it had been modernized. 
 
    The boat slid up to a pier and suddenly we all fell back. We had been good, and so we were getting a period of number one. Our groins throbbed, our dicks tried to get harder. One guy near me started jerking and twitching, and his cock lock started leaking gism. 
 
    We lay in a cum induced stupor for about five minutes, just sighing and groaning and drooling, then it was turned off. 
 
    A woman stood on the dock. The women, there were four of them, had moved around unnoticed while we lay in near orgasm. “Okay, you little cum buckets. Head up the pier and go into the tunnel.” 
 
    Dazed, feeling like cattle being herded, we did as commanded. One guy even muttered ‘Yes, ma’am.’ Shortly we were crowding through a long tunnel. There was a string of orange light bulbs along the top of the tunnel, and about fifty yards in we gathered in a small room with several corridors leading away from it. 
 
    “Okay, listen up!” The woman was short, chunky, with not much in the boob department. A disappointment for all us perverts. “The blue door leads up. Don’t use that unless told to. That corridor leads to the mess hall, administration offices, and the electrical room. That corridor there leads to your cells. Go pick a cell, close yourself in. We’re cycling a last class out, so you might have a wait. Go, now.” 
 
    Mumbling, glancing at each other, we all turned and… 
 
    “ONE!” Buzz, we all staggered and grabbed our groins. “Say ‘yes ma’am,’ or I’m going to two! Next time you’re rude I’ll start with two.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” we all blurted. We didn’t speak together, although that would happen in the days to come.  
 
    The buzz went off and we stopped staggering and walked. No mumbling this time. Damn, these bitches had a short temper! 
 
    I selected a cell, they were all the same, stepped in and closed the door. 
 
    I stood and watched as men passed me. Naked men with cock locks. Sad men. Confused men. 
 
    And I wondered: are they all perverts? Are there that many perverts in the world? 
 
    Maybe, maybe not. After all, a guy didn’t have to be a pervert to want to peep at a naked woman on the beach. 
 
    But, compared to the number of men in the world, or just the United States, this wasn’t much. 
 
    But it seemed like a lot. 
 
    I sighed and turned to my cell. A large boulder for sitting on. A bucket. Nothing else. Ah, be it ever so humble. 
 
      
 
    An hour later a woman came down the row of cells. I heard her as she approached mine. “Blue door.” 
 
    Another cell opened. “Blue door.” 
 
    Another, “Blue door.” 
 
    I stepped out and followed the line of men as they went back to the central room, then through the blue door. 
 
    Behind the blue door were stairs. The man in front of me was about twenty feet ahead, but I didn’t try to catch up. 
 
    I reached the top and went through another door. I was standing in a reception area. It was like a real building, made of modern materials. A woman sat behind a desk and tapped on an iPad. 
 
    “Name.” 
 
    “Shiela.” 
 
    “Room 14 to the right.” 
 
    The man walked to the right and entered a long hallway with lots of doors. 
 
    The next man gave his name, Roberta, and…15 to the left. 
 
    The next man gave his name, Tanya, and…16 to the right. 
 
    Then it was the turn of the man in front of me. 
 
    “Name.” 
 
    “George Simpson!” 
 
    The man glared at her. He had decided to revolt. 
 
    She smiled. She had a fob to hand. “One.” 
 
    I staggered, and so did George Simpson. 
 
    “You can kill me! I’m done with this shit!” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I mumbled. 
 
    I went to my knees. 
 
    George Simpson buckled, then he jumped for her. 
 
    She went to five. 
 
    Fuck! My groin exploded. I fell to the floor. 
 
    George Simpson collapsed on her desk. He slid back off it, snarling and spitting. He was not giving up easy. 
 
    She took her thumb of the fob. 
 
    George: “Kill me, you bitch!” He was so weak he couldn’t stand, but he wasn’t done. 
 
    The woman picked up a phone on the desk and spoke into it. “Team to reception. Anal plug.” 
 
    A minute later four women charged into the room. They were big, had muscles, and they grabbed George, flipped him over, and one of them held up a weird sort of butt plug. It was metal, and she pressed a button on the base. Instantly four ‘leafs’ spread out. She pushed them back in, then said, “Legs.” 
 
    The two women holding his legs pulled his legs apart. 
 
    George was weak. He struggled, but he was totally overpowered. 
 
    The woman pushed the butt plug into him. 
 
    “Stop that! Stop!” He thrashed. 
 
    The woman pressed the button, and inside his butt I knew the leafs were opening. Suddenly I remembered having seen a picture of that device. The picture had been an old one, and the device ornate, but what she had just put up his ass was called a ‘Pear of Anguish.” 
 
    George Simpson suddenly stopped struggling. His eyes went wide, and he started jerking and twitching. 
 
    The woman moved forward and grabbed his chin. She spoke harshly into his face. 
 
    “It won’t come out, and you are receiving anal stimulation level one. Behave yourself and we’ll take it out.” 
 
    George Simpson, who could stand immense pain and still fight back, was broken. He just nodded, and cried, and drooled. 
 
    As they helped him to his feet I could see something else drooling. I had heard that anal sex is better than regular sex, but I had always laughed at that idea. I mean…really? 
 
    But watching George stagger away, his dick dripping, his legs like rubber, I started to believe. 
 
    Then one of the women was in front of me. “Did I hear you swear?” 
 
    “What…I…I don’t…” 
 
    “You said ‘Oh, fuck.’ didn’t you.” 
 
    Oh, man. I broke quick. “I didn’t mean to…it was just I was so scared…I didn’t want to get shocked…” 
 
    She watched me blather for a few seconds, then said, “Say ‘yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” I blurted hurriedly. 
 
    She nodded, satisfied. “Level one. Ten seconds.” 
 
    She hit the button and I staggered, almost reached out for her support, but managed not to. Pleasure roared through my cock. For ten seconds I stood there, trembling, my own dick drooling, and then she turned the current off. 
 
    I almost collapsed form the release of the sensation. I didn’t know whether to thank her or curse her. Such intense pleasure, but…out of control. Helpless. 
 
    “Be careful,” she spoke into my face. “Be vary careful.” 
 
    I nodded, my knees still shivering. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She nodded, turned away. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    I turned to the girl at the desk, who had been waiting, bored, this whole time. 
 
    “Lana,” I answered. 
 
      
 
    I was directed to room 17 on the left, and I have no idea where George Simpson wound up. I walked to the room, knocked timidly, and the door opened. 
 
    “Just come in,” said the woman. 
 
    She was about my age, maybe a year or two older, and she was quite beautiful. Large, perky breasts, nice shape. Her hair was especially long and shiny. 
 
    “I’m Thomasina. Have a seat.” 
 
    I sat down in the chair in the center of the room, and blinked. Around the room, on shelves and ledges, were beauty supplies. Hair color. Mascara. Foundation. Anything and everything a girl needed to make herself beautiful. 
 
    “What is all this stuff,” I blurted. 
 
    Surprisingly, Thomasina answered. “Cosmetics, dear. Now let me look at you. We have to have a plan before we fix you up.” 
 
    “Fix me?” 
 
    “Make you more beautiful. More feminine. You want to be feminine, don’t you?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    She smiled. She was walking around my chair, taking pictures with a cell. “I think shoulder length will do it. And your jaw is a little too large. But, don’t worry. You have gorgeous eyes.” 
 
    “I…do?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Can I ask a question?” 
 
    “Of course. The more questions you ask the sooner you learn to do for yourself the sooner you graduate.” 
 
    “Graduate?” 
 
    “I know. This is your first day, and you must be so confused. I remember how bad it was for me. In fact, let me clue you in. That will help you get settled. But, first, take this.” 
 
    She handed me a paper cup filled with water and a pill. 
 
    “What is it?” I held the cup and the pill. 
 
    “It’s good for what ails you. Take it and I’ll tell you. Don’t take it and I’ll have to call one of the Mothers.” 
 
    What choice did I have? I popped the pill into my mouth, thought about hiding it under my tongue, but it dissolved too fast. 
 
    Thomasina nodded. “That’s your hormones. Now, I think your skin is beautiful, and—“ 
 
    “Wait! What? Hormones?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “But…what for?” 
 
    “Oh, they really haven’t told you anything. “You’re going to be changed into a woman. There’s too many men, and the government has decreed that some of the men should be turned into women. I don’t know if you’ll be allowed to keep your cock, that depends on what society needs, but you’ll get a pill every day. A month from now you won’t even recognize yourself.” 
 
    That’s when it hit me. “But…are you…did you?” 
 
    “Of course. If you’re not a Mother you’re a Daughter. I’m a Daughter, and I’m close to graduating. Oh, God, I can’t wait. To get back to society. To be able to do something useful.” She actually gave a shiver. 
 
    “So Thomasina…used to be…Tom?” 
 
    “Gosh, I’d almost forgotten that name. But…yes. I used to be a man, but you’ll find that being a man isn’t all it’s knocked up to be. Uncontrolled erections, lusting after anything with a skirt. Ew.” She shivered again. 
 
    “Okay, now, we have to make you pretty. Are you ready?” 
 
    Make me pretty. Make me into a female. I had often thought about that, what if I’d been born a female, and I suppose many perverts do think about that. 
 
    “I don’t know…I just…” 
 
    “Oh, come on. It’ll be fun, and you’ll even find it educational. 
 
    What could I do? I didn’t want to end up like George Simpson. I didn’t want to experience a level ten cock destroying shock.  
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    Pleased, cheerful, Thomasina began to remake me. 
 
    She gave me long fingernails. Red. “You’ll break them in the beginning, until you’re used to them. But don’t worry. We expect that. Just do your best. I’ll be doing you every day so we can fix them promptly. 
 
    She cleaned my pores, primed me. She worked slowly, chatting cheerfully as she progressed. 
 
    “Here’s the blush, that will make your cheeks glow. And you can change your mood, even change the shape of your face, if you want. Up on the cheek bone here will make you haughty. Very useful when the boys get a little too obnoxious.” 
 
    Boys! 
 
    She worked over my eyes, and my lips, then she curled my hair. 
 
    “What about those guys who have short hair?” 
 
    “They’ll just have to wait.” And it was obvious that Thomasina disapproved of them. 
 
    Then she pierced my ears and popped a couple of studs into the lobes. “If you’re a good girl they’ll reward you with real earrings. I can’t tell you what a thrill it is to get your first set of hoops.” 
 
    It was weird, sitting there, listening, knowing she was once a man. but…it was also comfortable. After all, she was the first person to actually talk to me. 
 
    “Do you still have your penis?” 
 
    “I don’t. Oh, they gave me a choice, but I figured…what the heck. In for a penny, in for a pound.’ 
 
    “Did they…cut it off?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord no. That’s only reserved for violent offenders. People like us, perverts, we just take the pills and the changes happen. And I’m so glad. Could you imagine getting your thingie cut off? All that blood? Uck!” 
 
    Finally, I was done. I stepped out of the room, and my face was feeling really funny. It felt stiff, and my hair, it felt tight on my scalp. And I kept touching my lobs and feeling the studs. 
 
    I walked back down the corridor to the reception room. 
 
    The woman at the desk inspected me. “Hmm. Not bad. Down that corridor to room 43.” 
 
    Room 43 was large, and there was a dais in the front and a projector in the rear. The room was almost filled with men, my group, and I found a seat. 
 
    I was self conscious, wearing make up, a cock lock between my legs, but everybody else was the same, so I just sat there and listened to the small conversations around me. 
 
    And the conversations were mostly, ‘What’s going to happen to us?’ 
 
    Then a woman, fully clothed, walked in. She strode to the dais, adjusted a mike on her lapel, and spoke into it. 
 
    “Good evening, ladies. My name is Amanda. Mother Amanda. I will be giving you an orientation, and you will then be free to ask questions.” 
 
    The ladies, once men, all looked at each other, then a woman opened the door and said, “the light bulb burned out. Ten minutes to change.” 
 
    “Certainly,” Mother Amanda answered. She turned back to us. “A slight adjustment in the schedule. But if you wish to ask questions now, you may.” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other, then a fellow—pardon me, a girl—raised her hand. 
 
    Amanda pointed at her and said, “Say ‘Mother Amanda,’ then say your name, and ask your question.” 
 
    The girl was chunky, a bit of a belly, and lots of body hair. Her face was quite incongruous atop that. 
 
    “Mother Amanda—“ 
 
    “Say your name.” 
 
    “Uh, I’m Lacy. I think I’m here by mistake.” 
 
    Amanda smiled. “Of course you are. The mistake was being a pervert.” 
 
    Lacy started to say something but Amanda raised a finger. 
 
    “I should probably leap ahead a bit here, so let me explain.” 
 
    “Jeffry Epstein was our founder. And he…” 
 
    It was pretty much the same story I had been told. Apparently not everybody had heard the story, they gasped and the started to protest, and but Mother Amanda held up the fob and we all settled down pretty quickly. 
 
    The surprise for me was when one of the ladies said, “You can’t just kidnap us!” 
 
    He received a number one for that, and after we were all recovered he addressed her properly. “Mother Amanda, you can’t just kidnap us.” 
 
    “Of course we can,” she smiled. People have been kidnapped from the beginning of civilization. People conscripted for armies, slaves made out of conquered peoples, even the justice system has done much to contribute to this. Did you know that one per cent of the United States is in prison?” 
 
    We all goggled at that. Then came the statement that got me. 
 
    “No, it is easy to kidnap people, and especially in modern times. We simply say they died of COVID and do what we want with you.” 
 
    Everybody started mumble about that, and she held up the fob for instant silence. 
 
    “Did you honestly think that the COVID thing was real? Oh, lord no. COVID was invented so we could change society, make people do what we wanted them to. If you don’t get vaccinated right away you are easily identified as an enemy of the state.” 
 
    Everybody went blank. 
 
    “The vaccine has graphene oxide in it, graphene will register on any x-ray machine, any scanner. No graphene and we’ve got you. And once we’ve got you it’ a quick trip to one of the various government installations for re-education and an assignment for the good of the state.” 
 
    A hand. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “But Mother Amanda…I’m Lucy…that’s against everything I have ever been taught. There’s no free will. No liberty.” 
 
    Mother Amanda broke in at that point, “No constitution, no second amendment. But that’s okay. Those things are quite antiquated, and you don’t need them. Never did.” 
 
    Others raised their hands, but I was stopped. No more US of A. No more freedom. It was a New World Order. 
 
    And though nobody liked it, we all came to refer to the New World Order as the ‘United Slaves of America,’ it was a done deal. 
 
    Would I have fought back if I knew such as this was happening? I don’t know, and it is a moot point. 
 
    After all, I was going to be a girl. 
 
    “Okay, people, the projector has been repaired. This is your orientation and will explain much. You will be seeing movies every day. You will learn how to conduct yourselves, how to behave. You will get everything from beauty tips to which side of the plate the fork goes on. Is everybody ready? 
 
    Nobody was, but that didn’t matter. We were going to be girls. 
 
      
 
    The days passed and I learned to be a girl. I took my pills, and my penis shrunk a bit, then I was given the choice of keeping my penis or not. I elected to. Of course I didn’t get as many erections, and certainly they weren’t hard like they used to be, but I liked having that useless appendage hanging from my groin. It just sort of reminded me of things. 
 
    I know, I’m silly, but that’s the female prerogative. 
 
    I learned how to dress, how to do make up, how to walk and talk, I learned everything. But, everything wasn’t really everything. 
 
    To graduate you had to accomplish that final act that women are capable of…sex. 
 
    I know. Nasty stuff, that sex. 
 
    Funny, it used to be the one and only thing I lived for. I watched porn by the hour, played with myself endlessly, but now I knew the truth. 
 
    A cock is good for procreation…or recreation. 
 
    If I had wanted procreation I would have lost my penis and searched for a man to impregnate me. I haven’t heard of any perverts turned female that have had babies, but…there is hope, right? 
 
    And if I wanted recreation I would have volunteered to administer to the people of the New World Order. I could have traveled the world, been had by everybody from soldiers to politicians. but I didn’t want that. 
 
    No, what I wanted was to be a maid. To pick up after people, maybe even take care of a family. That was what I wanted. 
 
    So I made my choices known, but realized the sad truth. I was going to have to get fucked before I could graduate. 
 
    Well, it only made sense. After all, what good is a maid if she can’t give a little relief to the man of the house, and take a bit of the load off the woman of the house? 
 
    So I watched the videos and I learned the best techniques for sucking cock, and I mentally prepared myself for that day when some man would take my little man pussy and give it that final bit of education that I needed. 
 
    But…I couldn’t bring myself to it. The idea of…of having a man penetrate me, even though I was now slender and voluptuous, with long hair and sparkling eyes…it was too much. I had once been a male, after all, and it was so very difficult to get over that nasty business. 
 
    So one day I was summoned to the blue door. I went happily, not knowing that I had been selected for that dirty business, and the woman at the desk said, “Down that hall. Room 101.” 
 
    Room 101. Hunh. Sounded like a beginning class in school. I wondered what lessons I would learn here? Whatever they were, they were sure to be fun. 
 
    I walked down the long hallway to an area I had never been at before and entered the room. 
 
    “Hello, Lana.” 
 
    “Good morning, Mother Amanda,” I curtsied politely. 
 
    “Lay down on the horse.” 
 
    I looked at the horse. It was like a wooden sawhorse, but with some changes. the top bar was wider and had a cushion. The ends curved up, and there were little platforms on the legs for my knees and elbows. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I curtsied again and got on the horse. 
 
    And, why should I? I trusted my Mothers. I even loved them. 
 
    I laid on the top bar, and my new breasts were a bit uncomfortable as they hung over the sides, but that was okay. The top bar was a little shorter than I expected, and to get my knees on the platforms I had to scrunch up a bit, and my ass rose into the air. 
 
    Mother Amanda went around the horse, securing my limbs with short lengths of leather that had velcro on them. 
 
    “Lana, you’ve been difficult.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “This aversion to sex, it is costing you time. You could be out in the world, serving your betters, but you haven’t quite managed to overcome your inherent maleness. 
 
    “I’m sorry, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, you are. But you won’t be for long.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    She stood in front of me and put a strap on on. The dick in the holder was large. She moved forward and said, “Suck on it. No lube except what you provide.” 
 
    So I sucked on her dick. I tried to get as much spit as I could on that long, shiny member. 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough.” 
 
    She pulled out of my mouth and walked around behind me. She placed the large prick at my back door and pushed. 
 
    It hurt. I won’t deny it, and I cried, but I finally gave way, and the thing slid inside me. 
 
    Oh, it was big. And it was good, and my eyes widened. Now inside, I realized how silly I had been. I was filled up, and it was the most glorious feeling. And it only got better, for Mother Amanda began to slide in and out. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I was grunting with each stroke. My breasts were on fire, and my limp cock banged around between my legs. 
 
    “Relax now, Daughter. Let yourself go.” 
 
    I tried, oh, how I tried. But there is a huge difference between the dry descriptions of classes and videos, and the reality of a real cock in your fanny. 
 
    Still, it was just a matter of time, and I breathed and relaxed, and, finally, I began to cum. 
 
    I cried as the semen poured out of my useless prick. I didn’t have much of an orgasm, but I am told that will eventually happen. But I don’t care. I just want to live a life in servitude. 
 
    As a pervert I wasn’t of much use to anybody. 
 
    As a maid, or even a waitress or a nurse, I can benefit people. 
 
    Mother Amanda pulled out of me. 
 
    “There you go, sweetheart. Now, tomorrow I expect you to go all the way with a man.” 
 
    “Yes, Mother,” I answered dutifully. 
 
    And now I was happy, for now I knew I could do it. I could go all the way and be the woman I was meant to be. 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Changed into a Woman! 
 
    A bra leads to first time feminization 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I saw it and I wanted it. It’s that simple. 
 
    And it’s one of the questions for which there is no answer. 
 
    Did I know intuitively what it was? I don’t know. 
 
    Did it somehow ‘call’ to me? I don’t know. 
 
    Was it foreordained in the cosmos? Was it destiny? I don’t know. 
 
    I would like to think is was serendipity, that it just happened…but I don’t know.  
 
    I do know that the wife and I—her name is Margaret, or Maggie, and mine is Bruce—love to go to garage sales. Garage sales are pretty much the state sport here in Florida, and we go to them over the  weekend, and if we happen to see one during the week—and they have them right in the middle of the week—I skid to a stop and we get out and rummage through other people’s history and buying habits. 
 
    Mostly it is junk. Rusty tools and board games damaged by water. Silly knick knacks that have gathered dust in a kitchen, or attic, for forty years and granny died a few years ago so let’s get of this stuff. 
 
    Sometimes it is priceless. I picked up a bag of Batman comics for forty bucks, and it was worth $4,000. And once I found an over-sized Elvis Presley 45 RPM LP. Probably worth thousands. So you can see the fun in going ‘garaging.’ 
 
    So we’re driving across town, I see a sign, we look at each other and…bingo. We’re on our way. 
 
    I make the turn at a dangerous speed and zoom down a lonely road. Heck, I’m in a hurry because I want to peruse that potential junk before anybody else does. 
 
    My wife is looking in the little black book we keep and mumbles, “I don’t see it. I don’t think we’ve ever been to this location before.” 
 
    And I pull up in front of a house that looks like it’s about to fall over. The roof is sagging over the garage, boards are falling off the sides. There are tropical trees uprooted in the side yard. Honestly, it looked like the next hurricane was going to take it away. 
 
    We get out of the car and wander up a row of tables. There’s old cups and saucers, sets that have become mismatched over the years but still sort of look alike. There’s a rack of clothes that look like they’ve been packed in mothballs for fifty years. Clothes are usually Maggie’s department, so I leave her to pick through the old styles and fashions and look for the gem. 
 
    I pass a table of water wrinkled books Good books, but are they not only water damaged, they look a little moldy.’ 
 
    I am about to reach for a Popeil Pocket Fisherman. Probably not worth anything, but I…I’m…my hand moves to the side, towards a table with women undergarments on it. 
 
    Women’s undergarments? I don’t want no stinking women’s undergarments! I move my hand back towards the compact fishing reel and…it slides towards the table, and I feel my body trying to lurch after it. 
 
    I pull my hand back and stare at the table. 
 
    I felt like I was a dousing rod, unable to stop from jerking towards water. I felt like my hand was a magnet, and couldn’t avoid the pull of magnetism. I felt like…walking over to the women’s undergarments’s table. 
 
    Now, I never buy underwear at a garage sale. There’s no telling whose fanny that bit of bright finery has been on. And I certainly didn’t want to go over and start handling bras and corsets. Women would start staring at me, everybody would think I was a pervert, and…I just don’t do it. 
 
    But I was standing in front of that table and I knew what was calling to me. It was a bra. A 1950s bullet bra. The kind where the cup is an actual cone, and when a woman wears one her tits are pointy, so pointy they could ‘poke your eye out.’ 
 
    It was white. Had thick shoulder straps, seemed to be shiny clean. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever been worn. So there was no telling what kind of boobs had been encased in the thing, but…I wanted it. 
 
    My hand was trying to get out of my pocket so hard it must have looked like I was playing pocket pool. My arm was trying to levitate and extend. My whole body felt like a giant hand was pushing it towards that table, and that bra in the corner. 
 
    I wanted that bra. 
 
    Maggie and I have an understanding when there is something we want to buy and it is…odd…and requires one of the other sex to buy it. We simply tell the other and they buy it. 
 
    “Maggie,” I sidled up to her, “I need you to get something for me.” 
 
    She looked up from the rack of dresses. “Got something a bit kinky, eh?” Her beautiful lips were pursed in a smile.” 
 
    I turned red. I had never asked her to buy something like this. “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    We sauntered over to the table and I said, “The shiny, bullet bra in the top left corner.” 
 
    She looked at it, then looked at me with a grin. “I’m not going to wear that!” And she turned away. 
 
    I stood there, feeling betrayed. And I wanted that bra. I wanted it so bad I was perspiring. I wanted it worse than anything in the world.  
 
    I looked at the old lady sitting behind the table. She was old, and she had mammoth, old lady tits. The kind that you need a wheel barrow to tote them around. I reached forward, picked up the bra and asked, “How much for this?” 
 
    She looked at me, had a slight smile, or maybe she was just myopic and a bit dopey, and she yells across the garage to an old gent with a thick chest. “Hey, Billy! How much for the bullet bra.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. My face turned red. And it was getting worse. 
 
    Billy was half deaf. He turns and yells, “What?” 
 
    “This guy wants your bullet bra! How much you want to charge him?” 
 
    Billy looked around like he had only caught half the words. “The bullet bra?” 
 
    Everybody is staring now, and I’m caught. Buying women’s undergarments at a garage sale. I was redder than a sunburned tomato. 
 
    “Yes! The bullet bra! This guy wants to buy it.” 
 
    I tell ya, I wanted to shrink up into a piece of lint and blow away with the wind. I wanted to fall into a crack and disappear. I wanted to— 
 
    “Two bucks!” 
 
    My arm somehow extended with two one dollar bills in it. Thank God there was no change involved. I wanted to end this terrible experience as quickly as I could. 
 
    The old lady took it, and then, bless Maggie, she had seen my embarrassment and she came up and said in a voice just loud enough, “Oh, thank you, Bruce. You knew I wanted one of these.” 
 
    People who were grinning at my discomfiture suddenly frowned and turned away. The show was over. 
 
    I picked up my end of the conversation, “I wanted it to be a surprise.” 
 
    “Well, it is. And thank you, honey.” And she took the bra out of my sweaty hands and kissed my cheek. 
 
    Whew. One more disaster averted. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe how red you were!” Maggie giggled once we were back in the car and driving home. 
 
    “Oh, God. I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    “So did I! Your face was blood red, and the way they kept yelling about it over the crowd.” 
 
    I shook my head, and lifted a hand from the steering wheel. It was actually trembling. 
 
    She held up the bra and looked at it. “But what I don’t understand is why you got it? It’s not worth anything, and I don’t want to wear it. And—“ 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    She turned to me. “What?” 
 
    I didn’t know where that had come from, I don’t know why I had said that, but…I said it again. “I want to wear it.” 
 
    Maggie actually moved forward in a little jerk, started to say something, then sat back, then: “Well, I’ve never seen this side of you.” 
 
    “Neither have I,” was dazed by what I was saying. I had never worn a bra in my life. Why would I suddenly want to wear one? But my mouth said I did, and…so I did. 
 
    “Is this something new? Or have you got a little secret that you want to share?” 
 
    I glanced at her. She was smiling. Good. She wasn’t freaked out. 
 
    “I…I don’t know. It just…called to me. I saw it and knew I wanted it, and now…I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I want that bra for myself.” 
 
    Maggie was silent for a moment, then she grinned and lifted it up and said, “Well, knock yourself out. I’m always up for something new.” 
 
    So I was now the proud possessor, and about to be the wearer, of a stylish, 1950s bullet bra. And my nipples started to tingle. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home and I took the few things we had bought into the house. Maggie had found a blouse she liked, and a couple of books. And I had…the bra. 
 
    I carried Maggie’s bag in, and the bra was burning in my pocket. It felt like my pocket was actually heating up, and I couldn’t wait to put the thing on. 
 
    But I was embarrassed. 
 
    Sure, Maggie had laughed, but…but this was weird. Men don’t wear bras. And I was having these weird thoughts of my own. Why did I feel so compelled to buy the thing? Why did I want to wear it? Why was I having these bizarre thoughts? 
 
    So I put the bag with Maggie’s items on the floor at the bottom of the bed, and I took the bra out of my pocket and looked at it. Even having been crumpled up in my pocket it was…sleek. The material not bent or losing its shape. Whatever company had built this bra…it was good stuff. 
 
    “Well, let’s see it.” 
 
    I turned and Maggie was leaning against the doorframe. 
 
    “Well, I…I’m a little…” 
 
    “Embarrassed? Humiliated? Mortified?” She was grinning as she crossed the room. She took the bra and held it up to me. 
 
    I stared down at the tips of the tits. It was big, bigger than I thought it was.  
 
    “Looks like a good fit. Come on, take your clothes off.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Come on. I want to see my studly hubby transition.” 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    “Trade his dick for a pair of tits. It’s going to be so cute. I can dress you up like a big old Ken doll…with Barby clothing. 
 
    I started to turn away, but she caught my shoulder, pulled me back. “Hey, I’m just joking. And, tell the truth, I want to see what you look like, It’s a little weird, but…you as a woman? That’s sort of…exciting. Sort of turns me on. You want to turn me on?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” Sproing! 
 
    Let me tell you, my wife is one sexy woman. She has the classic hourglass shape, full breasts, and her face is like a model’s. Good cheekbones, long hair down to the shoulders, clear, blue eyes, and, my favorite part, plump, red lips. Man I could spend a year just kissing those lips and never get tired. 
 
    Certainly never get ‘un-horny.’ 
 
    “Come on. I’ll tell you what. You take an article of clothing off, and I’ll take an article clothing off. And the first one done puts on the bra.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on, chicken.” 
 
    Well, that did it for me. Nobody calls me chicken! 
 
    I took my shirt off. And my nipples were tingling, my expanse of chest flesh was warm. 
 
    She took off her blouse. I was face to face with the most beautiful set of tits in the western hemisphere. And there might as well be no eastern hemisphere. Yes, they were encased in a flimsy half bra, but that would be coming off pretty quick. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, and her eyes glinting mischievously as she put her hand on my chest, move her palm across my nipple and caused me to shiver. 
 
    Gulping, I took my pants off. 
 
    She looked down at my tighty whiteys. My cock was poking out hard. She touched it, causing another and bigger shiver. “I’m always amazed at how you are always ready to go. My little…pardon me, my ‘big’ horn dog.” 
 
    She slid out of her shorts. And here was where it got interesting. I realized that she had kicked off her shoes, and she wasn’t wearing socks or nylons. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I estimated the amount of clothing left, and she was going to be wearing the bra. A spear of disappointment lanced through me. 
 
    Still, the game was the game, and I kicked one shoe off. 
 
    Grinning like a person who knew she was going to win, she slipped out of her panties. What a Goddess, standing there with her delicious, shaved pussy, knowing what she was doing to me. 
 
    But, no matter how I felt, she was going to win, and I whispered, “Fuck.” I took my other shoe off. 
 
    “Not to worry, dear. I can feel your pain. Or is that lust?” She took her bra off. Oh, God. I wanted her. Right then and there. Fuck the contest. Fuck the…the bra…I had to… 
 
    “Take your underwear off.” 
 
    I did so, and my cock stood right up. No hesitation there.  
 
    She smiled and admired it, touched it, cupped my balls, and I almost felt like fainting. 
 
    Still, I thought the game was over, that she had won, that she was going to get to put the bra on. 
 
    “Not to worry, honey.” She reached up for an earring. 
 
    OMG! I had forgotten about her jewelry! 
 
    She must have seen the instant look of excitement in my eyes. “What? You thought I was going to deprive you of your little kink? No way. I want to see this. This idea of you wearing a bra…it’s strangely exciting. Almost intoxicating. Take off a sock.” 
 
    Breathing hard, distracted, I took a sock off.  
 
    She took her other earring out. 
 
    I took off my other sock 
 
    And she still had her thin, gold necklace to go. 
 
    God, I was excited. I don’t think I had ever been this excited. And it wasn’t just the sight of her, the feel of her hand on my cock. It was…the bra. I was going to wear it. 
 
    I stood there, my hard on trembling in the air, sticking out as if to fit into her belly button, and my eyes revealed my exultation. 
 
    She grinned and handed me the bra. “You put this on while I take my necklace off.” 
 
    So I did. She unclasped the necklace and I pulled the bra around my waist. 
 
    I had never worn one, but everything happened sort of natural like. Maybe I was just working off memories of Maggie putting bras on, but I fastened it around my waist, spun it around, and lifted it up. Like a champ. 
 
    I stared down. 
 
    The material was stiff.  
 
    “Wow,” Maggie gasped, placing her necklace on the dresser. “That’s a turn on.” 
 
    “Really?” Somebody said, and I realized it was me. I stared down at my chest. 
 
    Perfect cones. And big. A lot bigger than I had thought. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she grabbed my cock and moved in for a kiss. Our lips touched, fused, and we spent a long minute getting to know each other’s mouths. 
 
     “We’re going to have to get you a pair of matching panties,” she gasped when we broke. 
 
    “Panties?” I was dazed and confused. 
 
    “Oh, yes. But, first, come here,” she pulled me around, pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I laid backed, scooted back a half foot, and she climbed onto me. And I do mean climbed.  
 
    She knelt and had her hands on my knees as she took my cock in her mouth. Those perfect red lips gobbled me, deep throated me, and her hands palpated my balls, making me jump with the sudden pressure, then relax, then jump again, and each lurch drove my cock deeper into her mouth. 
 
    Then she stood up, leaned forward and her tits dragged up my body. She wanted to suck my nipples, I’ve got extra sensitive nipples, but they were encased by the bullet bra. She sighed and slithered up further. Her tits pressed against my upper chest and she kissed me again. And this time she really kissed me. The plump curve of her smile meshed onto my mouth. Her tongue snaked and licked and we Frenched madly. I was shortly gasping for breath, and so was she. 
 
    She cupped her hand over one of my tits. “God, that’s stiff material,” she sighed. “It almost feels like you’ve got real breasts under there.” 
 
    “Real breasts,” I laughed. “If only.” 
 
    She looked at me curiously for a moment, then we were at it again. As we kissed she stroked me, and then she was on her knees, perched over my cock. Staring intently at me, she lowered herself onto my cock. It was electrifying, feeling her moist pussy envelope me and slide down. 
 
    I grabbed for her waist and she sat on me motionless for a second. then she began to to the bump and grind. Oh, God, it was heaven. Feeling her hot canal with my penis and she twisted and corkscrewed. 
 
    We were like that for a long while, thrusting, lurching, partaking of one another. Then I flipped her over and drove into her.  
 
    But after a few thrusts she flipped me over, which surprised me, and she was on top again. 
 
    “Girls on the bottom,” she growled playfully. 
 
    Fine with me. Top or bottom, this was the fuck of my life. I was extra sensitive, and the feeling was extra heightened, and she ground down upon me, used me, abused me, and I kept waiting for the little kick inside, the ignition that starts the glow that pushes the spurt that squirts the semen. 
 
    But it wasn’t coming. 
 
    But she was cumming. She grabbed my shoulders and arched her back and I felt her vaginal muscles start to spasm. 
 
    Now getting desperate, she didn’t like to wait around for second or third orgasms, I thrust harder. 
 
    She groaned, and then, unbelievably, she began to cum again! 
 
    I was starting to hurt. It felt like somebody was pulling my essence right through my cock, but nothing was happening. 
 
    “You bitch,” she muttered playfully into my neck at one point. “You’ve never been so good.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whined, “I just want to cum!” 
 
    “Hey, who cares about you?” she laughed as she straightened up and began to ride me again. “You’re just a bitch with boobs. You don’t have to cum. You just have to make me cum.” 
 
    She was laughing, but it was weird, but…I could feel something happening. I didn’t know what, but something was happening. 
 
    And she came again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    I don’t know how many times she came, but every time she did I felt like I was losing something, but I couldn’t lose any of that roiling, broiling, hot cock sperm swirling so hard in my balls. 
 
    Finally, however, she was done. She collapsed on me, held me, felt my tits poking into hers, and sighed, “I think that’s it.” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    I think we’re done.” 
 
    But I wasn’t. My cock was so fucking hard it hurt. I had never been so desperate, and yet so unable. I was filled with fluid, but…in some way….empty. 
 
    But empty of what I didn’t know. 
 
    She rolled off me, didn’t even get up, just snored. 
 
    And I didn’t even get up. I had to pee, or maybe I had to cum—yeah, I had to cum—but I just ignored my groin, closed my eyes, and…slept. 
 
      
 
    It was an uneasy sleep. I kept finding myself back at the garage sale, and everybody was pointing their fingers at me and laughing. Giggling, guffawing, slapping their knees and laughing. 
 
    And I stood there, with the bra on, and my dick was limp. It didn’t work. And I kept grabbing it with one hand and holding it up. 
 
    “No!” I told whoever would listen, going from person to person. “It’s okay…it’s really okay.” 
 
    And the old lady who had sold the bra to me, she was standing on her folding chair and yelling through a megaphone, “The man on aisle six wants a bra! Can we have a bra specialist see the man on aisle six? And everybody pointed and laughed. 
 
    I turned around and ran for it, my limp dick waggling, my big tits flopping, and I was in Walmart and everybody was chasing after me, pointing and laughing. And I held my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and the people chased after me, and… 
 
    “Uhh,” I groaned. I was in bed and I was awake and the sun was streaming in the window. Maggie had just pulled the blinds and was heading for the bathroom. She was striding like she had just won a race, and her smile was ear to ear.  
 
    “Come on, my big dicked girlfriend. I’ll race you to breakfast.” 
 
    I heard the shower door open, the water came on, and a few seconds later, the hot running, she got in. 
 
    God, I was horny. Maggie must have cum twenty times last night, and I hadn’t cum even once. I was backed up with semen and my dick was standing up like a…no it wasn’t. It was limp. It just felt like it was full. I was so horny, but…oh, well. I groaned again, stretched, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, yawning, and felt not quite right. Like I was not exactly sick, but I was out of balance. Like I was leaning forward a little too much. I was still wearing the bra, and that was probably messing with my mind. 
 
    I listened to the shower. She was taking a long one. Well, I had really fucked the hell out of her. She probably needed a good sluicing. 
 
    I stood up, was puzzled by my hanging dick, but staggered out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    I was watching the sausage sizzle and the toaster brown waffles when Maggie entered the room. 
 
    She got out the butter and the syrup, took note of my naked, limp and bra-ed condition. “No shower? Stinky, stinky?” 
 
    “I’ll shower later. You were wasting the water.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Wasting water.” 
 
    She hugged me then, and I kissed her, and something went off in my head. I didn’t have to bend down to kiss her. And, instead of thinking, I just justified the thought with the idea, she must be wearing high heels. Even though I knew she wasn't. 
 
    The toaster popped, I scooped the sausages out and put them in a big bowl, and we sat down to eat. 
 
    She nibbled on a sausage, using her sexy bare hands to poke the thing into her mouth, and she sighed. 
 
    “God, you were great last night. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that much.” 
 
    “Good for you.” 
 
    She looked at me, then her eyes widened. “Oh, my God! You didn’t squirt!” 
 
    “Not that you care,” I groused, but I was kidding. 
 
    “So I guess you’re going to want to abuse this killer bod of mine some more?” 
 
    “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    She laughed. “The thought had crossed your mind. Right. You’re probably ready to poke holes in steel.” 
 
    “Actually,” I looked down at my lap. “I’m a little limp.” 
 
    “What? No! After a night like last night? After what you did…and didn’t cum?” 
 
    “What can I say?” I shrugged. 
 
    She contemplated me for a long minute. We chewed and swallowed. She said, “I think it’s the bra.” 
 
    “You think so?” I was non committal. I was starting to wonder. 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t be pretending you’re a girl.” 
 
    “Why not?” I didn’t like that thought. 
 
    “Maybe that’s causing psychological damage, messing with your mind.” 
 
    “Don’t you think that’s a little far fetched?” 
 
    She frowned. “Maybe, but…but I want some more dick, and if you can’t deliver I’m going to have to make a sign and march down the street. ‘Free pussy…if you can get it up.’” 
 
    I laughed at that. What an image. Then: “Honey, I just need a little breakfast, get my strength up.” I chomped down on a sausage and cut it in half. “See, just a little nourishment. And, really, it’s got to be all your fault.” 
 
    “My fault?” 
 
    “Sure. It was you that kept insisting on fucking last night. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it.” 
 
    “What?” But she was grinning. We liked to tease each other. 
 
    “That’s right. I was just bored, waiting for you to finish so I could get a little sleep.” 
 
    “Bored? With my magic pussy? I’ll tell you, Mr. Big Asshole, you’re never going to get that under-sized shrimp you call a penis between my golden labia again.” 
 
    “Not ever?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    “Well, at least not until…” she smiled, “after breakfast.” 
 
    I smiled back at her. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, the dishes tossed into the sink to await our pleasure, Maggie took my hand and lead me down the hall. 
 
    Into the bedroom. 
 
    Onto the bed. 
 
    Once again we rolled and laughed and giggled. We loved sex, we were super compatible, and now I had something to prove. I had to squirt. I wasn’t going to be no ‘sickologically distributed prevert. 
 
    But, as we rolled, we both realized, we had an ulterior motive to get me hard, and…it wasn’t happening. 
 
    I mouthed her breasts and pushed fingers into her. 
 
    She sucked my cock and felt my breasts. 
 
    “It feels like there’s actual…boobs…in there.” 
 
    I laughed, and kissed her, and my dick…it wouldn’t get hard. 
 
    Finally, we stopped and looked at each other. 
 
    Concern was in her eyes. Despair was in mine. 
 
    We looked down at Mr. Happy, and he wasn’t happy. He just laid there like a slug on downers. Not moving. Not throbbing. Certainly not growing larger. 
 
    “Heysoos at dinner without a fork.” 
 
    “Or knife or spoon,” murmured Maggie. 
 
    “Do you really think there’s something psychological  going on?” 
 
    She pondered, frowned, and said, “I don’t know what to think. I mean, men can have…problems, it happens, but not twice in a row. And you aren’t even getting hard!” 
 
    “Well, I suppose we should find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll take off the bra and then we can try it.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to take off the bra. It felt so good, so perfect. I wanted to keep it on…forever. 
 
    Maggie saw it in my eyes. “You don’t want to take it off.” 
 
    “I know,” I agreed. “But…we have to find out.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I tried to reach around and unclasp the bra, but I lacked flexibility.  
 
    “Here, let me help.” She hugged me, we were face to face, watching each other, in love, but wary, worried. I felt her fingers work the clasp, then it was undone. 
 
    It was simple. Take the bra off, get a hard on, and fuck to an orgasm. 
 
    But that wasn’t what happened. 
 
    What happened was that she drew back, pulled the bra off me. We looked down at my chest, and screamed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Our screams weren’t big. They were just sort moderately loud, and we stared at my chest. 
 
    I had tits. Breasts. Bosoms. Boobs. Dirty pillows. 
 
    They were big, hefty, as they had to be to fill the bullet bra. The nipples were big, thick, erect, and I could feel the blood pulsing through them. 
 
    “You…” Maggie swallowed loudly. 
 
    “I have…” I grunted, as if I had been punched, which, in a way, I had. A psyche punch of Mike Tyson quality. 
 
    “Boobs.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    We stared at my chest. Then Maggie reached out, slowly, as if scared, and touched her finger to a nipple. 
 
    “Oh!” I jerked back. I felt the shock of sexuality explode from my nipple, run through my body, and now I felt it. My dick was getting hard. 
 
    I got off the bed and looked down, over my enormous tits, and saw my penis erecting. 
 
    “What is happening?” Maggie breathed. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Put the bra back on!” 
 
    I held it up to my chest, and my dick started going down. 
 
    I held it away, and my penis bonered up. 
 
    I pressed it back in place and my boner relaxed, became a slug. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I whimpered. 
 
    Maggie placed a hand on mine, pulled my hands, and the bra, away from my mountainous chest. “It’s done.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The bra, it did something, but now it’s done. It’s telling you that you don’t have to wear it anymore.” 
 
    “But…but how?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but…” she tossed the bra on the bed and looked at my tits. In her eyes was an excited look, an expression of hunger. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    She couldn’t stop herself, she reached out and placed her hands under my boobs. She lifted. “Wow.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    She licked her lips. “You’re going to need some more bras. Regular ones.” 
 
    “But that was…now that it’s off…I don’t want to wear a bra. That was just a one time thing. I don’t…want to…” 
 
    I trailed off, and for good reason. Maggie was running her hands over my tits, squeezing, flicking the nipples, and it was making me weak. 
 
    And it was making my cock hard. Real hard. If I thought the night previous was something, it was nothing. Now my cock was throbbing, and I knew I was going to be able to cum. 
 
    “Hey,” I protested weakly. 
 
    “Hay is for horses and cows that go moo,” she bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, God! It felt like my penis was about to explode! 
 
    She massaged my balls, looked up at my eyes, which were starting to roll back in the sockets. 
 
    “Hold it,” she growled. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I get you in me.” 
 
    She pushed me and I fell back. She climbed on top and sank on to me. It was quick, it was fast, and then she was grinding down and pulling her tits.  
 
    “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “Don’t! Don’t! I need some mo—“ 
 
    I grunted, I couldn’t help it, and my penis pulsed and I could feel it hosing away, deep inside her. 
 
    “Oh, you fuck!” She cried in frustration. 
 
    And that was the moment that I knew that the bra didn’t just affect me, it affected people around me. 
 
    For a half a minute I writhed, and the orgasm just sort of swirled through me. I was helpless in its grip, and then it ended. 
 
    And my dick, at last, was soft. 
 
    Maggie got off and looked at it sadly. “And it was doing so well.” 
 
    “Sorry. there was no way I could…” I shrugged. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Honey, you’r e hornier than you used to be.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “I am.” 
 
    “It’s the bra.” I said. 
 
    “It’s the tits,” she said. 
 
    “What” 
 
    “You’ve got tits, like a woman. It’s like…it’s like fucking somebody else.” 
 
    “Are you saying you want to fuck a woman?” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t think so, but…every time I looked at your chest…” her turn to shrug. 
 
    We showered together then. Save water and all that, and we soaped each other up and scrub a dub dubbed, and were pretty happy by the time we were done. When we got out of the shower, however, she said something that didn’t make me happy. 
 
    “You’re shorter, you know.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “Shorter. You used to be six inches taller than me. Now you’re only maybe three inches taller.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. that’s impossible.” 
 
    “Not now,” she said wryly. “You also feel a bit lighter. I mean, I turned you over yesterday, to get on top. I was never able to lift you up like that before.” 
 
    In answer, I stepped onto the scale. I had been 170 pounds, a lot of muscles with only a little flab. Now I was 140. I pinched my waist. No love handle. I was changing in other ways than just growing tits. 
 
    “Oh, man,” I said. “What am I going to do?” 
 
    Maggie rubbed a towel over her glorious body and said, “Like I said…get some bras.” 
 
    “But I don’t really—“ 
 
    She put a finger on my lips and shushed me. “Doesn’t matter what you feel like now. If you don’t get some support you are going to be sagging, and your back is going to be hurting. I mean, you’ve got some rather sizable boobs now, and you’ve got to take care of them. 
 
    Now in a dour mood, and confused, and yet some how excited, I got dressed, and realized nothing fit. Everything was too baggy, or too long. 
 
    Maggie handed me a pair of her shorts. They were sexy, little things, with cuffs, and too short, and decorations on the ass pockets. 
 
    “I can’t wear these!” 
 
    “So wear your own baggy pants.” 
 
    Well, my own baggy pants didn’t fit, so I slipped into the shorts, and they were almost perfect. Except that my cock was actually looking bigger. In fact, in her tight shorts my cock looked gigantic. 
 
    Of course, my penis hadn’t grown, but my body had shrunk, so my dick looked bigger, and relative to my body height, it was bigger. 
 
    “This is obscene.” I looked down at my bulge. My cock was easy to see through the material. 
 
    Maggie just giggled. “I like it.” She came close, her tits to my tits, and rubbed my package. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” I whimpered. 
 
    She kissed me quick, then backed off. “Just the way I like my…men, horny. Want to fuck again?” 
 
    “Did you hesitate before you said, ‘Men?’” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “But I am a man!” 
 
    “And you have woman parts, too. So what are you? A man-wo? A Mirl? A Gan?” 
 
    Her words were like little darts, but what could I say? 
 
    “Okay, tuck that big boy in and wear this.” She tossed me my sweatshirt. The one that says ‘Marines’ on it in big, arching letters. 
 
    I blinked, and realized that she was right. The sweatshirt was long enough to hang over my package now, and the obscene bulge of my dick would be covered up. 
 
    I pulled it on. “How’s that?” 
 
    “Wow. One problem leads to another.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your legs are too hairy to be wearing a sweat shirt like a girl would.” 
 
    “But I’m not going to wear one of your girly sweat shirts, even if it was long enough.” 
 
    “Then let me shave your legs.” 
 
    “What?” I gave a squeak of outrage. 
 
    “Come on, men shave their legs.” 
 
    “But you’re having me…it’ll make me look like a woman…with these shorts, and…and are you forgetting that I have tits?” 
 
    “The tits will be covered up by the sweatshirt, and, besides, with those tits you have a girl’s body, and you need to dress it like a girl’s body.” 
 
    “I can’t do that.” 
 
    She turned and walked out of the room. Dressed obscenely, my big tits flopping, I followed her. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen and got out the liquor. She filled two glasses with ice, then mixed bourbon and Coke in them. A lot of bourbon for me, a little bourbon for her. She turned and handed me the heavily laced one. “Sit down and drink.” 
 
    Blinking, not understanding, I sat down at the kitchen table, and she sat across from me. 
 
    We sipped, and, man, did it taste good, and she said, “Honey, I’m going to do things to you this morning. And you are going to go along with it.” 
 
    “What things?” I asked suspiciously, feeling the warmth of bourbon in the belly. 
 
    “You are not passable as a man anymore. You are passable as a girl.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be a girl!” 
 
    “Except for that big, lovable hunk of sex dangling between your legs, you are a girl.” 
 
    “I don’t have long hair.” 
 
    “Many women don’t, but I have a wig you can borrow.” 
 
    “That hair is too long!” 
 
    “I’ll cut it, if I have to, but you know you are just giving me bullshit arguments.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    She leaned across the table and placed one hand on mine, “Honey, you are the one that bought that bra. You are the one that it…called. Therefore you are the one that’s got a bit of kink trying to get out. Heck, your body changed, and that is the living proof of what I am saying.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    For an hour we blathered back and forth. Or, rather, I blathered. She kept throwing succinct arguments in my face. In the end, she stood up, took my hand, and lead me back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    “I just put them on…and I thought you wanted me to wear shorts?” 
 
    She stepped forward and grabbed me. Hard. She squeezed, and I almost went to my knees. I started to sweat, and, interestingly, it made my cock harder. 
 
    “Listen, you son of a bitch. I want to do this, and deep down, so do you. Now I don’t want you to give me one iota of crap. At all. This is going to happen…or you are on your own.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” I gasped, “on my own?” 
 
    “You can dress yourself, wear what you want. I am offering you a chance to get professional instruction on your new condition. And you would be dumber than stupid to not take advantage of me.” 
 
    She let go. She pointed towards the bathroom. “Take off your clothes, use the Nair in the cabinet, and I wanted everything below your neck bald in 20 minutes. You got that?” 
 
    My mouth opening and closing, I staggered towards the bathroom. 
 
    I put the Nair on my body, slathered it on, and my mind was totally gone. I was moving in protest, but moving. 
 
    The problem was…my wife was right. I needed to do this. And I needed her to help me do this. 
 
    Twenty minutes later I was drying myself off. Maggie inspected me with a grin. “You have no idea how sexy that makes you.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I had surrendered, but I was glum. My cock looked ten times bigger without the hair around it. 
 
    “Now, I have selected clothes, and you are going to want to protest, but if you do I will go to the card.” 
 
    “The card?” 
 
    “Yes. The card. The birthday card you gave me last year.” 
 
    I knew the card well.  
 
      
 
    This card entitles the bearer to give one spanking. 
 
    Choice of belt, paddle, whip or noodles is up to the bearer. 
 
      
 
    “And, just to let you know, if you disappoint me in this I will select the whip. I will tie you down and stripe your butt until you look more zebra than human.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    But I knew she would. Maggie is definitely a ‘take charge’ kind of woman. 
 
    “Then find out the hard way. But here is your first item.” 
 
    It was panty hose. 
 
    I stared at the nylon material and blinked. 
 
    She pushed me on the bed and began unrolling the legs on me. It was tight, and sexy, and I felt my dick starting to rise. 
 
    “None of that,” she giggled and playfully slapped my dick. 
 
    “Oh, don’t…please.” I begged. 
 
    “Why? Does it really hurt?” 
 
    “No, it feels too good.” 
 
    She laughed, finished tugging the panty hose up, and now my cock was imprisoned, but not enough to conceal it. 
 
    She handed me some tummy control panties. I pulled them up, and then struggled to get them over my hips. When I was done, however, my cock was concealed. The two tiered approach had managed to conceal my manliness. 
 
    “Excellent. Here.” She handed me shorts, the sexy, little shorts, and I pulled them up. Now they fit with a minimum of bulge. 
 
    She smiled. “Nice. Sweat shirt.” 
 
    I put on the sweatshirt, and the ‘Marines’ logo towered across my chest. 
 
    “The marines need a few good women,” Maggie observed wryly. “You know, you could wear the bullet bra.” 
 
    I’m trying to hide a bit of my…bounty. Those points would scream to the world.” 
 
    “Yes. And it’s hard to be man enough to be a woman, isn’t it.” 
 
    “You got that.” 
 
    Then you’re fine, clothes wise,  except for…shoes.” 
 
    “I’ll just wear my tennies.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. One, they are too groady for a woman. Too, they don’t fit any longer, your feet are an inch shorter. Three…have you ever considered high heels?” 
 
    “High heels?” My voice sounded like an ostrich being throttled. 
 
    “Let’s try them. That will give your legs feminine length, you only need a little with those pants, and then…let’s try them.” 
 
    She went into her closet and brought back a pair of sandals. The heels were only two inches high, and they actually looked a bit comfortable. I like sandals, and these would only be a couple of inches… 
 
    She had me sit and she put the sandals on me. I stood up, and they felt good. 
 
    “Oh, damn!” Maggie blurted. “We should have done your nails.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “To match your fingernails.” 
 
    “My…” 
 
    “Don’t shut down on me now. I’m having fun.” 
 
    “But…”  
 
    She placed a hand over my mouth. “Shut and comply. I’m the boss…” then she added, “little girl.” 
 
    I wanted to protest then, but she really had put the whammy on me. She helped me walk over to the vanity, and it was harder than I thought, and she sat me down. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to give you red ones. You’re a guy and probably clumsy, so I’m going to use real glue to keep them on.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “You want to wear a blindfold?” 
 
    I actually did. There was something wailing inside me. 
 
    She got out a pair of my underpants, put it over my head, and laughed. “I like you like that. Now, don’t move.” 
 
    From inside the pants I could feel her working on me. I could feel her filing and sanding and preparing the cuticles. Then she pressed on the nails, one nail at a time, and held them each for a good minute, and then she said, “Take off…no. Let me take off your blindfold. You might stick yourself in the eye.” 
 
    She took my pants off my head and I stared at my hands. The fingers now looked an inch longer. They were bright red, and extended in an oval about a half inch beyond my digits. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Pretty sexy, yes?” 
 
    I felt like the world was leaning sideways. “Uh, yeah…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them, and you’ll wonder why you never did this before.” 
 
    “Because I was a man.” 
 
    “But you aren’t now. So let’s figure this make up thing out.” 
 
    I couldn't be blindfolded for this, and I was forced to watch myself be transformed in the mirror. 
 
    She washed my face, with little sponges, and I was amazed at how dirty I was. I mean, I had just taken a shower! 
 
    “We’re getting the deep down pores,” she explained. 
 
    Then she put primer on my face and I lost color. I looked like a vampire. 
 
    And foundation and blush, and I started to get some color back, more color than when she had started. It was actually sort of amazing. 
 
    Then she spent some time on my eyes, shadowing them, curling lashes, putting on mascara. The weirdest thing, however, was the lipstick. 
 
    “Oooh. Gorgeous. You are so kissable.” 
 
    I looked at the mirror. Man, I was changed. Or perhaps I should say: Woman, was I changed. 
 
    “Okay, the wig…” she settled the brunette wig on my head, fastened it in place, and I was stunned. I now looked like a woman. 
 
    “I’m going to put clip ons on you. But tomorrow we’re going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    I was in a state of shock now, and I didn’t say anything. She clipped on a pair of long danglies. Silver strings with the sparkle of tiny diamonds. I felt like my face was framed, and it was really sexy. 
 
    And, to tell you the truth, my poor, imprisoned cock was pounding madly. It wanted to get loose in the worst possible way. And I was really feeling it…I wanted to squirt again. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend,” Maggie said delightedly, helping me up. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t look like a man at all. 
 
    I sashayed through the house, putting some wiggle in my butt, aware of how my tits jiggled. Maggie followed along and complimented me constantly. And, finally, “Shall we go?” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “You still need a bra.” 
 
    “But can’t you just…do that?” 
 
    “You have to come and let the salesgirl size you.” 
 
    Now, she had made sure my glass was full for the last hour, and I was feeling pretty good, and it was getting easier and easier to talk me into things. And so I wound up in the passenger seat as we drove across town. 
 
    To the mall. 
 
    With a million people in it. 
 
    And security cameras. 
 
    And Maggie had to near put me in an armlock and dance me across the parking lot. 
 
    But I did it, and we walked through the mall like…like two women shopping. 
 
    Which, in a way, we were. 
 
    Victoria’s Secret. 
 
    “Do you know what Victoria’s Secret is?” 
 
    “What?” I asked 
 
    “She’s a man.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No, you’re right, that’s not the secret. But VS was founded by a man, and he eventually jumped off the Golden Gate bridge.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually squealed, I was getting into this thing. 
 
    “True. Look it up.” 
 
    I thought about that as we walked up the aisles and fingered materials. Interestingly, no one had tumbled to the fact that I wasn’t a woman. Sales girls smiled at me with that woman to woman smile, and it gave me confidence. Soon I was actively making decisions. I want this…I want that…and Maggie grinned and filled up bags. 
 
    But the main reason we were there was for bras, so a young girl measured me, which made the hair on my head stand up, feeling her arms around me, feeling her tits press against me. 
 
    Maggie pursed her lips and gave me a mock glare. 
 
    I shrugged it off and grinned. 
 
    Then we were leaving the store. We made it out to the car, and she got out a bra and helped me into it.  
 
    It was weird. First, it was tight, like I was a horse in harness. Second, she had chosen a half bra, and my nipples rubbed against the sweat shirt. Third…all that nipple rubbing was really making me horny. 
 
    “Maybe we should go home,” I said. 
 
    “But why? We can do lots…” she looked at me. Saw the hunger on my face, and grinned. “You horny, little vixen. Am I going to have to scratch your itch?” 
 
    “Please,” I begged. 
 
    We laughed, and drove out of the parking lot. We were halfway home when I blurted. “Turn there!” 
 
    She managed to make the turn, and started to ask why, then she realized why. 
 
    The house where we had gone to the garage sale was up ahead. 
 
    Maggie pulled up in front of the house. It still looked like it was about to fall down. The garage door was still open, but the tables were all put away and the old woman was moving around inside. 
 
    Now that I was here I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    The old woman noticed us, peered, then…amazingly, because I was now a woman, she recognized me. She grinned a thin grin and waved her hand to me. 
 
    I don’t think I would have gotten out of the car, otherwise, but now…now I had to find out. After all, if she knew who I was, even though I was now dressed a s a woman, then….she might know more. 
 
    I walked up the driveway. Maggie got out of the car and rounded it and followed me. 
 
    “How do you like being a woman?” the old lady asked. 
 
    “It’s…it’s interesting.” 
 
    “Ha,” she grunted. “That bra only talks to men who want to be women. So you’re loving it.” 
 
    Maggie arrived. 
 
    “So how does it work?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t know. I talked to some people I got it from, way back when, and there’s all sorts of rumors. One guy, or gal if you prefer, told me it was the original bra that was worn by Mary Magdalene. But we know that’s dumb. Bras weren’t invented until the 1880s. Oh, yeah, they been around a lot longer, but this one, that one you bought I mean, has modern materials, relatively speaking.” 
 
    I thought about it, and she was right. 
 
    “Then there’s a gal out in Pasadena, she says the bra was made by Elon Musk, based on the work of Tesla. But…it’s all so much bushwah.” 
 
    “So you don’t know.” 
 
    “Not at all. It’ll be fun for you to research, how some ever, and we should stay in touch. I can hook you up with other wearers.” 
 
    “Are there other bras then?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “Oh, sure. Lots. But they aren’t sold anywhere. You just have to search the garage sales, and when you find one it’ll call to you. Like that one did to you.” 
 
    I asked, “Was it Billy’s?” 
 
    “It was both of ours. We were two gay men, and he discovered the bra one day, and he wore it, and then I wore it, and…” 
 
    “So why did you sell it?” 
 
    “Well, first reason is that it doesn’t do anything after the first time. Second reason is we can sort of feel when it wants to move on. Third, we needed the money.” 
 
    We chatted a while longer, and I got his phone number and promised to come see him. And I would. There was a lot happening here, and I wanted to find out things. 
 
    Finally, all talked out for the moment, Maggie and I went back to the car and drove away. We were silent all the way home, and I thought about the things he had told us, and I pondered over life as a woman. 
 
    Apparently, these boobs were here to stay. 
 
    And, in fact, I was lucky my cock hadn’t dwindled up and fallen off. That was one of the things that Harriet, that was the name the old woman went by, had told us could happen. 
 
    “Yep, happened to Billy. He didn’t like it at first, but then he did, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    And I considered those words. And I considered what I was. 
 
    “I’m not a man,” I said, when we walked into the house. “And I’m not a woman.” 
 
    Maggie poured the drinks, and we went out to the patio. 
 
    “So what are you?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not a transvestite, ‘cause that’s just clothes. I could be a transexual, I suppose, but…I’m not sure. Maybe a shemale?” 
 
    We sipped and talked it over. There was a lot we realized we didn’t know about sex, and about people in my condition. 
 
    “What about that last thing Harriet told us?” 
 
    “About the sure way to become a complete woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It seems pretty drastic.” 
 
    “But you would know that you were definitely a woman. There wouldn’t be any more half and half thoughts about it.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “He said you had to do it several times for it to happen.” 
 
    “Unless you were really sure in your heart of hearts.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “But what if I do it and I don’t like it? What if I want to stay a man?” 
 
    “Yes. There is that. It is a one way street.” 
 
    We sipped some more. 
 
    “I’d like to try it.” 
 
    I turned to her. “Really? You want me to make a complete change?” 
 
    “Yes,” and she sounded positive. “At least, try it once. If you like it, then we do it more, until…until the change completes. If you don’t like it, then nothing lost.” 
 
    “Nothing gained nothing lost.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “But it’s my penis we’re talking about.” 
 
    “Yes, it is. That’s why I say try it out.” 
 
    “And you want me that way?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “No more of this big cock.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “But you love my cock!” 
 
    “I do. But it’s you I really love, and we can always get a strap on. We’re going to need one, anyway, if we want to find out.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything for a long time, and she finally blurted, “You’re different now. You’re the best of you, but softer, more kind and caring. When I touch you it brings a shock to me that the old you, the male you, couldn’t make happen.” 
 
    I heard what she said, and that is what brought me to my decision. “Then let’s try it.” 
 
      
 
    The following night Maggie came home with a shopping bag and a grin. “Okay, baby. Get back in that bedroom and let me despoil you. 
 
    I was nervous, and I did need a drink, but an hour later we were back in the bedroom. Maggie got out the strap on she had bought, and asked which dick I wanted. She had bought a half dozen, various size and shapes. One was even supposed to be the shape of a horse’s dick. She held that one up and grinned gleefully. It was as long as her arm and I shook my head. 
 
    “That’s for you,” I said. “Try that one?” 
 
    I picked out the smallest one. 
 
    “Okay, party pooper,” she grumped. 
 
    She screwed the six inch, life like penis into the socket of the strap on and looked at me. 
 
    “Up on the bed, Fred, and spread.” 
 
    “My name’s not Fred.” 
 
    “Any port in a storm,” she quipped. “You want it on all fours? Or on your back.” 
 
    “I think all fours. And put my head up against the wall so I can’t run away.” 
 
    I was wearing a dress and panties, and my cock was big and red and dripping. I was getting hornier as time went by. 
 
    I crawled up on the bed, took my panties down and lifted my dress. 
 
    She got up behind me and started lathering my butt with lube. A lot of lube. 
 
    “Guy at the store said I should use a lot,” she explained. Then she put the jar of lube aside and pushed up to me.  
 
    I felt the wall with my head, and then I felt her slide inside me. God! It felt good! I groaned as the six inches of plastic opened me up, slithered against my anal walls. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Maggie breathed. “That’s what I’m talking about!” 
 
    “But you can’t feel anything!” I gasped, as she reamed me and poked me, all while reaching under and stroking my hard penis. 
 
    “Sex is in the mind, girlfriend. And this is the hottest thing I have ever done!” 
 
    She went back and forth, wiggled it so that I could feel the tip moving around inside. 
 
    I began to groan and move back against it. She laughed and pushed harder, and my head began to hit the wall. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She tossed me a pillow and I bent my arms so I was supported on elbows, and placed the pillow between my head and the wall. This was a perfect position, and Maggie began to pummel me with that cock. In and out, back and forth, the big slide of raised, plastic veins against my delicate anal membranes. All my nerves were firing, and I began to feel a warmth coming up into my groin. I didn’t know where it was coming from, tell the truth I didn’t know which end was up, but it grew hotter and hotter. I began to sweat, and I wiggled my ass back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…I’m going…something is happening…” 
 
    “Give it up, baby,” Maggie crooned tome. “I know what you want, now give me what I want.” 
 
    She kept fucking me and fucking me, and asking me to give it up, and suddenly it all made sense. I went limp, except for raising my ass higher, and…I submitted. Just a click in the mind, and I was done as a man. I understood the woman now. I could have either. I could…it was a choice, and I… 
 
    I began to cum. Shuddering wracking ripples of sensation that blasted me out of my mind. I felt my eyeballs roll back in their sockets. I was yelling something, but didn’t know what, and Maggie kept pushing and pushing, and I crumpled against the wall and took all she had to offer. 
 
      
 
    We lay on the bed, exhausted, but exhilarated. 
 
    She held me in her arms and I could feel my tits being supported by her forearm. 
 
    “How was it?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God. I know what heaven is now.” 
 
    I turned my head back to her and we kissed gently. Then I went back to just laying in her arms. 
 
    “So, I know we only did it once, but that was…that was the point of it all. Have you made up your mind?” 
 
    “Do I want to be a man or a woman,” I mused. 
 
    “Well…?” 
 
    “You’re so anxious.” 
 
    “Please,” she begged. “You’re killing me. Just tell. Man or woman?” 
 
    I heaved a great sigh, and I told her. 
 
    She breathed out, and she tickled my ear with a whisper, “I think thats a wonderful idea. I’m sure you’re…we’re…going to be very happy.” 
 
    Then I squirmed around in her arms and we began kissing for serious. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    I Feminized Him in One Day! 
 
    I made my man into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey? Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash. 
 
    I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled. 
 
    “What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    “Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.” 
 
    “Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.” 
 
    “Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?” 
 
    “Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle. 
 
    “Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question. 
 
    “There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon. 
 
    “You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.” 
 
    “It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass. 
 
    Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.” 
 
    I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.” 
 
    “What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets. 
 
    “Vitamins.” 
 
    “Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?” 
 
    One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef? 
 
    “I guess you could say that.” 
 
    He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon. 
 
    “So where’s my underwear.” 
 
    “It had an accident.” 
 
    “It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?” 
 
    “Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.” 
 
    Glug. Glug. 
 
    “That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear? 
 
    “I told you. I had to bury it.” 
 
    Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?” 
 
    “Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can. 
 
    He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old. 
 
    His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?” 
 
    “A burial.” 
 
    “No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Come on, I’ll show you why.” 
 
    I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy. 
 
    I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.” 
 
    I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer. 
 
    “I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy. 
 
    “Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable. 
 
    “Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?” 
 
    “Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. an ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“ 
 
    “Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?” 
 
    “Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek. 
 
    He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme. 
 
    I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh!” he blurted. 
 
    He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch. 
 
    He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he gasped. 
 
    I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again. 
 
    His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady. 
 
    “”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew. 
 
    “Let it go! Please!” 
 
    I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him. 
 
    “Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?” 
 
    “Drink up,” I responded. 
 
    He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man. 
 
    Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.” 
 
    We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass. 
 
    I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.” 
 
    He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him. 
 
    He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more. 
 
    I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better. 
 
    “Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.” 
 
    “Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples. 
 
    “Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.” 
 
    “Out of balance how?” 
 
    “Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.” 
 
    “Well, I hadn’t…” 
 
    “And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.” 
 
    “But men are the major drivers and—“ 
 
    “And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?” 
 
    “Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“ 
 
    “Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.” 
 
    “Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!” 
 
    “Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands. 
 
    I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway. 
 
    “Hey, Ron?” 
 
    He came back to the door and peeked in. 
 
    “Those panties fit good?” 
 
    He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.” 
 
    “How come?” I acted all concerned. 
 
    “I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.” 
 
    “Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?” 
 
    “Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men. 
 
    I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.” 
 
    “I don’t want panties,” he growled. 
 
    “Come here,” I commanded. 
 
    I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering. 
 
    He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?” 
 
    He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.  
 
    “Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while. 
 
    There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready. 
 
    I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward. 
 
    In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum. 
 
    I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button. 
 
    Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “That’s enough for now. Oh, look!” 
 
    He looked down at his angry, red member. 
 
    “Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!” 
 
    “But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits. 
 
    “Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.” 
 
    His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?” 
 
    “Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?” 
 
    He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room. 
 
    I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time. 
 
    I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading. 
 
    I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists. 
 
    I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator. 
 
    I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property. 
 
    Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter— 
 
    “Honey? Rhonda?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side. 
 
    He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting. 
 
    He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?” 
 
    “Halfway there, I answered honestly. 
 
    “Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?” 
 
    You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin. 
 
    “Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?” 
 
    “Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned. 
 
    He laughed. “Sorry.” 
 
    He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement. 
 
    The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement. 
 
    I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam. 
 
    When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration. 
 
    I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body. 
 
    For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again. 
 
    Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy. 
 
    He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one. 
 
    Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics. 
 
    The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay. 
 
    I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be. 
 
    But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish. 
 
    Cool. 
 
    So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable. 
 
     
 
    I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day. 
 
    Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny. 
 
    “Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages. 
 
    He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall. 
 
    “I don’t want to wear these.” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him. 
 
    “I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.” 
 
    “And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.” 
 
    He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.” 
 
    “And wearing your underwear is going to do that?” 
 
    “Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.” 
 
    He grumped, but turned away. 
 
    In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra. 
 
    “It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!” 
 
    He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed. 
 
    “Seriously?” he sounded a little choked. 
 
    “Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit. 
 
    I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?” 
 
    Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.” 
 
    “Weird? How so?” 
 
    “Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!” 
 
    I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine. 
 
    “Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.” 
 
    He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’ 
 
    What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew! 
 
    And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier. 
 
    Heh. 
 
    The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him! 
 
    “Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.” 
 
    He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier. 
 
    Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones. 
 
    I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work. 
 
    And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation. 
 
    And I stopped. 
 
    “Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.” 
 
    “Oh, no. That comes later.” 
 
    “How much later?” he pleaded. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    He did. And he grinned. 
 
    “So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.” 
 
    He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused. 
 
    I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.” 
 
    He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute. 
 
    “Oh, that is wonderful.” 
 
    “It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination. 
 
    “It is. Can you take it off?” 
 
    He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough. 
 
    “Can you help me?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked at me, his eyes quizzical. 
 
    “Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught. 
 
    “Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew. 
 
    “So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.” 
 
    “Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line. 
 
    I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.” 
 
    “During dinner?” 
 
    “While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Cum during dinner.” 
 
    “But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.” 
 
    “How much more,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Garters and nylons,” I said. 
 
    He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it. 
 
    “And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    “But…I’ll be eating!” 
 
    “Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?” 
 
    “No…” unsure, but excited. 
 
    “Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.” 
 
    “Jack off?” 
 
    I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”  
 
    But he didn’t. Not really. 
 
    “How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?” 
 
    Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink. 
 
    “Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.” 
 
    “And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…” 
 
    “Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug. 
 
    He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario. 
 
    Getting his rocks off, right in front of people. 
 
    Then he nodded.  
 
    “Okay. Then…how do we work this?” 
 
    “Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled. 
 
    “Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it. 
 
    “That’s all.” 
 
    He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he laughed. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    “What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?” 
 
    “Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.” 
 
    He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it. 
 
    “Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed. 
 
    “This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters. 
 
    “Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night. 
 
    He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready. 
 
    I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them. 
 
    He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.” 
 
    He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs. 
 
    “How’s that feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Electric,” he admitted. 
 
    “Sexier than socks?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing! 
 
    “Nice,” I said, turning to face him. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick. 
 
    He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets. 
 
    “Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?” 
 
    He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.” 
 
    “People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?” 
 
    “For you.” He wasn’t laughing. 
 
    I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled. 
 
    “Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “People can see an awful lot.” 
 
    “And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.” 
 
    “If I don’t cum.” He was quick. 
 
    “Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.” 
 
    The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee! 
 
     
 
    We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?” 
 
    “Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.” 
 
    “And how’s that old cock?” 
 
    He groaned in answer. 
 
    We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening. 
 
    Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night. 
 
    Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles. 
 
    We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing. 
 
    Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace. 
 
    Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited. 
 
    “So you think the Laker’s have a chance?” 
 
    Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing. 
 
    Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?” 
 
    We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush. 
 
    We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom. 
 
    “Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?” 
 
    Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star. 
 
    I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.” 
 
    Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled. 
 
    “Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.” 
 
    She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us. 
 
    I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.” 
 
    She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?” 
 
    Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration. 
 
    Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side. 
 
    Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of. 
 
    Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed. 
 
    Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table. 
 
    Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t. 
 
    He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head. 
 
    He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to. 
 
    He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer. 
 
    Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up. 
 
    Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him. 
 
    Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants. 
 
    She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me. 
 
    But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go. 
 
    The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second. 
 
    Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.” 
 
    Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing. 
 
    Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?” 
 
    Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower. 
 
    Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…” 
 
    I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over. 
 
    “Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted. 
 
    The woman with the big breasts walked by again. 
 
    “Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested. 
 
    “What? No.” 
 
    “Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.” 
 
    “Well, it…it…uh…” 
 
    “Go on,” and Jill pushed him. 
 
    So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something. 
 
    The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.” 
 
    Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.” 
 
    I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?” 
 
    “Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.” 
 
    “I…I can’t…I’ve got to…” 
 
    I let go of him. 
 
    He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself. 
 
    Jill laughed. “Good boy.” 
 
    He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting. 
 
    “You told…you told…” 
 
    “And how are you feeling now?” 
 
    “Humiliated.” 
 
    “And hard.” 
 
    “Embarrassed.” 
 
    “And hard.” 
 
    “Ashamed.” 
 
    Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?” 
 
    “I really don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “So we’re not going to fuck tonight?” 
 
    “Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’ve got something better in mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    At that moment Jose came by to check on us. 
 
    “Bad Jose!” I admonished. 
 
    “He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart. 
 
    “Is there something more I can do?” 
 
    “Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.” 
 
    We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?” 
 
    Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.” 
 
    The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order. 
 
    And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.  
 
      
 
    Hally Halston 
 
      
 
    Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple. 
 
    “See? It was her!” 
 
    We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks. 
 
    And the party really got started. 
 
      
 
    We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night. 
 
    By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed. 
 
    Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him. 
 
    I was just a little high. 
 
    So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home. 
 
    Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him. 
 
    So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble. 
 
    “You told Jill I was…you were…” 
 
    “I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, it was hot.” 
 
    “Did you like staring at her tits?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “She has a great set, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Would you like to fuck her?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium. 
 
    “What? Why not? I’m your husband!” 
 
    “So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.” 
 
    “But…you…I…” 
 
    He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying. 
 
    “So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.” 
 
    “But…you…I…” 
 
    “First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.” 
 
    “What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.  
 
    “You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?” 
 
    “But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope. 
 
    “And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.” 
 
    Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “You’ve been giving me hormones?” 
 
    “Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.” 
 
    “What kind of hormones?” 
 
    “Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked in shock. 
 
    “Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.” 
 
    “But…why? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self. 
 
    “But…I don’t want to!” 
 
    “You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to try it!” 
 
    “Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?” 
 
    “Well…no.” 
 
    I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I turned into our driveway. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it.” 
 
    I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk…” 
 
    I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door. 
 
    I heard his door slam and he hurried after me. 
 
    Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer. 
 
    When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back. 
 
    “So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.” 
 
    “Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!” 
 
    “But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.” 
 
    “That’s unfair of you to say…” 
 
    He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect. 
 
    “You see these nipples?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock. 
 
    “These are the new rules of our marriage.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued. 
 
    “When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’” 
 
    Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it. 
 
    As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over. 
 
    Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is. 
 
    Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly. 
 
    It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow. 
 
    I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role. 
 
    Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.  
 
    His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    So I took him in my mouth and began working him. 
 
    “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile. 
 
    Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking. 
 
    “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance. 
 
    “Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!” 
 
    “I will, sort of.” 
 
    “Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate. 
 
    “For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.” 
 
    I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.” 
 
    He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.” 
 
    “But the man is in charge!” 
 
    “You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.” 
 
    He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.  
 
    I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands. 
 
    “I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.” 
 
    “And if I haven’t?” he blubbered. 
 
    “Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.” 
 
    I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it. 
 
    But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how. 
 
    The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated. 
 
    He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed. 
 
    I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl. 
 
    Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels. 
 
    He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures. 
 
    He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him. 
 
    “I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured. 
 
    “At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?” 
 
    “Consu—what do you mean?” 
 
    I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene. 
 
    I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily. 
 
    “I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him. 
 
    He hit the bed and lay on his belly. 
 
    I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    I pushed him forward on the bed. 
 
    I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down. 
 
    He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum. 
 
    “Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in. 
 
    He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists. 
 
    I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down. 
 
    “Hey…hey…hey…! 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm. 
 
    “Stop that!” He cried weakly. 
 
    As if I would! 
 
    I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me. 
 
    I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it. 
 
    For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him. 
 
    I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.” 
 
    He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him. 
 
    I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.” 
 
    He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl. 
 
    “I will be,” he muttered. 
 
    Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course. 
 
    As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores. 
 
    He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot. 
 
    He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was. 
 
    And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman. 
 
    And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is. 
 
    And he likes it. 
 
    And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I wasn’t peeping!” I cried. 
 
    My mother just looked at me with disgust. 
 
    “I swear! I was playing hacky sack on the way home and made a bad kick and the sack went into the bushes. I was looking for the thing when Mrs. Johnson came out and caught me!” 
 
    “That’s the silliest story I have ever heard,” Mrs. Johnson said. 
 
    My mother frowned and contemplated me. 
 
    We were sitting my Mrs. Johnson’s parlor. She’s an old bag. Well, she’s a middle-aged bag, with a pretty nice set of ta tas. 
 
    The parlor was in her Victorian style house. And it was decorated with old furniture you might find in a Goodwill, which made sense. She was an old lady in an old house with old attitudes. I mean, I really was just looking for my hacky sack. And she came out screeching like a bat and grabbed my ear. 
 
    I could have popped her in the belly and ran, but…I’ve been raised not to hit girls. Even if they are old bags. 
 
    “I don’t know, Mrs. Johnson,” my mother said. “James doesn’t normally lie. He gets good grades and—“ 
 
    “I didn’t want to say this, it’s so…embarrassing.” 
 
    We looked at her. Well, mother looked at her. I hate to say it, but I looked at her bosom. I mean, that chest was large! 
 
    Of course it was buttoned up in her old style dress, but, still… 
 
    “What is embarrassing?” 
 
    “He was…” she looked around as if to make sure nobody was listening. 
 
    “He was playing with his little thing.” 
 
    “WHAT!?” I jumped to my feet. 
 
    “My mother’s eyes went open in shock. 
 
    “He…was…masturbating?” 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was nodding. Her face looked very smug. Her lips were clamped together. 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Mom! You can’t believe this! This is a lie!” 
 
    That was my real mistake right there. If I had just denied the accusation calmly Mom might have sided with me, or at least said she would deal with me at home…and then forgotten about it. 
 
    But I had called an adult a liar. 
 
    Heck, if I had just said, ‘that’s not the truth,’ I might have skated. But I had shown disrespect to my elders. 
 
    Mom turned on me. 
 
    “I’m sorry to have to say such a thing. But he was standing next to the window, peeking in at me, and when I saw him he was red in the face. I acted like I was merely going into the next room, then I came running out and caught him with his…his penis in his hand!” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    But Mom just looked at me. Sadly. “James, I am disappointed.” 
 
    I felt the bottom drop out. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do to with you.” She turned to Mrs. Johnson. “It’s difficult raising a young boy after his father dies. Perhaps I should talk to someone. Maybe counseling. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson sniffed. “There are other methods for correcting wayward children.” 
 
    My mother looked askance. Truth was, we didn’t have money for counseling, and, let’s face it, we all know that psychiatrist types are all a little loony. 
 
    “Yes. When I was a child we would dress a boy who didn’t behave in a grown up manner in petticoats. And we would have him work for the offended party until damages were paid, and until the offended party was mollified, and until definite change was observed. 
 
    “Petticoats? I’m not wearing some stupid girl’s underwear.” 
 
    Mom looked at me, and her face showed her shame. She had really bought into the idea that I was peeping and jacking. But it was a lie! 
 
    “It’s not just underwear, of course, but it is very effective. And if it is not effective there are anti-masturbatory devices that can be worn.” 
 
    “Really?” My mother glanced at me, and I could tell that she was actually thinking about this. “Unfortunately, I work until six and James is on his own. I don’t think I can monitor him sufficiently to make such a plan work.” 
 
    “That shouldn’t be a problem. I don’t work, I am the ‘offended party,’ and I am willing to oversee such training. He could do work around the house to pay for my attentions.” 
 
    I was aghast. I had never heard of such a thing. Petticoat training? I knew petticoats had to do with some kind of undergarment, but…this was the 21st century! 
 
    But my mom was buying it. She was thinking about it. She kept listening to the old bat, and glancing at me, and her face was serious. 
 
    “Mom, I can’t…it’s not manly…I wouldn’t be able to face my friends!” 
 
    “Understanding the other sex, and learning to respect them by being them is an old training method for errant children. It was used with high effectiveness through the last century. You can find pictures of men in dresses with curls. There are even pictures of FDR in petticoats. 
 
    “The president of the United States?” 
 
    Mrs. Johnson nodded righteously. 
 
    “Oh, come on…” I whined. 
 
    “Have him report to me after school and I will show him discipline and mold him into a man of high character. And I guarantee that when I am done with him he won’t be masturbating in public again. 
 
    “Mom…” 
 
    “James, I’ve heard enough out of you. I’m very disappointed in you. Now let me listen to what Mrs. Johnson has to say.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Go sit on the porch and wait for me.” 
 
    Stuttering in outrage, but not making sense, I exited the big living room with all the old furniture. I sat on the porch in the big swing chair and pouted. 
 
    I hadn’t been playing with myself. I had no interest in peeping at an old lady. Now maybe if she was a MILF, or maybe even Mary Jane, the girl who sat next to me in home room…but she wasn’t and I hadn’t been playing with my cock! 
 
    But, not I’m going to tell you something weird. Something that I never could have admitted at the time…my penis was hard. And throbbing. And it had started getting hard when Mrs. Johnson started explaining about ‘petticoat punishment.’ 
 
    So I sat there, hacky sack in hand, and felt like the world was picking on me. 
 
    A half hour later Mom came out. Mrs. Johnson bid her good day, and all Mom said to me was, “James, come with me.” 
 
    We walked down the wooden steps, past the bushes that lined her house and which had claimed my poor hacky sack, and turned right on the sidewalk. Fifty yards down the walk we turned to the right again. That’s right. I lived right next to the old bag. 
 
    “Mom,” I blurted as we entered the house. “You can’t honestly be thinking about Mrs. Johnson’s stupid ‘petticoat thing!’ 
 
    Mom turned to me. We were the same height. She was five foot four, which is good for a woman, but I was only two inches taller. My father was a tall man, but somehow I must have missed the gene. 
 
    She tapped her foot and frowned, and I realized that she was a pretty good woman, but she was getting worn down. Dad dying, having to support me, and now thinking that I was turning into a pervert…that had to be rough on her. 
 
    “James, I’m thinking about it, and quite seriously. The fact is that you have a lot of home alone hours, and you need adult supervision. 
 
    “But…wearing old girl clothes?” 
 
    “How do you know they are old?” 
 
    “I’ve read about petticoat punishment and—“ 
 
    “When did you read about petticoat punishment?” 
 
    Uh oh. “Uh, at school. One of the guys had an old book that showed pictures of grown men in…in petticoats.” 
 
    “Which guy?” 
 
    “What? Which…I don’t remember. It was just a bunch of guys and one of them had a funny book and we looked at it.” 
 
    “Which guys?” 
 
    “Mom!” I professed outrage, but the fact of the matter was that I liked to go on the net and peruse porn. The images, and videos, of men wearing petticoats, and…other things, got to me. I would always have a boner.  
 
    But there is a huge difference between looking at some sap wearing girly clothes and having some old biddy dress you up. 
 
    “So you’ve been reading porn.” 
 
    “It was just one book! And I hardly glanced at it.” 
 
    “But you can’t or won’t name the guy who brought the book, or the other guys who looked at it.” 
 
    Damn! She wasn’t buying it. 
 
    “Mom, look. I’m home on time. I’ve got good grades. My nose is to the grindstone and I’m…” I blathered on, trying to defuse the situation. 
 
    In the end Mom just told me to go to my room and she’d call me for dinner. 
 
    So I went to my room. And looked at my computer wistfully. If it wasn’t for Mrs. Johnson I could have spent the afternoon looking at videos and stroking myself to a frothy squirt. Now I was in trouble, and…oh, crap! I laid out my home work and tried to concentrate on it. I was going to have to be the good, little boy. My life depended on it. 
 
      
 
    An hour later we had dinner, and we didn’t talk much. Usually Mom asks me how my day was, asks how my classes were, if there was anything bothering me, but tonight we just ate. And she sort of picked at her food and thought. And I knew what she was thinking about. 
 
    Finally, done with dinner, I did the dishes. Mom disappeared, and I sighed and just washed and dried and put things away. Finally, I was done, and I walked back to my room…and froze. 
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    Mom was looking at my computer. 
 
    Not only that, she was looking at my porn! 
 
    “Mom—“ 
 
    “Sit, Mister.” 
 
    I sat, and my face turned red. She went through my stash of big breasted women. Saw gallons of cum being projected on willing, red lips. And…worse…she stumbled across my interest in such sites as ‘Sex Mages and Other Strangeness.’ 
 
    She read a short story, looked at me with absolutely no expression, and then resumed reading the contents of my porn library. 
 
    Finally, she stood up, looked at me again, didn’t say a single work, and left. 
 
    Oh, man. I was more busted than busted could be. 
 
    And, I was mortified. 
 
    But, worse, my cock was so fucking erect it wouldn’t go down! 
 
    Heysoos! My own mother had seen my kink, and I was in boner city. What the hell was wrong with me? 
 
    I lay awake late that night, and finally slept, and was awake early. Tired, but humiliated, and red-faced, and…hard as a rock made out of steel. 
 
    My mother had busted me. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson was going to ‘take me in hand.’ 
 
    I vaguely remembered dreaming, and I think I saw Mom and Mrs. Johnson talking about me in my dreams. Whispering things and looking at me. 
 
    I was even embarrassed in my dreams! 
 
    “James, get up.” 
 
    I sat up quick. Mostly to hide the big lump in my sheets. “What’s happening?” I asked, but she was already gone. 
 
    I got dressed quickly, worrying all the while, and headed for the downstairs. I arrived and Mom was waiting for me. I glanced at the clock. She was an hour early, but ready to go. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her out the door, down the walk, and over to Mrs. Johnson’s house. 
 
    Oh, no. This was bad news. 
 
    I followed her up the stairs and she knocked on the door. A minute later Mrs. Johnson ushered us in. We sat on the same uncomfortable chairs and Mom opened the conversation. 
 
    “Mrs. Johnson, it pains me to admit this, but my son has a sexual problem.” 
 
    Mrs. Johnson sniffed and raised her head. She was vindicated, and I felt like I had just walked into the wolf’s den. Her eyes glittered in satisfaction when she glanced at me. 
 
    “I honestly have no other solution, and I greatly appreciate your offer to help straighten James out. When would you like to start?” 
 
    “Right now,” said the old harridan. “But we must set some ground rules.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “James must do exactly as I say.” 
 
    “James, you will follow all of Mrs. Johnson’s directions promptly and without complaint. Is that understood?” 
 
    I hung my head and whispered, “Yes, Mother.” 
 
    Mrs. Johnson: If the event that he proves unruly, doesn’t follow directions well enough, is not compliant in all attitudes, I will spank him.” 
 
    My mother blinked. then, oddly, she had a small smile. She turned to me. “James. Do you understand that?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I am a firm believer in corporal punishment. I will not spare the child and spoil the child.” 
 
    Mom nodded. 
 
    “Furthermore, as I will be helping him dress and learn new mannerisms, I may have to touch his body…and even his private parts. This will be done with alacrity.” 
 
    I think mother gulped, but she went right ahead and said, “That is perfectly fine.” 
 
    “Very good. I think this will work out then.” 
 
    “Excellent. I need to be at work.” She turned to me. “James. Best behavior. You heard the rules, and I expect a glowing report.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She noted a bit of surliness in my voice and frowned, but she didn’t do anything. She turned to Mrs. Johnson, said she would talk to her later, and wished her a good day. 
 
    Five seconds later I heard the door closed, and I was alone with Mrs. Johnson. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me,” she stood up and walked across the room and started up the old staircase. 
 
    I followed along, watching her behind as she mounted the steps. 
 
    She wore a black skirt, down to her ankles. Her feet were in stiff looking heels. They weren’t unduly high, and looked like the kind that would be worn by witches. Pointed toes, buckles, heels that were about a half an inch in diameter and flared at the bottom. Her blouse was lace, with a high collar and long sleeves. It was buttoned severely and her back was straight. 
 
    And she had those giant boobs. Of course I couldn’t see them from the rear, but the way she walked I knew she had to be supporting a chest of some magnitude. 
 
    And, she had a pretty good ass, too. It was large, but it was nicely round. Her midsection was a bit thick, but just thick, not fat. 
 
    Uh, oh, I mentally chastised myself. “Don’t think about…too late. I had a boner. How the hell could that happen? She was middle aged, and I had a hard on because of her body parts? What the hell was wrong with me? 
 
    We reached the second floor and walked down the hallway. She didn’t say a word, merely walked into a room, and I followed her. 
 
    We were standing in a large bedroom. At first I thought it was her bedroom, the big poster bed, the glimpse of clothes in the closet, but it wasn’t. 
 
    “This will be your changing room. You will find sufficient clothes in here, and I expect that you will NOT be putting your nose into mine.” 
 
    What? She thought I was going to sniff her undies? Man, she was cuckoo if ever a person was. 
 
    She walked to a dresser, bent slightly, and opened the middle drawer.  
 
    “Get undressed.” 
 
    I blinked. Yes, she had said I was to…she would help me…but…but there was no out for it. I began to take off my pants. 
 
    She placed a pair of pink bloomers on the big bed. They were too large, and they had ties at the bottom of the short legs. 
 
    I took off my shirt and stared at the thing. Bloomers? I mean…really? 
 
    She placed a weird, fluffy skirt on the bed. I would learn that this was the actual petticoat. Then a regular skirt. 
 
    “Take off your trousers and panties.” Panties. Not tighty whiteys, or underwear, but…panties. Old lady had a one track mind. 
 
    I took off my pants, and stopped. 
 
    She laid a corset on the bed, and my eyes popped. I was supposed to wear a corset? 
 
    “Your panties,” she glared at me. 
 
    “I…can’t…” 
 
    She looked down, and my problem was plain to see. My dick poked the material out. I mean, I was hard! 
 
    “I’ve seen a penis before. Now take your panties off or I will administer a spanking.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. She reached out and grabbed my dick and pulled. I went up on my toes, I tried to push her hand away, but that lady had a grip! I was firmly caught. 
 
    She dragged me to a chair next to the dresser and sat down. She pulled me right across her lap. For a minute I was afraid my cock was going to come off. She was that brutal. 
 
    I was facedown, and she pulled my underpants down. All the way down. In spite of my struggles, she seemed to know exactly what to do to get her way. 
 
    Naked now, my penis was between her legs, and she clamped her thighs over it. 
 
    Fuck! If I thought her hand was strong, it was nothing compared to her thighs! My cock was caught so hard I thought it was going to be squashed. 
 
    SMACK! She hit me with a hair brush that had been sitting on the edge of the dresser. 
 
    “OW!” I cried, and I lurched down with my hips, which caused my penis to burrow deeper between her thighs. I felt the softness of her dress, and my penis…it felt good. 
 
    SMACK! But my ass felt bad. 
 
    I lunged my butt down to get away from the demented hairbrush. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Lunge, with the resultant good feelings slithering along the shaft of my cock. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She kept spanking, and I kept lurching down, and I suddenly realized that my cock felt good, no matter how bad my ass felt, and I was actually masturbating between her legs. I was jacking off while she spanked me! 
 
    And I began to want the spanking. Yeah, it hurt, but my cock…my cock was about to burst! 
 
    Then she stopped. And I actually wanted her to continue, to finish me off. 
 
    She pushed me off her lap and I fell to the floor. I sat there, rubbing my butt, my penis sticking up, red and actually throbbing. 
 
    She looked at it, sniffed, and said, “Yes.” 
 
    That’s all. Just, ‘Yes.’ As if everything she suspected about me was confirmed. 
 
    She stood up. “Put your new clothes on.” 
 
    I got up, realized I was crying, and very confused. The pain and the pleasure was…intoxicating. I hated it and I loved it. 
 
    I went to the bed and selected the bloomers. I stepped into them and pulled them up. They fit like a pair of loose underpants. 
 
    “Fasten the ties,” she instructed. 
 
    I did. Little blue ribbons on the waist at each side, and blue ribbons at the bottom of the legs. I suppose it was cute, in some other universe. 
 
    “Now the corset.” 
 
    I picked up the thing, and was confused It was just a piece of really stiff material, felt like there were bones in it. And it flared out at the top.  
 
    “Like this,” she put it around me, attached hooks in the front, then began pulling the strings in the back. And, oh, God, did she pull the strings. She not only had a grip, she had some arms. She went top to bottom and pulled each string. And when she was done she did it again, and a third time. 
 
    I couldn’t breath. I felt light headed. I put a hand on the bed and steadied myself.  
 
    “You’ll get used to it. Just concentrate on breathing. High and shallow might help.” 
 
    So I breathed, and eventually the light headedness waned. It didn’t go away completely, and I was to learn that people in corsets should always feel a little woozy. It makes them goofy, almost like they are high. 
 
    She was waiting for me to be able to function again, and when I finally took notice of her…she was staring at the poke of my cock through the thin material of the bloomers. 
 
    When she noticed that I noticed her noticing, she gave me the fluffy dress thing. 
 
    I managed to step into it, though it was difficult bending in the corset, and pulled it up. 
 
    It stuck out to the sides, and she told me to put on the regular skirt. 
 
    I say regular, but it was wide. And it took me a few minutes to get it over the under dress. When I was done the dress spread out like you see in old magazines. 
 
    “Very good,” Mrs. Johnson said. She then helped me into a blouse like hers. A bit puffy in the upper chest, long sleeve, buttons all the way up to the neck, and a frilly collar. 
 
    Man, I felt stupid. 
 
    But she was pleased. 
 
    “Stockings.” 
 
    She had me put on a pair of woolen socks that went up over my knee. She mumbled something about needing garters, then handed me the witch shoes. 
 
    I stared at them, sighed, and tried to bend over and put them on. I couldn’t. 
 
    “Too fat,” she muttered under her breath, then she knelt in front of me and slipped on first one shoe, then the other. She buckled them, six, little buckles up the front, then stood back and inspected me. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. She was a big one for that one word that was her idea of a compliment. 
 
    “Come along now.” 
 
    I followed her down the hallway and, man, it was weird. My feet were slanted like I was walking downhill. I had to figure out which part of the foot to put down first, and that stupid dress swishing around didn’t help. 
 
    We went down the stairs, and I held onto to the bannister tightly. I managed to make it to the ground floor, and followed her into the parlor. 
 
    She handed me a book. “This will correct your posture.” 
 
    I looked at it. The bible.  
 
    “How will the bible…what’s wrong with my posture?” 
 
    “You slump. We will fix that. Now, put the book on your head.” 
 
    Oh. That stuff. I put the book on my head with a sigh. 
 
    “Walk to the kitchen door, turn, and walk back.” 
 
    I did, or at least I tried. Stupid book fell off at the second step. 
 
    I picked up the book and she took it and put it on a table. She sat on the couch and pulled me across her lap again. She didn’t grab my penis, but my penis was all mixed up in the dress material anyway. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She pushed me away and I managed not to fall. I got to my feet. Added to my earlier spanking, that hurt. My derrière was definitely feeling the pain. 
 
    “What’s that for?” I rubbed my ass through the dress. 
 
    “Don’t rub yourself. It’s unseemly. The spanking is for dropping the good book. That is very disrespectful. 
 
    “But how am I supposed to keep it on my head and walk at the same time?” 
 
    “Take slow steps. Place one foot in front of the other. Most of all….be aware. You are not a clumsy buffalo of a man any longer. You are dainty. A butterfly. A cupcake of exquisite sweetness. 
 
    I gawked at her. 
 
    “And close your face. It’s not ladylike.” She handed me the book. 
 
    I tried. Oh, God, how I tried. But at the fourth step it fell off. but I caught it. Mrs. Johnson’s mouth was open, she was about ready to call me to her lap, but I looked at her victoriously. 
 
    She sniffed and said, “continue.” 
 
    I placed the bible atop my head and began walking again. four steps, a fall, and I caught it. Five steps. Three steps. Then, I missed the book and it fell to the floor. I looked up, my face stricken. The look on Mrs. Johnson’s face was of victory and vindication. 
 
    “Come here,” she sat on the couch. 
 
    I crossed the floor slowly. “Please, Mrs. Johnson. I’m trying! Please don’t spank me!” 
 
    She grabbed my arm and twisted me down. SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Oh, God! Two spanks, and I knew, intuitively, that the next spanking would be either three spanks, or four. She was either adding a spank to each drop of the book, or doubling it. I hoped she was only adding one. 
 
    Back to walking. Five steps, eight steps. Ten steps and I reached the other side of the room. Oh, crap. I had to turn around. I did, and my total and complete attention was on how the book sat on my head. 
 
    I made it! And grinned, and dropped it. But caught it. 
 
    A minute later and I dropped it again, and missed my catch. 
 
    SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! 
 
    She shoved me off her lap, and said, “You must try harder. A real girl would never drop The Good Book more than once.” 
 
    That was actually the right thing to say to me, in an odd way. It put me in competition…and I totally missed the fact that I was now trying to be as good as a ‘real girl.’ 
 
    We practiced walking for an hour, and towards the end Mrs. Johnson was giving me pointers. 
 
    “You must glide. Your hips must not go up and down. You are not a horse in gait! You are a lovely fairy creature!” 
 
    And, towards the end, I did drop the book less, though my muscles were incredibly sore from the weird way I was learning to walk. 
 
    “Very well,” Mrs. Johnson finally said. “I suppose we have done as much damage as we can today. It is time for you to do your school work.” 
 
    “School work?” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” 
 
    “It’s summer vacation!” 
 
    “Learning never ends. But since you don’t have any school work I will let you do some of mine.” 
 
    At first I was confused. A middle-aged woman doing school work? Then she took some books down from a shelf, and I realized she had saved her books from her own years in school. 
 
    I tried to do the lessons, but they were too hard. The first lesson had to do with grammar, and it was high school level, but…it was weird high school. It talked about the sex of words. I’m serious! The sex of a word! Here’s a passage from her grammar book. 
 
      
 
    Grammatical gender manifests itself when words related to a noun like determiners, pronouns or adjectives change their form (inflect) according to the gender of noun they refer to (agreement). 
 
     
 
    I’m serious! I mean, how can you hope to understand that? I had never seen such a thing in my life. 
 
    “Education is lacking,” she said, when I appeared stymied and confused. “When we are done you will be properly educated.” 
 
    I studied for an hour, and the only good thing was that I didn’t get a spanking. I did, however, get the worst headache in my life. 
 
    But, lunchtime, she made me drink tea and the headache, miraculously, went away. She told me the tea had feverfew and ginger and willow and coriander seed in it. And she made me memorize the recipe. Which just about made my head ache again. 
 
    Still, after a sandwich, tuna, with the crust trimmed off, I was ready for the afternoon. 
 
    Needlepoint. I kid you not. I had to sit in that stupid dress and stick my fingers with a needle until she was happy. And it took a lot to make that woman happy. 
 
    After needlepoint we cleaned the house. And I mean cleaned. 
 
    For a middle-aged woman she had more energy than the Energizer Bunny. And she used all that energy to make me get up on a ladder and dust cobwebs, to sweep the porch, to mop the kitchen, to polish the silverware, to clean the windows, to…all afternoon. For hours and hours, though, when I looked at a clock, it was only Two hours. But, God! What a lot of work I did! 
 
    And I was getting tired. I yawned. I had been up late all night, and I was ready to go to sleep. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson noticed. “Come along.” And I found myself in the sunroom, laying on a ‘rolled arm reclining lounge.’ 
 
    That’s a chair with a built in part for the feet, and one side higher than the other. She bade me lay down, brought me a damp towel, which she placed on my head, and she began rubbing my chest. 
 
    “Sleep if you can. I know this younger generation is weak, and we will build you up. But. right now…” she rubbed and rubbed, and I noticed that her hands were rubbing on my pectorals. Actually, my nipples, and my dick, which had never gone completely soft, was now sticking straight up again. 
 
    I was wearing that dress, all puffed out, but she reached down and touched my cock. “And you really must control this penis.” 
 
    She held it by the head, right through the material, and I was suddenly totally awake under the damp rag. My nerves were all firing and my penis throbbed. 
 
    She shook my penis by the head and said, “When this is erect you are capable of the most brutal thoughts. You must learn to control yourself, not give in to your base nature. 
 
    I was about to squirt, right between her thumb and index finger, when she let go. 
 
    I sighed and sank back. 
 
    She grabbed it again. “Now, think of other things. Think of a summer breeze, being at the beach. Think of anything other than your filth. 
 
    Heysoos playing baseball without a bat. I thought of a summer breeze blowing on my cock. I thought of being at the beach, the hot sun giving my cock a sunburn. I thought of my filth. 
 
    And I almost came again. 
 
    She let go. 
 
    She rubbed me. She grabbed me and spoke again, admonishing me to control myself, to not give in to my desires. 
 
    For nearly an hour she did that to me, and by the time an hour was up I was exhausted. My hour of rest time had turned into an hour of torment. My cock felt like the whole thing was bruised, and I was dripping all over my under dress. Mt…petticoat. 
 
    “Come along now,” she walked out of the room. It’s time to enjoy the afternoon.” 
 
    Her idea of enjoying the afternoon was cutting the lawn, trimming the bushes, which I did. She cut some roses and arranged them while I sweated in my heavy skirts and tight corset. 
 
    And, worse than that…I was outdoors! Where people could see me! People walking along the street glanced at the girl doing the lawn. And even a few of my school mates happened by. They stared at me, but I made sure I focused on cutting the lawn in the back of the house. 
 
    Finally, I was done. It was four o’clock now, and I was beat. I was ready to throw in the towel. Mrs. Johnson, however, had other ideas. 
 
    “Come along,” and her straight back marched up the stairs. 
 
    I followed along like a wilted flower. 
 
    Into the bathroom. 
 
    The bathroom? What the…I was immediately worried. I mean, I figured she was going to measure my pee, or count my poops. 
 
    Instead, she simply said, “Get undressed while I draw your bath.” 
 
    I struggled out of my dresses and blouse, needed help with the corset, and then was able to bend over again and untie my shoes and take off my stockings. 
 
    Honestly, I was embarrassed, even though I was tired my dick was, as usual, erect.  
 
    But Mrs. Johnson just looked at it, sniffed, and helped me into the big, clawfoot tub. 
 
    It was warm, luxurious, and had a heavy perfume scent. I didn’t like the sweet smell, but I liked letting my weary bones relax. 
 
    I slid down into the water, and suddenly she pushed on my head. I went down all the way, struggled, then came up again. I was all set to yell at her for trying to drown me, but she was at the sink doing something. 
 
    Frustrated, my dick head up on the water and looking like it was floating, I just sat there. Relaxed, tried to forget the misery I was undergoing. 
 
    She came back to the tub and sat behind me. I could feel her large breasts touching my shoulders. 
 
    “Don’t move now.” 
 
    She began giving m a haircut, but it was a weird haircut. She just made little snips here and there, and kept combing it out, and I asked, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Your hair is a mess,” she said. “It’s long enough, that’s the style, I suppose, but…it has never been trained. Your hair is like you. Unruly and in need of direction.” 
 
    Hunh! Sounded stupid to me. 
 
    But the water felt good, so I just sat there and let her comb and brush and snip, and then I realized she was putting curlers in my hair! 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving your hair some body. You’ve actually got wonderful hair. But…” she made a tsk tsk sound. 
 
    I wanted to jump up and run, but I was trapped. 
 
    She put curler after curler into my hair. Dozens of the things. It made my scalp tight. I felt so stupid. 
 
    Then she pulled the plug and the water drained. My cock had gone down a bit, it had been hard all day, after all, but now it stood up again. 
 
    Ms. Johnson ignored it. She toweled me off. She paid particularly close attention to making sure my butthole was dry. And she even got out a hair dryer and aimed it up my crack. Made me jump, but my rectum sure was dry after that. 
 
    Then she began drying my hair. She took her time, and made sure there was no moisture at all in my hair. 
 
    “Let’s get you dressed,” she said, grabbing my cock and leading me out of the bathroom. 
 
    I squeaked, “Can we take the curlers out?” I was afraid she wouldn’t take them out at all, that she would make me go home in them. 
 
    She led me back to my room, and began dressing me again. But this time she let me get dressed in more modern clothes. 
 
    I put on some tight panties, so tight that my cock was sort of strangled. Then some nylons, actual nylons, and a yellow dress. And it was modern. But the style was for somebody in the sixth grade! 
 
    Then shoes. Pumps with low heels. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and was freaked. Totally freaked. I stood there in curlers, wearing a dress, and then she took out the curls. As she had said, I wear my hair long. Truth, I’m just too lazy to get a hair cut. Besides, all my friends wore their hair long. 
 
    But I watched in horror as long tubes of curls began to dangle around my head. Soon I had a bouncy mop of curly curls. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. 
 
    “I will give you your spanking later.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “That shalt not take the Lord’s name in vain. You may presume that means his father’s name, too.” 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    She stood back and smiled. “Your mother will be pleased.” 
 
    “What? you’re cra—“ I managed to stop at the squinch in her eyes. 
 
    “You may go home now. Please take this letter to your mother.” 
 
    “Go…home?” I turned eighteen shades of red.  
 
    “But…I’m wearing…a dress!” 
 
    “And you will be for the rest of the summer. And if I have anything to say about it, and I probably will, you will wear a dress to school. Now, shoo. And I will see you in the morning, fully dressed.” 
 
    Stunned, dismayed, horror stricken, I walked out of the room, down the stairs, out the door, and back home. Fortunately, there was nobody on the street, and I made it without being seen.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was almost six o’clock, and Mom was due home soon. 
 
    I tried to think of something to do, a way to comb out my hair, a way out of these clothes, but I knew that that would be a disaster. She would report me to Mrs. Johnson, and then the spanking I would receive would be biblical! 
 
    So I sat in the living room, the TV on, my mind spinning frantically, until I heard the kitchen door shut. 
 
    I stood up and faced the foyer. 
 
    “Hi, honey, I’m h—“ she stepped into the foyer and stopped. And stared. Her eyes opened wider. She put her purse down, right on the floor, and came towards me. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” She deserved a spanking for that. 
 
    “You are gorgeous!” 
 
    “What?” I physically jerked. Tears were coming out of my eyes, and she thought I was…gorgeous? 
 
    “Oh, honey! I wish we had done this long ago.” 
 
    She touched the dress, felt the material. Her hand came up to my head and she hefted the curls, made them bounce. And then…I realized she was starting to cry. 
 
    My mother was actually crying! At seeing me dressed up like a girl! 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m sorry. But just to see you looking so pretty. And you even smell good!” 
 
    Then she did the oddest thing. I would think about it much, later. She put her hand on my pectoral, like it was a boob, like she was checking to see if I had boobs. 
 
    Then she hugged me. 
 
    It felt weird because it wasn’t just the hug of a mother for her son, it was a mother daughter hug. Much closer, lasted longer, and her cheek was pressed up against mine. 
 
    I was stiff, but she didn’t notice. She just stepped back, linked an arm in mine, and walked me back to her bedroom. 
 
    I almost never went in my Mom’s bedroom. 
 
    She sat me on the bed and said, “How was your day?” 
 
    “It was…okay.” 
 
    “And tell me what you did.” She took off her skirt and blouse and my eyes popped. I never saw my mother in just her bra and panties. 
 
    But with me as a daughter she was apparently much more relaxed. She just took off her clothes, then slipped into a comfortable robe—too comfortable, it showed too much of her large breasts—and walked me back to the kitchen. 
 
    “I, uh…had to get dressed. And…she made me learn English. She called it grammar, and…uh…” I detailed my day, and she listened avidly. Much more avidly than if I had been telling her about the play I made at second base, or getting picked for a team. 
 
    It seemed like she really liked me better this way. In a dress. And that totally and utterly floored me. And now I was utterly screwed. I wanted to get out from under the thumb of Mrs. Johnson, but Mom was so happy…no way I was going to get her on my side now. 
 
    She was so happy that she fixed me my favorite meal, and she kept looking at me and smiling. And after dinner she insisted I sit with her on the couch, her arm around me, and watch TV. She kept hugging me and feeling my hair and saying things like, “I cant’ wait for it to grow longer.” 
 
    And, worst of all, she kept feeling my chest. Putting her hand on my pectoral. 
 
    Just before I went to bed I remembered that I was supposed to give Mom a letter. I got it from my bedroom and handed it over. Mom took it and read it, and bit her lip. She kept looking up at me, and I wondered what the letter said. She didn’t show me, however. She just said, “Tell Mrs. Johnson thatI’ve read the letter, and thank her.” 
 
    Thank her for what? 
 
    I went to bed early for a change. Usually I like to stay up late, but not tonight. I was tired, and I felt so weird. 
 
    I said good night to Mom, and she insisted on hugging me and kissing me some more, and I finally made it to my bedroom. 
 
    My bedroom, with my baseball mitt and my male clothes that I wore every day. But now I was wearing a dress. And my hair…it was so…cute. Ugh. 
 
    I took off my dress and hung it over the chair at my desk. I took off my panties and nylons and shoes, and I crawled into bed.  
 
    I lay there in the darkness, warm in bed, but…everything was so strange. Oddly, I had lost my erection. It was as if it had disappeared when I had taken my dress and girly underwear off. 
 
    But that was crazy. I was just tired. No sleep the night before, the long day.  
 
    But, I wanted to jack off. Badly. I was so horny. But…Mr. Dick went to sleep, and I shortly followed. 
 
      
 
    Mom woke me up the following day, and I came instantly awake. Normally I like to lay around, take my time getting up. And now that it was summer I really wanted to lay around. 
 
    But I was awake. The dress and the panties and the nylons and the pumps, they had me awake. They lay on my chair and desk like snipers. Aiming right at me. 
 
    No hope for it, and Mom telling me to get a move on, I got dressed, and went downstairs. 
 
    “And how’s my little honey this morning?” Mom cooed, giving me yet another of those full hugs. It was embarrassing, and awkward. I could feel her big tits pressed against me. 
 
    “I’m fine. What’s for breakfast?” 
 
    “I thought I’d try something different.” She put a bowl in front of me. It held a sort of a mush. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Soy cereal. Here, have some milk.” She poured milk into the bowl. 
 
    I picked at it, I mean I suppose it wasn’t bad, but when a guy is used to bacon and eggs…. 
 
    “And here, you like this.” She poured a glass of orange Fanta for me, and then placed a couple of slices of toast on a plate for me. 
 
    I ate, but…it was different. 
 
    After breakfast she walked me over to Mrs Johnson’s, held my hand the whole way. And then she kissed me on the cheek and hugged and kissed me yet again. This was getting real mushy. 
 
    Mr’s Johnson opened the door with a smile. “Come in, Jamie.” 
 
    Jamie? I was James. I didn’t even like Jamie. But from there on she always called me Jamie, and even Mom started calling me by that name. 
 
    The day was a repeat of the first day, but worse. 
 
    We went upstairs and she put me in pink pantaloons with ruffles around the legs. They were longer than the ones the day before. Then a dress, and the pink pantaloons would show if I wasn’t careful. And the dress wasn’t just a skirt, it was a full dress. No blouse today. And, of course, the dreaded corset. 
 
    When she laced the corset up she stopped a couple of times and inspected my chest. She squeezed my pectorals and nodded, and the corset was so tight when she was done that it pushed my flesh up and actually made my chest bulge out of the top. 
 
    Finally, in heels and little pink stockings, I was ready for my class in deportment, which is what she called it. Again, I walked with the book on my head, but she also had me do other things. She pulled up my pantaloons, placed a quarter between my knees, and I had to walk back and forth like that. 
 
    And, I had to learn how to sit and cross my legs at the thighs, not allowing anybody a peek under my dress. Which was stupid, because even if somebody could see under my dress all they would see would be pantaloons. 
 
    After deportment I studied math and grammar, and today she told me I had to speak with my lips pursed, like I was talking while my mouth was in a whistling position. I repeated long sentences, and my voice sounded funny coming through my mouth when it was like that. Sometimes it made me lisp, and she smiled when that happened. 
 
    Then lunch. A salad. Yuck. With lots of mint. I mean, I guess mint is all right, but…there was a lot of it. But there were also peaches and little berries in the salad. I didn’t think I was getting much protein, but Mrs Johnson gave me some pills and told me that would help with the protein. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    After lunch it was needlepoint and I was forced to sit at the piano and tap my fingers up and down in something called scales. Boring. 
 
    But Mrs. Johnson insisted, and she stood right there and counted time, and smacked me on the knuckles with a ruler if I missed a beat. 
 
    After that it was time to do yardwork. I worked up a good sweat painting the side of the garage, and then got in trouble for messing up my dress. 
 
    “But how can you paint without spilling some paint?” I asked. 
 
    She just grabbed my wrist and pulled me over her lap and started spanking again. We were downstairs in the garage then, I had been putting the paint away, and she didn’t have her hairbrush. But she did have a ping pong paddle handy. Man, that hurt worse than the hair brush! 
 
    Then she took me to the basement and made me take my clothes off and put them in the wash. I was standing there naked, and my cock was plain to see. It had been hard all day, having to run around in those stupid clothes. But it was worse being forced to be naked while she was fully clothed. 
 
    “Upstairs now, young lady.” She patted me on my red fanny, and I jumped, which made her chuckle. 
 
    I went up the stairs, hurrying because I didn’t want her to cup my buns again. 
 
    Into the bathroom. Again, she had me take a long bath. She took a brush to my body today. A stiff brush, and she had me stand there while she brushed my skin. The bristles hurt, and tears began to run from my eyes. 
 
    She just laughed and said, “Grow up. Every little girl must suffer a little to earn her beauty.” 
 
    She worked her way down my arms, down my legs, and down my chest and back. I stood there and she kept dipping the stiff brush into the water and scraping my skin with it. And she took a rough wash cloth and cleaned my penis. Oh, God, it hurt…but it also felt good. I started breathing harder and harder, but she seemed to sense when I was getting close and would put her attention on washing my nipples. 
 
    Finally, she scrubbed my hair and curled it again. “When we’re done you’ll have a natural curl,” she said. And she actually put a couple of pink ribbons in my hair when she was done. 
 
    Into the bedroom that was mine, though I had never slept in it, and hoped I never would. She got out a smaller corset and put it on me. She didn’t tie it as tight as the one I wore during the day, but it was tight enough. 
 
    “I want you to sleep in this,” she said, pinching my nipples and actually reaching into the cups and pulling my flesh up. It gave me little mounds of flesh, like small tits. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Hush now. You’re doing well. Don’t be a disappointment.” 
 
    Then a dress, pink, with a bit of shoulder showing. And the obligatory nylons, and higher heels. 
 
    “You’ve been so good, this is your first set of spikes. They’re only three inches, but you will find them challenging.” 
 
    I’ll say. I was staggering and tottering, but she just smiled, held my elbow, and guided me down the stairs. I was almost ready to go home. I really wanted to go home, but she stopped me at the front door. She held my face with one hand and turned it this way, then that. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out…a tube of lipstick! 
 
    I tried to move back, but she had a hold of me. She moved her hand to my cheeks and made me purse my lips, then she colored them. 
 
    “It’s only a light pink, but you need a little color in your lips. I’ll be checking with your mother, so give her this…” she handed me the tube of lipstick, “and off you go.” 
 
    I went home and was terrified. I looked out the front gate and there was nobody there.  
 
    I wanted to rub my mouth, but I knew she would check with Mom. I wanted to run into the back and climb the fence, but I turned around and saw Mrs. Johnson watching me from the porch. 
 
    I looked out on the street again. Nobody. I ran for it. 
 
    And almost fell on my face. Walking in heels was bad enough. But running was unthinkable! Your feet are on such a slant, and you had to run on your toes which makes them slant even more…and I was reduced to a simple walk. And, worse, Mrs. Johnson’s deportment lessons were working. I found myself putting one foot in front of the other. And I took small steps, like when I had the quarter between my knees. 
 
    And then…Mary Jane Becket rounded the far corner. 
 
    Oh, God! No! I had had a crush on her for years! And only this last year had I started talking to her! And she had talked back! And now she was walking towards me…and she would reach the front gate to my property at the same time I did! 
 
    I thought about walking faster, but I knew I might trip and fall. I thought about walking slower, but I was already moving slowly. So I just kept walking and walking, and she kept getting closer, and then we were at the gate. 
 
    “Hi!” She spoke cheerfully, greeting a girl she didn’t know. 
 
    Should I snub her? But I couldn’t. I knew her. And a part of me wanted to say hi. To talk. To get to know her. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    She looked at me funny, tilted her head, then her eyes lit up. “James?” she sounded tentative, but…she knew it was me. 
 
    “Uh, hi,” I repeated. I sounded awfully lame. But then of course I was lame. I was a guy in a dress. 
 
    “But…what are you doing in a dress?” 
 
    I was beet red, and I blurted out. “My Mom is making me do this!” 
 
    Her mouth was open and she was shocked, but she was more curious. “But…why?” 
 
    “So I told her, blushing furiously, about how Mrs. Johnson had accused me of peeping when I had simply been looking for a hacky sack. 
 
    She listened, and shook her head. “Wow. That is…unbelievable.” 
 
    And we talked. And she was a sympathetic audience. Then my Mom drove in, honking at us. 
 
    “I’ve got to go now.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you come home every day at this time?” 
 
    I nodded. “Then I’ll try to come by here at the same time. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    That made my heart sing, and I realized something, the dress was just out enough that it hid my hard on. I had been talking to Mary Jane Becket with a monstrous hard on and she had never even noticed! 
 
    So I walked into the house grinning, and then stopped. Mom was in the kitchen, and she called me. 
 
    I walked in.  
 
    “Was that Mary Jane Becket?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes, mother,’ and it’s so nice that you’re making little girlfriends.” 
 
    Little girlfriends. Not big girls who wanted to find out about sex, but little girl ’friends.’ 
 
    “Now tell me about your—oh! You’ve got lipstick on!” 
 
    I hung my head, but she lifted my chin and studied my mouth. “Oh, that’s cute. And it’s such a nice shade of pink. It’s not scandalous, like bad girls wear. It’s so pretty.” 
 
    I was so red the pink lipstick must have look pale, and I wanted to get out of there in the worst way. But I couldn’t. Mom insisted on interrogating me on my day, and so I was forced to sit at the table. 
 
    The good thing, she gave me some more Fanta. And she made me some more of that mushy soy cereal. And I ended up having two bowls, we sat and talked for so long. 
 
    And, you know, I hate to admit it, but it was the first time in my life that she really took an interest in me. 
 
    Before, I used to talk to Dad. And we’d have these father son conversations about baseball and how to play third base and everything. 
 
    But now I was talking to Mom, and we were having these conversations about dresses and shoes and the color of my lipstick. 
 
    And, the weird thing, I could talk to Dad all night long and never get an erection. But in talking to Mom, or Mrs Johnson, or Mary Jane…I always had the most monstrous boner. 
 
    I tell ya, it was getting scary! Because boners, in case you didn’t know it, felt good! 
 
    That night I lay in bed, and I did have a boner this night, because I had to wear the corset. I lay there and felt my penis soaring up against the sheets. I moved, and my penis slid across the material, exciting me. And my nuts felt so tight. I felt full in my balls, and I knew I needed relief. 
 
    I got up at midnight. I could hear Mom sleeping, light snores, in her room. I went into the bathroom. I managed to sit down, though the corset kept me a little stiff, and I contemplated my prick. 
 
    Oh, God, did I need it. I had been jacking off for years. I loved jacking off. There were times I even id it twice a day. 
 
    I took my penis in hand and started to stroke. A magazine fell off the back of the toilet, but it hardly made any sound. I froze for a second, then kept going. I moved my hand up and down. I reached my other hand down and tried to reach my asshole. Nothing makes a good cum like a finger up the butt. but I couldn’t reach it. 
 
    I slid off the toilet and lay on the floor. I braced my feet against one wall and got back to stroking. Now, in spite of the corset, I could feel my butthole, and I wiggled a finger around and it started to slide in. Oh, God, that felt good. And I was getting close! The days of deprivation, of being forced to have a hard on by those stupid girl clothes, I was ready to pop. I was ready, and I felt it starting up, boiling way down in my groin. I wiggled my finger harder, I was almost there, almost…almost… 
 
    “JAMIE!” 
 
    I jerked, my finger instantly out of my butt, and scrambled around. I tried to get to my feet, but the corset was so awkward that I just flailed around for a minute before I managed to stand up.. 
 
    Mom was standing in the door in just her robe. I could see her tits outlined in her robe. And the robe was slightly apart at the bottom so I could see her long legs almost to the bush. And her mouth was open in shock. 
 
    And she looked down to where my hand was holding my penis, and a big drop of semen popped out. One, little squirt. No more. 
 
    My balls cried for the frustration. 
 
    I cried because I had been busted. I had been caught jacking off by my own mother, and with my finger up my ass! 
 
    Now there was totally no way out of my predicament. Mom would never believe that I hadn’t been peeping and jacking on Mrs. Johnson. 
 
    “Mom!” I cried. 
 
    For the moment I was no longer her darling daughter. Now I was just a nasty little boy playing with himself. 
 
    She grabbed my ear, much the way Mrs. Johnson had grabbed it, and she pulled me out of the bathroom. I came, my cock drooling helplessly, and she walked me down the hallway. 
 
    “I will not have a son of mine abusing himself! You will sleep in my bed, and I better not hear a peep out of you! And tomorrow I will tell Mrs. Johnson how bad you’ve been.” 
 
    She almost literally threw me in bed. I crawled under the covers and laid there, terrified. As far as I was concerned, my life was over. I had been caught. And Mrs. Johnson was going to find out, and there was no telling what Mrs. Johnson was going to do to me! 
 
    Mom took a moment to put on her bra and panties. There was no light in the room, but I could see her. I could see her large breasts, and the nipples so large. They were as big as my thumbs! 
 
    And I could see her bush! The V between her legs! I stared, and thought about turning over, but I couldn’t. I was caught, mesmerized. 
 
    Mom saw me looking at her as she pulled the bra on. “Is this the kind of son I’ve raised? Lusting after women? Playing with his penis?” 
 
    “Mom! I’m sorry! I’m—“ 
 
    “Save it, buster. Save it for Mrs. Johnson.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shut, now. I need to sleep.” 
 
    She turned away from me, and I was left all alone. I turned away from her, and I started to cry. I made no noise. I had caused enough trouble, but tears were leaking from my eyes. 
 
    But mothers hear tears. I know it sounds silly, but they have a sixth sense. 
 
    Oh, maybe she wouldn’t have heard me crying if I was still solidly a boy, but now, half way to being a girl, her mind accepting me as a girl, she heard me. 
 
    She turned over, listened, then scooted up against me. She spooned me, and I could feel her breasts against my back. 
 
    “Shush now, Jamie. You’ve been bad, but Mrs. Johnson will help you.” 
 
    She had her arms around me now, and she reached up and dried my tears. “Hush now, honey. Go to sleep and it’ll be all right.” 
 
    I laid there for hours, totally wired, her arm around me, her hand brushing my chest, my nipples, and, at one point, my hard cock. 
 
    I listened to her snoring softly, felt her warm breath on my neck.               
 
    And I worried. 
 
    “Yes, Mrs Johnson would help me. Like she had helped curl my hair and make me wear corsets. Like she had perfumed the bathwater and rolled lipstick on my lips. 
 
    She had lied about me jacking on in the shrubs, but when Mom told her about this…it was all over for me. 
 
    Mrs. Johnson would have all the ammunition she needed to do whatever she wanted to me. 
 
    And, so worried, I finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I stood outside the large conference room of Smothers, Costello and Hardy. Two big doors, inside which were assembled the owners of the firm.  Two old men and a lady with the power of legal life and death. They could squash a career with a raise of the eyebrows. Even judges walked carefully when these three people were involved. 
 
    And what the heck did they want with me? I had been working hard. I won most of my cases, I think…I had been working so hard lately that I wasn’t sure what my statistics were. I had worked with Smothers on a big case that ended up getting tossed. Kudos to me. And…what could they want? 
 
    God, I hoped I wasn’t going to get fired. Why was I being summoned? Did I screw up on the US v Samson case? Or maybe it was…well, heck, no matter what it was the only thing I could do was push through and find out. 
 
    Crossing my fingers I pushed on the double doors and stepped into the realm of the mighty. 
 
    Smothers sat at the end of the long table. He was the silent partner. He just walked around and peered over people’s shoulders and said, “Mmmm,” and then you might get a letter praising you…or advising you to search for new employment. 
 
    Costello, he was round and had big laugh lines on his face. But when he stopped laughing you’d better know how to duck. 
 
    And Hardy. Ms Hardy. A ball buster in a straight suit. It was hard to imagine her ever smiling, or having breasts, or saying a kind word. She wouldn’t say thanks if you gave her a million dollars. Not that she needed a million dollars. 
 
    “Hello, Jenny,” Smothers opened the ball. Costello sat back. Hardy glared. But did she have any facial expression except a glare? 
 
    “Good morning, Sirs and Ma’am.” 
 
    Costello smiled wanly, and flicked the ash of his cigar into a tray on the long, shiny surface. 
 
    “Jenny, Mrs Hardings. When we call a meeting such as this, it is usually to fire somebody.” 
 
    Smothers was doing the talking. The silent one. The decision maker. Oh, God! What had I done? I was getting fired! I knew it! 
 
    “This can be quite odious, and we have often considered just letting some lower level minion do the firing.” 
 
    There went the job I loved. There went my big bucks salary. I would be reduced to being a housewife. For how could I work for a lesser firm, or in a lesser position, after this? 
 
    “It is a nice change when we can make somebody a senior partner.” 
 
    My jaw dropped, and I was totally unprofessional when I blurted, “Really?” 
 
    Smothers laughed, Costello and Hardy…they actually smiled! And Ms Hardy’s face didn’t crack into little pieces and fall on the floor. 
 
    I just stood there, trembling, and I was actually speechless. From a moment of worry, sure that I was going to be fired, I had been elevated to a day with the Gods. My salary, already hefty, would skyrocket! I would get more choice in the cases I pursued! I would be respected and…and… “Thank you,” I finally managed to say. 
 
    “We thank you,” Smothers grinned. “We’ve been watching you, and when you managed to get that case tossed two months…well, that was the clincher. You saved us your salary for a year on that one.” 
 
    Dazed, I stood there while they said nice things about me. I tried to be coherent, but I wasn’t always, but they understood. They were the Gods of Dreams as far as I was concerned, and they had just made my dream come true. 
 
    “Take the rest of the week off,” Smothers advised, when the meeting was almost over. “Do a little celebrating. Your new office will be ready for you on Monday.” 
 
    And Ms Hardy offered, “And you should go to HR and talk to them about a secretary.” 
 
    And Costello hugged me. Actually hugged me! 
 
    Smiling, near to tears, I thanked them all once again, and staggered out of the office. 
 
    Oh, my God! Senior Partner! I was now officially in the big boys club. My career, my life was made. 
 
    I went to my office, picked up my purse and strode to the elevator. And people came out to congratulate me. I felt like a queen striding to her coronation. 
 
     
 
    I drove my Beamer out of the parking garage and headed for home. It was Monday morning, I had a whole week off, and I couldn’t wait to get home. Don would be so happy for me. He was a writer on the internet. He didn’t make much money, but this would put us over the top. He would have more time to write his novel, and I could see a future bright with greatness. 
 
    So thinking, I pulled into the liquor store parking lot and headed into the store. I bought a bottle of Armand De Brignac Rose French Champagne—$500 a bottle, but I could afford it now—and was on the road again. 
 
    Partner. And I was young. I had been lucky, but I had worked hard enough to make that luck work. 
 
    The top was down, the music was on, and I sped through town. 
 
    We live in a split level in a gated community. I went through the gate and stopped. My street was blocked. They were doing some construction. Argh. But, my mood was so good I just parked the Beamer in the community parking lot and walked down the street, pink bottle in hand and a song in my heart. 
 
    I had switched my heels for low pumps, so much more comfortable, and I walked up the drive to our house. Since the garage was open, I entered through the garage and the kitchen. 
 
    I took a moment to peel the foil off the top of the bottle, and listened to the music coming from the bedroom on the far end of the house. Sade. The Greatest Taboo. Sweet music for a sweet day. 
 
    Smiling, I walked through the living room, up the short flight of wide steps, and down the hallway. I could hear the music getting louder.  
 
    I was holding the champagne bottle and two flutes in one hand, and my cell phone in the other. I wanted to record this moment. See the delighted look on his face when I sprang the news on him. 
 
    I put my thumb under the cork and started taking video with my cell. He was in the bedroom, and I was going to jump through the door, pop the cork, and start the celebration with a bang. 
 
    I took a deep breath, had a huge grin on my face, and I leaped. 
 
    First, the cork went off, and with a bang. And champagne, $500 champagne, jetted and bubbled onto the carpet. 
 
    And why didn’t I catch the champagne in one of the flutes I was holding? 
 
    Because my husband, my loving husband, Don, who said he would love me forever, was balls deep in Sherry Jansen, who lived next door. 
 
    “AIEEE!” Sherry screamed and leaped off Don. 
 
    Don sat up, white faced, and he had just popped his own cork, and it was spitting all over the bed. 
 
    Our bed. My bed. The marriage bed. 
 
    I am known for being a fast thinker. I have surprised many a foe in the courtroom, and slaughtered them, with a few quick words. 
 
    This time, however, and for the second time this day, I might add, I was almost speechless. Brain stunned. Mind locked. All I said was, “Don?” 
 
    To which he brilliantly replied, “Jenny?” 
 
    And Sherry Jansen ran past me, clutching clothes and crying. 
 
    Well, heck. If she didn’t want to cry she shouldn’t have fucked my husband, right? 
 
    I turned around and walked back to the living room. I filled a flute and had a sip. Good stuff. And watched the video I had recorded on my cell phone. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later Don entered the living room. Oh, Lord, he had the most sheepish, guilty, caught expression on his face. 
 
    Don is a handsome fellow. Almost too handsome. His face is a bit oval, he’s got a pert nose, and he’s not a big man. 
 
    Now, betrayed, I thought he looked like a weak man. 
 
    He was not big and possessed of muscles, he was slender, and not much taller than me. 
 
    But, though he wasn’t the manly sort, though he was more of a pretty boy, I loved him. 
 
    Sitting there, watching him skulk into the room and sit down opposite me, my heart felt like it was going down in flames. 
 
    And with Sherry Jansen, of all people. 
 
    I’m built pretty well, and I work out a lot to make sure that I stay fit. And I’ve got a good face, and I always wear make up so that I present a good appearance in court, or in whatever I do. 
 
    Sherry Jansen is a cow. 
 
    Don’t think me spiteful, but she is 30 pounds overweight, and her only redeeming feature is her over-sized tits. And she was definitely not appealing without any clothes on. 
 
    A cow. 
 
    But apparently Don preferred a cow over my svelte body. Maybe my tits, which weren’t big, but they weren’t small either, weren’t big enough for him. 
 
    I sipped my champagne, and considered him. 
 
    He was dressed now, wearing jeans and a tee, and sandals, his hair mussed, and he trieed to explain himself. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry…it was just…one of those things. I didn’t mean to…” he blathered on and on, and I ignored his words and studied his face. 
 
    Finally, he was done. He had had his say, and he didn’t know that the cell phone on the table was recording his every word. He had now, in addition to being caught ’in flagrante delicto,’ which is to be caught in the commission of a crime, he had confessed. And it was all on video. 
 
    I took another sip, then picked up my phone and tapped the screen a few times. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I ignored him, waited for a second, then picked up the TV remote. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I want you to watch something.” 
 
    The big screen came on. I quickly set it to synch with my phone, and…there he was. 
 
    The picture blurred, and then shook a bit, but the scene came into focus. Sherry’s big ass on top, shaking and quaking as she twerked him. Then the sound of the popping cork, like a gunshot, and I noted that the cork flew through the scene, hit the ceiling, hit the bed, and bounced off into somewhere. 
 
    Sherry looking over her shoulder, then turning, her big tits flying around, a look of shock on her face. Then leaping, big tits flopping, a cow in flight, off the bed to reveal, Don, sitting up, and the look of realization, and stunned surprise.  
 
    Of especial interest was the way his cock pulsed and spurted. I had caught him at the exact, precise moment of orgasm, and he had squirted a blast equal to the jet of the champagne, and he had bubbled just as freely. 
 
    “Honey, I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to cheat. It was just one of those—“ 
 
    I held up a finger. “It’s not over.” 
 
    I tapped the screen of my cell phone and the scene I had just recorded was on the big screen. Him slinking into the picture and sitting on the couch. Him apologizing for cheating. Him with his handsome, hangdog persona. 
 
    Fucker. 
 
    When it was over I told him, “I have uploaded this to the cloud. Everything is now in my secure, password protected company files.” 
 
    “What are you…” he looked confused. 
 
    “Honey,” I said, biting the word out, “I just got promoted. I’m now a senior partner. The second happiest day of my life, the first being when I married you. Oh, excuse me, it now is the happiest day, because my previous happiest day, my marriage, has fallen apart.” 
 
    “I can explain….it was Sherry! She—“ 
 
    “She came over to borrow a cup of sugar and fell on your dick. Clumsy girl.” 
 
    “No! I—“ 
 
    I held a hand up. “I was going to…I brought home a bottle of $500 champagne, which I was going to share with you. A toast to our new life together. Now I find myself drinking alone, and wondering what to do with you.” 
 
    He leaned forward and begging was in his eyes, his voice. “Jenny. I am sorry. I will spend the rest of my life making up for this.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “An ironclad contract?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Baby, I am so sorry. And I will…” he blathered on about how he was going to turn over a new leaf, he was going to work harder than ever. He was going to sell a book and… 
 
    And I sort of tuned it out and just watched him. 
 
    He had cheated. He had betrayed. He had strayed. But…I still loved him. 
 
    With all the pain in my heart…I still loved him. 
 
    But I couldn’t live with this pain in my heart. 
 
    But if I stayed with him…then I had to make sure this never happened again. 
 
    “Shut up,” I said, in a most conversational manner. 
 
    He stopped his blither blather and waited. 
 
    I sighed. Poured some more champagne. The bottle was down a quarter, and it was pretty good stuff. Sizzled to the taste, but softly. Lingered on the tongue, sweetly. Made the head feel like it was in clouds, happy like the Gods. 
 
    “Well, Don, my asshole husband. I have heard your pitiful excuses, and I have considered all the evidence, and I am about to hand down judgement.” 
 
    “Honey—“ 
 
    “Shut,” I spit the word out, shutting him up. 
 
    “You will spend the next year waiting on me hand and foot. You won’t be writing much, because you’ll be doing other things.” 
 
    “”What other things?” His brow furrowed in worry. 
 
    “Things like cleaning the house, working as my secretary, dressing up pretty so I won’t be offended by your slovenly character.” 
 
    “I’m not—“ 
 
    “In short, dear husband of mine, if you want to stay married…if you don’t want those videos of you cheating on your wife, and then whining about how it’s not your fault on Facebutt…you will do everything I say for one year.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “To be succinct…baby, I’m going to make you my bitch.” 
 
    He blinked and his mouth shut like a trap. 
 
    I took another sip and smiled at him. 
 
    It wasn’t a nice smile. 
 
     
 
    How do you fix a marriage gone wrong? I had seen so many messed up marriages in court. Two people, sworn to love each other, and then they let their dicks go on the hunt, or their cunts. 
 
    Doesn’t matter who’s involved, families are destroyed, hearts shattered…people cheat. 
 
    How do you stop a man from cheating? 
 
    Monitor them? GPS their genitals? Put a bell on the ends of their dicks? 
 
    Yep. 
 
    But…I have to tell you…even that won’t stop a man from going on the hunt. Once a man’s dick gets hard he is willing to put it in the strangest places. And it is always hard. 
 
    So, I needed to keep Don busy. I needed him working at home, working so hard that he didn’t have time to exercise his stupid cock. 
 
    And, I needed to keep him busy when I wasn’t there. And that meant that I had to take him to work with me. But I couldn't have him sit in a corner on a high chair while I worked. 
 
    I did, however, need a secretary. 
 
    But, even with all those safeguards in place…a man would find a way. And if not with a woman, then with his own hand. 
 
    Yes, I knew Don jacked off, and I didn’t care. I worked long and hard, and I would rather have him flogging the chicken than putting his cock in some diseased skank’s hole. A diseased skank like Sherry Jansen. 
 
    But, with all those safeguards in place, even if Don didn’t have a way, a woman might come along, such as Sherry Jansen had, and decide to scratch her own itch. 
 
    So I had to make Don unappealing to women. So…I was going to dress him up. Make him look like a woman. 
 
    Oh, there would still be women that might like that, but between making him into a transvestite, which is what he would be when he was dressed as a maid or a secretary, and working for me, I had shut down most possibilities. 
 
    So, on that dismal afternoon when I found out I had been cuckqueaned, I took a final sip of my delicious champagne, put the cork in it, and said, “Champagne in the fridge. Clean these flutes. I’ll be waiting for you in the bedroom.” 
 
    Waiting for you in the bedroom. How diabolical. Usually that meant I would be waiting with legs spread, bare tits waiting for a little pleasure, ready to receive his voracious cock. 
 
    Not any more. Not for a year. 
 
    He stood up, wanted to say something, misery was written on his face, but I strode past him without a glance. 
 
    Five minutes later he dragged his worthless carcass into the bedroom. 
 
    “I expect you to be cheerful, or at least keep your moroseness to yourself.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, but the look in my eyes shut him down. 
 
    “Straighten up,” I snapped. 
 
    He made a show of putting his shoulders back, but it was pretty uninspired. 
 
    I pointed to a bottle of Nair sitting on my vanity table. “Get rid of your hair below the neck.” 
 
    He went to the vanity, picked up the bottle and looked at it. He spun and said, “I’m not—“ 
 
    I had my cell phone ready, and I started tapping the screen. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Note to self,” I stated into the phone. “New file. Divorce. Subject Don Hardings.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” He rubbed his forehead in frustration. “We have to talk about this!” 
 
    “You’re already talked with your dick. Now, get into the shower, cheerfully, and get rid of your hair.” 
 
    “But I’ve apologized and we really need to—“ 
 
    “This finger is about to send an upload to Youtube. At that point the divorce will happen. Right now, if you follow my instructions for the next year, there is hope. At the end of the year, should you wish, you may have a divorce. But for one year, you son of a bitch, I am going to control you.” 
 
    “But why?” he begged, and he actually fell to his knees. “Don’t press it, just give me a chance. Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “To give you a chance? To train you for whoever you choose to be with if you choose to leave me after a year.” I shrugged. “What does it matter? If you want to retain any shred of dignity…if you want a chance to remain in this marriage, then say ‘yes, ma’am.’ And do it now, because my finger is getting heavy.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Three seconds.” 
 
    “But you can’t—“ 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “We need to—“ 
 
    “One.” 
 
    I started to lower my finger and he reached out, as if to grab my knees, and yelled, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I smiled a hard smile, and he knew how close he had come. “Get rid of your hair.” 
 
    Dismally, he got to his feet, turned, and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later he stood in front of me. Naked. Not a hair on his worthless butt. And I chastised myself. I was pissed, but I had to stop thinking of him in negative terms. I had to stop thinking of him as a worthless, scum bag cheater. After all, he was going to be working for me, and you have to treat your employees with a degree of respect. 
 
    “Here you go, Donna.” I had laid out panties and bra and a house dress. The house dress was blue with white lilies on it. It was loose fitting, but it was all I had at the moment. 
 
    Also on the bed were nylons, and next to the bed were some high heels I had bought but found they were a bit big for me. they would fit him fine. 
 
    He wanted to talk, and in the worst way. But I didn’t give him a chance. I just glared and dared. 
 
    He pulled up the panties, and his cock immediately sprouted. I mean, it was so fast I blinked. He is average in the cock department, but it looked so big in my silk panties. How interesting. And I actually felt a perk of interest. 
 
    He struggled to figure out how to put on the bra, but he finally did it, and he stood there, pink panties and pink bra, and I knew I was going to have to get him breast forms. And then I had a stray thought that was logical, but surprising, and almost caught me by surprise. 
 
    Implants. 
 
    And I felt that interest perking a bit more. Down there. Like an itch that needed to be scratched. 
 
    But I was till pissed, and I wasn’t in the mood for scratching. 
 
    He pulled on the nylons, making a mess, and I had to have him take them off. I showed him how to unroll them up his legs, and he did so. 
 
    His cock was pushing the panties out. Hard. I stared at his penis. God, I had just gotten promoted, I was half drunk, and I actually wanted a penis in me! 
 
    He pulled on the dress and stood in front of me. A forlorn mess of femininity. He was going to take a lot of work. 
 
    “Sit down,” I told him, and I pointed to the vanity table. 
 
    He sat, and watched me through miserable eyes. 
 
    I sat to the side and got out my nail kit. I took his hand, the same hand that had caressed me and loved me, and began preparing it for nails. 
 
    “I really don’t think you should do this,” he muttered. 
 
    “Servants should be seen and not heard,” I responded, as I filed and sanded. 
 
    “I’m not your servant.” 
 
    “One year. Or I upload the videos, start the divorce, and throw you out of the house on your cheating ear.” 
 
    I was feeling pretty calm now. The champagne was still in me, and I had had a chance to just take a breath. 
 
    “You can’t throw me out! This is my house, too!” 
 
    “Don’t you remember, ‘dear?’” I said the dear very sarcastically. “When I started making more money we needed the write offs, and this house is in my name.” 
 
    “But…it’s our house?” 
 
    “Until you broke your marriage vows. Now it is my house, and you are living on my good will until the year is up.” 
 
    He went silent as I fitted nails to his fingers. 
 
    He had good hands, long and slender fingers, and his nails were oval, not the spatulate shape that many men had. 
 
    I used my strongest glue and pressed the nails on. A minute for each finger, and ten minutes later he had claws. They were unpainted claws, though, so I got out the red. 
 
    Sexy red. Blood red. A very powerful color on a woman’s hands, or her lips. 
 
    I looked up at his lips. Yes. Red lips. that would certainly do him. 
 
    I painted his nails quickly but efficiently. Quick strokes from the cuticle down to the tip, and smell was delicious. I have always been one of those women that love the smell of nail polish. 
 
    After his nails had dried I put a coat of protective lacquer on them. He was staring at them, and it was like he was in shock. I, of course, had a wry smile on my face. This was getting to be fun. 
 
    And, I’ll be honest, I still had that itch in my groin. And, if anything, it was getting itchier. 
 
    But there was no way I was going to fuck him. Not for a year. I wanted him to feel total and utter frustration for that year. 
 
    “You can practice on your toes this evening, after you finish cleaning the house.” 
 
    “Cleaning the…” he sounded dazed. Probably the shock of finding himself in a dress and having beautiful fingernails. 
 
    “Now then, slip on those high heels and let’s start your lessons.” 
 
    “Lessons?” 
 
    “Lessons. If you’re going to be my secretary you need to be indistinguishable form the other women in the office.” 
 
    “Your office? But…you’re serious?” 
 
    “As a wart on a dead man’s forehead.” I poked my finger square in the middle of his forehead to emphasize. 
 
    He jerked back, and the look in his eyes was confused, dazed, and…wild. 
 
    He got up and went to the high heels. He picked them up and looked at them. He looked so lost that I almost chuckled. 
 
    How amazing. I had gone from pissed off bitch from hell to pleased pussy from heaven, and just from feminizing my husband. 
 
    Most interesting, and I wondered why other women hadn’t figured this out. 
 
    I mean, why have a hairy, bully boy hubby giving you commands when you could just soften him up and bend him to your will? 
 
    And Don…Donna…was definitely proving malleable. 
 
    He sat on the bed and slipped his foot into the heel. Then the other one. 
 
    I was actually a bit surprised at how good a fit they were. It was almost like I had bought them for him. His toes were hidden in the pointy tips, his calves had a beautiful curve to them, and it even made his butt pooch out a bit. Baby got back. 
 
    I had to control myself that I didn’t smile. 
 
    He looked at me. A clumsy man in woman’s clothing. 
 
    “We’ll start you on make up later. Right now I want to get you used to moving like a woman.” 
 
    He stood like a lummox, so I said, “Walk towards me.” 
 
    He took a step and his ankle gave way. The next few steps were a staggering mess. 
 
    “Go back.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Now, one foot in front of the other, on a line, and control your ankles.” 
 
    Now that he knew his weak points, he was able to focus on them. He tried to keep his ankles from breaking, and managed to walk across the room without too much problem. 
 
    “Good. Do it again. Back and forth.” 
 
    For ten minutes he walked, and I coached him. At the end of ten minutes he was already tired. I walked down the hallway. “Come along.” 
 
    He followed me, and when he reached the steps I said, “Do it again, and make your heels click.” 
 
    “Oh, the look on his face. It was just getting worse and worse. But better and better for me. Seeing him so uncoordinated and weak, it was starting to make me wet. 
 
    I mean, I was in total control! 
 
    And, confession time, I was something of a control freak. Well, how do you think I made senior partner? Drive, baby. Drive. And the desire to be top dog, in control, and able to get the job done. 
 
    Donna walked back and forth for ten minutes, and he was getting sorer and sorer. High heels will do that to you, and especially if you have never worn them before. 
 
    By the end, however, though his calves ached, he was starting to understand how to place your foot to make the best click. 
 
    Heck, it was sexy. 
 
    But, sexy aside, there were more things to be done. 
 
    “Come with me,” I descended the short steps to the living room level. 
 
    He followed, and almost took a header. He was just so klutzy that I almost giggled. 
 
    “Again,” I said, keeping my face stoic. 
 
    Up and down the steps, learning how to turn his feet so he didn’t trip, learning how high to lift his legs so he cold make it to the next step. 
 
    “A step is 7 inches up, and your heels add five inches. So you must lift your foot a foot.” 
 
    “Damn,” he muttered. 
 
    “Servants don’t swear!” I snapped. 
 
    He gave me a resentful look, and I stomped over to him. “Listen, you,” I grabbed the front of his dress with one hand. “Don’t you ever look at me like that again!” And I slapped him. Right in the face. And it was a pretty good slap, too. It didn’t rattle his teeth, but it left a red hand mark on his face. 
 
    His eyes opened in shock. 
 
    “Now, apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” burst out of him. 
 
    I think that moment affected him more than anything. That I would actually get physically violent. I never got violent, and he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I pushed him back and stepped back myself. “Now, start climbing those steps!” 
 
    He did, and I exulted inside.  
 
    And, my pussy. It was definitely moist. Heck, I was going to need a pad if it got much wetter. 
 
    And he went up and down the steps.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Later that day, Donna was washing windows, inside and out, and dying of embarrassment. We had hedges around the house, but people passing by could still see him by looking up the drive, or if they were tall enough they could look over the hedges. 
 
    Too bad, so sad. 
 
    She had made her bed, for the next year, and now she had to lay in it. 
 
    I, of course, had some preparations to make. 
 
    First and foremost, could I hire my husband as my secretary? This should have been a toughie, but I had an ace up my sleeve. I dialed the law firm number and asked for HR. 
 
    “Human Resources, Betty. How may I help you?” 
 
    “I need my cunt cleaned.” 
 
    She responded without a beat. “Impossible to clean out something that filthy.”  
 
    We laughed, and she said, “Congrats, girlfriend. You deserve it.” And we chatted. 
 
    Betty Marx is an old and dear friend. We started at the company at the same time, commiserated when we were picked on, celebrated when we weren’t, and if there was anybody who could help me get Donna hired it was the head of HR. 
 
    So we talked, and I wormed around to it, and, finally: “Betty, I’ve got a humungous problem.” 
 
    “Problems are my middle name, GF. Lay it on me.” 
 
    “I caught Don fucking a neighbor.” 
 
    A momentary silence, then, “You can borrow my gun.” 
 
    “Thanks, but I’ve got something more devious in mind.” 
 
    She listened, and I laid out the program I had assigned Don for his punishment. 
 
    “Oh, my God! You’re really going to make him wear a dress and everything?” 
 
    “And make up and heels and make him grow his hair long.” 
 
    “So what can I do for you?” 
 
    “I want to hire him.” 
 
    “Hire him?” her confusion was evident. 
 
    “In addition to making him dress like a woman, I need to keep him busy. That means plenty of work at home. And during the day I would like him to be my secretary.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    And, to be truthful, I didn’t expect this to work. I didn’t know what I would do if it didn’t, maybe chain him to tree or something, but…but Betty said, “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” I couldn’t believe my ears. 
 
    “There may be some problems, but I think we can do that.” 
 
    “How?” I really was mystified. 
 
    “Did you get your packet of new government regulations?” 
 
    “I haven’t read it, yet.” 
 
    “Well, read it. And pay attention to, um…” I heard the rattle of pages, “Page 43 section eight.” 
 
    “I will, but give me the capsule.” 
 
    “The government is giving tax breaks to companies that hire LGBTQ.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The real problem is that you want to hire a member of the family.” 
 
    “Nepotism is a problem? But people hire their nephews and cousins all the time!” 
 
    “Usually just for the summer. But, using that as precedence, I’m pretty sure we can do this.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted. “Do you want to help me drink a $500 bottle of champagne?” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    “Then show up on Saturday afternoon, we’ll have a brunch, and I’ll have my new maid serve us.” 
 
    So the date was made, my plans for Donna went forward, and I was starting to feel some joy. I was about to feel more joy. I looked out the window and saw Roy Jansen walking up the street with his dogs. 
 
    I frowned, and knew I had to say something. 
 
      
 
    “Roy!” I called as he returned from his walk. His mutts were straining at the leashes, trying to pee on everybody’s roses, and he smiled at me. “Can I have a minute?” 
 
    “Sure. Let me put these two idiots in the yard…” He did so quickly, then turned to me. 
 
    “I came home this afternoon and this is what I found.” I turned the cell to him and clicked play. 
 
    He had a half smile on his face at the beginning, but that quickly evaporated. He put his hand up to his throat and his voice was tight. “Play that again.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    He stood there, and I felt bad. I had suddenly broken somebody. Somebody who was innocent, who went to work and brought home the bacon and certainly didn’t deserve to get hit with this. 
 
    But truth is truth, and he deserved to know. 
 
    The third time through, tears coming out of his eyes, I put my hand on his forearm. “Roy. I am going to make Don…Donna…wear female clothes for a year. He’s going to clean my house and be my secretary. It’s not much…but I would appreciate it if you didn’t shoot him.” 
 
    He shook his head, now the tears were streaming, yet his voice was clear. “I know this must have been tough, to show me this, and I thank you.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can say or do?” 
 
    “No.” He shook his head. His eyes, still shedding tears, had a look in them. It wasn’t a nice look. “I think I’ll go home now.” 
 
    “Sorry, Roy.” He was already entering his gate. 
 
    I walked slowly back to the house. I felt like crap, and getting crappier, when the yelling started. 
 
    I went into the house and called Donna. 
 
    “What?” She was almost surly, in her blue dress and apron. I had her polishing the silverware. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    He followed me out to the front yard, and we could hear things being thrown, plates being shattered on walls. Maybe furniture overturned. 
 
    “That’s your doing,” I murmured. 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that, and we stood next to the hedge and listened. 
 
    It was mostly incoherent, with a word being understood every once in a while, then we heard the front door slam. We could see through the hedge, and Sherry Jansen walked down the walk. She was carrying a suitcase and sobbing. She got into her car and drove away. 
 
    I turned to Donna. “I could do that to you. I want to do that to you. But I believe in second chances. If you don’t want your second chance then tell me, or just back sass me. I’ll be glad to pack your suitcase.” 
 
    I walked back into the house. 
 
      
 
    It was evening now, and I had Donna vacuuming and washing the floors. We had a fair sized house, so it was going to take her a while. To keep myself busy…smile…I went on Amazon. 
 
    Amazon. The world’s new cheapest store. And a wonderful source for underwear for transvestites, dresses for cross dressers, breast cream to grow breasts on males, breast forms until the breasts came in, make up, wigs, jewelry, and everything a girl—or a boy who wanted to be a girl,—could want. 
 
    I started off with the underwear. Pink, flowery, low cut, thongs. I went to maid’s outfits. Fluffy black skirts with white blouses. High heels. Make up. Lots of make up. 
 
    Then I searched for wigs, and bought him several styles. If I wanted a change of personnel I could just go tell him to change his wig. I could even give the different women different names. 
 
    After wigs I searched for chastity tubes. Of course I did. Sturdy, metal ones, with thick locks. It was going to be a long year for my horny, little hubby. I had already noticed that he had had an erection ever since he put on his first panties, so I knew he was horny, that these clothes, maybe even the idea of being a woman, was going to kink him out. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Finally, he was done with the floors. When he presented himself to me, as I had commanded, I could tell that he was tired, and his legs had to be super sore from wearing the heels. 
 
    I repeat. Good. 
 
    “Can I take a break?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. Sit down here. I’m going to curl your hair.” 
 
    “Curl my hair?” The idea sank into him, and he objected, “But I’ve got short hair!” 
 
    “Not that short, and I’ll be using little curlers.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    He sat on a pillow in front of me and I began working his hair.  
 
    I’m pretty good with hair. In college I had a part time job as a beautician. So I curled his hair quickly and efficiently, and I added highlights, and I even put a red ribbon to his right temple. 
 
    Got up, and he felt the curlers, and the ribbon. “What’s this?” 
 
    “Leave it there. It’s cute.” 
 
    He left it, but he kept glancing at mirrors and reflective surfaces until he realized what it was. When he did he gasped, and looked at me, and he wanted to take that ribbon out in the worst possible way. 
 
    But the look on my face stopped him. 
 
    “Go wash the door frames and light switches. I don’t want to see any smudges. Call when you’re ready for an inspection. 
 
    He walked out of that room like a man going to his own funeral. 
 
    Later that night, it was bedtime, I showed him to his room. 
 
    “But aren’t I going to sleep—“ 
 
    “With me? Ha. I don’t want that dick to be anywhere near me. There’s no telling where it’s been.” 
 
    I opened the door to the guest room. I had thrown his clothes in the center of the floor. His good suits and and shirts were mixed with dirty athletic shoes and worn socks. 
 
    “You can sleep here. And make sure you clean your room before you go to bed. And…“ 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “I suggest you jack off tonight. If you can after wasting yourself today on our ex-neighbor. 
 
    “Jack off?” That one puzzled him. 
 
    “Jack off. Like, masturbate. Play with yourself like a dirty-minded , little school boy.” 
 
    My words hurt, but he forced himself to ask, “Why?” 
 
    I didn’t answer him. I just shoved him into his room and closed the door. 
 
    I went to our bedroom, now ‘my’ bedroom, and got ready for bed. I took a long time brushing my teeth, and staring at myself in the mirror. I was having all sorts of thoughts. But not second thoughts. 
 
    Then I sat at my vanity and took off my make up and brushed my hair. Again, staring in the mirror. 
 
    Who was I? I knew who I was. But I didn’t know who my husband was. What had made him cheat? Was it just lusty desire bubbling over? Had I failed him in some way? 
 
    I didn’t know, and I finally managed to put the thoughts aside. It was he who had cheated, and though I had to bear some responsibility, it was him, her, who had to deal with it. I was doing what I could, and…I threw my hair brush against the wall and started to cry. I cried softly, and for some minutes, and I don’t think Donna heard me. But I heard myself, and I struggled to get back in control. 
 
    Finally, the tears stopped, and once again I stared at myself. 
 
    I was a beautiful woman. A successful woman. And I deserved to be treated like I was beautiful and successful. So I would be treated. And if I had to do it myself…so be it. 
 
    I got up and put on a peignoir. Light blue, and it hung over my breasts and the material excited my nipples. Peignoirs do that to me. In fact, I usually wear a bra when I wear a peignoir. The stimulation to my nipples is just too…exciting. 
 
    I got out my vibrator and lay on the bed. I propped a couple of pillows behind me and spread my legs. I began to tease my clit with the vibrator. The vibrator was a little noisy, but I didn’t notice that. I was quickly lost in the vibration shaking my little sex point. As I moved my hand the peignoir moved and rubbed my sensitive nipples. I rubbed and rubbed, and I could feel the wave slowly building. After such a miserable day, being thrown down from Olympus and landing on my head, I was ready for a little pleasure. Heck. A lot of pleasure. 
 
    I rubbed harder, faster, and then I leaned over to the side table and picked up the little vibrator. It was only the size of a lipstick tube, but used the right way…zowie! 
 
    I rubbed my clitoris with the small vibrator, and inserted the big one. 
 
    Oh, God! I felt better than good! I needed this, and I began to stir my insides madly. Around and around, in and out, and the combination of two vibrators, one on the clitoris and one deep inside my cunt, I was soon ready to pop. 
 
    I felt the wave coming up my torso then, shaking my flesh my nerves quivering, getting closer and closer, and it started to crest, to peek over the top, another second, and I opened my eyes, Donna was standing in the doorway, her mouth open. She hadn’t heard my tears, but she had heard the vibrator and my moaning, little cries. 
 
    I surged, my hips started snapping, and that white hot fever shot through me. I couldn’t move. All I could do was feel as the orgasm went on and on, rippling through me like an earthquake. 
 
    Then, after a full minute, it receded. I lay back, exhausted, and turned the vibrators off. I just pushed them to the side on the bed, sent one look at Donna, then rolled over to go to sleep. 
 
    I didn’t even hear him leave. 
 
      
 
    The next day was a busy one. For Donna. Me? I just had a couple of things to do. 
 
    First I inspected her toes. They were a mess. I told here that she had to redo them, and she almost cried. 
 
    Second, I pulled up some videos on the internet on how to do make up and made Donna watch them, and try to do her own make up. What a disaster. I took a picture, pointed out the various things that were wrong, then had her do it again. And again. And again. 
 
    By lunchtime she looked terrible, and I was starting to wonder if she would have her make up down by next week. Well, I would give her a couple of days, then help her. 
 
    For lunch I taught her how to make a salad. I had to take over midway because, well, it was terrible. One more thing to train him on. 
 
    After lunch I had him mow the lawn and trim the hedges. Now he was almost terrified that somebody would see him. His make up was that garish.  
 
    Oh, well. Not my face. And maybe he’d better apply himself and try to learn something. 
 
    And the Amazon trucks began to arrive. Packages. Boxes filled with underthings and dresses. Shoes and hose. And…the chastity tube. Oh, baby. I couldn’t wait! 
 
    Right before dinner I called her in. She was a mess. Her nylons had grass trimming stuck to them. Her make up was sweating off. Her mascara was running down her cheeks, and she smelled. 
 
    “Pew!” I said, holding my nose. I took him out to the front lawn and gave him a bar of soap and hosed him off. 
 
    “Hey, don’t!” I squirted water at him and told him to scrub his face. 
 
    A couple of people came to the front gate and started laughing. One fellow was even yelling that I should stick the hose down Donna’s panties. 
 
    And the little hub bub caused Roy Jansen to come out and watch. He walked down to the front hedge and watched over the gate. He was looking at Donna like he wanted to kill her. 
 
    Yet, I had a feeling. What would Roy do if he got a chance? I beckoned to him. “Roy, come here.” 
 
    He opened the gate and walked in. He walked up to me, and Donna stood there, dripping wet, and a look of fear on his face. 
 
    Here was the man whose wife he had diddled. 
 
    “Roy. You can see how I am handling Donna. And I am going to put her in chastity. Hopefully her teeny, little cock won’t just fall out. But you are an aggrieved party, too. Is there anything you’d like to say to Donna.” 
 
    Roy turned and faced Donna. Donna was actually trembling. He was a slender, short fellow, barely taller than me. Roy was six foot and packed with muscle. 
 
    Tell the truth, I never saw what a big, handsome man like Roy saw in a pudgy, fatso like Sherry. 
 
    I looked up at Roy. No expression on his face, but he was boiling inside. 
 
    “Say it, Roy,” I urged. 
 
    “You aren’t even a man,” he blurted. “If you were a man I’d hit you.” 
 
    Then he slapped Donna. And, wowser, was it a beauty. Rattled teeth and Donna fell on the ground, sobbing. 
 
    Roy turned and walked away, then stopped. He turned to me and said, “Thank you.” Then he went out the gate and back to his now empty home. 
 
    Poor man. And I was pissed off all over again. That my husband would do such a thing. 
 
    I dropped the hose and walked back into the house. 
 
    A few minutes later I heard Donna in the garage, then I heard the washing machine start. Then he entered the kitchen, naked, and started walking back to his own room. 
 
    “Donna.” 
 
    He turned and faced me. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He came to the kitchen table and I turned the box over with his chastity tube in it. The rings and the tube fell out, along with a little padlock. I put the little padlock back in the box. 
 
    Donna had had a raging boner for the last day, but me turning the hose on her, being tired from working, and then Roy slapping her, she was limp. Thank God. Even though he wasn’t the biggest in dick size, when he was hard there was no way I could have gotten that tube on him. 
 
    I slipped the tube over his peter quickly, not giving it a chance to grow. Then I selected the right size ring and put that around his package. The thing was metal, and it had vents, and I held it with one hand and overturned the contents of another box. A bigger padlock fell out. It had a battery and circuits in it, and I fit it through the hasp and locked it. 
 
    “What is…this?” 
 
    “A chastity tube.” 
 
    “I know. But that padlock.” 
 
    “It’s a special lock.” 
 
    “But what does it do.” 
 
    “Lots of things, but I bought it for one feature.” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “Go into the next room.” 
 
    Puzzled, he followed my instructions. As soon as he was gone I took out the remote and buzzed him. 
 
    DING…DING…DING…DING… 
 
    He hurried back. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    I clicked the remote and the dinging stopped. 
 
    “I got the idea from the old story about the mouse that belled the cat. When I ding you you’d better present yourself, or I’ll leave it on, and that could be embarrassing.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Like if we’re at a store, at a party, or something.” 
 
    He turned white. 
 
    “Now go get dressed for dinner. And see if you can do a better job on your make up. You were really ugly today. 
 
    He hurried away. 
 
      
 
    And so the week went. I did have to give him some instruction on make up, and on cooking, but he was getting better. 
 
    And he looked wonderful in the maid outfit. With a wig he looked very feminine, and I decided that I would have him serve Betty and I on Saturday afternoon. 
 
      
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    Donna hurried to the door. I had trained her to move fast, and she didn’t want to have me dinging her. 
 
    Betty stood on the step, and she gazed, open mouthed, at Donna. “Oh, my God! Is that you? Don?” 
 
    Ashamed, he nodded his head, and didn’t say a word. 
 
    Betty walked in, walked around him, marveled. “Well, damn! You actually look cute! I bet you can’t wait until your own hair gets long enough and you can stop wearing that wig.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled from the patio. “Get your fat ass out here!” 
 
    Betty came out, a big grin on her face. 
 
    I was naked. Lounging by the pool. And I said, “Take off your clothes and set a while.” 
 
    She hesitated and I laughed. “Don’t worry about the big bad wolf. I neutered him. 
 
    “Him? Or is it a her?” She began taking her clothes off. 
 
    “Him, her, what’s the diff. He or she is effectively an ‘it’ for a year.” 
 
    “Really? You did it?” 
 
    “I did. Want to see?” 
 
    She did, so I pressed the remote.  
 
    She was puzzled by the remote, but when Donna came running out, her heels clicking and drying her hands on her apron,  and her cock cage dinging away, she laughed. 
 
    “Lift your skirt, panty boy. Pull down your panties.” 
 
    Dutifully, not happy, he did so, and Donna got an eyeful of caged but throbbing coke. I had stopped the dinging, and she reached out and held his cage. He groaned, and I hit the remote and it dinged and she dropped the cage and jerked back. Then she laughed again. 
 
    “Go get us some champagne, Donna.” 
 
    Donna headed for the kitchen and we settled in for some good chat. A moment later Donna returned with some flutes of bubbly. We sipped, and talked, and he went into the house to lurk. 
 
    I call it lurking when I tell him to stand close by and wait for the bell. 
 
    That was a glorious afternoon. My husband was looking more and more feminine, and he served us in a dedicated manner. We drank, we nibbled on cheeses, and went for a swim, and just had a good time. 
 
    At one point, however, Betty brought up a good point. 
 
    “I notice that you’re a little harsh with him.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know. I’m too harsh. But I’m working on it.” 
 
    “I can tell, but there is something you should think about. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “He’s going to like being a woman. After a year…he’s not going to want to be a man.” 
 
    I blinked. I had not thought about that. “You mean…” but I didn’t finish the thought. I just thought, and thought, and would think a lot for a year. 
 
    I mean, I liked him as a woman. I liked how pretty he was. I liked being waited on. 
 
    Heck, it made me wet, and I had jilled off a few times during the week. And jilling off in front of him really made me wet. Splashingly wet. 
 
    “What are you going to do about sex?” 
 
    “Sex?” I was blank. 
 
    “Sex. That nasty stuff that feels so good. I know he isn’t going to get any, but what about you?” 
 
    “Well, I…I hadn’t thought about it.” 
 
    “Can I use him?” 
 
    “Use him?” This was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “Use him. On my pussy.” 
 
    I stared at her. We were high, but not terribly drunk. 
 
    “It’s not like he would be cheating, and I’ll tell you, nobody eats pussy like a man in chastity.” 
 
    “You want my husband to eat your pussy.” 
 
    “No. I don’t give a shit about your husband. I want that gorgeous woman with the red lips and the fake tits to eat my pussy.” 
 
    There was a moment there while the universe adjusted. I just felt like everything turned sideways on me. Then I said, “Sure.” 
 
    Betty leaned over and picked up the remote. She pressed it. 
 
    We heard the DING DING DING!, and Donna stepped out to the patio. 
 
    Betty pressed the button again and the dinging stopped. 
 
    Donna stared at her. She really did make a beautiful woman. Much more attractive than she had been as a man. 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    Donna blinked. She looked at me. I said nothing. 
 
    “Is this a test?” he asked me. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    The weirdest sounding sigh leaked out of him, a strangled sort of desperate thing, then he knelt next to Betty. 
 
    Betty pivoted a bit and opened her legs. 
 
    Still looking at me, Donna bent her head, her back, then she just sort of slooped on in. 
 
    I stared as her red lips ate hungrily. Her cock was throbbing, the flesh was doubtless trying to squeeze out the vents on her chastity tube. 
 
    Betty started moaning, and she adjusted herself so Donna could place her mouth on her better. 
 
    Fascinated, I watched as Betty played with her nipples. Pulled them, then grabbed Donna’s head and pulled it into her crotch. 
 
    Donna sounded like she was sobbing, but it was just the weird acoustics of her mouth gulping at Betty’s pussy. 
 
    Betty reached out and grabbed my hand. She squeezed, moaned again, then really squeezed, and she came. Her hips pumped into Donna’s mouth. And Donna made gurgling sounds. She wasn’t able to breath for the squeeze of Betty’s thighs, and she was trying to gulp air. 
 
    Then Betty sagged back, and her thighs relaxed and let go of Donna’s face. 
 
    Donna stood up, looking extremely embarrassed. She was breathing hard, and her dress had risen. Through the thin panties her cock looked purple and strangled in the cock cage, and it was leaking pre-cum like mad. 
 
    “Go,” Betty waved her fingertips. “Go fix your lipstick.” 
 
    Donna scuttled away. 
 
    Betty lay there, breathing, sighing, and was totally content. Then she turned to me. “Now you know how it’s done. That will go a long way towards relieving your frustrations and giving you a bit of joy over the next year. 
 
    I chuckled. Now that I had seen her have an orgasm I felt like I could talk about sex more. “Actually, I had something else in mind.” 
 
    She looked askance at me. 
 
    So I told her, and she started to laugh. And laugh and laugh. 
 
     
 
    The day passed, and Donna cleaned up the mess, did the dishes, and was unusually subservient. I was reminded of how Betty had told me that  Donna might like to remain a woman. What a thought. But…it actually made sense, especially when considering what I was about to do. 
 
    I was in the bedroom, it was about eight o’clock, and it was time. I picked up the remote and dinged my hubby. 
 
    He came trotting in. Trotting. He was getting better at walking in heels. And he was rubbing his hurting feet and calves less. 
 
    Would he want to become totally feminized at the end of a year? 
 
    “Donna, I feel like some sex. Take your clothes off.” 
 
    I could see her eyes widen. Sex. She was only a few days in to her year, but she was already desperate. It must be hell to be so horny all the time. 
 
    She stripped off her clothes quickly, stood there naked, except for the chastity cage. 
 
    I stood up and motioned to the bed. While Donna lay down, her arms behind her head, and waited, I went into the bathroom and came back with a large jar of lube. 
 
    “Back,” I motioned with my fingertips, and she scooted back. 
 
    “Turn this way.” 
 
    Puzzled, she turned and faced me from sideways on the bed. 
 
    I opened the jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I stepped forward, between his legs, and slapped it onto his rectum. 
 
    “What!” he yelped. 
 
    “Donna, I told you you were going to be a woman for a year. And that includes sexually.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I pushed the lube into his hole and smushed it around. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But he couldn’t close his legs because I was between them. 
 
    I stuck a finger in him and he tried to scoot back, but he was against the wall. 
 
    “Stay still,” I commanded, and I put two fingers in him and swirled the lube about. 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    “I can’t?” I now had three fingers in him, and he gave an involuntary moan. 
 
    I took my fingers out and got the strap on I had ordered out and put it on. 
 
    He stared at my eight inch cock, and his mouth was open. 
 
    “Did you want to give me a blow job before I deflowered you?” 
 
    “You…you can’t do this! This is rape!” 
 
    “No. This is consenting adults. Now consent.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Then it’s rape.” I pushed my dildo into him. I had the weight and strength of my hips, and it slid in easy as pie. 
 
    He jerked back, tried to squirm and wiggle around, but I grabbed his cock cage and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” But he came right back onto my cock. 
 
    “If you’d relax you’d enjoy it,” I commented. 
 
    I was sounding matter of fact, but I was burning up with excitement. My heart was pounding. I was in charge, and I was a control freak. And, balls deep in her, and her scrambling around and trying to figure out what to do, so helpless under my cock, I began to cum. Yes. I had an orgasm. It was hard and fast, like a man’s, and it was intense. I groaned and pulled his package and thrust my hips forward and my eyes actually rolled back in the sockets. When has a cum ever been so good, eh? 
 
    For a long minute I just stood there, shivering and quaking, feeling my pussy melt, my tits burn up, and enjoyed the way he was spread out before me, a flower for the sniffing. A meal to be enjoyed. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…!” And then his dick leaked all over my hand. I must have pressed on the prostate, because his dick just bubbled up sperm and it poured over my hand. 
 
    He didn’t cum, not officially, but he was emptied. More emptied than if he had cum. 
 
    I smiled and withdrew my cock. 
 
    “For the next year you will be eating me, and using your fingers, and bringing me to as many cums as I want. And while you won’t be getting any orgasms, you’ll be getting lots of sex, and you’ll find that once you are drained of semen you’ll get even hornier and hornier.” 
 
    He stared up at me, in shock, deflowered, and suddenly understanding the terrible pleasure zone that his anus had become. 
 
    And I said, “Thanks for cheating on me, honey. Now go to your room.” 
 
    He stood up, and his legs shook. His asshole gaped, and he waddled out as if he was afraid his asshole was going to fall out. 
 
    As for me, I tossed the dildo aside and crawled into bed. He could clean it off tomorrow, and for a lot of other tomorrows…for a year. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’ve got a problem. 
 
    We were sitting on the patio, naked, of course, and enjoying the sun and an occasional dip in the pool. A bourbon and Coke sat on the low glass table between us, along with a wine spritzer. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m done on this side.” I turned over and let the sun begin the baking process on my back. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. You’ve got a real problem.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and inspected my wife, and believe me, that was a delectable job. 
 
    Shiela is just an inch shorter than me, is actually taller than me when she wears high heels.  
 
    She is bountiful, and if you don’t know what that means you have never seen an over-sized bra. 36 DD. Easy. 
 
    She is svelte, with a thin waist. 
 
    She has a face that makes models envious. 
 
    In short, she is the most gorgeous woman in the world. 
 
    Okay. I’m exaggerating. She’s only the third most beautiful woman in the world…but I don’t know who one and two are. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed. “I want sex and—“ 
 
    “Don’t make me spank you!” She leaned over and swatted me on the ass with her fashion magazine. Those suckers are thick and I yelped, “Ow!” 
 
    Then, of course, I smiled. 
 
    So she poured her wine spritzer on me. Ice cubes and all. 
 
    “Hey! What the…” I immediately got up and jumped in the pool. 
 
    I swam in circles for a minute, became thoroughly de-spritzed, and climbed out and returned to my lounge chair. I laid down and closed my eyes and sighed. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve got a problem!” 
 
    My eyes flickered open.  
 
    “Don’t make me go make a drink just so I have something to pour on you again.” 
 
    I sighed, sat up, took a sip of my bourbon and Coke, and gave her my attention. “Okay. What is this world shaking problem that you are speaking of?” 
 
    “Your sales are down.” 
 
    I sighed, swung around and leaned back on the lounger and closed my eyes. “Sales go up and down. You know that’s what happens.” 
 
    “Not like this.” 
 
    I opened an eye and considered her. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You’ve dropped a thousand bucks in your monthly.” 
 
    I sat up. “What?” 
 
    “You’ve dropped a thousand dollars in your monthly commissions. I’ve charted it all. It’s been a slow but steady downswing for over three months.” 
 
    Man, she had my attention now. “Show me.” 
 
    Shiela opened the magazine she had swatted me with. She took out a small spreadsheet and handed it to me. 
 
    I took the paper, rubbed a hand through my hair and examined the proof. 
 
    Yep. A line that was going down. Not like falling off a cliff, but more like running down a steep mountainside. 
 
    It started last month, but you’re right, statistics go up and down, and you’ve had downswings before. That first month isn’t that much different than a half a dozen months over the last two years. But the second month made me blink, and when the third month came in…honey, you’ve got a problem.” 
 
    I studied the spreadsheet, changing it into a chart in my mind. Peaks and valleys, normally just a slow up and down, but this third month was indicative of a dive. 
 
    “Have you changed the keywords?” 
 
    “Nope. And I’ve done research to make sure the ones we normally use haven’t become ineffective. Keywords are fine. 
 
    “What about ads?” 
 
    I increased ads for this last month. I did this a week ago, we haven’t seen any increase in the dailies. 
 
    I was frowning now. My bright and sunny smile was truly upside down. 
 
    “So, any ideas?” 
 
    “Sure, but you’re not going to like them.” 
 
    I studied Shiela closely, and thought about how we ran our business. When we got married I was a struggling writer. But with her business acumen my statistics had soared, and I was enjoying the life that almost no other writer on the internet enjoys.  
 
    So I was freed to write, and she took care of marketing. 
 
    I upped my output severely, and she made sure that that output was seen by plenty of people. 
 
    “So tell me what I’m not going to like.” 
 
    “I’ve been reading the comments on our websites.” 
 
    I started to say something but she held up her hands, “Before you get started, I know that comments are the devil incarnate.” 
 
    Boy, she was right there. For every 99 people who said intelligent things, there was one who had no sense and was mean and avaricious. 
 
    ‘He doesn’t use commas correctly,’ was typical. 
 
    ‘He needs to have more spankings,’ was also typical. 
 
    Except that as a professional writer I did know how to use commas. And if I did suddenly alter my writings to include more spankings…my statistics reflected an instant dip. 
 
    What the commenter should have said was, ‘he needs more spankings…because I like spankings.’ 
 
    For me to take that singular comment and apply it to everybody was literary suicide, if you get my drift. I had to write for everybody, not one fellow who wanted more spankings. 
 
    So I appreciated the comments, and greatly, because it meant that people were engaged. 
 
    And I tried to ignore the ones that were manifestations of personal kink. 
 
    “So what are you telling me?” 
 
    She opened the mag again and took out a second sheet of paper. It was a list of comments, and I perused them. And it was disheartening. 
 
    ‘Descriptions are flat, like he doesn’t really know about women’s clothes.’ 
 
    ‘Writer shows an unfamiliarity with the female mind.’ 
 
    ‘He’s got the wrong sequence when it comes to applying make up.’ 
 
    On and on. Small font. And all of them had to do with the fact that, in their opinion, I was writing about something I didn’t really understand. 
 
    I frowned and put the sheet of paper on the glass table. 
 
    “That’s why I don’t read these things.” 
 
    “No, you don’t understand. I didn’t cherry pick a few comments, these are sequential, this is what everybody is telling you!” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Joey, how long has it been since you cross dressed? Put on make up?” 
 
    “But…” but I was sort of stopped. It had been a while. 
 
    ‘And that was what got you into writing erotica. You didn’t see enough feminization, female domination, men in compromised positions and needing to change. And what you did see was just ‘fuck writing.’ Porn for the sake of porn.’ 
 
    “I still write that stuff. I love that stuff.” 
 
    “But these people are saying there is something flat in your writing.” 
 
    I frowned and thought about it. And thought deeply. So engaged in such thought, I stood up and picked up our glasses. I walked back into the house. 
 
    I had lost my touch, is what she was saying. 
 
    I rinsed the glasses out and made two more drinks. 
 
    Wine spritzer for Shiela, Tsarine Cuvee Adriana in the gold, swirly bottle. A hundred bucks a pop, but worth every sip. Cut delightfully, but some say sinfully, by ginger ale. Right out of the can. 
 
    And a bourbon and Coke, with Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon, only sixty bucks a bottle, and worth every gulp. I’m such a cheap drunk. And, of course, Coke. Right out of the can. 
 
    I carried the drinks back outside, handed Shiela hers and sat down and sipped. Well, gulped. I didn’t like bad news. 
 
    “So what is your plan?” I asked. 
 
    This was actually a tender area. As a writer I am my own counsel. I’ve gone through the editing process and understand it, and even appreciate it, but I don’t like amateurs telling me how to craft a word. 
 
    “I think you know what I am recommending.” 
 
    I sat back and frowned. 
 
    Shiela leaned over and touched my forward. “Honey, why don’t you want to cross dress anymore?” 
 
    I was silent, feeling the bourbon cool me and burn me at the same time. 
 
    Yes, why didn’t I want to. I knew why, but I had never told anybody. I had kept my dirty, little secret locked up. I had simply stopped wearing feminine clothes and gone back to male clothes. 
 
    That which I loved I had put aside. 
 
    I became a man because…because… 
 
    “Honey. I know something happened six months ago. And I have sat by and watched you deal with it. But…you’re not dealing with it. You’ve had a closed attitude for almost half a year now, and now it is showing in your statistics.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You need to talk. You need to let it out.” 
 
    Did I? I didn’t want to. Sure, I had a secret, but I wasn’t one of those fellows who went around blubbering about all his problems. 
 
    “Your statistics is down, you’re shutting me out, and if you don’t figure it out…” 
 
    She didn’t say anything more, she wasn’t threatening me with any action, she was just letting my mind leap to the obvious conclusion. I would sink into myself, stop communicating, stop writing the things that the wonderful perverts of the world rejoiced in. 
 
    Heck, truth be known, examine a few statistics and there were more perverts than so called ‘normals,’ and they were more open and accepting. 
 
    “Honey…?” 
 
    I took an extra big gulp of that sweet nectar, took a big breath, and began to talk… 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Joey! How you doing?” Rex Sinclair was a happy, dapper, sort of a guy, but with a bit of an edge. 
 
    Not really overly mean, but just sort of subtle nasty. 
 
    I was dressed as a girl. I was in corset, tight dress, had big, fake boobs, and my hair and make up was perfect. 
 
    “Pretty good,” we exchanged hand shake and almost chest bumped. That’s the thing about when you go out cross dressing. You feel cool and sexy, but other guys think you’re cool and sexy, too. And I didn’t mind a pat on the ass, but Rex…he was the kind of guy who got out of hand. 
 
    “Well, come on, let’s have a drink and you can tell me about it.” 
 
    Normally, I didn’t go drinking with the likes of Rex. He was happy enough, great jokester, but he…I was afraid of that edge of his. I mean it was one of those things…I had never seen him kick a dog, but…he had the potential. And I didn’t like to hang with people like that. 
 
    But, sometimes I don’t use the best judgement, and we ended up in a bar called ‘Samson’s,’ on third street. We sat in a booth and traded nasty jokes. 
 
    It was semi-crowded. People could still move around, but the crowd was starting. 
 
    "Give it to me! Give it to me! she yelled. I'm so wet, give it to me now! So I gave her the umbrella.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s crappy,” I laughed. 
 
    “So do me better.” 
 
    “What's the difference between kinky and perverted?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head with a grin. 
 
    “Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.” 
 
    He laughed, and glanced at his watch. 
 
    “You want to come to a party?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Your parties tend to be a little rough.” 
 
    “Come on! Find out how the other side lives.”  
 
    “I know how the other side lives, and that’s why I’m on this side.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. You never want to party with me. And this is a good one. It’s a bunch of people like you. Crossdressers. And they’d like to see how a real lady does it.” 
 
    Oh, crap. Compliments. I’m a sucker for compliments. And, I argued against, but an hour later we staggered out of the bar and got into a cab. And he pinched my ass when I got in. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped. But he was laughing, and I was drunk…and laughing, so we headed off for a party. 
 
      
 
    “Where was I?” Shiela asked, as I paused. 
 
    “You were at your mother’s, and I had to go uptown for a meeting with a publisher. A real publisher.” 
 
    “You never told me that.” 
 
    “It didn’t pan, and you were busy, and…” 
 
    “And you didn’t talk about that lost weekend.” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly miserable. Heck, Shiela probably could have handled the publisher. She is good at— 
 
    She interrupted my mental meanderings. “So tell me about this party.” 
 
      
 
    We drove uptown, passed through, and went downtown. Bad downtown. Normally I would have cancelled, but we were laughing, and we were telling jokes, and I was drunk…and the taxi pulled up in front of a shabby brownstone. 
 
    It wasn’t a good area. Not many people on the street, and those that were seemed furtive, sneaky. 
 
    We crossed the sidewalk, he had linked his arm with mine, and we climbed some steps and he hit the buzzer. 
 
    “Yo!” the tinny voice greeted us. 
 
    “This is Rex Sinclair and date.” 
 
    ‘And date?’ I mouthed at him. 
 
    He shrugged and goosed one of my tits. I didn’t feel it, except for a slight pressure on my chest. And I should have walked out. That was the sort of stuff I definitely didn’t like. But, we were there, the door buzzed open, and suddenly we were on the inside, walking up the steps, laughing and giggling. 
 
    He told me a joke as we staggered around a landing and headed for the third floor. 
 
    "I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time, a husband says to his wife. She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, Your penis is bigger than your brother’s." 
 
    I laughed hysterically. That was the funniest…well, maybe it wasn’t. But in the moment, aslosh with cheap bourbon, I thought it was pretty funny. 
 
    On the fourth floor a door opened down the hall and a fellow looked out. He was in a boy beater shirt and had a cigarillo dangling from his lips. As we got closer I could see he had earrings. 
 
    “Hey, amigo! We thought you’d never show up!” 
 
    Suddenly I had a bad feeling, I started to back up, but Rex grabbed my arm, and the sleazy fellow grabbed my other arm, and I found myself in the apartment. 
 
    It was cheap, and made cheaper by peeling wallpaper, buckling floorboards and cracks in the century old linoleum. This had to be an original slum apartment from the dirty thirties. 
 
    There were six men in the room, and one skanky woman. A woman, but certainly not a lady. She had thick make up, pancake make up, like she was off a broadway show. But no show would ever let a girl like her on the stage. She was wearing a bathing suit and lots of pink flowers. She was skinny, and her boobs were small and saggy inside the sequined top. She was smoking a cigar, a big one, and looking at everything like she expected it to die. 
 
    “Hey! Rexie! This is the senorita, eh?” 
 
    I looked at Rex. He just slipped me a grin and said, “This is Joey. She likes to party.” 
 
    “Rex—“ 
 
    But one of the men dragged me to a couch. I was literally thrown in between two guys, both bigger than me. One put his arm around me and I tried to push him away. It was like trying to push a bulldozer. 
 
    I looked for Rex to help me, but he was standing by the door, talking to a guy who was wearing a jacket over his boy beater. He had a skinny mustache and was smoking a cigarette. I saw them shake hands, and…the big guy slipped Rex some money. I could see the bills trade hands. 
 
    Then Rex turned, saw me and grinned, and went out the door. Just like that. And I was alone with a half a dozen men. And one skanky bitch who looked like she wanted to bite somebody’s dick off. 
 
    A couple of them didn’t speak any English, they just kept chattering between themselves, and I knew they were saying dirty things about me. 
 
    Two others spoke broken English, and they talked about what a fine Chiquita I was. 
 
    The big one next to me put his hand on my leg and I tried to slap it aside. He got mean, squeezed harder, and tears came to my eyes. 
 
    And they kept laughing and laughing. They were drinking, and they offered me a shot of tequila, but I refused. I was getting sober pretty fast and I just wanted to get out of there. 
 
    Then the leader, the guy who had paid Rex, spun a chair around and sat down in front of me. He had a big scar on the side of his face, and he was slightly bald, just a spot on the top of his head. And he smelled of cigarettes and tequila. 
 
    “Hey, senorita.” 
 
    “Hey, man, you got the wrong idea. I’m a man!” 
 
    He nodded, reached out for a bottle and took a big glug. Then he lit up a cigarette and blew the smoke in my face. 
 
    “Senor…senorita…eh?” He shrugged. He had a gold tooth that showed when he grinned. 
 
    One of the other men, a skinny one, giggled and asked, “Travesti?” 
 
    The guy in the chair in front of me nodded, blew smoke towards the ceiling, and said, ‘Si. Travesti. Tocador cruzado.” 
 
    The skinny one giggle, and actually clapped his hands in glee. 
 
    The leader had not taken his eyes off me. “You know what tocador cruzado mean?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Cross dresser. Travesti, like transvestite.” 
 
    “Okay. Yes. That’s obvious. I need to go.” 
 
    The big guy next to me snugged his arm around me tighter, and the guy on the other side grabbed my tits. My breast forms. He squeezed, and it would have hurt, except my tits were fake. Still, his fingers sunk deeply into the breast form. 
 
    “So why you try fool us?” 
 
    “I wasn’t…I just like dressing this way.” 
 
    The leader leaned back, contemplated me with a glint of humor in his eyes, then rattled off a bunch of Spanish. I don’t know what he said, but the men started laughing. He leaned forward then, and reached his hand up my dress. I tried to get my hands free, but the big one had his arm tightly around me and I couldn’t get free. 
 
    He felt my panties, and he pulled, ripped them off. He pulled them out from under my dress and held them up. The men were cheeering, and he sniffed them, said something that sounded like ‘apestosa,’ and later I would research it and find out that it meant ‘stinky.’ Then he tossed my torn panties to the skinny one and reached under my dress and grabbed my balls. 
 
    It hurt. His hands were rough and calloused, and he was squeezing to cause pain. 
 
    “Why you try fool us, eh?”  
 
    He was right in my face then, squeezing, and I moaned and probably would have fainted, but he let go. I try to hunch over, but the big guy still held me. 
 
    “Okay, chiquita. You fool us good.” He laughed and rattled off some more Spanish, and they all all stood up, and the big guy stood me up, and hands were all over me. 
 
    They didn’t rip my dress off, they seemed intent on keeping me feminine looking, But they took me into the next room and shoved me onto the bed. 
 
    I will always remember how filthy that bed was. The sheets stank of barf and sex, and they were stained, and I wanted to be sick. 
 
    They didn’t put me all the way onto the bed, they just bent me over, lifted my dress, and… 
 
      
 
    Shiela was silent when I was done talking. What could she say? I had been foolish, I had gone where I didn’t belong, I had trusted somebody who I shouldn’t have, and I had paid the price. 
 
    She pushed my drink over to me, and I picked it up. Tears were coming now, and I literally cried in my bourbon. She lifted the bottom of the glass and tilted it to my lips. 
 
    I drank, and drank, and the tears slowed down. 
 
    She got up during my crying jag, came around and sat down next to me. She held me, and my body shuddered a few times, then she just sat back, pulling me down with her, and she lay on the lounger with me in her arms. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    I awoke, and felt so very refreshed. Confession does that to the soul, cleanses it and makes it shiny again. 
 
    I arched my neck looked up at Shiela, who was still holding me. She smiled, and leaned down and kissed me. 
 
    I felt like a million dollars as she stood up, took my hand, and led me to our bedroom. 
 
    We were already naked, so we just sort of fell on the bed and started screwing. Just like that. 
 
    We didn’t need foreplay because my confession had been foreplay. And I realized something. 
 
    I had not just been writing by rote, like I was filling out a form, but I had been making love by rote.  
 
    And now, for the first time in months, I was fully engaged.  
 
    Her skin was delicate, white, soft and fine pored. I felt her breasts and she arched her back and brought my mouth to her nipples. 
 
    Her nipples, glorious soldiers in the fight against sexual abstinence. I ran my tongue around them, felt the crevices and the heat. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my erect cock. She pulled it, and pulled me into her. 
 
    For a moment we were locked, motionless in love, and we just stared at each other. 
 
    Making love is always wonderful, but making love to the woman you love…that is more than wonderful. 
 
    I began to move, to sink deep, twist, and pull. 
 
    She groaned and bit my shoulder lightly. 
 
    I thrust forward, a hard fuck, and she drove up, fucking harder. 
 
    On and on we battled each other in loving tandem. In and out, my cock slithering and sliding, her gasping and me gulping. And the end, when it came, was inexorable and tremendous. We were lifted up on a wave and crashed down, splatted on the sands of love, and then it was over. 
 
    We lay there, breathing deeply, and glad…so very glad. 
 
    I had slid down a bit and was in her arms, my face against one boob. She held me tightly, and said, “You did nothing wrong.” 
 
    “I know. But that doesn’t stop the feeling of being penetrated against my will, of being slapped, of the way they used me, laughed at me. I can still smell them, I can feel their roughness as they over powered me. No, it’s not my fault, but I am left with the debris. 
 
    Shiela was silent for a long time, and I thought she might even have drifted off to sleep, but she was just thinking. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I want you to do something for me.” 
 
    “Okay.” I loved her, I trusted her. 
 
    “Tomorrow…I want you to get dressed. I want you as beautiful as you can be.” 
 
    “I can do that.” And I could. A heavy load had been taken off me and I was feeling free again. 
 
    “And then I want to go somewhere.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I could tell you, but I want it to be a surprise.” 
 
    Hunh. A surprise. Well, I was okay with that. As I said, I loved my woman. 
 
    And then we drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and I still felt good. 
 
    Oh, my bad experience was still there, and I had a feeling I might have to deal with it again, maybe even get professional help, but for right now…I was fine. 
 
    Shiela awoke and we went out to the kitchen, naked as usual, and fixed a big breakfast. We laughed and joked and when I went in to do my day of writing I was feeling pretty good. 
 
    And my writing showed it. The words flowed freely, there was no ghost in my mind holding me back, my muse was unleashed. 
 
    I lost track of time, wrote thousands of words, and was sure my readers would be pleased. 
 
    Finally, early afternoon, I closed up shop and wandered out to the pool. 
 
    Shiela wasn’t there, and, in fact, was nowhere. 
 
    Hunh! how curious? She was a real homebody, but…she must have had some shopping to do. Still, she hadn’t said good bye…. 
 
    I watched a little TV, and thought about getting dressed up again. I hadn’t done it for six months. Hadn’t wanted to. But now I did. 
 
    Shiela came home, and she was whistling. She brought home lunch, one of those poisonous MickeyD burgers, and we ate our lunch with a bit of chatter and laughter, then she said. “Time to get ready.” 
 
    I nodded, and got up and went back to the bedroom. 
 
    I took a shower, then brushed my hair out. I keep my hair long and wavy, and it curled over my shoulders. 
 
    We have two vanity tables, his and hers, and I sat down at mine. I handled some of the bottles. I hadn’t touched them for so long, and I took a wipe and cleaned them off, then I started my transformation. 
 
    I cleaned my face, and I hadn’t done that for so long my little sponge turned black quickly and I had to use a second sponge. What a bad girl I had been. 
 
    Then I primed my face, got rid of blemishes and imperfections, of which there weren’t many. Ooh la la, ain’t I grand. 
 
    Foundation, blush, and then the eyes. 
 
    I love eyes, they take such a delicate hand. I shaded mine carefully, added mascara and lengthened my lashes. I was starting to look good, and I put on bright red lipstick, then glossed it. 
 
    I combed my hair out, and it turned lustrous and fell over my shoulders in gentle waves. 
 
    Shiela came into the room and smiled at me. “Gorgeous. Are you going to wear a gaff?” 
 
    “I was thinking of a tube.” 
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    So I put on a chastity tube. I tied a bit of string to it, and pulled my tube between my legs and tied the string to the back of my thong. It wasn’t the most comfortable, but I loved the feeling of being confined, and it did keep the package out of the way so I could have a smooth front. 
 
    A bra, a big one, and my breast forms. 
 
    “I want to get implants,” I noted to Shiela. 
 
    “I would like that.” 
 
    “I bet you would.” 
 
    I picked out a tight dress and wiggled into it, and now I was starting to look like a real woman. Slender figure, I dieted enough that my waist was tight, big boobs, and…and I rolled a pair of nylons over my legs and slipped into a pair of high heels. 
 
    “Wow,” Shiela whistled appreciatively. 
 
    “Are you going to get dressed?” 
 
    “Sure. go fix a couple of drinks and I’ll be right out. And a bourbon and Coke for me tonight.” 
 
    I tilted my head in question. “I feel a little manly tonight.” 
 
    “A sexy man,” I quipped, and I headed for the kitchen. 
 
    We had gone out in total role reversal before. Sometimes we liked to go out as two women, sometimes as two men, and there was always the mix and match. 
 
    So she was the man and I was the woman tonight, and that was fine with me. Anything to be with my baby. 
 
    I mixed the drinks, and sipped mine, and sure enough, she was out in just a couple of minutes, in a sort of a zoot suit! 
 
    Not a complete zoot. She had padded shoulders, but the cut was sexier, feminine without being feminine, if that makes sense. 
 
    She took her drink and sipped, smiled, and then did something surprising. She took a flask out of the cupboard and filled it with bourbon. Hunh! We rarely used the flask, but if that was what she wanted, that was fine with me. 
 
    We walked out to the garage, and I heard the double tapping of our heels and looked at her feet. I grinned. She was all man, but she couldn’t give up those sexy high heels. But then, who could? 
 
    Or, maybe she just wanted to be taller than me. Nothing wrong with that. 
 
    She held the door open for me and I sat, and pivoted and pulled my sexy legs in after me. 
 
    She smiled as she closed the door, and shortly we were zooming. Down the street, onto the freeway, and off for the big city. 
 
    And I felt so-o-o good. 
 
    I was sexy, with the woman I loved, and I felt clean, relieved, ready to go. 
 
    Yes, it was still there, that terrible night, but…but I was going to make it. 
 
    I didn’t know, of course, what was about to happen.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We drove up the highway, over the bridge, and into the big city. It was a beautiful night, and the lights illuminated us, made our faces like kaleidoscopes. Cars whizzing past us, and us whizzing past cars. Tall buildings with lights going on and off. 
 
    Shiela turned on the CD player and I hummed as Anita O’Day sung, ‘Let Me Off Uptown…’ 
 
    We wound our way through the city, horns honking, people talking so loud we could hear them in our car, and the whole thing was like a crazy, but beautiful symphony. 
 
    We pulled up to Ryan’s Bistro and a valet stole our car. We walked in, arms around each other, eyes glowing for each other, and…it was the best night of my life. 
 
    A combo was playing jazz, a lovely woman came out and sang, and we sat at our booth and ate, and drank, and were totally in love. 
 
    But, and this was the strange part, a strange part which I didn’t notice at first…Shiela kept buying me drinks. 
 
    Drink after drink, and I slowly became tipsy. Not sloppy drunk, but just that giddy place where you say silly things and everyone laughs at you, but in a nice way. 
 
    We had desert, a delicious chocolate-candy bar layer cake, then, again arm in arm, we exited the restaurant. 
 
    Back in the car, and I felt like I was on a cloud, all feathery and light and glowing. 
 
    “That was the most wonderful surprise,” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, that wasn’t the surprise,” Shiela laughed. 
 
    My. How curiouser. “Well, what is the surprise.” 
 
    “Let’s take a drive, and then I’ll show you.” 
 
    “I can do that,” I giggled. 
 
    She laughed, reached over and caressed my face with her hand, and I kissed it, then she returned it to the steering wheel. 
 
    We drove down to the harbor, drove under an overpass for a mile, and the evening turned sad. We observed the prostitutes, desperate women with no hope, no plans, just living the life until somebody beat them too badly, or they overdosed, or were subject to some other tragedy. 
 
    I commented on that, “I feel so badly for those girls.” 
 
    “Yes,” Shiela agreed. “They may have made a choice, but…it just doesn’t seem fair. Here.” She handed me the flask. 
 
    I looked around, made sure there were no cop cars in sight, then tilted the flask. It was like drinking liquid fire. It was straight bourbon, and no matter how good and expensive, bourbon burns. I gave a cough, screwed the cap back on, and offered it back. 
 
    “You hold on to it.” 
 
    So I did, and that shiny, little metal container sat in my hand. And what do you do when you’re holding something? You use it. Wasn’t a minute until I sipped again. And again. 
 
    Lord, the lights lit up in my head, and in a strange moment of clarity I blurted, “You’re trying to get me drunk.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What? Yes you are.” 
 
    “Nope. I’m getting you drunker.” 
 
    I laughed at that, looked around, and sipped again. The flask was half empty now, and she took it back. I think I was drinking too fast. She wanted me tipsy, happy, not sloppy and puking. 
 
    She turned the car and went back uptown. Back to the bright lights and away from the nastier side of life. 
 
    “Joey?” 
 
    “Yes?” I was lolling against the window, watching the beautiful city pass me. 
 
    “Do you believe that people should pay for their mistakes.” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. Pay, pay, pay. I’ll give you a dollar for revenge.” 
 
    I was giddy, making no sense, and Shiela grinned. 
 
    And she kept driving. 
 
    “Does Rex still hang out at The Pussy Bar?” 
 
    I frowned. The Pussy Bar, a low life establishment which catered to the likes of people like…Rex. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    She angled across town, and I realized she was going there. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to The Pussy Bar.” 
 
    She glanced at me. “You won’t. I’m just going to go in for a second.” 
 
    “Don’t wanna see Rex.” 
 
    “You might have to, honey.” 
 
    “Don’t wanna!” 
 
    She handed me the flask again. I took it, unscrewed the cap and downed a glug. Suddenly I wasn’t so happy. 
 
      
 
    We drove up to The Pussy Bar and angled into the parking lot. It was full, and Shiela found a space under the sign and near the street. She turned to me. “Honey, I’ll just be a minute. I’m going to lock the car, and I want you to take it easy.” 
 
    “Take it easy,” I repeated, but I wasn’t happy. 
 
    “Joey, you’re just going to have to trust me. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” I pouted. 
 
    “And when I get back I want you to just go along with me. No matter what I say, no matter how weird…just go along with me. Okay?” 
 
    “Go along with you.” 
 
    She leaned over to me and whispered. “Trust me, and this will all be over soon.” Then she kissed me quick, on the lips, and got out of the car. 
 
    She hit the fob and the locks all clicked shut. I watched as she sauntered across the worn parking lot. 
 
    She was in there five minute and a few seconds. That whole five minutes I wondered what she was doing. And I prayed that Rex Sinclair was not there. 
 
    But he was. And five minutes later Shiela was coming back across the parking lot, pausing for a car to pass, and the little weasel was with her. 
 
    Rex Sinclair. Who had left me with a bunch of vicious bullies. Had been paid money to leave me with them. And that memory…that memory… 
 
    Shiela fobbed the car open. Rex got into the back seat and Shiela, with a cautious glance at me, a warning of some kind, got in the front. 
 
    “Hey, baby! I haven’t seen you for years!” 
 
    Shiela: “Say hi to Rex, honey.” 
 
    I looked at her. Even though I was drunk, I was ready to erupt. But there was something in her attitude, and I remembered her telling me to go along with whatever she did. 
 
    “Hi, Rex.” 
 
    Good thing he was high on something, probably pills and booze, because he didn’t notice the ice in my voice. 
 
    Shiela squeezed my knee in encouragement and started the car. 
 
    I opened my mouth to start in on Rex, but Shiela saw me, and goosed the car. We went under the sign, over the sidewalk and curb, and jounced in the street. Shiela laughed, a bit too hard, and Rex chuckled. 
 
    “You girls are in a hurry for a party.” 
 
    Shiela quickly said, “Rex said he could hook us up. You remember that party you told me about? The guy with the scar and the gold tooth? The party you had so much fun at?” 
 
    My mouth was open to object, but she rode right over me. “Well, Rex says he’s got it all arranged. He made a phone call. Isn’t that great, honey? We can have a great party, just like the one you went to before!” 
 
    I wanted to scream, but the way Shiela squeezed my knee, and she had told me to play along, and…and now I was confused. A part of me wanted to cry, to jump out of the car and run away. But I loved Shiela, and she had told me to trust her. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s Luis. I’m glad you had a good time. Luis and his homies, sometimes they’re a little wild, but nothing a good girl can’t handle, eh?” 
 
    He leaned forward and squeezed my shoulder gently. 
 
    I detested his touch, I was revulsed by him, but he was looking at me, and I glanced at Shiela, and she was looking at me with a caution. A look of ‘it’s all right…don’t get upset…this is all right!’ 
 
    “Yeah,” I responded. 
 
    Shiela drove towards the bad section of town, and I shut up, but it didn’t matter. Rex was the original party boy. Blind to what others felt, he started in with the jokes. 
 
    “Hey, I got a goldfish that can break dance. Only for about 20 seconds, though, and only once.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. What a sick joke. I wanted to throw him out of the car. 
 
    "What's your name, son?" The principal asked his student. The kid replied, "D-d-d-dav-dav-david, sir." "Do you have a stutter?" the principal asked. The student answered, "No sir, my dad has a stutter but the guy who registered my name was a real jerk." 
 
    Shiela laughed, but it was a weak laugh. I was stone-faced. Behind us Rex laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    We drove into the really bad area, and Rex said, “It’s pretty close now. Right up here.” 
 
    We stopped in front of a house. It was squashed between an industrial area and an abandoned office building. The front was rotting, peeling boards. Shingles were missing, and the yard was a maze of broken cars on blocks and weeds. 
 
    “This isn’t where…you took me.” 
 
    “Nah. Luis moved. He’s still a party animal, though. Come on.” 
 
    Rex got out of the car and stretched and waited for us. 
 
    I turned and hissed at Shiela. “What are you doing.” 
 
    “Honey, I promise you, this is all part of a plan, and you just need to go with it. You need to smile, freshen up your lipstick, and I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    I got out of the car, but I didn’t freshen up my lipstick. I glared at the house. 
 
    Rex started walking, and Shiela and I followed. 
 
    “Hey, if you give a man a match, and he'll be warm for a few hours. Set him on fire, and he’ll be warm for the rest of his life.” 
 
    Rex laughed and laughed, and Shiela whispered to me, “The car is unlocked. The keys are in the driver’s side pocket.” 
 
    I looked at her, and then, starting to come down from all the alcohol, starting to feel real concern, I whispered, “What are you doing?” 
 
    But we were at the porch, and she smiled and whispered, “Play along.” 
 
    We mounted the steps, and barely made it. The planks rattled and a few were missing. We cross the porch to the front door and Rex knocked. A minute later and Luis opened the door. 
 
    He was as I remembered him, except seedier. He was wearing the same jacket, but no shirt underneath. His teeth were yellow, and his eyes were big and dark. Luis had gotten stoned in anticipation for this party. 
 
    “Come on in, Rex, my man. Come in chiquitas, mi casa es tu casa.” 
 
    Rex chest bumped Luis, passed in, and Shiela and I followed. 
 
    “Hey, senorita, eres hermosa. Muy buena!” 
 
    He leered at Shiela, then he saw me. His eyes immediately lit up. 
 
    “I remember you. You are the good looking travesti who try to fool us.” 
 
    I kept my face carefully straight. 
 
    “So you want some more of Luis and his homies, eh?” He grinned, showing his gold tooth. 
 
    As I entered the room I caught sight of more faces. A couple were the same, I recognized them. A couple of them were different. There was no sign of the skanky girl. 
 
    “Hey, have some tequila. Jose, give these fine ladies some tequila.” 
 
    Jose, who happened to be the skinny one from months before, handed Shiela a bottle. Shiela took it, wiped the mouth, then tilted it, and that was the moment I realized something was wrong with Shiela. 
 
    Her face was fixed. A smile, but a rigid smile.  
 
    Rex was fist bumping somebody. Luis shut the door and stood next to me. He put his sweaty arm around my shoulders. “I miss you, chiquita. We gonna have fun, no?” 
 
    I hardly noticed him, his body odor, his stupid macho way of acting. 
 
    Shiela had turned to me, and her eyes…her eyes…she handed the bottle back to Jose. 
 
    Jose tilted the bottle and took a big slug, and that’s when it all happened. 
 
    She said, “You fucked my girl and didn’t ask her.” 
 
    Luis got confused. Not by her words, but by the fixed glare in her eyes. It was obvious no woman had ever glared at him before. At least, not like this. 
 
    Then Shiela reached into the pockets of her almost zoot suit and pulled out two guns. 
 
    They weren’t big guns, not any kind of Dirty Harry gun, but a gun doesn’t have to be big to do a lot of damage. 
 
    Luis didn’t take his arms from around my shoulder, but with his free hand he reached into his jacket pocket and drew a .45. I knew it was a .45 because I had seen enough movies to recognize it. He never got a chance to shoot it, though. Shiela shot him first. 
 
    She was eight feet away, too close to miss, and the bullet hit him in the center of the chest. He folded back, staggered back, looked at his chest, then sat down. He was so surprised at being shot he didn’t even shoot his own gun. He just dropped it. 
 
    Shiela turned and shot Rex. He was close, and he turned, and the bullet took him in the arm. Blood spurted and he grabbed his arm and ran out the door at the back of the living room. It was the kitchen, and he went right through the kitchen, out the door, and disappeared in the night. 
 
    I was screaming. I just bent my knees and huddled down and put my hands to my ears and screamed. 
 
    By now the other men in the room were drawing their guns. Shiela shot one more, in the leg, and he fell down, but kept shooting. 
 
    I screamed. 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! 
 
    Bullets whizzed past me, but didn’t touch me. But then I had no gun, and they couldn’t shoot through me, so they were shooting around me, and Shiela was shooting around me, and I just stood there and screamed. 
 
    For a long moment the chaos reigned, then it was silent. Just the smell of gunsmoke. Just moans and groans. 
 
    Shiela was hit. Twice. She had taken one in the side, and she was holding it. And her thigh was leaking blood, but when she moved she didn’t limp. 
 
    I was screaming, and then, every stopped, I stopped. Shiela sagged against a couch, caught herself, and muttered, “Motherfuckers.” 
 
    My eyes were wide, I was shell shocked. 
 
    “You’re going to have to help me to the car,” she said. Her voice was very rough, gritty. 
 
    Yes, I was stunned, upset, out of my mind, but my girlfriend needed me. My love needed me. She might be Bonnie and Clyde all wrapped up in one, but…she needed me. 
 
    I darted across the room and went under her shoulder. I helped her to the front door. 
 
    “Don’t touch the knob,” she said. So I used my dress to turn the knob and pull. I wedged the toe of my heel between the door and the jam and pulled, and the door opened. 
 
    We staggered out of the house and across the porch. Going down the steps was crazy, and then we weaved our way between the wrecked cars. 
 
    “I think you’re going to have to drive,” she said. 
 
    I helped her into the backseat, where she groaned and laid down and put an arm over her eyes. 
 
    I got into the front seat, found the keys in the side pocket, and started the car up.  
 
    I was a mess. I was in shock. I was trembling and it was hard to even turn the steering wheel. I did it, though, and I drove down the street. 
 
    “Drive faster,” advised Shiela. “And try not to weave.” 
 
    I took deep breaths and tried to follow her advice. I sped up to the speed limit, and I asked, “Where’s the nearest hospital?” 
 
    “No hospital,” she whispered. 
 
    “But you’ve been shot.” 
 
    “This ain’t bad,” and I glanced back and saw the shadow of a smile on her lips. 
 
    “But…but…”  
 
    “Just drive home.” 
 
    So I did. My mind was a wreck, I was second guessing myself,  but I kept the car on the road, passed some cops going the other way with sirens blasting, and eventually made it home. 
 
      
 
    I helped her to the couch. She didn’t want to go back to the bedroom. I helped her lay down, and she groaned, looked up at me and said, “The leg is okay. Just sew it up. It’ll be a nice scar.” 
 
    “But your side…” 
 
    “That’s the touchy one, but the guy who shot me….it wasn’t a big gun. You can get it out.” 
 
    “I can?” 
 
    “Go get me some booze, and a knife, a real sharp knife, and I’ll talk you through it.” 
 
    I got the bottle of good bourbon and she swigged from it, then handed it back. “Pour the whiskey on the blade. Both sides.” 
 
    I did, spilling bourbon on our rug. 
 
    “Okay. Just stick it in and feel for something hard. A little rock.” 
 
    Oh, God. I had got her out of her almost zoot suit jacket when I had put her on the couch. Now I cut her shirt and exposed the skin. 
 
    I should have poured more whiskey on the blade, but I wasn't really thinking. I was just following directions, and I was terrified. 
 
    I was going to stick a knife in my girlfriend! I was going to be cutting into her flesh! I was…I did it. Don’t ask me how. I just remember placing my hand on her skin, next to the wound, and sticking the knife in. 
 
    She groaned, she was white, but she didn’t scream or jerk. 
 
    “Find it, please,” she whispered. 
 
    I moved the knife around, and I could actually feel the path of the bullet, the resistance was…different. It was ruptured flesh, and not as strong as unruptured flesh. Then I felt the bullet. Like she had said, like a little rock. 
 
    She felt it, too. I don’t know how, her face was pasty and she was gasping for breath, but she said, “get the knife under it. Dig it out.” 
 
    That was actually easy. In fact, looking back, after the fact, after the mix of terrible emotions I was undergoing, the whole thing was easy. I pried, and the bullet fell out. just like that. 
 
    Shiela sighed. “Fuck. That hurt.” Very conversational. “Sew me up.  Use dental floss. Give me the bottle.” 
 
    I handed her the bottle and she swigged it several times, like it was nothing more than Coke. Then she put the bottle down. 
 
    Sew her up. I had never sewn a thing in my life, but it wasn’t hard. You just stick a needle in one side, through to the other side and out. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and got dental floss. I threaded a needle, remembered to pour whiskey on the needle, and started. She stopped me. “Pour whiskey on it.” 
 
    For a second I was confused, then I realized what she meant. 
 
    Her voice was so soft, but I did it. I poured bourbon directly into the wound and she gasped, and then blurted, “What a waste of good bourbon!” 
 
    And she laughed. It was the weakest laugh I had ever heard in my life. 
 
    I sewed. The wound in her side was easier than the one in her leg, but I got them both sewed up. Then I washed the wounds again and wrapped towels around them and then wrapped duc tape around the towels. Somewhere in there Shiela went to sleep. 
 
    But my night was hardly begun. 
 
    First I cleaned up the blood on the floor. I spent a long time trying to blot the blood up, and I did pretty. We were going to have to toss the couch, but the floor was okay. 
 
    Then I went out to the car. The backseat was a mess. There was a lot of blood, and it had partially dried. I put a load of towels in the washer, ripped up a sheet, and went to work blotting up the blood. It took me hours, the stuff was in the cracks, soaked in. I finally took the whole back seat out and took it out on the front lawn and hosed it. Then I took it back into the garage and set it on end to dry, and went back into the car and tried to get the blood out of the rough carpet under the seat. 
 
    It was dawn before I was finished. There was no trace of blood in the car, but I knew there was a lot that the eye didn’t see. Heck, if the police put one of those lights on it it would glow like a mad man’s eyes. 
 
    But, there was nothing for it. I could have the car detailed, but that would only help, it wouldn’t cure complete. That car needed to be torched to get rid of the evidence. 
 
    But, so what. I was tired. I had recovered from the shock of the massacre, and I needed sleep. I went into the living room and sat down on a recliner, kicked the leg platform up, and snored… 
 
      
 
    And awoke in the afternoon. And I felt terrible. My head hurt, my mouth was gritty, and I had slept in my girl clothes and make up. 
 
    Shiela still slept, and so soundly that I checked to make sure she was breathing. She was, but…she was out like a light. A light in a house where the electricity had been turned off. 
 
    I went to the bedroom and cleaned myself up. I showered extra long, put on a tatty robe, and went to the kitchen. I ate a couple of pieces of toast, and that was all I could stomach. I returned to the living room, sat in the recliner, and conked out again. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” her voice was soft and insistent, and I followed it to wake up land. I blinked stared. 
 
    Her eyes were open and she was smiling wanly. 
 
    I was out of the chair like a shot. I knelt next to her and cried on her. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” she soothed me, brushed my hair with a hand. Then she asked, “Any news?” 
 
    Hunh! I had no idea. I had been so out of it, and so worried, that I hadn’t even thought about that. 
 
    “I’ll check. Let me check your wounds, first.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine. Just a little sore.” 
 
    I took the bandages off. There was blood, she had leaked into the towles, and she groaned, and gave a yip once, but everything looked normal. For gunshot wounds. 
 
    I started crying at one point, and she told me to shut up and turn on the TV. So I put a couple of pillows under her back so she could recline a little easier, and turned on the TV. 
 
    Nothing. Nada. Not a single word. 
 
    I looked at Shiela with a frown. 
 
    She just shrugged, and groaned, and said, “We didn’t touch anything. We’ve never been there. It’s an abandoned part of town. Unless they catch Rex…we’re clear.” 
 
    “But what if they catch him?” 
 
    “I don’t think Rex went there that often, and do you think a low life scumbag wants to go to the police?” 
 
    “But you shot him!” 
 
    “Just enough to get him out of the way. He’s scum, but it was those other guys…those other guys.” 
 
    Her voice sounded faint, and I knew she needed sleep, but there was something else I needed to know. 
 
    “Shiela…why did you do it?” 
 
    She smiled, and she said, “Somebody has to take out the garbage.” Her voice was just a whisper. 
 
    I knelt next to her, put my head next to her body, and she soothed me. Then, she told me something. She said, “I shot them because what they did was wrong. And because I doubt if you were the first. Most of all, I shot them because you’re mine. And I’m yours. And that’s the kind of thing people in love do for each other. Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    I blinked in surprise. And thought about what she had told me. 
 
    I got up and used a damp towel on her face, then told her to sleep. She didn’t complain, and shortly gave a light snore. 
 
      
 
    SIX MONTHS LATER 
 
    I sat at my vanity and admired myself in the mirror. I had my new boobs, and they were wonderful. They were big, and perfect and I just wanted to walk around in a bra all the time. 
 
    Shiela laughed at me. She said I appreciated my tits more than any woman in the world. 
 
    She was certainly right. Right then I was in a peignoir. I could feel the slithery material rubbing my nipples, and I was so excited. 
 
    “Mirror, mirror, on the wall,” Shiela chirped as she entered the room. She came up behind me and kissed the top of my head. I was wearing make up and feeling very sexy. “What’s the occasion, Princess?” 
 
    “No occasion.” Then I corrected myself. “The police closed their investigation, you’re completely healed, and…and I feel like being a woman for a while.” 
 
    I stood up and faced her. “Put on heels and…and I wish you had the zoot suit.” 
 
    “The zoot suit,” she laughed. She always thought it funny that I called it that. 
 
    We had thrown the suit out. It had a hole in the side and was all bloody, and it was evidence. 
 
    She took off her dress and started to put on a tee. 
 
    “Take it off.” I motioned at the tee. 
 
    She tilted her head. 
 
    “Now that we’re in the clear…I want to celebrate. Be a man tonight.” 
 
    She raised one eyebrow and gave a quirky grin. “Oh, ho!” 
 
    Shortly after that she was wearing slacks, her chest was bound, and she was wearing a black tee shirt and a suit jacket. it made her look flat chested. She scrubbed off all trace of make up, pulled her hair back tight and tied it. 
 
    “I’ve thought about getting all my hair cut off.” 
 
    “Nah,” I said. “Sometimes I want you with long hair. Sometimes short.” 
 
    She stood up and faced me. Her heels made her a couple of inches taller, and I looked up at her.  
 
    “Honey? Shiela?” 
 
    “Yah, babe?” 
 
    We were close and getting closer, but slowly. 
 
    “I want you to do me tonight.” 
 
    A couple of lines appeared between her brows. 
 
    “Are you sure? It’s been a long time, almost a year.” 
 
    “We haven’t done it since that night Luis and his thugs did what they did to me. But I love it, and I shouldn’t let what they did to me affect me.” 
 
    “You’re sure you’re ready?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Shiela went into the bathroom and came out a minute later. Her slacks had a bulge in them. 
 
    “God, I missed this, and I’ve wanted it…” 
 
    “But you’ve been scared, too.” 
 
    “But it’s okay. They’re gone.” 
 
    “And never to return. You want to do this slow? On your back? Or do you want me to take you man style, tough and rugged with no foreplay?” 
 
    “No foreplay. I’m so hot. Just let me lube up and I’ll get on the bed.” 
 
    She nodded, and I unscrewed the big jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I bent and reached and slathered it on and into my hole. 
 
    I straightened up and smiled. “Do me good, bastard.” 
 
    She grinned back. “You got it, bitch.” 
 
    I went to the bed and crawled on. I got on all fours and waited. 
 
    Shiela didn’t make me wait long. She came between my legs, grabbed my hips, and thrust her dildo into me. 
 
    Oh, God, it was good. After a year without, after a year of deprivation and worry and depression, I needed it. 
 
    And it felt like she needed me. My hole hurt for a second, then it accommodated. She began sawing in and out. She reached under me and massaged my nuts. 
 
    I groaned, and pushed up on my hands. I tilted my butt so she could drive her dick into my prostate. 
 
    She began to pump harder, and I felt that big thing open me up, and I felt the prostate being touched. Shortly I could feel semen being pushed up my dick. Then it began to seep out of my cock. A year, and it was time. The drool seeped out in a string, with little chunks, and the good feeling came over me. I was being drained, and I liked it better than a man orgasm. Oh, those are fine, but give me a good butthole screwing any time. 
 
    Finally, I was empty, and I fell forward. Shiela fell forward too, followed me down and laid on me, her chest so flat and manly. She brushed my hair back and kissed me on the neck. 
 
    I whispered to her, “That thing you said, when you told me why you shot all those guys.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    That last thing you said…do you remember?” 
 
    She whispered, “Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s it. Hold me tight. Love me. And tell me that again.” 
 
    I could feel her mouth making a smile against my neck. Her cock was deeply in me and her arms wrapped around me, held me like she would never let me go, and she said, “Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    Smiling, happy, I drifted towards sleep. 
 
    And she said, “And, by the way?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “Your sales are up.” 
 
      
 
    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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He Asked Me to Feminize Him! 
 
    It was the best thing I ever did! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I want boobs.” 
 
    I looked at Jeff, sighed, and said, “You already are a boob.” 
 
    “Har de har har. And I’m serious. I want boobs.” 
 
    I gave a bigger sigh, and hoped he would do something smart, like give me a million dollars. But, that possibility not likely, I put down my Grace Mansfield book and listened to him. 
 
    We were sitting in the living room at the time. Couch on the left, big screen over the fake fireplace, fake logs roasting on a screen in the fireplace. We had finished dinner an hour before, there was nothing on the television (is there ever?), and it was just a quiet night at home. 
 
    Quiet until my bozo husband says he wants breasts. I mean…sheesh! 
 
    Now don’t get me wrong, Jeff is a wonderful man. He’s not the largest, he’s always been slender and short, my own height, actually, but he is one of the brightest. He works on the internet, and he’s accumulated a pretty good fortune. Enough so that we live a life of ease, party when we want to, and go on vacations, and, well, basically we can do whatever we want. 
 
    But…boobs? For a man? Sounds like somebody was trying to have a bright idea. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Tell me. Why on earth would you. like to put a chest on that delightful man body?” 
 
    “I’ve been doing research, and several points come to mind.” 
 
    “And these points are?” 
 
    One, woman is ascending. Man is producing less and less testosterone. 
 
    Two, societal conventions are lifting and woman are proving themselves equal to men.  
 
    Three, I would like to identify with the incoming ruling class. I want to understand them so that I can better assimilate with…with the new rulers. 
 
    Four, uh… 
 
    He turned a little red, and I knew it was coming. The logical packaging had been presented, but here was the driving motive. “Go ahead,” I encouraged. 
 
    “Four…I’ve got a bad case of boob envy.” 
 
    Oh, his face was redder than a sunburned beet.  
 
    But, here’s the interesting thing, I was suddenly intrigued by the concept. 
 
    “Boob envy? What the heck is boob envy?” 
 
    “Well,” he forced himself to go blithely on, as if that would hide his face that was the color of Santa Clause’s butt after a spanking. “There used to be this thing called ‘penis envy.’ Freud described it. He said that young girls get very anxious when they realize that they don’t have a penis. 
 
    “Young girls…” Dubious is my middle name. 
 
    “Go on! Look it up!” 
 
    I leaned over and picked up my iPad. “Siri, what is penis envy.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” 
 
    “Siri, penis envy.” 
 
    “Something seems to be the matter.” 
 
    “Penis…envy…you prick.” 
 
    “My feelings are hurt.” 
 
    I picked up my cell, and had the same results. So I typed penis envy into Google, bypassed the ads, and shortly had my answer. Young girls get anxious when they realize they don’t have a penis. Freud. 
 
    I contemplated Jeff, who was looking smug and vindicated. 
 
    “Siri, what is boob envy?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Could you speak more clearly?” 
 
    After a few more attempts I typed in boob envy. 
 
      
 
    ‘When small chested girls constantly look at large-chest women.’ 
 
      
 
    “I already looked it up.” Still red-faced, he was grinning.  
 
    “This is for girls. Girls who are envious of other girls who are bigger.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re going to pull the prejudice card on me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women can have it but men can’t. That sounds like prejudice to me.” 
 
    “That’s not…” I sighed. “You’re really serous about this.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I sighed. Seems like I was doing a lot of sighing this night. “Okay. You want boobs.” I lifted my cell and said, “Siri, how do men get boobs.” 
 
    Siri told me where a restaurant was, so I typed in the request. 
 
    Bingo. Drugs to take. Implants. Creams to massage on the chest. Fake tits on Amazon. And this surprised me. 
 
    It surprised me because for Amazon to have such a large and extensive and thorough list referring to men having boobs…somebody had to be requesting the information, which means that men wanted boobs. 
 
    Holy heysoos trying to put a rubber on a limp dick.  
 
    And it showed on my face. 
 
    “What?” asked Jeff. 
 
    I shook my head, started to say something, shut my mouth, and held up a finger. 
 
    Rarely has Jeff seen me at a loss for words. 
 
    I stood up and walked into the kitchen.  
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Just stay there,” I said, motioning him to remain seated. 
 
    I went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. Usually I like vodka, but the bourbon was the handiest, and Jeff always buys very expensive stuff, so…I filled a glass with ice cubes, added the bourbon, then washed the thing with Coke. I took a big glug, set the thing down and waited for my breathing to start again. 
 
    This bourbon was from somewhere called St. Augustine. It tasted like vanilla, cocoa and maple. Over Coke, of course. And I was going to have to drink more of it. 
 
    I took another sip, then made another drink and took it in to Jeff. 
 
    He smiled, and imbibed, and we smiled at each other. Over the bourbon. 
 
    “Boob envy,” I said. 
 
    I stopped smiling. He thought I was going to make fun of him. He thought I was going to ridicule him. But I wasn’t. 
 
    I looked at my cell phone again for the results of how a man could enhance his chest. I pulled up foods. 
 
    “Okay, if you want tits, we start with the easiest first, and get more complex as we go. First, here are the dietary changes you are going to have to effect. 
 
    “You are going to have to eat more processed foods. No more fresh fruits and vegetables for you. 
 
    “Soy. You have to eat LOTS of soy.” 
 
    He nodded his head, listened carefully. I think he was surprised at my attitude, but also grateful. At least he took what I was saying seriously. 
 
    “Eggs and dairy products. 
 
    “Oh, and here’s one you’ll like. Beer has lots of empty calories and estrogen.” 
 
    I went on, but those were the big ones. 
 
    “Now, listen,” I said when I was done with the list, “if you’re going to do this, if you want to be serious, then you change your diet, eat these things, and if your chest doesn’t grow we’ll try step two.” 
 
    He nodded, and his face was a curious mix of happy and ‘Oh, crap…what have I gotten myself into.’ 
 
    “And…” I spoke significantly and his head rose a fraction as he gave me his full attention. “You’re going to have to wear a bra.” 
 
    “A…bra?” 
 
    I giggled inside. I had saved this for last. I actually figured it would put him off, make him forget this silly idea. But his face firmed up and he stated, “I can do that.” 
 
    “Okay. Then—“ 
 
    “But I don’t have to wear one now, do I? I mean, I don’t have any tits, so…?” he shrugged expressively. 
 
    “Training bras, Miss Jeff.” 
 
    He frowned and made a moue. “Miss?” 
 
    “If you’re going to join the other sex then…” my turn to shrug. 
 
    And so it began. 
 
      
 
    The following day I dragged him down to Jennette’s Bras on Santa Monica.  
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to go, but I insisted. 
 
    “I was just going to order what I needed off the internet.” 
 
    “The internet is for people who wanted to experience the discomfort of wearing the wrong size.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Do you want raw marks where your straps rub? Do you want underwire marks that you have to massage out?”” 
 
    So I dragged him into the store, and once again he was as red as a fire engine. 
 
    But, I noted, as we walked between the racks of bras, he had a hose appropriate to a fire truck. 
 
    I mean, his cock was sprouting! All the feminine finery, it was effecting him. 
 
    Tell the truth, I probably wouldn’t have noticed, except the sales girls were looking at his pants and giggling. And I looked, and was a bit surprised at how horny these bras were making him. And I turned and felt him, and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Getting a little horny, are we?” 
 
    He mumbled and turned redder, if that was possible. 
 
    “May I help you?” a lady of about thirty approached us. She was not just selling bras, she was modeling them. Good for business, I supposed. But then it only makes sense. Are you going to have girls with pancakes trying to sell mountains? No. 
 
    “We’d like to have my husband fitted for a bra.” 
 
    “Certainly, and then she surprised me. “Are you getting implants? Doing hormones? Or just wearing falsies?” 
 
    Why did that surprise me? Because she didn’t blink. And that meant that men had come here before. So I asked, “How many men come in for a fitting?” 
 
    “Oh, lots,” she ran a tape measure around Jeff’s chest. “This is Hollywood, you know.” 
 
    Well, I hadn’t thought about it, but…yes. Hollywood, where starlets had surgically enhanced chests, and the male stars were all gay. Or trans. Or actually females. Or…etc. 
 
    “You’re a 36,” she said. I told you Jeff was slender. “So…how big would you like to be?” 
 
    “Oh…” Jeff’s eyes lit up. Embarrassed, he was still digging this. The idea of big boobs was more exciting than embarrassing. 
 
    “I want two bras, to start,” I interjected. “I want a training bra, so he can feel it, and I want the biggest cups appropriate to the size of his chest, so he can see what he’s getting into.” 
 
    “Okey dokey,” and the girl went to work. 
 
    We went home, and Jeff was wearing the training bra. I drove, and he sat in the passenger seat with his own thoughts. And they were deep thoughts. 
 
    To put on a bra is a big step. For a girl it signifies an entrance to womanhood. Today I have a chest. Today the boys will start to stare at me, lust after me, and even put their groping hands on me. 
 
    For a boy, a man, it is a statement that he is no longer specific to the male gender. Today I am a woman…at least in appearance. Today I stand against all those males who stare and lust and even grope, and am now in danger of being stared at and…groped. 
 
    Deep thoughts. 
 
    I pulled into the drive,  parked the car and got out. I went around the car and opened the door for him and bowed. “Madam?” 
 
    He frowned, and got out of the car.  
 
    “You should swing the legs out first, then stand up.” 
 
    “Huh? Why?” 
 
    “Because you don’t want the boys to look up your dress,” I replied nonchalantly. 
 
    “Look up my…I’m not wearing a dress!” He protested, and I could tell that thought had got to him. 
 
    “Today a bra, tomorrow a dress, the day after…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Har de har har,” he grunted as he walked past me. I goosed his butt, made him jump, and I giggled. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Now, woman,” I snapped with a grin. “Get in that kitchen and make me a feast.” 
 
    “I repeat,” he groused. “Har de—“ 
 
    “I mean it.” 
 
    He turned and stared at me. I had an amused, wry smile on my face. 
 
    “You are having us change our entire diet, so you are going to have to cook. And make sure you wear an apron. You don’t want to get your new bra wet.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. I had him. 
 
    “I’m…” and he stopped, and he thought, and he finally said, “I don’t know anything about cooking. 
 
    “No girl does, and then she learns. There are cookbooks, the internet, even cooking shows. Everything is in the fridge. I suggest you start with a salad. 
 
    He sighed. “I guess I’m really doing this, aren’t I.” 
 
    I smiled. I’ll take a whiskey on the veranda. And make it St. Augustine. With Coke. That’s pretty good stuff.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “And you should have a wine spritzer. Got to watch your girlish figure, you know. Ta ta!” I gave a wave over my shoulder and went out to the patio. 
 
    He concocted the drink fair fast. He brought it to me, and I took it, sipped, and smiled. “You’re going to look lovely with long hair and red lips.” 
 
    His face sort of stopped. He said, “You should stop teasing me about all this.” 
 
    “All what?” 
 
    “About me wanting boobs.” 
 
    “No, dear. I should tease you harder. After all, if you’re going to present to the world you need to grow a thick skin. Besides, women have to get used to being stared at, their tits being stared at, and even men trying to place their hands on them. So consider this a friendly lesson in how to cope with a female world. That’s what you wanted, right? To understand the female world?” 
 
    He grumbled, and he retreated. 
 
    And I sat under the late afternoon sun and sipped my new preference: bourbon and Coke. 
 
    After the drink I went into the house, turned on the music, took off my clothes, and went back to the patio. I jumped in the pool and sighed with pleasure. 
 
    And it struck me. 
 
    This had all started as a bright idea, but it was turning into a lot of fun. It was like I was suddenly in charge. He was so busy trying to figure things out he just sort of blundered along. And there was I. The taker advantage of a blundering person person. 
 
    I smiled. And I looked up at the eaves around the edges of the patio. 
 
    On the corner was a wind chime, but the strings had long since worn away and the chimes were fallen and discarded. What was left was a bell. 
 
    I got out of the pool and walked over to the wind chime. I unhooked the bell, pulled the last bits of string off it, and rang it. Just like a bell for school. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    Nothing, but I could hear Jeff listening in the kitchen. so I did it again. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    Footsteps, and he appeared in the doorway. And stopped. And stared at my rather luscious figure. Yes, he was certainly a boob man, and he stared at my mammary glands as if they were important and even earth shaking. Well, I suppose they were earth shaking to him. “Is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, dear. I would like another drink.” 
 
    “Another…” He eyed the bell. Then he sighed and went back into the kitchen. 
 
    I lay down on a lounger and waited, and shortly he brought me a drink. 
 
    “Thank you, dear.” 
 
    He stood for a second, wanted to say something, then gave up. I suppose he assumed that the bell thing was a one time thing. But it wasn’t. Heh. 
 
    The salad he made wasn’t that bad. He had used a lot of mint, chopped a peach into the mess, added some other things that were boob friendly, and it was pretty good. 
 
    Of course it’s hard to mess up a salad, but, still… 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. You’re hired.” 
 
    He said, “Are you going to keep making fun of me?” 
 
    I paused, fork halfway to my mouth. I lowered the fork and considered, then I said, “I know I’ve been a bit…I’ve made fun of you. But I want you to consider something. If you really want to know what the ‘new rulers’ are like, you have to start where they started.” 
 
    Little lines appeared on his forehead. 
 
    “For the history of man woman have been property. They have had to toil, somewhat thanklessly, without pay, and their only reward was getting to shut up at night and let men poke their dicks into them and spit their seed. Which, as you might imagine, led to the some more problems, including the furthering of the race. 
 
    “Now, I am doing this for you. I am going along with you, and I admit I am having too much fun. And maybe I’ll even try to control myself. But, honey, this is what it is like being a woman, and you really should shut up, please, and learn to deal with it.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    Hunh! That was a stumper. I was liking this, but…how long? 
 
    I put the fork in my mouth, chewed, and thought. I think my eyes may have even glazed over a bit. I finally said, “Until you become all woman. This is what you want.” 
 
    He sat there, hearing my words, and the wheels went around. 
 
    “How do you like wearing the training bra?” I asked, changing the subject. 
 
    “I…” he retracked, “It’s comfortable enough.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be if you just bought it off the shelf.” 
 
    He was silent, but I knew something was cooking in there. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Now out with it.” 
 
    “I just…it seems…it’s too slow.” 
 
    I grinned. “Little girl is in a hurry to grow up.” 
 
    He frowned, so I got serious. 
 
    “Tomorrow you may wear the big girl bra with the breast forms, if you want to.” 
 
    And my words were more like, ‘if you dare.’ 
 
    He sat there, and ate, but he was slow. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Go put it on now. Don’t wear anything else, just the bra and falsies.” 
 
    He actually grinned, and got up and left the room. Three minutes later he was back, and I caught my breath. He had not followed my instructions, he had pulled a tee shirt over his chest, but that was okay. 
 
    His body was stunning. He’s a slender man, but with big boobs he was a voluptuous woman. In the body, at least. 
 
    “I put on the tee shirt,” he spoke sheepishly, “because you could see the falsies too much. it looked too weird.” 
 
    “And this looks more natural.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    And I looked down. His cock was as hard as I had ever seen it. 
 
    “Honey, do you like that bra? Or are you just glad to see me? 
 
    He grinned. “A bit of both,” he quipped. 
 
    I lifted up the bell and rang it. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    He blinked, and he would have refused, made a remark about how he wasn’t to be called like a maid, but…his dick was hard. And the air was as sexually charged as it could get. 
 
    He came around the table and approached me. He stood next to me, and I eyed that wonderful, big hunk of sausage. 
 
    I reached out, I touched it, and it throbbed, and a bit of pre-cum oozed out. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, gulping. 
 
    I stroked it, and his knees started to shake. 
 
    “You know, I just thought of a wonderful new salad dressing.” 
 
    “You can bottle it and sell it,” he said. 
 
    “I could,” I whispered, eyeing the tip of his cock as more pre-cum formed, and started to elongate in a long drool. 
 
    “Why don’t you?” he begged. 
 
    “Because…because…” he was pulsing, I could feel his churning balls and knew the semen was starting up the tube. “Because I’ve already got some dressing on my salad.” 
 
    I let go of his cock and he made the most delightful whining sound. It was just like the wind was whistling out of a tire. But better. 
 
    I looked up at him. “Better finish your salad, Sally.” 
 
    “Sally,” he murmured, walking back to the other side of the table, his knees stuff and his legs stumping. 
 
    And I ate, and watched him. Watched him watching me. 
 
    God, this was fun. This was making me wet and warm down there. 
 
    My own personal maid…a human sex toy, if I could keep him going. 
 
    And I thought that I could, because… it looked like he wanted it as much as I did. 
 
      
 
    We awoke the next morning, and I was excited with possibilities. I sat up, turned to my sleeping lug, and blurted. “You’re going to wear a dress today!” 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    “And I’m going to make you wear the rest of women’s underwear. Not just a bra.” 
 
    “Honey?” he beseeched, but I don’t think he knew what he was objecting to. He was just objecting because we had sped up his little change. 
 
    “And make up!” 
 
    He turned over and snored. A fake snore, but it was obvious he was overwhelmed. 
 
    I laid down and hugged him, gripped his falsies—he had slept in his bra—and whispered, “Sorry. It’s just getting to be so much fun. It’s like I have my own life-sized barbie doll.” 
 
    “Ken doll,” he murmured through his pillow. 
 
    “Barbie!” I countered, and I shoved. He fell off the bed and landed on his backside. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hay is for horses and cows that go moo. Now get up and fix me breakfast.” 
 
    “Fix you…but…” 
 
    “You’re now the big boobed woman in this relationship, and I want breakfast.” 
 
    “Now listen…” he growled. 
 
    I spun around and sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs. 
 
    He looked at my pussy. He studied the bare skin—I like to keep it shaved—and licked his lips. 
 
    “Eggs and sausage. Over hard with the eggs, and…a dollop of syrup on my hash browns. And orange juice. I want fresh orange juice.” 
 
    “You can’t eat until I’ve eaten,” he said. He had not taken his eyes off my moist slit. 
 
    “Then hurry up and eat. I’m starving.” 
 
    He dove forward, pushed me back on the bed, and I laughed as his mouth attacked me. Then I moaned. He’s really good at oral sex. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I held his head. “Make me cum.” 
 
    He didn’t need to be asked twice. He scooped his hands under my buns and lifted and blew a motorboat into me. 
 
    I felt the vibrations ripple through me, and I laughed and pounded on his back. 
 
    He kept pushing, then he pushed a finger up and replaced his mouth with his fingers. Two of them.  He straightened up, lifted my bun with one hand, and my whole body, and began ramming his fingers into me. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I loved it like this. I loved feeling his knuckles smack against the rim of my pussy. I loved how I held his wrist and felt the muscles working as he slammed his hand into my vagina again and again. 
 
    And I got wetter and wetter. I was moaning so loud it was almost a howl, and then…his hand slipped inside me. 
 
    We froze. We had never…I had never been fisted. I looked down, his wrist ended in my pussy. His whole hand was actually inside me. 
 
    He was stunned. He was afraid. He opened his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I groaned, “Do it.” 
 
    He moved his hand gently, as if afraid he was going to break me. But a pussy is not a thing easily broken. Babies come out of them, whole babies, so what’s a little fist, eh? 
 
    I pulled on his wrist and arched my back. I had never felt so full. I had never felt so hot. I was impaled, and I felt like a doll with a pole rammed up its ass. Except it wasn’t my ass. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whispered. “Do me. Do me.” 
 
    His eyes wide, treading on ground never before trod, he moved his hand harder. 
 
    I could feel it inside me. I could feel the big knuckles, the fingers, and I was awash with sensations. 
 
    He picked up speed, and soon he was jerking his arm back and forth violently, almost like he was punching me in the pussy. 
 
    I groaned, I wanted to hold on, but he was shaking me and my eyes were rolling back and I started to cum. 
 
    But not just cum. 
 
    To…CUM…and cum and cum. 
 
    For long minutes he just shook me and I felt myself flopping around on the bed, helpless, caught in a hurricane of orgasm. 
 
    But, finally, it came to an end. 
 
    He could feel the difference in my body, and he slowed down, stopped. “Can I take it out?” 
 
    I nodded. I was crying, sobbing, the orgasm had been that good. 
 
    He pulled his hand out and I just laid there. 
 
    “Holy fuck, honey, are you all right?” He was so concerned. 
 
    My mouth was half open and I was breathing heavily. I could barely whisper. “Some day I’ll do that to you.” 
 
    He said nothing, he was still shocked by what we had done. 
 
    “Now go fix me breakfast, you bitch.” 
 
    He nodded, and backed away from the bed. I stayed limp, enjoying my body, and he headed for the kitchen. 
 
     
 
    A half hour later I managed to get out of bed. I felt like I had run a marathon, and done jumping jacks the whole way. My legs were shaky, my muscles felt like they were used up, and I pulled on a peignoir and staggered out of the room. 
 
    I walked down the hall, my mind still razed, and began to recover. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I had been fisted, and it had been so good. I had never felt anything so good. And I had always thought that fisting would destroy a pussy, render it large and useless. 
 
    Nonsense. I was sore, but my pussy already felt like it was recovering. Like I said, good for babies, so what’s a little fisting? 
 
    “Are you all right?” Jeff asked as I entered the kitchen. 
 
    I smiled, looked a bit like the Mona Lisa, and said, “Never better.” 
 
    He nodded, but kept looking at me as he dished up our food. 
 
    I sat on my side of the table and ate slowly. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I focused on him. 
 
    “Honey, nothing but fisting for me from now on. Sorry, but I don’t need your cock any more. I just want your fist.” 
 
    He nodded slowly, and he thought I was just talking, but I was serious. I wasn’t going to fuck for a while, maybe a month, and when I did…I wanted the fist. I wanted something big and powerful to rupture my idea of what the world should be. 
 
    So we ate, and I was so satisfied, and I kept looking at him and smiling. 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    After breakfast I had recovered enough to see to his apparel. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get rid of all your hair.” 
 
    He looked down at his chest, then his groin. He had quite a bush going. 
 
    “So use the Nair in my cabinet, and I’ll get your clothes ready.” 
 
    While he showered I picked out panties to go with his bra. Then a garter and nylons. Then I put the panties back and selected a padded tummy shaper. I had a feeling his new diet, should he stick with it, would make him rounder in the butt, but until then… 
 
    Then I got out my nail polish and thought about what make up would look good on his face. 
 
    I listened to him singing in the shower. I smiled. And I wondered if we could get his vocal cords shaved, make his voice higher. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and he was as naked as an egg. Except for his head, of course. And his body was beautiful. He had taken off the boobs to shower, but the image was in my head, and I enjoyed it. 
 
    “Humming,” he stepped into the bedroom and froze. 
 
    Here it was. Kink. And he had committed to it. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, more to affirm himself than to reassure me. 
 
    I started in on the nails. 
 
    His face was very still as he watched me. His eyes were black, like those thousand yard stares that soldiers have after living through a life or death battle. 
 
    “How you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “This is a lot of stuff to go through,” me murmured. 
 
    I smiled. “Girls do it every day. After a while it gets to be fun, and it gets easier. When you do it yourself, starting tomorrow, it will take you a an hour or two. I do it in five minutes.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    I pressed ovals on his fingers. Just medium-sized ones. I didn’t want to scare him. “Are you having second thoughts?” 
 
    “All the time,” he said. “But…I’m going to do this.” 
 
    “No matter how much it hurts.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said glumly. 
 
    “And no matter how good it feels.” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    I finished the last nail and took out the red polish. “You have got the biggest hard on I have ever seen.  If it was any bigger you could use it for a baseball bat and hit home runs. 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    “Of course it does,” I countered. “It means you’re turned on. And you’re turned on because you’re wearing girl clothes.” 
 
    “But I’m not a girl.” 
 
    Curious. It was like his mind was going in two different directions. 
 
    “No. But…almost.” 
 
    He was silent at that. Deep things were happening in my poor hubby’s cranium. 
 
    I finished the red paint and put on a thick coat of lacquer. Being a clumsy man he would probably do his best to break and chip his nails, the lacquer would help prevent that. 
 
    “I’m going to want to go back, eventually.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not,” I shrugged. “But, whatever, enjoy it while you can.” 
 
    I blew on his nails, then he held them up. They were bloody red and shiny. Real claws. And about as sexy as a woman’s nails could get. 
 
    “Put your foot up here,” I motioned towards his feet. 
 
    “My toes? Too?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    So I painted his toenails, and they were cute, with a capital C. 
 
    His nails done, I handed him the bra and watched him put it on, then helped him slide the falsies in. He needed help because the nails were longer than he was used to, and they took a bit of thought. 
 
    Voila. Instant stacked. 
 
    Then the tummy shaper, and (giggle) voila! Instant butt! 
 
    Oh, this was getting good. 
 
    I helped him unroll the hose up his legs. Dare I say it? Voila! Instant sexy legs. And they were very feminine legs. I couldn’t wait to see them in heels. 
 
    I pulled a dress over his head, a cheongsam, because that would present his breasts, and hide the fact that they were fake. 
 
    And I frowned. We had barely started, and I couldn’t stop thinking about him having real tits. Real implant tits. If we didn’t just go hormone. 
 
    His body done, for now, I sat him down at the vanity and started working on his face. 
 
    “We should get some electrolysis.” I murmured, as I cleaned and primed him. his face turned into a pale canvas. 
 
    “Electrolysis?” 
 
    “Get rid of your hair. Hair might be fine on a man, after all, cavemen should have some sort of badge, right? But they are definitely not okay for a woman.” 
 
    He look glum, and I said, “Cheer up, or I’ll kill you.” 
 
    He chuckled at that. 
 
    I began working on his eyes. I plucked his eyebrows, eliciting babylike complaints, then put on eyeliner and shadowed his eyes. I worked quickly and deftly. 
 
    Finally, I was done. I popped one of my wigs on his head and handed him some red lipstick, to match his nails, and I said, “Christen yourself.” 
 
    I watched as he rolled the paint on. It made his lips pop out and look soft and kissable, and I found myself holding my breath. 
 
    “Is this right?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “More than right. You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror, and froze. “Oh…my…God.” 
 
    “Pretty good for a guy who just wanted boobs, eh?” 
 
    “Amazing, he said. 
 
    “Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go shopping.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Shopping. A woman’s favorite sport.” 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Look in the mirror again, girlfriend. Then pull up your big girl panties and let’s hit the road. 
 
    Well, it took some persuading, and the hard part was the hard part. 
 
    By that I mean his dick was bumping up right through the tummy shaper. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” He sounded almost frantic when I pointed out his little…big…friend.” 
 
    We wasted time talking about possibilities. Gaffs, corsets, chastity tubes. But finally I lifted his cheongsam, tied a ribbon around his cock, under the lip of the head, and simply pulled it down and back between his legs. He had a sort of squinchy look on his face, but when I tied it to a loop on the tummy shaper and he saw the finished product…he was convinced. He had a flat belly. No penis. No evidence that he had ever been anything but a woman. 
 
    And we went. 
 
    And we shopped. 
 
    And it was one of the happiest days of my life, but it was only the start. 
 
      
 
    THIRTY DAYS LATER 
 
    
“It’s not working.” 
 
    “What’s not working?” 
 
    We were getting ready for bed. 
 
    “My body is getting svelter,” I had him on a regimen of exercises for girl bodies, and he was sticking to his soy diet, “but my boobs aren’t growing.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed. He was quite beautiful as he took off his make up. I waited until his face was clean, then I called him to me. 
 
    “Okay, we’ve got two choices, as I see it. Three, if you don’t want to have boobs.” 
 
    “But I do.” The look in his eyes was almost pleading. 
 
    “I know. But the choices are this: implants or hormones.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “We’ve tried diet, we’ve massaged the hell out of your breasts with creams, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “So which do you think I should do?” 
 
    “That’s a toughie. You go the hormone rout and you might lose some cock function. You go the implant root and…and maybe you’ll wish for something more.” 
 
    “But…cock function…hmmm.” He thought, then he said, “Am I going to get in you again?” 
 
    I smiled at the memory of the last night. He had fisted me again, and I had had another one of those earth shattering orgasms. 
 
    “Maybe.” Then I frowned. “But maybe not. Let’s face it. Your cock has been replaced. I might want it for a change, or maybe just a silly remembrance, but…” 
 
    “So do I need my cock?” 
 
    “Probably. At least for the foreseeable future.” 
 
    We talked long into the night, and the end result was that the following day, that morning, I made an appointment with a plastic surgeon. And the following week we were sitting in his office. 
 
     
 
    His name was Irvin Walkens. And he had every letter but DDS behind his name, which meant nothing to us. But he had been recommended as the top boob man in Los Angeles. 
 
    He met with us in his office, sat down, faced us, and said, “So you wish to have boobs.” 
 
    It was sort of offsetting, his nonchalant manner, but it was what Jeff needed. 
 
    Or Sally, as I now often called her. Really, when a man is half way in between male or female names are not all that important. I had a feeling that if he ended up on hormones it might matter. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Okay. Did you want small or large.” 
 
    We looked at each other, then Jeff blurted. “Big.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you want…” he went on and on, going over the different models, interjecting thoughts and considerations, and finally he said, “You know, I could put some Chyna 2000s on you.” 
 
    “What are Chyna 2000s?” I asked. 
 
    “She was a professional wrestler, billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. Quite gorgeous, really. She was a big girl, however, and she had specially constructed implants made to fit her size. Quite gorgeous.” 
 
    “Can we see?” 
 
    The good doctor thumbed his intercom. “Miss Richardson, could you bring in the Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    A minute later and a pretty nurse came in, smiled at us, and handed Dr. Walkens two large, plastic implants. 
 
    They were big. 2000 CCs, I presumed. And, they were heavy. 
 
    “Are they going to be too heavy for him?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah. We’ll just hook them to his ribs, and his male muscles should do the rest.” 
 
    Jeff and I discussed it briefly, right there in the office, then made an appointment for surgery. It was obviously what Jeff wanted. And I wanted it pretty badly, too. 
 
      
 
    We went to the hospital a week later, Jeff went into surgery, and came out with large breasts. 
 
    He was used to large breasts by now, for we had bought the largest falsies money could buy, and he had been wearing them, along with the appropriate bras, for weeks. 
 
    Still, it was a shock. They wheeled him out in the obligatory wheel chair, and when he stood up to get in the car I couldn’t help but stare at his chest. 
 
    And, I admit it, I had a case of…’boob envy.’ My God, was he beautiful. 
 
    We went home, and he had to take it easy for a few days, but we made the best of it. We talked, and laughed, and drank a little, and he started trying on different clothes. 
 
    He had cleavage! Real cleavage. His skin was smooth and he would put dresses on that were low cut, and they looked incredible. In fact, he would come into a room wearing something low cut and I would immediately stare. 
 
    And lick my lips. 
 
    And sometimes I was almost willing to settle for his cock. 
 
    Yeah, his cock was big enough for normal use, but, no, I had gotten used to his fist, and I wasn’t about to go back. 
 
    And, Man, was I getting horny. I was a girl who liked to use her pussy, I wanted hard, stiff objects in my vagina, I like men. But there was something totally intoxicating about see him standing there, his heavy boobs on display, his dress jutting out, his cleavage looking as deep as the ocean. 
 
    Oh, man. This was getting to be too much. A man I didn’t want, in that way, but loved dearly, and a woman’s body that totally turned me on, though I didn’t want women. 
 
    I felt like something truly had to give way. 
 
    And, of course, it did. Sort of caught me by surprise, but… 
 
      
 
    “Party tonight,” I announced. 
 
    Jeff looked up from the funny papers. He was lounging like a harem girl, his big boobs taking a break from his bra. He was on his back, reclining, and wearing just a lavender negligee. 
 
    Lavender, hmm. He was trying out different colors, and lavender didn’t really work for him. Green was good, looked good with his long, brunette waves, and Blue. But lavender and pink, normally girly colors, didn’t work. 
 
    “What party?” He looked at me cautiously. 
 
    I walked over to him, I was naked, natch, and threw a leg over him. I could feel his penis sticking up along my spine. It immediately started throbbing. 
 
    “The party where we invite all our friends and have hamburgers and drink a lot.” 
 
    “And everybody stares at my tits.” 
 
    I reached down and palmed his nipples. I rubbed them, and his cock bonged against my back a little bit, and he groaned. 
 
    “Don’t do that unless you’re going to fuck me. I am really quite desperate.” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissing him. It was a good, moist kiss, and his dick got even harder. 
 
    “It’s going to be a fun party.” 
 
    The look on his face…I could see his reticence. 
 
    “We haven’t had a party for a long time,” I said. 
 
    “I haven’t felt like it. I don’t feel like it.” 
 
    “Because you’re embarrassed at having a girly body, and I’ve had just about enough of that.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “When we started this I had a hubby who went out and did things. Now I’ve got one that stays home and wishes he could use his cock.” 
 
    His cock was leaking pre-cum right now. It leaked a lot, especially when I got up close and personal. 
 
    “Well, I like being like this.” 
 
    “Tough. That changes tonight.” 
 
    He knew I was right, and he sighed.  
 
    We had talked to a few friends, and a couple of distant acquaintances had actually come over and been properly weirded out by his new chest. But we expected that, and people tended to get over their weird eventually. But we weren’t even starting the eventually. 
 
    “What if I said no?” 
 
    “Then you say no. And I will be terribly disappointed. I might even want you to get rid of those big boobs so we could start having a social life again.” 
 
    Bullshit. I loved his boobs. He was going to have them the rest of his life, and I was going to continue to be turned on and enjoy sex the way I liked it. 
 
    He sat and thought, and that was difficult, because his cock was dancing up against my butt. 
 
    I reached behind him and grabbed it and held it firmly. 
 
    He gasped. He hadn’t had sex for months. And he was built for sex. He had the boobs, he had the cock, and it was excruciating for him to get me off, to see me lose my mind under his fist, and not get any himself. 
 
    “You wouldn’t mind getting me off, would you?” He blurted that statement, and I know he wasn’t thinking about what we were talking about. He was just thinking about his cock. But…I caught it. And I jumped on it. 
 
    “After the party.” 
 
    His eyes glittered. His cock was pulsing in my hand like a wild animal trying to escape. 
 
    “After the party I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    But I didn’t want his dick! 
 
    But I wanted him to come out in the open, to show himself. 
 
    “After the party,” he whispered, and I could see his thoughts. Him, in a dress, meeting people, putting up with the stares, the embarrassment, the looks. 
 
    Men wanting to feel his tits. 
 
    Heck, women wanting to feel his tits. 
 
    But I didn’t want to, even though I had encouraged the idea. But…what to do…what to do. 
 
      
 
    He began getting ready at four in the afternoon. The party wasn’t until six, but he needed the time. He had grown into quite the vanity diva, and he loved to just sit in front of the mirror and change his persona.  
 
    Well, I understood that. What I didn’t understand was how much booze he was imbibing. 
 
    Later, I would realize just how much he feared being ‘outed,’ but then, I just didn’t take note of the trips to the kitchen, the constant refilling of the glass. The sinking level in the bourbon bottle. 
 
    By six o’clock he was beautiful, and half smashed. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I went to get the doorbell while he put his finishing touches on. 
 
    “Hey! Gloria! Johnny!” We hugged and air kissed and I escorted them out to the patio, and that’s when I realized Jeff had drunk near half a bottle of bourbon. All by himself. The liquor was out on a table and his bottle was half gone. 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    My head suddenly started to heat up. He was drunk. And I hadn’t even known it. 
 
    I excused myself and turned to walk into the house. I intended to have a word with  Jeff, and maybe even bar him from the party. Lock in the bedroom. Handcuff him to the bed. 
 
    And then, of course, when the party was over I would come back and tell I wasn’t going to give him sex until he was so old he had Erectile Dysfunction. I didn’t have a chance! 
 
    “Hey, sweet people?” 
 
    He staggered out through the double doors and onto the patio. He was dressed knock out. His hair was long and wavy, shiny and lustrous. His boobs were big, and he was wearing a half bra, his excited nipples could be seen through the thin material of his low cut dress. His make up was on and perfect. 
 
    The only problem was he was drunk, and his fears were on display. By that I mean he was walking and talking in a forced and affected manner. 
 
    He didn’t just place his feet on a line, his feet crossed the line and his ass waggled back and forth like a duck’s. This made his tits actually sway back and forth in a ludicrous manner. 
 
    Gloria and Johnny stood in shock. They had made drinks and Johnny actually lost control, tilted his glass so that the liquid splashed on the patio. He started, saw what he was doing and corrected it, and stared at Jeff. 
 
    Gloria stared, put her glass on the brick ledge of the fire pit and murmured. “Well, well.” And she had a look in her eyes. She turned to me. 
 
    “We, uh, have an announcement to make,” I fumbled the words out. 
 
    “I would guess.” 
 
    Then she did the most unexpected thing. She walked over to Jeff, gave him a hug, air kissed his cheek, and smiled. “I always thought you were a bit soft. Maybe a little pink on the inside.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m pink,” Jeff slurred, and then he started crying. 
 
    Crap. I should have seen this. It was too much for Jeff, being outed to a whole group. He couldn’t deal with it. 
 
    But Gloria took his hand and led him over to the table with the drinks on it. 
 
    Johnny stepped back and gawked. 
 
    “Out of the way, slut,” Gloria said to Johnny. Then, to Jeff, “Let’s get you a Coke. It looks like you may have imbibed a bit too much.” 
 
    “A Coke?” Jeff asked, through his running mascara and sniffling. 
 
    “Darla, go get something to clean him up. More people are going to be arriving and we need to make him presentable. Or should I say her?” 
 
    “I…I’m not a her.” 
 
    “Okay.” She poured a Coke into a glass of ice.  
 
    “I’m a guy who likes looking like a women. Women are going to rule the world and I want to be ready.” 
 
    His blathering wasn’t all that intelligent, but she figured it out. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Gloria looked at me. “I’ll take her back and clean her up. You can get the door. 
 
    We went into the house and I waited for Gloria to take him into the back. I was glad she was there because I was sort of overwhelmed, a bit flabbergasted. 
 
    It was Mark and Samantha, and I got them out to the patio, and put drinks in their hands, and then ran for the bedroom. 
 
    Gloria was working on his face and had him almost totally repaired. 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” I said. 
 
    “Not to worry, girlfriend. Did you know that Johnny cross dresses?” 
 
    “He does?” 
 
    “Absolutely. In fact, in our little group of friends more men have put on the dresses and make up than haven’t.” 
 
    “No! You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Nope,” she stood Jeff up and inspected him, then she turned to me. “You just don’t know about it because we didn’t think Jeff was swishy.” 
 
    “Swishy.” 
 
    “A bad word, I know, but that’s how we refer to our husbands, our little group does. Now, listen, you tell Jeff it’s going to be all right, and I’ll go talk to the others. Come out in two minutes.” 
 
    I nodded, and she headed for the patio. 
 
    Jeff stood there with his head hanging. “I messed up, didn’t I?” He was still drunk, but the last few minutes had sobered him a bit. 
 
    “Nope,” I said. 
 
    “No, I did and—“ 
 
    I put a finger over his lipsticked mouth. “Now, listen. You heard what Gloria said. So you’re going to relax. Maybe even have another drink…if you can drink it slowly. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    A couple of minutes passed, and I had him fairly calm, then we walked down the hallway. For Jeff it was like the walk of shame. 
 
    We had no sooner stepped onto the patio than Johnny was there and shaking Jeff’s hand. “I cross dress Jeff. But I don’t look as good as you. I wish I had some big , natural boobs.” 
 
    “You…you do?” That sort of dazed Jeff. 
 
    And a split second later Mark stepped up. “You look good, bro. Or do you want me to call you sis? We should have a cross dressing party at the first opportunity.” 
 
    “A…oh…” and, a hesitant, “Thank you.” 
 
    More people had arrived, and Jimmy and Marsha came forth. Marsha hugged Jeff, and Jimmy eyed his boobs. “Wow,” he said. “I need some of those.” 
 
    And the party started to pick up, and it became wildly successful. Jeff became the center of admiration, everybody asked him about his boobs, and they wanted to feel them, and, hesitant, but a nod from me made it all right, he let them. 
 
    Our friends were kind, considerate, and compassionate for what Jeff was going through. Hand after hand felt his tits, admired the way the nipples poked through the material, then we all started talking fashion and stuff. 
 
    A girl should wear this, a guy should wear that. The best way for a guy to wear long hair when not dressed up. How to go back and forth from male to female in your walk, and how to make sure you didn’t walk the wrong way at the wrong time. Earrings guys should wear when not dressed. And on and on and on. 
 
    And, my favorite topic came up. Piercings. A couple of the gals had piercings, and they flopped their boobs out and compared them. And Jeff got a hungry look on his face. And I got a horny one on mine. 
 
    I could just see Jeff with some barbells through his nips. Or maybe nipple shields, like the Janet Jackson thing. Oh, God, just thinking about it made my legs weak, 
 
    But, first, we were going to have to do some suction cups, see if we could make them bigger, then…oh, crap. I was so wet I was about to start squirting pussy juice! 
 
    And, finally, some hours later, the party ended. 
 
    With a promise to have a ‘coming out’ party for all the guys the next week. 
 
    Jeff and I stood at the front door and waved good bye, and then closed it. And stared at the mess. 
 
    Ah, the downside of parties, cleaning up after them. 
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t have to. 
 
    Jeff was standing there, a smile on his face, and I took one look and grinned. “Okay, woman,” I said. “Clean up this mess.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s what women do. They clean up the mess after the men.” 
 
    “Oh,” but his mind was figuring it out. 
 
    “So, I want every dish and glass in the dishwasher. I want the counters cleaned. Cans in the trash and the trash taken out. So,” I slapped his ass, “Get to it….woman!” 
 
    Still, he stood there. Yeah, he liked being a woman, the dress up part, but he had to learn. So I said, “If you want to get lucky.” 
 
    “Oh,” and his eyes lit up. 
 
    I sauntered back to the bedroom while he cleaned the house. It was mess, but I didn’t have much time. He was in a hurry. 
 
    I took off my dress, put on my special underwear, a pair of Jeff’s slacks, and a shirt and jacket. I bound my breasts and they looked relatively flat under the shirt. I looked at a pair of his shoes, then discarded them for a pair of heels. The longer pants hid them. 
 
    I took off my make up, combed my hair back and actually thought about chopping it off. But I couldn’t. Takes too long to grow the stuff. 
 
    I finally just put it in a bun and looked in the mirror. 
 
    I was a man, except for my finger nails. So I took my fingernails off. Made me sad, because I had just put them on for the party, but… 
 
    I heard the dishwasher start up just as I finished. I sat down in the club chair, crossed my legs at the ankles, manstyle, and waited. 
 
    I heard Jeff’s heels clicking in the hallway. Click, click, click. Sexy. Sitting like a man, trying to mock up what a man feels like, I realized what a turn on the click clicking was. 
 
    Jeff entered the room, and stopped. He stared at me. 
 
    I stood up and walked towards him. I tried to make it look like was clumping in my heels, like a man walks. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Take off your heels.” 
 
    He did, and he stood there in stockings, and he was two inches shorter than me. 
 
    I grabbed him, roughly, like a man, and bent him back and kissed him. Hard. 
 
    His eyes were open, and I took my mouth off his and whispered, close your eyes, stupid.” 
 
    He did, and I kissed him again, and he started to feel it then. He began to kiss back, like a woman. Soft and tender, searching, inquiring, wanting to submit. 
 
    I stepped back and he went, “Woo!” 
 
    “Honey, I had a long talk with Gloria, and she explained the facts of life.” 
 
    “The facts of life?” He looked a little dazed. 
 
    “The facts of life about sex with a woman. She told me that the man is supposed to put the dick in the woman. Is that all right with you?” 
 
    Now he was confused. He got the man and the woman thing, but…I had no penis. 
 
    So I unbuckled my belt, lowered my pants, and then my boxers. 
 
    My special underwear, a strap on with a dick in it, stood out. 
 
    He gasped and stared at it. I had chosen a big one. No penis envy for me. I placed my hands on his shoulders and pressed down lightly. “I think you know what you need to do.” 
 
    He began to bend at the knee, his hands were on my sides for balance, and he lowered them to my hips. He was looking up at me, a strange look in his eyes, then he was on a level with my big cock. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Do it right and Daddy will give you a big surprise.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and I pushed the cock in. He gagged, and I quickly pulled back. He gave a sort of nod, his eyes still looking up at me, then he began. He sucked on that thing, and grew more suckful as the seconds passed. Soon he was bobbing his head back and forth like a pro, and I felt so damned hot, so in control, and I wished I had a real dick to squirt into his mouth. 
 
    Finally, I lifted him up and pushed him towards the bed. “Get on your hands and knees. Show me that ass. I want to fuck you like a dog, like the bitch you are.” 
 
    “I don’t…I—“ 
 
    I slapped him in the face lightly. I grabbed his long hair and pulled him to me. 
 
    “You want to know wha a woman feels, this is it. If you don’t do this, then you’ll never really know. Will you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Now get up on the bed and let’s do it.” 
 
    There was a frightened look on his face, and yet, it was anticipatory, too. And his cock had broken the string that had tied it back. It was sticking out and it was obvious that he wanted this. 
 
    I turned him around, pushed him, and he mounted the bed. 
 
    I grabbed a large tub of lube and greased him up. I pushed the stuff right into his hole and really slathered it into his crack. 
 
    He moaned when my fingers went into him, and he pushed back on them. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered. “You are hot to trot, eh?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, he just knelt on all fours on the mattress and shivered. 
 
    All the lube, and my cock went in easy, just like his hole was built for a dick. 
 
    He gasped, and lurched forward, but he didn’t try to get away I wouldn’t have let him, anyway. I had a firm grip on his dress. 
 
    I let go of the dress and grabbed his hips and began to work him. The big, long pecker slid in and out smoothly, and I knew he could feel the fake veins raised on the sides. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Give it up. You know this is what you wanted.” 
 
    He was gulping and gasping, and he started pushing back against my cock, and groaning when I pulled it out. 
 
    I reached up and grabbed his long hair. I used it like a leash and controlled the fucking. 
 
    In and out, corkscrewing, and, finally, I pushed him forward. He collapsed, his arms unable to hold himself up, and his ass was pooched up, I had placed a pillow under him, and I drove down…right into his prostate. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    I pressed hard, felt the tip of my plastic peter pressing on the little walnut of the prostate. It was so small, but easy to feel, and I pressed, and his semen started to rise. 
 
    “I’m going to pee!” he said. 
 
    “So pee.” 
 
    He did, but it wasn’t pee. It was semen pressed out by my pushing on the prostate.  
 
    For a long minute he groaned and moaned as I emptied him. then he sagged, and I knew it was over. 
 
    I pulled out of him, turned him over, and looked down on him with an amused expression. 
 
    “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered. His face was red, but he was happy. 
 
    I scooped a bit of his gism off the bed and held it to his mouth. “Eat.” 
 
    He was hesitant, but I was forceful, and I stuck my cum drenched fingers into his mouth. He watched me as he sucked on my fingers. 
 
    When my hand was clean I reached down and grabbed his dick. It was amazingly hard. 
 
    “It’s still hard!” he marveled. 
 
    “Of course it is. I emptied your balls, I didn’t let you have an orgasm. Your mind still wants an orgasm.” 
 
    “So what are we going to do?” 
 
    For answer I sat on him. His penis slithered right up my hole. It wasn’t big, like his fist. It wasn’t even satisfying. But I wasn’t interested in satisfying him. I was interested in making him feel like a woman, and in an odd way this was going to do it. 
 
    I ground down, and soon he was pushing back, and fucking, and fucking, and getting desperate. He flipped me over and I let him. I watched, and enjoyed as he frantically tried to cum. 
 
    But he couldn't. He was empty. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He gasped, his face red with exertion, his cock pounding but not igniting. 
 
    “You’re empty. You’ve been drained.” 
 
    “But…why…” 
 
    “Isn’t this hot?” I pushed on him and managed to get back on top. Once a month you can fist me, and I’ll get the orgasm I deserve. Then I’ll fuck you and drain you, and then you can fuck me but not be able to cum. And you’re going to get nothing but hornier and hornier. 
 
    “But don’t I get an orgasm?” 
 
    “Why would I let you orgasm? I want you always horny. I want you waiting on me, hand and foot, and desperate to cum.” 
 
    “But…but…but…” 
 
    “That’s right, baby. It’s your butt. And I’m going to use the hell out of it.” 
 
    Then I began to cum. Not from any stimulation, but from the idea of having a man under me, under my control, desperate to please me. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Vampire Feminized Me! 
 
    She turned me into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Of all the gin joints in all the towns in all the world, why did I walk into hers? 
 
    That is the question that haunts me. 
 
    Was it fate? Some unorthodox version of serendipity? Did God hate me?  Or was it some deep rooted desire in my soul that drove me through that door with the big brass handle, and into the dark gloom that was her kingdom? 
 
    I looked around, blinking and letting my eyes adjust to the lack of lighting. 
 
    I know why bars have bad lighting: it’s so you won’t see how ugly the girl you pick up is. And that means it’s a plot by all the ugly girls in the world. 
 
    Which is why I was so shocked by the woman sitting next to the piano. 
 
    She was lush, a pale, oval face with red lips, long dark hair that would put a raven’s wing to shame. 
 
    Her body was not just killer, it was serial killer. Every time I looked at that svelte waist, the deep and intense cleavage, the hips that were smooth and undulating, she stabbed me again. A short, straight thrust to the heart, the skipped beats, the rush of blood so intense I became dizzy. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I put my order in at the bar. The barkeep, a skinny, bald guy wearing last week’s apron, placed a glass down, poured bourbon and shot Coke into it in equal parts. There was no way the ice could hide. 
 
    I requested a tab, he nodded, and I sauntered over to the piano player, who I didn’t care about, and the woman, who was slaying my heart into little pieces and throwing them to the wind. 
 
    She was winsome in a desultory manner. She was like a wind blowing through a cavern on a desolate night. She ignored me when I sat down next to her. 
 
    “Polonaise. Chopin.” 
 
    The pianist groaned. “Please…stop.” 
 
    “And don’t make it happy.” 
 
    The pianist was a sober fellow with the longest fingers I had ever seen. They were so long I wondered if I could tie them in knots, but when he started to play, there were no knots. There was just ten digits in symphony. 
 
    The choice of music, however, was…lacking. 
 
    I don’t know which of Chopin’s polonaise’s it was, but it was a dirge, a tromp tromp that led the the guiollotine, the headman’s ax, and other ways of divesting yourself of your cranium. 
 
    I sat and listened for a minute, and sipped. 
 
    The pianist was sobbing, large tears just trickled down his cheeks, and the woman smiled, and at one point reached out and caught a tear with a pale but red tipped digit. She brought it to her lips, tasted the tear drop with a long tongue. 
 
    “Please,” sobbed the pianist. 
 
    She turned to me, “Want a taste?” 
 
    “I think not.” 
 
    She smirked. “He sees the mountain but he won’t climb.” 
 
    “Pain and suffering is not my preference.” 
 
    She gave a grunt of a laugh and turned to the pianist. “What do you think, Jimmy? Is he food? Or should I make him a feeder? 
 
    Jimmy’s shoulders shook as he filled the bar with exquisite sadness. 
 
    “Do you know ‘Billy Bailey?’” I asked. 
 
    Jimmy nodded, but his fingers kept twisting despair out of the ivories. 
 
    She turned to me, and now she fixated on me. “You come into my place of business and defy me? Do you know how lucky you are to have found me?” She turned to Jimmy. “He is a gutsy one, eh?” Then, back to me: “Perhaps I should wear his testicles for earrings. Yes?” 
 
    That was the moment I wanted to leave. That was the shiver that went down my spine and shook my coccyx.  
 
    I couldn’t, of course.  
 
    That which had lured me through the door, compelled me to a drink, sat me down in this very spot…wouldn’t let me. 
 
    She knew it, of course. She touched my cheek, and I felt the coolness of her touch…that caused a fever in my bones. And in my bone. Boner. Fuck! What was this woman doing? 
 
    “Aw! Poor boy. He wants to leave. Well, go ahead.” She was laughing at me, loving my conflicting desire to run away…and yet to stay. 
 
    She turned to the barkeep and waved. He simply nodded. A moment later I had a fresh drink in front of me. Bourbon and Coke. With good bourbon. I looked over at the bar in surprise, but the woman reached up and touched my face again. She guiding my cheek and aimed my face at her. “My friends drink the good stuff.” 
 
    “I’m not…I’m not…” I stopped talking. 
 
    She smiled yet again, this time a sad smile. “What is your name, sugar?” 
 
    “Norman Stallings.” 
 
    “Norman. I am busy right now. But you go sit in that booth there,” she nodded towards a far corner, and I will send someone to you. And, eventually, I will have time for you. 
 
    I wanted to say something, but when I opened my mouth nothing came out. 
 
    “Go, now.” 
 
    So I went.  
 
    I don’t remember walking so much as floating, my feet moving but not feeling them, and then I was at the booth. 
 
    The woman sat at the piano, and her ‘busy right now’ was squeezing pain out of the pianist. 
 
    He languished in Beethoven, and sank into Strauss. His chords were deviations of anguish, and his runs were striplings of sobs. And the bartender kept bringing me drink after drink. 
 
    A young woman sat down next to me. She was beautiful, but I had not noticed her; I didn’t know from which darkened area of the tavern she had seeped out from. But she slid in next to me, and I did notice how large her breasts were, and how sad her face. 
 
    Mozart was murdered on the piano, and I felt myself gulping for this ancient tragedy. “Why is she doing this?” i asked of no one. 
 
    The girl answered me: “She feeds on pain and suffering. I kow you can’t leave, so you must learnt o enjoy the pain and suffering.” 
 
    “Enjoy it?” I managed to turn my head and see my companion. 
 
    Red lips. Blue eyes. Eyes as if shadowed with black, but there was no eye shadow on her lids. 
 
    “Enjoy it and you can stay. Don’t…and you will be fed upon, devoured, and cast aside. Your life will then be an epic of suffering and pain that she will feed on like a spider, but from a web far flung. Believe me, you want to enjoy…that you may always stay in her presence.” 
 
    I turned back to the pianist. Rachmaninov, a wracking, hiccuping deviation that broke the keys of the piano and the cockles of your heart. 
 
    Oddly, patrons came and went. They would stay for an hour or two, drink and be melancholy, and then leave. They were not compelled to stay, and the woman at the piano ignored them. 
 
    And she ignored me…with her full attention. 
 
    I asked the woman next to me, “What is her name?” 
 
    “Midnight. Despair. Venereal disease. She goes by many names, and all of them are yours. Call her what you wish.” 
 
    The woman at the piano glanced over at us with a thin but happy smile. 
 
    The hours grew long, the customers dried up, the barman began turning over chairs onto table tops. The girl I was with left…and started vacuuming. 
 
    The pianist collapsed on the keys. A sudden crescendo of terror and sadness, and he just lay there. 
 
    The woman stood up and moved around the piano. She sat next to him and clutched him to her bosom. 
 
    The bartender locked the front doors. The woman next to me stood up and shivered, and I noticed that there were other people in the room. A dozen men and women, dressed in finery, melancholic in their mien, lazy but intent as they stood in various places. All standing, facing different directions. Waiting…waiting. 
 
    Jimmy, the pianist, was sobbing into the woman’s bosom. He held to her waist, and she smoothed his hair and murmured to him. Murmured softly, so no one could hear except him. 
 
    He nodded, and cried, and she held his head, and then, she lifted his face and kissed him. I soft, gentle kiss, a pat on the lips, but he acted as if she had sledge hammered him. He jerked back and wailed, and I had never heard such misery in a human voice. 
 
    She stood up and pushed him back. He fell, taking the piano bench with him, and as if that was a signal every one in the bar turned to the hapless pianist. 
 
    The woman turned and looked towards me, in the gloom her eyes were pitch black in her pale face. 
 
    She walked towards me, and as she left the pianist the men and woman in the bar moved towards the man. 
 
    “No!” He begged. “Please…not again.” 
 
    Then they were a group huddling over him, and it was as if I could hear screams in my mind. Drawn out wails of terror that were silent in the real world, but terrifying in the nether world. The world that I could now perceive in my mind. 
 
    Yet I ignored the pain of my fellow man and stared as the woman walked towards me. 
 
    She sat down in the place vacated by the…the lesser woman. She leaned back and placed an arm around my shoulders. 
 
    “Are you drunk?” 
 
    “On you,” I answered truthfully. 
 
    “Good. What shall I do with you?” 
 
    Then commenced a riot of mental images in my mind. Women selling themselves on the street. Men bending over. Being chained to a rack and a thousand razor cuts ran the length of my body. Being happy for it all. 
 
    She smiled. “Yes. you are lucky you found me. Else you would have lived a life denied, a life empty, a wasteland of a life in which you wandered from spurious existence to whimsical experience, and never satisfied. Never.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘what am I?’” 
 
    I was silent, confused that my question could be misconstrued. 
 
    She frowned. Then she smiled. She reached up and grabbed the hair at the back of my head. She twisted my head, turned it and brought it to her mouth. 
 
    She kissed me, and it felt like my lips were being pulled off my face, scorched and burned, nothing left but the rot. 
 
    I came to and realized she had stopped kissing me, had pushed my head away. 
 
    She contemplated me. Again, she frowned. “You ask of me the most difficult, you ask of the thing that I can’t deny. Are you crueler than me?” 
 
    “I’m not mean at all.” 
 
    She laughed then, a hardy laugh, and she slapped me lightly and she blurted, “Liar!” 
 
    By the piano the pianist had stopped screaming silently in my mind and was moaning. The people had moved back slightly and were stroking him. I realized they were divesting him of clothes, but not by ripping them off, but by stroking them off. A button here, a zipper there, and his clothes were smoothed off him. His pants were halfway down his legs, and the men and women stroking him such sinuous manner were smiling…cruelly. And anticipating. 
 
    “Would you like to be like Jimmy?” 
 
    I looked at her. “When he found me he couldn’t play a note, but the secrets of his soul were plain to see, so I taught him.” 
 
    “You taught him to kill and maim Bach and Tchaikovsky?” 
 
    “I put them in his mind and let him do the rest.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She touched my mouth with one finger, shut me right up. “He despises himself even as he evolves. Would you be like him? Instead of…instead of…” she said nothing, just looked at me, and I wondered what terrible thing was lurking in my soul…what had she seen in me that… 
 
    “I could even make you like me. You could have a legion of slaves to feed you love and power. You could feed off the most powerful, screw the most beautiful. You are that cruel. In your heart of hearts, you are a filth unleashed. Would you like me to make you like me?” 
 
    I found myself shaking my head. I didn’t even know what she was talking about, but I knew…I knew I didn’t want to play the piano until I cried, or enslave a legion of pathetic parasites. 
 
    She frowned, and she leaned forward, she whispered onto my face: “You take from me, who is the taker, and yet…now it is me who is compelled. Please, choose another avenue to walk down. Another path upon which to tread your silent feet. Anything…but don’t make me do that!” 
 
    “I…don’t understand. I…love you.” 
 
    And she touched my face again, stroked my cheek, and she said, “Ah, you are so cruel, yet…I will do it. Take from me, you bastard, and the hell with you.” 
 
    She lowered her hand to my crotch, she touched my iron hard penis. She squeezed it, and I almost fainted from the pain…and the pleasure. 
 
    “Exquisite, is it not? But the anticipation of the Little Death is worse than the death itself. But you will find this out.” 
 
    She slid my zipper down and my cock burst out. 
 
    The men and the women by the piano had the pianist naked now, and they kissed his body. They held him and they loved him with their lips. his clothes were scattered and his flesh was razed. He groaned and writhed in their grasp, and their sharp teeth nipped him, drew little dots of blood, and they nibbled on him precious fluid, 
 
    I saw him as if in a dream, rising up and beseeching me with wide spread arms, those longer fingers extended. Help me! Give me my soul back! End this beautiful pain! 
 
    Then the woman’s head was in my lap, and her full, red lips abused my cock. Sucked it harder than was pleasurable, and therefore gave it more than pleasure. She squeezed my testicles so hard I thought they would wither and turn to dust, yet the dust rejoiced. She penetrated my anus, reached up under me, a feat of strength in itself, and stroked my prostate with a long, slender digit. And my asshole sang hosannas. 
 
    But…hosannas to….who? 
 
    I felt my sperm surging. I felt my cock pulsing in the ring of her lips. I felt the throb of sexual desire pushing my semen outward, up the shaft. 
 
    A nip of pain, but pain so beautiful I thought I would die and go to heaven. 
 
    The men and women surrounding the motionless piano player had stopped feeding off him. He moaned, writhed, then sat up. A thousand little nibbles of blood upon his pasty flesh, and he stared at me. 
 
    They all stared at me. Dark eyes, glittering, black eyes. Eager eyes. 
 
    I felt myself cumming. I felt my energy explode into a white nova, and I had the feeling, the mental image, that all were drinking of that essence. 
 
    Of all of that essence, and leaving nothing for me. 
 
    I was being emptied, drained, but not just of semen, and not even of blood. I was being…twisted. I was being corkscrewed through some wonderland of the woman’s soul. I was being turned upside down and inside out and all that was left…all that was…I began to scream. Not in the physical world, but in the netherworld. And the patrons of the bar bathed in my scorched essence like they were sunbathing. 
 
    Then the woman raised her head. She smiled, and she said, “You asked for it.” 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next morning, and I felt as if my bones were made of sully putty. I felt as if my whole body had been put through a grinder and nothing was left. 
 
    I tried to get up…and fell out of bed. Onto my face. 
 
    I lay there, wondering, remembering. 
 
    But past my orgasm, I didn’t remember anything. It was just blank. I didn’t remember anything more about the woman, or the men and women with her. 
 
    I didn’t remember what happened to the bartender! Had he died? Had he been devoured? 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    I groaned and managed to roll over. I lay on the floor, facing the ceiling. I could feel my heart beat, but it was so slow and uninspired. 
 
    In that moment I could have died. I could have just laid there, ignored the knocks on my door, the rings on my cell. I could have just laid there and ignored the need for sustenance. It would have taken a couple of weeks, but I could have just…waned away. Died. 
 
    But, in that moment of facing my own demise, I realized that I wanted to live. In spite of all pain, in spite even of the memory of the pain of the night before…I wanted to live. 
 
    They say that without tears to hollow the heart there is not room for joy. In that moment I realized that I had had all the joy I could stand, and I needed to hollow my heart. 
 
    I needed to live so I could feel the true value of suffering. 
 
    I needed to. 
 
    An hour passed. the clock ticking. Sounds from outside the apartment penetrating through to me. My heart very slowly speeding up. Listening to the pulse of blood through my veins. 
 
    I rolled over. I felt I was a building trying to roll. A very small building, but with all the requisite corners on my flesh. 
 
    An hour passed, and I put my hands under my body. Once upon a time I had been able to do a push up. Once. Now, however…I struggled, got to my elbows, wormed my knees up. On all fours, breathing harder. 
 
    I pushed up and grabbed the bed with my hands. I held on as the world tossed and turned and tried to throw me back down. Eventually the world stabilized enough that I could stand up. 
 
    Standing upright was the most difficult thing I had ever done in my life. It was brutal, soul sapping, and yet…I had to do it. 
 
    As I had been compelled into the bar last night. (Was it truly only last night? Or was it some nether year?) 
 
    I staggered across the bedroom, out into the living room, and that was as far as I could go. I collapsed on a couch. 
 
    I sat, and the light was coming in through the sides of the closed drapes. Yes, it was daytime. 
 
    An hour passed, and I struggled to my feet again. I wobbled into the kitchen. I braced myself on the counter and stood with my head down, my back slumped, like an ox that had been brained with a two by four. 
 
    Then I chuckled. The first sound I had made past a groan. I was alive. I could do this. 
 
    I turned, got ready, and shoved myself towards the refrigerator. I was going to live. I had to live. 
 
    An hour later, with a piece of toast in me, and a couple of glugs of orange juice, I made it to the bathroom, and there I learned why I was struggling so, what drove me. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror, and my eyes opened, and my blood started to pump. 
 
    I had little nips all over my body. Some of them had tiny bruises around them. Little cuts, on my arms and legs, on my torso, and…my penis. 
 
    My penis is eight inches. A pretty heathy eight inches, and it is about four inches flaccid. 
 
    Now it was flaccid, but…smaller. It had only one cut on it. I reached down and felt my penis, and felt the little scab of skin under the head. I turned my penis over. A little cut, a nibble, a bite…right on the sensitive skin under the head. 
 
    I grew faint. 
 
    The thousand bites on my white flesh. I could handle that. I would have nightmares, but I could handle it. But the one cut on my penis…that was too much. My knees began to give way and I grabbed the sink counter to hold myself up. That moment I felt like I wasn’t in my body. 
 
    I forced myself to buck up. I stood straight and examined my body again. Not just absorbing it, but studying it minutely. 
 
    I was pale. Pasty white. Like a polar bear. Which meant…they had drained blood from me. And not just a nip, like the woman had done, but a thousand nips, and a thousand drops.  
 
    Yet, I knew intuitively, I remembered something from the night before: You’re new, so we’ll only take blood from the surface. 
 
    And I shuddered at the thought of what it must be like when they drank deep, sank their fangs into the muscle, the blood. vessels, my very organs. 
 
    The cuts all had tiny scabs, and I doubted if I would have scars. 
 
    But…my penis. One cut. One suck, and…it was reduced. It was smaller. Three inches instead of four. And what would that do to it hard? 
 
    Oh, shit! Mathematically, if I lost one inch while limp, i would lose two inches while hard. My eight inch best friend might only be…six inches! 
 
    Staring at myself in the mirror, aghast, that was when the other shoe dropped. 
 
    I was staring at myself, my mind trying to come to grips, and I noticed that the top edge fo the shower behind me was…higher. 
 
    Higher? That didn’t…that wasn’t… 
 
    I stood up straight. Yes, the shower was higher. 
 
    I stumbled out of the bathroom, my mind scattered, flabbergasted. 
 
    I stood against the door jamb in the living room and held a book against my head and the jamb. I made a mark with a pencil. I found my tape measure and pulled the tape out. 
 
    I was six feet tall yesterday. 180 pounds. 
 
    Now I was five foot eight, and I jumped on the scale…140 pounds. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    I was no loner moving like a cripple with broken legs. I ran into the bedroom and took out a pair of pants. I pulled them on and stared at the extra length. 
 
    I pulled them off and stared at the closet mirror, my chest heaving, and then I noticed that my chest was…bigger? Not bigger? What the hell? I stepped closer and looked at my chest. 
 
    The area around my pectorals was swollen. In fact, they were like little mounds. Not big enough to bounce or jiggle, but definitely…bigger. 
 
    I pulled on a shirt. It was wider in the shoulders, but…I filled it. 
 
    I had boobs! Little girl boobs, it was true, but…boobs! 
 
    I touched the nipples which were swollen, and I felt an almost electrical shock run through me. I found myself stumbling back against the bed. I sat down and shuddered. 
 
    I was shorter. My dick was shorter. I had the beginnings of breasts. And…I looked at the mirror. 
 
    Was my hair longer? 
 
    I wear it long anyway, but…was it? 
 
    Maybe. Maybe it was longer. 
 
    I grabbed a hair brush and pulled it out. It reached down to my neck, it seemed longer, but…but i didn’t…and I started turning the hairbrush as i pulled it through my hair. My hair started to wave, and I stopped. My face was softer. My hair was long. It was like I was losing the hard masculine features, the angles and the planes, and gaining fat and softer bone lines. 
 
    For a moment I suffered a panic attack. Then, the residual male in me, I stood up and went to the closet. In the back on the top shelf was a box, and…and…I couldn’t reach it. 
 
    Almost crying, I went out to the kitchen, grabbed a chair and brought it back. I put it in the closet and climbed up on it. I grabbed the box and brought it down. 
 
    I walked out to the kitchen and put the box down on the table. i opened it. Inside the green velvet was nestled a Glock G26 subcompact. 
 
    I had never believed in guns, but then seeing the riots, having the BLM riots happen right near me, seeing the criminals try to kill that Rittenhouse kid, seeing an actual federal election stolen…I decided it was time to get a gun. 
 
    Not a big gun. Just a small one for quick self defense. The Glock had a 3 1/2 inch barrel and fired ten shots. 9MM ammo, cheap and abundant. 
 
    And now I was finally going to use it. 
 
    I didn’t know what those people had done to me…well, I did know…they had bitten me a thousand bites and drank my blood, and i was shrinking. 
 
    I didn’t want to shrink. I wanted to be six foot tall and 180 finely honed pounds. I liked my eight inch swinging dick! So I was going to go back there and get my body back. Get my dick back. 
 
    I didn’t know how. But…I was going to do it. 
 
    I spent the morning cleaning the Glock and dry firing it. I wanted it in working order when I confronted those bastards. 
 
    I wanted it in my hand when I talked to the woman. 
 
    The woman. slender and beautiful, her lips had touched me through to the soul, she had changed me. But…but I wanted me to be me. The original me. 
 
    For lunch I had a TV dinner. I was too nervous to cook. 
 
    I had pretty much recovered from my weakness, and I felt strong, and my blood was pumping. 
 
    And I thought about how I was going to do this. 
 
    I wanted to make sure there were no innocent bystanders. I didn’t want to wait until the bar closed, so I should go in just as it opened. But when did it open? 
 
    I asked Siri for the number of the bar. She gave me a kayak shop. I asked again, and she asked me if I needed an ambulance. 
 
    Fucking Siri. 
 
    I googled the bar and got the address, which I already knew, and the hours. Didn’t even have to call. They opened at 3 o’clock. 
 
    So I would go to the bar, wait till it opened, then go in and demand that they tell me where the woman was. 
 
    Yeah, she might be there, but likely not. Likely she came in later at night, and she might not even come in this night. 
 
    But that’s okay. I would go to the bar and let the barkeep see my gun. If I needed to I could take it out, point it. 
 
    He would be scared, but he would know where she lived. She had to have a tab, an address for Uber, or just somebody knew. 
 
    So I would go in and close the door. Lock it. I would got to the barkeep and point the gun. 
 
    And if he wasn’t there…maybe the piano player would be there. Of course, the piano player would know where the woman was. 
 
    But, one way or another, he would find out, and he would go to her home. but he might not even have to. Maybe she would be there. 
 
    Sitting in the kitchen chair, examining my Glock, i thought about what I would say. 
 
    ‘What did you do to me? Why am I shrinking?’ 
 
    But what if she denied it? Said she didn’t know anything about it? 
 
    But she had to. 
 
    I sighed, and looked at the clock. 
 
    2:30. Time to go. 
 
    I made sure the Glock was loaded, put the pistol in a side pocket, and headed out the door. 
 
    Lady, I’m coming for you.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I parked on the street and studied the bar. It was just a small square of brick and board with a neon sign outside. 
 
    The name was ‘The Grasshopper,’ but the first two letters had gone out, probably the resutl of stones thrown by laughing boys, and the result was ‘The asshopper.’ 
 
    Well, I was about to hop its ass. 
 
    Three o’clock was a dull time of the day down here, or any time. There were railroad tracks running behind it, and the bar was probably originally built to accommodate railroad men. But the stop had been canceled, the warehouses had gone bust, and the result was a small neighborhood bar that limped along. Heck, one rent increase and it would probably go broke. 
 
    I waited. It was three o’clock on my cell, but ‘The asshopper’ didn’t seem to worry about opening on time. Not that there was a horde of hard drinking men pounding on the doors. 
 
    At three thirty the doors opened and the bartender came out with a small trash can. He deposited the contents of the small can in a larger can, then went back inside. He left the door open. 
 
    Okay. 
 
    I checked my gun a final time, locked the car, and crossed the street. 
 
    I walked into the bar and my senses were quite hyper. And my chest itched. Goddamn boob mounds on my chest. It was the nipples. I managed not to scratch myself, and walked up to the bar. 
 
    The barkeep was reading a newspaper. It was folded out on the bar and he was salting and eating a hard boiled egg. Next to the newspaper was a plate of bacon, and he would nibble on the bacon, wipe the grease off his hands to turn a page. 
 
    He looked up at me, “Hey,” he said. 
 
    I took a place about six feet down the bar from him. 
 
    He squinted, then remarked, “You were here last night.” 
 
    I prepared to pull out the gun and scream my demand, ‘Where’s the woman!’ 
 
    He beat me to it. “She’ll be here about six. Unless it’s daylight savings.” 
 
    Daylight…what? what did that have anything to do with anything?” 
 
    “You got a gun or a knife or anything?” 
 
    Now I was blinking. He was nonchalantly asking if I was armed. What do you say to that? 
 
    “Well, if you do, please don’t shoot me. I don’t want to end up like them. You look different.” 
 
    I was so hyper, my mind going so fast, that I actually overshot his comments, missed the bit about ending up like them. 
 
    “Different? How?” 
 
    “I don’t know, shorter or something. You want an egg? Some bacon?” 
 
    “I…no.” 
 
    “Okay. You want to sit in a booth it’s okay. Or you can sit here. Doesn’t matter much. You can have a drink if you want.” 
 
    I stood there, not knowing what to do. I had been reduced from a Billy the Kid barge in blasting vision of myself to…to standing line. Waiting. 
 
    “You don’t know where she lives?” But I was really asking to fill in space. 
 
    “Sure.”
“Where.”
“I cant’ tell you. And, please, don’t shoot me for that.” 
 
    I stood there a moment longer. Then stepped over and sat on a barstool. 
“You got any funny papers?” 
 
    He shoved a stack of papers at me. “You’ll have to hunt for the Sundays.” 
 
    I started to hunt. 
 
     
 
    Time passed, and sometimes I read a Larsen, or a Calvin and Hobbes, and wondered, in a vague sort of a manner, what I was doing here. 
 
    I had a gun in my pocket and the intention to kill. I had lived through a thousand cuts, and was starting to look like a girl. But what was I doing? 
 
    I remembered the night previous. I remembered the piano player and his mournful music. I remembered that I had woken up feeling like an eighteen wheeler had run over me, then backed up and taken a dump. 
 
    But what was I doing here? 
 
    “What am I doing here?” I pondered aloud at one point. 
 
    The barkeep, whose name was Tony, looked at me. “I don’t know. Probably want to kill her. Not that that would do any good. But most guys want to kill her.” 
 
    “Guys? Any girls?” 
 
    “Sure, but girls is different. Guys, they want to kill her her for doing what she done to them. Girls…they just want to know how she done what she done.” 
 
    He pushed a bowl of hard boiled eggs at me and i took one, salted it, and munched. 
 
    “You could always leave, you know?” 
 
    “I…yeah.” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “I know. I had the same choices, and she made me into a feeder. I can still stand the sun, and…and it’s worth it being around her.” 
 
    “A feeder?” 
 
    “Sure. They bite me, but they take it easy. Only do it every other day, don’t drain me, give me a chance to recover.” 
 
    “What happens if they take too much?” We were talking about blood, and we both knew it, but neither of us said the word. 
 
    “Then you become like them, you don’t like the sun, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    I blurted, “Are they…is she a vampire?” 
 
    “I guess. Seems like I been tending this bar forever, and maybe I have. But I’m alive, and there’s a lot that aren’t.” 
 
    “So…did you try to shoot her?” 
 
    “Nah. I just fell in love.” 
 
    “Hunh. Now that’s a comparison. You fell in love and didn’t shoot her. I’m planning on shooting her, does that mean I’m not in love?” 
 
    He stopped reading the papers and looked up at the ceiling and reflected. “Well, that’s a good question. I mean…I guess we’re all in love with her. Even the ones that come and go, that aren’t ready for what she does, who don’t see her. I mean, they come and they spend money, and that keeps the place gong, but…I’ll have to think about that.” 
 
    And so we sat, talking companionably, and I never tumbled to the insanity of talking about vampires as if they were a real thing. 
 
    I had been fed from, I had been controlled, and my body was…doing things. But…a vampire? Nah. Even as we talked about it. 
 
    She arrived a few minutes after six. The sun was going down, and dimly I realized that if the sun had gone down later she would have arrived later. 
 
    She breezed in, looking like a million, low cut dress, slinky walk, long black hair curled around her neck like a nest. 
 
    “Hey, Tony,” she greeted the bartender. She tossed a smile at me, and I caught it. And I could feel the small grip of the Glock in my pocket. 
 
    Then others started showing up. 
 
    Men, women, the woman who had sat with me the night before, the piano player. 
 
    The piano player, Jimmy, saw me and walked right up to me. “You should leave,” he whispered. 
 
    The woman was talking to the newcomers, and they were nodding and looking appropriately desperate. She glanced at Jimmy when he spoke to me. 
 
    He noticed, lowered his head and headed for the piano. 
 
    None of them asked for a drink. 
 
    Of course, why drink alcohol when there is something so much the richer. Right? 
 
    So I sat at the bar and watched the woman in the mirror. I saw how she whispered in ears, patted butts, kissed an occasional pair of lips. Just a touch. that I yearned for. 
 
    Finally, she went to the piano and placed herself where she had been the night before. She looked over at the piano player, and he hurried over and sat at the piano. 
 
    “Autumn leaves, but make it sad.” 
 
    His long fingers began to play the keys, and , man, it was sad. Forlorn. A dirge in a bottle. 
 
    Tony sidled up to me. “She’s busy right now, she’s imprinting on him. You could leave if you wanted.” 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    “You stay it’ll be too late.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything and he shrugged, then moved to gather up the newspapers and get the bar ready for the night.  
 
    Customers started arriving by 6:30, and I wondered if she had sent out some cosmic signals: don’t come until I’m ready for you. 
 
    And she was ready for me. She turned and crooked a finger. 
 
    Again, I had the feeling that I wasn’t walking so much as floating, and I floated up to the piano and sat next to her. 
 
    “Jimmy, Scott Joplin, and I want to cry.” 
 
    I had never heard Scott Joplin played like this. I had never heard those jingly chords transmuted into a death camp. I don’t know about the woman, but I sure wanted to cry. 
 
    She leaned against me then. Just leaned over, put her head against me, and used me like I was a chair back. 
 
    “Put your arm around me,” she whispered. 
 
    We sat there, entwined, and Scott Joplin spanked us mournfully. And she said, “Want to shoot me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered. 
 
    “Good,” she said. She turned her head and looked up at me. “You can’t hate somebody unless you love them first. How’s your dick?” 
 
    “It’s shrinking.” 
 
    She nodded. “Tomorrow it will be gone. The day after it will be a memory. Tonight you can drink, the day after you won’t be able to. Ever again.” 
 
    Tony placed. drink next to me. Bourbon and Coke. The good bourbon. 
 
    “Go on. Drink. Let yourself go. I love those last throes of death. Death is so much sweeter when it is alive. 
 
    I drank, and the bourbon and Coke was transmuted into something so heavenly I swooned. 
 
    She laughed, and caught me before I could fall. “Isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
    I nodded, and sipped more. 
 
    “Jimmy, Miles Davis, but make him sound like a mass murderer.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “You’re in a jazz mood tonight.” 
 
    “I always am when I get a new convert.” 
 
    “Is that what I am? A new convert?” 
 
    “Precisely,” she chuckled. 
 
    And so the night went, and I spent it at her side. Amazingly, I had enough spirit left to ask questions, and to wonder at my fate. And she enjoyed the way my frightened but entranced mind worked. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Death on the wind, but it’s a lively absconding of the spirit.” 
 
    “Where are you from?” 
 
    “The womb of the tombs.” 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Where you have always wanted in your heart of hearts…your hurt of hurts.” 
 
    And Jimmy played Coltrane, and shifted into Gershwin. Then he played something I had never heard, but which caused a physical pain my my slowly beating heart. 
 
    Two o’clock, and the doors were closed, the bolts thrown. 
 
    She stood up, took my hand, and led me through the massed pack of bodies as they fed on Jimmy. Crying Jimmy, and I suddenly understood where the pain in his music came from. 
 
    We went down the back hall, past the bathrooms where scuttling sounds and minor shrieks could be heard. Out the back door, and it was locked behind us. 
 
    A car slid out of the night, a limo, and it was as if it was condensed from the very pitch of no light, and a door opened. Nobody opened it, it just opened. 
 
    I looked at the driver’s window. Opaque. Tinted so black no one could see in or out. I wondered if he drove by television cameras. 
 
    She got into the back seat, and I saw her ass raised up as she crossed to the other side. She sat and faced me, standing outside the open door. 
 
    She smiled, parted those red lips to reveal here shiny, white teeth. She patted the seat with one hand and said, “Well?” 
 
    I climbed in and sat next to her. 
 
    The door shut. No one shut it, it just shut. 
 
    We were in a gloom. There was light, but no source. It was an ambience that glowed, a shadow that ensconced. 
 
    She put her arm around me and pulled me to her, made me lie up against her. 
 
    I lay there, feeling the cool of her. No warmth from that fine skin, just coolness, and a slow pulse that I had trouble finding. 
 
    The car moved, and I lay against her, and couldn't see the outer world. For all I knew we could be traveling through outer space. Or inside the veins of a dying animal. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To your death.” 
 
    I said nothing. I didn’t care, as long as I could be with her. 
 
    She reached into my pocket and took out the Glock. She held it up in the gloom by thumb and index finger, and she giggled. “It’s so cute. Would you like to shoot me?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I turned and buried my head in her boobs. 
 
    I don’t know what she did with the gun, but the hand she had held it with was suddenly holding my head. “It’s okay, my sweet. It’s okay.” 
 
    The car stopped, and the door opened. Nobody opened it, it just opened. We got out, and it closed. 
 
    We were standing on a driveway, and the drive was surrounded by sentinel bushes. there might not have been a world on the other side of those bushes. 
 
    On the other side of the car was mansion. Colonnaded. So tall that’s upper stories were hidden in the night. So wide that the far corners were hidden by shrub and bush. 
 
    There were windows, but only a translucent light shone from within. They were like the pale, opaque eyes of the blind. 
 
    The car left, drove away, disappeared into some tunnel, and without benefit of headlights nor tail lights.  
 
    She took my hand and led me up the shallow steps. As we reached the last step she let go of my hand, deposited her own hand behind my belt, into my pants, and gripped my manhood. 
 
    I was smaller. I would need a smaller hand than I had to masturbate. 
 
    I was shorter, just coming up to her own height. 
 
    And my chest was larger. Inside my shirt I felt confined, and i wanted freedom. I wanted my boobs to swing free. 
 
    Through the front door, and I felt the wind of wings, dark wings, no bigger than a bat’s, brush my face. 
 
    My penis was hard in her grip, but I felt like I was in danger of shrinking even more, of sliding out of her grasp altogether. 
 
    We crossed a large front room, and there were shapes in the gloom, and not all the shapes were motionless, as of furniture. 
 
    “Who are they?” 
 
    “People from ancient races.” 
 
    “How long have you beed doing this?” 
 
    “As long as God wishes.” 
 
    “As God wishes?” 
 
    “Certainly. If he didn’t want me doing this he would have stopped me long ago.” 
 
    I was silent, yet questioning, and she laughed, a soft, sibilant sound in the slightering silence. “Don’t you understand? Without me  to provide the suffering God would have nothing to sell. No cure to provide. No, I am the other side of God, the side he wishes never to admit. Fickle God.” 
 
    We climbed stairs, and the steps seemed to illumine as we mounted them, shallow planks that led upward, and the sounds of our passing, though she was in heels, was muted. 
 
    We reached a landing, turned into a long hallway. The light was if from guttering torches, but there were no torches on those walls. There were pictures, however, a line of lords and ladies, rich in emerald and gown. Piercing eyes and knowing glances. 
 
    Welcoming looks, as if to walk down this long hallway needed a welcome to staunch up the shriveling heart. 
 
    We turned into a bedroom, large, ornate, with dressers carved of exotic wood, and a poster bed with manacles on the posters. 
 
    The rug was thick and rich, and we traversed it, and she slid off her shoes in transit and luxuriated in the soft caresses of the carpet for her white skin. 
 
    I followed along, trying to see, trying to understand. 
 
    The bed was prepared, the sheets pulled back, and they were cool and blood red in color. They felt like satin, but they could have been the inside of the skin of a skinned wolf. 
 
    “Climb aboard,” she said, standing back and motioning to the bed. 
 
    I climbed, and turned and sat on my butt, my hands supporting my back. 
 
    And she mounted the bed, her feet stepping through the air as if mounting invisible steps. 
 
    She looked down on me, a smile, and began to disrobe. 
 
    She undid the large buttons and took off her outer jacket. She tossed it aside and stood revealed in her asshopper garb. A tight dress, cleavage, nylons. 
 
    “Help me,” she said, offering a hand. 
 
    I stood and she turned. I undid the buttons on the back of her dress. She wiggled her arms, and the dress came off. It fell to the bed, and she kicked it to the floor in one quick motion. 
 
    She was in bra and panties and nylons. Three items that stood between me and heaven. And she had eight nipples. 
 
    Four nipples to a side. 
 
    The top nipples were hidden in the bra, and the lower three to a side were on barely raised skin, and the skin had been corseted inside her dress, the nipples not showing. 
 
    “I can feed eight at a time,” she boasted. 
 
    I was stunned, but not frightened. She would not allow me to be frightened, only fascinated. 
 
    She took off her bra, and those amazing mammaries were revealed. 
 
    “Suckle me,” she commanded. 
 
    I bent my head and took a nipple in mouth. My hands were on her body and I could feel the lower nipples. It just made me hungrier. 
 
    She reached down and took my cock in hand again. She held it, and it felt so tiny. 
 
    “This…” she said, shaking it. “This…” 
 
    She squeezed hard, and it hurt. I opened my mouth, lost her nipple, and would have fallen, but she held my up by the cock. 
 
    She let go, smiled, and kissed me. 
 
    Hers was a voracious mouth, a sucker of grand proportion, though it only be a mouth. She sucked on my lips, sucked till it hurt, and they felt large and puffy. 
 
    She pushed me away and I fell back on the bed. She stood over me, hands on her hips, and said, “Did you want to fuck me?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Fool,” she said, cruelly. “I am not for the likes of you. Your penis is small. Even if you were not changing, it would be small. I require a large penis for my large pleasure.” 
 
    “But…why did you bring me here?” I was begging. I wanted to make love, and I didn’t understand. 
 
    She fell to her knees, a knee on each side of my legs. My penis, now just two inches long, was way too small small. 
 
    She bent her head to my breasts. She sucked one, then the other, and she palpated with her hands, as if sculpturing the shape of my boobs.  
 
    She sucked, and it was as if she was pulling them bigger. Making them large. It was like she was blowing balloons, except she was sucking, and my breasts weren’t just balloons. They were heavy meat. 
 
    One, then the other, back and forth, making them larger and larger. 
 
    I was gasping, pushing on her head, but there was no way to loose the grip of those hungry lips. 
 
    Then she lowered herself further down my frame. She look my penis in mouth, and now it was so small it fit whole into her mouth. 
 
    Her eyes were closed, and she sucked, and the pain began. A wonderful, soul embracing pain. A pain that made me question existence. For a long time she sucked, and then she pushed my balls. She didn’t squeeze them, she pushed them, pushed them directly into my pubic area. 
 
    I felt a ‘popping’ sensation, first from one, then the other, and I knew, intuitively, that my balls had been pushed up, into my body, and I would learn later that they had been transformed into ovaries. 
 
    And now her sucking tongue was exploring the cavity that had once been the slit on the head of my penis. She gobbled and explored, and it felt like her tongue was getting larger and larger, making the slit larger and larger, and the pain of this was greater than anything I had experienced. 
 
    “Ow!” I muttered, then, “OW!” 
 
    She rose up and grinned, and this grin was wide and toothy. this was not a human woman’s grin. 
 
    “One last thing,” she said, and her body began to change. The hips grew heavy, and hair sprouted. Her tits shrunk, and the chest swelled and became hard. Her face morphed into a more masculine thing. 
 
    “This is the fun part,” she laughed, and her pussy began to come together, to form into a bulge, and the bulge took the shape of cock and balls. A big cock, and big balls. 
 
    “What are you…what are you…?” I gasped. 
 
    “What am I?” Her face was hard, the nose was large, the teeth were big and square, except for the incisors. The incisors were long and sharp. “I am horny!” 
 
    She dropped onto me, pushed the breath out of me. I gasped, and she spread my arms out and dug a hair knee between my legs. 
 
    “One last thing, my dear,” then her hair tongue came out of he mouth and began licking my cheek. 
 
    She pushed into me, and I felt that massive penis force its way into me. I couldn’t breath, I couldn’t move under her weight, and that penis kept going deeper, opened me up ever further. 
 
    It felt like her penis was a fire hose, and her balls were soccer balls. She smelled of burnt meat, and she started going back and forth, ramming into me, pulling out, and jamming in. 
 
    I would have screamed, but I couldn’t. The size of her, the weight of her, the way she bit my tits, sucked on my nipples, there was nothing I could do but sit there and take it. 
 
    I felt myself being fucked into eternity. I felt myself as if pulled into some cosmic whirlpool. And I felt the pain grow until I couldn’t stand it, and then the pain became…different. The pain transformed into a pleasure, and the pleasure of that pain enraptured, transported, and made me want even more. And I began to orgasm. My mind turned white hot, my chest thundered, and waves of rapture rippled through me, elevated me, and I finally collapsed. Overloaded with the pain that was pleasure. 
 
    The last thing I remember was cuddling with her, and her hands hefting my tits, and her large fingers deftly touching my new pleasure cave, swirling in it, making me larger, giving me even more of that painful pleasure. 
 
    And I slept. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and I felt bad. Real bad. I felt like an elephant had stepped on my ears and shat in my mouth. 
 
    Every inch of my body was in pain. Every organ felt like it had been put in a washer and then run through an old time wringer. 
 
    I could move, however, and I reached up to my face. It was different. Softer. I touched it and pressed, and…it was different. 
 
    I felt my hair. Long and luxurious, wavy and beautiful. 
 
    I touched my chest, afraid and yet…desirous. 
 
    I had tits. Bit tits. My hands couldn’t encompass them. Of course my hands were smaller, but, still… 
 
    I ran my hands down the sides of my body, and marveled at how thin the waist, how taut the skin. And cool I was. 
 
    I was no longer a creature built of burning flesh, but rather constructed of calm veins and muscles that were strong, but didn’t care. 
 
    Then I felt my groin. 
 
    My penis was gone. The balls were gone.  
 
    My penis…it might as well have been sucked off. 
 
    The balls, I knew, were pressed up inside me, doing the girlish duty for which they had been transformed. 
 
    A part of me was stunned, blown apart.  
 
    A part of me was…satisfied. 
 
    I got up, motion certainly wasn’t as painful as the other day, and went into the bathroom and inspected myself. 
 
    Two tits, no more, thank God. 
 
    And my figure was hourglass. 36 by 24 by 36. Classic. Except the cups were larger, maybe Fs. Just what I wanted. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and ate. Not much. Just a small can of peaches and a waffle. And orange juice. 
 
    I would have to be careful with this body. I wanted to keep it in good shape. 
 
    If you bought a brand new car you would want to keep it sharp and shiny. You would want it tuned up and clad with good tires. 
 
    So it is the same with bodies. 
 
    Get a new body and you want to make sure it is trim, lithe, capable of running and jumping and…screwing. 
 
    I had a problem. I didn’t know what to wear. 
 
    I searched through my pants, all too large, and found a pair of shorts. 
 
    I found an old sweatshirt and cut off the bottom, left a bit of waist exposed. 
 
    And, sandals. I cut the heels off and had to satisfy  myself with their overly large size. 
 
    I had another problem. Money. 
 
    I had a few bucks in change, and credit cards. I could probably use the credit cards to get cash out of the bank, but I was going to have to have new identification. And a way to get money. 
 
    Well, no problem was too big. 
 
    I walked out of the house, and realized that I had left my car at the bar. How had I gotten home? I don’t know. It didn’t matter. 
 
    I went to the mall and blundered my way through clothes. I sort of knew what I wanted, but the reality of clothing this new body was a bit much. 
 
    And make up. I was going to have to learn that. Maybe off the internet. 
 
    I stopped at a couple of banks and made sure that I had enough cash, then I called an Uber and went to the bar.  
 
    My car was there, and I checked it. It was okay, nobody had broken in or taken anything. Then, the time being late, I sauntered over to the bar. 
 
    Tony was at the bar, and when I walked in he whistled. “Oh, baby, what she did to you.” 
 
    I smiled. “I’ve got a lot to learn.” 
 
    “We all do, but she’ll be in at six.” 
 
    So I sat on the barstool and ate a salted, hard boiled egg and chatted with Tony. 
 
    Interestingly, though he appreciated my new form, he had no sexual desire for me. 
 
    Of course, he was a feeder. That was where he got his jollies, letting the vampires feed every other day. 
 
    But the fellows who wandered in during the afternoon, they were interested in me. Severely. 
 
    I fucked my first John at five o’clock, and it was good. He had a good penis and actually wanted to please me. 
 
    And, I was to be blessed, for I possessed an ambience—a gift from the woman, I believe—that pulled in nice guys, and pushed away bad guys. 
 
    And so my money problems were cured. 
 
    And the identification was taken care of with a couple of calls to lawyers. 
 
    And so I was set. 
 
    And that night, that first night, when the woman entered, glanced at me and grinned, I gave her a thumbs up. 
 
    This was what I had wanted, in my heart of hearts, my hurt of hurts, for as long as I had lived, and probably longer. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had enough!” I yelled. “That’s it! I’m done.” 
 
    Tony blinked and looked at me. 
 
    He was sitting on the patio, naked, drinking a bourbon and Coke and contemplating his boner. Correction, his used to be boner. 
 
    I was standing behind him, a pair of high heels dangling from one hand. 
 
    “What? Honey? Too much sun?” 
 
    “Too much sun? Are you kidding me? You moron! You retard!” 
 
    “Hey, I might be, but unless you tell me why, unless you show me the proof, you aren’t going to convince me.” 
 
    There was a twinkle in his eye. I could tell that he knew what I was upset about, and he was enjoying it. 
 
    “I’m talking about this!” I walked around him, took one shoe and slapped it onto his foot. 
 
    Drip, drip. White goo slithered out from between his foot and the high heel. 
 
    “Ooh, how kinky. You’ve had enough of my manly ways and now you want to feminize me. 
 
    “ARGH!” I screamed. I pressed the other high heel on his other foot and smushed that one about. I buckled both of them in place and yelled, “I’m talking about you masturbating. I find your sperm in the shower. I find it in the car. I find it in bed, and now I find it in my heels!” 
 
    He looked at the high heel on his foot as if just noticing it. “Oh, that.” 
 
    “Yes, ‘that!’” 
 
    “Oh, well.” 
 
    “Well!” 
 
    And he laughed. The son of a bitch actually laughed. Here I am suffering from an overdose of his testosterone and he has the nerve to fucking laugh at me! 
 
    “This is funny?” I was so angry I was close to tears. 
 
    “Well, it is, sort of.” 
 
    “Maybe you better explain the humor before I go Lizzie Borden on you!” 
 
    He sighed, took a big sip, placed his glass on the table and said, “Well, honey, it’s simple. I am a lusty male in my prime, and my wife doesn’t give me enough. So I am simply expressing myself in the simplest way possible.” 
 
    “So because you have a higher sex drive than me, and because you ‘express’ that drive by jacking off all over the place, I am supposed to fall deeply and madly in love with you.” 
 
    “Well, you’re already in love with me, and perhaps if we could have some give and take on this subject of sex…then perhaps we could work out a compromise.” 
 
    “A compromise? Ha! the only compromise you understand is I lay down and spread my legs whenever you get the urge. “ 
 
    “That sounds like a good compromise,” he said ruminatively.  
 
    “Did you ever consider,” I snarled, “that if you took a little time and wined and dined me, showed me a little love, instead of a lot of lust, that I might be more willing.” 
 
    “I took you to MacDonald’s just last month,” he sniffed haughtily. For a second I thought he was serious, but he was just stretching out his stupid joke. His eyes had that glimmer of what he thought was fun in them. 
 
    And, I admit it, I started to get nasty. “Did you ever consider,” I spoke in a low but vindictive whisper, “that if you spent a little time trying to get me off, instead of playing with that under-sized weenie, that i might get a bit more excited about your so-called love making?” 
 
    He bit his lip to stop from laughing. A healthy eight inches, with constantly overfull balls, he was immune to my insults. He grabbed his penis with one hand and spoke to it. “Mr. Happy? Are you really a shrimp?” And then he spoke out of the side of his mouth, as if his dick was answering. “I admit it, eight inches is too small on this planet of over-sized cunts.” 
 
    I actually screamed in frustration, and he started laughing. 
 
    So I took his glass of bourbon and Coke, placed it on the patio, slid my shorts and panties down and squatted over it. Glaring at him, I released my bladder. A big, stream of yellow liquid filled the glass and overflowed on the patio. 
 
    He was silent for a second, then he started chuckling. I tell ya, nothing but nothing bothers that knucklehead. 
 
    I stood up, pulled up my panties and shorts, picked up the glass and threw it in his face. 
 
    “Hey!” He stood up, and bourbon, Coke and pee drained off him. He was taller in the heels, and unsteady. 
 
    “Not so funny now, is it? Mr. Jacker offer!” 
 
    For a second I thought that might have the desired response, a little seriousness, but it didn’t. So I didn’t tell him about my joke. That I would let him find out for himself. 
 
    I turned and walked back into the house. A tight grin on my face, I listened to the splash as he jumped into the pool. 
 
    Too late, hubby of mine. I gotcha, and I wasn’t going to let go. The time to forgive and forget was over. 
 
    What I didn’t understand was that the ‘gotcha’ I had just done was going to have some far reaching effects. 
 
      
 
    I went into the kitchen and got out the good bottle of bourbon, Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. Two hundred smackeroonies a bottle, when on sale. 
 
    I filled a glass with ice, half filled the glass with bourbon, then ruined it with Coke. I sipped, and smiled. Tony might be an idiot in some ways, but when he turned me on to good bourbon he did me a favor. 
 
    I sauntered back out to the pool. 
 
    Tony was in the shallow end. He was balanced on one foot in the water and his hands below the surface. He had a perplexed expression on his face. 
 
    I went to the lounge chair and sat in it. 
 
    He looked at me and struggled below the surface. 
 
    “Hi, hon. I was mad, but I’m okay now.” 
 
    “Oh. What?” What is…” he changed feet, and continued his struggles. 
 
    “Something wrong?” I asked as I sipped at the ambrosia in my glass. 
 
    “Yeah,” he grunted, lost his balance, and regained it quickly. “These shoes. The leather must have shrunk, I can’t get them…” he pulled on the high heels, wiggled about, and was confused. 
 
    “Actually, I wasn’t mad at all.” 
 
    “That’s good,” he answered vacantly, focused on his foot problems. 
 
    “I just wanted to take your attention off your feet for 30 seconds.” 
 
    “That’s…uh…” his face was turning red with frustration, then he looked at me. “What?” 
 
    “That’s what it took, 30 seconds, for the glue to set.” 
 
    He froze, stopped struggling against the shoes. “You didn’t,” he started to turn white. 
 
    “I did. You have your little jokes, and I have mine. And if you are going to jack off in my shoes, and on the front porch and in the damned mail box…” 
 
    He gave a brief grin, “That was a good one. You reached in and grabbed a big handful of…” then he stopped grinning. “You really put super glue on these shoes?” 
 
    “Best glue in the world. Binary. I had to hurry out and slap those puppies on you before they dried. I only had 60 seconds. 30 seconds to get them to you, and 30 seconds to dry. How they feel? Are they a good fit?” 
 
    “You…you…” he was definitely white now. 
 
    “I…I…captain,” I giggled. “I tell ya, Tony, man of mine, maybe there’s something to this constant practical joking of yours. It is pretty funny.” 
 
    He emerged from the pool, climbing up the steps in the shallow end. He was dripping, and as he placed his high heel clad tootsies on the cement his ankles wobbled. 
 
    “Careful, baby. You don’t want to fall down in your new heels.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered as he stomped past me. And I have to tell you, there is nothing quite so funny as a man in high dudgeon trying to stomp in high heels. 
 
    I stood up and sauntered after him, sipping my drink and enjoying the moment thoroughly.  
 
    And, shouldn’t I? After the years of being the butt of his stupid jokes, he was officially the butt of mine. 
 
    He wobbled and staggered a bit as he entered the house, and I said, “You know, it makes your butt pooch out a bit. How cute.” 
 
    “Har de har har,” he muttered. 
 
    “You know, I have a little dress that would go well with those heels. Want to give it a try?” 
 
    He walked through the kitchen. 
 
    “Put the heel down first, let me hear your heels click.” 
 
    He opened the door and entered the garage. I followed him and watched as he rummaged through the work bench. 
 
    “Oops? Did somebody lose the solvent for his super glue?” 
 
    He turned, and his face was quite serious. “Where is it?” How he managed not to add ‘bitch’ I’ll never know. 
 
    “Oh, that old stuff? I just did a little spring cleaning. De-kluged the house. Might have gotten thrown into the garbage.” 
 
    Tony stared at me, and for the first time I realized that he might be a little angry. That was fine with me. I couldn’t count the number of times I had gotten angry over his stupid sense of humor. 
 
    He walked over to to the step to the kitchen and pressed the button on the wall. The garage door went up. 
 
    He grabbed a large towel off the washing machine walked out the open door, and his heels actually started to give measly little clicks on the pavement. 
 
    And that was bad, because, for the first time, I felt something. Seeing him with that towel wrapped tight around his tush, hearing the first actual ‘tap, tap’ of his heels…I felt something. 
 
    A heat in my loins. A moisture. 
 
    And his buttocks actually swayed back and forth as he marched down the driveway. 
 
    And I felt a heat in my nipples. 
 
    Fuck! What was this? 
 
    He held the towel with one hand and turned and twisted and bent to look in the garbage can…and it presented the flesh of his upper body as I had never seen it. Or imagined it. 
 
    He was slender, and the way he was bent it made his pectoral look bigger. Like…like it was a breast. 
 
    My breath caught. I stared, and my mind went riot. 
 
    My husband in high heels, his butt poked out, nice and round and sexy, his heels clicking like a woman’s, an announcement of ‘here comes the sex,’ and…I felt warm. 
 
    I felt like I had a sunburn exploding from my pussy. It was so intense I actually rubbed a hand across my groin. 
 
    And from that moment on I became a woman with a mission. 
 
    He turned and glared at me. No more Mr. Funny Boy. He started up the drive, and I turned and hit the button. The door started to come down, and a look of panic came across his face. 
 
    “Hey!” And he tried to run, but being a beginner in heels he was very awkward, uncoordinated, and slow. 
 
    But I was fast. I ran through the kitchen and reached the front door before he could. I turned the lock just as he grabbed the door knob. He started to pound and yell, and I was already running across the house. I slid the patio doors shut, clicked the lock, then ran for the back door. I just barely made it. The knob jiggled less than two seconds after I locked it, and then more pounding. 
 
    “Jill! Let me in! This isn’t funny.” 
 
    I ran back to the big room and grabbed my cell phone. I was already talking when Tony reached the sliding doors and tried them. 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was turning red, white and blue. I had never seen him so mad.  
 
    Well, he was going to get madder. I turned my back on him as he yelled through the glass. 
 
      
 
    Why he didn’t just break a window I’ll never know. I would have, had our situation been reversed. but he didn’t, and by the time I was done making my phone calls he was sitting on the lounge chair, staring at the pool in high funk. 
 
    He had put the towel aside and was just sitting there, naked, thinking. I watched him, but he didn’t move, then I heard the doorbell. 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    He heard it, too, and he sat up and looked around at me, a puzzled expression on his face. 
 
    I went to the kitchen and looked out. Rod and Sally. Good. I yelled out, “Go around the side yard.” 
 
    Rod was a big fellow. Lots of muscles, and Sally was a little girl, a Jeff and Mutt, in a way, but nice people, and always ready for a party. 
 
    They waved and made their way around the house. I ran to the window and watched. 
 
    Tony was still sitting on the lounge chair, but when he heard the gate open he started looking around frantically. He heard their footsteps, and when Rod called out he grabbed the towel and wrapped it around his waist. He darted this way and that, little steps as he frantically looked for a way out of his situation. 
 
    No way, bozo. 
 
    “Hey, Tony!” Rod called out, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “How’s it hanging, Tony!” Sally laughed. 
 
    And that’s when I saw it, and my mouth dropped open. Tony had a monster boner. It poked through the towel, made a bump eight inches out. Well, maybe six. It was bent down a bit. 
 
    Rod and Sally stopped and stared, then they both grinned.  
 
    “Hey, uh…I…can you…come back later?” 
 
    He was trying to turn, to hide his boner, but a monster like that…it wasn’t going to go silently into the night. 
 
    And, poor me, one more reason to lick my lips. I mean, him standing there so embarrassed and humiliated, I was finding new levels of horniness. I actually felt a little blossom of heat down there, and If I so much as sat down I was going to squirt. 
 
    Rod and Sally just laughed, and Rod placed a bag of ice cold beer on the ledge of the brick barbecue. He reached in, opened a can, and tossed it to Tony. “Looks like you need this more than I do.” 
 
    Then Jack and Shiela came out of the side yard. Jack had a bottle of Jack Daniels in one hand and a six pack of Coke in the other. Shiela had some plastic cups and a bag of party food. 
 
    “Hey, guys, saw you coming through the side and—“ Jack stopped and stared. 
 
    Tony shriveled up. His dick may have been big and healthy, but his whole body resembled an old man’s, a pruny, old man’s. He just bent over, tried to hide, and slumped down on the lounge chair. “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. His face had gone from colors to grey, to ashen.  
 
    “So, uh, how’s it going, Tony.” 
 
    I thumbed the intercom and said, “Tony played a joke on me. He jacked off in my high heels, the same high heels you see super glued to his feet.” 
 
    Everybody was silent. Tony’s mouth was opening and closing like the proverbial fish’s. They had noticed the shoes, but hadn’t mentioned them because, well, because the sight of Tony and his boner was more compelling. But now, their attention drawn to that article of feminine foot apparel, they stared, and then they started to laugh. 
 
    And laugh and laugh. 
 
    Poor Tony. He was back from ashen to eighteen shades of tomato. He was taller, his butt was pooched, and his dick stuck out and throbbed and pulsed under the thin, towel. 
 
    “Hey, guys!” It was Samantha and Johnny. They brought the chips and more beer. 
 
     
 
    I locked the front door, went to the side yard, and placed the key under a brick, a brick which Tony would never look under. I sashayed through the side yard and turned into the back yard. 
 
    Tony was on me like a flash. “Is the front door open? Where’s the key? You gotta get me out of this.” 
 
    I ignored him and greeted our guests. 
 
    I shook hands, exchanged hugs, air kissed, and made everybody feel welcome. 
 
    And everybody was all grins. 
 
    Tony stood to one side and looked like he wanted to die. Then he sidled up to Jack. “Hey, buddy, can you…I need some clothes.” 
 
    “Huh? What for? Is the breeze getting to be too much?” There was no breeze and the sun was summer hot. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. you have to help me out!” 
 
    “Do you remember when you gave me that candy apple?” 
 
    Tony opened his mouth slightly, and his eyes widened. He remembered. he had stayed up late one night making caramel apples…with onions. He had passed out the beer to stifle the taste buds, then laughed hysterically as the guys took a few bites, then realized what was happening.” 
 
    Tony turned to Rod. “Rod, you got help me. I know you have some super glue dissolver in your garage.” 
 
    “Well, I do,” grinned Rod. “Do you remember the mouse?” 
 
    The mouse. Tony remembered, and his face fell. He had caught a mouse in a trap, and stuffed the body into the toe of one of Rod’s shoes. Rod had kept trying to push his foot into the shoe, felt the soft mushy thing and figured it was a bit of sock. He reached in and pulled out…the dead mouse. 
 
    Tony turned to Johnny. “Johnny! You’re my last hope! Help me out here!” 
 
    Johnny grinned. “Do you remember when you coated my soap with transparent nail polish? I kept scrubbing and scrubbing, and still smelled.” 
 
    And, finally, he threw himself on my mercy. “Honey, I know I’ve played a lot of jokes, and maybe some of them weren’t funny, but…but this is beyond that. This really isn’t funny. Let me go back in the house.” 
 
    I studied his desperate face, then turned to the others, “Let’s party!” 
 
    Everybody whooped and yelled, and we broke into the beer, ate the chips, and I turned up the boombox. 
 
      
 
    Tony sat on the lounge chair and drank beer. Funny, no matter how much he drank, he wasn’t getting drunk enough to get over his funk. 
 
    I poured a bit of Jack Daniels into his next beer and waited. 
 
    Rod and Sally and Jack and Shiela were dancing to the music. Johnny and Samantha were in the pool, hanging on the side as they guzzled beer. It was pretty obvious he was coping a feel as they laughed and giggled. 
 
    “How’s it going, stud,” I wandered over to Tony. 
 
    “I’ll never forgive you,” he muttered. 
 
    “Oh,” I ripped his towel off. 
 
    “Hey!” he grabbed for it, but I tossed it up on the roof. Now he was totally naked, standing up, and everybody stared at his big cock. 
 
    “Shit, Tony,” said Rod. “If that was any bigger I’d call it a dick.” 
 
    Tears squeezed out of Tony’s eyes. 
 
    “Wow,” muttered Sally. The other two girls just stared, and, I swear, Samantha licked her lips. 
 
    And the party continued. Just like that. I mean, what was Tony supposed to do? He had no covering, he had no way into the house, and nobody felt sorry for him. So he just stood there in his high heels and boner and suffered. 
 
    And Samantha said, “You know, Tony. You actually look pretty good in high heels.” 
 
    Tony lowered his head and tried to face away. 
 
    Shiela grabbed his arm and turned him back. “You know, he does. Look at how his calves pop. You shave those legs and put some nylons on them and…and they’re sexier than mine. 
 
    Johnny shivered. “Now that’s a scary thought. Tony in drag.” 
 
    We all laughed, but we were all drunk, and the idea had just suddenly been kicked into the arena. 
 
    The guys and gals gathered then, and they inspected poor Tony’s body. They weren’t smiling, but assessing it. 
 
    Johnny was grossed, but the other two were musing. The girls, of course, leaped on the idea. 
 
    “Panty hose,” remarked Samantha. 
 
    “Fuck the hose,” put in Sally. “Garters and real nylons. And maybe we should put him in a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “Tummy shaper? Why? When we could just make him wear a corset.” 
 
    “I’ve got a wig…” 
 
    And the ideas flew around. 
 
    Tony, of course, shied away. Holding a beer heavily topped with whiskey, he slid into the pool. He sat on the shallow steps, obviously wishing his hard on would go away and sort of sank in on himself. 
 
    And the ideas kept going round and round. 
 
    “His color wouldn’t need much blush.” 
 
    “Primer,” we need to get rid of that little scar on his chin.” 
 
    “I would love to plump up those lips. Make them super red…” 
 
    “…and lots of gloss. He’s got lovely lips.” 
 
    “Is his hair long enough to style?” 
 
    “I’ve got a wig that is perfect for…” 
 
    Tony ignored us. He had no idea what was going on. Heh heh. 
 
    “But do you really think we can get him to agree to letting us give him a makeover?” 
 
    We girls were silent over that. Then Rod held out his cell phone. “Watch…” 
 
    The cell phone was focused on Tony’s high heels. The viewpoint circled from the rear to the side, then started traveling up the legs. The calves came into view, sexy. 
 
    “I used a filter that tends to hide the hair,” he explained. 
 
    Everybody was fascinated. 
 
    “I can add a voiceover, how about something like,” he made his voice deep like an announcer, “Tony Charles is a man with a secret.”  
 
    The video rose higher, and showed Tony’s backside. It just barely hid his cock, and his butt looked so round and sexy and…feminine. The high heels made it looked sexy. 
 
    “Wow,” Sally marveled. “That is feminine!” 
 
    And the video rose higher, to reveal the back, and then Tony turned, and his male chest was revealed. 
 
    “He looks like he’s going to have tits…until he doesn’t!” 
 
    “So what’s this for, Rod?” I asked. 
 
    He gave a smirky, little smile. “Blackmail.” 
 
    We were all silent at that. And we were all coming to grips with the fact that we could make this happen. We could feminize Tony, get him back for all those bad jokes. 
 
    And I…I felt so damn wet they were going to have to follow me around with a mop. 
 
    “Okay,” Samantha said, “How we going to do this.” 
 
    “We have to stop laughing. He can’t take it as just part of the joke.” 
 
    “So we’re serious. What else.” 
 
    “I’ll give him a hand job,” Samantha blurted. 
 
    We all turned and stared at her. 
 
    Yes, we were all drunk, and we were all friends. During a Christmas party Sally had made out with Johnny, and we had all cheered. 
 
    And during a summer barbecue Jack and Sally spent a lot of time in a closet, giggling and laughing, and were red-faced and holding hands when they came out. 
 
    But nobody had ever, as far as we all knew, crossed the ‘sex’ line. 
 
    We all looked at Tony, sitting in the pool. Tony, who had punked us one and all, and laughed merrily at our discomfiture. 
 
    We looked at each other. 
 
    Johnny shrugged. “Hey, what’s a hand job between friends?” 
 
    We all grinned and kept looking at one another, and there was a lot of lust in our looks. 
 
    Heck, everybody always wonders about sex with everybody, if that makes sense. 
 
    I had certainly checked out the packages of every man there, and I knew the other girls were equally as guilty. 
 
    And if those guys hadn’t stared at our tits then they had no cocks. And I certainly knew they all had cocks. 
 
    And we had always been close friends, and kissed and hugged, and even copped a cheap feel or two. 
 
    But this was premeditated masturbation. Masturbation in the first degree, if you will. 
 
    “I’d go further, if I had to,” Samantha blurted, and immediately, in spite of the alcohol, turned bright red. “I‘m just saying,” she muttered. 
 
    And Johnny said, “I’m all right with that,” and he looked at me. 
 
    I said, “I’d be all right…if Tony agrees.” 
 
    “We all have to agree,” somebody said, and we all stood there, nervous, apprehensive, and nodding.  
 
    This was a big step. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “We have the stick in Rod’s video.” 
 
    “Try the carrot, first,” interjected Shiela. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “And we have the carrot,” I nodded. 
 
    Sally: “But we have to present this like we were all sober.” 
 
    “Good luck with that,” snickered Jack, and we all chuckled. 
 
    “We have to not laugh. We have to make it not a joke.” 
 
    “He’ll know.” 
 
    “He doesn’t know anything. Look at him.” 
 
    We all turned our heads. Tony was sitting in the pool, on the first step, his dick was sticking up and he was head bent and mumbling. It almost looked like the was talking to his penis. 
 
    “Okay,” I said “Are we ready to make this happen?” 
 
    Head nods. 
 
    “Then, let’s do it!” 
 
    We all turned and approached Tony. 
 
    Tony was drunk. The Jack Daniels had finally loosened him up. 
 
    “Hey, Tony,” Rod greeted him. 
 
    Tony looked up and blinked. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “We need to ask you to do something.” 
 
    “Oh,” he looked down at the drink in his hand. He sighed. His cock looked so magnificent, the big, red head poking out of the water. 
 
    “Yes,” said Sally. “We’ve decided to forgive you all your practical jokes.” 
 
    He looked up and stared at us. 
 
    “Yes,” I added. “And I’ll get you the super glue dissolver.” 
 
    “What’s the catch?” 
 
    We were all silent for a long second, then Rod said, “The girls want to transform you.” 
 
    “What? Transform…how?” 
 
    “We want to give you a make over,” Samantha was staring at his penis, talking to his penis The girl wanted it bad. I wondered if it was a good idea to turn her loose on Tony’s dick. 
 
    “Oh. Hunh.” He lowered his head again. 
 
    “You’ll be able to get out of those heels.” 
 
    “And you’ll be able to put on clothes.” 
 
    And he said, “Go fuck yourselves.” 
 
    And that did it. If anything ever firmed up a group, it was that. We retreated, and now it was more than just delivering a practical joke. Now it was business. 
 
    “Okay,” said Rod, “How we going to do this.” 
 
    “More alcohol.” 
 
    “I’ll suck him a bit.” 
 
    We all looked at Samantha, then laughed. 
 
    I went out the side gate, let myself into the house, and got the bottle of good bourbon. When I came back Samantha was in the pool, sitting next to Tony, and she had his cock in her hand. 
 
    He was staring at her, open mouthed, and I was pretty sure she had just told him how much she wanted to feel his dick in her mouth. 
 
    And pussy. 
 
    Heysoos shaved his favorite cat, I was going to let another woman fuck my husband, maybe three women, if I recognized the hungry looks on the faces of the others. 
 
    I poured a drink, a stiff one, for Tony, and I realized that I was okay with that. It was just sex, and when everything was done the greatest practical joker of all time would be punked. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    I went to the pool and interrupted Tony and Samantha. I handed Tony a drink and smiled. “Sounds like you have a chance to get lucky. Very lucky.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but…” he was drunk, horny and confused. 
 
    “And I may never let this happen again. Better take advantage of it while you can.” 
 
    I walked away, and I could feel his eyes on me. 
 
    I returned to the group, took a big swig, and handed the bottle to Rod, who passed it around. 
 
    Back at the pool Tony was in deep conversation with Samantha. I knew he was coming up with objections, and that Samantha was handling them. 
 
    Then she pushed him back and lowered her head Right there, in front of God and everybody, she was sucking his dick. 
 
    She was good, I’ll give her that. We all watched as her head bobbed. We watched her red mouth devour his cock, then let it out. Again and again, and Tony was propped up on his hands, leaning back, and he suddenly opened his eyes and stared at us. 
 
    And we stared at him. 
 
    Then Samantha stopped and started whispering to him. We knew what she was saying. “Let us do this…and I’ll suck you all the way.” 
 
    Then she leaned in and whispered, “Or, if you want, you can fuck me. I want that big, fucking cock inside me. I want to feel those big balls banging on my ass. I want you to suck on my breasts and get me off. Let us do this, Tony. Let us do this!” 
 
    And Tony, bless his heart, gave me one long searching look, to which I nodded in the affirmative, and he finally agreed. 
 
    Yes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I will always remember that afternoon as the Afternoon of the Orgy. the things we did… 
 
    We started off with a quick confab. 
 
    “We need to Nair him. Get rid of all his body hair,” I said. 
 
    “Do we let him back in the house, yet?” asked Sally. 
 
    “No,” we all agreed. Yes, he was drunk, and he had agreed, but once in the house he might change his mind. So we would wait till the last minute before letting him back into the house. 
 
    “Okay. I’ve got some Nair. Do we want to style his hair?” 
 
    “Yes. If it doesn’t work we can get a wig.” 
 
    “I’ll go get my make up kit.” 
 
    I’ve got a bag of old clothes that might fit him. Lots of underwear in there.” 
 
    We tossed out ideas, made plans, and headed off in different directions.  
 
    Sally for the clothes, Shiela for the make up, I got things ready at the house, which mean I pretty much did nothing, and Samantha…Samantha was in charge of Tony. 
 
    She sat on the steps in the pool next to him, and she soothed him, kept him from thinking about things, and…rubbed his cock. 
 
    That was a strange experience, watching another woman rub his dick. Surprisingly, it didn’t bother me. I think it would have if it had been a strange woman, but this was my friend, and she had her own husband, and therefore no interest in Tony…except to experience that rather exceptional piece of meat hanging between his legs. 
 
    Tell you the truth, watching them talk and make out…it made me hornier. If that was possible. I was already about as horned up as a woman could get. I was going to make my husband into a woman. And it was just making me steam down there in pussyland. I mean, I was hot! I kept looking around, making sure nobody was watching me, and rubbing my mons, or reaching up and tweaking a nipple. 
 
    I think Samantha might have noticed, because she grinned at me. But nobody else knew I was so darned horned up. Then Johnny came up behind me and cleared his throat. 
 
    “What?” I gave a half jump. 
 
    He laughed. “Pretty fucking hot, eh?” He nodded towards where Samantha was stroking Tony. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry. First time I saw Samantha fuck somebody else, I was a fucking iron bar for weeks. Every time I fucked her after that I had an image of her kissing, sweating, groaning, as the guy pumped his meat into her. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, ignoring my husband and Samantha and turning to Johnny. “That’s probably more than I wanted to know, but definitely what I needed to know.” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s let the love birds do their thing.” 
 
    He took my hand and led me into the house. We entered the kitchen and he made me a drink. I took it and sipped. I was leaning against the counter, and he was right next to me, sipping on his own drink. 
 
    “You want to feel my cock?” 
 
    I looked up at him. Oh, the humor on his face. This was getting crazy, and he was enjoying it. 
 
    So, what the fuck, I should enjoy it, too. “Sure.” 
 
    He unzipped, right there in my kitchen, and pulled his penis out. 
 
    It was long, but not as thick as Tony’s. It was a darker hue, and the head slightly smaller. 
 
    I turned to him, touched it, put my hand around it. 
 
    He gave a light gasp. 
 
    I reached through the zipper and felt his balls. They were big. And they were obviously full. 
 
    “How long since you last came?” I asked. 
 
    “Actually, it’s been almost a month.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Way. Sam and I have this game. She likes to edge me and edge me, take a few weeks and get me so horny I’m about ready to pop. She was going to pop me this morning, then you called.” 
 
    I looked at him. He was breathing hard, and his penis was dripping pre-cum. 
 
    “So, are you close?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “So I shouldn’t do something like this too much.” I stroke his cock, slowly, and he groaned. 
 
    “Not unless…unless…” I let go. 
 
    “Holy shit! You’re like…seconds and you’ll shoot!” 
 
    “Literally,” he agreed. 
 
    “So I shouldn’t get you off.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “I should?” 
 
    “The good news is that the first one is a hair trigger, and it spits out lots of cum. More than most women can swallow. And the second one takes me a while, so I can take my time and really do a good and thorough job of fucking some one.” 
 
    I stared at him. “So would Samantha mind if I, uh, took advantage of your month build up of sperm?” 
 
    He laughed. “She’s too busy to care. Besides, she’s going to be getting her own load of cum in the not too distant future.” 
 
    I thought of how eager she had been, of how she kept stroking and stroking Tony, getting him closer and closer, but not letting him go over the edge. Yes. She was going to get a humungous load of sperm. 
 
    “So I think I’d like to suck you off. Right now. All the way.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    Without another word, I leaned into him. I was jacking him gently, I didn’t want to lose that delicious juice too soon, and I kissed him. 
 
    It was a good kiss. Warm and moist, our lips fused as if they were made for each other, and he brought his hand up to my breast. He could feel my distend nipple and I groaned into his mouth and pressed my body against his. 
 
    Then I began to bend at the knees. I slithered down his body, watching him watch me. 
 
    I stared at his cock. I hadn’t seen another man’s cock since I got married, and it was about time. 
 
    I licked the head, put my lips around it. I glanced up and his eyes were closed. I swirled my tongue under the skull and he groaned and I could feel his knees shaking. 
 
    I took my mouth off and said, “I’m going to deep throat you.” 
 
    “You can do that?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “I warn you, it’s going to be a lot of cum!” 
 
    “That’s okay. I want a lot of cum. I haven’t had lunch.” 
 
    He laughed, and I moved my head forward and engulfed his cock, felt it move through my lips and down my throat. My lips touched the base, kissed his pubic area, and he groaned. 
 
    I held it. That is the trick, not just deep throating, but holding it, not gagging as you wait. 
 
    The look on his face, it was like Tony’s. Raw and disbelieving. His cock was disappeared, all the way down my throat, and I began to slap his balls. 
 
    It only took him a handful of seconds, maybe less than twenty, and then he held the back of my head and his hips began lurching. He wasn’t trying to fuck my face, he was just out of control. I squeezed his balls, hard, and that made it all the more sweeter for him when his sperm shot up his shaft and into my throat. 
 
    Not my mouth, my throat. I was in no danger of gagging for the semen was shooting straight down my throat and into my stomach. And there was a lot of it. At least ten mighty spurts, and I held on to his buns and kept my mouth on it the whole time. 
 
    Finally, it stopped spurting, and I began to draw back. 
 
    “Oh, holy fuck!” He whispered. “You’ve got a talent.” 
 
    “Why thank, honey child.” I giggled. Men were always blown out when they got a real deep throat job. 
 
    “Is there anything I can do for you?” He asked, whispering because he hadn’t recovered. 
 
    “Later, when you’re ready to spend a little time. I like long fucks, and after what I just did for you…I expect the longest.” 
 
    “Baby, you’ll get it.” 
 
    We walked back out to the patio, and Samantha was kissing Tony. We backed into the house and watched for a long moment. God, it was hot. I had just gotten Johnny off, I hadn’t cum and I was primed. Suddenly I heard the side gate. 
 
    “Yo, yo, yo!” shouted voices. both Sally and Shiela entered the back yard. 
 
    Samantha jumped up, and Tony stood up. 
 
    God, he was gorgeous. Standing there naked, his huge cock sticking straight out like a baseball bat. 
 
    I went over to him. “How’s it going, lover?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    I laughed. He was drunk, but not incoherent. 
 
    “Are you enjoying getting your meat played with?” 
 
    He looked a little guilty. I kissed him a quick one one and said, “Go with it, handsome. I am.” 
 
    He looked at me, and through the drunkenness he got it. He looked up at Johnny, who was over talking to Sally and Shiela and Samantha. 
 
    “You…you…” 
 
    “I sucked him off. And later I might fuck him. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    We looked at each other for a long moment. Even though he was drunk he was thinking. 
 
    He said, “I guess. I mean…” 
 
    “That’s right. if you’re a good boy Samantha is going to give you the ride of your life.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And it was okay. 
 
     
 
    “Come on, Tony, let’s get you ready!” 
 
    Sally and Shiela surrounded him, grabbed his arms and pulled him towards the house. Samantha was right behind them, and she winked at me. I winked back. 
 
    Inside the house the girls made for the back bedroom. Tony stood motionless in the bathroom while they slathered his body with cream. Then they sat there and chatted, Tony stood naked and throbbing, literally in their hands, until the cream started to burn. They they shoved him in the shower, and they both stripped off their clothes and got in after him. 
 
    It was a long shower, and apparently Shiela and Sally got into a kissing match. Then they stroked him, but didn’t let him cum. 
 
    I sat on the bed with Johnny and waited. Rod and Jack were still on the patio. They didn’t have much interest in feminizing, except for seeing the finished product. 
 
    While the shower was on I played with Johnny’s dick some more, and kissed him a lot. Finally, we heard the shower turn off and everybody got out gigging. Even Tony was giggling. And harder than the dickens. 
 
    I quickly went and made him another drink, and returned in time to see the girls start his make up. 
 
    Oh, it was glorious. I watched as he sipped and they primed him, made his face a nice, little canvas. They then put blush on him, and foundation, and started working on his eyes. 
 
    Tony was entranced. He was drunk, and watching them alter his face in the mirror. From a guy who didn’t want anything to do with make up and getting feminized to this. Guys, what are you going to do with them, eh? 
 
    Suddenly I felt a hand grab mine. Johnny, and I knew exactly what he wanted. He was still horny, and he wanted me. 
 
    I let him pull me out into the hallway, and I turned and pressed up against him. My breasts squashed against his chest, and my lips pushed into his. My hands were down unzipping him and searching for that nice hunk of meat. 
 
    Suddenly it hit me. I was going to fuck a man other than my husband. And it was okay. In fact, I needed to. I backed away from him, and he looked askance at me. I pulled him, by the cock, down the hall and into the guest room. 
 
     Closed the door gently and locked it. I turned to him. How you want to do this?” 
 
    “Every which way but loose.” 
 
    He spun me around and pushed me. I bent at the waist and put my hands on the bed. 
 
    “Doggy, style, eh? I can handle that.” 
 
    His dick fit perfectly into my hole. One shove and we were connected, then he began the slow in and out I had been promised. He was going to take his time, the edge was off, and he was about to put the edge on me. 
 
    For a long time he reamed me. He held my waist and just kept pushing in, pulling out. He put his thumb at my back door and started massaging the entrance to my rectum. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. 
 
    “Put it in,” I whispered. “He gently inserted his thumb, and I felt like my skin had just been electrified. 
 
    I pushed back at him, trying to gobble as much cock and thumb as I could. 
 
    Suddenly he grabbed my hair and began to pull it. It hurt, but in the most delightful way. It was submission for the sake of submission, and I found myself standing, but leaning, held up by my hair and the sawing of his cock. It caused his prick to scour parts of my pussy I hadn’t even known existed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, you fuck,” he whispered. “This is the best pussy I’ve ever had.” 
 
    I stopped, looked over my shoulder. “What about your wife.” 
 
    He grinned. “Okay, second best.” 
 
    We laughed, then he jerked into me again. 
 
    His staying power, now that he had been drained, was incredible. I was going to have to do this with Tony. Make him wait a month, fuck him quick once, then make him fuck me forever…slowly. 
 
    Suddenly, I had an idea. “Let go!” I wrenched around and he let go. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Lay on the bed. You’re going to be the bitch.” 
 
    I pushed him back and he lay on his back, a curious expression on his face. 
 
    I pushed his legs up and back and I stepped between them, then fitted his cock to my hole. 
 
    Now I was in the male dominant position, now I could control the action. 
 
    He make a weird, whining sound. 
 
    “Shhh,” I reached under him and grabbed his balls. 
 
    I began to pummel myself on his shaft, using his balls to control the action. Push and pull, squeeze for a jerk. 
 
    Then I reached under him and ran my fingers up his crack. 
 
    “What are you…OH!” 
 
    I stuck a finger in his butt. 
 
    He almost lost it right then. His hips were writhing and twisting, his butt felt like it was trying to escape, but it was really trying for more. 
 
    I fucked him then, Amazon style, and I could feel that he was getting close. 
 
    “Oh, God…” he whimpered. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” 
 
    “Well, hurry up, bitch!” 
 
    And that did it. His body arched up and locked and his cock started to shoot. It was an incredibly violent cum, and his eyes were rolled back in the sockets and he was actually drooling. 
 
    For a long minute I just held still and let him have his cum. When he came down I moved very gently, and slowly, backed away. His dick flopped out of me. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” he whispered. “I owe you.” 
 
    “And I’ll collect, but not right now.” 
 
    He laughed, “No. Not right now.” 
 
    We straightened ourselves up, looked at each other and grinned, then left the room. 
 
    Tony’s make up was almost done, and they had done a spectacular job on him. And, they had done a little extra. I was studying the way his eyebrows had been plucked, and wondered if Tony was going to enjoy having feminine, arching eyebrows when tomorrow came, and I felt Shiela pluck at my sleeve. I followed her out of the room. 
 
    “What’s the haps, girlfriend?” 
 
    “Uh, we did something.” 
 
    “Goodie.” 
 
    “No, I mean…we got carried away.” 
 
    As if plucking his eyebrows into perfect lady brows wasn’t enough. “So what did you do?” 
 
    “Well, I accidentally used lipstain instead of lipstick. I was getting his lips all round and plump, Sally handed me a tube and I put it on and…his lips are stained. 
 
    Now that was interesting, and I got a far away look in my eyes as I thought about it. 
 
    Lipstick. Good for the day. Cold creams off. 
 
    Lipstain, good for a week, if it was the inexpensive kind. The expensive stuff could last a month. Then I realized something. “You brought the lipstick…the stain.” 
 
    She turned red. Caught. 
 
    “So you weren’t confused, you just decided to…go a little extra.” 
 
    “I…yes.” 
 
    I stood there and stared at her. She got very nervous, and I thought about all the practical jokes Tony had played, then I grinned. “Cool.” 
 
    “Then you’re not mad?” 
 
    “Heck no. After all, you’re my girlfriend, Tony’s only my husband.” 
 
    We giggled, and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    Tony was almost done. His face was round and soft, his hard, masculine lines overwhelmed by the excellent make up job. He was wearing a wig, and it fell over his shoulders in soft curls. 
 
    Interestingly, they had managed to get his shoes off. I guess Rod had found his glue dissolver, and they took Tony’s heels off, and he rubbed his feet and they were now putting nylons on him. And he hadn’t just jumped up and run away. 
 
    And it had been some while since I had given him anything to drink. 
 
    Wouldn’t it be interesting if he was actually liking what we were doing to him? 
 
    So thinking, I went and got him another drink. I handed it to him, and was fascinated to watch his red lips sip from the glass. 
 
    Finally, Tony was dressed. He was wearing big breast forms that Sally said once belonged to her aunt, a tight, blue dress, a corset under it, nylons…everything. He was actually absolutely gorgeous. 
 
    But before the girls could bring him out of the bedroom and show him off, I realized something. “Hey, girls, he needs earrings.” 
 
    “Oh, gosh, yes,” blurted Sally. “And I’ve got the perfect pair, but….he needs to be pierced.” 
 
    “So pierce him.” 
 
    Tony had been drunk an awful long time, and that last drink I had given him had pushed him over the edge. “You gonna pierce me?” He looked at us girls owlishly. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “I’ll get some alcohol. Sally, go get your earrings.” 
 
    Shiela and Samantha sat him down and I got the alcohol and a needle. Samantha did the honors, and she put a hole in his lobes just as Sally got back. She handed us a gorgeous pair of earrings. Big, sparkly diamonds. 
 
    “Pierce him again. Twice. Let’s really decorate him.” 
 
    So we did. When we were done he not only had the big diamond, but a couple of little strings with little diamonds on the ends. It was garish, it was too much, and it was perfect. 
 
    Grinning, we walked him down the hallway and out to the patio. 
 
    Tony stood there, blinking in the late afternoon light, and he was beautiful. He had the long legs, the big bust. His hair was down past his shoulders, and he looked like a woman. Not a man in drag, but an actual woman. 
 
    I made his next drink in a stemmed glass and handed it to him. 
 
    “Now act like a woman, honey.” 
 
    So he did. He sashayed, posed, and even spoke in a high voice. 
 
    Then we took turns dancing with him. And the guys loved it, until his cock grew big. It had been hard all day, then, since he had been sitting quietly while we made him up, it had gone down. Now, it was poking rudely out, pushing his dress out. The corset kept his waist under control, but his cock was below the lip of the thing, and it made it look even bigger. 
 
    “I’m not dancing with that,” said Jack, laughing. But the way he was looking at it. 
 
    “Then you boys won’t mind if we have a little fun with Tony,” Shiela said. 
 
    “Me first,” breathed Samantha hungrily. 
 
    They were going to adjourn to a bedroom then, but I said, “We have a pair of roll-a-beds in the garage. Why don’t you bring one out and we can watch and all take turns.” 
 
    So they did, and shortly Tony was sitting on a bed on the patio while the girls surrounded him. Shiela and Sally pushed him back and took turns kissing him. Samantha squatted over him, then sank down with a grateful groan. 
 
    The guys just stood back and watched. Johnny was okay. He had gotten his, and he was just an interested party, grinning as the girls fucked Tony. 
 
    Rod and Jack, however, were another matter. They were a bit red-faced, and Rod had his hands in his pants and was playing with himself. 
 
    “Hey, cowboy,” I quipped. “Want to ride something better than your hand?” 
 
    He looked at me blankly, so I said, “Why don’t you roll the other bed out and we can have us some real fun.” 
 
    Rod and Jack looked at each other and grinned, and they ran for the garage faster than a pair of jack rabbits with their cotton tails on fire. 
 
    They rolled the bed next to the one Tony was getting screwed on, and I sat down and spread my legs. 
 
    Rod took me first. He just pushed in between my legs, inserted, and started pumping. I hadn’t cum, so I liked it, a lot. 
 
    Jack came to the head of the bed and flopped his big cock on my face. 
 
    I took that big thing and began gulping. It was good, but it was awkward, and I finally pushed Jack and Rod off. I rolled over onto all fours and turned so I was facing crossways on the bed. 
 
    Rod plowed me from behind, pushing me forward, and my face was pushed right onto Jack’s delicious cock. Jack fucked my face, and my cunt was pushed back on Rod. Rod pushed, and back and forth I went, plowed from both ends, penetrated throat and pussy. 
 
    Next to us, the girls cheered. 
 
    Tony looked around and asked, “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Your wife is in a sandwich. Look, both ends at once!” 
 
    He looked over as Rod rammed me and Jack accepted my both. Then the other way. 
 
    I tell ya, it was like being spitted all the way through, and I finally knew that I was going to get the righteous fuck I truly desired. 
 
    Back and forth, a big cock in my pussy, penetrating, opening me, taking my breath away. Then the cock in my mouth, pushing, slimy from drool. 
 
    Then one of the girls, I don’t even know which one, reached under my chest and began milking my tits. She pulled and squeezed like I was a big, old cow, and my sex started to ignite. 
 
    I was hot, rippling with pleasure, and suddenly I was immersed in an ocean of white hot orgasm. 
 
    I arched, a weird garbled sound came from somewhere, and I belatedly realized I was shouting through the cock in my mouth. And I came and came and came. A long, undulating orgasm that seemed to occur again and again, like the waves in the ocean. 
 
    I lost control of my limbs and flopped. Jack’s cock came out of my mouth, but Rod fell on me, and drove me down. It felt like he was fucking me all the way through. Then it was over. 
 
    And, it was over for Samantha, too. She came in a great crescendo mere seconds after I did. 
 
    She was helped off Tony, and Tony’s cock stood straight up, slimy with her juices, ready to spit, but…unable. 
 
    “Geez,” murmured Shiela, “What staying power.” 
 
    “Hell, he’s just too drunk to cum,” I pointed out. 
 
    We all laughed, and Rod, done for the moment, said, “Who wants some burgers?” 
 
    We were all hungry, so Rod did the honors. He started up the barbecue and shortly had meat grilling. While he cooked, however, the rest of us sat and watched as Shiela took her turn on Tony. 
 
    Well, hell. His dick was there, and it was hard, and she hadn’t cum yet, so…why not? 
 
    The first burgers came off the grill and we pulled chairs up and gathered around and munched and watched Shiela. We sipped beer and made remarks and Shiela went up and down, round and round. 
 
    Tony just lay there and took it. His dress was up, and the only manly thing about him was the big, huge cock that was spitting Shiela. 
 
    “Hey, honey?” 
 
    Tony looked over at me. 
 
    “I know you’re a woman now, but why don’t you flip her over and do the heavy lifting for a while.” 
 
    And he did. He might have been drunk, but he was still strong, and he turned Shiela over and we were treated to the sight of a woman fucking a woman. 
 
    God, it was hot, but it also had unintended consequences. 
 
    Tony was facing towards the barbecue, and his ass was facing towards…Jack. 
 
    Jack, who hadn’t cum. 
 
    Poor Jack. 
 
    And Jack eyed Tony’s rump, and it was obvious what he was thinking. 
 
    Ass. 
 
    A nice, sweet, delectable ass was looking him right in the face. 
 
    Rod was sitting next to me and he nudged me. “Look.” 
 
    I looked at Jack staring at Tony’s ass. He was horny. He was naked, and he was stroking his cock. 
 
    I got up and went into the house. I came out and held a big jar of lube. 
 
    Shiela began to cum, and it was a good one. She wailed and lurched and pressed herself up into Tony. 
 
    Sally was waiting. She pushed Tony up and pulled Shiela, exhausted Shiela, off the table. She lay down and moved Tony so she could get underneath him. 
 
    Tony went into her at the same time I began lubing up his asshole. 
 
    “Hey?” He looked around blearily. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. Jack just needs to use your asshole.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    He was drunk. I know I said that before, but this was proof of the pudding. 
 
    I ran a finger into him and swirled the lube around, coating everything in his heinie. 
 
    “Feels good,” he muttered. 
 
    “Make me feel good,” complained Sally. Tony pushed down just as Jack climbed onto the bed behind him. Then, when Tony rose up, Jack descended, and his cock slid easily into my husband’s ass. 
 
    “Whoa! Yeah! Do it!” 
 
    Tony was confused, but the yells of encouragement helped him, and he managed to grin and continue with his fucking, and with getting fucked. 
 
    Underneath, feeling two bodies pushing down, Sally was gasping for breath. The extra weight was driving Tony deep into her, and she was getting the fuck of a lifetime. 
 
    On top, Jack was getting the fuck of a lifetime, too. His cock was buried deep, and, surprise! Jack liked ass! 
 
    But the real surprise was Tony. 
 
    Tony liked being a man…and he liked being a woman. He liked being balls deep in Sally, and he liked having somebody balls deep in him. He kept going up and down, and his eyes were rolling back. He was caught in the pleasure of it all. 
 
    Shiela, somewhat recovered, came over and played with his nipples, and Jack kept pushing in, and, suddenly, Jack began to shout, and thrust harder into Tony, which made him thrust that much harder into Sally. 
 
    Sally lost it. She came with a grunt and her arms and legs started shaking and quivering. We could see her thigh muscles spasming, and her head was tilted back. 
 
    And Jack lost it. He pounded in and squirted, and we could see large gobs and drools overflow from Tony’s ass. 
 
    And then, except for Tony, it was over. 
 
    Poor Tony, the practical joker, who finally got his comeuppance. And was the only one of us not to cum. 
 
    Poor Tony. And we all would have felt sorry for him…if we weren’t laughing so hard. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…” Tony made a sound and opened his eyes. 
 
    I was laying next to him, and I turned to him. 
 
    He was beautiful. We had let him sleep in his make up, and, of course, his lips were going to be bright red for a month. Maybe more, if I could convince him to let me reapply the lipstain. 
 
    He wore his full female get up, including the wig. 
 
    Well, we figured that pictures and videos, especially the video of him getting his ass pumped by his friends, wouldn’t be enough. He needed to keep experiencing this feminization if he was going to get the most out of it. 
 
    “Hello, honey?” 
 
    He looked at me. His eyes were bloodshot, and he probably had the most terrible hangover. 
 
    “Gah…” he said, and went back to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Uh,” he muttered four hours later. He opened his eyes, and they were in better shape. He probably didn’t even have much of a headache now. 
 
    “Hi, honey, how are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m fine. What happened?” 
 
    “We had a party.” 
 
    “Oh, God, yes. I remember a bit of it. But…what happened?” 
 
    “Do you mean after the boys fucked your ass? Or before?” 
 
    “What?” He sat upright, then grabbed his forehead. “Ow!” And he laid back. 
 
    A moment passed. “Did they really…did they…” 
 
    “They did. They used your ass. Pumped it full of semen. You might still even be a little squishy down there. 
 
    His body wriggled on the bed as he felt his ass, then he brought his hand up and looked at it. Yep. Lots of semen on his fingers. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “How’s it feel down there?” 
 
    HE thought about it, then: “Pretty good, actually.” 
 
    “Good, and, by the way, I fucked the guys. They were heavenly. You’re good, but sometimes you’re too fast. I got that nice, long fuck I’ve always wanted. 
 
    Tony was silent, forearm over his head. Then he said, “Am I still wearing…what am I wearing?” 
 
    “We made you up as a girl.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And we lay there for another length of time. And he said, “I don’t remember.” 
 
    “That’s okay, we can do it again.” 
 
    And that was when I knew that he did remember, because he agreed all too fast. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And then he said, “Next time…do I have to drink so much?” 
 
    “No dear,” I leaned over and kissed him. “You can stay sober and enjoy the whole thing.” 
 
    “Good,” he said. “I’d like that.” 
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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. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was Forcibly Feminized! 
 
    A simple delusion changes men into women! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Mistral, your wife has had a breakdown.” 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    I held the phone with trembling hands. I was in my living room, watching a hockey game and smoking a big cigar. The garbage can was filled with empty beer cans, and I was having a ball. But this phone call, the police, it had me unnerved. My wife had gone to the mall to do some shopping, and…a breakdown?               
 
    “If you could come down to the station, we’d like to discuss this in person.” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    I ground my cigar out, turned off the hockey game, took a breath mint, and ran for my car. 
 
    My wife? A breakdown? What had happened? 
 
     
 
    I arrived at the police station ten minutes later. I found a parking space and entered the staunch building. I went to the front desk and said, “I received a telephone call about my wife, she—“ 
 
    “Your wife’s name?”  
 
    “Sandy. Sandy Mistral.” 
 
    “An officer will be with you shortly,” he said as he picked up the phone. 
 
    I went to a chair in the lobby and sat down. I barely had time to notice the wanted posters on the wall before a tall sergeant came through the door to the side of the front desk. He saw me right away and walked quickly over to me. 
 
    “Mr. Mistral, sorry to meet you in these circumstances. Would you like to come back?” 
 
    I followed him through the door and down a corridor. There were police officers in the various rooms, a drunk was being escorted to a room with no furniture, and the ambience was one of law and order. But it was not comforting to me. What had my wife done?” 
 
    He held a door open and I stepped into an office. There was a desk, a swivel behind the desk, a potted plant and my wife. 
 
    “Oh, George!” she jumped up and hugged me. 
 
    Behind me the sergeant closed the door, sat down behind the desk and waited. 
 
    “Honey, what happened?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just…I had some kind of episode.” 
 
    “But what kind of episode? What happened?” 
 
    She buried her head in my shoulder and wouldn’t speak. 
 
    “They said…” I turned to the sergeant. “What happened?” 
 
    “Have a seat, please.” 
 
    So we sat, and my wife held my hand and wouldn’t look up. Confused, I looked to the sergeant. 
 
    He cleared his throat, “Mr. Mistral, you wife was, uh, taking clothes off mannequins.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And trying to put other clothes on them.” 
 
    “Other…”I turned to Sandy, “What does he mean, honey? Sandy? What were you doing?” 
 
    She didn’t raise her head, just mumbled, “I don’t know. I was in the store and I remember being so happy, and I was doing things, like I worked there, and then the officers came and they told me I had to go with them. I…I don’t know why….I was just helping out, and I…I don’t know.” 
 
    “But, taking clothes off department store dummies?” 
 
    “She was stripping the male dummies and, uh, trying to put female clothes on them.” 
 
    “What?” I actually squeaked. 
 
    “Is there anything you’d like to say? Any explanation?” 
 
    He was speaking to both of us. I was too befuddled to put an opinion to this behavior, but Sandy answered. “They were dressed wrong. I was just trying to help…” Her voice was very low, almost a whisper. 
 
    “I have to ask some questions, I don’t mean to be intrusive or embarrassing, but have you or your wife ever been arrested for any sexual crime?” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “Anything from peeping to public exposure to any deviant crime?” 
 
    “No! No! We don’t…I mean…my wife…this has got to be some sort of mistake.” 
 
    The sergeant contemplated us for a moment, then reached into his desk drawer and took out a business card. 
 
    “This is an exchange for psychiatrists. They do work for the county and their rates are quite low.” He slid the card across the desk towards me. 
 
    I took the card. “A psychiatrist.” I looked at my wife, “Sandy…” but she was miserable, and there was no point in trying to talk with her about anything in…in here. We had to go home to where I could sit her down and we could speak without strangers present. 
 
    I looked at the sergeant. “What are the charges.” 
 
    The department store has no interest in pursuing this matter. We would prefer that you get some counseling. There will be a record, of course, and if this happens again then…” he shrugged. his meaning was clear. Keep your nose…her nose…clean. 
 
    Five minutes later we were in our car and heading for home. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, several times, but held myself back. The atmosphere in the car was thick with guilt, and I wanted her to relax a bit. She just sat, huddled in on herself, looking at her hands in her lap, not even glancing out the window. 
 
    I drove up the driveway and parked, and I turned to Sandy and touched her shoulder. 
 
    “Honey, would you like to talk about this?” 
 
    She shook her head. Her face was hidden by the fall of her hair. 
 
    “We will have to talk about it.” 
 
    She nodded, then got out of the car and scurried up the walk. 
 
    I followed slowly,  trudging, wondering what had happened. 
 
      
 
    We had been married for ten years, and Sandy was the love of my life. A beautiful woman with a good body and a quite beautiful face, she was always the picture of propriety. As far as I knew, she had never broken a law in her life. 
 
    So what had happened? 
 
    The next day I queried her again as to what had happened, and again was stonewalled. But she was hang dog all day long, embarrassed, unwilling to even look me in the eye. 
 
    That evening I made an appointment with a doctor. 
 
      
 
    Two days later we entered a small office with no receptionist. Just a square with some chairs and end tables and magazines. I wondered if we were in the right place, then a muscular, well built, young man came through a doorway. He wore comfortable clothes, no white coat or net, and he said, “Mr. and Mrs. Mistral, I’m Dr. Hensall. Right this way.” 
 
    We followed him to an office. There was a couch against one wall and a couple of comfortable chairs in front of the desk. One wall was filled with books, and behind the desk were a half a dozen diplomas. Doctor of this and that. Graduated form. Etcetera. 
 
    We sat in the two chairs and he rounded the desk and settled into a plush swivel. There was nothing on the desk accept a blotter, a pen, and a tablet. A side table held a computer. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…my wife was picked up…not arrested I mean, but…she was undressing store dummies. Taking the clothes off mannequins.” 
 
    He was silent, waiting. 
 
    “So the officer gave us the card for this exchange, and, uh…” 
 
    “I understand.” His eyes were sharp, but his attitude was very…noncommittal. 
 
    There was nothing else to say, so I just cleared my throat, looked at my wife. 
 
    “Mrs. Mistral, Sandra…” 
 
    “She likes Sandy,” I blurted. 
 
    “Sandy, have you ever done anything like this before?” 
 
    “I…I don’t think so.” 
 
    I butted in, “What do you mean you don’t think? Don’t you—“ 
 
    “Mr. Mistral? George?” 
 
    I turned to the doctor. 
 
    “There can be no judgmentalism in this office. Your wife is not guilty of anything.” 
 
    “But she…she got arrested.” 
 
    “Many people think that going to a psychiatrist indicates an illness, a ‘craziness,’ if you will. But we are really just striving to understand an action. Having an intolerant opinion concerning any action discourages open communication.” 
 
    I thought about that, and settled back. I wasn’t happy, I wanted answers, but I wasn’t the professional here. 
 
    And, his little talk seemed to reassure Sandy, and she actually began to speak of what had happened. Under his gentle concern she said she had just been walking through the store, noticed that the dummies were dressed incorrectly, and she just wanted to fix everything before somebody came along and was offended. 
 
    “How were they dressed incorrectly?” 
 
    “They were wearing male clothes.” 
 
    “And were the mannequins male in form?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, but the doctor frowned at me.  
 
    “So the mannequins were male, but they should have been wearing female clothes.” 
 
    “Of course!” She seemed surprised that he would even ask such a question. 
 
    So the doctor kept asking questions, and I didn’t see the sense of them, or what some of them even meant. I mean, what difference does it make if she played with dolls when she was a child? 
 
    But there was a trend here, and I listened with interest as she admitted that when she was young she always dressed her male dolls in female clothing. 
 
    An hour later we were done, and Dr. Hensall made us another appointment, and he said, “Mr. Mistral….Mrs. Mistral, I would like to try some hypnosis next session. I would like you to be present, George, but I must caution you that you must be completely silent. If she is in a receptive frame of mind you must not disturb her. Speaking while a person is under hypnosis can derail the whole process. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Not a word. But what do you think is wrong?” 
 
    He pursed his lips, twisted them a bit, which was the only sign of his displeasure with the question. He explained, “Nothing is right or wrong here. All we are trying to do is find out what happened.” 
 
    “But you can cure her.” 
 
    He actually made a light grimace. “I’ll do my best to find out why she did what she did After that, it is up to her to make decisions. To label those decisions as ‘cure,’ or ‘wrong,’ is quite counter productive.” 
 
    On that happy note we parted. 
 
      
 
    The next two days passed like normal. Oh, we didn’t talk about Sandy’s episode, and there was a certain tension, but we carried on and just acted…normal. Then came the second visit, and the hypnosis session. 
 
     
 
    “Sandy,” I want you to relax. Just let all muscular tension out. Imagine yourself in a tub of warm water, and the water is so comfortable, and you are relaxing, you are…” 
 
    Hensall gave her the commands, and she closed her eyes and did as he wished. 
 
    I was sitting in a chair in a corner, watching, and it was quite interesting. 
 
    After a minute of him relaxing her, he asked, “Sandy, can you tell me why you undressed the mannequins?” 
 
    In a soft, unemotional voice she said, “They were wearing the wrong clothes.” 
 
    “What do you think are wrong clothes.” 
 
    “They were wearing male clothes. Men should wear female clothes. Everything is changing.” 
 
    “And how is everything changing?” 
 
    “Men used to be in charge, but everything is wrong, so women are going to be in charge.” 
 
    He went down that alley for a while, but she just kept saying that women were going to be in charge. 
 
    He tried: “So will making men wear women’s clothes help this role reversal?” 
 
    “Of course. Men have to learn.” 
 
    “Where are you, Sandy?” 
 
    “I’m in Womanland.” 
 
    I blinked. Womanland? 
 
    “And where is Womanland?” 
 
    “It’s in Europe. It’s beautiful. Women rule there, and men know their places.” 
 
    “Who else is in Womanland?” 
 
    “Everybody. The women. They are holding meetings and projecting their thoughts.” 
 
    “What are these thoughts?” 
 
    “That men must bow down. That men must understand women by being them.” 
 
    There was more of this, a lot more, but at the end of a half hour the doctor ended the session. He told her she would be fresh and rested, and he snapped his fingers. 
 
    Sandy awoke and smiled. “When are we going to start?” 
 
    Dr. Hensall smiled, and I stared disbelievingly. 
 
     
 
    Again, a couple of days of pleasantry, nothing said, but the tension was less. Sandy was much more relaxed. I wanted to ask her about this ‘Womanland’ thing, but was under orders not to discuss the session with her. 
 
    Sigh. 
 
    But then the third session came, and I could discuss things, and baby, that was a step into another world. 
 
      
 
    “Mrs. Mistral, Sandy, I’ve done some research, and while I have nothing definitive, I do have some clues as to what you are experiencing.” 
 
    Sandy tilted her head curiously, she had started raising her head, and even looking people in the eyes again. That was a relief. 
 
    I leaned forward and was intensely curious. 
 
    “There is an actual place called Womanland, and it is in Europe. It is apparently a sect of women who believe that the world should be one happy gynarchy. That woman are superior and that men should serve them. 
 
    “Gynarchy?” I asked. 
 
    “Rule by women.” 
 
    “Like a matriarchy.” 
 
    “Some differences, but…yes.” 
 
    He turned back to Sandy. 
 
    “What you are experiencing is a mild delusion, a twisting on this theme of women must rule the world. I wouldn’t be alarmed, it is on a level with ‘Democrats must rule the world, or Republicans must rule the world.’” 
 
    I was tempted to tell him that Trump must rule the world, but I held myself back. 
 
    “As to where you came in contact with this delusion we don’t know. There are many mysteries to the mind. Possibly you read something, maybe even a news announcer in the background saying something about it.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked, surprised. 
 
    “Oh, yes. The news media is quite a nefarious bunch. Nothing but bad news and..why do you think they call it programming?” 
 
    Huh! 
 
    “Anyway, somehow you came in contact with the ideas of this group and you have taken them for your own.” 
 
    “What do I do about that?” asked Sandy. 
 
    “Well, the first thing to be done is to relieve you of any anxiety. Not understanding the difference between reality and a delusion can be quite stressing, and ultimately harmful. But if we can relieve the anxiety then the delusion may pass.” 
 
    “And if it doesn’t?” I asked. 
 
    “Medication. There are procedures,” he shrugged. “But if we can relieve the anxiety then there may be no need for further treatment.” 
 
    We talked for a while, then Hensall discussed methods of relieving anxiety. He recommended some books, said he was available for further counseling, and then he hit us with the whammy, although we didn’t know it then. 
 
    “What you can do, George, to relieve the tension, is simple.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Don’t fight it. Don’t make her wrong. Accept her delusions. Even go along with them.” 
 
    “Let her undress department store mannequins?” 
 
    He smiled, “No. But if she shows an interest in such an action, guide her away from that. Give her something else to do. Acquiesce to her demands, but in a more controlled environment.” 
 
    And, on that happy note, we shook hands and departed. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home, both ensconced in our own thoughts, and I went into the kitchen and made myself a bourbon and Coke. And I thought: Go along with her delusion. Don’t judge, don’t have an opinion, just go along with it. Weird. 
 
     
 
    The weeks passed slowly, and things returned to normal. We talked and laughed, ate dinner, had drinks, saw friends, and life was as it should be. 
 
    It was almost like we had forgotten the whole thing, then, one day, I had just turned on a hockey game and gotten out my beer and a giant cigar, and she said, “I think I’ll go to the mall.” 
 
    I thought nothing of it, bid her good bye, and, as soon as her car backed out of the driveway, I had a thought. 
 
    She was going to have an episode I don’t know why I thought that. But I did. I put the beer and cigar away, turned off the TV, and headed for the mall. I was just in time. 
 
    I saw her car in the parking and parked next to it. It was a short walk, only a quarter mile or so, to JC Pennys, so I strolled towards that entrance. 
 
    The mall was a big place, and I wondered how I was going to find Sandy. I was thinking about just calling her cell when I heard the disturbance. It was in the men’s section. 
 
    “But it’s dressed wrong! We’ve got to change it’s clothes!” 
 
    That was Sandy’s voice. I heard the murmur of other voices protesting, and I hurried. 
 
    Sandy had started stripping a mannequin and a clerk was arguing with her. Sandy had a bra in one hand and the woman was trying to get it away with her. 
 
    “Hey, hey!” I interjected myself. 
 
    Sandy calmed a little at my presence, and I managed to get her to let go of the bra. 
 
    “What’s the problem?” I asked the clerk. 
 
    “I’m going to call security,” the woman said. 
 
    “Is there any harm done?” I asked. 
 
    “She was trying to put female clothes on the dummy!” 
 
    “But she didn’t succeed, and she’s going home now, so…” I shrugged my shoulders. 
 
    The woman stared after us as I walked Sandy down the aisle. She even followed us and watched us cross the parking lot. 
 
    I drove, and I watched Sandy carefully. She was making little gulping sounds and looking around in a confused manner. She didn’t look at me. 
 
    “Sandy?” 
 
    She looked away. 
 
    “Sandy?” 
 
    She jerked her head around and looked at me. Her eyes were feral and she mumbled, “You’re wrong. You’re all wrong.” 
 
    I pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and rounded to her door. As she got out she looked at me and frowned. “Why are you dressed like that?” 
 
    “Come on, honey.” 
 
    I walked her into the house, and she stopped, and looked around. 
 
    “Come on, dear. Let’s get you to bed. You can rest for a while and I’ll call the doctor.” 
 
    I walked her down the hallway and, though she went willingly enough, her head turned this way and that. 
 
    “I’ve been here before…but it’s so different.” 
 
    “Here we go, babe.  Why don’t you just hop in bed and I’ll get you an aspirin.” 
 
    She walked into the closet. 
 
    I followed her. “Sandy?” 
 
    She turned to me, she looked at me. She said, “I want to make love.” 
 
    I loved my wife, and our loving had been all to infrequent these last weeks, but I did love making love to her. But…she wasn’t well! 
 
    She reached up and undid a button. 
 
    “Honey?” I tried to get her hands off me, but she got another button undone, and another. Finally she started pulling my clothes off. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    And she began to cry. Deep sobs that racked the body. 
 
    “Hey, don’t!” 
 
    Then she was struggling with my belt, and she got it unbuckled. The zipper ripped open and she began pulling my pants down. 
 
    And I finally sighed and let her. Heck, I couldn’t make love if I didn’t have an erection, and I certainly didn’t have one now, not with her acting so…so nuts! 
 
    She pulled my tee shirt off, then gripped my underwear, my tighty whiteys, and pulled them down. 
 
    My dick hung, maybe three inches long, flaccid. 
 
    She stopped, stared, and grinned. 
 
    She stood up, and she said, “You’re dressed all wrong, you know. If you have a cock you must wear a dress.” 
 
    “Men wear pants. Women wear dresses.” 
 
    She knelt and faced my cock. She didn’t touch it. She just whispered to it, “If you want to wear a dress…get hard.” 
 
    Nothing. I sighed. 
 
    “A nice pair of panties and a bra.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Some hose. Garters.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Lipstick.” 
 
    Something. 
 
    I stared down in horror as my cock started to rise. 
 
    “Ah, ha! She likes lipstick.” 
 
    Then, having gotten a reaction from my cock, she grabbed it and began to suck. 
 
    I started getting frantic. Just because I had gotten a hard on when she said a word didn’t mean that my cock was….that I was… 
 
    I tried to get my penis out of her hands, but I couldn’t. I could pry a finger up, but then she just went to the other hand, and she sucked. And she slapped my balls, all of which caused my cock to get even harder! 
 
    “Let me alone!” I cried. 
 
    She just kept sucking and squeezing and palpating, then, abruptly, she let go and stood up. I was naked, and she was fully clothed, and she said, “I know what you want.” 
 
    “I want you to go to bed. I want to get out of this closet.” I wanted my erection, which was poking her in the thigh, to go down. 
 
    But my dick had different ideas. As if it had been ignited and now had a mind of its own. 
 
    But, ask any man, when has a dick not had a mind of its own? 
 
    But to get erect from a single word? Nonsense! 
 
    “Now, come on,” I tried to turn her, but she moved, and she grabbed a bra off a coat hanger and started putting it on me. 
 
    “Hey!” I used a little muscle and forced her back. 
 
    She grabbed my penis and squeezed, and lifted. Suddenly I was gasping and up on tip toe. “Let go!” 
 
    But she wouldn’t. She pulled me out of the closet with one hand, pushed the bra into my hands with the other. 
 
    “Put it on!” she snarled. 
 
    “Get your hands—AH!” 
 
    She pulled down, and so hard that I was afraid my cock would separate at the root. That she would rip my penis right off me. 
 
    “Okay!” My voice was a frantic, little yelp. 
 
    She held my cock with one hand and my balls with the other. “Put it on.” 
 
    I slipped an arm through a strap, then another arm. Somehow I managed to get it right, and I struggled to get my shoulder right. 
 
    She smiled. “That’s a good boy. Good boys wear bras. They keep their pillows high and tight.” 
 
    “Gurk,” I gulped. 
 
    She let go of my package and wrapped her arms around me. I was shaky in the knee, quivering from the pain, and she quickly fastened the back. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” she crooned, a wild but pleased look in her eyes. “Needs puberty, she does.” 
 
    She grabbed my chin with one hand and turned my face so I was looking directly at her. “Puberty brings joy. Puberty brings love. When the penis falls off you will grow breasts and be a woman. Clothes are just the start.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I staggered to the bed, half collapsed and caught myself with one arm to the mattress. I stood there breathing hard, and felt her lifting one of my legs. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She slipped panties over my foot, let that leg fall and lifted the other. 
 
    “Hey, what—“ 
 
    She punched me in the gonads. I fell to my knees, my head a white hot mess, and she went ahead and pulled panties on me. I was feeling like I was going to puke, and she pulled the panties tight. My nuts were caught, and after having been punched so recently, they hurt. 
 
    “Ow!” I fell forward, laid on the floor, and she let me. I realized that tears were coming out of my eyes. 
 
    “She has to get dressed. She has to have puberty. He’s changing and he’s got to hurry up.” She muttered and moved around the room, and suddenly she rolled me over.               I was recovering, but I still had not much strength and I didn’t resist. 
 
    Then I felt a sensation on my legs and looked down in horror. 
 
    She was slathering my legs with shaving cream with one hand, and shaving my legs with the other. 
 
    “Hey!” I protested, but I was weak, and, let’s face it, how do you fight somebody with a razor in their hand? 
 
    So I laid there breathing, gathering strength, and she shaved my legs, both legs, and even pulled my panties down and began scraping away hair around my junction. 
 
    Now I was terrified. She was talking about me being a woman, about changes, about puberty, and…what if she decided to help matters along by shaving my stump off? 
 
    Then it was done. I was shaved, nude below the waist, and I hoped it was done. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    “Got to hurry. Change starting. Got to puberty. He’s gonna be big…” She sat on me, and my cock, which had gone soft after she had punched me, got hard again. 
 
    It was scrunched inside the panties, and it was squashed under her weight, but she ignored it and spread shaving cream on my body and shaved all my hair off. 
 
    “Hey,” I said weakly. 
 
    “Got to…what?” 
 
    “You’re making a mess. Let me shave myself.” 
 
    It was the only thing I could do. 
 
    But she didn’t want to let me shave myself. I think she didn’t trust me. Her, the woman having delusions, didn’t trust the man who wasn’t. 
 
    “Then take me into the shower, do it there.” 
 
    Mind you, I didn’t want to shave my body, but I figured if I could get my feet under me, maybe I could find a way to get away from her grasping hands. I hadn’t planned on her methods. 
 
    She stopped shaving me, frowned, then stood up, snaked a hand under my panties, and lifted me by the dick. I gave a small scream at the pain, and then she was pulling me up, moving me towards the bathroom. 
 
    She pulled me into the shower, turned the hot water on, and waited while it warmed up. She waited. I was already in the shower. She had finally taken her hand off my package, but she still held the razor and I was stuck in a phone booth sized room and shivering. 
 
    The water warmed up and she stepped in. 
 
    As she moved the razor over me again, doing a better job, making the skin smooth and babylike, I could have escaped. But it would have involved pushing her, and she would have fallen and likely cracked her noggin. I couldn’t do that. 
 
    And there was always that sharp razor. 
 
    So I stood there, gazing through the shower door longingly, and terrified when she shaved my penis. 
 
    God, one quick move and I would be a eunuch! 
 
    She finished, and I was bald. I thought I would have a chance to escape, but she grabbed my penis again, and now she held the razor over it, threatening me. She must have picked up on my fears. 
 
    “Come. We must hurry!” Her eyes were focused on me, and quite determined. 
 
    We left the shower, and she suddenly reached up and cut the bra off me. One quick whisk with the razor, and the sopping wet article of female clothing was on the ground. And she had her hand on my package again, and looked ready to do the slice and dice if I even sneezed. 
 
    She pulled me to her dresser drawer and said, “Get a bra out.” 
 
    I opened the drawer that contained bras and picked one out. 
 
    “Not that one. The baby bra.” 
 
    The baby bra. It was a bra with flaps on the front. One of her friends had given that to her as a joke. She had big tits, and there was some sort of humor involved, and I found it.” 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    I struggled into the thing, and thank God this one had clasps on the front. 
 
    Mind you, I was dripping wet, but she didn’t care. 
 
    Then she made me pick out a tummy shaper. It had an open bottom and was more like a corset, it was certainly tight enough to be a corset, and she made me put it on. 
 
    I wound up laying on the floor, tugging on the thing, but I got it on. 
 
    “Nylons.” 
 
    I was pulled over to another drawer and picked up a new pair of hose. She pulled me by the pecker to the bed, and she pushed me back With one hand she managed to unroll each stockings on each leg. 
 
    Several times I saw opportunities to get away, to run for it, but as soon as I had the idea she would move, shift her position, regrip my dick, and the opportunities passed me by. 
 
    “Honey,” I tried reasoning with her. “This is silly. You’ve got to let me go. Let’s call up the doctor and we can get this all straightened out.” 
 
    She gave a snort and handed me a bundle of nylons. “Fill your bra.” 
 
    I almost laughed, it was so bizarre, it was like an old western where the villain and the hero are in a showdown and one of them says, ‘Fill yore hand!’ Except this was not a western. 
 
    I stuffed hose into my cups until they were filled and pointing. 
 
    She handed me a dress. “Put it on.” 
 
    Her hand firmly on my manhood, I raised my arms and wiggled into the dress and pulled it down over my hips. 
 
    She smiled. “Good. We need to hurry though. Puberty coming. You change.” 
 
    “Honey, can’t you let me go?” I had been crying from being struck in the nuts earlier, and I was starting to cry again. 
 
    “Ha!” she muttered. “Come here.” 
 
    She pushed me towards her vanity and made me sit down. She frowned, then told me to put my hands behind my back. I did, and she hugged me. Her weight was on me, I couldn’t get up, and she did what she did next with one hand still holding the razor. She wrapped dental floss around my wrists, again and again, loop after loop. She must have used a whole roll of the stuff, and there was no way I could hope to break  it, so I was trussed, tied up in her vanity chair. 
 
    She smiled and stood up. She looked down at my cock. She frowned. “Too bad, but it’s got to go.” 
 
    I was afraid she was going to cut it off, but she just shook her head and placed the razor on the table. 
 
    I sat there and she turned to the table and fiddled with her creams and potions and brushes and stuff. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. Tell the truth, now that she was no longer holding my weenie, with a razor in her other hand, I felt a little relief. 
 
    “You’ve got to change. They told me. Puberty is coming. Got to get you ready.” She mumbled in a low voice, and it sounded like she was some sort of weird record, just repeating things. 
 
    She picked up some things and walked behind me. She tugged on my ‘restraints’ and then sat down. I could feel her as she straightened out a finger and began doing something to it. It felt like she was filing it, then pressing something onto it. Was it…could she be putting nails on me?” 
 
    “Are you putting nails on me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But…why?” But I knew why. She had to change me. Puberty was coming. 
 
    “Got to change you. Puberty. Got to hurry.” 
 
    She began to hum as she did my other fingers. File and prepare, press and wait, and if it wasn’t for the fact that the dental floss was cutting into my flesh it would have been pleasant. 
 
    Finally, she finished. She stood up and came around to the front. I could barely feel my hands, the nails on them. I didn’t have much strength in my hands, the circulation being cut off, but I could wiggle them and feel the nails. 
 
    She frowned at me feet. “Should have done feet.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. 
 
    “No, it’s not.” 
 
    She picked up a tiny pair of scissors, bent down and cut the tip of my hose. Shortly she was sitting cross legged at my feet, painting my tiny toes a bright red. 
 
    “Don’t move.” She dried my toes with a hair drier. I sat and felt the numbness of my hands. 
 
    She got off the floor turned me and the chair sideways, and sat on my lap. 
 
    “Ooh, hard on,” she whispered, as she washed my face with a tiny sponge. “Enjoy it while you can.” 
 
    Again, the fear: was she going to cut it off? 
 
    She began humming again as she put primer on my face, then she brushed on blush and foundation. She worked slowly, but intently. I had seen her put her own make up on in five minutes, on the run, in the tiny car mirror. But she was treating me like I was Michelangelo’s canvas. She dabbed and smoothed and brushed, sometimes using a brush, sometimes a cloth, sometimes her fingers. 
 
    My penis was going wild with all this kinky attention. She smiled and wiggled and ground her ass down, and my cock tried to stand up even straighter. 
 
    She began working on my eyes, and it was frightening when she held that sharp pencil to my eyes and outlined them. Then she brushed a very fine charcoal color onto my lids. 
 
    She smiled. “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    “I want to get up.” 
 
    “Soon.” 
 
    “My hands hurt.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Puberty is coming.” 
 
    She finished the eyes and selected a pink plumper. She dabbed and smoothed the stuff on my lips, and I swear I could feel it working. I found out later that the stuff had a lot of cinnamon and menthol in it. It worked by irritating the skin and causing a reaction. 
 
    “I don’t like this.” 
 
    “You’ll love your new, full lips.” She painted my lips a bright, sexy red. 
 
    She leaned back and inspected me. “You need eyelashes.” 
 
    She put a pair of long lashes on me, and it was weird, looking out at the world under the fringes. 
 
    “I’m saving your life, you know,” she muttered at one point. 
 
    Saving my life? By putting make up on me? 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Whole world is going to change. Puberty coming to everybody. If you’re ready, if you can accept, then you live. You’ll be ready. You see yourself as a woman…you can be a woman.” 
 
    I said, and I don’t know why, “I’d rather have a hamburger.” 
 
    She started laughing. She put her head on my shoulder and laughed and laughed…until she cried. Then she just held on to me and sobbed. 
 
    Finally, she straightened up and felt my hair. Her eyes were glistening with tears, but she was over her crying jag. 
 
    “You want long hair or short?” 
 
    “I want my own hair.” 
 
    “You’ll have your own hair, but you want it long or short?” 
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    She nodded. “We can always cut long, so long it is.” 
 
    The way she said it, ‘so long,’ like she was saying good by. 
 
    She went into the closet and brought back her wig. It was long all right. she placed it on my head, fastened it in place, and the locks hung down over my shoulders. 
 
    She looked at me again, and grinned. “Almost ready.” 
 
    “What else is left?” 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    So we waited. Her sitting on my lap. 
 
    The hours passed, and I complained about my wrists again, but she paid me no mind. 
 
    At one point she said, “I love you, you know. That’s why I’m doing this.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know.” 
 
    She frowned. “You shouldn’t be sad. Puberty is coming.” 
 
    “Yeah, and my dick is going to fall off and I’ll turn into a woman.” 
 
    She nodded solemnly. “I’ll miss you as a man. I like your dick.” 
 
    “Yeah, well…” and I was going to say something funny like, ‘Suck my dick.’ 
 
    But she got the thought. 
 
    She lifted my dress, pulled down my panties, and there it was. Mr. Happy. In spite of the fact that I wasn’t happy, he was. Very happy. Stand up and shout happy. 
 
    She bent down and took my penis in her mouth. She was always good at oral sex, and it felt so good, after the hours of being tied up, to have my cock pleasured. I groaned with the pleasure, and I could feel her smiling around my cock. 
 
    Then she stopped, and I wanted more, but she stood up and shucked her shorts and pulled down her panties. She sat on me, and it was heaven when I entered into her. I cold feel her moist heat gobble my shaft, I could feel the slither of flesh against flesh, and the ripple of veins passing over veins. 
 
    I gasped. 
 
    She kissed me. She ground down, twisted her butt on my lap, and sucked on my mouth. 
 
    It made me harder. I never would have imagined, but a little slap and tickle, and being tied up for hours definitely qualifies as a little slap and tickle, made the dick harder, and I wanted her more, and I tried to move my hips up, to lurch into her. 
 
    She rocked back and forth, holding my head, smiling, kissing me, and I felt the little click of ignition way down in my groin. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered. “I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Last cum with a dick, honey,” she smiled at me. 
 
    It was odd, it was weird, and it was scary. Having a knife held to your manhood, and being told it was the last cum of your life…your male life…but it just made it all the sweeter, all the more powerful. 
 
    I jerked and writhed and semen shot up the shaft. My balls tightened and my head became ultra sensitive. I could feel all my flesh, glowing like it had been electrocuted, then the semen began to spurt. I could feel it deep inside her, splattering, sending those little wigglies looking for eggs. 
 
    I groaned and put my teeth on her shoulder, but I managed not to bite. 
 
    Squirt…squirt…squirt. Each bundle of droplets an emptying of my vital essence. And it felt so good. So good. 
 
    I sagged. And my dick sagged, shriveled, and started to ooze out of her snatch. 
 
    She smiled. “Was it good, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whispered. “It was good.” 
 
    I rested my head on her shoulder, and she held me and…and I felt something. I was relaxed, and I could feel something, deep inside. A vibration. Low but heady, shaking not my bones or muscles, but…but my corpuscles. 
 
    What the fuck?
And the vibration built and built, became tangible, and I raised my head. Sandy moved her head back, and we were face to face, and she saw me gasping, and shaking, and she said… “Puberty is here!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I felt my body shaking, not the muscles, but a vibration within that grew and grew. It felt like all my cells were shimmying. It wasn’t painful…at first. 
 
    At first it was just a little nauseating, like I wanted to be sick…but couldn’t. Then the vibration grew more intense. It was like my cells were actually moving back and forth inside my body. 
 
    Sandy fell off my lap. Fell right on her butt and looked up in surprise. “Ow!” 
 
    But her ‘Ow’ was nothing like mine. The slightly nauseating feeling suddenly felt like my stomach was turning inside out. 
 
    “Loose…loose…” I moaned. 
 
    She went in back of me, picked up the razor blade and sliced through the dental strands. 
 
    I fell on the floor, just keeled over and lay on my side. I was jerking and twitching, spasming, and it was getting worse. 
 
    I felt like I was being ejected from my head. I rolled over and tried to puke. Couldn’t. 
 
    “George! George!” Sandy tried to hold me, but my inner struggles were getting greater and greater. My arms and legs started whipping around. My neck cracked. My spine felt like it was a whip and somebody was cracking it. From the coccyx up the backbone, a ripple, a wave, again and again, as if they were trying to snap my head right off. 
 
    “George!” 
 
    She tried to lay on me, to hold me motionless, to stop me from hurting myself. 
 
    I was yelling something, but I sure didn’t know what. 
 
    I had a moment of clarity, a clairvoyant moment, and I looked at the town from a hundred yards up. I could see inside houses where other men were going through the same things I was going through. 
 
    A few of them were dressed as women. Sandy hadn’t been alone in her delusion, if that was what it was. Right then, if I had been able to think clearly, I would have guessed that it wasn’t a delusion. The pains in my body were too great for that. 
 
    Briefly, as if I was somebody else, I wondered if the men dressed like women would fare better than the men who were wearing regular male clothes. 
 
    Probably, then I was back in my body, writhing and groaning. And the pain localized. 
 
    It felt like when Sandy had punched me in the nuts, but about a hundred times worse. My manhood simply exploded in pain, and I had a feeling like somebody was putting hundred pound weights on my pectorals. 
 
    I screamed. 
 
    My scalp was on fire, but I couldn’t touch it. All I could do was lay there and moan and cry and wish the terrible torment would end. 
 
    Sandy kept trying to hold me, and slowly, slowly, the pain began to reside. 
 
    But it wasn’t disappearing, it was becoming more than I could bear, and my mind was just sort of canceling out that part of reality. 
 
    I rolled on to my back, and observed the pain, as if from afar. 
 
    My testicles, my penis, I couldn’t distinguish them from the pain. My chest was erupting in agony. 
 
    “You’re changing,” Sandy grunted, and she pulled the top of my dress down and reached in. She grabbed the hose I had packed my bra with and ripped it out, tossed it aside. What intuition drove her I don’t know, but I think she was doing the right thing. I immediately felt a susurration deep within my chest and it felt like somebody was grabbing nipples and pulling them, and my chest was expanding. 
 
    And my cock…what was happening to it? 
 
    “Sandy…my penis…what…” 
 
    She finished emptying the cups of my bra and reached down and pulled my panties down. She gasped. 
 
    “You’re smaller…you’re shrinking…it’s…it’s disappearing.” 
 
    The odd thing was that as she said this my mind accepted it, and the pain became less. It was like the smaller my package the smaller the pain. Then it became more intense, and it was like somebody was stabbing up through my pubis with a sharp knife. I couldn’t hide from this pain, but it wasn’t bad. It was more like a a sliver under the nail than the bone vibrating pain I had first dealt with. 
 
    I reached up and felt my chest. I felt the cups, and they were filling. With flesh. I looked down and pulled the cups out, and I could see my pectorals changing into breasts. 
 
    Puberty? I don’t know. But development…yes. 
 
    I stopped moving completely. I lay there and groaned and felt the changes ripping my body, changing it. 
 
    “Your hair…your hair,” Sandy was crying, frightened by my pain, happy for my…puberty. She grabbed my hair and pulled, and it was no longer a wig. In some strange way the fibers of the wig and my own hair had merged, blended, whatever you want to call it. 
 
    “Your lips!” 
 
    I felt my mouth, and those lips weren’t mine. They were round and full and soft. 
 
    I felt my chest. My cups were full now, but my tits were still growing, overflowing the cups, the material of the bra becoming the ultimate confinement, actually cutting into my flesh. 
 
    “The bra!” I gasped. “Take it off!” 
 
    Sandy ripped at the dress, but she couldn’t separate the material. She pulled up on the material, the dress shifted up on my torso and she reached her hands down my back and undid the bra. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I groaned. The relief was immeasurable. I tore at the front of the dress and it came down. I clutched my tits and held them. They grew a little more, but the end of the confinement signaled the end of their growth. 
 
    I lay there, crying, and felt the last throbs and pains of my groin transforming. 
 
    My dick was gone. My balls were shoved up into my pubic cavity. It hurt, but the hurt was just a light slithering of nerves, and then it was over. 
 
    I lay there, gasping, and Sandy held me, and we waited for me to recover. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long for me to recover. Maybe an hour. At any rate, it was only mid-afternoon and I managed, with Sandy’s help, to stand up. I struggled to my feet, stood up and wavered, and the world stopped spinning. 
 
    I was changed. I was a woman. I had lost six inches, from six foot to five foot six, and 60 pounds. From 180 to 120. I had very large breasts, which made Sandy happy. 
 
    “In my dreams they told me if I wanted big breasts on you I should apply pressure, that the boobs would resist the pressure and grow larger.” 
 
    “They were right,” I observed, as I looked in the mirror. Even my voice was higher pitched, very girl like. 
 
    As noted, my hair was my own, long and luxurious and flowing over my shoulders. And my face was soft and colorful. The make up must have been absorbed, became part of me, for my lips were quite full and red. My eyes were large and scintillating. 
 
    All in all, Sandy had done an incredible job of not just going along with the change, but of encouraging me to be the most woman I could be. 
 
    We were very sweaty from the change. Losing 60 pounds, not to mention six inches, causes a bit of perspiration, to put it lightly. 
 
    Sandy helped me undress and get into the shower. She joined me and scrubbed me clean. 
 
    Her hands worked me over, and she took a moment to feel my breasts, which made me near faint. then she examined my pussy. There was no sign of my cock, except for a slightly larger clitoris. When she touched that I almost came. 
 
    She giggled, helped me out of the shower, dried me off and helped me get dressed. 
 
    And I needed help. 
 
    Before, she had dressed me by force. Clothing had been ripped and wrinkled and not a good fit. 
 
    Now I was more female sized, and her clothes fit me perfectly…except for the bra. 
 
    “Wow! I didn’t know you were going to get this big!” She held my melons. “Well, first stop is a lingerie store. Or maybe…do you know anybody with big tits?” 
 
    “Aunt Matthilda left a box of clothes in the garage,” I said. 
 
    In a moment Sandy was back, toting the box, and we pulled out a big, industrial strength bra. 
 
    And I needed one! 
 
    My boobs barely fit into even that big over the shoulder boulder holder, and they bulged up to give me an expanse of cleavage that was sort of mashed. 
 
    I pulled on panties, no more need for underwear with a pouch for the goodies in them. Then she helped me into a dress, nylons, and…high heels. 
 
    “I can’t wear these! I can’t walk in these!” 
 
    She just laughed. “Every woman can walk in heels. It’s in their DNA.” 
 
    The funny thing was…she was right. Sure, it was awkward, but I quickly gained the hang of it. Faster than I could have if I was still male. 
 
    Still male. How odd that sounded. 
 
    Finally, dressed, we went to the kitchen for a quick lunch, and watched the television. The television was filled with news about The Great Feminization, as the newsies were calling it. 
 
    Ninety per cent of the males had transformed. The only ones who hadn’t had unusually big penises; they seemed, just looking at a few examples on the tube, very big and manly. They all grinned knowingly. Knowingly as if they knew they were going to fuck the world and the world was going to love it. 
 
    There were interviews of men who had transformed into woman. 
 
    Even children had transformed. 
 
    Then there was a special announcement from…Womanland. 
 
    Sandy and I looked at each other in surprise. Yes, the doctor had told us this was a real place, but delusions…we thought her delusions were just dreams. Made up things. 
 
    But there was actually a place called Womanland. 
 
    A tall woman with large breasts came onto the screen. She smiled, didn’t read from a script, and said, “We of Womanland wish to welcome you to the new world. 
 
    “Many have not survived this change, and crews will be traveling through your area. If your husband has died from the change simply let them know. They will remove the body with respect and give counseling if it is needed. 
 
    “For those of you who have survived, as I said, welcome to the new world. You are now a woman, and you have inherited a world badly in need of a make over. You will be expected to come to grips with your change, and to offer your services to help us fix this poor planet. 
 
    “There will be no more poverty, no more crime. Governments will cease to be corrupt and nations will get along for the betterment of all. War is hereby abolished. Rape, of course, does not exist anymore. 
 
    “For you newbies who have survived, take a moment, take a breath, accept yourself as you are. When you are ready a woman will appear who will help you take the final steps in this wonderful metamorphosis you are experiencing. 
 
    “From Womanland, have a great day…have a female day.” 
 
    She smiled, the camera cut, and the newsies took over. 
 
    But not just the newsies, only the female newsies. 
 
    And in businesses around the world men came back to work…as female. 
 
    In Congress women controlled everything, and they left the Democrat and Republican parties as one and started their own party, The Female Party. And their symbol was not a donkey, or an elephant. It was a pose by Marilyn Monroe, standing on a grate and letting the wind blow up her dress. 
 
    And the burial trucks rolled, and women ruled the streets, and the only men left were the big, strong breeders. Men who had survived The Puberty because they had dicks too big to be shrunk, and they became the perfect impregnators for the new civilization. 
 
    We poured ourselves a bourbon and Coke, and I went out on the streets. I talked to neighbors whose husbands had passed, victims to puberty, and to other men like myself, who had survived. 
 
    A few of these new men had been prepared by their wives of The Puberty. Most had just gutted it out, and these were often, unfortunately, drab creatures. They had no one to help prepare them, to show them what they could be as women, and so their chests were small and their faces lackluster. 
 
    I had been very fortunate, indeed. 
 
    But I wasn’t done. 
 
     
 
    Sandy and I returned to the house, arm in arm, and built another drink, and toasted the new civilization. 
 
    And she told me that if a man is prepared to be a woman the change goes much easier. But though I was prepared, the final change, the glue to cement the deal, the final act, was a hard pill to swallow. 
 
    “So what is this last thing that you must guide me through? I asked as we sat, the television on low, enjoying our bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She told me, and I started to shake. “I can’t…I can’t do that.” 
 
    “But you must! Sandy said. “If you don’t you will wither on the vine, the wonderful things we’ve done, they will fade, and you will be like those who had no wives to help prepare them.” 
 
    “But I can’t make love to a man! I am too close to being a man! the idea…” I shivered. 
 
    She smiled and touched my cheek. “Not to worry, my love. I’ve been instructed on how to handle that.” 
 
    “You have?” I was hopeful. 
 
    “I have. Come along.” She stood up and extended her hand. I took it, and let her lead me from the living room to the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she bade me sit on the bed, and she opened a dresser drawer and took out a box. Curious, I stared as she opened it, and when she showed me the contents I gaped. 
 
    It was a strap on harness with a big dildo. A lifelike representation of a cock. 
 
    “Honey, you’ll learn. You’ll overcome your aversion to men, and you will crave them. You will certainly be glad that ten percent of the population was spared for breeder duty. But ten percent of the men still men…that’s not enough to help cement the change in the new women of the world.” 
 
    “What are you…” But I knew. 
 
    She stepped into the strap on and snugged it up. She buckled the straps and tugged on it to make sure it fit right. 
 
    “I got you a big dick for the first time because, well, let’s face it, that’s the kind of guy you are. Or were. 
 
    She placed the dildo in the socket and pressed and twisted. 
 
    CLICK! She had a dick. A nice, big one, with lifelike veins and balls and everything. 
 
    “If you squeeze the balls a semen like fluid will shoot out of the head.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    And here was the thing. Yes, I had an aversion to men. Like I said, I had just been one, and the idea of making love to a man was just too much for my newly adjusting mind. 
 
    But I could make love to a woman with a dick. 
 
    And The Great Puberty, to stick, didn’t require a real dick. A fake dick was perfectly fine to make sure I stayed beautiful and voluptuous, and didn’t slide down into the mediocrity of those who were not prepared by their mates to be women. 
 
    “Would you like it face up or doggy style?” Sandy asked. 
 
    “Face up, I think.” 
 
    “Face up it is. Lay back on the bed. Scootch over and get ready.” 
 
    I lay on the bed, crossways, my legs up and spread, and Sandy moved in. 
 
    “Baby, this is going to be so much fun,” and she diddled my pussy with her finger. 
 
    I felt her finger go into me and I gasped. The touch down there was a hundred times more intimate than if somebody had just touched my cock. It was inside of me, and the nerves were so much more sensitive. 
 
    She grinned, and pushed two fingers into me. “You’re already wet. You’ve got women’s intuition now, and you now what is coming.” 
 
    I nodded, not really understanding what I was agreeing with. 
 
    She moved forward. She placed the tip of her dick into my snatch and just held her position. 
 
    I felt the warmth explode from the gentle touch. 
 
    She reached up and put her hands over my tits. 
 
    “Wow. These are big. I’m jealous.” 
 
    I smiled. I liked my big tits. 
 
    She pushed forward, and the monster slid into me. 
 
    Every woman remembers the first time she was fucked. She remembers the confusion of the mind, the chaos of giving herself up to somebody, and the joy of realizing that in the submission she now owns something: the man who is attached to the penis that is pleasuring her. 
 
    It was like that for me. I felt it, I submitted, and I knew that though Sandy had just become dominant in our relationship, though she was the fucker, in a strange, feminine way I owned her. 
 
    She pulled back, and it felt like I was being turned inside out, and in the most pleasurable way. 
 
    She slid in and my whole body reacted, wanted more, and I made strange sounds. 
 
    Back and forth she sawed me. 
 
    Oh, the joy of the vagina, and I then felt sorry for the me I used to be. Walking around like a swinging dick and not understanding. 
 
    And I felt sorry for every man who thought the penis was in charge. 
 
    How wrong. How very, very wrong they were. 
 
    The universe is a pussy. It is a female, and it is the females who own it. 
 
    In and out she went, grinning at me, knowing the new experience I was loving. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I said. “I never knew!” 
 
    “No, you didn’t. But you do now.” 
 
    And I started to cum, and it was more different than anything I had ever felt or imagine. It wasn’t like a gun shooting, like a man’s, it was like being in an ocean, and the waves lifted me up and crashed me, washed through me, turned me every which way but loose, and then left me, panting, exhausted, and wondering where everything had gone. 
 
    Sandy pulled her penis out of me, and I lay there, dazed, marveling, and wondering. 
 
    Why hadn’t men gone through this before? Why had they had to wait for The Great Puberty? 
 
    But of course, the simple truth was…they hadn’t understood. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I waited a half hour after my wife left. The whole half hour I could feel the excitement within. I could feel the bubbling nervous energy, I wanted to get started, but I had to wait. 
 
    Heck, I’d read all too many of those stories where the husband starts changing, then the wife comes home, and I sure didn’t want that to happen to me! 
 
    So I waited a half hour, then a couple of extra minutes while I went into the kitchen and made myself a tall bourbon and Coke. Then the time it took me to walk back through the house, then I picked up the cell phone. 
 
    “Hey, honey, just checking to make sure you made your flight.” 
 
    “Aw, that’s sweet. You do love me.” 
 
    I took a swig of my drink to defeat her maudlin concerns. If she only knew that I wasn’t checking to make sure she was all right, but that she had gotten out of town…well, she wouldn’t understand. 
 
    But what woman really understands men? 
 
    “Of course, I do,” I answered, in a hurry for the conversation to end. I wanted to get started. 
 
    “Well, you have a good time, and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” she giggled. 
 
    “Oh, I won’t,” I assured her. And I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t do the dishes, I wouldn’t vacuum. I wouldn’t not drink, and I wouldn’t not watch porn, and, most of all, I wouldn’t not get dressed up. 
 
    “That’s a dear. Well, I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Love you, honey,” I said, and we hung up. 
 
    And I smiled. 
 
    I walked out to the garage. At the back of the garage I had built a big shelf. Too high for Lana to get too.  
 
    At the back of the shelf, behind heavy boxes, too heavy for Lana to move, there was a light box. 
 
    I shoved the heavy ones aside, pulled out the light one, and had a big smile on my face as I walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    I put the box on the bed, stripped my clothes off, and applied a thick coat of Nair. I waited for 15, it started to burn, and I hopped into the shower. 
 
    La de dah! I scrubbed and washed my hairs down the drain. 
 
    When Lana first noticed that I was exfoliating my body, entirely, she was a bit surprised. But I just weathered the questions and raised eyebrows and told her it was what professional athletes did. Swimmers could swim faster. Runners cold run faster. Bikers could pedal faster. 
 
    I even bought a bike to bolster the story. And she never seemed to take note of the fact that I never ride the stupid thing. 
 
    Out of the shower and I dried myself off with a big, fluffy towel. 
 
    Then into the bedroom and the real work began. 
 
    First, my nails.  
 
    I hate doing my toe nails. I’m just not that flexible. But if I don’t do the toe nails then I can’t wear open toed high heels. And I do so love high heels. 
 
    So I forced myself into a pretzel and began painting them. A beautiful, shiny red. 
 
    After my exertions in that bent over position doing my hands was easy. I filed and sanded and pressed some semi-long ovals on my digits. Not pre-painted, I wanted to paint them myself. I loved to stroke on the polish and watch my digits transform from stubby, spatulate fingers into slender, sexy digits. 
 
    And now everything was different. I had to figure out how to use my hands like a delicate woman. 
 
    I sat down at my wife’s vanity, pushed her stuff back a bit, and laid out my own bottles and creams and powders and brushes. 
 
    I spent an hour, and it was like an hour of making love to my face. An hour of zen silence and mystical metamorphoses. An hour of cleansing and priming, foundation and blush, and eyes. Oh, the eyes. Delicate charcoal to make my orbital sockets like caves. And inside the rim of the cave, outlined by the thin line of dark mascara and under the waving fringe of long eyelashes, my eyes glittered, were scintillating. 
 
    Looking at my eyes, so mysterious, I yet felt like a feral animal. And well I should, for my cock had gone riot. It pounded with lust. A woman was in front of me, in the mirror, and I could have sex with her to my heart’s content. I could abuse that throbbing knob between the legs until I near died of exhaustion. And there was nobody to tell me I was wrong, an onanistic pervert, a masturbator untrue to his wife. 
 
    Done, now existing as a beautiful creature, I went to the box and pulled out a bra and large breast forms. I glued the forms to my pectorals, then struggled into the bra. I now had the body of a sexy, stacked, young woman. 
 
    I pulled up my tummy shaper. I had to wear an extra strong tummy shaper to control my penis. I pulled it tight, looked in the mirror critically, and was pleased when there was no sign of my boner. 
 
    Oh, it hurt a bit, but the reward of seeing a flat front, and my butt pooched back a bit to accommodate the pain of the tummy shaper, it was worth it. 
 
    Hose. Unrolled right up my smooth as silk legs, they made me feel like I was being squeezed into femininity. 
 
    Then the skimpy, slutty dress. My face and nails may be high fashion, but my body…oh, yes. 
 
    I diet all year for these rare times of self gratification. I do endless exercises, work off all my body fat, just so I can fit into the dress. Seeing myself in the mirror, so svelte and top heavy…it is so worth it. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Ha. The doorbell. As if I was going to pay attention to that. No, the world could go on hiatus for al I was concerned. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Snickering at the poor sap wasting his finger strength on my doorbell, I took out my brunette wig. Real hair. Long and luxurious and shiny. I fastened the wig down, brushed out the hair, and I was ready. One, last thing. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Three’s the charm, asshole. Now go away and leave me to my fun. 
 
    I turned the base of the tube and watched the pillar of red emerge. Beautiful red, to match my fingers, to go on my plumped and burning lips.  
 
    I rolled the tube across my lips. I smacked, and was good to go. 
 
    I turned, a delicate creature in the vanity chair, and put on my high heels. 
 
    I walked down the hallway, tapping my heels sexily. The house echoed with my call of feminization 
 
    I reached the end of the hallway and turned into the big room. Now I was on expensive marble slabs, and my heels were even louder. Click, click, click! I put my feet in line, let my ass sway. My breast forms were delightful projecting. I turned, pirouetted, really, a graceful move with head back, hair streaming, ankle lifted to show my sexy, curvy calves. I lifted my arms and did Madonna poses. I was smiling, happy, thrilled, my penis pulsing, my whole body alive with—I froze. 
 
    Somebody was peering from around the corner.  
 
    My heart felt like it was leaping from my chest, and I actually jumped back with a squeaking sort of “Eek!” And my heel gave way and my foot rolled back and I fell. The last thing I remember was a pain in my head, then everything was black. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” somebody groaned, and I realized it was me. I came to, had probably only been out a minute. 
 
    “John? Are you all right?” 
 
    My eyes snapped open. 
 
    “Shar?” Shar was short for Charlene, my neighbor, and she was bent down over me, a concerned look on her face. 
 
    And I was a woman. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I tried to get up, but she was over me, and she had a hand to my chest. She pressed, and I had no leverage. 
 
    “Just rest for a moment. You hit your head on the table.” 
 
    I reached up, realized my face was turned a brilliant red color, and felt my head. Yep. A bump. 
 
    I struggled to get up. “Let me go…let me.” 
 
    She smiled, a twist of the lips, and said, “I’ve already seen you, so just relax a bit.” 
 
    She’d seen me. Oh, my God. She was Lana’s best friend. And she knew my secret. Oh, my God! 
 
    I managed to stand up, in spite of her efforts to calm me down, but when I tried to run to the bedroom she stopped me. She simply grabbed my ear and held me. I tried to bat her hand away, but when I slapped at it it simply pulled on my on my ear. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “I said to calm down.” Now that I was up and about she wasn’t so concerned for my health. 
 
    “Let go!” I begged. 
 
    “Sure, on one condition.” 
 
    I was silent, frightened, wanted to escape. 
 
    “Fix me a drink. One of those Coke and bourbon things that taste so good. Fix me a drink, then sit down and talk to me.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Before you try to get away and I have to rip your ear off, let me show you something.” 
 
    She lifted her cellphone and played a video. 
 
    Me. Twirling in delight in my living room. In dress and heels and make up. My long nails flashing. 
 
    I watched myself pirouette. I saw the look of sublime pleasure on my face, and my heart sank. Down, down…down! 
 
    “I’ve put it on the cloud, so there’s no way you can delete it, and if you don’t do exactly what I say…” 
 
    I stared at her in horror. 
 
    “I’ll send it to Lana. Of course, she might know about your little kink, so…I know, I’ll post it! Facebook! Snapchat! Twitter! Whatever. You will become the face that launched a thousand laughs. You will be famous, with millions of likes. Heck, the whole world will know of you, and people in foreign countries will shake their heads at these silly Americans, and…do you think I could make some money off this? Put some ads on my Facebook page?” 
 
    I felt faint. Not just busted, but exposed. My wife would leave me. I would lose my livelihood. No matter where I went people would laugh at me. They would point and say things like, “There goes the guy who dresses up like a girl!” Snicker, snicker…point, point! 
 
    “Now, I’m letting go, so get into the kitchen and make me a drink.” 
 
    She let go, and all of me wanted to bolt, to run screaming out of the room. To dive under my bed and cover my ears and hope the prospect of the thunder of laughter would go away. 
 
    Instead, I walked, on shaky heels, into the kitchen. I got out a glass, thought about it, then a second one. I needed a drink. Bad. 
 
    I filled the glasses with ice, then bourbon and Coke in equal parts. I smelled that delicious aroma, and I wanted to drink myself into oblivion. To a place where this hadn’t happened, where I hadn’t been caught en femme. 
 
    “Why are you here?” I managed to ask, my voice sounding hoarse and whispery as I handed her her glass. 
 
    “Lana called. Wanted me to get her kitchen plants and take them to my house. Last time she left you alone with them they all died. I can understand why, now that…” she grinned and motioned towards my person with a hand.               
 
    I took a big glug, and was very aware of the lipstick print I left on the glass. 
 
    She was, too. She eyed the rim of my glass and her lips twisted in a smirk.. 
 
    “Listen,” I said. “You have to forget this. You have to…to erase that video. This puts me in a terrible position and it could cost me my job, my marriage.” My voice was sliding down to beggary. 
 
    Shar looked thoughtful. “Do you think Lana would dump you? Over a little crossdressing? 
 
    “Shar…” 
 
    “She might.” She looked at me. “So I’ve got a pretty powerful weapon here. Do what I say, absolutely anything and everything I say, or…hmm. She might.” 
 
    “Shar. This isn’t funny. This could ruin my life.” 
 
    “Your life? Your whole life? Even the parts where you dress up and prance around?” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    She tapped a white tooth with one, red nail and thought about it. 
 
    “To erase or not to erase, that is the question.” 
 
    “Shar?” 
 
    “Okay,” she made up her mind, though I think it was already made up when she first started videoing me. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Lana is gone for two weeks, so for two weeks you are going to be my live in girlfriend. You’re going to take me to lunch, you’re going to clean my house…anything I want, you’re going to be Johnny on the…excuse me, ‘Janey’ on the spot.” 
 
    My face twisted in horror. 
 
    “And, if you do that, then maybe I’ll delete the video.” 
 
    “But, you want…” 
 
    I want a girlfriend, a maid. Somebody to sleep with at might that won’t bother me with their endless desire for poking. Are you any good at oral sex?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Well, no matter. I can teach you. You know, that isn’t a bad make up job. You do look like a woman. I can give you a few pointers, however, so…what do you say? Two weeks of being my friend and servant…and I’ll save your marriage, your job, and your whole life.” 
 
    “But can’t you just delete the video? Right now? It’s going to drive me crazy knowing that it’s there.” 
 
    “Ooh. I like crazy! but, in answer to your question….no. You and I know that if I delete the video you will skip out on your bargain, I have no proof, my word against yours, and my house will remain dirty and uncared for, and…no. I will not delete the video until you have made me happy.” 
 
    “But Shar…” 
 
    She held up a finger. 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “Shut with that begging stuff. We’ve got a deal, if you want it, and that’s it.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
      
 
    “Well, are you ready to start?” She gulped her drink. 
 
    “Can I change first?” 
 
    “Of course not. I like you all prettied up.” 
 
    She set her empty glass on the counter, smiled at me me, and said, “Let’s go, Butterfly.” 
 
    “Butterfly?” 
 
    “The name of the gal who played the maid in Gone with the Wind. You never watched Gone with the Wind?” 
 
    “I never paid attention to the maid.” 
 
    I followed her out the back door and through the hedge to her house.  
 
    “Didn’t you want to get Lana’s plants?” 
 
    “Nope. I’ve got a maid who will see to them.” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    Her house was immaculate. I said so, and, “You don’t need a maid.” 
 
    “Of course I do.”  
 
    “But there’s nothing to clean?” 
 
    “The trick is to clean before the dirt gets there.” 
 
    Hunh? 
 
    “Now,” we entered her kitchen. “I’ll leave the back door open, and you do the same. I’ve got a couple of things to do before we get started, but the lawn mower is in the garage, so you can do that while I’m working.” 
 
    Groaning inside, I headed for the garage. I felt so weird getting the lawnmower out in my heels and dress and all, but…I also felt kinky. 
 
    The truth was that ever since I woke up and realized I’d been caught my cock had been stiff as a fireplace poker. And I was definitely walking pooched over to relieve the pressure as it tried to break free from my tummy shaper. 
 
    I walked back and forth across the lawn in my high heels, and it was hard. My feet were on a slant, so it was like trying to mow the lawn on a hill. I had to go slow so the cut blades of grass wouldn’t fly all over my dress and nylons. 
 
    It was a fifteen minute job, but it took me a half hour. Then another few minutes while I emptied the catcher, and then I had to clean the mower and put it away. By the time I was done I was already tired. 
 
    I went back to the patio, brushed the trimmings off as best I could, and entered the house.  
 
    “Excellent,” Shar was just coming out of the hallway. “Let me show you where the cleaning supplies are and we’ll get started. 
 
    Hunh. ‘We’ll’ get started? More like ‘I’ll’ get started. 
 
    For the next two hours I dusted every ledge, vacuumed, polished the floors, and worked up a healthy sweat. By the time lunch rolled around I was perspiring, my calves were burning with ache, and I was definitely having trouble walking. 
 
    “Butterfly! Time for lunch!” 
 
    I walked into the kitchen, and believe me, I was a slumping dog. 
 
    Shar laughed when she saw me, then pointed at the table. A tuna sandwich, with the crust trimmed, was waiting for me. 
 
    “You got a Coke or something?” 
 
    “Water,” she said. “Coke is bad for you. Unless, of course, you cut it with bourbon.” 
 
    Ugh. Water. I sat down and began choking the dry bread down. 
 
    Shar leaned against the sink and sipped at a goblet of wine. 
 
    “Isn’t wine bad for you?” 
 
    “Don’t be so pissy. Only real women get to be pissy.” 
 
    I looked down. Truth was, I had a sudden urge to cry. 
 
    She came around and sat down opposite me. 
 
    I watched her, and I had to admit, she was a good looking woman. She had high and full breasts, like Lana did. She was a brunette, where Lana was a blonde. And she had a mocking sort of look in her eyes at all times. 
 
    After a time of her staring at me, I asked, “What?” 
 
    She didn’t hesitate, just leaped right into it. 
 
    “I’ve got a chastity tube, and you’re going to wear it.” 
 
    “A chastity what?” 
 
    “A tube. A device. Goes around the cock to stop erectionizing.” 
 
    Erectionizing. Great. 
 
    “Why do I have to wear that?” 
 
    “Because you’re horny, and that means you’re a danger to all women. Me being ‘all women,’” she grinned, “I need you gelded so I don’t have to worry about you getting out of control.” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about me being out of control.” 
 
    “Not now, but I will. As the days pass and you wear women’s clothes you will get hornier and hornier. The chastity tube will ensure that you don’t let your horniness take over right thinking.” 
 
    “Look, I’m not about to put my cock into one of those…those…” 
 
    “Chastity tubes,” 
 
    “…chastity thingies. So you can just forget about it.” 
 
    “I’ll take it off before Lana gets home. And just think how ready you’re going to be for her. Two weeks of not being able to masturbate. I assume you masturbate a lot when you’re all dressed up?” 
 
    I didn’t deign to answer. 
 
    “So there’s that, and then there’s my own sexual needs. Needs which you will attend to, and which will make you even hornier.” 
 
    “What! I’m not going to fuck you!” 
 
    “You certainly are not. But you are going to help me…masturbate.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You see, having a sexy maid running around will certainly get my juices flowing. I can already feel the moisture building down there, and soon enough I will be so wet you’ll have to follow me around with a mop.” 
 
    “Ew!” 
 
    “So I will masturbate, and I will be using your mouth to do so.”
“What? No!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m not cheating on my wife!” 
 
    “And you won’t be. You won’t put your penis into my sacred cave, you will merely offer the use of your tongue. Sticking your tongue into my pussy is certainly nothing like putting your penis into it, so you will not be cheating, I will get all the relief I need, and you will get deleted, so to speak, in two weeks.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” 
 
    She just smiled. “We will broach this subject again when I am more in the mood. Until then, I want you to go home and do exactly what you did here in your own house.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want you to clean your house, like you did mine. Is there something about that that you don’t understand?” 
 
    “No, but…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lana isn’t going to be home for two weeks! I don’t have to clean the house until just before she gets back.” 
 
    “John, John, John,” she leaned forward and placed her hand on mind. I was reminded of my red nails and made up eyes as she gazed into my face. “A woman’s work is never done. Don’t put off until tomorrow what you can do today. A stitch in time saves nine. Nine what I don’t know, but the fact of the matter is that you must always have a fresh, clean house. It is part of being a woman. So go home, and I will come over in two hours. I will be wearing a white glove, and if you don’t want to spend the night cleaning the house again…you will do it right the first time.” 
 
    Her hand on mine made me nervous. It was too intimate. I wanted to get out of there. I gave a nod and stood up. I turned and walked and she called after me, “And change your clothes after you mow. You’re getting all grassy.” 
 
    I raised a hand in defeat and waved it. 
 
    When I arrived home the first thing I saw was my cell phone. I picked it up and looked at the messages. Spam. Nothing but spam, except for the last message, “Don’t forget to water Lana’s plants.” 
 
    I almost threw the cell in the garbage. 
 
      
 
    Shar had always been a little quick, sharp with the tongue, made fun of people, and sometimes I had been victim to her methods. But this was a whole new level. I was to be her maid for two weeks? And she was going to dress me up? Keep me dressed up? 
 
    I didn’t know if I liked that. I usually liked to dress up for a few hours, then jack off, give it a day for my juices to build, then do it again. But…every waking moment for two weeks? With no relief? 
 
    I sighed and got out the lawnmower. I walked back and forth, and this time a little faster, I had a better grass catcher. Then I wiped the trimmings off my nylons and dress—man, was I starting to feel grody—and went to work in the house. 
 
    Two hours later Shar entered the house. I had just finished and I was laying on the couch. 
 
    “Lawn looks good. Your edges will need redoing.” 
 
    “Oh….” I groaned, throwing an arm over my eyes. 
 
    She just laughed, and I looked and noticed she was holding something. 
 
    “Whats that?” 
 
    She ignored my question and went around the house. She had a white glove on and she rubbed it over surfaces and looked at the fingers. It wasn’t long before she was out of fingers.  
 
    “This is bad,” she frowned. “How come you did well at my house, and poorly in your own house. I would think the pride of ownership thing and all.” 
 
    “I’ve never done this kind of cleaning before.” 
 
    “But the differences…” then she nodded. “Mine was already clean before you got to it.” 
 
    “Uh, well…yeah.” 
 
    She sat down opposite me, “Sit up, Butterfly.” 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” I said as I struggled to a sitting position. 
 
    “Butterfly,” she watched me. Oh crap, she was just going to keep pushing me. 
 
    “Okay, when you go over surfaces you can’t just use a duster. On wood you can use lemon Pledge. Or ‘zesty orange,’ if you prefer. For painted surfaces you’ll have to use some kind of cleaner, there’s a lot of them out there. The best thing to use is a mix of hot water and olive oil, especially on the floors. Use a soft rag, not a sponge, and try to use as little solution as you can. You don’t want to leave a sheen. If it has to dry too much you’ll know what I mean. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I hung my head. I looked up. “Can you just…” 
 
    But there’s no way she was going to give up her power over me. I was like a little, helpless slave, and the only thing I could do was go along with her. 
 
    She tossed the little box she was carrying onto the coffee table. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Look at it.” 
 
    I hesitated, then took a deep breath and leaned forward and lifted the flaps. 
 
    There was a tube shaped like a cock in it, and several rings. And a padlock. 
 
    “What…this is…” 
 
    “The chastity device, yes. You put the tube over your cock, then select the right size ring and put it around your whole package. The padlock goes through the hasp and clickity click, I’ve got myself a sissy maid. 
 
    “I’m not your sissy maid! And I’m not going to put that…that thing on.” 
 
    “Yes, you are, and yes, you are.” 
 
    I glared at her, trying to build some backbone. I was tired, I was cranky, I was right, and…but…she just reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone. 
 
    “Stop that. Put that away!” I whined. 
 
    She held it so I could see it. Lana’s name was there, on her contact list. She pulled up the contact. There was a green circle to call. She held her finger over the circle. She looked at me, cocked her head, lifted her eyebrows, and said, “Well?” 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    She waited, but her finger hovered like a vulture over dead meat. 
 
    “Shar, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye,” I was going to try the reasonable approach. I tried not to sound desperate, or to sweat. 
 
    She pressed the green button. 
 
    Panic struck me. “No! No! Please! 
 
    Ring. 
 
    “Please don’t!” 
 
    Ring. 
 
    “You can’t! You…” I was actually crying now, I was shivering and huddled into myself. 
 
    Ring. 
 
    She watched me with interested eyes. I knew what she was thinking. Will I break? 
 
    But I knew she wouldn’t break. She was going to tell my wife everything. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Okay!” I whispered so as not to be heard over the line. “Okay. Okay. Please!” Tears streamed down from my eyes. 
 
    “Girlfriend!” Shar smiled at me. “I just called to see how you are doing? 
 
    I heard my wife’s voice, but couldn’t distinguish what she was saying. But I did know it was just chit chat. How’s my plants? Did you hear about Martha? We’ll have to get together when I come home. That sort of thing. 
 
    I was still tense, and the tears were messing up my make up, but I was sagging with relief on the inside. 
 
    I sat there and listened, and they talked for ten minutes. Mundane silliness, the kind of things that housewives talk about, then they said good bye and Shar closed her phone. 
 
    “Well,” she said, triumphantly. 
 
    I hung my head. 
 
    I looked down. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    I reached forward and picked up the thing. I started to stand up. 
 
    “Right here.” 
 
    I looked at her, aghast. “Right…now? In front of you?” 
 
    She grinned. “It’s the only way to be sure.” 
 
    “But…can’t I go to the bedroom and—“ 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    So I stood up. My face flaming. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties and…SPROING! 
 
    Shar laughed. “Oh, this is going to be tight!” 
 
    “I can’t get it on!” 
 
    “You’re going to have to. So what do you do when you’re trying to get soft?” 
 
    I blinked at that, and she realized, too. 
 
    “Oh, of course, men are never trying to get soft, they’re always trying to get hard.” 
 
    I nodded. My head felt like it was a balloon on a string. 
 
    “Well, you need to change anyway. You’re a mess. Let’s go get rid of your make up and give you a cold shower.” 
 
    She stood up, and I thought she was going to take my hand, but she passed my hand and actually grabbed a hold of my cock! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But she pulled, and my hips went forward, then the rest of me. 
 
    “Let go! You can’t! Stop!” 
 
    She ignored me, turned into my bedroom and let go. She had a big grin on her face. 
 
    “Okay, Butterfly. Cold cream that pretty face.” 
 
    My cock was throbbing, it looked, and felt, like it was going to spit. I could actually feel that little ignition point deep with in going click…click…trying to push the pulse and move the semen up the shaft. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Chop, chop!” She clapped her hands. 
 
    I went to the vanity and scooped out some cold cream. I wiped my face quickly, then used used tissues to scrub at the crevices. 
 
    “Okay, get those clothes off.” 
 
    I hadn’t been naked in front of a woman other than my wife in ten years. I was shaking and shivering as I pulled the panties off, lifted the dress off. I took off the nylons and the bra. The boobs stayed in place and Shar blinked. “Are you kidding?” 
 
    She reached out and touched one. I started to shy away but managed not to. 
 
    It was curiously…hornicizing…to see her woman’s hands feeling my breast. 
 
    “You used glue.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Water proof?” 
 
    Another nod. Tears were starting to stream again. 
 
    She looked at me and saw my distress. She pulled the boob, and me, and when I stumbled forward she reached up and kissed my cheek. “It’s okay, Butterfly. You’ll survive.” 
 
    Yeah, if I did what she wanted. 
 
    “Now get into that shower and wash those tears away.” 
 
    My cock bumped into her, well, it poked into her, and she looked down, then laughed. “Now I know why Lana hasn’t dumped your lazy ass.” 
 
    I turned and went into the bathroom. I turned on the hot and the cold and Shar said, “Only cold.” 
 
    Sighing. I turned off the hot. Then, nothing for it, I stepped into the shower. 
 
    “AGH!” I yelled. 
 
    I stood there, Shar watching me with a big smile on her face. “The faster you lose that log the sooner you’ll be out of there. I’ll go get the chastity tube.” 
 
    I stood and shivered, and when she left my cock started to shrink. And shrink and shrink. Man! It was cold! 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to imagine myself in the Sahara desert. 
 
    “Okay, get out.” 
 
    I stepped out, and Shar squatted and slipped the tube over my dick. It was already trying to get hard, it liked being handled by a strange woman. But she held the tube tight, and fumbled with the other hand and got a ring on. She had picked the right size, and she grabbed the padlock and slipped it through the hasp. The sound it made… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    It sounded like the big clang that cell doors make in prisons. 
 
    She straightened up, grinned, held my package in her hand. My cock was trying desperately to get hard. And it actually hurt. It pushed against the plastic, it swelled up as much as it was able, bits of skin pushing through little vents on the sides of the thing. 
 
    “Oh, this is nice.” She used one hand to fondle my testicles, and I groaned and my knees grew weak.  
 
    Then she grabbed my hair and pulled me down. She kissed me. My eyes opened wide, but hers were closed, and she lost herself in the moment, feeling my lips with her mouth. Devouring them with a passion I had never seen. 
 
    For a long minute she kissed me, sliding her plump lips over mine, I tried to remain dispassionate. This wasn't my wife! But…I couldn’t help it. 
 
    And who could? When a woman kissed a man the man responds. That is just the way men are built. 
 
    She let go, stepped back, and stared at me. “Woo!” 
 
    “Woo,”  I said softly, gulping. 
 
    “We’re going to be doing a lot of that. Now get dressed. Just your underwear, then come over to my house. I’ve got some outfits you can try on. 
 
    She left, and I sat on the bed and rolled up nylons. I pulled on panties. I put on a bra, I had a few changes of underwear in my stash, and  left the bedroom. 
 
    I walked out the back door, feeling totally weird because of the plastic dangling between my thighs. 
 
    Dangling. Trying to get hard, but failing. 
 
    I went through the hedge and into her house. 
 
    She was in her spare bedroom, throwing dresses and things out of the closet. 
 
    “Here’s some spare panties. I’ve got a wig here somewhere…oh, here we go. You’re going to look so killer in this dress.” 
 
    Shar watched as I tried on articles clothing. She made comments, changed her mind again and again, and kept throwing outfits at me. 
 
    I ended up putting on a short, tight, pale pink dress. It showed way too much thigh, but that was okay. I wasn’t going anywhere. The dress covered up my cleavage, but really emphasized my large breasts. 
 
    “Okay, looking good. Let’s put some jewelry on you and make you sparkle.” 
 
    She tried some clip ons, but wasn’t satisfied. Finally, she got out a needle and alcohol. “Hold still.” 
 
    “You can’t pierce my ears!” 
 
    “Why not,” she mumbled, fingering my lobe. 
 
    “It’s…it’s permanent. Lana will see!” 
 
    “The holes close right up. All she’ll see is a dot. Now hold still, I don’t want to miss and pierce your brain.” 
 
    “Ow!” She dabbed a spot of blood up then hung some chandeliers from my ear. She grinned, and did the other one. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and was stunned. They were big, but…they were good. All sorts of sparkle form the diamonds. 
 
    “Are these expensive?” I asked, feeling the weight of them. 
 
    “Nah. Junk. Every woman will know, but the men won’t. Men don’t know much of anything.” 
 
    I looked at her at that, but she just smirked and handed me a necklace. 
 
    I put it on, and asked, “Why do I need all this stuff to clean your house?” 
 
    “You don’t. But your day is done and it’s time to go part-ay!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Party. Festivity. Hallelujah. If we’re lucky we’ll get laid.” 
 
    “What?” My voice squeaked. 
 
    “Just kidding. For you. Of course me…I don’t have no stinkin’ ball and chain so…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But I don’t want to go out!” I was immediately reduced to beggary. 
 
    “You don’t know what you want. Now, come on.” 
 
    I felt like an automaton as I followed her. Stumping on my heels, feeling like I was out of my body. 
 
    She helped me into the car, and I needed the help. I didn’t understand how women had to sit and pivot, moving both legs into the car at the same time. 
 
    A few seconds later she was backing out of the garage and heading down the road.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We went to Charlie Coyote’s, a jammin’ nightclub down on the strip. And it was not only jammin’, it was jammed. We eschewed the valet and parked in the back lot. We had a walk, but that was okay with me. I wanted the walk to be so long I never got there. 
 
    Around us couples and small groups sauntered across the pavement towards the rear entrance. There was a long line in the front, and people waited forever to get in. But in the back the line was short. This was because the rear entrance led to the patio and food. The front was more for liquor and dancing. Sure, you could slip from one to the other, but waitresses saw to your seating as soon as you stepped into the rear, and that made it awkward to just beeline for the front room. 
 
    We were there, apparently, for a meal.  
 
    I felt like a giant Macy’s Parade balloon. I just knew that everybody was staring at me, but the truth, once I relaxed enough to see it, was that most people ignored me…except for the few men who checked out my bazooms. 
 
    They were looking at my tits! I could have curled up and died! Men! Checking me out! 
 
    Shar knew exactly what was happening. She linked arms with me and kept me going, laughing merrily as we threaded between tables and were taken to a round table in the center of the room. 
 
    In the center. Crap! Couldn’t we have a booth? In a dark corner? But there were none available. 
 
    We sat, and I was frozen faced, upper body bent forward, looking down. 
 
    Shar leaned forward, pushed my chin up. “Relax. If you act like you’re afraid, or ashamed, people will stare at you and wonder.” 
 
    So I tried, but I was actually shaking. I had to put my hands down they were trembling so hard. 
 
    “Pick up the menu,” she commanded. 
 
    I did, and it shook, and she said, “Lay it on the table. Put your hands down and use the table to steady them. 
 
    Gulping manically, I did. 
 
    “Now, what would you like?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Oh, for heysoos’ sake! Will you relax? Women do this all the time and they don’t turn into nervous wrecks.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Oh, poop. Just sit there.”  
 
    I sat, and she waved her hand for drinks. Shortly we were sipping drinks. Well, she was sipping. She delicately put a wine spritzer to her lips, smiled, and gently indulged.  
 
    I gulped a shot of tequila, and another one, and another. 
 
    Funny thing about tequila, it works fast, and it makes the world glow. I prefer bourbon, but tequila…it’s good, too. 
 
    And, I started to relax, and to feel a little cartoony. 
 
    “There we go. Now, what would like to order?” 
 
    I wanted a steak, but…that was not ladylike. I ended up with a fajita, chicken, not skirt steak, and lots of onions and peppers and things. 
 
    “Now, then, take small bites. Mindful of the lipstick.” 
 
    So I did, and I didn’t do too badly. 
 
    And I kept drinking. 
 
    But the drinking while it made me happy, didn’t make me sloppy. I was too nervous for that. 
 
    About halfway through the meal I realized that we were having a conversation. I mean, I had ben talking, responding, and even asking, but I hadn’t known it. Suddenly I flashed on it. 
 
    Shar laughed. “Finally waking up, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. 
 
    Ding a toot doodle! Shar’s cell went off. She pulled it out of her purse, lifted it up and grinned. “Lana.” 
 
    I about had a panic attack, but she just answered it. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend! Guess who I’m at dinner with?” 
 
    I could hear the voice, but not make out the conversation over the buzz in the restaurant. I waved my hands ‘no’ frantically. 
 
    “John! I forced the poor boy to take me out.” Pause. “Are you kidding? All he does is talk about how he misses you.” Pause. “I know it’s hard to hear. I’ll call you later and let you know how it goes.” Pause. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll keep his stupid dick out of my pussy. Come on, girlfriend. What kind of a slut do you think I am!?” Pause. “Sure. I will. Okay…talk to you later. Mwah!” 
 
    She hung up the phone. 
 
    I was ashen. My mind was blasted. I felt like I had never even smelled the tequila. 
 
    “Did you…that was…what—“ 
 
    “Oh, shut up, John. You’re such a worry wart.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    Ding ding ding! 
 
    I looked at my purse, once again aghast. 
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    “Are you going to answer that?” 
 
    I leaned down and fumbled through my purse. My long fingernails got in the way, but I picked up my cell. It was Lana. 
 
    “It’s my wife!” I whispered. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    So, trembling, I answered the phone. “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hi? Is that all you’ve got?” 
 
    “Uh, hi, honey. I…I love you.” It was the only thing I could think of. On the other side of the table Shar was smirking. 
 
    “Are you really out with Lana?” 
 
    “I am. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but…you don’t like Shar that much.” 
 
    “Oh, she’s okay. But I miss you.” 
 
    Lana was silent for a moment, then, “I believe you do. Your voice is…different.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “What did you do today.” 
 
    What did I do? What did I…? My mind was blank. Then I blurted. “Shar’s lawnmower didn’t work, so I fixed it, and then, since I had it out I went ahead and cut her lawn That’s why she’s taking me out.” 
 
    “Oh,” pause, then, “I guess you should fix more things.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I tried a chuckle.  
 
    It sounded strangled, but she bought it. She said, “Like maybe you could fix the vacuum, or the window cleaner bottle.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She laughed “Just kidding.” But she wasn’t. 
 
    “Well, it’s hard to hear you, so I’ll let you go. I’m glad you’re having fun. And I’m glad that you’re starting to see that Shar isn’t the wicked witch.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” 
 
    “Bye, dear. See you in my dreams.” 
 
    “Bye, honey” 
 
    And we hung up. 
 
    I sat there looking at my phone, and I was a mess. I had a truck load of secrets, not the last of which was that I was a cross dresser. And…Shar had touched my penis. Had locked it up. How wold I ever explain that? 
 
    All I could do was hope that Shar delivered on her word and deleted the video when the two weeks was up. 
 
    “Drink up,” Shar commanded, as another tequila arrived. 
 
    We ate, we drank, and…we talked. And after a while, her being my only anchor in this place, we talked like friends. Strained friends, but I was holding on to her to get me through this. 
 
    She led me to the dance floor and we stood on the side and watched the people rubbing their bodies together. I could feel the heat, and the alcohol made me horny, and…and I was liking it when she stood next to me, pressed her hip against mine, whispered something—dirty, like as not—into my ear. 
 
    Then she pulled me around and danced with me. Two girls dancing. Strange, but not heard of. I wondered if anybody thought we were Lesbians. 
 
    Then more drinks. 
 
    The night seemed to dissolve. Everything was like paint running on a painting. The music made my bones want to dance, and I began to feel sexy, to get over my fright and act like the girl I looked like. 
 
    Shar encouraged me, of course. 
 
    “Nobody knows I’m a man,” I whispered into her ear, at one point. 
 
    “You’re my sexy bitch,” she whispered back, and she bumped my groin with the back of her hand. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. My cock was in a constant state of struggle, and to be touched…oh, it was heavenly. Even, and maybe especially, encased in a plastic prison…it felt electrified. 
 
    Finally, some hours after we had arrived, we sauntered out the back door and into the parking lot. 
 
    Small groups of people, and a few couples, stood and chatted. Or kissed passionately as if they were all alone in the world. 
 
    Shar put her arm around me, pulled my arm around here waist, and we walked towards her car. 
 
    I was drunk, happy, and I had this warm feeling shooting up from my trapped groin. 
 
    She turned me at the car, pushed me back, and attacked my mouth. Her hand lifted my dress and snaked into my panties. She massaged my balls, making me hot, making me weak at the knees. 
 
    I was helpless, and loving it. 
 
    I kissed her back, then I reached one hand up and touched her breasts. 
 
    I hadn’t touched any woman’s breast in over ten years, and it was a heady feeling. I could feel her nipple under the material and I rubbed it.  
 
    She groaned and squeezed my balls, and our mouths did loving battle. For a heated minute we stood there, playing with each others bodies, and…I didn’t think of my wife. Then we broke the kiss, and I did. Guilt rolled onto me like an avalanche. 
 
    Shar saw my instant state of mind. She grinned. “You’ll get over it. Get in. Let’s go. I’m horny.” 
 
    I got in on the passenger seat and worried all the way home. Shar just turned on the radio and hummed along. 
 
    We arrived, and Shar came around and opened the door for me. I tell ya, I was in a funk. Still drunk. Messed up. She took my hand and lead me towards here front door. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend, it’s time to do your duty.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” I mumbled as she opened the door and let me in. 
 
    “Don’t try to sweet talk me now,” she laughed. 
 
    She pulled me by the hand towards the back bedroom. 
 
    She had a big bed. Poster. Good for handcuffs. I chastised myself for such thoughts. 
 
    Yet, my dick was trying to get hard and my belly was filled with a bar of hot flashing desire. 
 
    She began taking her clothes off. “Come on, lover. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    I had to do it. I had to, and I pulled my dress off. 
 
    She laughed and took her underwear off. 
 
    She had a great body. Lithe, trim, good-sized boobs. Her face was round, and animated, and hungry. “Come on, panties and hose. Get naked. 
 
    I did, and she watched me as if I was doing a strip tease. I suppose in her mind I was. 
 
    I stood before and she beckoned to me to come closer. I stepped in front of her and she reached down and took my caged cock in her hand. 
 
    I gasped. I was so horny, but what could I do? And even if I could do something…I didn’t want to be untrue to my wife. 
 
    But my surging cock, aching with desire in the plastic prison, said otherwise. 
 
    My cock was like a devil on my shoulder, whispering things. ‘Do it.’ ‘Nobody will know!’ ‘You need it!’ 
 
    Shar sled back on the bed, spread her legs and gave me a knowing leer. 
 
    I actually gave a sob as I fell into her pussy. 
 
    It was shaved, plump on the edges, and I realized she had oversized labia. Her clitoris was over-sized, too. 
 
    She pulled the labs apart and my mouth fit perfectly. I sucked, putting my hands under her buns and lifting slightly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered, thrusting her pussy into my face. 
 
    I gave it long licks, tasting her strong aroma. A night of sweat and  dancing, of old pee, and all the things that make a pussy taste more delicious than any pie ever baked. 
 
    She pulled my head in and fucked my face. 
 
    I ate her hungrily for a long time, and she surged and wormed around. Then, “Use your fingers. Fingerbang me!” 
 
    Still eating, I moved two fingers into her. She took them easily, and I slid a third in. Then a fourth. 
 
    She was gasping and gulping and making mewling sounds. “Yes…yes…shove them into me. Get me off!” 
 
    I was captured, and I found myself trying harder and harder to get her off. My forearm moved back and forth like a jackhammer, my fingers felt the rim of her pussy. 
 
    “Mother fucker!” she cried. “Do me! Make me cum!” 
 
    I tried, harder and harder, and, suddenly, my knuckles slid past the rim of her hole. 
 
    Her eyes snapped open. I actually had my hand in her. I was fisting her! 
 
    I started to pull back, but she grabbed my wrist. “No…no…” her eyes were wild, glinting like an animal’s. “I always wanted to try this, and now…now…be gentle.” 
 
    I began to slide my whole forearm back and forth. Small motions, and she raised her hips up. Her eyes were wide and glazed. There was a light bit of froth on the corner of her red mouth. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” she whimpered. “A little faster.” 
 
    I moved a little harder. I could feel her pussy trying to close on my wrist. I could feel the soft innards, the ripples and and the waves, of her inner flesh as it gripped me, slid past my hard wrist. 
 
    She was holding on to my wrist then, and little tears squeezed out of her eyes. They weren’t tears of pain, however. 
 
    “Harder!” she whispered. 
 
    Now I was moving with force, and she turned into a ragdoll on my fist. She began moaning louder, and louder, and then…she started to cum. 
 
    I had never seem a cum like this. The desperate way her arms reached for me. The way her hips spasmed. It was amazing, and I watched in awe as she crescendoed, yelling, sounding like she was speaking in foreign tongues. Then it faded. Faded, but didn’t seem to go away. 
 
    She lay back, my arm still inside her, and breathed. Every once in a while her hips gave a twitch. 
 
    I started to pull my hand back, but she wouldn't let me, She grabbed my wrist and said, “Not yet. I’m still cumming.” 
 
    So I stayed there, motionless, waiting. Five minutes passed. Ten, and, finally, she nodded. “Okay. I’m done.” 
 
    I gently extracted my hand. It was dripping with her juices. I went to the bathroom and watched it off. 
 
    She had her eyes open when I came back out of the bathroom. She was laying the right way on the bed, half under the covers, and the covers thrown back to expose her incredible breasts. I realized that I had been so busy with her pussy that I hadn’t tasted those delectable breasts. I hadn’t even touched them. 
 
    “Take your make up off, then sleep with me.” 
 
    I wanted to go home. I wanted to sleep in my own bed. But I was prisoner. But I wasn’t just the prisoner of her blackmail. Having fucked her with my arm, having been in actual physical contact with her awesome orgasm, I was hornier than I had ever been. I couldn’t fuck her, but…I could touch her. And there was always the dim hope way back in the skull that somehow I might get relief. 
 
    Yes. I was married. And I loved my wife, but now I understood why she had had me wear the chastity tube. Why she had said I would be out of control, that she needed protection. 
 
    In that moment I would have been untrue to my wife. It would have been wrong, I would have been out f control, but…but that is the way men are built. 
 
    I sat at her table and took off my make up. I scrubbed until i was fresh, then turned and faced her. 
 
    She was watching me. I still had on the bra and falsies, and she smiled. “What a girl’s body you have. Come to bed.” 
 
    I crossed the room, my cock pounding, my heart racing. I wanted a fuck. I needed a fuck. And some hope, even though it wouldn’t happen, some hope drove me to her. 
 
    I crawled into the bed, and into her arms. 
 
    She sighed, and we faced each other. She was done, but she still felt the residual effects. For a long time she nibbled on my lips, felt my nipples, even sucked them, and played with my cage and my balls. 
 
    Finally, however, exhausted by that incredible cum, she made me turn and face away from her. 
 
    I lay there, and she spooned me, and played with my nipples lazily, and held my cage in one warm hand. 
 
    I was pulsing. My eyes were open. 
 
    “I’m going to sleep now. Don’t disturb me.” 
 
    A short while later I heard her breath slide into sighs and slumber. 
 
    I didn’t move. I lay there, so totally and utterly and sexually wired it was unbelievable. It was hours before I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    And so the days went. Long days of prancing around like a maid. Cleaning her house. Cleaning my house. Trimming bushes, taking care of her pool. 
 
    During the day she would check on me, or go to lunch with her friends, and I would clean. Sometimes she would actually lay on the couch and eat a chocolate or two and watch a soap opera. 
 
    The houses, my house, at least, began looking super immaculate. Hers, of course, already was immaculate, but now mine was sharp and shiny. Even the canned goods in the pantry were scrubbed clean. Even the spiders under the house were fresh washed. 
 
    And the only bad news came at the ten day mark. 
 
    “Honey,” said Lana on one of our frequent phone calls, “They want me to stay a couple of extra days.” 
 
    On one hand I was crushed. I wanted to get out of this chastity thing. It was truly driving me crazy. My cock was constantly trying to erect, and all I was getting was frustration. On the other hand, I was elated. I got to sleep with Shar for a few more nights. I got to eat her out, and to use the strap on she had bought for me to use on her. 
 
    That’s right. She got tired of my tongue, and even my fist, and she wanted some dick. 
 
    She was even talking about taking it up her asshole! Can you imagine that? I mean….weird! 
 
    Anyway, Lana called, told me a few extra days, and said she’d call when she was flying in. Cool. 
 
    Shar had already told me she was going to keep the chastity tube on right till the bitter end. Okay. I could handle that. The days passed, I was at the 14 day mark, going out of my mind, but only three or four more days to go. 
 
    So I woke up that day. Got dressed, fixed Shar’s breakfast, waited on her hand and foot, and finally started in on my chores. Polish this. Scrub that. Do the grout in the bathroom. Wash the shingles on the roof. It was endless. 
 
    So I was down on my hands and knees in my house, washing baseboards, wearing a dress and nylons and all the other paraphernalia that goes with being feminine, and the cell phone rings. It’s Shar. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Come over right now.”  She hung up. 
 
    Well, that was typical. 
 
    I straightened up, took off my apron, sighed, and went out the back door. I went through the hedges, through here back door, and found her in the living room. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She smiled at me, a knowing, wicked look that immediately had me worried. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Well…” and she just sort of stopped, left me hanging, and I was wondering what was going on. 
 
    Suddenly I heard heels. Click, click, click. 
 
    I looked at her feet, then my feet, and was confused, then I realized the heels were coming down the hallway. 
 
    I looked around frantically for a way to escape. 
 
    Yes, I had been out in public, but I still panicked around strangers. 
 
    “Just stand still,” Shar said. 
 
    But I couldn’t stand still. I turned to face the entryway, and Lana walked in. 
 
    My mind went crazy. My knees shook and I feel to them. 
 
    Lana, dressed to travel, beautiful. Large chest and wonderful waist, and she was looking at me. 
 
    “Hello, John.” Her lips twisted in a smile. 
 
    She walked past me, sat down in a chair that was facing the couch. “Sit on the couch, John. We need to talk.” 
 
    I actually took a couple of steps on my knees before I managed to get to my feet. And then I wobbled and staggered. 
 
    Lana and Shar watched me, quite amused by the way I was coming apart. I managed to sit on the couch, however, and a more miserable girl you never saw. I was shaking, my knees were knocking, my lips were trembling, and I was close to tears. 
 
    “Is there anything you’d like to tell me, John?” 
 
    There was, and there wasn’t, and I was frozen. 
 
    “Very well, then I’ll tell you. I don’t mind that you’re a little sissy, but it certainly changes our relationship.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything. I’ll do all the talking.” 
 
    Shar chuckled. 
 
    Lana continued with, “Obviously, you’re no longer the man in the family. Funny thing is….if you had come and talked to me, I could have lived with an occasional girlfriend. But you didn’t. You snuck around behind my back. 
 
    “So I will be the man, after a fashion, and you can be the woman. From here on out you will clean the house, fix the dinners, and all the other chores. chores which you, as a man, were loath to do. 
 
    “Now, as for sex. We’ll having plenty of that. Of course you may not always like it…” she smiled. 
 
    “Lana?” 
 
    Lana handed her the key to my chastity tube. She put it on the chain around her neck. 
 
    “I probably won’t let you out very often, maybe every month or so. And then I’ll drain you, then lock you up again. A horny woman is a compliant woman, right?” 
 
    I shook my head, nodded, shook, didn’t know what I was supposed to say. 
 
    “I, however, have no desire to be horny. You will service me in certain ways, and if I have the desire I will go out and find myself a man who doesn’t want to be a woman.” 
 
    “But, honey? I—“ 
 
    “Close your mouth, please.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “And you will be expected to continue servicing Shar. Between cleaning the houses and servicing us I expect you to be a busy person. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Anything you wished to add? Lana?” 
 
    “I think you covered it. Except…he needs his monthly draining.” 
 
    “Oh, of course.” Lana stood up and walked past me. “Come along.” 
 
    I stood up and followed her. She didn’t walk out of the house, however, she went to Shar’s bedroom. 
 
    “Lay on the bed. On all fours. Sideways.” 
 
    I went to the bed and looked at it. 
 
    She slapped my ass and snapped, “Get on the bed. Now!” 
 
    I did. I looked over my shoulder and saw that she was putting on…THE STRAP ON! 
 
    “Hey! I don’t think—“ 
 
    “That’s right, you don’t think.” She grabbed some lube. “Now face the wall and present your ass.” 
 
    I did as she asked, and I felt her between my legs. 
 
    I gasped as she slathered the lube into my hole, then I gulped and my eyes widened as she stepped up and pushed in. 
 
    I can’t begin to describe the sensation of being fucked in the ass. It hurt a little, felt good a lot, and I felt like I was being made wider. 
 
    She pushed in, pulled out, and I groaned as it became more and more pleasurable. 
 
    “Please…” I said, not knowing what I was saying. 
 
    “Lana was being entirely too lenient,” Lana said. She didn’t speak unkindly, just matter of factly and with certainty. Now, lower your butt a bit.” 
 
    I did, and she angled the long dick downward, and I felt it pressing something. 
 
    “This is making me pee.” 
 
    “Excellent. Go ahead and pee.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help it. I felt the pee come up the shaft and start squirting out. It was an odd feeling though, not like a normal pee. I looked down between my legs and saw that it wasn't pee that was coming out of me. It was sperm! 
 
    I started to say something, but Lana slapped my ass. 
 
    For a long minute she drained me, and as she did I got looser and looser. The world started feeling like dreamy kind of place. 
 
    She pulled out. 
 
    “Now, go clean yourself up. Change your clothes, and get back to work. 
 
    Rubbing my ass, waddling a little, but very happy, I walked out of the room. 
 
    And I went right home and cleaned myself and changed…and started cleaning. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Okay, I’m kinky. I admit it. Maybe even perverted. But I didn’t deserve what happened to me! 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m going up to the cabin tomorrow. Three day weekend. You want to come?” 
 
    Sarah glanced at me, she was deep in briefs, had a big case coming up, and I knew she wasn’t going to want to spend a little time relaxing. 
 
    “No. I’m too busy,” she nibbled at a pencil and worried over a court transcript. 
 
    “You’re sure? I’m going to clear out the brush in back of the cabin.” I did my best to make it sound unappetizing. Clearing brush was hot, sweaty work, not a vacation. 
 
    “No…no. I’ve got Judge Henderson, and…I’ve got have everything ready by Monday.” 
 
    “You don’t mind me taking off?”  
 
    “Ha!” she said. Which meant of course she didn’t. In fact, as I well suspected, she would be glad to have me out of the house, she wanted the quiet to work better. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    It was getting late, but I went out to the garage and started my preparations. 
 
    First, I made sure all my clothing was in order. I know, what’s to clothes, eh? Through a bunch of jeans and shirts and shorts or whatever in a bag and go.  
 
    Well, I wasn’t taking those kinds of clothes. While my wife pondered over arcane legal language I got my special box down from the loft and placed it in the trunk. 
 
    Then I packed my regular camping clothes, jamming them in to make it difficult to see my special box. I packed the obligatory guns, compound bows, canteens, packs, lanterns, and so on.  
 
    Then I got the cooler ready. We had electricity up at the cabin, but we didn’t keep stocks of food up there except for some end of the world canned goods. 
 
    I packed some tools, my laptop with my special external hard drive that contained my huge collection of porn. 
 
    And, finally, I reached under the workbench and brought out my special project. To Sarah it would look like a mass of wires, but it was really an ingenious little invention I had been working on. 
 
    Finally, now the time was late, I headed for bed. 
 
    I took off my clothes, took a shower, and got into bed. Sarah was flipping through pages like it mattered, and she ignored me. I turned off the light n my side of the bed and turned my back to her. And smiled. 
 
    Yes, I was horny. Yes, I probably could have brow beat her into some sex, but…she didn’t feel like it, and I certainly didn’t want it. 
 
    I wanted to be horny. I like to be horny. I was looking forward to a weekend of horniness. I lay there for a long time, my cock throbbing with anticipation, enjoying my horniness. 
 
    Finally, Sarah turned of the light, sighed, and went to sleep. Sometime later I managed to drift off, and my dreams were sweet, indeed. 
 
      
 
    Breakfast. A hardy platter of sausage and eggs, a side of hashed browns, and I was tempted to have a beer. Yeah, first thing in the morning, but I resisted. I would have plenty of time to drink and carouse and play with myself up at the cabin. 
 
    When Sarah came into the kitchen, wearing a tatty, old robe, she had her face deep in a sheaf of papers and as mumbling to herself. Yep, this was going to be a good day to be horny. 
 
    I left right after breakfast, kissing Sarah on the cheek, to which she mumbled something and ignored me. And, zippity do dah, I was on the open road. 
 
    The cabin was a hundred miles away, and our town not being a major metropolis, it was twenty miles from the nearest neighbor, and that neighbor only came up in the summer. 
 
    So I hummed along with the latest ditties on the radio, sang ‘Son of a Bitch’ with Nathaniel Rateliff, threw a CD in with ‘I Love this Bar,’ ‘The Taliban Song,’ and other goodies. 
 
    An hour and a half later I was out of the car and unlocking the gate. I drove through, locked the gate, continued for a hundred yards, and stopped. 
 
    I had the curious tiredness from driving too long, and I wasn’t hard, so I wanted to take advantage of that. I jumped out of the car, opened the back and dug for my special box. All the time I was trying to think of baseball. 
 
    I pulled out the box, opened the flaps and pulled out a smaller box. As quickly as I could, I was staving off horny thoughts, I dropped my drawers. I slid the chastity tube over my dick, and just made it. I sighed, put the ring around my package, and clicked the lock. 
 
    Click. Music to my horned up senses, and now I let myself go and my dick did start to get hard. 
 
    Start, but that was all. 
 
    Sex has many ins and outs, if you’ll forgive the pun. If you’re just a sometime jacker it’s a quick shot of pumping the arm. But to a true and dedicated horner, it’s an art. 
 
    My particularly favorite brand of art was the ‘excitation’ phase of sex. I loved being horny. The more hoRNy I got, the longer I could keep myself in that high pitch of sexual excitement, the better I liked it. 
 
    Loved it. Heh. 
 
    And now I was locked, the cock trying to get hard, which it couldn’t, but—and here is the cruel twist of chastity and denial—the longer I was denied the more my sexual excitement built. 
 
    A couple of hours of my cock trying to stand up and shout and I would be drooling pre-cum. A day of this drooling, frothy excitement and I would be fucking myself with a big dildo. Two days and I would be out of my mind. I wouldn’t be able to think. And when I finally let myself out…oh, baby. My orgasm could shake mountains! 
 
    And here I was, eight in the morning, locked up and already horny from a week of not fucking my beautiful wife. 
 
    Ah, my beautiful wife. My second most favorite sex in the world was screwing my wife. When she wasn’t head deep in stupid legalese she gave the best head in the world, and there was nothing she liked better than me pumping her full of cum. 
 
    But, she didn’t know of my kink, so I lived a life of quiet desperation…until I could arrange a few days up at the cabin to let myself go. 
 
    I sighed, pulled the rest of my clothes off, packed everything in the SUV and looked at the key to the chastity tube. 
 
    The key. The key to my dreams, my horniness, my horny desire for denial. Next to the car was a big, white rock. I had used it before, and decided to use it again. I placed the key under the rock and hit the road again. Now I was naked in the car, except for my poor cock, which was wearing a veritable suit of armor. Now I couldn’t get out of the chastity tube until I left the property on the way home. 
 
    Bounce, bounce, over the ruts, through the streams, deeper and deeper into the dark woods I went. I had to drive another twenty miles to get to the cabin. 
 
    I originally bought the place for a song, and because it was far away from civilization, and it was nice place to survive atomic bombs, riots, the government turning fascist (which it was well on the way to). 
 
    I had fixed the place up, electricity, a septic tank, water pumped from the ground next to the ice cold creek. I had solar power, I even had an airwell, which I hadn’t hooked up yet. 
 
    The place was two rooms, a loft, a big front room, the back of which was a nice, little kitchen. 
 
    I had even toted a drier and washer out there, though I hadn’t hooked them up yet. 
 
    All in all, it was a rough, little palace. On a good day I could wind up the radio and listen to a ball game. On a bad day (heh heh) I could power up the laptop, plug in the external hard drive and peruse my complete collection of Wifeysworld videos. 
 
    Paradise. And Sarah and I had spent a lot of summer weekends up here. In the winter it was still passable, if you had a four wheel drive, but it was the summers that I liked. I would sit in the creek, naked, of course, and fish. 
 
    Fish don’t like naked bodies in their water, but when they went to the far side of the creek to get around me I just tossed the line a little further and was guaranteed a quick dinner. 
 
    So Sarah and I went up and enjoyed paradise and fucked our brains out, and…sometimes I came up alone. With my special box. 
 
    I unpacked, enjoyed the feeling of my dangling cock, be it imprisoned, between my legs. The horniness was already building to a high pitch, and the warm air felt so delicious washing my skin. My cock, of course, was going crazy. Struggle struggle, try to erect, go slack. Struggle, struggle, try to erect,  go slack. 
 
    Over and over, all day long, each new bout of horniness increasing in intensity. 
 
    Sure enough, by noon I was leaving a splatter path as my pre-cum started overflowing. 
 
    And, by noon I was unpacked, all the systems had been turned on, the cabin and surrounding area fully checked. 
 
    By noon I was ready to start my real vacation. 
 
    I wandered into the cabin and made a drink. We’ve got a full stock of hard liquor up there, and I selected my favorite, ‘Widow Jane Straight Bourbon Whiskey 10 Yr.’ It’s fifty bucks a bottle, but worth every sip. 
 
    I had brought a couple of bags of ice to last me till the fridge started pumping out the cubes, and I half filled a glass with the nectar. I added Coke—I know, heresy—and began my imbibation. 
 
    Sippity do dah, Sippity hey! I allowed the whiskey to  caress my throat and blow up my belly. I took a big gulp, then went out for the extra special box I had packed, the one from under my workbench in the garage. 
 
    I had gotten the idea from a guy on the old Altairboy site. Great site, and you can still see it if you go to the internet archives, the ‘wayback machine.’ 
 
    The original idea, written by a guy named Huskydog or something, was that he fixed up a dog collar sort of device…a shock collar. Good for training pups. 
 
    Then he set a perimeter, and if he tried to get out of the perimeter…ZAP!               
 
    Then he practiced his favorite sport, chastity and denial, and experienced the ultimate in tease and deny. 
 
    I selected a place out behind the cabin. It was fairly bare already, and it only took me twenty minutes to scrape the weeds away and leave a patch of soft earth. 
 
    Then I sank a deep hole, placed a pole in the hole and poured a little quick dry cement into it. Atop the pole, reachable only by a ladder, was a transmitter for the dog collar thing. It worked off batteries, so if everything fell apart I could probably get out of my personal prison. 
 
    I put the dog collar on, used a remote to activate the transmitter. 
 
    I edged towards the perimeter. Edge, edge, edge, and when I reached twenty foot.… 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    I fell back and was dazed. I lay there and just…breathed. Holy heysoos on a Sybian without the kill switch. I never wanted to feel that again! 
 
    After a few minutes I had recovered enough to turn off the transmitter. 
 
    One last thing….check the timer. 
 
    How long should I imprison myself in the great outdoors wearing women’s clothes and a chastity tube? I had thought about that long and hard. I wanted to do a full 24 hours, but I knew I had to test drive my little gizmo, a lot, before I subjected myself to that scenario. 
 
    I mean, 24 hours without food and water, nothing to keep me company but sexy clothes and a dick that couldn’t get hard. That’s pretty hard core. 
 
    But exciting. 
 
    So, how long? 
 
    I decided on a simple hour. I would wait until evening, have a meal, have a few drinks, and then…the ultimate denial. Trapped by myself, nothing to keep me warm but feminine clothes. 
 
    Oh, this was going to be heaven. 
 
    I went into the cabin and built myself another drink, then I went down to the creek and jumped in. The water was brisk, but not cold, and I sat and laid back, and sipped, and let the water wash me. My cock strained to get erect, feeling the water slithering over it like a gentle hand. I took out a razor and began shaving my body. 
 
    And, drink done, body cleaned off from my exertions and nekkid of hair, I headed back to the cabin. 
 
    I grinned when I passed my ‘prison.’ 
 
    I entered the house, one more drink, and I got out my special box. I turned up some sexy music, I like Sade, ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ I opened the box and began taking out my apparel for the evening. 
 
    I had bras and boobs, panties and corsets, hose and garters and a couple of slinky dresses, and high heels that locked on. 
 
    And, of course, make up. 
 
    First, I powdered my body, made myself sweet smelling. Then I unrolled some nylons up my legs. God, it felt good. I didn’t bother with panties because I wanted my cock and cage to hang free. I wanted my package to move around, brush against my thighs, remind me that I was contained. 
 
    I put on a bra and slipped in the breast forms. Ooh la la, I was a slender, stacked babe. 
 
    I pulled the dress on, and it was delightfully tight. Covered up the fake boobs and made them look quite real. When I jumped up and down it was like I was a real woman with nice, heavy tits. 
 
    Then the shoes. They were five inch heels, difficult for me to walk in, but I had spent a lot of time doing stretching exercises and I had practiced a lot, so…good to go. I especially enjoyed locking the little padlocks. 
 
    I walked around the cabin for a few minutes, just listening to my heels click. And, man, I was getting hornier and hornier. My cock was pushing so hard it was painful, and every minute or so I heard the sound of my drool splattering on the wood floor. I was going to have to remember to wash the floor before I left. 
 
    I went back to my box and pulled out a wig. My favorite, long and blonde and shiny and wavy. I fastened it on my head and stared at myself in the mirror. 
 
    Zowie. The bitch is back! 
 
    And, one last thing…I took out a tube of lipstick and painted my lips. 
 
    Oh, I liked doing full make up, and it was a turn on to spend a few hours making myself beautiful. But it was only three days, and lipstick was quite adequate. 
 
    I walked around the cabin some more. I went out on the porch. I practiced walking in a straight line, letting my ass sway, and listening to the click, click, clicking sound of my heels. 
 
    Oh, did I feel good and horny. I could hardly breath for the excitement welling down there. 
 
    It was still early, and I went back into the cabin and powered up my laptop. Shortly I was sipping my whiskey and watching compilations of the world’s most gorgeous babes. I watched them with their big breasts and their red lips, and my cock was screaming for attention. 
 
    I watched women taking charge. I watched fisting and sissies. I watched Ava and Julia and and Brandi and…oh, I watched everything. 
 
    Then, the hour of my imprisonment approaching, I opened up Sandra. The Otterson herself.  
 
    Let me tell you, the idea of being locked away enhances the senses. You know you’re not going to be able to do anything, so you want to experience everything. And everything becomes sweeter and hornier and better and hornier and…hornier. 
 
    So I sat, looking beautiful myself, as ‘the web's most well endowed, orally obsessed, horny housewife and MILF’ gobbled cock, took it doggystyle, slurped up cream, and showed off the world’s most perfect tits. 
 
    Oh, God. By the time the appointed hour arrived I was desperate. There was nothing I wanted more than to rip off my dress, take off the chastity tube, and stroke myself to a world class orgasm! 
 
    But I couldn’t. The key was twenty bumpy miles away. Shaking, I shut down the computer, turn off the house lights, pour myself a last drink, and stagger out to the perimeter. 
 
    I had no chair. I had fresh lipstick. I had nothing but a tall glass of bourbon to sustain me. I was ready. 
 
    I stepped into the perimeter. It was dusk, and soon it would be dark. 
 
    Dark, in the great northwest. Pitch black. Dangerous in the mind, but not really because their weren’t any bears or wolves or other dangerous animals. 
 
    But, the idea of being isolated, alone, trapped in my feminine finery, it was almost too much to bear. 
 
    Heck, nobody came here. I was safe…but the idea…the idea was ransacking all reason from my brain and leaving nothing but nervous excitement. 
 
    My dick, of course, loved it. My dick was splattering every minute, and as I walked a long drool hung from my cage, got all over my legs. 
 
    Inside the perimeter I tapped the remote, and the green light on the transmitter atop the pole went on. I tossed the remote towards the cabin. 
 
    I wouldn’t be able to reach it, I wouldn’t be able to find it until daylight. I was truly and totally trapped. 
 
    I stood there, in the great wilderness, and never felt so alone, and so horny. My skin was goose pimply. My legs were electric in hose. My breasts thrust out. And the light was fading. 
 
    What do you do when you’re all alone and can’t go anywhere? No books to read? No TV or computer? Nothing but this throbbing, pulsing, insistent horniness between your legs. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    And in the face of nothing, as the light faded to darkness, the only thin in the darkness was the pounding between my legs. 
 
    I wanted to cum. I was desperate to cum. I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I walked around, and was aware of my cock crying semen, my balls full and extra sensitive, my skin alive, the drool sliding down my legs, dripping from under my dress. 
 
    Horny, horny…I grew more and more horny. 
 
    I can’t honestly say that that was one of the best hours of my life. I couldn’t think of anything but my dick. I rubbed my caged cock. I felt my breasts and groaned as if they were real, as if I could feel those thrusting nipples with my hands. 
 
    I bent over and scrunched, tried to relieve the growing pressure. I did jumping jacks to distract myself, to get momentary release from the sexual anxiety ripping through me. I gave them up because they made my breasts bounce and my cock to bang against my pubic area. 
 
    I walked around. I was actually on the edge of tears. I wanted relief that badly. 
 
    I jumped up and down again, and quit again. I pulled on my package, wishing I could pull the chastity tube off. 
 
    I became the only thing in the darkness. I became a vessel filled with sex. I became a shuddering, desperate well of desire. 
 
    I just wanted to get off! 
 
    Finally, an hour after I started, I looked up at the pole, and the light turned red. 
 
    Oh, God! I sighed in relief and walked back to the cabin. And, the oddest thing, I felt like somebody was watching me. 
 
    I turned and peered into the darkness, then shrugged. There was nobody here. And I went back to contemplating the state of my sex. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Did I want to squirt! 
 
    But…my key was twenty miles away, under a rock, and there was no way I was going to drive 20 miles back over the fire trail in the darkness! 
 
    So I was stuck. Horny. Unable. It was difficult to walk. All I could do was stagger and think about the package between my legs. 
 
    I poured myself a final drink, I needed it, and just sat in the dark for a long while. 
 
    One of the greatest nights of my life. And tomorrow was going to be even greater. And then the third and final night. Oh, yes. 
 
    Eventually I turned on the lights, powered up the computer, cooked a TV dinner, and just sat in a stupor for the rest of the night. Watching porn, holding my cock and groaning in happy misery. 
 
    And the only thing I wished was that I could take my super boner home to my wife. I knew she wouldn’t take kindly to my kink, but a super boner is not an item to take lightly. 
 
    Ah, well. some day… 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next day to morning wood. Serious morning wood. I staggered out of bed and ran for the porch. 
 
    I don’t like to use the amenities when I am out by myself. Sarah would give me a rough time if she caught me pissing off the porch. But Sarah wasn’t here. 
 
    But I didn’t really piss on the porch, I ran out to the yard and squatted. That’s the thing when you’re wearing chastity, you can’t do a stand up piss. The pee just bounces off the slit in the end of the tube and you end up spraying everything, and even getting yourself wet. 
 
    So I squatted and the pee, though strong, dribbled out and splattered on the earth between my feet. It made me feel like a girl, having to pee like that. But wasn’t that the point of it all? 
 
    Finished, I went back into the cabin and laid down for another hour. Morning wood sometimes strikes early, and I needed another hour. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and the world was right. My morning wood had become the horny denial, and my cock pushed on the plastic like it wanted to bust it. 
 
    I went outside and squatted again, got rid of a little, and went back in to fix breakfast. 
 
    I fixed oatmeal, a huge plate of sausages, then went out to sit on the porch and watch the world. 
 
    I pulled the rocking chair around, put my nekkid legs up on the front rail, and leaned back. I ate my oatmeal quietly and listened to the birds. 
 
    Birds, and other creatures. I hadn’t heard them in the night, and it was strangely refreshing to hear their chattering and tweeting. 
 
    I gulped the oatmeal and let my package dangle. Man, what a day! 
 
    Done, I went back into the cabin and washed my dishes. Done with those, and not having any laundry to do (heh heh) I wandered down to the creek. 
 
    Having a creek not forty feet from the house, just down a gentle slope, was one of the selling points of the cabin. As I had yesterday, I sat in the water and closed my eyes. I felt my caged cock soothed by the cool stream of water. 
 
    Suddenly, I opened my eyes. I sat up and looked around. 
 
    I had that strange feeling, a strong feeling, that somebody was watching me. I moved my eyes along the line of trees on the other side fo the creek. I looked behind me. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    I finally grinned and lay back in the water. There was nobody there. It was just my imagination. 
 
    I lay there for an hour, listening to the babble of running water, hearing the birds chat to each other. Sheer perfection. The Garden of Eden. 
 
    Finally, I sighed, got up and went back to the cabin. It was early, but I was horny, and I wanted to get myself ready. 
 
    I once again made a drink. Man, I could drink that bourbon and Coke all day long. And when I was at the cabin I frequently did. 
 
    I got dressed. The same outfit as yesterday. Why mess with a good thing? 
 
    I sat down and watched the laptop. I always download lots of stuff, then I go through and cherry pick my faves. I had a lot of faves. 
 
    And so the afternoon went. Me once again building up my horniness, my cock once again surging and thrusting and being stymied. And the evening arrived. 
 
    Evening, and I figured to go three hours tonight. If that worked, the next time I would go for six hours. Eventually I would be at a full day. If I could stand it. 
 
    Well, practice make perfect. Snicker. 
 
    So at 7 o’clock, the sun starting to sink behind the trees and far hills, I went out to the perimeter. I stepped into my prison, gulped, turned the juice on, threw the fob towards the cabin, and there I was, once again trapped. Couldn’t leave. All I could do was stand around and be horny. And no matter what I did it would always translate to more and more horniness. 
 
    So I sighed, and felt my cock wiggle and poke and not go anywhere. Minutes passed. 
 
    I walked around, made a toe line around the perimeter. I wondered if I got a running start and jumped, could I get far enough away from the pole to get past the shock before I passed out. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    Definitely not a daydream I wanted to try out in the real world. 
 
    So I stood around. I leaned against the pole. I looked up at the green light. Oh, I wanted to cum. Worse than anything in the world. 
 
    “Grrr.” 
 
    I spun around. That was an animal sound. Almost a growl. What the fuck? 
 
    I squinted my eyes and looked at the line of trees surrounding the property. Nothing. Nobody moving. And who would come out here? 
 
    “Grrr.” 
 
    I jumped. There was somebody there. I moved to the pole. My heart was pounding, and for the first time in two days I wasn’t thinking about my cock. It even stopped thrusting and pushing in the tube. 
 
    “Who’s out there?” 
 
    No sound but the rustling of brush in the…oh, my God! There wasn’t any wind! 
 
    What was making the brush rustle? 
 
    And I saw a shape. It was big, against the trees. I didn’t have anything to compare it to, the light was bad, but…it looked like it was eight feet tall! Two feet taller than me! 
 
    But who? 
 
    Or was it a bear? 
 
    I was panicking now. I tried to climb up the pole and reach the transmitter, but I had greased the pole and I slid back to the ground. 
 
    “Grrr.” 
 
    I was totally panicked now. I darted back and forth. I pushed on the pole. I gazed at the perimeter with desperate eyes.  
 
    Then the shape came closer. It was halfway between the trees and me. The light was so dim I couldn’t make out anything but its shape. 
 
    “Who’s there?” I yelled. When there was no answer I yelled, “I’ve got a gun and I’m going to shoot!” 
 
    Hopefully the light was as bad for him as me. 
 
    He kept coming forward. He was only twenty-five feet away now. Eight feet tall and wearing some kind of thick coat. The top of his head was smallish. He looked like he had muscles up the wahzoo! 
 
    Then, in a low, guttural growl: “No gun.” 
 
    I was so scared I was weak. What had possessed me to come out here, to stake myself out like a goat? 
 
    “You’d better get away. I’ll call the police.” 
 
    He stopped, just a black silhouette, and said, “Po….leeese. Bad.” His voice was so deep it always sounded like a growl. 
 
    “Get away!” 
 
    The big shape stepped forward, and I almost fainted. It wasn’t human! 
 
    It was covered with a shaggy skin, like a cross between a bear and a gorilla. 
 
    One more step and it would be crossing the perimeter. One more step and…but what was I thinking! the perimeter worked on specially constructed dog collars, nothing else. 
 
    “Grrr.” Standing twenty feet from me, and he might even have been bigger than 8 feet. It was hard to tell in the gloom.  
 
    “You come me.” 
 
    “Get away!” I repeated. 
 
    “You come…or I hurrrt.” 
 
    That low voice, the guttural growl of it, I was beyond terrified. I started to loose my bladder. It flowed down from under my skirt and splattered on the ground. 
 
    The big thing tilted his head in what I thought might have been curiosity. “What you mark? My land. This my land.” 
 
    My God! An animal that could speak. What manner of bizarre oddity was this? 
 
    I ran out of pee. 
 
    He stood there, big and scary, breathing hard, and I felt faint. I couldn't leave the perimeter, I had nothing to fight with. No way to drive this person off. 
 
    “You come.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    Before I finished my sentence the huge man, or thing, or whatever it was, moved. He leaped through the air. He landed next to me and picked me up. 
 
    I was a feather under his hairy arm, and I could smell his rank aroma. 
 
    Then he jumped, and my head exploded. I had hit the perimeter and the shock collar was zapping me. I felt the pain, cried out, then…darkness.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I awoke. My head felt like it had been stuffed with a fuzzy blanket. It hurt a little bit, but the main thing was I was having trouble thinking. 
 
    I was on rock, a rock surface, and I was laying crumpled up. I could feel the dull cold of the stone leaching into my flesh. I groaned. 
 
    “Uhhh—Argh!” 
 
    Big, furry hands lifted me up and pushed me against a wall. 
 
    I leaned against the wall, blinking, trying to figure things out. 
 
    I had been out in my circle. The transmitter and dog collar. I must have stepped into the perimeter. But, no…I hadn’t…then my vision began to focus. 
 
    The face only a couple of inches from mine, staring at me like it needed glasses, was near twice as big as mine. It had big, dark eyes and a flat nose. The teeth were square, blocky almost, and it was hairy. 
 
    “Ah…ah!” I pushed back against the wall, trying to get away from that monster face. 
 
    At first I thought it was a gorilla, which made no sense, then I figured it was a bear, which still made no sense. 
 
    “Shhhhh!” The face said to me. Big black lips, a single digit the size of a banana held up in a shushing motion. “No talk. I let go.” 
 
    Frantic, terrified, I still understood what he was saying. I nodded. 
 
    His big hands leg of me and I half slid down the wall. 
 
    He watched me, then moved away, and I had a close up view of his large body. 
 
    It was a man’s body, but it had shaggy, grey hair all over. The hands were twice the size of my own, but the nails were thick, like claws, but not quite. 
 
    It was two feet taller than me, maybe eight feet, and maybe three hundred pounds. 
 
    And it didn’t have a stitch on.  
 
    I had a glimpse of its manhood. Its dick…his dick…was six inches long, thick like the tube for a tennis ball, and…flaccid. 
 
    Oh, my God! I could imagine it hard, a foot long, as wide as my forearm. I grew faint just imagining the size of the thing. 
 
    And the balls. they were as big as softballs! 
 
    Stunned, somewhat stupefied, I yet managed, after a moment, to take my eyes off him and look around. Surprisingly, I knew exactly where I was. 
 
    A couple of miles behind the cabin, up against a low ridge, the stream had isolated a sandy beach and a cave. I had seen the cave often while out hunting, and I had wondered if maybe a bear lived there. Not being anxious to confront a bear, and not wanting to wade through the stream, I had ignored the cave. 
 
    Now I was in the cave. I could see a bit of moonlight around a bend in the cave, and I recognized the sand, and the woods across the stream. 
 
    I also realized that I wasn’t alone in the cave. There was a large fire crackling against the wall opposite the turn of the cave, and three shapes huddled around the fire. A couple of sticks were jammed in the ground on each side of the fire, and a haunch of deer was spitted and hanging on a branch supported by the two sticks. The smell of venison was thick and heady, and one of the three figures turned the stick, while another poked the fire and kept it blazing. The third figure had its hand in its crotch and…I squinted…it was jacking off! 
 
    The fourth figure, the giant hairy man—I call it a man because it was man-shaped and male—was watching me. 
 
    “What are you?” I managed to put the question to words. 
 
    “We Sasquatch. You call Bigfoot.” 
 
    Stunned, I looked at him closer. Yes, male, hairy like an animal, but, he spoke English. 
 
    “But…I need to leave.” 
 
    “No leave. Bigfoot need babies. Need woman to have babies. What wrong with you?” 
 
    What’s wrong with me? I only look like a normal heterosexual male that—and I got it. 
 
    “Wait a minute! I’m a man!” 
 
    “You woman. You wear dress. Wear funny shoes like woman.” 
 
    “I…I’m a man. I’m just wearing girl clothes.” 
 
    The Bigfoot scratched its heavy forehead and looked puzzled, then pronounced, “You woman.” 
 
    “No, no.” I pushed myself to my feet. I was weak, but my head was starting to clear. The Bigfoot had carried me right through the perimeter and I had received the full brunt of the shock collar. I lifted my dress snd showed my chastity tube. 
 
    The Bigfoot was so surprised it actually jumped back a foot. “What…what?” 
 
    I lifted the chastity tube, “It’s a chastity tube. It keeps my dick, uh…safe.” 
 
    Bigfoot leaned forward. It reached out a hairy mitt and I jerked back against the wall. 
 
    The Bigfoot moved amazingly fast. Suddenly I was up against the wall with its hand against my throat. 
 
    “Gah!” 
 
    The other hand was holding my cock. My chastity encased cock. 
 
    “What?” It asked in its deep, rumbly voice. 
 
    It pulled, and I screeched, then it lifted, and I tried to climb the wall, then it just held my cage and turned it this way and that. 
 
    “Wilma, Barney, Betty. Look!” 
 
    The three around the fire turned, then two of them lumbered over to me. I say lumbered, but the impression of potential speed and muscle was really there. The third one stayed at the fire, tending the meat, but watching through large, round eyes. 
 
    One of them, the one named Barney, was almost as tall as the one holding me. He certainly had as much muscle on his large frame. His cock, which he had been beating, stood out like a massive club. It was a full eighteen inches, and thick. 
 
    “He got armor on cock.” 
 
    “Why he armor cock?” It was a woman’s voice, and I saw big, massive tits on her chest. She needed a bra, but badly! 
 
    “What good armor cock?” came from the fireplace. 
 
    The one holding me shook me a little, which rattled my brain a lot. “Why you wear armor on pee…penis?” 
 
    Now I had to think madly. I was a man, wearing a dress, and how did I explain that kink to a bunch of stone age savages? 
 
    “Well, I…uh…what’s your name?” 
 
    “I Fred. Why you wear armor on dick?” 
 
    Fred. Barney. Wilma. Betty. The Flintstones! What the fuck? 
 
    “You answer or we rip cock off.” 
 
    “No! No!” Panic made me think faster. I certainly didn’t want to be separated from my best friend. “I, uh, I wear armor because…because…for protection.” 
 
    “Protect from what?” Fred asked suspiciously, peered into my face. 
 
    “Let go of my throat and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Grunting something, he lowered me and opened his hand. 
 
    I rubbed my throat and took a wild guess. “There’s been complaints of men being raped by…by Bigfoots. I…my wife thought I needed protection.” 
 
    “You need protection from…sex?” Barney seemed incredulous. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t…my wife thought it a good idea, and…you know women.” And that was the smartest thing I could have said. If there is one thing that is universal it is that men don’t understand women. 
 
    They all stepped back and conversed amongst themselves. 
 
    “I warn,” said the woman, Wilma. “I warn, but you say men don’t talk.” 
 
    “Why man talk? All men want keep selves. Men come back. Men say they no talk.” 
 
    “But he want protection!” 
 
    “Wife say protection.” 
 
    They kept badgering the subject around, and I finally grew brave enough to step forward. “Well, I guess I’ll be going now.” 
 
    They stared at me, and I stepped back. “Maybe I could stay for awhile.” 
 
    They ignore me and kept talking. 
 
    Barney: “What we do now? Need cum, and he no pussy.” 
 
    “We keep jacking.” 
 
    Wilma: “How ‘bout me? Need sex.” 
 
    “You get sex plenty.” 
 
    “Need human sex.” 
 
    “No cock.” Fred jerked his big thumb at me, and I felt like I was less than a man. these Bigfoots apparently liked their sex. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, when the conversation was at a lull, them thinking  deeply about the problem of my caged cock. 
 
    They looked at me.  
 
    “How come you speak English? Are you from around here?” Boy, that sounded stupid. “Why are you named after the Flintstones?” 
 
    They looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    From the fire Betty called out, “Supper ready!” 
 
    They turned away from me, trudged towards the fire. I think they were really bummed out by my cockless state. At the fire they squatted down, and Fred noticed I was still standing against the wall. He said, “Come eat.” 
 
    Surprised, I walked over, and nearly fell on my face. The high heels didn’t do well on the mix of sand and rock floor. 
 
    I squatted next to the fire, Wilma made room for me, and that was easy. It’s easier to squat in high heels than just normal, uh…feet. Shoes. Whatever. 
 
    Fred Reached forward, held the haunch of venison with one hand and ripped off a big chunk of meat and handed it to me. I took it, almost dropped it because it was so hot, and then juggled it quickly for a moment. 
 
    Barney frowned, his thick eyebrows lowering like a thundercloud.  “No play with food.” 
 
    “Sorry, it’s hot.” 
 
    They all looked at me, then Fred said, “He no got hair.” Then they were all snickering. 
 
    I think that was the moment that I knew I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Them, laughing at me for not having hair, when I should have been laughing at them for having hair. 
 
    But, hair or not, Kansas or not, the meat was delicious. There is nothing like meat on a campfire, seared just enough, yet the juices dripping all over the place. 
 
    We ate, and it was almost companionable. 
 
    Betty asked me, “How come you wear dress?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so I made up an answer. “If my cock is armored it’s like having no cock, and not having a cock is like being a woman, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    They all accepted that explanation, which told me that they were simple creatures, and trusting. 
 
    “How come you’re named after Flintstones?” 
 
    “Elvis name us.” 
 
    “Elvis?” I blinked. 
 
    “Elvis. He come see us. Give women babies.” 
 
    Elvis gave Bigfoot babies? Oh, my God! What a twist on Elvis has left the building! Then I had a thought. 
 
    “Where are the, uh, babies? The children?” 
 
    “Back at village.” 
 
    A village? There was a village of Bigfoots? 
 
    “They too young for sex. We hunt for sex.” He shrugged. 
 
    “Oh. Well, what about…why do you speak English?” 
 
    He looked confused at that. “What else I speak?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Where do you come from?” 
 
    “Tennessee.” 
 
    I blinked at that one, and then I figured it out. Bigfoot were inbred cousins! And that’s why they needed outsiders to impregnate them! They had lost the ability to breed themselves, and…and they needed outsiders to fuck the women! And the men…the men…” I stilled an inside shudder at the thought of them fucking women. 
 
    “What we do now?” asked Wilma. 
 
    And they entered into a discussion as to how they could get sexual satisfaction. 
 
    “I beat off,” murmured Barney, around a mouthful of deer. 
 
    “I fuck you,” said Fred. 
 
    “I tired of you fuck. Want him fuck.” She jerked a mighty thumb towards me. 
 
    “He girl,” sneered Barney. 
 
    Betty gulped loudly, then defecated. It was a large, round turd, and it was smelly, incredibly smelly, and she kicked it with a swipe of her foot into the fire. 
 
    “Gah!” I almost threw up rom the smell of the burning turd and they all laughed. 
 
    Suddenly, Betty stood up. She was only seven feet tall, and she looked down on me. “I take him for fuck.” 
 
    She grabbed my arm and lifted me. It was like being hoisted by a crane and I went up into the air. She turned and dragged me back into the cave. 
 
    The others ignored her, and shortly we were in the gloom of the back of the cave. 
 
    She lifted my dress and examined my chastity tube. “How get off?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve a key at home.” 
 
    “A key.” 
 
    “Yeah. It goes in this lock here.” 
 
    She lay down and spread her legs. Her snatch was huge, glistening with juices in the flickering of the fire, throbbing with desire.  “You fuck me. Fuck good.” 
 
    She pulled me on top of her. 
 
    I didn’t know what to do, so I made motions like I was trying to fuck her. I figured she’d get the idea and just shove me away. What I didn’t plan on was the fact that my whole cage would slip inside her pussy. 
 
    Well, it was big, and it was wet, and it just sucked me right in. 
 
    She grinned, showing white teeth, and grabbed my ass and started fucking my cock cage. 
 
    “Hey…wait…!”  
 
    She ignored me and yelled. “He fuck! He fuck!” 
 
    The others trotted back, and Fred took a moment to grab a large log out of the fire that was lit on one end. They gathered around and watched as Betty moved her thick hips up and down. 
 
    My cock cage was firmly held by her pussy, but my cock could feel nothing. Talk about frustration! 
 
    I mean, I didn’t want to fuck a Bigfoot, but now that I was inside her…it would have been nice to feel a little something! 
 
    “He short, but he in,” exclaimed Betty cheerfully. “Now me just got to cum.” 
 
    The Bigfoots were still holding chunks of meat, so they squatted around Betty and I and, in the light of the make do torch Fred was holding, they ate deer and discussed Betty’s technique. 
 
    “Move more,” said Barney. 
 
    “He fall out!” 
 
    “Oh, that bad.” 
 
    Wilma, “It big enough around?” 
 
    “No, but…they never are.” 
 
    “Maybe you want us to push his back?” 
 
    “Try?” 
 
    A big hand was placed on my butt and pushed down. I suppose I went deeper into her pussy, but I felt like my spine was bending a little too much to enjoy it, if I had even been able to enjoy it. 
 
    Betty hugged me, the hand pushed on me, and I went up and down at a fast rate. I was grunting with the motion, but the extra hand seemed to do the trick for Betty. 
 
    “Yeah…yeah…go…!” 
 
    She moved her hips and fucked me hard. Fucked my cock cage hard. And, damn, that woman could fuck! She was engulfing my whole package, tube and padlock and everything. 
 
    And, after a while, I felt like passing out, she began to cum. 
 
    You haven’t lived until you’ve seen a Bigfoot cum. Their whole bodies seize up. They give a lusty yell, and they squeeze their partner until that partner—me—feels like they’re going to break in two! 
 
    Still, it was a cum, and I was done. I was grateful when she pushed me off and I rolled onto the ground. 
 
    “My turn!” yelled Wilma, gleefully. And she used her big paws to pull me over to her. Except she didn’t hold me on top of her. She laid me out and hopped on top. 
 
    I grunted and almost passed out from her weight. Fortunately, she noticed that my face was red and my eyes were bulging, and she held herself up a little. 
 
    “Not stiff,” she complained. She reached down and held my imprisoned package, then she managed to slide it up into her pussy. “But good when in.” 
 
    She began to ride me, and then, not satisfied, she spread my legs, almost ripped them apart, and fucked me Amazon style. She was between my legs, and my legs were bent back, and she went up and down on my cock. Well, my cock cage. 
 
    Betty went to sleep next to me. 
 
    Fred and Barney silently watched, and Barney got hard. His huge hand began whapping his monster cock. Up and down, and bits of pre-cum flipped through the air. 
 
    “You go,” murmured Fred, watching Wilma fuck me mercilessly. 
 
    “Me go,” she agreed cheerfully. “It small, but hard armor work.” 
 
    For long minutes she rode me, but then she started to crest, and for the second time I had a slavering, pumping monster howl as they came on me. 
 
    And, here was the odd thing, all that sex, and me being horny anyway, I got even hornier. My cock was pressing out the sides of the cage harder than I had ever imagined, and the blood was pulsing through me. And, I have to tell you, if I hadn’t had a cock cage on…I would have fucked her willingly. That’s right. I would have plunged my dick to the hilt. And so what if I was small? An orgasm is an orgasm, right? 
 
    But, I was caged, and now my love of excitation worked against me, and as she came and came and came…I started crying with desire. 
 
    I wanted to cum! 
 
    I wanted to orgasm! 
 
    Then, her orgasm over, she rolled off me and went to sleep. 
 
    And Barney suddenly erupted. “HAAAH!” he yelled, and his dick, which was a full eighteen inches long, spurted out long streams of cum. The sperm shot across the cave like it was shot out of a fire hose. Spurt after spurt after spurt. Long, chunky streams of cum. 
 
    Then, exhausted, Barney lay back and went to sleep. 
 
    I sat up, and looked around. The two women Bigfoots were sleeping. Barney was sleeping. Fred was not, and he was looking at me with a curious expression. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You woman.” 
 
    “No. I’m a man.” 
 
    “You wear dress.” 
 
    I looked down at what was left of my dress, at my heels, I felt my lips, and I could still feel the lipstick on them. I looked up, and realized what that look on Bigfoot’s face was. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I said. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he grunted. 
 
    He started to get up. I leaped to my feet and ran for it. 
 
    I made it out of the cave before his big, strong hands grabbed me. 
 
    Suddenly I was being held in the air, my feet still trying to run. 
 
    He carried me across the sand to where a large tree had been swept down stream and gotten lodged  against the cliff face. 
 
    “Let me go!” I tried to yell, but his arms were tight around my waist. 
 
    “You woman….you woman…” he was almost chanting, forcing himself to believe what he was saying. 
 
    “I’m not…I’m—“ 
 
    He threw me over the log, belly down, and I grunted. 
 
    “You woman,” he lifted my dress. He looked down at my white ass and I felt the splatter of him drooling. 
 
    Then he stuck a meaty finger into me. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “No worry. Me be gentle. First time with Bigfoot!” 
 
    His cock, fortunately, was dripping with precum. He gathered some with his finger and pushed it into my hole. Moire pre-cum and another poke. 
 
    I was grunting, trying to get away, but the continued assaults on my asshole were having an effect. I grew warm in the face, and my butthole…it started to like the attention. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I wiggled my ass, I might be unwilling, but my ass was getting willing. My ass, apparently, liked anal sex. Now wasn’t that a surprise! 
 
    “Hold still,” his hands grabbed my hips and held me still and he pushed forward. 
 
    His dick was twenty inches long, and round as my biceps, but the good news was that his dick was sort of squishy. I had read that in books about Sasquatches, but it was a surprise to feel it, and quite an exciting experience. That long cock going into me, into me, and it condensed inside me and didn’t break my asshole. It just kept filling me more and more. And as the spongy flesh condensed it grew warmer, soon it felt like my asshole was on fire, but in the best way. 
 
    Finally, I felt him bottom out. It felt like his cock was all the way up to my belly on the inside, but I don’t know. The way it condensed and fitted to the shape of my anal cavity, I don’t know. 
 
    Then Fred started to do some serious fucking. His monster penis shifted and wiggled and filled every crevice of me, it was the most incredible fuck I had ever had, and I suddenly, through the haze of fucking, realized something: this was why they were surprised that anybody would tell of fucking the Bigfoots. If a Bigfoot was this good, what man would want to tell anybody? They would want to keep the Bigfoots a secret so they could come back again and again and be the only ones that fucked them. 
 
    And if a Bigfoot fucked a woman like this…women from around the United States would be making pilgrimage to sample this incredible soul satisfying, super fuck. 
 
    Heck, I was a man, and I loved my wife, but if a Bigfoot woman was this good, I would be breaking my marriage vows on a regular basis. 
 
    And even this, getting butt fucked, it was changing my world. I tell ya, when Fred was balls deep in me I knew that I was in love. 
 
    But, fortunately, he didn’t remain balls deep in me. I might have given up women for good and gone for only the male Bigfoots if he had. 
 
    But he began to cum, and if I thought Barney’s squirt was incredible, it was nothing like having it squirt inside! 
 
    I felt that big cock ripple all along the length, then the first. spurts splattered deep inside. Shot after shot filled me, and oozed back along his shaft and poured out of my ass. 
 
    And, unexpected bonus, his super spongy cock, compressed as it was, pressed on my prostate. I began to cum myself. I jerked and twitched and my cock drooled inside its cage. I felt that white hot fever take hold of me, twist me around, I rolled my eyeballs back, and then I collapsed. 
 
    And Fred rolled off me and passed out on the sand. 
 
    I lay there, stunned by what I had experienced, and then I realized: Fred, Barney, Wilma and Betty were all passed out. They had fucked themselves into unconsciousness, and this was my chance. 
 
    I pulled myself off the log, and even though it had been pleasurable I was sore. I waddled around Fred’s hairy, sleeping form. I almost fell, those damn high heels. Sperm was oozing down my legs, and I had to step over him. A big splat landed on him, but he didn’t wake up. He just rolled over and snored louder. 
 
    I crept into the stream. It was cool, but it washed the sperm off me. When I came out the other side I still had some leaking out of me, but it wasn’t bad. 
 
    I knew where I was, and as I got further and further away from the cave I hurried more and more. 
 
    I found a path, probably made by animals, and I ran, as best I could for the cabin. It was hard, my legs ached, for though I was good at walking in high heels, I had never tried to run two miles in them. 
 
    That run seemed to go on forever, but I knew I had to hurry. If the Bigfoots woke up there was no telling what they might do to me. And though the sex had been fantastic, it frightened me. 
 
    It frightened me that I could even consider staying with them. 
 
    So I ran, and tree limbs struck me in the face, and roots tripped me, but I broke out into the clearing around the cabin. 
 
    Then, by some stroke of intuition, I stopped. 
 
    I had to pass through the perimeter, and I couldn’t see the light atop the pole. I was on the wrong side. 
 
    If it was on I might get shocked into unconsciousness, and the Bigfoots would catch me! 
 
    So I tip toed, of course, I was in high heels, and made a circle around the perimeter. 
 
    “AWOOOO!” 
 
    Oh, God! It was the Bigfoots, and they didn’t sound like they were too far away. 
 
    I had to take a chance, and I hurried. 
 
    “AWOOOO! AWOOOO!” 
 
    They were getting closer. Of course, they were wilderness people, they would be able to move fast in the forest. 
 
    “AWOOOO!” 
 
    I reached the other side of the perimeter and looked back. The light was red! I could have run right through it! 
 
    “AWOOOO!” 
 
    I ran up the steps to the cabin. I grabbed the keys to my SUV and charged down the stairs and across the clearing. 
 
    “AWOOOO!” They were almost here! 
 
    I opened the door and climbed in. Oh, God, the feel of leather seats! Civilization! I started the car. I hit the gas, spun the wheel, and as I fishtailed across the area and onto the firetrail I heard… 
 
    “AWOOOO! AWOOOO! AWOOOO!” 
 
    In the rear view mirror I caught sight of all four of them. They were big, and they were fast, and their arms were pumping as they closed in on the car. I hit the gas.  
 
    Then commenced one of the wildest rides I have ever taken in my life. 
 
    The trail was filled with ruts and holes, but fortunately I had a feeling for where they were. I cranked it up to forty, slowed for a corner, or drove along the edge to avoid a rut. If I hit a hole, especially at this speed, I would break an axle! 
 
    In the mirror, I kept catching glimpses of the Bigfoots. 
 
    Their faces were distorted with rage. Fred and Barney’s cocks were swinging back and forth, and Wilma and Betty’s boobs were bouncing so hard they had to hold them with their hands. 
 
    Down a hillside, and almost slid into a marshy meadow. Fortunately, I’ve got four wheel drive, and I managed to ride through the slush and get back on the trail. but the Bigfoots were close to me! they had made up distance and Fred was actually reaching for the rack on top of the car. 
 
    I hit the gas, and he grabbed the rail, and the rail came off the car with a mighty rip. 
 
    Barney dove and grabbed the bumper, but modern plastic isn’t designed to hold the weight of Bigfoots. The bumper ripped right off. 
 
    I came to the wide spot in the trail, with the rock under which was the key to my chastity tube. I didn’t stop or even slow down. I ran right into the gate, tore the hell out of my bumper, but then I was sliding around on the actual road. Again I pressed on the pedal, and the big engine roared, and now the cavemen couldn’t match the fury of modern machinery. I leaped away from them, and the last thing they did was Barney threw a rock, and it smashed out the back window. 
 
    I cringed, and kept driving. 
 
     
 
    I drove for an hour, and why I wasn’t pulled over I don’t know. Of course, I might not have responded to a siren. I was crazed, out of my mind. I couldn’t think, all I could do was drive. 
 
    And I drove with my foot all the way down. I was doing over a hundred, and what had taken me two hours to cover going the other way the day before took me only that one hour. 
 
    I arrived in town. It was late, there were no cops, and I ran through the stoplights like they weren’t there. 
 
    I turned into my community, sliding across the road like a Fast and Furious racer. 
 
    I came to my house and slid into the driveway, all the way up the driveway, and my car hit the garage. 
 
    BANG! The door crumpled, my car stopped, and steam hissed out of the radiator. 
 
    I jumped out of the car and ran for the door. It was unlocked and I opened it, slammed it, shot the bolt, put on the chain, and turned and pressed my back against the door. 
 
    Suddenly the lights went on. Sarah stood at the bottom of the stairs, one hand on the light switch, staring at me. 
 
    There I stood, my dress ripped, my feet in high heels, my chastity  tube showing through the rip in the dress, and my lips bright red. 
 
    Sarah: “What on…” 
 
    “Honey,” I blurted, trying to make sense of everything, trying to come up with a story that would explain everything. “Bigfoot feminized me!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh…yeah…YES!” I felt the shudders go through me. My eyeballs rolled up, my penis did its thing. For a long time I held myself up, my body rigid, and enjoyed the white hot violence of a good cum. Then I sagged, and Sue pushed me off. 
 
    I rolled to the side, lay on my back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a good cum, they all were, but… 
 
    “Did you cum?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Do you want to?” 
 
    “Nah?” 
 
    I frowned in the darkness. 
 
    Sue turned to me and cuddled. “It’s okay. I’m not that big on orgasms these days.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you, but if you love a woman you want her to have an orgasm. You want to bring her to the toe curling, breath taking state of ‘Oh, my GOD!’ 
 
    You just do. 
 
    But my wife, for some reason, didn’t want to cum anymore. 
 
    I rolled out of her arms, out of bed, and strode towards the bathroom. 
 
    She figured I was just going to pee, and she waited for the warmth of my body with closed eyes. 
 
    I ran the water for a second, got it good and warm, and dashed a wash cloth under it. 
 
    I walked back into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, threw the covers back and sat, “Spread.” 
 
    She rolled on her back, looked at me, and was totally curious. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Spread your legs and you’ll find out.” 
 
    A puzzled expression on her face, she spread her legs. I took the wash cloth and began wiping her pussy. 
 
    “What on earth…?” 
 
    “I’m cleaning you out.” 
 
    “But…but why? I mean, yes, it’s nice to feel a nice, hot massage down there, and I’ll enjoy not sleeping in the wet spot, but…but why?” 
 
    For a long moment I kept washing her vagina with the washcloth. She sighed and was very relaxed. 
 
    Man, she was beautiful. Large breasts, long, golden hair, green eyes that revealed her highly perceptive nature. Fucking Sue was my favorite sport. But having her cum was my second favorite sport, and now she wasn’t interested. 
 
    “Do you remember when we first got married?” 
 
    “Every day,” she said, smiling as she placed her forearm over her eyes and enjoyed her pussy bath. 
 
    “You used to love to cum. You’d jump my dick every day when I got home from work.” 
 
    There was a trace of a frown on her face now. She knew where I was going. 
 
    “Man, you used to get all worked up, you’d be shivering with excitement, and then when that big bang hit…wham! Your whole body tensed up and you’d grab me and hold on like I was the life preserver. You once told me it was like being caught in a blender, and the best thing in your life. 
 
    “Yeah, well…that was fun.” 
 
    “So when did the fun stop?” I kept moving the hot washcloth on her privates. She groaned, pushed up at my hand, then sank back. 
 
    “Come on, babe. Is there something wrong with us? With me? Have I done something?” 
 
    “No,” she said. But she had spoken too fast. 
 
    “Then why don’t you want to cum?” 
 
    “Well, I do…” her voice trailed off. 
 
    “So why don’t you.” 
 
    She sighed. She went to push my hand off, but I held her wrist and leaned over her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Honey, you and I both know that our relationship is based on honesty. If you can’t talk to me…then who can you talk to?” 
 
    “It’s not that….I just…” 
 
    “Secrets…bad. Honesty…good. 
 
    I pushed her hand away and kept rubbing her mons. “And I’m going to keep doing this until you either cum, or tell me what the problem is.” 
 
    That was when she got irritated. “Stop that,” and I could hear the snap in her voice. I had gone too far. 
 
    Correction. I had gone too far before she was ready. 
 
    I took my hand away, left her pussy nice and warm, all cleaned up. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But you and I both know that you’re going to have to talk to me. You’re going to have to tell me what is going on.” 
 
    She said nothing, just laid there with her arm over her eyes, an unhappy look on her face. 
 
    I tossed the washcloth in the hamper, and into the bathroom and relieved myself, and returned to bed. I slid in next to her. I started to put my arms around her, but stopped. She was in that prickly place where she didn’t want to be touched. 
 
    I moved to my own side and whispered, “I love you and I’m always here for you.” 
 
    And we slept. 
 
      
 
    I slept well, but I woke up and she was a bit discomfited. 
 
    Nothing in how she acted, but…she was thinking. 
 
    And thinking was good. That meant she was considering my words, and I knew she would eventually come to the right decision. She would talk to me. 
 
    I got up, had a small breakfast, just OJ and some oatmeal, and went to work. Work was a huge commute. Twenty feet into my computer room. 
 
    Yep. I’m one of those lucky guys who works at home. Doing my own business. If things don’t going right I can fire myself for an hour or two, or a week or a month, though that never happens. 
 
    Once you start working for yourself you become the worst boss you ever had. You work late hours, skip lunch, and are totally focused. And if you aren’t you are very rough on yourself. You don’t like slackers, and especially if they are you. 
 
    So I powered up the computer and threw myself into my work. 
 
    I wasn’t aware of Sue. I sort of knew she was cleaning the house, doing the dishes, that sort of thing, but I was working hard and everything was sort of zoned out. 
 
    Mid-morning and I came out of my office for a short while. She was in the kitchen, scrubbing the insides of the stove. I opened the freezer and got out ice cubes and rattled them into a glass. I got out a Pepsi and gurgled it over the cubes. I returned to my work den. 
 
    Sue hadn’t said a word. Yet I knew she was aware of me. Her head in the depths of the oven…I could feel her ‘feeling’ me. That sixth sense, hair on the back of the neck sort of thing. 
 
    But I didn’t disturb her. I could feel her thinking. Heck, she only did those odious jobs like cleaning the oven, or washing the leaves out of the gutters, when she wanted alone time…’think’ time. 
 
    So she was thinking. 
 
    I threw myself back into work. I skipped lunch. I was working hot and heavy, and I heard her cleaning the leaves out of the gutters. I paused for a second, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, and made a moue. Crap. Whatever was bothering her must be serious. To put herself through two odious tasks meant twice the thought, and maybe the problem was twice as a serious as I might have imagined. 
 
    And then I started to worry. 
 
    What if there was something seriously wrong with her? What if she had developed a medical condition and hadn’t told me? What if her health was in danger? 
 
    Yet, what could I do? 
 
    So I tried to keep such bad scenarios out of my mind and keep working. 
 
    Mid-afternoon. Hot and heavy into work, and I suddenly jerked. Sue had entered the room and was watching me. Sort of surprised me, which was unusual. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey. You read to talk?” 
 
    “Give me two minutes to make notes and shut down.” 
 
    “I’ll be back in two minutes.” 
 
    I made my notes for the next day’s work, and shut the various programs. I left the computer on and turned around just as she entered the room. She was holding two glasses. 
 
    She handed me one glass and sat down in the spare chair and faced me. 
 
    I faced her, sipped, and sighed. Mixed with the Coke was Angel's Envy bourbon. The good stuff. Fifty bucks a bottle. 
 
    She smiled, and I noticed that she had fixed herself up for this little conference. She smelled of fresh powder, which meant she had taken a bath. She was wearing nylons, a dress that showed off her cleavage, and she was made up. She knew I was a sucker for red lips. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You ply me with alcohol, and now you’re looking like the most beautiful critter on God’s green earth…what did I do to be so lucky?” 
 
    “You do lots of things,” she said, taking a sip of her own drink. Was it my imagination? Or had she just fluttered her eyes at me? 
 
    “But this is about me.” 
 
    “It’s all about you, babe. What can I do for you.” 
 
    “You can…” she paused, looked real nervous, and then she sort of changed streams. She was going to say something, but then decided to say something else. 
 
    “The reason I don’t like to cum…” 
 
    I cocked my head and was very silent. 
 
    “I have been having feelings.” 
 
    I nodded. “Feelings?” I encouraged. 
 
    I had heard of this, read of it, sometimes women change. 
 
    “And how is this change going?” 
 
    She frowned. Then blurted, “Terrible.” 
 
    I waited, and the rest of it came out. 
 
    “Ron. I feel…I’m attracted to…women.” 
 
    I have to say, my cool deserted me. I blinked, and then I struggled to regain my mental equanimity. 
 
    “I don’t…you haven’t done anything. But about six months ago I found myself staring at a woman. I don’t know who she was, but we were at a restaurant and she was walking by, and suddenly I was staring at her and…and…and I felt feelings.” 
 
    She paused. Gathered her thoughts. I sipped some more bourbon and Coke. Tell the truth, I was mind blasted. 
 
    But her pause turned into a shut down, and suddenly I realized I was going to have to get her started again. 
 
    “What kind of feelings?” I spoke tentatively, hoping she would start up again. “Are we talking…Lesbian fee—“ 
 
    “I don’t know,” she blurted, almost wailed. “I felt warm, down there, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. Her…her boobs. And I…I think I felt like a man. Sexual desire. I didn’t want to run away…I didn’t want to meet her…except that, sexually, I did. 
 
    “I was just so confused. We were out with Bob and Shiela and I was embarrassed, turned a little red—I think I was afraid somebody would read my mind—and just looked away and tried to get back into the conversation.” 
 
    I remembered that incident. But when she had gone into another zone I hadn’t thought anything of it. I figured she was just thinking of something. People do that, you know. 
 
    “And since that time you’ve…what? Lost your sex drive? Don’t want me?” 
 
    “No! No! I love you! All my heart! But I’m confused now. I can’t stop thinking, wondering, and I watch other women. I watch them on TV and wonder what they would be like in bed, what the Lesbian experience would be like. I wonder what it would be like to kiss another woman, to taste her lipstick, to feel her breasts…” 
 
    As Sue spoke I could see a deep misery under her speech. This was really bothering her, and I could see how that would mess with her desire for sex…and how it could stop her from wanting to cum. 
 
    She would be thinking that she was, just by having such thoughts, betraying me. 
 
    I placed my glass, now only half full, on the desk. “Honey? I think it’s time we had a hug.” 
 
    She was nodding, misty-eyed, and we both stood up. She moved into my arms and I held her complete. I didn’t try to kiss, nor did she. We just held each other. We held each other and breathed on each other’s necks. We felt the pulse in one another’s bodies. I could feel her boobs pressed up against me, heaving with her emotion. 
 
    And she could feel…you guessed it…my cock. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “It’s a guy thing.” 
 
    “It’s a good guy thing.” She reached down, inserted a hand into my pants and held me. She didn’t stroke or play, she just held, and it felt so very good. 
 
    We just stood like that for several minutes, then I started to sway. Just a gentle motion, and she swayed with me. 
 
    I tilted my head back, and tilted hers, and we looked each other in the eyes. I kissed her lips so very gently, and said, “Do you have a plan? Any thoughts about this…uh, situation?” 
 
    “No. Just that I’m not happy, that I’m conflicted. I love you totally, all my heart, but…” 
 
    “But now something is in the way.” 
 
    She nodded, bit her sexy lip, and stared me in the eye. 
 
    “Well, it is a sticky wicket, and I know how uncomfortable such things can be, but…I might have a thought about it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can I have about an hour to do some research?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I’ll call you in an hour.” 
 
    We let go of each other and she smiled and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything.” 
 
    “You’ve been understanding, and that is a lot. I didn’t even want to talk about it. I was afraid that you’d…I was afraid.” 
 
    I kissed her gently again. “Fear no more, sweet maiden, now give me an hour.” 
 
    Smiling, relieved, she left the room. 
 
    I downed the rest of my bourbon, felt that cool liquid warm me up, and I sat down and opened a browser window. Shortly I was surfing the net. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, almost to the minute, I closed my windows and sat back and thought. And thought and thought. The bright idea I had had in the moment was proving to be…a bright idea. There were a lot of things I could do, but the question was…how far did I want to go? I could easily see the vast potentials here. And a few potential problems. 
 
    I sat for five minutes and just pondered, thought of what if’s and why not’s, and then, because I had said an hour and didn’t want to keep her waiting, I stood up and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Sue was in the living room, nervously perusing a fashion magazine, and I had a feeling she had read nothing. Then I realized maybe she had read something, or at least looked at the pictures of sexy women. 
 
    And that gave me food for thought, and an idea about how to broach the subject I was about to broach. 
 
    “Hello, baby,” I leered at her cheerfully, making it a joke. 
 
    She was on her feet and following me, and I listened to the click of her heels on the wood floor. 
 
    “Shall we imbibe?” I asked, getting down the bourbon. “We have some possibly tall talking to do.” 
 
    “I guess I’d better.” 
 
    Her eyes were glimmering. I wondered if she had maybe been crying while waiting for me. 
 
    I poured the drinks, handed her one and said, “Patio, woman.” 
 
    She giggled and lead the way. As I left the kitchen I saw her purse on the counter and I reached in, found a tube of lipstick and put it in my pocket. 
 
    Our patio is our paradise. Tall bushes that blocked peepers. A pool with a waterfall and a diving board. A barbecue pit. We had had some mighty fine parties here. 
 
    We sat down in the lounge chairs and sipped, and I started the ball rolling. 
 
    “Honey, why do you wear nylons?” 
 
    She blinked. She didn’t expect that question. 
 
    “Fashion,” she answered somewhat easily. Curiosity was in her eyes. 
 
    “And why do you wear your hair so long and beautiful?” 
 
    “Again…fashion. What…?” 
 
    I held a hand up to stop her. 
 
    “And why do you wear dresses and make up and heels and everything?” 
 
    “It’s what women wear? Why are you asking me this?” 
 
    “Did you know that men in Scotland wear dresses?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Men in Fiji started wearing skirts not long ago. They call them sulus. In Greece the soldiers wear a dress called a fustanella. In Africa the men wear dresses called Kangas. Men wear dresses all over the world.” 
 
    “And you’re telling me this why?” 
 
    I swiveled around and stared at her. It was a very fixed stare and she was getting quite curious. 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to do something right now, and I don’t want you to say anything, just watch me. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” She drew out the word and turned her face slightly. I truly had her attention. 
 
    Watching her closely, taking note of any twitch or movement of her face or body, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the lipstick I had taken from her purse. 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    I turned the base and a pillar of beautiful, bright red rose. 
 
    I placed the tip of the lipstick on my lips and rolled it on. I could taste the waxiness. I could smell a slight perfume-y smell to the substance. 
 
    Sue’s mouth opened and she was fixated. Her eyes watched the red spread across my lips. 
 
    I took my time, I was working by feel and didn’t want to mess it up. I finally smacked my lips and screwed the lipstick closed. I held the lipstick in my hand, tilted my head slightly, and reached for my drink. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her eyes off my mouth. 
 
    I sipped, and left a red imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    She sighed, and it sounded like something was falling inside her chest, falling a long way, and then it hit, and she gulped. 
 
    “So how’s work?” I asked, deliberately guiding the conversation away from my lips. 
 
    “Work is fine,” she muttered. She was mesmerized, and I had the feeling she was not really even aware of answering. 
 
    “And how’s the new girl working out?” 
 
    “She’s…fine. She’s fine. She’s…” she focused on me, on me, not my lips. She seemed to give herself a mental shake, and she said, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Do you like my lips?” 
 
    “I…they…” 
 
    “Just sit and talk. Tell me what you feel.” 
 
    Her eyes were glistening, and there was a hunger in them. 
 
    “I feel…I’m…excited.” 
 
    “Sexually excited?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was staring at me, at my eyes, so hard it felt like she wanted to jump in my body and drive it away. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss me?” 
 
    “Oh, God…Oh…” But she didn’t move. 
 
    “So why don’t you?” 
 
    “Can…can I?” 
 
    “I wish you would. I wish you’d do a lot more.” 
 
    “More.” 
 
    “Yes. I would like you to take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I’d like you to kiss me. Gently, so you don’t mess my lipstick. Then I would like to eat you out. And that might mess up my mouth. But I can quickly reapply and…and then I want you to cum.” 
 
    There it was. Bingo. And she didn’t even blink. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she said. 
 
    But she didn’t move. I don’t think she could move. 
 
    “Will you take my hand and lead me?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” she licked her lips. Her own gorgeous, red lips. 
 
    “I can’t lead you. You have to take charge. You have to do this if it’s going to work.” 
 
    She didn’t even query me on that statement. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Like she was sleep walking, she stood up. 
 
    “Take my hand.” 
 
    She did, and then she started to move. Staring over her shoulder at me she pulled me towards the house. She never looked where she was going, she just kept staring at my red mouth. She walked, with head turned backwards, through the double doors, and down the hallway to our bedroom. I followed along, gripped by her clutching, sweaty palm. 
 
    She led me across the big room to our bed. She pulled me around and sat me down on the bed. She pulled her sweater over her head, and it was like she didn’t want to stop looking at me for even a second. 
 
    My heart, inside my seemingly clinical attitude, was pounding in my chest. 
 
    She kept her bra on, she was too horny to take the time to take off excess clothing. She pushed me back, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties and kicked them off, then she leaned forward and began unbuckling my belt. 
 
    All the while her eyes glittered, watched my lips. Occasionally slipped up to meet my own eyes, but right back to the lips. My red, red lips, so inviting, so intoxicating. So downright hypnotizing. 
 
    She undid the zipper and pulled my pants off. My underwear was poked out by my hard cock. She pulled my tighty whiteys down over my cock, off my legs, and threw them aside. 
 
    Then she was climbing onto me. Pushing me back further. In truth, we weren’t even in a comfortable position, but she was on me, sinking down my rod, gasping, and her own hands were up on her breasts, feeling them through her bra. 
 
    I lay still and watched her. Thank God I had cum the night before. This was so erotic that if I hadn’t I wouldn’t have lasted a minute. 
 
    She rocked back and forth, like I was a horse and she was in the saddle. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “Kiss me,” I said. 
 
    She stopped rocking and leaning forward. Her breasts touched my chest and she held herself up on her forearms, and leaned down, down. 
 
    She touched my lips so softly I could hardly feel it, and our eyes were open, locked. 
 
    She kissed me again. Harder, but without moving her lips around on mine. She wanted to preserve my lipstick. It was exciting her. 
 
    She straightened up and began rocking again. 
 
    We rocked and rolled. She gave an occasional gyration of the hips, and I gave a hip thrust every once in a while. 
 
    But she was not in a hurry…except to just feel my cock in her. And to watch my lips. 
 
    She placed her hands on my chest, her back was slightly arched, her pussy was moist and firm.  
 
    Honestly, I had thought the lipstick was for her, but it was working on me, too. I couldn’t cum, but it was making me so horny that I wanted to. Talk about excruciating frustration. I wanted to cum, and the more I wanted to, the more I didn’t want to. Wasn’t that an interesting pickle? I was changing roles with my wife, and where she had not wanted to cum, now it was me. 
 
    “Are in charge?” I whispered. 
 
    She nodded, and she placed her hands on my pectorals. It was like she was holding herself up, bracing herself on my muscles, but there was deeper meaning her. 
 
    And I sensed that we were changing roles in more than just lipstick. There was something about her, a drive that was, with me now in the submissive bottom position, overpowering. She wanted this. She needed this. 
 
    A lifetime of being a submissive woman, and now she wanted to be the domineering woman. 
 
    And, surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, I liked it. 
 
    After a lifetime of being in charge, there was something very intoxicating about just lying back and taking it. 
 
    She began to shake, and her eyes got a surprised, far away look in them. 
 
    I could feel her hips quivering, her thighs starting to spasm. 
 
    I tried to drive up into her, to help her, but she pushed me back, she didn’t need any help. 
 
    She reached down and pushed my legs aside, now she was inside them, again in a domineering position, the Amazon position for lovemaking, and she fucked me. 
 
    She had already started, and now it was a mad finish. She fucked, male like, and pushed her hips down on me like she was inserting into me, though I was still penetrating her. 
 
    “Fuck!” She moaned, and the twitches became full on spasms, locked up muscles like she was having a seizure. And isn’t that what sex really is? A momentary seizure as bodies transmit…and accept…reproductive fluids? 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” 
 
    I don’t know how she managed to stay on her feet, the cum was so violent, but she sagged on me, drove for that final inch, and collapsed. She lay on me, like a man would lay on a woman. She breathed, heaved really, and held me. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. 
 
    I lay there, my hard cock still in her. 
 
    We felt the throbbing, pulsing of my erection, and she giggled. “What’s the matter, baby?” 
 
    I grinned. “You didn’t make me cum.” 
 
    She stood back then. Pushed off and stood  up and stared at me. She had a big grin on her face. “Good.” 
 
    And it was good. 
 
    I really enjoyed the horny feeling she was leaving me with. And I was soon to learn a truth: being horny all the time is better than shooting your load and not being horny. 
 
    True. 
 
    But, on the moment, I just knew we had made a break through. She had cum, and I had experienced something that had sort of taken me by surprise. 
 
     
 
    Sue pulled her skirt back up, but left her panties off. Heck, I hadn’t deposited a load of semen in her, so why should she? 
 
    “Come out and let’s talk about this,” she said, putting her sweater back on. 
 
    I was now officially horny, and I stared at her breasts hungrily. 
 
    She caught my gaze and laughed. “None of that, baby. I’m done for now.” 
 
    She started out of the room, then stopped at the door. She turned and contemplated me. 
 
    “What?”
“I’ve got a new lipstick in the top left drawer. Same shade. I like that shade on you.” 
 
    Then she turned and left. 
 
    I listened to her heels clicking on the wood, and I suddenly realized something: she had fucked me, like a man fucks a woman, while wearing high heels. The heels had probably helped her be high enough to give her the height she needed. 
 
    I sat up and felt myself. I felt my chest. My nipples were erect, tingling with sex. My cock was sticking out like a blind man’s cane. God, was I horny. 
 
    I looked over at her vanity table. Top left drawer. 
 
    I got dressed, then went to the table. I took out the new lipstick and, now watching myself in the mirror, I painted my lips. 
 
    It was gorgeous, and it made my lips look bigger. And my lips tingled. It turned out that there was lip plumper in the lipstick. 
 
    I stood up and thought about how we had fucked. 
 
    Wild, overwhelmed by our desire, like we used to fuck. 
 
    But now the shoe was on the other foot. Or perhaps…the high heel was. 
 
    Whatever, I walked out of the room and down the hall. Sue was on the patio again, she had taken her top off and was gathering some sun. 
 
    I walked outside. 
 
    She heard me, didn’t even turn around. she just raised a hand and snapped her fingers and said, “Two more drinks, boy.” 
 
    I chuckled. I was so horny that my cock almost hurt—it certainly was dripping—and I liked this game. I turned back into the house and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Two drinks made, this was turning into a pretty good day, I sauntered back out to the patio. I placed one on the table next to Sue and sat in my own lounger. 
 
    We sat, her satisfied and happy, and me happy. Happy that I wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    We sipped, and I admired her bare chest. 
 
    “Beautiful,” I murmured. 
 
    She looked at me, saw what I was looking at, and smiled. “Nice lips,” she returned to me. 
 
    I could feel the paint on my lips and I smiled. 
 
    “So,” I said, “The game has changed.” 
 
    “It certainly has,” she agreed. 
 
    “The question is…how far are we going to take this?” 
 
    We both grew sober at that. 
 
    “How womanly do you want to be?” she asked. 
 
    “How womanly do you want me to be.” 
 
    “I don’t know if ‘want’ is the right word.” 
 
    “Require?” I asked. “Or, how womanly do I have to be to make you have earth shattering orgasms every time?” 
 
    She laughed. “Hell, all the way, baby.” Then she grew serious again, “Seeing you as a woman is a terrific turn on, but it’s all about me.” 
 
    “Sure it is.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything and I turned to her. “So what did you feel when we were making love?” 
 
    “I felt big, and strong, and powerful.” 
 
    “And I understand that. When we were done I was marveling at how good it felt to be on the bottom, to just submit and let you have your way with me. So, the opposite, how good it must have felt for you to be in charge, taking control.” 
 
    “Being the one on top,” she mused. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    We sat and sipped quietly then, each pursuing our own train of thoughts. 
 
    “This sounds like we are reversing roles,” I finally stated. “And I think that it has more to do with power than sex, although, if we’re honest, you’ve got to admit that sex is power.” 
 
    “Or maybe power is sex.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Then I said, “Let me ask you some questions, and you just listen and tell me if they do anything for you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Imagine me in a dress.” 
 
    She smiled. “Um hmm.” She liked it. 
 
    “Nylon and a garter belt.” 
 
    “Nylons. You have two legs. But…yes.” 
 
    “A bra.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “A sex change.” 
 
    She stopped grinning. She opened her eyes and turned to me. “I don’t want that.” 
 
    “But you would like to see me with boobs.” 
 
    She grinned, then blurted, “I’m sorry. I just…it makes me happy.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for. We’re just trying to get a clue as to what floats your boat.” 
 
    “You as a woman floats my boat,” she spoke instantly, without doubt. “And I want to be in charge. I want to tell you to do things. And…” she stopped. 
 
    “And what?” I grinned. “Come on, out with it.” 
 
    Her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “I want to…to control your orgasms.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. On one hand, I was mind blasted. On the other, there was something so incredibly exciting hearing her fantasize what she would do with me. 
 
    She stared at me. “Is that bad?” 
 
    “We won’t know until we try it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really what?” 
 
    “Really are we going to do this? Play around with your sex, let me take control of your…your penis?” 
 
    “Well,” I said, somewhat ruefully, “It is said that man’s power emanates from his penis. So…I guess letting you take control of my big fella is going to give you the power. The question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” she spoke eagerly. 
 
    “God,” I laughed. “That was fast.” 
 
    She looked sheepish, but we both knew that a decision had been made.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We spent that night talking over what we were going to do, and we spent the night cuddled in each others arms. We were happier than we had been in a long time. 
 
    At least, she was happy. I was…apprehensive. 
 
    Well, I was a guy. I was used to being in charge. She was going to be taking my power, being the one in charge. 
 
    But, that aside, I was happy, and I was especially happy that I was going to be doing something for Sue. I was going to be sacrificing something for her. 
 
    And, hey, if it didn’t work we could just go back to the way things were, right? 
 
    So, we awoke, the sun was shining, and Sue bounced out of bed like a jumping jack. 
 
    “Come on, lazy bones?” 
 
    I was awake, but not that awake. I grinned, “What’s the hurry?” 
 
    “I think you know the hurry,” she turned and looked at me meaningfully. 
 
    “Oh, that,” a nervous line darted up the center of my chest. 
 
    “Yes, that. Unless you’re going to chicken out.” 
 
    “No…no. I’m not going to chicken out, but I think you know I’ll be experiencing some mental…changes.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. Now, get up and shower, and use the Nair. I want to play with your body a bit.” 
 
    Wow. Nair. There was a feminine product if ever there was one. 
 
    So I stretched, rolled out of bed, and went into the bathroom to read the directions on the dreaded Nair bottle. 
 
    20 Minute later I emerged…without my body hair. I mean, I was exfoliated. Nekkid of hair. I didn’t have a single strand on my body. 
 
    “Whoa ho!” Sue exclaimed. “I definitely like the hairless look.” 
 
    “Feels…strange.” 
 
    “How strange? 
 
    Makes my flesh feel more electric. Like I can feel everything more intensely. 
 
    She smiled and led me to the vanity table. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Fingernails.” 
 
    “Fingernails?” 
 
    “I want you to wear fingernails. You’ll have to be careful not to break them, and that means you’ll have to learn how to be gentle and do things differently, with more awareness.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    I sat down, and right from the get go I felt like I wasn’t in my body. It was surreal. It was almost mystical. 
 
    And, right from the get go, my boner sat up and howled. Or at least bobbed and throbbed. 
 
    Sue giggled. “Cute,” she said. 
 
    “I think more in terms of dangerous.” 
 
    “It used to be dangerous, but now…I don’t know.” 
 
    Yikes,” I said. “That’s hard to take.” 
 
    She was filing my nails and she stopped and looked at me. “And I think we’re going to have to do something about your dick.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t have you bonerizing a dress all out of shape. That would be embarrassing.” 
 
    That made me chuckle on the inside. Being in a dress was going to result in a certain degree of embarrassment, but she was right. I was going to have to hide my erection. 
 
    “So, how do we hide that wants to stand up in a crowd?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been thinking about that.” She paused for a moment as she pressed a red fingernail onto my thumb. “I’ve had to make them a little long because you’ve got spatulate fingers. But…you’re dick…there are several ways.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “We could give you a chemical, temporary, that would make you limp.” 
 
    “Hmm.” I didn’t sound too happy about that. 
 
    “Or, we could make you wear a gaff.” 
 
    “A gaff?” 
 
    “It’s a tight fitting underwear female impersonators wear. It holds the penis back between the legs.” 
 
    “Sound painful.” 
 
    “Not to me.” 
 
    We chuckled at that. 
 
    “Or, we could make you wear a chastity tube. The cock can’t get hard, but we could let it out whenever we wanted, take it for a walk, if you get my drift.” 
 
    “Any other methods?” I wasn’t thrilled about any of them, so far. 
 
    “Well, there’s a rather drastic one. It can be undone, but…” 
 
    “Go on. Hit me with your best shot.” 
 
    “We could get an operation, sew your penis back between your legs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I read about it on Altairboy’s site.” 
 
    “You read that site?” 
 
    “Well, it’s defunct now, but you can still find it on the internet archives, the Wayback machine, if you really want. But, yes. I used to read it.” 
 
    “And how much other stuff have you read on the internet?” 
 
    She got cagey then. She smiled at me, a knowing smile, and said, “I’ve probably read everything you’ve ever read.” 
 
    I blinked. I grinned. Okay. Busted. 
 
    “Okay, so how does this ‘operation’ work? Not that I’m interested, I’m just curious.” 
 
    “Well, the operator…” 
 
    “The doctor.” 
 
    “Or nurse, he or she makes a small incision on the bottom of your penis, and another incision over the perineum. The perineum is between your asshole and your testicles.” 
 
    “I know where the perineum is,” I said dryly. 
 
    “Oh, okay. But that’s it. You are stitched together, your dick can get excited, but it can’t go anywhere. It’s supposed to be exquisite.” 
 
    “Exquisite.” 
 
    “Exquisite.” She nodded happily. 
 
    She had one hand done. She circled me and sat on the other side, and I examined my mitts. 
 
    My fingers were longer by a half inch. They were oval. They took my breath away. I was supposed to live with these things on my fingers? 
 
    “Okay. So we think about the method for controlling my cock.” 
 
    “We do. And I’ll make an appointment for your boobs this afternoon.” 
 
    “My boobs,” I said, wonderingly. 
 
    “How big do you want them?” 
 
    “Oh, my…” my mind went riot on that one. 
 
    Did I want big honkers that everybody would stare at? 
 
    But if they were too small then it would be like I didn’t have any. 
 
    “I would go for average.” 
 
    She frowned. “Okay.” 
 
    “What? You want me to have big balloons that everybody stares at?” 
 
    She laughed at the tone of my voice. “No. Of course not. But…a little bigger might be fun.” 
 
    “Fun,” I blinked. This was weirding me out, to say the least, and it was just fun for her. 
 
    But…yeah. I could understand that. I just had to learn to deal with it. 
 
    “Okay, let’s think about that, maybe talk with the doctor and then think about it some more.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I stared at my hand some more. I touched my face. It felt so weird to touch myself with long nails. I began adjusting my thinking right then. How I would hold hammer, and nail. How I could put laundry in the machine without breaking a nail. No working on cars, which was fine, I didn’t like to work on cars. Putting on clothes, the simple act of working a buckle might prove…interesting. And other things. Lots of other things. 
 
    “Take a look.” 
 
    I looked down. Both hands were done now, and I marveled at how long my fingers looked, and…my dick was harder than ever. 
 
    Sue grabbed my penis and squeezed it. “This is so sexy. You really love this stuff.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Admit it!” 
 
    “I refuse to answer on the grounds…” 
 
    “Poo! Put on your lipstick!” 
 
    My first test with elongated fingers. Putting on lipstick. 
 
    I picked up the tube using the pads of my fingers, and that was already weird. I turned the base, and watched my nails move. 
 
    I leaned forward and made my mouth red. 
 
    And my dick actually began to drool. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Look.” 
 
    I looked down at my lap. It was a lot of drool, a lot of pre-cum. “Wow.” 
 
    “You’re going to need a pad,” she giggled. 
 
    “That’s going too far!” I protested. 
 
    She just looked at me and smiled, and I knew she was thinking about it. 
 
    But me? A pad? I didn’t have the feminine parts for it. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m going to do it.” 
 
    “Do what.” 
 
    “I’m going to have you wear a pad.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But shut. Not a pad pad, but a Tampon pad.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Yep. Women use them, and I want you as womanlike as possible. So…tampons for you, baby.” 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I actually turned a little white. This was out of control.  
 
    But it was also strangely exciting. I thought about it. Putting a pad up there. Wow. That would be something. And it shouldn’t hurt, because women do it. Not to their butts, but…what was the difference?” 
 
    “You want to put it in now?” 
 
    “Uh…whatever you want.” 
 
    She clapped her hands. “Get on the bed, butt up.” 
 
    I climbed onto the bed slowly, nervously. 
 
    Sue got a Tampon and put a dab of lube on it. “Okay, this is going to feel funny, but I think you’re going to like it.” 
 
    She put the thing to my butthole and very gently inserted it. It went right in, and I experienced…excitement. 
 
    “Your dick is drooling more.” 
 
    I got off the bed and looked down. Yes, it was. A lot. I felt my butthole and felt the string dangling. “Wow.” 
 
    “Cool, huh?” 
 
    “I guess.” My penis was positively giant. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you into a dress.” 
 
    “No more make up?” 
 
    “A little later. Right now I want to see you in a dress, and high heels, and I want to work on your hair. 
 
    “My hair.” 
 
    I hadn’t even thought about my hair. 
 
    I wear my hair long, but masculine. But masculine was a gone deal now. 
 
    Sue washed my hair with shampoo and conditioner. She put big curlers in it. “These are big curlers. I don’t want you looking like Shirley Temple. I want you to have gentle, sexy waves. You up for that?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    When she was done I did have soft and wavy hair. I stood in front of the mirror and marveled. With the lipstick I definitely had a feminine look. In fact, because I have a roundish face, I did look like a woman. 
 
    “Wow! Put this on.” 
 
    She gave me a tight dress, very stretchy, and I pulled it down and she frowned. 
 
    “Okay, bozo, it’s diet time for you.” 
 
    “How about just giving me a corset?” 
 
    “And a corset…too!” 
 
    “Too? I have to diet and wear a corset?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    It was frightening, and uncomfortable, but the sense of excitement running through me was too great. 
 
    “This is so much fun,” she giggled. Then she frowned. “But we have to do something about that dick. 
 
    She was right. It poked that stretchy dress way out. 
 
    But, nothing to do for it now, we continued our little dress up session. 
 
    An hour later I was a most excellent imitation of a female. I was wearing nylons and heels, a bra, my face was made up. 
 
    It was fun. It was exciting, and except for the big boner, dripping into the dress, it was a smash success. 
 
    “Okay, baby. I want you like this every day. I want you to learn how to put your own make up on, do your own nails, everything.” 
 
    “Okay.” Man, I knew this was going to be a project, but…wow. 
 
     
 
    It took Sue a while to get a doctor to give me tits. It should have been easy. Lots of LGBTQ doctors out there. But most doctors wanted me to have psychiatric counseling, or to have been living as a woman for a year, or some other hoop to jump through. 
 
    Huh. Can’t a guy just get tits if he wants to? 
 
    But she found a doctor, pretty well recommended, too, and we went for our initial meeting. The meeting went fine. He asked a few questions, took some measurements, and he offered a specific insight to me getting breasts. 
 
    “You’ve got a slightly wider chest than a female, so a small implant will look like you’re just starting puberty.” 
 
    “So what do you suggest?” 
 
    “Bigger.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “How much bigger?” 
 
    “Why don’t you lie back on the exam table.” 
 
    I did, and he placed several implants on my chest and told me about each one. And each one felt larger and larger. But, at a certain point, Sue said, “That is the most proportional.” 
 
    “I agree,” and he made notes and put the implant aside. 
 
    “That looks pretty big,” I observed. 
 
    “If the shoe fits,” Sue said, and that was it. And I think that was the first time I saw the downside of being the lesser ‘power’ in our role reversal marriage. She just spoke, and there was no room for any real discussion. We would talk about that later, but right then Sue brought up the other operation. 
 
    “Can you attach his penis to his perineum.” 
 
    The good doctor blinked, thought about it, then shrugged. “Sure. Can you tell me more?” 
 
    I hadn’t actually decided on that, but it was an exciting possibility, and it was obvious that Sue had thought about it. 
 
    So we made an appointment for the operation, and it was decided that when I was there we would let him know about the other operation. 
 
    Hey, I was going to be there, I was going to be under, so why not? Two for one, right? But the thought really sobered me up. 
 
      
 
    One month later I was wheeled out of the hospital in the obligatory wheel chair. I stood up next to the car, which Sue had brought around, and realized that I had rather sizable boobs. 
 
    I looked down and couldn’t see the ground. 
 
    The nurse was smothering a smile, and she helped me into the car. I was very silent when we drove home. 
 
    At home I went into the bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror.               
 
    Wow. I was stacked. I had thought average, but this…I was as big as Marilyn Monroe. Maybe even Jane Mansfield. With my diet and exercises I had a very thin waist, and my body was very feminine. 
 
    “What do you think?” asked Sue, standing next to me, gazing at my boobs with a big smile. 
 
    “They’re…large.” 
 
    “It’s what the doctor ordered. And how about your little friend?” 
 
    I looked down, but couldn’t see it. 
 
    Of course not. It was tucked back between my legs. The doctor had given me something to stop erections for a week, and by then…by then I would be able to…what? Be horny and not be able to do anything about it? 
 
    “I can’t feel it.” 
 
    “He said you wouldn’t be able to. Turn sideways.” 
 
    I did, and she said, “Excellent. Can’t see it at all.” 
 
    The following week was interesting. I had long fingernails, long hair, and large breasts. I had to figure out a new sense of balance. I was figuring out how to use my hands. And I had to get dressed, put on make up, take care of my nails, every single day. It was difficult at first, but as time went on it got easier. What didn’t get easier was the sense of frustration as my penis started to live again. 
 
    It got sort of hard, but it was directed downward, and it just sort of fizzled out. Got so hard, and no harder. Couldn’t make the bend or something. 
 
    And my balls were actually pushed up into my body, into the space from which they had descended when I was ten or eleven. 
 
    Sue loved it. I fit into dresses easily, no bump. 
 
    And, the bonus for her, and the, uh…problem for me…sex. 
 
    Seeing me dressed so sexy, wanting a woman, she was constantly horny. 
 
    And I couldn’t deliver. 
 
    So Sue got a couple of things. 
 
    One, she got a dildo for me to use on her. Oh, man. That was hard, and even more frustrating. To be balls deep in a woman…and not have any sensation. To see her groaning and crying out…and feel nothing. 
 
    It made me feel inadequate…even as I got pleasure from it. 
 
    Two, she made me wear a butt plug at all times. She absolutely loved the flushed look of excitement I got from walking around, sitting, having an invader in my back canal. And she said it made me walk more like a woman, a little more sway. 
 
    But it also made me awkward, which was weird. I was awkward and she said that was what made me move more like a woman. But my awkwardness made me feel more feminine. 
 
    I tell ya, one of the thrills of my life was when we went jet skiing. That constant vibration on my asshole, I was dripping so hard, and I felt like I was constantly on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    And there we were. Sue was living her dream. She had a woman, and the woman could still pleasure her to her heart’s content. 
 
    I was in a state of super excitation at all times. And, like I said earlier, it was more fun to be horny all the time than to get off. 
 
    But, I did need to get off. To be horny all the time, and not be able to squirt…I needed to clean my pipes. I really needed to. 
 
      
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I went to answer the bell. Sue had decided that we needed to have a party, a coming out party for me. So she had invited all our friends, and we had a kitchen full of drinks, and I had to open the door. 
 
    Now, I had been out in public. And most of our friends knew what we were doing. Some chuckled, some were aghast, but almost all of them came around. Sure, we lost a few friends, but were they really the kind of friends we would want in the first place? 
 
    So I opened the door and shook hands, or air kissed, or hugged, or whatever was appropriate. 
 
    And, this being Hollywood, there were a couple of people that were like me. Men in chic clothing. 
 
    And we partied, and we drank a lot, and I fielded a lot of questions, once the liquor flowed enough. 
 
    “What’s it like having tits?” was my favorite. Four different guys asked me that. No girls asked me because, well, duh, they already knew what it was like to have tits. 
 
    “It’s cool,” I answered, and, “Try it and find out.” That made them chuckle, and it also made them think. 
 
    The fact is that this is a changing society. This is a world built by and for men. But women had arrived, and they were taking over. And I do mean taking over. 
 
    More women graduated college. The number of woman who owned businesses was skyrocketing, and male owned businesses were dwindling. 
 
    Women were becoming male in the family, and two women would raise children, or the woman would just take over and, like me, the man would be in skirts. 
 
    The point of all this is that though I had to go through some stuff, some personal and inside, and some not so personal and related to the world at large, it was okay. It’s a changing world. I was being accepted as a crossdresser, or transvestite, or a person in the middle of transitioning, or whatever. And that was okay. Call me whatever you want, just don’t call me late for dinner. In a changing world you have to adapt, and be understanding, or have a rough time. I was determined not to have a rough time. 
 
    What I didn’t plan on, however, was the conversation Sue had with Barbara, one of our friends who happened to be Lesbian. 
 
    Now, how much Sue told Barbara I don’t know. She might have told her a little and sloughed her off, or she might have laid out our whole history. But, whatever she said, what Barbara told her…that was the icing on the cake. I wasn’t to find out what was said until later, however. 
 
    We had started the party at 2 in the afternoon. We had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, drunk a lot of soda pop, beer, hard likker, and I know there were even a couple of people into pot and pills. 
 
    All of which was okay. 
 
    And, by 7 the people started drifting. By ones and twos and groups they found Sue or I and thanked us and headed on out. Maybe to crash, maybe another party. By 9 o’clock everybody was gone. 
 
    I stood and stared at the mess, and was happy. Heck, you judge how good a party is by the mess left behind, right? 
 
    And I was standing there and Sure came up to me, put her arm around my waist and hugged me, and said, “Good party.” 
 
    “The best,” I answered. Truth was, I had had a bit to drink, and I was feeling pretty good. 
 
    Sue sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How’s your sex drive.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” I whispered. “My sex drive is out the roof. Putting on sexy clothes every day, and I’ve still got my balls, hidden though they are, churning out semen by the gallon.” 
 
    “By the gallon?” she chuckled. 
 
    “Then there’s you. I touch you every day, and you touch me more and more. And you make me get down and eat you, and fuck you with the dildo. And you look at me like you’re laughing all the time. Sometimes I am a drooling mess. 
 
    Sue gave a delighted laugh. “Well, that’s sort of the way I like you.” 
 
    “Well, you got me,” I shook my head. My skin was tingly, having her touch me. I felt like I was going to orgasm right on the spot. But I felt like that a lot lately. But all I did was drool pre-cum. In fact, I usually put a light pad in my panties to blot up the liquid. 
 
    “Well, my question is…are you happy? Do you like being like this?” 
 
    “I love it,” I answered honestly. 
 
    “Do you want to go further?” 
 
    That stopped me. I had boobs, my cock was locked in a unique way that had no key. I was about as feminine as you could get in dress. What was left? 
 
    “What is further?” 
 
    “Further is what I tell you to do. And I tell you, you may object at first, but once it’s done you’ll love it, and you’ll want more.” 
 
    Well, curiouser and curiouser. It was like a riddle. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Mind you,” she said. “Once I do this, once I take you all the way, you will be a woman, and you will also be subservient to me. I will be totally in charge. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “You’re pretty much in charge anyway,” I answered. “So I guess I can.” 
 
    She considered me for a long moment. I could feel the deep thoughts she was having. 
 
    She turned to me, turned me to her. “Down on your knees.” 
 
    Puzzled, I complied. I knelt and looked up at her. 
 
    “Ron, do you take me for your husband?” 
 
    I blinked, and suddenly it was like I was out of body. And there was a big piece of me wailing away, ‘No! No!’ 
 
    But I had agreed to this, whatever she was going to do. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Do you agree to act upon my slightest whim? To Love nobody but me? Forever?” 
 
    Suddenly I was stammering. This was going out of control. Yet…I had the intuitive feeling that this was what I wanted. This was what I had been seeking my whole life. “I do.” 
 
    “Ron. Do you submit to me fully and completely and dedicate your life to my pleasure?” 
 
    This was way deeper than a marriage vow, and I had the feeling I was stepping off a diving board a thousand yards high…with no pool underneath. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Rise, my wife.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    She took my hand and lead me into the house. Back to the bedroom. She said, “Lift your dress and lose your panties.” 
 
    Dutifully, puzzled, but suddenly having a sort of dawning intuition niggling at the edges of my awareness, I lifted my dress and pulled my panties off. 
 
    “Lay down on the bed.” 
 
    I lay on the bed, face up, and watched Sue. 
 
    She opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out the strap on. She wanted me to fuck her right then and…and it hit me. 
 
    She put the strap on on. 
 
    She was going to fuck me. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn’t. 
 
    I wanted this. I knew it. She knew it. I had pledged myself to it. 
 
    She screwed the biggest dildo we had into the strap on. It was a full nine inches, and very thick. 
 
    She faced me, gave a sigh, and we could feel the nervous energy in the room. 
 
    She opened the jar of lube on the dresser and began lubing up the cock. Thank God, she was using a lot of lube. 
 
    She stepped over to the bed, her big cock glistening with lubricant. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for me to make you mine?” 
 
    Gulping, I nodded. 
 
    “After this this is the only kind of sex you will get. We won’t release your cock. You will be a woman every day. You will fix me meals, clean the house, and do whatever I wish. Do you understand?” 
 
    I gave another nod. I was torn between looking at her, and looking at the large dick poking out from her juncture. 
 
    “Okay, lay back and spread your legs.” 
 
    Feeling a bit faint, scared, I leaned back and spread. 
 
    She stepped between my legs and pulled my legs towards her. She was in heels, and that made her the perfect height. She put the dildo to my hole, my virgin hole, and she began worming it around. 
 
    Oh, Heysoos in a bucket with no bottom. It felt good. I felt light headed as the sensations ran through my butt. 
 
    Gently, holding my hips and smiling, she began pushing the thing into me. 
 
    I was a virgin. I don’t deny that it hurt. But…it also felt good. I felt my hole growing wider, stretching, and the pain that went along with that. 
 
    But I also felt the penis touching my nerves, sliding in, and I jerked back. Sue grabbed my hips and held me firm. 
 
    “Be brave, my wife,” she whispered. Inch by inch she penetrated me. I cried a little, it did hurt, but giving myself up felt so good that it more than canceled out any temporary pain. 
 
    Finally, she was in me. She just stood there, inside me, and I had to deal with it. 
 
    This was my station in life. This was my purpose. This was what I was built for. I bit my lip, and the tears subsided. The pain began to subside. 
 
    She pulled out gently, and I panicked. I had just gotten used to her being in me. I didn’t want her to leave. I grabbed her wrists and the look in my eyes, she knew what I wanted. 
 
    “Hush, my sweet. I’m not withdrawing, I’m going to fuck you now. I am going to make you my woman.” 
 
    And she began push back in. Inch by exquisite inch, opening me up, making me accept her superiority. 
 
    I gasped, and the strength went out of me. I couldn’t resist. I was powerless. 
 
    And she knew it. I could feel her gaining strength, as if she was taking it away from me. 
 
    She pulled back slowly, it was as if all my nerves had been pushed inward, and now they were being pulled outward. 
 
    And in. 
 
    Now I was crying harder. Not for the pain, but for the joy of giving up. I was submitting, and this was something I had needed all my life. 
 
    I wanted to rise up, to hug her, to show my appreciation for what she was doing, but I couldn’t. She was male superior, and she was doing what males do, and there was nothing I could do bu take it. 
 
    Then, just when I thought I could take no more happiness, I felt something gooey getting into my hole. Not the lube, but something else. 
 
    Sue smiled. I’ve pressed on the prostate. Your semen is coming out. 
 
    She kept fucking me, and the fluid of months of denial flooded out of me. I felt myself emptying, leaking out my throbbing, but not cumming, dick. 
 
    Sue smiled at me. “You will be drained, and you will be hornier, hornier than you could have imagined. But your only release will be to serve me, and to hope that I will do this again. And if you are a good girl…I will. In a month or so.” 
 
    Then, me feeling so satisfied and happy, she pulled out. She wiped her cock off on my buttocks. Held out her hand and pulled me from the bed. 
 
    I was feeling very lazy now. I was drained. 
 
    She said, “I’m going to go to sleep now. Clean the house, do a good job. I’ll leave a blanket on the floor for you to sleep on. In the morning I would like bacon and eggs for breakfast.” 
 
    Then she slapped my ass and sent me from the room. 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Have a Female Day! 
 
    He was forced to transition 
 
    from male to female! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had it! I’m packing! I’m leaving! I quit!” 
 
    Jack stood with open mouth and stared at me. His eyes were wide, and he was blinking. 
 
    “Furthermore, I am suing you for alimony. I will get the house. I will get the car! If we had a dog I’d get that, too!” 
 
    “But…but…but…why!?” 
 
    We were standing in our living room and I threw the manila folder on the table. Pictures slid out like playing cards, and he stared down at the images in horror. 
 
    Jack: laughing in bed with a blonde. 
 
    Jack: nuzzling the neck of a giggling girl. They were both naked on a high balcony. 
 
    Jack: fucking some redhead doggy style. His face over hers, leering happily. 
 
    I picked up the video player and clicked it to play. His voice came out nice and clear. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby, I love you.” 
 
    “What about your wife?” 
 
    “That old bag? I’m thinking about divorcing her. You want to be my girlfriend?” 
 
    “Oh, Jack. I don’t know. I mean, you’re married and all…” 
 
    “Not for long. Here, I bought you something.” 
 
    “Oh, Jack!” she squealed. “For me?” 
 
    “Only the best for you, baby. Now come on, let’s hit the sack and do what people in love do.” 
 
    The sounds of kissing, then a bed bouncing. 
 
     
 
    I turned off the video player and studied him like he was a hostile witness.  
 
    He was ashen, whiter than a snow man kept in a cellar for ten years. He was also trembling and trying to figure out what to say. 
 
    But what could he say? He had been caught, not once, but dozens of times, with twelve women. Buying them expensive jewelry. 
 
    “Old bag, eh?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I just said that to…to…” 
 
    “To get your lousy, little pecker into your girlfriend’s snatch.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “What people in love do?” 
 
    He was shaking his head, raising his hands palm out to stop me,  physically shaking. “Please,” he whined. “I’m sorry,” he begged. “I’ll never look at another woman again as long as I live!” 
 
    I tapped my foot. 
 
    Jack was a handsome enough fellow. Long, lank, dark hair. Even features, full lips, face a nice oval. His eyes were deep, a chocolate brown, and there was a truth which I had to admit here. 
 
    Women like one of two kinds of men. They either like the bad boy, the one who’s always in trouble, edgy, a little rough in bed, treats women, well, like dirt. 
 
    Then there is the kind like Jack. Soft, almost effeminate, intelligent. 
 
    But somehow my soft, loving Jack had turned into a bad boy. Cheating on me. 
 
    Yet I had loved him, and, still, in spite of my lawyer’s hard heart, still did. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    He took that as a sign of me breaking down. 
 
    “Please, honey. Look, we built this dream house, we love each other, and the fact that I strayed, that’s on me, and I will do anything to make up for it.” 
 
    I kept my face straight, held back the raging rage, and said, “Sure, you’ll do anything, and then you’ll be in the arms of some bitch from a bar. You’ll bring a disease home, you’ll get somebody pregnant, six months from now you’ll be waving that thing you call a dick around and laughing at your stupid, cow of a wife.” 
 
    He put on the ‘aghast’ face. “Honey! You’re beautiful! I would never call you a cow!” 
 
    And here it comes… 
 
    “You’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. I love you with all of my heart. Sure, I made mistakes, but…” blah, blah, blah. God, he was the most sincere insincere person I ever met. 
 
    While he whined and weaseled I considered the situation. 
 
    Criminals did not change their ways just because they were caught. A serial murderer would just keep on murdering. A serial cheater, and that’s what Jack was, would just keep on cheating. 
 
    So I had to do something, inflict a punishment that would make him want to change his mind. 
 
    I had to do something to him that would totally change his life. 
 
    “…and I promise on my heart of hearts that I will always…” blah, blah, blah. Jack blathered on and on. 
 
    I considered all my cases, especially the ones that had to do with sex perverts. I thought about what those perverts had wanted, what drove them. 
 
    “…and if you’ll forgive me I promise that…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    And I thought about, strangely enough, if I gave Jack so much sex that he finally overloaded, and was willing to give up his indiscriminate fucking. 
 
    Now wouldn’t that be interesting? To give the cheater so much cheating, that he gave up cheating. But…I didn’t want him cheating. But, what if…” I began to smile on the inside. 
 
    I began to lay out a scenario, and soon I was giggling on the inside. 
 
    And when my plans were formed I was laughing hysterically…on the inside. 
 
    “…just please give up this idea of separating because we can work out all our problems and…” blah, blah, blah… 
 
    I turned around and walked away. 
 
    “Honey? Silvia? Honey?” He followed me like a scampering puppy. 
 
    I turned to him. “Go make me a drink. I’ll be in the gazebo.” 
 
    He started out the big sliding doors. 
 
    “The good bourbon.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” and he headed for the kitchen. 
 
    In his mind I had said something, so I was thawing. He thought he was going to get out of this. 
 
    Silly boy. 
 
    We lived in the country. The house was 4,000 feet and had five rooms, commercial refrigerator, house wide sound system, and a basement that opened up into a playroom. 
 
    Behind the house was an actual and huge maze garden. Landscaped into the garden was a 20 by 40 swimming pool with attached hot tub, a gazebo with a bar, and a sauna. Behind the garden was a combo tennis/basketball court. Behind the court was forty miles of virgin wilderness. 
 
    So how did we ever get such a massive, modern mansion? 
 
    I’m a corporate lawyer, top of the line, full partner. 
 
    Jack was a software engineer. Made a ton of money and retired. 
 
    So we built our dream house, and then Jack had to go and turn it into a nightmare. 
 
    I walked around the pool and went through the arch of flowers into the garden proper. I walked amongst the tall bushes and trees and made my way to the gazebo. 
 
    The gazebo was elevated, one could see the top of the maze, and the house, from it. 
 
    The bar was stocked, but the Blanton’s Original Sin was in the house. I made a mental note to correct that deficiency. 
 
    I sat down in a big recliner and leaned back. I watched a couple of flies circling each other, and felt the cool breeze. 
 
    “Here, dear,” Jack charged up the stairs and handed me a tall, frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. He had used the right amount of ice cubes, and I sipped it and directed a level gaze at him. 
 
    He at least had the courtesy to blush. 
 
    “You didn’t make yourself one.” 
 
    “Uh…I…no.” 
 
    He had been in too much of a hurry to kiss my ass. Good boy. 
 
    “Make yourself one. Use the cheap bourbon. We have to get rid of that swill.” 
 
    He went to the bar and built a drink. Warm bourbon and coke in a plastic glass. No ice. Blah. 
 
    Well, he should suffer, right? 
 
    He sat on a chair next to me, perched on the edge of it, really, and began again. “I know I did things I shouldn’t have but—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He blinked. I hadn’t raised my voice, but a good lawyer can put a bit of bite into his, or her, voice. And I was a very good lawyer. 
 
    For a second he was silent, and when he opened his mouth to speak I held up a hand. 
 
    He closed his mouth. 
 
    “If you want to salvage this marriage…if you don’t want me to take you for everything you have…then you will do three things. I will write these three things out in a contract. Go get me a yellow pad and three pens.” 
 
    He started down the stairs. 
 
    “And bring me another drink.” 
 
    He waved a hand in acknowledgement and disappeared into the maze. I leaned back and sighed. 
 
    I always asked for three pens. No lawyer worth his, or her, salt will risk running out of ink during a negotiation. 
 
    I sipped my drink and marveled at the difference between good bourbon and the common stuff. No comparison. 
 
    “Alexa, play something soft.” 
 
    Alexa played Lara’s Theme, and I sank back into my chair and closed my eyes. Such a wonderful story, Lara and Yury. But I didn’t think I could take a Siberian winter, not even for true love. 
 
    Jack returned, handed me a fresh drink and took my old one and put it aside. 
 
    So fortified, I sipped, placed the glass on the side table, and began. 
 
    “The party of the first part…” I mumbled. 
 
    Jack, seeing an opportunity, said, “And the party of the second part…” 
 
    It was the beginning of a scene from an old Marx Brothers movie, particularly humorous to a lawyer, and quite representative of the idiocy of legalese. 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    Jack shut. And waited. 
 
    I wrote for a while, and he got up and went to the rail and looked out over the garden. Then he came back and sat. 
 
    I finished. I handed him the yellow pad and a pen. “Sign the bottom.” 
 
    “What am I signing?” He took the pad and pen. I had two more pens if that one ran out of ink. 
 
    “Jack, you committed three crimes. You betrayed our marriage three specific times. Oh, I know there were more, I’ve got pictures and videos and recorded conversations, but only three of those assignations was I able to get actual video of you en flagrante, actually balls deep in your whim for the night. 
 
    “So I have listed three things that you must do if you wish to survive this marriage…and keep the house and all your money and…” I looked at him pointedly, “…me.” 
 
    He gulped, and perused the document I had created. 
 
    “And what are these three things, under all this legal mumbo jumbo.” 
 
    I raised three fingers. “First,” I lowered the ring finger, “You must watch me get fucked.” 
 
    His eyes opened. I am not cheating because you are giving your permission. Simply, what’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.” 
 
    ”But…” 
 
    “You screwed hundreds of times. My contract calls for one fuck a month for twelve months. My choice of males, though I would welcome your input as to potential fucks. And you must watch me.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…” 
 
    “Then don’t. Don’t sign the contract.” 
 
    I waited, daring him. 
 
    “What’s the second?” 
 
    “You have to be a woman.” 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    “A…a…” 
 
    “A woman. You will get vacation boobs, makeovers, have your hair done, wear long fingernails…everything.” 
 
    “I’m not a woman!” He whispered. 
 
    “Drop the pen and get out,” I blurted. 
 
    His mouth snapped shut. 
 
    “What’s the third thing?” 
 
    I told him, and he blinked, and he closed his eyes. 
 
    This was the moment of negotiations that I loved. The other party had all the data, and had to figure out if they could comply. Did they have enough money? Could they spend that amount of time in prison.?Could they pay the price? 
 
    And, it depended on what they wanted. 
 
    And here I was in the good. Not only did Jack want to hang on to his house and money…but I was betting that he wanted to keep me, too. 
 
    So, was he willing to pay the price? 
 
    He sat there for a long time, gulping, and I could almost hear the gears clanking around in his head. 
 
    He opened his eyes. “Twelve fucks, I have to be a woman, and…and you…” 
 
    “That’s right,” I grew tired of his fumbling.  
 
    “And then I’m forgiven.” 
 
    “Totally. No recriminations, no subtle undertones, nothing but back to where we were…like we were when we were building this palace.” 
 
    He stared at me for another long moment, then gave an abrupt nod of his head. He signed the contract. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    He came out of our room, and he was laughable. He was wearing a dress, and high heels, and he was obviously clumsy and embarrassed. 
 
    I grinned. “Don’t worry, a couple of hours from now and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Fine,” he gulped. “And you’re going to watch me?” 
 
    “I’m going to be right next to you. I might have a date tonight.” 
 
    Oh, the look of misery on his face. To know that his wife was about to be penetrated by another man’s dick. 
 
    I didn’t have a date, however, I just said that to keep him on his toes. I was thinking about who my first fuck would be. I have standards, you know, and I wanted my first extra-marital fuck to be memorable. 
 
    We went out to the Jag and got in. I drove because he was pretty clumsy in heels. A half hour later we were in town and walking through the doors of the Hairport. 
 
    I had called ahead and Donna came out and we air kissed and I introduced her to Jack. 
 
    She stood back and inspected him. “Hmmm. I was a bit afraid when you told me, but I think I can work with this.” 
 
    So I sat in one chair, and Jack sat next to me, and Donna and her girls went to work. 
 
    We had long nails put on our hands and painted with glorious ‘fuck me’ red polish. 
 
    I loved it, and Jack was suddenly looking terrified. He held up his hand and stared at his long, red claws. I chuckled, and Donna smiled. 
 
    Then our hair. She washed mine, shampooed, gave it gentle waves and a bit of highlight. 
 
    She fastened extensions on Jack’s hair. 
 
    “Never wash these when they’re wet. Brush gently when your hair is dry, and always use a hair extensions brush.” 
 
    “What’s a hair extension brush?” 
 
    “I’ll send one home with you. But, remember, softly, when your hair is dry.” 
 
    Jack nodded, and she pushed his forehead back to still him and continued working on him. 
 
    Then make up. I enjoyed the cleansing, the creams and powders. 
 
    Jack looked like they were going to kill him. 
 
    Bu now Donna had picked up on my attitude and was grinning. And the more she smiled the less Jack did. 
 
    Not that he was all smiley in the first place. 
 
    Meanwhile, the girls worked on his toes, gave him a complete pedicure, took a pumice to his callouses, and when they slipped his high heels back on he realized the importance of a good pedi. His feet fit the shoes better, and there was reduced risk of him snagging his toes and running nylons. 
 
    “All done,” Donna stated, and she held out a hand and helped me up first, then Jack. 
 
    There is nothing like the feeling of being pampered and treated like a queen. I paid Donna, and included a hefty tip, and took Jack’s arm and we walked out. 
 
    “How do you feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Weird,” he answered honestly. 
 
    “Do you like having lipstick on?” 
 
    “It…tastes…will it wear off?” 
 
    “I had her put lip stain on you, not lipstick. Your lips will be this color for a week or two. You only have to gloss them every once in a while.” 
 
    “Gloss,” he said the word dully, like it was a heavy weight he had to carry around on his head. Then he turned to me, “Why do my lips feel so…so hot?” 
 
    “That’s the lip plumper. Your lips are twice as big. Angeline Jolie would be jealous.” 
 
    He stumbled a bit, and it wasn’t just the heels. He was having a hard time with this. 
 
    “Okay,” I announced as we got into the car. “Let’s head for the mall.” 
 
    “The mall? But…what are we…” 
 
    “We’re going shopping.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because that’s my dress you’re wearing. And my underwear. You need your own.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said, sounding like a cat choking on a canary. 
 
    We hit Victoria’s Secret first, and the girls were not fazed by fitting a man. As I already knew, a lot of men did their shopping at Victoria’s Secret. They always claimed to be shopping for their wives, but their wives had figures that were suspiciously like their own. The fact that I was out front and forthright and announced to one and all that my husband was transitioning made it all easier. 
 
    Girls, it appears, like it when a man changes over. Women like girlfriends, not rough bully boys out for nothing but a fuck. 
 
    Wearing new underwear, and carrying a big bag with more, we left the store and began going through the various fashion stores. Fortunately, in addition to being a rather soft man, Jack wasn’t all that big, and the new tummy shaper certainly helped. We found lots of outfits for him to wear. We found dresses, skirts and blouses, culottes, leggings, sweaters…everything we could hope for. 
 
    Correction, ‘I’ could hope for. Jack was acting like a man…uh, woman…in shock. 
 
    Then, carrying a dozen bags, Jack stumbling and tripping, we took them out to the car and returned for his piercing. 
 
    “Piercing? For my ears?” 
 
    “No, for your brain. For your ears, stupid. Unless you wanted…” I stopped talking. 
 
    He got worried. “What?” 
 
    I turned to him. “After we get your boobs…I want you to get your nipples pierced. But first, let’s spend a month working on your nipples. We can get those suction things and make them bigger.” 
 
    I was excited, he was aghast. 
 
    “That’s not part of it.” 
 
    “Of course it is.” 
 
    “But not every woman has…has tit piercings!” 
 
    “But enough do, and since you are going to be the women of my dreams…” I grinned. I didn’t leave him any chance to argue further, however. I grabbed his hand and pulled him into a jewelry store. A half hour later we emerged, him wearing big hoops. They looked wonderful framed by his long, brunette hair. 
 
    And, we headed for home. 
 
     
 
    That evening was one of the best I could remember, for that evening I began training Jack. 
 
    First, I lectured him on cooking. Showed him around the kitchen and introduced him to the tools, and I was amazed. Men know absolutely nothing about cooking! At least, Jack didn’t. 
 
    Then, I took him around the house and acquainted him with cleaning procedures. 
 
    “Do the dusting first,” I stated. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because if you vacuum first, and then dust, the dust will fall over your freshly vacuumed floor.
“Oh.” 
 
    Men. I tell ya! 
 
    Fortunately, he knew a bit about working a lawnmower. 
 
    “But we have a gardener.” 
 
    “I let him go.” 
 
    “What?” his voice squeaked. 
 
    “Look, you don’t work, and I can’t have you sitting around doing nothing. I won’t have a lazy woman in my house.” 
 
    “But I’m not…” he stopped talking. He was about to say he wasn’t a woman, but that wouldn’t have flown. 
 
    He was in heels, wearing a clinging dress that would have shown cleavage, if he had any. He wore full make up and his hair, I have to admit it, was gorgeous. 
 
    Heck, if he hadn’t been a cheater that I was punishing, I would have wrapped my fingers in his locks and pulled him to my breasts. 
 
    There was something strangely erotic about Jack as a woman. 
 
    “What?” he asked, observing my face going through changes. 
 
    “You’re hot. You’re making me wet.” I spoke honestly and sincerely, like I was trying to convince a jury that the scum bag in front of them hadn’t raped that poor, defenseless woman. 
 
    He blinked. He hadn’t expected that. “Really?” 
 
    I placed a hand on his cheek and looked into his scintillating made up eyes. “Oh, yes. Really.” 
 
    I think he would have tried to kiss me then, but I added, “Too bad you’re going to have to wait a year to fuck me.” And then, to sweeten the pot, “If you make it through the year.” 
 
    Oh, he was glum. But, I noticed his rising erection. I stepped back. 
 
    “What the fuck is that?” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “Women don’t get erections!” 
 
    He shrugged, inordinately proud of his boner. 
 
    “I’m getting you a chastity belt.” 
 
    “What?” His face fell. 
 
    “We can’t have that boner sticking out just because you love to wear women’s clothes!” 
 
    “But…I don’t love to—“ 
 
    “That,” I flicked his cock through the dress and he flinched, “proves you’re lying!” 
 
    Oh, he was conflicted now, and I loved it. Positively, fucking loved it. He would be living with the statement that I had just made, that he became excited from wearing women’s clothes, for the rest of his life. 
 
    “Now, the pool needs to be cleaned weekly, but you need to skim for leaves—“ 
 
    “You fired the pool cleaner?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ve got a maid to do this stuff. Why would I pay extra for a pool cleaner? Of course I did like the way Juan’s legs looked, and his package was very visible in those tight trunks. I’ll bet Juan got a lot of pussy cleaning pools for lonely women. Maybe I should call him back just for that?” 
 
    Jack was sputtering now, and I was enjoying it more and more. 
 
    First, Jack was sexy. 
 
    Second, he was helpless, as if putting on female clothes had robbed him of male sex. 
 
    Third, and this surprised me, now that I had brought it up…it was turning me on talking about fucking other men. 
 
    This might turn out to be an interesting year! 
 
    After I finished telling him about his duties, and making sure he understood everything he was supposed to do, it was time for sex. 
 
    Sex for me, and not for thee. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, come along. It’s time you fulfilled your husbandly duties.” 
 
    I strode down the hallway, my heels clicking on the tiles. He followed along, a bit confused. His heel clicks were sort of mushy. 
 
    “But I thought…you weren’t…we weren’t going to make love until the year…” 
 
    “You’re not. I, however, not being a lying cheater, am not bound by your punishment. I intend to make grand, glorious love, and to have huge orgasms.” 
 
    I turned into the bedroom, and he was behind me, walking slowly, puzzled. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Stand there.” I reached into my dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    He stared at it, and his mouth opened. “I’m going to…you want me to fuck you with…” 
 
    For answer I helped him into the thing. I cinched it up and stepped back and grinned. It was under his dress, a good fit, and maybe it would be fun to have him wear it all the time. 
 
    Except that I was really curious about this chastity thing. 
 
    I reached into the drawer and pulled out a cock. It was big, and it was black. It had big balls and thick veins, and the head was delicately shaped for easy entry. Oh, baby. I was going to enjoy this. 
 
    I licked my lips and held the thing in one hand. 
 
    He stared at it. “It’s so big!” 
 
    “Or maybe it’s that you’re so small,” I quipped. And I noticed that when I said that his own cock throbbed. Hmm. 
 
    I screwed the big cock into his strap on, and looked him in the eye while I did so. “You know, I have always wanted a black man, to find out if they really are as big as women say. You know, once black never back, all that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Honey,” his voice sounded so strange, so strangled. 
 
    Holding his fake cock in my hands I stared at him from kissing distance, with no intention to kiss him. I said, “Would you like it if one of my men were big and black?” 
 
    I felt his cock rise up, under his fake cock, and smack against my hand. I grinned. “Oh, you do. You kinky little bastard.” 
 
    He turned flaming red. And he was gulping, but his cock kept throbbing. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Time to do me right.” 
 
    I let go of the fake cock and stepped back. “Lay down on the bed. Face up.” 
 
    He climbed onto our big bed and whined, “But don’t you want me to be on top?” 
 
    “And risk you losing control and fucking me with your real dick? Not a chance!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t!” he protested, but we both knew he was lying. He hadn’t had any for a week, and he had 51 more weeks to go. 
 
    I pulled my panties off, climbed on top of him, raised my dress, and squatted. I put my hands on his belly for balance. Grinning at him, I lowered myself. 
 
    Ah. The shock of the cock. That moment when it penetrates, takes your breath away, explodes your nerves. Every time I fucked I felt it. And every time I loved it more and more. 
 
    My eyes glazed briefly, as I sank down, then I opened them, and I know there was a fierce light in them. 
 
    “Is this what it felt like when you fucked your tarts?” I growled. 
 
    He looked so sad then. But that was okay. He deserved it. Any man who cheats deserves severe punishment. 
 
    I rose up, lowered myself. 
 
    The helpless look in his eyes. He was getting fucked, and felt nothing.  
 
    “Use your hand to keep your cock down. I don’t want it up my ass.” 
 
    A look of anguish on his face, he pushed his penis down. 
 
    Now I could really go to town. I began to ride that dildo like it was a racehorse. Up and down. In and out. I squirmed and I wiggled. I could feel that big, black shaft, with all its delicious, raised veins, corkscrewing inside me. 
 
    I leaned forward, let myself be supported on my knees, and my breasts brushed his chest. They were like twin points of fire and I commanded. “Suck them.” 
 
    He was so horny, I had never seen him so horny, to be this close to a fuck, and yet denied…how exquisite. 
 
    He gripped my tits with his hands, I could feel his real cock bounce against my ass when he let go, and brought his head up. He sucked on one nipple, pulling with his teeth, and grinding up with his hips. 
 
    He wanted to fuck, he wanted to use his dick, but the result was that he pushed harder into me with his fake dick. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I groaned. “I like that!” 
 
    He went to the other nipple, and I reached under and began diddling my button. 
 
    I felt it starting, the tidal wave that threatens, comes looming in, overshadows, and then…then…it smashed me down. I arched, reached under and pulled on his balls, and the waves started slapping me silly. I came and I came, and Jack looked up in shock. 
 
    When I usually came on him he was deep in his own orgasm, and he had never really looked at me when I blew my top. Now, divorced from sensation, prisoner of the fuck instead of in command, he stared as I came apart. 
 
    I felt like a volcano had just erupted in me. My tits felt like they were burning up. My pussy felt like somebody had just hit it with a sledge hammer. A gentle sledge hammer, but you get the idea. 
 
    I fell forward, gasping, my eyes closed. 
 
    If there was ever a moment that he could have fucked me, that was it. I was senseless, powerless, deprived by the power of a good fuck, and he could have just slipped his cock up my ass, or even pulled the big, black one out of me and replaced it with his own somewhat smaller member. 
 
    But I think he was in too much awe. 
 
    And, the odd thing, his cock was harder than I had ever felt it. For a moment I even thought he had cum. There was a slick moisture running in my crack, then I realized it was just pre-cum. 
 
    I lay there for a long minute, and he just held me. It was a tentative hold, but his arms were around me. He was confused, but he was smart enough not to move. 
 
    I rolled off him and looked at the ceiling. I murmured, “Once black…holy shit!” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I turned my head and looked at him. 
 
    “I need to cum.” 
 
    “Hah!” I blurted. “Now go put your new things in the guest room.” 
 
    “But aren’t I sleeping here?” 
 
    “You dip shit,” I laughed. “I don’t sleep with women. I want a real man. A man with a big cock who doesn’t cheat.” 
 
    When he walked out of the room he looked like he felt about two inches tall. 
 
    I smiled, pulled the covers over, and slept. And, man, did I have sweet dreams.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wow! Holy fuck! That is hot!” 
 
    Jack had just returned from the doctor with his new vacation boobs. 
 
    Vacation boobs, for those not in the know, are a solution injected directly into the chest. The solution adheres, and takes a month to go down. 
 
    I licked my lips and he looked at the way his bra was stuffed. It was a half bra, and his nips peeked over the top. They were stiff. Quite stiff. And he had a bulge of flesh that would make the most delicious cleavage when I put him in the right kind of dress. 
 
    “They’re not too big?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, if anything, they are too small. I think, when it comes to boobs, I’m a size queen.” 
 
    I was a pretty healthy lady myself, and right then we were about the same size.  
 
    “Next month you’re getting bigger ones. And maybe we’ll have permanent ones put in.” 
 
    Oddly, the compliment seemed to reassure Jack, and even to make him happy. 
 
    He looked up and smiled. “They are pretty good.” 
 
    “God, too bad you’re a cheater. I’d let you fuck me like a woman.” 
 
    He quickly saddened. It was still only the first month, and I wasn’t about to let go of insulting him. Not this soon. 
 
    “But,” I added, “A couple of good things.” 
 
    “What?” he brightened a little. 
 
    “You’re going to get to jack off.” 
 
    Now, truth, I think he had already jacked off a few times. But, while I didn’t like that, I wasn’t about to skulk around and be the masturbation police. 
 
    “The chastity tube came.” And he was sad again. 
 
    “Cheer up, baby. At least you get to cum.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And that was odd. He acted like he wanted to cum all the time, and now that he had the chance, he didn’t seem all that thrilled. 
 
    We went out to the patio where I had opened the box and spread out the working pieces to his tube. 
 
    It was plastic, had a bunch of sharp points inside, shaped like a cock, a small one, and had a bunch of rings. 
 
    I sat down on the lounge chair, smiled, and said, “Jack off.” 
 
    Oh, the shame, the embarrassment. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. And hurry up. I don’t have all day.” 
 
    Tentatively, he pulled his panties down and lifted his dress. Man, his cock was hard. It was harder than steel and throbbing. 
 
    And dripping. I had noticed that this last week. An occasional drip had changed into a stream of fluid that damped his panties so bad I had told him to wear a pad. 
 
    I watched with interest as he took his cock in hand and began stroking it. Immediately, he felt the effect. He groaned and stroked harder. 
 
    I settled back and watched. Shortly his hand was a blur and he was slightly bent over. But after a minute he slowed down. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I can’t…it’s too embarrassing.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    “Maybe, just this once, you could…” 
 
    “I’m not spreading my legs for you. Cheater.” 
 
    He sighed, and his shoulders sagged a little. “But I don’t know how I can…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Well, we have several choices. I can get you drunk, and when you’re passed out I can put it on you.” 
 
    He didn’t look too happy about that. 
 
    “Or I could just kick you in the balls. A few kicks and that prick won’t be so happy.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want that,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Or, you could go get one of your girlfriends and let them fuck you.” 
 
    I glared at him. 
 
    Sure, I was being a bitch, but I was the innocent victim here. 
 
    “I’ll get drunk.” 
 
    Drinking solely for the purpose of passing out is not much fun. And,  it’s dangerous. There is such a thing as alcohol poisoning. 
 
    Still, the other methods weren’t that attractive. 
 
    So, he opened up the cheap bourbon, I wasn’t about to waste the good stuff on him, and he started drinking. And drinking. And drinking. 
 
    He got maudlin, apologized and cried. But the tears of a drunk aren’t worth much. 
 
    He got sloppy. Laughing at himself, and at me. Said everybody in the world was so stupid. 
 
    And he went to sleep. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He was on the couch in the living room, and I pulled one leg off the couch and he lay and snored. I took his limp prick and fit the tube over it. I shook it, it was a good fit, and I found the right ring for his package. I fit the two pieces together and put a padlock through the hasp. 
 
    I stepped back and stared down at my sleeping husband. He was in a dress, but naked from the waist down. He had on full make up and long nails. He had a cage on his cock, and I grinned. 
 
    If somebody had told me, a few months previous, that I would ever be party to such a scene I would have laughed. 
 
    Well, I wasn’t laughing now, but I sure was grinning. 
 
    And I had the weird thought: I gots me a sissy! Bada bing! 
 
    Then I turned off the lights and left the sleeping lout. 
 
    Jack was a glum fellow the next day, and for days afterward, and I could tell that the frustration was already starting. Heck, he had had no orgasms for more than three weeks, and now he kept looking down at his groin, and adjusting himself. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, after he served me breakfast. 
 
    “It keeps trying to get hard.” 
 
    I smiled. “Too bad.” 
 
    He frowned at my insouciance. 
 
    “Now, you’ve got boobs, you’ve got a chastity tube on to control your filthy impulses, and we’ve been sucking your nipples every day.” 
 
    He blushed a bright red. Seems like he never got over blushing. 
 
    “It’s time to talk about nipple jewelry.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get my nipples pierced,” he said. 
 
    I looked at his chest. His nipples were hard and poking into the blouse he was wearing. “Your nipples say otherwise.” 
 
    “That’s the material rubbing on them.” 
 
    “Well, whatever it is, we’re going to head for the piercing studio right now.” 
 
    Sad, defeated, but looking very sexy, he followed me to the car. 
 
    As usual, I drove. He probably could handle heels on the pedals now, but I found that I liked to drive. No more putting up with wrong turns…I was in charge. 
 
    We arrived outside a scurrilous looking tattoo parlor and walked up to the door. 
 
    Inside it was a bit gloomy, and two fellows were sitting in chairs and laughing. They were both muscular and had ink over every part of their bodies. 
 
    As we approached I heard the tail end of a joke. ‘…that’s a very nice hippopotamus on your arm.’ ‘Mom! That’s my girlfriend!’ 
 
    The two guys laughed, and looked at me. “What can we do for you?” asked one. He had a ring through his nose and a rooster on his temple. 
 
    As a lawyer I knew the best way to get what you wanted was to tell a joke, and I had a big store of them. Not that I had to shmooze these guys, but I like a good joke. 
 
    “Did you guys hear about the husband that had ‘I love You’ tattooed on his dick?” 
 
    The two tattoo artists got quirky smiles on their faces. 
 
    “He showed his wife and she said,’There you go again, trying to put words in my mouth.’” 
 
    They chuckled. 
 
    “Heard that one, eh?” 
 
    “We have, but you told it well.” 
 
    We all smiled, and I asked, “I want my husband’s boobs pierced. His nipples, that is.” 
 
    They perked up at that. Jack didn’t look like a man at all. 
 
    “Sure, what kind of jewelry you want?” 
 
    “A shield.” 
 
    “Big or small?” 
 
    Just big enough to cover the nipple. 
 
    One of the guys grinned and said to Jack, “You’re going to be horny, you know. You won’t be able to play with your nips.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ve got him in chastity.” 
 
    “Whoo!” said the other one. “Well, let’s do it.” 
 
    They had Jack strip off his dress and bra and lay on a table. 
 
    All the time Jack was totally humiliated. 
 
    Five minutes later it was done. They gave me instructions on how to keep everything clean and all, and one of them said, “We could give him a tattoo. He’s got good tits for it.” 
 
    I looked at Jack and a new level of panic was in his eyes. 
 
    Then the guy grinned and said, “That’s tit for tat.” 
 
    I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I patted his hairy cheek. “At least you told it well.” 
 
    They laughed as we went out the door. 
 
    And I was about to bust from horny. Seeing Jack laying there, so helpless, getting his nipples pierced, it was just the absolute in having power over another person. 
 
    And I realized: there is power in sex, and there is sex in power. 
 
    Jack, as might be expected, was glum. He kept looking down at his chest. 
 
    He was wearing a bra, to hold up boobs, and wearing nipple shields that only I could get off. 
 
    I reached over and tapped him on the nipple, and he groaned. “What?” 
 
    “Are you feeling the heat, yet?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
     
 
    My days of being super horny were here. So were Jack’s but there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He couldn’t play with himself, he couldn’t even play with his nipples. All he could do was walk around and get hornier and hornier. 
 
    I, of course, took great pleasure in his condition. 
 
    Yes, he was my maid, my pool cleaner, my pussy licker, but I started kissing him madly. He just made me so hot, and I would corral him, push him down on the couch, or back him into a corner, and fondle his cage and tap his nipple shields and kiss him. Long make out sessions that made me hornier and hornier, and made him more and more frustrated. 
 
    And the hornier he got, the hornier I got, but…I could do something about it. 
 
    First, I could have him eat me. And I did. Multiple times a day. I would just call him in and spread my legs, and he might give a sort of a sob, and then he was licking and eating and getting me off. 
 
    Second, date night was coming. 
 
    Date night. The first night that I would get to fuck somebody. I was looking forward to it. 
 
    In his own way, so was Jack. 
 
    He dreaded it, at least he claimed to, but he sure kept grabbing his crotch and adjusting his frustration a lot. 
 
    I had chosen a man at random. I simply went out to a nightclub and watched the various men, and I chose one. 
 
    He was tall, much more muscular than Jack, and when I told him what I wanted his eyes nearly popped out and rolled on the floor. 
 
    “I want you to meet me at my place, you can follow me home. My husband will be tied up in the next room, forced to watch us on camera. You hide your face if you wish, but I won’t be recording it. You can check the connections to make sure it isn’t, if you want.” 
 
    He was blinking, and his mouth moved a little, like he wanted to say something but, for the life of him, he didn’t know what. 
 
    I reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was nice-sized, and hard, with a big head. “What do you say, sport?” 
 
    He said yes. 
 
    I paid for our drinks and led him out of the club. 
 
    Interestingly, I wasn’t interested in holding hands or touching him. I didn’t know him, this was just a fuck, and there was a big pice of me that was scared. 
 
    Yeah, I arranged it all, planned it all, and I was scared. 
 
    But, things went down smoothly. 
 
    We arrived at the house and he parked his car in the driveway. 
 
    We started up the walk, and suddenly he touched my arm.  
 
    I turned, and he moved closer. It was in his eyes, he needed something to happen. He was scared, too, and he wanted to be reassured. 
 
    So I kissed him, got over my fear and planted my lips on his, and suddenly, I was loving it. 
 
    I loved the feel of his lips, so different from Jack’s sliding over mine. I loved the way his hand reached for my breast, held it, moved over it. 
 
    I put both arms around his neck then, and I attacked his mouth. I kissed voraciously, as if I wanted to suck all the life out of him. 
 
    He kissed back, gaining confidence, and I felt his cock pressing into my belly. I realized that he was bigger than I thought. When I had first groped him I must have gotten ahold of a half a chub, but this was the whole thing. This was the meat market. This was a real log. 
 
    We parted, and we both smiled, and were more relaxed. We entered the house. 
 
    “Why don’t you make a drink, the good bourbon is on top. I’ll go check on Jack.” 
 
    I went down to Jack’s room and opened the door. He was sitting in a  sturdy, wooden chair. A rope ran around his body and held him to the back of the chair. His hands were cuffed to the arms. His ankles were cuffed to the legs. 
 
    He looked at me, and I have never seen such wonderful frustration. Thank God I had put a penis gag in his mouth. I think he would have offered me the world to not do what I was about to do. 
 
    Too bad, Jack. This was my night. 
 
    I walked to the front of him and looked down. 
 
    He was wearing a blouse and I could see his nipple shields behind it. His cock cage laid on the chair, and there was a puddle of pre-cum leaking from it. 
 
    I smiled, kissed his forehead, and left the room. 
 
     
 
    “My name is Barry,” said Barry as he handed me a drink. 
 
    I sipped. “Sylvia.” 
 
    I took him out to the living room and we watched the far woods, and the stars in the night through the skylight. We lay on our backs on the floor, and we talked. 
 
    “What do you do?” 
 
    “I’m a salesman. You?” 
 
    “A lawyer.” 
 
    “You’ve got a wonderful place.” 
 
    Small talk. And it meandered for a while, then he asked, “So do you really have your husband tied up in another room?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Lines appeared on his forehead, “So, I don’t want to jinx anything, but…” 
 
    “How come we’re doing this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I rolled onto my side and began undoing his buttons. “He cheated on me.” 
 
    “Wow. Excuse me, but why would he cheat on a beautiful woman like you?” 
 
    I kissed him for that one, and kept undoing his buttons. 
 
    He kissed back, and helped me out of my dress. 
 
    Then we were semi-naked, and ready. His cock was pressing out his tighty whiteys like it wanted to bust them. 
 
    “Time to adjourn to the boudoir, “ I whispered. 
 
    He rose, and helped me to my feet, and we walked down the hallway, our nervousness done, we walked with arms around each other. 
 
    I had put the camera in a corner and put duc tape on the red light, so there was no distraction. 
 
    He took me in his arms and wrapped me up. He bent my head back and kissed me long and slow and gentle. Our eyes were closed and it was the most delicious kiss I had ever had. 
 
    I knelt then, and pulled his underpants off. His cock sprang out, big and red, ready for loving. 
 
    He helped me out of my bra, and my boobs fell out, and he caught them and kissed them. 
 
    He still had a shirt on, so we took that off, then my panties. 
 
    Now we were naked, and trembling. His cock was leaking pre-cum, and my pussy was wetter than a swimming pool, and ready for somebody to dive in. 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed, and I pulled him, then I was scrambling back, and he was knee walking after me. We were grinning like fools. 
 
    I grabbed his penis, kept him walking, and then it was in my face. I engulfed that monster, as best I could, with my red lips. I sucked it down and he groaned.  
 
    I could imagine the terrible frustration that Jack must be feeling, watching this on the big screen TV I had hooked up. 
 
    I palpated Barry’s balls and backed off, stroked his cock. His penis was pulsating, I didn’t think he was going to last long, and a drool of pre-slime hung from it to my lips. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he whispered. I could tell he was near out of control. 
 
    “Shall we do the deed?” I whispered? 
 
    There was a microphone right behind the headboard and I knew Jack was going to hear every little sound. 
 
    “Any way you want to do this?” 
 
    “I’d like to do it doggy style, if that’s all right. My husband’s cock is too small to really give me a good fuck. But yours…it’s so big.” 
 
    We moved around, and I made sure Jack would have a good view. I was on my knees, and elbows, my ass tilted up for easy entry. 
 
    I was wet, and Barry slid right into me, and it was like heaven had come to earth. That big cock sliding in, rippling along my vaginal passage, filling me up. I near swooned. 
 
    “Damn! You’re tight!” 
 
    “I told you, my husband’s cock is small.” 
 
    Barry was grunting and driving now, and I braced myself and took it, again and again. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he whined. “I’m going to…wait!” 
 
    He pulled out and I gasped at the empty feeling inside. 
 
    He rested on me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to cum too soon. After all, this is for you, too, right?” 
 
    “Wow,” and I was serious, “a gentleman.” 
 
    I lay down then, and he sprawled next to me. I told him how big his cock was, how satisfying, and he played with my breasts, and then he used his fingers. 
 
    Oh, God! I love a man with good fingers! 
 
    He pushed two digits into me and began swirling and hooking, it wasn’t long before I was pounding on his chest and begging for cock. 
 
    “Give it to me, dammit!” 
 
    Barry laughed. “Not until you can say ‘If two witches would watch two watches, which witch would watch which watch?’” 
 
    I had to laugh, and I tried, and slaughtered it. 
 
    “Whi wish wash witch was…oh, FUCK!” 
 
    Then we were hysterical, like little kids unchained. When the laughter died, we grew serious. He kissed me, spread my legs and entered me again. 
 
    Long, slow strokes. Rubbing the side of his penis against my rim one way, on the opposite side of the hole on the other. 
 
    I arched and grunted and began to lose control. 
 
    God, do I love to cum, and this was the mother of all cums! I started to shake, and I found myself whining, then the deep throbs started and it felt like somebody was breaking bones inside my body. I was twisting, writhing, making sounds like I was speaking tongues. 
 
    There was no way Barry could hold out against that, and he started to push deep, and his cock started spurting. I could feel the the sensations deep inside as his cock unloaded. The pulse of his penis, the shoot of his cream, and suddenly it was leaking out of my hole, dripping down into my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whimpered. I was exhausted. I was officially creamed. I was fucked to a fare thee well. 
 
    Jack rolled off me. We lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, and wondering what the hell had just happened. 
 
    After a while he said, “You want to do it again?” 
 
    “I want to, but no. I only get one fuck a month, and that was it.” 
 
    He was silent, and I knew he wanted it again. 
 
    I rolled to him again. “In spite of what I said, in spite of what has transpired between us, I love my husband. So take what you’ve got and be glad. Unless you happen to be in one of the gin joints in the world at the appointed time, we’ll never do it again.” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    With that he got dressed and left. And I was left with a pussy full of jizz, but empty of cock, and missing it. 
 
    And, I had a husband in the other room that needed to be untied. 
 
    Sighing, I got out of bed. 
 
      
 
    Jack didn’t say anything about Barry. He looked at me, and there was a deep something in his expression, but he didn’t talk. 
 
    I knew there were deep feelings in his soul. I knew he was coming to grips, making adjustments, and his life would never be the same. 
 
    That was exactly what I had set out to make happen. Changes on a deep level. But it was hard, for me as well as Jack. 
 
    I loved Jack. He owed me this. But there was still a piece of me that felt the guilt. 
 
    But, guilt or not, I would do it again. I would have to. I had to try and have another cum like that. 
 
    So the days passed, and Jack was quiet, dealing with his own torment. He waited on me politely, quickly, but in his eyes I could see the change. 
 
    And he was appreciative of me. On those rare occasions when he managed to be more than a maid we would find ourselves laughing, and looking at each other in new lights. 
 
    But those times, though heady, were somewhat rare. Most times he was a good maid. 
 
    He kept himself clean and made up. His hair grew and he needed to go to the parlor. He learned to take care of his own nails, and he learned to cook. 
 
    And, he learned to cook better than a woman. It shocks me to say that, but men are capable of the most wondrous things when they stop playing with themselves and get focused. 
 
    The end of the next month approached, and his boobs were deflating. 
 
    I called the doctor and told him that Jack was ready for the real thing. He wanted implants. 
 
    Jack was listening when I made the call, and he said nothing. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he controlled himself. 
 
    My Jack, controlling himself. A dream come true. Normally he would get a bright idea and go with it, never a thought to consequences. And I realized there was a deeper truth here: Feminization is a discipline. A man has to work to figure out and accept that discipline. And I, as a woman, had to support that intent. 
 
    So we went to the hospital and Jack got something called Chyna 2000s put in his chest. They were big, apparently designed for some woman wrestler they called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’  
 
    I felt like Jack was the ninth wonder. He was stacked, built, monstrous. We had to buy him all new bras. 
 
    But it looked like he wasn’t just putting up with it. It looked like he liked it. I would catch him looking at himself every once in a while, and it looked like he was holding himself proudly, looking at himself proudly. 
 
    Then the second month ended, and it was time for me to fuck somebody. 
 
    I tell ya, I looked forward to it, and I was scared all over again. But I looked forward to it more, and so the night approached. 
 
    The surprising thing, though, was that when I went to tie Jack up he said, “You don’t really have to tie me up.” 
 
    I stood back and stared at him. 
 
    There was a calmness about him that I had never seen before.  There was a certainty of self that he had never before displayed. 
 
    “You won’t get upset and…and…” I looked at him. 
 
    “No,” he said. And he was so sure of himself that I believed him. And he said the most interesting thing. “I want to see this. It…it makes me horny.” 
 
    That was a blinking moment, and I asked, “But you can’t do anything about being horny.” 
 
    And he said, “I don’t want to.” 
 
    I was quiet. 
 
    He continued: “I’ve learned that being horny all the time is better than cuming…and coming down. I don’t want to be down again. I want to be horny forever. I just want to love you. With all my horniness.” 
 
    Well, that sure did it to me. I wasn’t sure if he took the wind out of my sails, or put it back in. And I thought it might be time for a sit down talk. But, right then, I had to go see a man about a dick. 
 
    I went out, and I brought a man home, and, though I didn’t have the massive cum of last time, I had a good one, a satisfying one, and I realized that knowing that Jack was free, and accepted this, and that it was okay…it made me happy, and that happiness translated into a marvelous fuck. A truly wonderful, heart warming fuck. 
 
      
 
    And so the year passed. Jack took care of the house, and I worked and came home to cleanliness, and sumptuous meals, and having my pussy eaten to a frothy cum. And, sometimes, to a strange man. 
 
    And I could feel deep changes in me, but I couldn’t have defined them. Except that…the changes, whatever they were, felt good. 
 
    Role reversal? 
 
    Exchange of power? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    But…more. 
 
    Something was happening inside us that was…good. We were achieving a fulfillment, a peace of soul we had not imagined. 
 
      
 
    “Tonight’s the night,” I announced, when I came home from work. 
 
    Jack smiled and held a tray to me. On it was a bourbon and Coke. The good stuff. 
 
    “Are you looking forward to it?” 
 
    He grew sober, then said, “I think so. It has to happen, anyway. So…yes.” 
 
    We ate. Or, rather, I ate and he attended the table. Made sure my drink was topped, that the butter was to hand. 
 
    After we ate I went into the bedroom while he cleaned up. I was wearing my lawyer suit, and I traded the skirt for trousers. Then I pulled my hair back and tied it. I worked on my make up, making sure my lips were red and plump, but my cheeks severe. Midway through my preparations I heard Jack go to his room, and I knew that he would be preparing himself the same way I was working on myself, with a few small differences. 
 
    He would be more feminine. I would be more masculine. 
 
    Finishing, I dropped my trousers and put on the strap on, and screwed the big, black cock into it. Then I headed down the hall. 
 
    I knocked on Jack’s door, and he told me to come in. 
 
    I opened the door, and he took my breath away. 
 
    His breasts were magnificent. Big and bountiful and framed in a wrap around dress so that his cleavage was deep. His face was perfectly made up, and I didn’t see any trace of the man he had been just a short year previous. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes…Sylvia.” 
 
    He stood up and I took his hand. I was wearing heels, and he wasn’t, so I was actually an inch taller than him. It felt good. 
 
    I took him back to the bedroom, turned and kissed him. 
 
    I kissed him like I had kissed a dozen strange men over the last year. I kissed him deeply, tasting his lips, marveling at how full and soft they were. 
 
    I slowly bent him back, like I was a Hollywood stud having his way with his leading lady. 
 
    He had lost weight, and he wasn’t as heavy as he had been. 
 
    When I had him turned enough I dropped him…right on the bed. 
 
    He smiled, and scooted back, made room for me. 
 
    “No,” I said.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “On all fours.” 
 
    His eyes brightened at that, and he knelt and held his ass up. 
 
    I penetrated him, and he gasped. I used lots of lube, but it was still a shock. 
 
    I hate to be gross, but imagine the biggest turd you ever passed, how you had to grunt and tighten all your muscles, and it was so big that it hurt. Now imagine that in reverse. 
 
    And, the moment of entry passed, I gripped his hips and held my position. My cock was buried in his man pussy. He was in shock, but…like all men, he liked it. 
 
    “How is it, my love?” 
 
    “I needed this,” he whispered back. 
 
    I began to fuck him then, I porked him, slammed into him. 
 
    He might be the soft boy, now a woman, but I was the bad boy, always looking for trouble. 
 
    He collapsed, and I climbed on his buns, refused to lose him. 
 
    I drilled into him, corkscrewed out, and he made whining, whimpering sounds. 
 
    For a long time I did him, and for along time he lay there, trying to do something, but able only to respond to my rhythm. 
 
    I could tell when he had finally had enough, it was the moment he stopped resisting. He submitted, and began to truly enjoy what I was doing to him. He moaned in pleasure, instead of protest, and pushed his ass up to take my big cock. 
 
    And I fucked him and fucked him and fucked him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next day, and I had mixed feelings. 
 
    This was the end of the year. I had been fucked by a dozen men, paying Jack back. 
 
    And he had lived as a woman, and finally understood the woman’s viewpoint. Never again would he be disrespectful. 
 
    Most important of all, I had fucked him. I had played the man and used him like a bitch. I had fucked him with no concern for his feelings, and he had learned that deep lesson that women learn, that submission is their role in a male dominated world. 
 
    And I had learned, too. I had learned what it was like to be masculine in a male dominated world. I had learned the joy of having somebody work their tail off just to make sure I had the peace of mind to go out and compete in a man’s world. 
 
    I had learned the joy of having a man submit to me. 
 
    But the year was over, and the deal was done. I was going to have to return to…to the way things had been. 
 
    Happy, but sad. That was me. 
 
    I got up, took a quick shower, and pulled a negligee on. I headed down the hallway and stopped. Jack wasn’t in his room. The door was open but he was up and about. Well, that was okay. After all, I no longer controlled his life. He had made amends and his punishment was over. All was forgiven. Totally. 
 
    I headed out to the kitchen, and found Jack had prepared breakfast. 
 
    Aw, that was nice. A final gesture, before he changed back to the old Jack, moved back into our room and began taking his pleasure with me. Heck, he would even have the implants taken out, and I sure would miss those big, old boobs. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said. 
 
    “Good morning, ma’am,” he held my chair and I sat, and I looked up at him. 
 
    He placed dishes before me, eggs Benedict, waffles, sausage. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “Breakfast, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, and I appreciate it, but isn’t the year over.” 
 
    Jack stood in front of me then, and he twisted his hands in his pink apron. “Uh, about that…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ve learned a lot about myself this last year, and I really learned how inconsiderate and even abusive I had been to you. Do you think…could you…could we continue our relationship like it has been…for a while?” 
 
    I tilted my head. I hadn’t expected this. 
 
    “What about…?” I held up the key to his chastity belt. It was hanging on my neck. 
 
    He stared at it, as if mesmerized, and then shook himself. “I guess…I can still use the big black dildo on you, if that would be okay?” 
 
    “So you want to live your life as a woman, working dawn till disk making sure I’m happy. And you don’t need sex.” 
 
    “Well, maybe if you could do what you did to me last night. Every once in awhile, I mean. I don’t mean to be presumptive…” he fumbled the words. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t…” I paused, got control of myself. “We’re going to have to write new contract.” 
 
    “I’ve already taken care of that.” 
 
    I looked at him curiously. Jack had no talent when it came to contract law. 
 
    He reached over to the counter where he had the old contract ready. He placed it in front of me, and held three pens at the ready. 
 
    I read the printing added at the bottom of the contract. 
 
      
 
    This contract to be extended indefinitely. 
 
      
 
    I smiled. Under the additional legalese were two lines, one was ‘The party of the first part…’ 
 
    The second line said, ‘The party of the second part…” and the second line was signed by Jack. 
 
    I took one of the pens and signed the first line. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was the Neighborhood Maid! 
 
    Male to female…and beyond! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we need to talk.” 
 
    I looked at my wife and groaned. The ‘we need to talk’ was my least phrase in the history of phrases. It is popular in movies to introduce problems and dilemmas, and I certain didn’t want to be introduced to problems and dilemmas. 
 
    “I’m going to cut the lawn. So maybe later.” I tried to slick past her. We were in the kitchen and she caught my sleeve and held on. 
 
    “Come back here, you.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “I’m serious. Sit down, we really do need to talk.” 
 
    I was cornered, and I sat, and inside I was most miserable. “What you really mean, love of my life,” I said, “Is that you have a problem, and you want to talk, and I have to listen.” 
 
    “I’ll even pour you a drink.” 
 
    I blinked. Oh, no. She had figured out a new way to get me to sit down and listen! 
 
    I sat, stared out the kitchen window and wished I was a bird that could fly away, and she mixed the necessary ingredients to a healthy bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She placed the drink in front of me, waited until I took a gulp, and smiled. Then she sat down and set in on me. 
 
    “Honey, I’ve been reading doctor’s reports.” 
 
    My mind went riot at that point. Modern medicine is pretty much voodoo in my world. 
 
    Uncle Stephen went blind when the doctors gave him ‘new and improved’ eyedrops. Never had to buy another light bulb again. 
 
    Aunt Diana fell and hurt her shoulder and went to over twenty doctors who couldn’t find anything wrong with her, this in spite of the fact that she told them what was wrong…she hit her shoulder. All they had to do was look. 
 
    She finally found a physical therapist who told her what was wrong (detached ligament) and how to handle the doctors. The doctors had a ZERO success rate on that one. 
 
    And that’s what I think of our modern quacks, and I had a ready supply of Ivermectin and Hydroxychloroquine to back it up. 
 
    Anyway, I was already terrified from the first mention of doctors, and I said, “I’m feeling pretty healthy right now, and I really do need to cut the lawn.” 
 
    “Oh, quiet down now. I’m trying to save your life.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “The problem is that society, and you are a member of society, is suffering from lowering testosterone rates. Men are becoming emasculated from the drop of testosterone in their bodies. They are losing penile function and are not able to satisfy their women. You don’t want that to happen, do you? Don’t you always want to be able to satisfy me?” 
 
    I looked at my wife. She might get wild ideas, but, baby, was she built. She had a waist thinner than a corset, boobs larger than giant bras, and normally she was quite intelligent. It was just these occasional bright ideas she got. “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    And my boner was already starting up. 
 
    And my wife knew it. She knew that when I took the time to look at her lush figure, her red lips, and just take in her sexy aroma I was dead meat, figuratively. Heck, I was a sucker for a blow job, or even a handjob. And she knew that encouraging me in my desires was the easiest way to get what she wanted. 
 
    “And don’t you want to make sure that your testosterone levels are always high?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Then we need to start right now and make sure you’re always healthy and happy and full of the big T. Right?” 
 
    “Right, can I go cut the lawn now? 
 
    “Now there are several ways to improve testosterone…” 
 
    I had visions of gallons of pills being stuffed down my throat. 
 
    “…and one is to preserve and not waste that precious material right form the start. Right?” 
 
    “Uh…” I wasn’t sure what she was saying. But, if I just agreed with her right from the get go I could improve my chances of getting out of there. “Yeah.” 
 
    And with that one word I had just sealed my doom. 
 
    “Excellent!” She clapped her hands in glee. “That it’s settled!” 
 
    “What’s settled?” 
 
    “That you’re going to conserve testosterone.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Okay. Can I cut the lawn now?” 
 
    “Of course you can, you silly boy.” She leaned forward and patted my cheek, and then kissed me, and my cock stood all the way up and I groaned. 
 
    “Maybe before I get started we could, uh, take a side trip to the bedroom?” 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, you silly, you’re just trying to test me.” 
 
    “Oh…” My penis throbbed and needed relief. I am a healthy guy and I like to cum at least once a day. Sometimes twice. “But can we…” 
 
    She stood up and smoothed out her dress, which made her breasts stand up, and her nipples pressed through the material. “Now you go cut the lawn, and remember…save that T!” 
 
    I stood up, in a daze, and didn’t understand what had happened. I was horny, she was sexy, and that combination usually made sparks fly. So why was I now being shoved out the door to cut the lawn? 
 
    I stepped out of the kitchen and into the garage and wondered what testosterone really did. I would have to look that one up. I never was very good in chemistry, but…it had to be important, right? 
 
    So I went out and dragged the lawnmower out and started criss crossing the lawn. Blades of grass flew, the sun felt good, and…I got hornier. 
 
    Of course I did. This was light activity, the blood was starting to flow, I had missed my daily cum the day before…I was ready. 
 
    So I finished cutting the lawn in quick time, brushed myself off, and went looking for Dorie. 
 
    She was on the phone with her friend, Estelle. I listened from the hallway for a second. 
 
    “And Roger is going to go all out and save his testosterone. I am so proud of that boy. I could just love and kiss him!” 
 
    I backed off. I felt good about the love and kissing stuff, but I knew there was no way I could break in on one of her conversations. Once she and her phone phriends got started the house could burn down and she wouldn’t hang up. 
 
    So I headed back to the bedroom, hoped into the shower, and made myself clean for what was about to happen. 
 
    And I made my dick clean, which dick seemed inordinately happy with the scrubbing I gave it. 
 
    Out of the shower I put on a robe, and my penis stuck out the front. 
 
    I chuckled, and decided upon how I was going to broach the subject of how much I needed and wanted a little sex. Hell, a lot of sex. 
 
    I padded down the hallway, making little sound. I wanted to surprise Dorie. 
 
    As I approached the living room I could tell she was still on the phone. Well, this might shock her off the phone, or at least get her to think about a little loving. 
 
    I paused at the arch, took a deep breath, then jumped into the room and held my robe wide. I was standing with legs spread, whole body exposed, and my cock was standing straight out and dripping. 
 
    “EEEE!” Janie Winthrop, Dorie’s bestie from college, screamed, her hand went up to her open mouth in shock. 
 
    “AIIIIE!” yelled Sally Smith, who was her other college bestie. 
 
    “NOOO!” Dorie’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    Oh, crap. Janie and Sally must have come in while I was in the shower. 
 
    I stood there, so shocked that I was actually paralyzed. 
 
    The girls sat there, staring, and Janie held up her phone and clicked it. 
 
    That did it. that started me in motion. I jumped back into the hallway, clutching my robe around me. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” I yelled. “I didn’t know anybody was here! I’m sorry!” 
 
    There was nothing but silence. 
 
    “I’m going back to my room and get dressed.” 
 
    No sound. Just the shock and awe following an unprecedented event. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I tried a final time.  
 
    No hope for it, I ran back down the hallway. 
 
    I was shivering when I tried to get dressed, and it actually took me a couple of extra minutes. But I managed to pull on cargo pants and a tee and some athletic shoes. 
 
    I finally heard voices, but I couldn’t tell what they were saying. I sat on the bed in complete misery and thought about it. 
 
    There was no way I was going to get out of this. That ‘morning talk’ was going to be nothing compared to what I was going to get an earful of. I didn’t know what was going to happen, but I knew it was going to be bad. 
 
    Suddenly I looked up. 
 
    “Roger…” 
 
    Dorie stood in the door. Her face was a closed door. No emotion showing. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I thought you were alone. I—“ 
 
    “The girls want to talk to you.” 
 
    “What? Now? Me? Why?” 
 
    “Just come along and face the music.” 
 
    “But I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “Roger. Come.” 
 
    She turned on her heel and walked down the hallway. Glum, feeling like I was descending to the seventh level of hell, I followed her. 
 
    The ladies stared at me with stony looks when I entered the room, and I quickly went into damage control. 
 
    “Girls. I’m sorry. I never would have…I thought Dorie was alone and I just wanted to play a joke. You’ve got to understand, I didn’t mean to…” I went on and on, and grew more desperate by the second. They weren’t responding. They looked like executioners about to swing the ax. 
 
    Jane, who had a big set of jugs, had a prim, offended look on her face.  
 
    Sally sniffed loudly, and held her head up haughtily. 
 
    Dorie just sat there and glared at me. 
 
    Finally, I ran down. 
 
    “Roger,” Dorie began, “I have never been so embarrassed in my life. And we were just talking about you and how brave it is of you to conserve your testosterone, and now…this.” 
 
    “But, honey…” I glanced at the other girls, then back to Dorie. “You know I would never do something like…like…it was just a mistake. I really didn’t know—“ 
 
    “Roger, you need to apologize to Jane and Sally. Right now.” 
 
    Heck, I could do that. And maybe they would chill out a bit. 
 
    “Girls, Jane…Sally…I am sorry from the bottom of my heart. If I’ve offended you it was entirely not my intent. I just wanted to play a joke on my wife, and…I miscalculated. 
 
    They stared at me and my heart sank. 
 
    “Roger, that’s not enough.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You need to be punished, and since they are the aggrieved parties…” Aggrieved? Where the heck did she learn that word? “…you are going to clean their houses, twice a week for one month.” 
 
    “I…what?” I blurted. 
 
    “It’s only fair. You have offended their morality, and you need to make amends.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “But since you have agreed to conserve your testosterone they are going to take it easy on you.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s good. I guess.” 
 
    “Oh, it is. After all, I can’t be your sole caretaker, and it is wonderful of Jane and Sally to agree to help, especially after you have abused them so badly.” 
 
    “But I didn’t mean—“ 
 
    “Now, the girls and I will discuss which days you will do their cleanings. We will advise you as to the schedule, and I would like to remind you that I am an aggrieved victim, too,” (there was that word again), “…so you will be cleaning our house two days, too.” 
 
    Oh, crap. Dorie was a clean freak, this was going to be bad. 
 
    “Right now I want to caution you to do a good job, and to do everything the girls tell you to do.” 
 
    “Everything?” I gulped. 
 
    “Roger, you have really hurt our feelings, and just when you were doing so well. Well, that’s all for now. You may leave.” 
 
    I turned to leave, and the last thing I heard before I turned into the hallway and couldn’t make out their speech was Janie saying, “I’ve sent the picture to each of you, and it is up in the cloud now. What we need to…” and she faded out. 
 
    I went back to the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed, and, man, I was one miserable puppy. 
 
    From a day of looking forward to some most excellent fucking, I had been demoted to…a maid! 
 
    I sat for an hour, I occasionally checked to make sure the girls were still there, and they were, and I sat back down and wallowed in my misery. 
 
    I had exposed myself to my wife’s friends. 
 
    I didn’t know much about Jane and Sally, just to chat with at a cocktail party, but I did know that Dorie was always talking about the shenanigans they had been involved in college. Apparently they had been a pretty wild bunch. 
 
    I wondered if there was any chance either fo the girls would bring charges, but that seemed far fetched. After all, it was my house, and it could be explained away…if I had a male judge. 
 
    But what if I didn’t have a male judge? What if i got a female judge? And she was a (choke) feminist? 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    And the door opened. 
 
    Dorie stood there with a disapproving look on her face, then she turned and stomped back down the hallway. 
 
    “Honey!” I was on my feet and trailing her. “You’ve got to understand. “I didn’t know! I didn’t…” I blathered on, but she just went into the living room and sat down. 
 
    I sat down facing her and was about to plead some more. 
 
    She said, “You should be very, very glad that you agreed to my testosterone conservation program. The girls were so impressed with that that they agreed not to bring charges. Jane, however, has that photo, and it is quite…revealing.” She sniffed. 
 
    “Uh, yeah, can you get her to delete it or something?” 
 
    “She has already expressed a desire to publish it on Facebutt.” 
 
    “Facebutt! No! Can’t you get her to…to do something…?” 
 
    “I already have. I talked her down to having her house cleaned. She said she’ll reconsider after a month.” 
 
    “Reconsider? But she didn’t say she’d delete it?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    I groaned. That was an open ended contract if ever there was one. 
 
    “So, we need to discuss your uniform.” 
 
    “My…what?” 
 
    “Your uniform.” 
 
    “What uniform?” 
 
    “Your maid uniform.” 
 
    “I don’t have a maid uniform!” 
 
    “Exactly. So you need one.” 
 
    “I don’t need a uniform!” 
 
    She ignored me and went on, “We decided that the general theme should be black with white fringes and a white apron. And heels. You simply must get high heels.” 
 
    “There is no way you are going to get me into a dress!” 
 
    “Honey,” and her voice dropped sarcasm when she called me that, “Aside from the fact that you are about to be put on Facebutt, and that the world will know that my husband is a kinky pervert, there is a chance that you will not be making love to me in the forseeable future.” 
 
    “But…but…honey?” I was immediately reduced to begging. 
 
    “I have chosen a uniform online, and it will arrive tomorrow. I have also taken the liberty of purchasing you a chastity belt. Well, I think it is called a ‘tube,’ and it will be—“ 
 
    “Whoa! Wait just a chicken plucking moment! What is this chastity crap? Are you talking about locking up Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “I am. I think you will be much better behaved, not so willing to expose yourself to innocent womankind, if your little toy is locked up. 
 
    “Did you say ‘toy?’ Did you just call it ‘little?’” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “May I remind you that just two days ago you were screaming in orgasm and telling me right after that, and I quote, ‘Thank God you have a big cock!’” 
 
    She said nothing for a second, then, “Honey, every woman says that to every man. If we told the truth then the men would wither of shame and die out as a race.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Now, we will begin our preparations tonight. I’ve still got the afternoon if my corset doesn’t fit you—“ 
 
    “Corset? I can’t wear that thing! I barely fits on you!” 
 
    “You are a slender man, and I can adjust it. I also want to get you some breast forms and…” 
 
    She continued telling me what she was going to do to me, and here’s the odd thing. As she talked, as she listed each item that I was going to have to wear, my dick got harder. 
 
    I mean…what’s up with that? 
 
    I’m a man! I don’t wear no sissy clothing! 
 
    But she just kept talking, and I kept feeling lower and lower and… 
 
      
 
    “You may jack off.” 
 
    “Wh…I can…can’t we screw?” 
 
    The chastity tube had arrived, along with a bunch of boxes that held held things like dresses and bras and stuff. 
 
    “Me? Screw a pervert?” 
 
    “I’m not a pervert!” 
 
    She sniffed. 
 
    “I’ve already told you that that was an accident yesterday.” 
 
    “You may masturbate, or we can pack your erection in ice.” 
 
    Well, that wasn’t much of a choice. Stroke and have a happy moment, or get it frozen off. 
 
    “Okay,” I headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “Right here.” 
 
    I spun around. 
 
    “Right here?” We were sitting in the living room. I had no porn, I was too embarrassed to play with my nipples or asshole. 
 
    “Right here. And snap it up.” 
 
    So I unbuckled, unzipped, and dropped my pants. I started to sit down.” 
 
    “Not there.” 
 
    “I need to sit down!” 
 
    “And get your mess all over my furniture? I think not!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Do it standing up, or lay down on the floor. Your choice.” 
 
    Man, talk about limited choices. 
 
    I lay down on the floor, my knees were bent, and I began stroking. 
 
    Stroke, stroke, stroke. And I felt like I was taking out the garbage. “Can’t I go, uh…watch some porn or something?” 
 
    “You actually need those images to have an orgasm?” 
 
    “It helps,” I conceded. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, could you help or something? Maybe play with my balls? Or suck it a little?” 
 
    “I’ll help.” 
 
    She knelt on the floor between my legs and watched. 
 
    Sighing, I put my head back and resumed stroking. 
 
    Stroke, stroke, stroke. Oh, man, this wasn’t going to— “EEK!” 
 
    I jerked and started cumming. It was so fast I hardly had time to enjoy it. I was just spurting uncontrolled. 
 
    Finished quickly, I raised my head. Dorie was standing, smiling, and I realized what had happened. She had shoved the toe of her high heel into my butthole. Fuck! 
 
    “Very good. Come over here.” 
 
    I groaned and rolled over and struggled to all fours. 
 
    “Hurry up. I want to put this thing on before you get hard again.” 
 
    I stood in front of her and she put this little tube over my cock. And I looked at my cock. It didn’t feel small. It measured out about seven inches, so what was she talking about with this ‘little cock’ thing? 
 
    She sized a ring and put it around my package. And, I mean, isn’t seven inches enough for most women? I had never had complaints, but…every woman tells every man? Was this a conspiracy or something? 
 
    She slid a lock through a hasp and clicked it shut. And there was something very frightening and final about that sound. 
 
    “There we go,” she relaxed her pissed off face for a moment, then giggled. She patted my cock, which caused it to stir, then put her pissed off face back on. 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “How do I make love to you?” 
 
    She got a sad look on her face, “Oh, honey, you really don’t understand, do you?” 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “I would have put you in chastity, anyway. That’s all part of the testosterone conservation program.” 
 
    I blinked and tried to figure things out. “I don’t think I fully understand…what is this conservation program you’ve been talking about?” 
 
    “Well, we must give you foods and vitamins to encourage the production of testosterone, but we must also make sure that you don’t waste any sperm.” 
 
    “Don’t waste…” Things were slowly percolating in my thick noggin. Something here didn’t make sense. 
 
    “But, wait a minute…if I don’t use my sperm, then what is the use of conserving it?” 
 
    “Honey! You will be so much healthier! You will live longer!” 
 
    “But if I can’t have sex I don’t want to live!” 
 
    “Oh, pshaw! You’ll get over that silly notion. After you’ve been horny for a few months you’ll like that better than any silly, old cum.” 
 
    “So you’re saying that I’m not going to be allowed to cum anymore? That’s what this testosterone conservation program is all about?” 
 
    “Exactly!” She grinned. “I’m so glad you understand.” 
 
    “I don’t understand!” 
 
    “And Jane and Sally, in spite of the way you have abused them, have agreed to help me help you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Being excited helps you produce more testosterone. So we’re going to get you all excited, all the time, isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    I stood there, shaking my head, trying to grok it all. 
 
    Dorie reached for her phone. “Excuse me now, I have to call the girls and tell them that we are off to such a wonderful start. Then we have to finish getting you ready. 
 
    An hour later, it took more than a couple of minutes to tell her friends the good news, we were getting me ready. 
 
    Man, I never knew there was so much to being a woman. 
 
    First, she made me take a shower and, courtesy of Nair, become completely body bald. 
 
    Second, there was the underwear, and, man, is female underwear different from men’s. 
 
    I had to pull up panties, wear a weird, short corset, it didn’t cover my groin or, or…whatever ‘boobs’ I was to have. Dorie actually climbed on top of me and knelt on my back and pulled until I couldn’t breath. Then, me gasping, in terrible and dire pain, she put a bra on me, and slipped these monster breast forms into the cups. I looked in the mirror and was actually frightened. My waist was smaller than hers, and my tits were bigger. Then she had me put on hose and panties. I stood there, totally encased in tight underthings, and she nodded, and was pleased. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding,” I whispered, careful not to expend too much air or I would faint. 
 
    “You’re going to be the prettiest maid,” she smiled. Then she frowned. “But I wish your hair was longer.” 
 
    I wore my hair long, but not that long. Still, she fluffed it and sprayed it and made it into a weird sort of bob. It looked like Bruce Jenner’s when he won the Olympic medal, and long before he became Caitlyn. 
 
    Then, the dress. It was short skirted, barely long enough to hide my caged cock, unless I bent over a little too zealously. 
 
    “Remember, bend with the knees, keep the back straight, and you won’t be exposing yourself,” Dorie cautioned me. 
 
    I just groaned. 
 
    Then the high heels. Oh, God! They were tall and my arches hurt, and my ankles hurt, and my toes and my instep and everything. Everything hurt. And I could hardly walk! My knees insisted on bending a little, and I wobbled all over the place. 
 
    “It just takes practice, dear,” she patted my cheek. “Besides, you can certainly do what any 16 year old girl can do, right?” 
 
    “No,” I answered grumpily. 
 
    She had me do things for a half an hour. Climb stairs, walk on a straight line, she even had me practice swishing my hips! 
 
    But, finally, the training was over, and she let me go. Except for the corset and heels, of course. She said I needed to wear those extensively until I was used to them. 
 
    That night we had a subdued dinner, and it was only truly broken up by Dorie’s one observation. 
 
    “Wearing that outfit really gets you excited, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “No.” I was emphatic. 
 
    “Then why is your cock struggling to get hard? Why are you leaving an occasional drip behind you?” 
 
    “It’s, uh…the cage.” 
 
    “Oh, you like being all trapped and everything. That’s good to know.” 
 
    “What? No! I mean…why?” 
 
    “Well, it’s good, because we must excite you and get you to produce more and more of that testosterone.” 
 
    I was pretty glum at that remark, but I said, “Wearing a dress doesn’t make me feel like a man. If the chastity tube does that then all the better!” 
 
    And she said, “Oh, honey! It’s not about being a man! It’s about being healthy! Who cares if you’re a man or a woman as long as you’re healthy!” 
 
    Well. That was something to think about. And I responded, “I care if I’m a man or not.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry, you’ll get over that!” 
 
    “But I don’t want to get over that!” 
 
    She frowned, pursed her lips in thought, and said, “Honey, do the dishes, then come to the bedroom.” 
 
    “The bedroom?” I was suspicious, but hopeful. The bedroom was where things like fucking went on. Could I really maybe get unlocked and let out for a while? 
 
    I cleared the table quickly, scrubbed the dishes, and my cock pulsed and throbbed and hurt inside the little tube. 
 
    Still, if I got out of this infernal device, even for a little while, it would all be worth it. 
 
    Finally, dishes done and put away, I wiped my hands and headed for the boudoir. Yeah, baby! 
 
    I entered the room and Dorie was laying on the bed. She was naked, and her legs were spread and she had a joyful look in her eyes. 
 
    “Come on, lover, do me with your mouth.” 
 
    I staggered towards the bed. I wasn’t a huge fan of oral. I mean, it was all right, but…what about the dick? 
 
    “I thought you might let me out for a while.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly. Why on earth would I do that?” 
 
    “Well, because…uh…I need to squirt? Badly?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You don’t need to squirt, but the fact that you think you need to is a good sign.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It means that you’re getting excited. Now what we need to do is get you even more excited. Come on now.” She patted the bed between her legs. 
 
    I stumbled up to the edge of the bed and looked down. 
 
    She had a beautiful, gorgeous, wonderful, amazing hole. It was just a pink slit, but it was always shaved and looked so pink and wet and…and I couldn’t help myself. I leaned onto the bed and crawled up between her thighs. 
 
    She giggled as my mouth fused with her twat. She held my head and pulled my face tight against her womanhood. I may not like oral that much, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t good at it. I munched and used my tongue. I licked her labia, careful to get inside the lips, scouring every bit of her soft pussy. 
 
    She lay back and sighed, and shortly she was arching and trying to fuck my face with her pussy. 
 
    I ate, and I waggled my head, and shortly she was moaning and closing her hands on fistfuls of sheet. Then she started to cum. 
 
    “Oh! Yes…yes!” 
 
    She pushed into my face and groaned, her thighs trembled violently. I kept my face tight and kept eating. I knew there was nothing worse than to pull back when a woman has started to orgasm. One needed to keep pressing forward, to keep the pressure, and then the woman has a full chance to exhaust her orgasm…and sometimes she will even cum again! 
 
    Dorie was done, however, and she reached down and pulled me up to her. 
 
    I laid against her, my cock dripping uncontrollably, and she sighed. 
 
    “Oh, you were wonderful. The girls will be so happy.” 
 
    I blinked. Girls? 
 
    “What do you mean, girls?” 
 
    “I mean girls. You get to service them, too, you know.” 
 
    “I didn’t know. And I don’t want to!” 
 
    “But you simply must. After all, they have pledged to help you be excited and produce more testosterone, the least you can do is show a little appreciation. You don’t want to be an ingrate, do you?” 
 
    I got up on my knees. “Honey, this is outside the marriage bed.” 
 
    She snorted. “Nonsense. You are not fucking them. You are helping them, relieving them, and they are, in turn, helping you to live a long and healthy life.” 
 
    “But I don’t want a long and healthy life!” I wailed. I was losing control. I think that my building horniness was already affecting my thought patterns. 
 
    She just reached forward and grabbed my arm and pulled me down to lay next to her. As I lay, my head pressed to her large breasts, she said, “Nonsense. You’re just saying that now because you don’t understand. But we’ll teach you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be taught,” I mumbled into her soft flesh. 
 
    “You will come to enjoy your lessons, and you will make the girls so happy. And…you know…I think I might be able to cum again.” 
 
    I groaned as she pushed my face down to her snatch.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The next day was Monday, and I was a mess. I had gone to bed horny, and that kept me in a weird, jumbly sort of half awake half asleep state. 
 
    Then I woke up an hour before dawn with a monstrous pain in my groin. 
 
    I ran to the bathroom, expecting my package to blow up, but found that I only needed to pee. Morning wood had never been so bad. The chastity thing was evil! 
 
    I went out to the kitchen and ate an early breakfast, and found myself dozing off when Dorie finally came out. 
 
    “Isn’t this wonderful?” she exclaimed, “You’re going to be so healthy!” Then she frowned. “Where’s my breakfast?” 
 
    “Your…but you always fix your own breakfast!” 
 
    “I have go a full day, and it starts with helping you get ready for your first full day as a maid. Now, I’m going to shower and wash my hair, and I expect a feast when I come back.” 
 
    I slumped and felt like somebody had just crapped on my head. She ran back to the bathroom and I wearily got up and started making another breakfast. I was dizzy and even felt a bit nauseous. 
 
    After breakfast, her all chipper and me all chumper, she dragged me back to the bedroom and got me ready. And it was no easier on this day than it had been the day before. 
 
    She knelt on me and tied off the mini corset thing, I think it might be called a ‘corselette,’ or something. Then the panties and bra with the big fake bazoombas. She giggled and shook my caged cock when she tugged the panties up. 
 
    Then the nylons and heels, and then the dress, and then she brushed out my hair and pronounced me ready. 
 
    She insisted on driving me over to my first day of work, and she kissed me soundly and patted my ass and sent me up the walk. She even insisted on waiting until Jane opened the door and ushered me in. I noted how they wiggled their fingers at each other. Then the door was closed and I was alone with another woman. 
 
    “Hello, Roger.” 
 
    “Hi, Jane.” 
 
    She there, hands on hips, and inspected me. She had a happy smile on her face, and her tits, because of the way she was standing, protruded delightfully. 
 
    Except that made me surge down there, and that didn’t feel too good. 
 
    “Are you ready for a good day’s work?” she asked, ignoring how my eyes kept traveling to her bosom. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Let’s have you mow the lawn to start, all righty?” 
 
    I stifled an inner groan. I had done my own lawn over the weekend and I didn’t feel like pushing a mower around. 
 
    But, work is work, and she showed me where she kept the garden tools and shortly I was shoving the lawnmower over grass that had grown too long, and which dragged at my high heels. 
 
    Let me tell ya, cutting a lawn in high heels is not easy. The heels kept sinking into the earth, and I would step out of them, and…and grass cuttings, when I did get going, were flung all over me. 
 
    An hour later I was done. I hadn’t cross cut the lawn, but it looked spiffy enough. 
 
    I put everything away, then went to the kitchen door. It was locked. 
 
    Huh? 
 
    I walked around the house and found Jane on a lounge chair by the pool. She was lying face down, a wine spritzer with straw was just underneath her, and she was naked. 
 
    I mean, really naked. All the way naked. Her rotund buns were twin mounds that were about as delectable as anything I had ever seen. I could even see her bush between her legs. It looked like she was a gal that preferred a landing strip over the bald look. 
 
    I turned to leave, but realized there was no place to go. 
 
    I turned back and cleared my throat. 
 
    “Oh, there you are,” she glanced back over her shoulder. “Come rub sunscreen on me. 
 
    Oh, fuck. My cock was now pounding in my cage. 
 
    I took the proffered tube, squirted a bit in my hands and began. 
 
    Oh, she had the most delicious flesh. It was hot, and not just from the sun. It was smooth and silky, and…have I mentioned that my cock was throbbing? And, as I sat on the side of the lounger and smoothed my hands over her deliciosity, I felt it drip. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good. Make sure you get my buns.” 
 
    Oh…oh…crap…! 
 
    I dug my fingers gently into those marvelous orbs. This gal was not flabby. 
 
    “I work out every day,” she said at that moment, as if she was reading my mind. Do my glutes feel solid?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “How solid.” 
 
    “Uh, real solid.” 
 
    I watched my fingers in fascination. I was inches from her crack and she moaned and said, “Don’t be shy, boy.”  She raised up her ass and spread her legs.  
 
    My cock dripped mercilessly now, and I almost sobbed as I slid a finger between her cheeks. 
 
    “Oh, that is good. Be a dear and rub my button. Will you?” 
 
    I slid my finger deeper and began brushing it over her star. She moaned and wiggled and gave a shiver. 
 
    “Oh, I do so love a good finger fucking.” 
 
    She turned over, and I almost fell back over. 
 
    Her body from the front was absolutely stunning. Her breasts were massive, her hips were round, she had curves on her curves! 
 
    She spread her legs and looked at me. “Well?” 
 
    I made a sort of sobbing sound deep in my throat, and I began fingerfucking her. 
 
    “Two fingers, dear boy. I need a bit of girth. And if your fingers are slender then I need three.” 
 
    My fingers were slender enough, and I pushed three into her. 
 
    She jerked and grabbed my wrist. She began pushing and pulling on my arm, forcing my fingers into her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! You are talented.” 
 
    Her eyes were closed and her lips were puffy with desire. 
 
    I shifted my position for better leverage and began pumping into her. 
 
    She gasped, let go of my wrist, and laid back. I shoved my fingers in, felt the rim of her pussy, and hooked and pulled. 
 
    She about jumped out of the lounger. 
 
    “Give me a warning,” she hissed happily. 
 
    I didn’t say anything, I just kept finger banging her. 
 
    She actually came easily, and on another day I would find out that Sally came as easily, too. They weren’t married, they had had no release for some time, and they were hot and eager. 
 
    And she came with a violent spasm of her hips, and several minor aftershocks. I could feel her pussy exuding juice, making my hand more slithery. 
 
    Then she lay quietly for a moment, then said. “Clean me up now.” 
 
    Clean her up? 
 
    “Your mouth. Lick me clean.” 
 
    Oh, God! Yuck. Pooey! 
 
    But I had no choice. I worked around, held her legs apart and moved my head between them. I latched on to the juncture with my tongue and laved her with my tongue. 
 
    She sighed. “Oh, that is heavenly.” 
 
    Finally, when I was done, she sat up, I gasped at how firm her breasts were, how the nipples stood so proud. 
 
    “You’ve got grass all over you. Jump in the pool. You can put your clothes in the drier. You don’t mind working naked?” 
 
    She wanted me naked, which would make me hornier, and cause my cock to leak and drip even more. 
 
    I stepped into the pool, and she let me laze around for a while, then she called me. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    I climbed out and went to her. She had raised the back of the lounger, I presume to watch me swim. She smiled, “Best get your clothes to the drier.” 
 
    I nodded and picked them up. 
 
    I went to the garage and started them drying. Nothing else to do, I returned to the pool. 
 
    Jane was sitting up now, and she beckoned me to her. When I got close she reached out and grabbed my caged cock. 
 
    I gasped, and her hands explored it. She felt the outside, hefted my balls, and said, “I’ve never seen one of these. What’s it like.” 
 
    “It’s the most terrible torture,” I answered honestly.  
 
    She giggled, “But you’re going to be so healthy, so full of testosterone. You must so glad to have a wife that takes care of you like this.” 
 
    “Uh, I am.” 
 
    I was glad to have the wife I had, but it’s hard to talk when some strange woman is handling your junk. 
 
    She squeezed my nuts, made me groan, and when my knees buckled a little she snaked her hand under my package and pushed the tip of her finger at my rectum. 
 
    “Hey!” I squeaked, and I jerked. 
 
    She slapped my caged cock. Yes, I had a cage on, but it stunned me. I almost fell down. 
 
    “Do not pull away from me. Ever. You are here to serve. Do you understand?” 
 
    Her voice had grown firm, and I nodded. Her finger was pushing on my rectum. It was in it up to the nail. 
 
    “Please,” I whined. “I’ve never…I don’t…” 
 
    She just smiled in a whimsical manner, took her finger out and stood up. 
 
    She was close to me, her large tits touched my chest. I could feel the heat of her nipples. She looked up into my eyes. 
 
    I was actually scared. I was a man, but I had never been treated like this. She was taking advantage of me, she was touching me most familiarly, and I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    She reached up and touched my cheek, then grabbed my ear. She pulled my head down, slowly, then gently touched my lips with hers. It was so soft, and she drew it out. Then she moved my face away.  
 
    “Soft. But they need a little plumpness, and maybe some color.” 
 
    I stared at her, not understanding, and she waited a moment, then sighed. “Well, we can look into that later. Right now…I think you need to dust my house and vacuum the rugs.” 
 
    I had taken my heels off when I had jumped into the pool, and under her eye I slipped them back on. 
 
    Oh, the misery a woman goes through for a sexy pair of legs! 
 
    I spent the afternoon dusting, and I had to even climb a ladder, in heels, to get the chandelier. 
 
    “I think next time we can get the windows,” Jane said, as she inspected my work. 
 
    ‘We,’ when it was me doing the work. Hunh! 
 
    She lifted a finger of her white gloved hand and tsked. “Next time, after the windows, I want you to take a wet cloth. Maybe a dab of olive oil in warm water would be better. Cleanliness is next to Godliness, right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    And, I was almost done for the day. Jane allowed me to dress, but she didn’t help me. Still, I managed to do a pretty good job of it, though the corselette was definitely not tight enough, thank God! And the panties were still wet for some reason. Oh, well. It let my cock breath a little bit under the dress. 
 
    Then she took me by the hand and hauled me back to her bedroom. 
 
    Her bedroom. It felt like a sacred place. She leaned over her vanity table and searched through the bottles and tubes and things. She picked up a tube and pulled out the applicator. 
 
    “Bend forward.” 
 
    I didn’t. “What’s that?” 
 
    She glared at me. “Bend forward!” 
 
    I did so, and my cock throbbed and splattered on the floor, well, it would have if it had been a hard wood floor. It was rug and it just absorbed my drool of pre-cum. 
 
    She dabbed the applicator to my lips and smoothed some kind of stuff on them. They immediately began to heat up. 
 
    “That burns! What is it?” 
 
    “Just a bit of cinnamon and menthol and other ingredients.” She looked at the label for a moment, then said, “Oops, it’s got hyaluronic acid in it. They’re going to be plump for awhile.” 
 
    “Plump?” 
 
    “Of course. You’ll look so much prettier with your lips large and shapely.” 
 
    I started to reach up and feel my lips, but she caught my hand. “None of that. Let the plumper do its job.” 
 
    She grabbed a tube of lipstick off the table, then led me out to the kitchen. She sat me down and offered me a Coke. I took it, and wished it had a healthy helping of bourbon in it. 
 
    She down down opposite me, placed a hand over my hand, and said, “You know, you were such a bad boy, but I do so want to help Dorie make you healthy. You may be a pervert, but you make her happy, so…this is why I—and Sally—have decided to take you in hand.” 
 
    I nodded and sipped my Coke. The coldness of the Coke soothed my inflamed lips. I wondered what I looked like. 
 
    Jane’s phone jangled. She glanced at it and smiled. “Your ride is here.” 
 
    I stood up, as did she, and she walked me to the front door. “You did well today, Roger. Bend down now.” 
 
    She had my ear and she pulled me, and she painted my lips with bright red lipstick. My eyes were wide, and I would have struggled, except I didn’t want to lose an ear, and she had warned me not to back away. 
 
    She let go and smiled, then linked her arm through mine and walked me out to the curb. 
 
    Dorie was waiting, and she had a big smile on her face, and her smiled grew bigger as I approached. 
 
    I got in and sat quietly, and was terribly aware of my bright, red, fat lips. 
 
    “Hi, Jane! How did he do?” 
 
    “Wonderful. And you’re right about his skills with his mouth.” 
 
    They giggled and I grew red in the face. 
 
    “I hope it’s all right, but I gave him a bit of lip plumper.” 
 
    Dorie looked at my face and grinned. “”Wonderful. But now his cheeks need a little color.” 
 
    “Next time. Pretty soon we’ll have him looking like he should.” 
 
    “Wonderful.” 
 
    A bit more chit chat and Dorie waved good bye and we headed for home. 
 
    Suddenly I realized that there was a mirror on the passenger visor. I lowered the flap and stared at my lips. 
 
    They were twice as big. I had full lips, anyway, but these were…like Baby Huey’s! They were like Angeline Jolie’s! Shock coursed through me as I studied my disfigurement. 
 
    “Are they wonderful?” cooed Dorie. “They are so sexy. They make me hot down there. In fact, I think you’re going to have to do me when we get home. 
 
    So I did her, and I was tired and exhausted and confused and just wanted to go to sleep. And I couldn’t believe I had five more days of this before I got a day off. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Tuesday. If I thought I was tired the day before, it was nothing compared to today. 
 
    I slept till the alarm, then ran, bouncing off the walls, to the bathroom. I sat—I had to sit with the chastity tube on—and pissed for five minutes. 
 
    “Come on, Roger!” Dorie held her mons with one hand and waited for me. 
 
    I could hardly talk, and I struggled to my feet, dabbing at my cock cage with a tissue. She pushed me aside and sat down to relieve herself. 
 
    I leaned against the wall next to the shower stall and was actually dozing when she finished, got up and slapped my ass. 
 
    “Let’s go, lazy girl.” 
 
    I let her shove me into the shower, but I woke up when the cold water hit. 
 
    “Hey! Ow! No!” 
 
    She held the door shut and I felt like my skin was going to freeze right off me. 
 
    A couple of minutes later she let me out. I stood, freezing, my fat lips blue, as she toweled me off. 
 
    “Damn it, Roger. You’re going to have to get going here. Who’s going to make breakfast?” 
 
    Now somewhat awake I struggled into my underwear, then into my maid’s uniform. Oddly, the feel of tits on my chest woke me up a little. It was just so bizarre, and…and I felt my cock waking up. In the lingerie, feeling sexy, my penis throbbed in the cage. 
 
    I stumbled through breakfast, burnt the eggs, undercooked the sausage, and didn’t even apologize. I was just sore, and tired, and disheartened. 
 
    The OJ, however, seemed to wake me a bit, and then Dorie was standing next to me at the car. She reached up and held my cheeks with thumb and forefinger and applied color to my lips. Then she pushed me into the car and we were off. 
 
    We arrived at Sally’s and Dorie walked me up to the door. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sally, but yesterday was a bit much for him. He’s going to be a little slothful today.” 
 
    Sally studied me with a critical eye. She noted my yawn, but she approved of my lipstick. “Well, we’ll do what we can. After all, he’s only a man.” 
 
    They both giggled. 
 
    I failed to see the humor. 
 
    I spent the morning dusting, which was easy, and I was so glad not to have to cut a lawn. 
 
    Sally helped me prepare lunch, tuna sandwiches with lots of mayonnaise, some onions and olives and the crusts cut off. 
 
    As we ate she lectured me. “You need to get the proper amount of rest at night. And you need to eat the proper foods. I’ll talk to Dorie about vitamins. But this idea of being able to let down just because you’re a little tired…that’s not going to cut it. That’s not how a real lady acts.” 
 
    To which I tried to suppress a yawn, and got a glare. 
 
    I woke up during the afternoon. Hey, the sun was high, I had worked the soreness out of my muscles, I began to feel a bit recharged. 
 
    Maybe it was the tuna, yes? 
 
    Anyway, I pushed the vacuum and was instructed on polishing silverware, and then the other shoe dropped. 
 
    “Come with me,” Sally commanded, and she set off down the hallway. 
 
    Her heels clicked, and I was awake enough, and practiced enough, that even my heels clicked a bit. 
 
    She smiled back at me. “A woman always announces her entry with a proper set of heels.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Into the bedroom, and she immediately began taking off her clothes. 
 
    “You needn’t take your clothes off,” she said. “We’ll make this quick.” 
 
    But it wasn’t quick. I tried, lord how I tried, but I just didn’t have it in me. I licked, I sucked, I kissed. I smushed my face in, but it just wasn’t working. Later, she would be easy, but this first day…not so much. 
 
    Sally, bless her heart, assumed the blame. “It’s just been too long,” she murmured, pushing my face away. “In the bottom drawer.” 
 
    I didn’t know what was in the bottom drawer of her dresser, but I found out quick. A strap on. 
 
    I held it up and looked at her.  
 
    “Put it on, and attach the second biggest dildo down there.” 
 
    The second biggest dildo was ten inches, big and round, popping with artificial veins. 
 
    The biggest dildo was actually a horse dildo. It must have been twenty inches, with a weird sort of a lip. 
 
    There were other dildos in the drawer, and I wondered at some of the shapes. I found out later that there was a dog dildo, a hog dildo, and various other animals. 
 
    And Sally thought I was the kinky pervert. Ha! 
 
    I crawled between her legs and aimed the second biggest dildo towards her tunnel. 
 
    She was smiling, anticipating happily, and when I put the tip of the second biggest dildo to her hole she grunted and grabbed me by the hips. Then commenced the weirdest fuck I had ever had in my life. 
 
    I didn’t feel a thing. I pushed forward and my cage touched her, but nothing else. I pulled out and her eyes rolled and she grabbed on to me like I was salvation. 
 
    She began humping and pumping and gasping. She grabbed my body low, just over the hips, and began controlling my thrusts. 
 
    She kissed me, and that was weird all over, because everything felt different when experienced through my swollen lips. 
 
    “Kiss my tits, you fool!” She snapped at one point. 
 
    I bent my head and sucked on her very large nipples. And they were large. 
 
    Heck, her tits were large, though not as large as Jane’s, but her nips were twice as big! 
 
    Go figure. 
 
    For five minutes she fucked me, groaning and moaning and grasping and kissing and writhing and…and everything, and I realized that it wasn't me, it had just been too long since she had been fucked. 
 
    But she finally let loose. All hunched and screwing like crazy she pushed herself over the peak and began to sigh as the rhythm of the ripples coursed through her sexy body. 
 
    I felt nothing, but I acted like I did, and she held on and rode it out. 
 
    Finally, she lay back. “Get out.” 
 
    No thank you, not even a smile. Just a ‘get out.’ 
 
    Hunh! I would have thought her a bitch, except that I was too horny. 
 
    Fucking without experiencing the fuck had extra hornicized me. I felt a white hot pleasure lancing up my chest. The world was golden, like the whole world, in some odd and mystical manner, was cumming. 
 
    I stood next to the bed and arranged my clothing. 
 
    Sally, done with me, said, “Go out to the curb and wait. Tell Dorie you were adequate.” 
 
    I started to head for the hallway, and she said, “You may have a Coca Cola.” 
 
    That was it. That was all the thanks I got for cleaning her whole house—while I was dead on my feet, I might add—and then cleaning her pussy and fucking her to a pretty righteous orgasm. 
 
    Huh! 
 
    And then I thought…it could have been worse. She could have given me Sprite. 
 
    With that thought I giggled. 
 
    Yah, me. Giggled. Not laughed. Giggled. These fucking clothes were undoing me. 
 
    I went to the kitchen, took a Coke and popped it, and went out to the curb. 
 
    I was sitting on the curb, sipping quietly, lost in my own thoughts when Dorie drove up. 
 
    “How’d it go?” Dorie asked as we drove through town. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “I notice your lips aren’t properly red.” 
 
    “She didn’t put it on me.” 
 
    “And you couldn’t do it yourself?” 
 
    I was silent at that. Do it myself?  
 
    We arrived home, and Dorie pulled me into the kitchen and sat me down. “I don’t like your attitude.” 
 
    “My…why?” 
 
    “First, you woke up tired, and you let yourself be tired. And you don’t appear to be happy about Sally.” 
 
    “Sally was…” 
 
    “Was what?” 
 
    “Aw, heck. She was okay. But she had me fuck her with a dildo, and then she didn’t even say thanks.” 
 
    Dorie blinked, then got up and went to the liquor cabinet. She poured me a drink, brought it back and indicated I should drink it. The whole thing. 
 
    I did, and it went down rough. No Coke. Hard liquor. 
 
    Dorie sat and observed me for a minute, then she began to speak. 
 
    “Roger. You are there to serve. To make up for being a pervert. You do not require a ‘thank you,’ and neither Jane nor Sally should feel any need to thank you. You are the service. Furthermore, I expect you to be cheerful at all times, and to hide any personal feelings you might have.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    She leaned forward. “It wasn’t them that leaped naked into the living room, embarrassing me half to death.” 
 
    I pursed my lips, my big lips. I had the thought that I did need to paint my lips, to keep them good looking. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You told me not to have any personal feelings.” 
 
    “Just this once, you tell me this once, and then you’ll zip it up forever.” 
 
    I took a breath. “I don’t feel like a pervert! I made a mistake! But they want me to eat them out, to fuck them without my own dick. Heck, even you have me locked up!” 
 
    She waited for me to finish, she studied me with level eyes. 
 
    But I was done, so she leaned forward, placed her hand on mine. “Honey, thank you for telling me that. I heard what you said, and you are absolutely right.” 
 
    “Then what do I do about it?” 
 
    “You grow up. You recognize that some people may have needs and desires that are unfamiliar to you. And you never…never…never…let your personal feelings show.” 
 
    I blinked. That was it. No excuses, just shut up and serve. Or service, as the wont might be. 
 
    My mouth opened. Closed. Opened. Closed. But there was nothing to be said. I had just been apprised of my station in life, and that was it. No more to be said. Shut up and deal with it. 
 
      
 
    A month passed, and I grew stronger. My legs stopped aching in my high heels. My back toughened up and stopped complaining about my heavy breast forms. My waist got thinner, my hair grew longer and could even be styled. My dick drooled more, and I became able to put on my clothes, and even some make up, without much trouble. 
 
    I cleaned houses six days a week, and was let to do what I wanted on the seventh day. If I wanted to go out, as a man, Dorie went along and was the most perfect company. Never a nag or a complaint. 
 
    Although, on the last Sunday of the month, before my service was ended, I surprised myself by going out as a woman. Dorie didn’t act surprised, and we had a marvelous time as two women out on the town. 
 
    And, oddly, I felt like a load had been lifted. 
 
    I didn’t feel the need to act…certain ways. 
 
    It was like I was a man, but didn’t need to prove it, if that makes sense. 
 
    Then came the last day of my month of punishment and amends. 
 
      
 
    It was Saturday, and I was to clean Dorie’s house. My own house. I got up early, fixed breakfast, got ready for work, and began. 
 
    I dusted and mopped. I vacuumed and swept. I polished, and I looked at the clock. 
 
    It was four o’clock. Another hour and I would be done. In a weird way I was sad. I had grown accustomed to the work, and…I have to admit it, I had become used to female clothing. 
 
    I liked putting on the underwear. I liked the swish of a dress against my thighs. I even liked the make up and heels. 
 
    I looked at myself in the hall mirror. Jane had plumped me up again, and even asked if I wanted a more permanent plumping. Maybe some injections. 
 
    That surprised me, and I said I would think about it, but…I was a man. 
 
    Then I looked down at my groin. 
 
    It throbbed constantly, and I wore a thin pad in my panties every day. It just drooled and drooled and never seemed to stop. 
 
    Yet, I had gotten used to the chastity tube. 
 
    What would it feel like to not wear it? Something to think about. 
 
    So immersed, I was surprised by the sound of Dorie clearing her voice behind me. I spun, and all three ladies were standing there. 
 
    “Good afternoon, ma’ams.” 
 
    “Come into the living room,” said Dorie. 
 
    I followed them into the living room. They pointed me towards the couch, then stood in front of it. 
 
    Puzzled, I looked up at them. 
 
    “Roger,” began Dorie. “Your month is over, but we have one last thing to discuss.” 
 
    “Yes?” I arched my plucked eyebrows at them. 
 
    “For one month we have bullied you, trained you, and used you for our pleasure. Now we have a gift fort you.” 
 
    “A gift?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Dorie. “You may choose one of us.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    The obvious conclusion…choose my wife. but… 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “For fucking,” grinned Sally. 
 
    “You…I can…” 
 
    Dorie nodded. “And you don’t have to choose me. I know what strange ‘cootch’ is to a man, and if you feel like sampling Sally or Jane…I won’t mind.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “So who’s it going to be, Roger?” 
 
    My eyes went over the three beauties. My wife, but in my previous life before being a maid I had fucked her to a fare thee well. 
 
    Jane, with the luscious breasts and who enjoyed my hands roaming over her, fingering her. 
 
    Sally, who was somewhat cold, but was truly face gorgeous. 
 
    My decision was an easy one. I had had my wife. I wasn’t just fucking a pretty face. 
 
    “Jane,” I said. 
 
    They all smiled, and there didn’t seem to be any animosity for my choice. 
 
    “Well, let’s go get set up. We’ll call you, Roger.” 
 
    They turned and filed out of the room. 
 
    Get set up? Hunh? 
 
    A half hour later Jane came in and called me. She was wearing a negligee and nothing else. Her most marvelous breasts were so amazing, and I felt my cock screaming to get out of the cage. 
 
    Pretty soon, big fella. Pretty soon. 
 
    She kissed my cheek, then led me to the bedroom by the hand. 
 
    I entered, and Dorie and Sally were waiting at the ends of the bed. Maids in waiting. To serve me. After a month of abuse, I was going to get to do some abusing! 
 
    “Lay across the bed and we’ll rub your back.” 
 
    I lay down, and Jane began to rub me. She soothed soft cream into my back, my butt, and even into my hole. 
 
    My hole. Mmm. I had revolted at one point, but I had managed to get used to a finger rubbing my butthole, and even to a little light penetration. 
 
    I closed my eyes and Sally and Dorie started massaging my arms. They trailed down my biceps and forearms with their gentle fingers. Then I felt them wrapping some kind of material around my wrists. They they backed off, and Jane stopped rubbing me. 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked around. 
 
    Sally and Dorie tied some soft sort of ropes around my ankles. They pulled me back and I was suddenly standing, my legs spread, and bending over the bed. 
 
    “Hey! What’s going on?” 
 
    Jane walked in front of me. She was buckled a strap on around her waist. As I watched, my mouth open, she screwed a large cock into the thing. 
 
    “Hey! What goes!?” 
 
    Dorie came around and knelt on the other side of the bed. Her face was inches from mine. “Hey, honey. How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m tied up!” 
 
    “I know, isn’t it cool?” 
 
    “Well, I’d like to get loose.” 
 
    Behind her Jane was finished with the strap on. “I’m ready.” 
 
    She walked around the bed, got behind me. 
 
    I felt Sally rubbing my lower back, and my thighs. 
 
    “Honey, Jane and Sally and I have been friends since college. We always do everything together. We always share everything.” 
 
    “But….let me go!” I struggled a little, but it was obvious that I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    “Now we are going to share you as a maid, and while we can’t pay you much, we can reward you. Every month one of us will do this to you. And we will press on your prostate and drain you. It might make you a bit horny, but it’s for your health.” 
 
    For my health? 
 
    “But what about this testosterone thing? I thought that’s what all this excitation thing was about! 
 
    “Oh, it is. We want you to live a long time, to serve us for the rest of our lives.” 
 
    At that point I felt Sally lurch into me. Her cock ripped up my anal passage and caused unbelievable…pleasure. 
 
    Then she was corkscrewing, stirring my insides, and I eventually felt my semen being forced out. 
 
    And Dorie said, “Isn’t it wonderful? We can dress you up, castrate you, and give you a pair of monster boobs. You’ll be so beautiful. 
 
    Maybe there’s even a way for us to replace your testosterone with estrogen. Then you could truly be like us and we wouldn’t even have to worry about the testosterone thing. Wouldn’t that be marvelous?” 
 
    Sally was really slamming into me now, and I couldn’t think. All I could do was lay there and feel that big cock slamming…slamming…slamming! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Sam, your sales are down.” 
 
    “Hey! It’s just temporary!” 
 
    “Let’s look at your history.” 
 
    I was sitting in Morgan Jame’s office. The big boss, and she wasn’t happy.  
 
    Tell the truth, I wasn’t happy, either. As she pointed to the sharply falling lines I cringed. 
 
    Morgan is a knock out. There are rumors she made boss just on her looks, but those rumors are false. Sure, she’s good looking, but it’s the smarts that count in her case. 
 
    Long, blonde hair, red lips, a face to die for. Long legs, tight waist a bosom that would put Dolly Parton to shame. But an IQ over 150, genius, and a bit of drive. 
 
    “Look, Sam, here’s a three year graph.” 
 
    She had charts over three years? Holy patootie! who keeps records that long?  
 
    She did, and that’s what made her an incredibly perceptive boss. 
 
    “Your statistics over January, every year, are up. Look at that line, stellar. January through February, when everybody else’s lines tanked. What are you doing in January? Your other months are up and down, what is it that’s special about January that makes you the best salesman in the company? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Think, Sam.” She leaned forward, which placed her boobs on the desk, presented her lips as curvy and kissable. And, man, wouldn’t I like to be the one to nibble on those delicate body parts. 
 
    “Well, it’s cold.” 
 
    “Yeah? So what did you do about it? This is after Christmas, nobody buys after Christmas. What did you do?” 
 
    “I’m, uh…” 
 
    “What? I know you’ve got an idea in there. Think.” 
 
    So I thought, but I was afraid to tell her. Tell the truth, the answer scared me, and I wasn’t about to share. Heck, I didn’t think I could stand the humiliation. 
 
    And, after an hour of this, I was dismissed, but with a warning. If I didn’t figure this thing out, January sales or not, I was going to be a gone goose. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a gone goose. I liked selling houses. 
 
    Sighing, I drove home that night, I was in funk city and I knew how to get out. But…did I dare? 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” 
 
    “Not that good,” I answered my wife, heading right for the liquor cabinet.” 
 
    She followed me into the kitchen, observed me mixing a tall bourbon and Coke. “What happened?” 
 
    I sat down and sipped, and told her. 
 
    “So what are you doing that’s different in January?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Come on. It’s obvious you know. She probably put it on the line because she knows you know.” 
 
    I studied Becky. She was one beautiful woman.  Heck, I had two beautiful women in my life. Morgan to keep my pants poking out during the day, and Becky to take care of my bulging pants at night. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    “Uh, well, there’s two thing that come to mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I don’t know how I managed to tell her, maybe it was the bourbon, maybe it was the threat of long my job, but I blurted, “Three years ago it was real cold. Coldest January on record.” 
 
    She blinked. “Why on earth would that drive your sales up?” 
 
    “I was, uh…I…” my face was redder than lipstick on a tomato. 
 
    “Speak!” She said, her brow furrowed in curiosity. 
 
    “I wore your nylons.” 
 
    Another blink, a shake of the head, and she sat back and stared at me. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    I nodded, my face flaming. 
 
    She frowned, then she chuckled. 
 
    “Okay, so you’re a kinky crossdresser, but…” 
 
    “It was so cold, and men’s trousers aren’t built for warmth, but they’re baggy so I just put on your nylons and it didn’t really make my legs much warmer, maybe a little bit, but…” 
 
    “I remember that day. I laughed, but you were such a sight, stamping around and complaining about the temperature, but how could wearing my nylons for one day improve your sales? 
 
    “It wasn’t just for one day.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. I found out and made fun of you and you didn’t do it ag—you did? You did do it again?” 
 
    “I went out and bought more nylons. I wore them every day while it was cold. I would put them on under my trousers while you were in the shower, and you never noticed. But it was embarrassing, humiliating, and I was always worried that you might find out. When it warmed up, I managed to stop buying them, and…” I shrugged. 
 
    “And you wore nylons every January?” 
 
    “Yes. It was cold.” 
 
    But the look in her eyes was telling me she didn’t buy it. The fact of the matter was that the last two January’s were among the warmest winter months since weather started being recorded. 
 
    “So you’re telling me that wearing nylons was the secret of your success, and the reason you got Salesman of the Month and the extra bonus?” 
 
    I nodded. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t even look at her. 
 
    She sat and her crossed leg bobbed up and down and she contemplated me. 
 
    “So wearing my nylons makes us money.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 
 
    “Well, because…it’s embarrassing?” 
 
    “So you let a little embarrassment get in the way of a lot of money.” 
 
    “Well, you could put it that way.” 
 
    She frowned, and suddenly got up and left the room. She didn’t act pissed off, it just looked like she wanted to think about what I had told her. 
 
    Fine. I wanted to think about it. I had to bring up my sales. I had to hold on to my job. 
 
    That night I spent a long time going over all the books I had on how to sell. I spent some time practicing lines, re-memorized various methods and procedures. I was determined. 
 
    Becky was out in the TV room. The TV was on low, acted like white noise to me, but I heard her talking on the phone to somebody, but that was about it. 
 
    I came to bed and she was already asleep. She wasn’t snoring, and I had the feeling she was really awake, but I didn’t blame her for ignoring me. 
 
    Man. I had to pull out of this slump.  
 
    Sighing, I slipped under the covers, was super horny, but didn’t even try. 
 
    I drifted off to an uncomfortable sleep, and dreams of people laughing at me, pointing at me, and I was standing in the middle of the company sales offices and everybody was laughing and… 
 
    I awoke. 
 
    Crap. I didn’t feel too rested. How was I supposed to up my sales feeling all tired? 
 
    I rolled over and realized that Becky was already up. I sighed, slid out of bed and looked down. It wasn’t all morning wood. Some of that erection was lust and desire. I absolutely hated it when Becky wasn’t in the mood. 
 
    I headed for my shower and scrub a dubbed, and that helped. 
 
    I stepped out, toweled myself off, and stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    Becky was sitting at her vanity table making herself up. She didn’t look at me. 
 
    I almost said something, but what was there to say? 
 
    Sorry I’m a loser, honey. 
 
    I walked over to the chair where I hung my trousers and stopped. A pair of nylons, sleek and shiny, were draped over my pants. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    I turned, and Becky was watching me. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Put them on.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” 
 
    “You did in January.” 
 
    “But it’s May now, and it’s getting hotter.” 
 
    “And you’re afraid I’ll think you’re a bit strange, wearing women’s underthings.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Honey, if being a kinky, little panty boy,” she drove the words into my skull, “makes you money, then you can kink with the best of them.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    We didn’t really argue then, but she bullied me, and I found myself sitting on the bed while she rolled the stockings up my legs. I stared down at my sleek legs. God, it felt good. And my boner started up right away. 
 
    She unrolled and murmured, “We need to shave your legs.” 
 
    My dick was half mast and rising fast. 
 
    She unrolled over my knees and said, “We’re probably going to have to give you a pedicure, too. We don’t want runs in your…holy fuck!” 
 
    Becky stared as my penis got harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “We didn’t do it last night,” I stammered. 
 
    “Nylons do this to you?”  
 
    My dick was like an iron rod. 
 
    “I’m just really…we haven’t done it for a few days. 
 
    She looked up and grinned at me. “We need to get you panty hose, or maybe a tummy shaper. Something to hide that big dong. How did you manage to hide that thing last January.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I used an ace bandage and strapped it to my leg.” 
 
    “You…” and she started to laugh. “You went to work with your cock tied down!” She slapped her leg and her eyes were bright. Then she stood up. “Wait right here.” 
 
    She went into the bathroom and came out with an ace bandage. She tossed it to me. “Show me.” 
 
    So I did. I pushed my cock down and wrapped a couple of loops around thigh and cock, and fastened the bandage. I stood up, and groaned. 
 
    “Hurts?” 
 
    “Hurts and feels good, all at the same time. But it’s a big distraction. It’s hard to talk to people with…you know.” 
 
    Becky just nodded. “Well, you’re going to work like this. For the rest of the week. if your sales go up then we’re going to be having a long talk. 
 
    I nodded, and was horny and miserable all at the same time. 
 
    “Now finish getting dressed. I’ll put on the eggs and bacon.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the table, my face bright red, eating cackleberries and oink strips. Becky was watching me, a small smile on her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re so red.” 
 
    “It’s not so bad at the office because nobody knows.” 
 
    “Do you think anybody will care if you wear kinky underthings if your statistics are up?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Do you think Morgan will care?” 
 
    “Morgan wouldn’t care if you pissed on her desk if your sales are up.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit unfair?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then, “Honey, I’ve always known you’ve had a crush on Morgan.” 
 
    Oh, man, talk about double flaming, bright red fire engines. My face  looked like it had been painted red. 
 
    Becky laughed. “Oh, look at you. Your big secret revealed.” 
 
    “But I never…I don’t…” 
 
    “I know. And if you think I’m upset that you appreciate a beautiful woman, then you’re a fool. As long as you don’t initiate any action, lust all you want.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “And then bring all that lust home for me.” Her smiled was downright evil then. 
 
    So I went to work, and driving there was no stimulation and my Cock just sat against my thigh and even started to go down. 
 
    But when I got to the office things got hairy. 
 
    First, the nylons Becky had rolled up my leg were slightly longer than the ones I had worn last year. And the top of the nylons was just a touch loose, and it rubbed against the head of my dick. 
 
    Walking in to the building I realized this, and I began to panic. The constant rubbing was making my dick super, extra, phenomenally hard, and I actually stumbled when turning into my office. 
 
    Morgan was waiting. She was sitting in my chair, looking at my calendar. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hey, Sam. Have a seat. I’ll make it quick.” 
 
    Nervous now, wondering what she was doing, I sat in one of the chairs facing my swivel. 
 
    She flipped through the calendar, bit her sexy lip, and I was reminded of how Becky had teased me about lusting after Morgan. That added to the red factor in my face. I tried to breath, to control myself. I counted my heartbeats and tried to slow them down. 
 
    Morgan flipped the page and looked at January. I figured she was still trying to figure out why my statistics skyrocketed in January, and almost made up for the rest of the year. 
 
    She pushed the calendar aside and leaned back and considered me. 
 
    “Are you wearing them?” 
 
    My mouth opened and I gasped and couldn’t breath. Morgan jumped up and rounded the desk and pounded on my back. “Breath! Take a breath!” 
 
    The world faded back in and I sat there, totally and utterly mortified. I had never felt such deep embarrassment in my life. 
 
    “Okay, relax. Keep breathing. Deep breaths. Get it under control.” 
 
    Finally, after a minute, I was okay. Be it so fucking red-faced I would have bene mistaken for a Martian. 
 
    “Whew. You had me worried.” Morgan sat in the chair next to me. She was holding my hand and patting my forearm. 
 
    I looked down at her hand, and she grinned. “Got the hots for me, eh?” 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    “I talked to your wife last night. And again this morning. We had a wonderful chat.” 
 
    “And you know about me wearing…” 
 
    “Keeping your legs warm. I know. I think it’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t tell anybody?” 
 
    She got a sly look on her face then, “Not as long as your sales go up.” 
 
    She laughed at the look on my face, then whispered to me, “But if your sales drop I will tell everybody, post it on Facebutt, and run it up the corporate ladder. Wouldn’t that make a great story in Realtor Magazine?” 
 
    Now I wasn’t turning red, I was turning ashen. The blood drained out of my face and I was gasping for breath. 
 
    “Easy…easy…” She rubbed my back and smiled. 
 
    I finally came back to myself a little. 
 
    Morgan was still holding my hand, and she whispered to me, “I know that little boys get crushes. I know, and I’ve used that fact, I’ve used my sex to bully men. And now I know about you. Funny. I always thought you were immune to me, but now I know.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    For answer she lifted my hand, rubbed the back of it against her left tit. “Oh, God. You make me hot.” 
 
    My mouth was open, I couldn’t think, and she laughed and said, “I’m going to tease you, make you horny, and those little sissy nylons you wear are going to drive your sales through the roof. 
 
    Then she placed my hand back on the armrest of my chair, stood up, patted my shoulder. “Get to work, Sam. Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you cop a feel.” 
 
    She left, and I sat, stunned, and my cock was jerking so hard I thought it would lift my leg right off the ground. 
 
    Eventually, I stood up and went around the desk and sat in my swivel. I took long, slow breaths. I thought about calling Becky, but I didn’t. I just sat for about 15 minutes, waiting for my cock to stop roaring, and then, it was still hard but no longer as insistent, I began working. 
 
    There is a saying: ‘The best things in life are free.’ That’s bullshit. 
 
    The best things in life are the things you work your fingers to the bone for. They are the things that you treasure. 
 
    I worked that day. I worked harder than I had ever worked. I went through lists and made cold calls. I took people out to houses and showed them. I prepared contracts and took care of the thousand and one legal details that plague a working man. 
 
    I worked so hard because I was trying to take my attention off my pulsing, throbbing, gigantic boner. 
 
    I worked because if I didn’t take my mind off my condition I would have gone crazy. 
 
    Headline: Man Gets Too Horny and Runs Screaming Down the Street. 
 
    That’s how I felt. I felt like sex was screaming in my head. 
 
    Sure, it was a distraction, but here’s the funny thing. Talking to some bozo from Kansas who is thinking of not being in Kansas anymore and handling the desire to whip out my cock and beat on it actually slowed me down a little, and made me listen extra careful. 
 
    And people thought I was just being thorough!  
 
    Ha! If they only knew. 
 
    But, by the end of the day, my stats were on the rise. Just like they had been in January. 
 
    The nylons hugged my legs, the top of the nylons rubbed the tip of my dick, and I never felt so distracted…and alive. 
 
    At seven o’clock, I had worked late because I was trying to do so much, I stood up and stretched, and groaned at the feeling of my cock head being rubbed. I even pooched my butt a little to try and take the pressure of being in sex off. 
 
    I walked out of my office and headed down the hall, and as I passed Morgan’s office she called to me. 
 
    “Sam! Come talk to me!” 
 
    I entered her office, was immediately red at the knowing look on her face, and sat down opposite her. 
 
    “Still love me, baby?” she pulled no punches, and grinned the whole time. 
 
    I mumbled something and looked down, and she laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun. Close the door.” 
 
    I blinked. Guys always leave the door open when they are talking to women. Nobody wants to risk a sexual harassment suit. But she was a woman, and everybody would just laugh if I accused her of sexual harassment. 
 
    Not that I would accuse her, just sayin’. 
 
    I got up and closed the door. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I walked around the desk and stood in front of her. 
 
    She put a hand on my thigh and rubbed. “Ooh, feel those sexy nylons. Are you hard?” 
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer, just reach for my groin, and frowned. 
 
    “Where…there it is…what are you wearing?” 
 
    My face was, as usual, redder than a slapped tomato. “I’ve uh, got it tied down.” 
 
    “Tied? With string or something?” 
 
    “I use an Ace bandage.” 
 
    Oh, the smile on her face, growing broader and broader. She still had her hand in my crotch and she placed it against my dick and felt it. 
“Wow.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “You sold two houses today, Sam. That earns you a grope. Would you like to feel my breasts?” 
 
    My head went up and down and I felt like I was going to faint. 
 
    “Then lean forward, bend over me a little and let your hands touch me. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. What man could? I leaned, and my hands cupped her breasts, and I almost passed out. 
 
    “Easy,” she said, pressing my chest, holding me up, even as her other hand rubbed my trapped penis. 
 
    I moved back and was breathing hard. I stared at her and my chest felt like it was going to bust. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh.” 
 
    She laughed. “Go home, Sam. And if you have enough sales this week…maybe I’ll let you kiss my tits. Would you like that?” 
 
    I nodded, helpless, stunned. 
 
    “Than sales, baby. Go get those sales. Now, go home.” 
 
    I was dismissed, and I walked out of the office half bent over, my cock feeling like it was breaking off. It felt so good it actually hurt, and I knew I was going to have to do something about it. 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” Becky kissed me and couldn’t keep a grin off her face. She dragged me into the kitchen, poured me a big bourbon and Coke, then sat down to interrogate me. “So?” 
 
    I had a hard time talking. Funny. If I was talking to sell a house I could talk for hours, but talking about sex…I was officially tongue tied. 
 
    “You talked to her,” I accused, though not with much heat. I was still mind shattered over the whole thing. 
 
    “I told her about your nylons,” Becky admitted. 
 
    “Did you know…did you…she touched me,” my voice was low and hoarse. 
 
    “Well, she had to be sure you were in your proper uniform, right?” 
 
    “She touched my cock! Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    “Did she fuck you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then what does it matter?” 
 
    “But then, after work, she called me into her office and she…she…” 
 
    “Had you touch her tits. I know.” 
 
    I gaped at her. “You know? You don’t care that your husband has…has touched another woman’s…sexual parts?” 
 
    I was almost choking, I was so embarrassed. 
 
    She studied me, her eyes half lidded, then she made up her mind about something. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her down the hallway. My cock was rubbing, I was horny, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gently swaying ass. 
 
    In the bedroom she went to my closet and took down one of my belts. She turned and faced me. “Take your trousers down and lay on the bed, feet on the floor, butt to me.” 
 
    “What are you…what is—“ 
 
    “You obviously feel guilty, and if you are guilty then there is a crime, and crime must be punished. Now, pants down and lay on the bed.” 
 
    Her voice was sharp, determined. 
 
    “I don’t think I need—“ Even as I started a protest I was walking towards the bed, and she pulled my arm, then shoved my back. 
 
    “Take off your pants or I’ll give you ten instead of five.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Off with those pants, or you get nine more.” 
 
    She had the position, if I tried to get up she was just going to push me down, and I didn’t want ten smacks with that belt. That had really hurt! 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I fumbled with my buckle then pushed my pants down. 
 
    “You’ve had one. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “That’s two!” 
 
    I lurched and tried to put my hands over my ass, but she brushed them away and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Three!” 
 
    I jerked. How the hell had she gotten so strong! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Four!” 
 
    “Stop!” I whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Five!” 
 
    She stepped away from me, went to the closet and hung up my belt.  
 
    When she turned around I was standing and tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted to rub my as, but it hurt too much. 
 
    She gave me a sad smile. “Lay down on the bed, I want you naked. 
 
    I took off my shirt and nylons. I still had the Ace bandage holding me down. 
 
    “Take it off.” Becky motioned at the bandage. 
 
    I did, and my cock sprung up harder than ever. 
 
    Becky blinked. She looked at me. Did the spanking…” she saw the look in my eyes and grinned. “It did! You get horny from being spanked!” 
 
    “I don’t! It…it’s just been bound all day and…” 
 
    “You do. You do. God, that’s wonderful.” 
 
    That confused me. Talk about mixed signals. 
 
    “Now lay down and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I lay down, and my cock poked into the mattress. I stuffed a pillow under me to give me a bit of height, then my cock managed to lay there, sort of bent, but not too bad. 
 
    Becky came out of the bathroom with a bottle of ointment. She came to the bed, climbed on top of me and sat on my thighs and squirted a big glob of ointment into her hands. 
 
    She began to gently rub my ass. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. “I did good. Your ass is redder than your face.” 
 
    It felt good, her massaging my cheeks, rubbing the cool ointment into my buns. Slowly, the pain receded. 
 
    “You realize, of course, hubby of mine, that your life has irrevocably changed?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I was treating you like a manly man, letting myself get fucked at your whim, treating you like the lord of the manor. But that’s all changed.” 
 
    “It has?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Now that I know you’re panty man…now I know what you really need, and I know how to treat you.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I was relaxing under her strong fingers. 
 
    “I’ve had all day to research this on the internet, and all I can say is that I wish I had known what kind of a man you are. Our life would have been so different.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything and she continued. “You need guidance. You need a strong woman to keep you moving. We need to cater to your kinks, make you wear women’s underwear, and maybe more. Most of all, we have to limit your sex.” 
 
    “Limit my—“ I started to rise up and look back at her, but she just pushed my head back onto the mattress. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Some men are manly. they are alpha, and you have to make sure you bow down to them and get fucked a lot. But the idea of bowing down to you? A girly man? Ha! Those days are done.” 
 
    “Becky, I don’t understand what you are saying.” 
 
    She slid off me then, put the jar of lube away. I was on my side facing her. 
 
    She came back to the bed and lay on her side, facing me. She traced the path of my tears with one finger. “Honey, you will do what I say.” She kissed me, and my cock, which had never gone down, pulsed. “You will wear what I tell you,” she reached down and stroked me and I groaned. “Now, go ahead and have a cry. I know you want to. She reached around my neck and pulled my head down to her boobs. 
 
    I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to cry. But the spanking, then her showing me tenderness and massaging ointment into my asscheeks, it was too much. My tears started up again. this time they weren’t the result of a spanking and pain, this time they were relief. She had spanked me, and hurt me, and now she was forgiving me. 
 
    And I cried.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She was right. My life was changed. And it was changed drastically. 
 
    That night I heard her talking on the phone again, and laughing, and I came down the hall and peeked into the room. 
 
    She saw me, smiled, and closed the door. Right in my face. 
 
    Talk about a blinker. She had never shut me out like that before. And there was nothing I could do about it! 
 
      
 
    The following morning she laid out a tummy shaper and nylons. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “A better way of keeping your cock down. I think I’d like your cock trained to point up, and not hang down. Maybe it’s just my vanity, but every woman likes to think that her man’s cock is up and erect for her.” She smiled and shrugged. 
 
    I held up the tummy shaper and looked at it. It was small. It had a snap at the bottom for when I needed to unleash the beast for a pee, but it was going to be snug. I knew that the only direction my cock could point would be up. 
 
    “This…this…” 
 
    “Sit down here,” she spoke right over my surprise. She pointed at her vanity chair. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “A chair. Sit.” 
 
    Nothing for it, I sat, and she began preparing my toenails. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I want to make sure you don’t snag a toe nail and ruin your stockings. I woke you up early, so we’ve got time. After I finish your nails I want you to take a shower.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “With Nair.” 
 
    I frowned. “But I don’t want to lose my hair!” 
 
    “Girly men don’t need ugly hair. Besides, your stockings will feel so incredible once your legs are shaved. 
 
    I looked at her dubiously. 
 
    She continued, and I sighed. 
 
    She said, “Lay back. Close your eyes. Catch another wink or two.” 
 
    So I did. I leaned back in the chair, and I actually dozed. I sort of felt her working, and it felt good to be pampered, and I may even have given a light snore. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Time for a shower.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I straightened up and yawned, and looked down. “What the hell?” 
 
    “Pretty, aren’t they?” 
 
    “You painted them!” And she had. Bright red. 
 
    “This weekend I’m going to work on your hands.” 
 
    I was aghast. 
 
    “And if you’re a good boy and make me happy, then I’ll remove the polish Sunday night.” 
 
    “But I can’t go to work like this!” 
 
    “Why not? Women do.” 
 
    “But women are women!” 
 
    “And you’re a girly man. Now take your shower.” 
 
    “Take these off.” 
 
    “Nope. And I hid my nail polish remover.” 
 
    “But you can’t do this to me!” Tears welled in my eyes. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up. “I already did. Now, you can cry about it, throw a fit about toenails that will be under socks and under shoes, or you can take a shower and get used to them. They really are quite pretty.” 
 
    I ended up taking a shower, and I felt weird the whole time. I kept looking down, and, wouldn’t you know it, my boner was at full strength.  
 
    When I stepped out of the shower Becky was waiting, and she grinned at the sight of my erect weenie. “More proof,” she said. “You are the girliest of men.” 
 
    “Not funny,” I snarled as I passed her. 
 
    “Not meant to be.” 
 
    I put on my nylons, pulled up my tummy shaper, and headed for the kitchen. When I got there the stove was cold and there was nothing cooking. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “What?” asked Becky innocently. 
 
    “Where’s breakfast?” 
 
    “You haven’t made it, yet.” 
 
    “But you always make it!” 
 
    “That was before I knew about you. Now that I know, cooking meals is your job.” 
 
    “But I work all day!” 
 
    “Then you better start cooking, unless you want to go to work hungry.” 
 
    There was nothing I could say. I had to eat, so I started breakfast. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get up early after this,” Becky observed, as she watched me beat some eggs. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I returned. 
 
    Becky just smiled. 
 
    I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her and snarled, “There!” 
 
    She looked up at me. She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.” 
 
    I wasn’t going to. I swear I wasn’t. 
 
    But she walked down the hallway and I was left alone. I could eat my eggs, but…but I knew she was waiting for me. 
 
    Slamming down my fork I muttered, “Dammit!” and followed her down the hall. 
 
    “Drop your pants, undo your shaper and lift it.” 
 
    “You’re not going to do this.” 
 
    She grabbed me by my tie and spoke calmly, but right into my face. “Honey, I took a picture of your pretty nails, it’s on the cloud now, but I’ll show it to you if you wish. It is easy to see your face, and your toenails are quite visible and very pretty. Now, if you don’t lay down in the position, and I mean right now, then I will post it on Facebutt.” 
 
    My face showed my shock. “You wouldn’t!” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yes I would. Sure, you’d be embarrassed, and everybody would laugh at you, but the storm would pass. But everybody, whenever they looked at you after that, would remember that you are the sissy who had his nails painted.” 
 
    I could breath. My mind was a mess. 
 
    She pulled on my tie and turned me towards the bed. She pushed me. 
 
    “Down with the pants and up with the tummy shaper. NOW!” 
 
    Once again tears began to form in my eyes. I unbuckled and my trousers dropped. I undid the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper and rolled it up so my ass was fully exposed. I laid down and clenched my fists. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    One. Tears ran. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Two. My body jerked. The pain was already building. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Three. I groaned and whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Four. It hurt worse than the last spanking. Of course, I hadn’t fully recovered from that first spanking. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Five. 
 
    I lay there, crying, and she said, “Wait.” 
 
    A moment later she was rubbing ointment onto my fanny. “Better take a pillow with you today,” she murmured. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And I don’t want you talking back to me or giving me an attitude ever again. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled the tummy shaper down and buttoned the bottom. “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    I did, and I turned around and faced her. 
 
    She put her arms around me and pulled my head down to her shoulder. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. You’ll figure it out. You’ll get through this difficult time.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    She moved me back with her hands and smiled and said, “Now, you don’t have time to finish your breakfast, so pick up a donut on the way. And make sure you take a pillow.” 
 
    I nodded, and she turned me and pushed me out of the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I was glad I took a pillow to work. Very glad. 
 
    I shuffled into the offices, a bag with a donut in one hand and the pillow in the other. A couple of the guys looked at the pillow, but didn’t seem to think anything of it. I was prepared with a hemorrhoid story if anybody asked. 
 
    Isn’t that funny? I didn’t mind somebody thinking I had hemorrhoids, but the idea of anybody knowing I wore nylons would have killed me. 
 
    I sat down on the pillow and sighed, and started to open my files. 
 
    Morgan strutted in. 
 
    I sat strutted because that’s how she walked. She walked like she had a pair of tits and liked to show them off. Which, let’s be honest, made me pretty happy. 
 
    “I hear you got a spanking this morning?” 
 
    Bright red. Instantly. This woman could mortify me with a glance, and my wife was giving her plenty of ammunition. 
 
    She looked at my swivel and smiled when she saw the pillow.  
 
    “Maybe we should include that as part of your super sales program. Stats down you get a spanking. Stats up you get…excitement.” She leered at me and hefted one large boob in my direction. 
 
    “What, uh…what did you want?” 
 
    She laughed at my tentative manner of speaking. She leaned on her hands on the desk, giving me a perfect view of her globes. God. So round and inviting. I couldn’t help myself. I licked my lips. Grinning, she said, “I just stopped by for your morning pep talk. What do you say, have I pepped you up?” 
 
    I gulped, loudly, and that was a good enough answer for her. 
 
    She saw my bag with the donut in it. 
 
    She picked up the bag and look into it. I had a vanilla old fashioned in it. 
 
    She reached in and pulled it out. “I should have known.” 
 
    “Known what?” 
 
    “Sissy boys like holes.” She stuck her finger through the center of the donut. I could see her manicured finger, redder than my toes, sticking out the other side. 
 
    I blushed, furiously. It seemed that all my time was being spent with my face flushed and my heart pounding. 
 
    “Maybe you dream of other holes?” 
 
    I was really flushed, and blinking. 
 
    A huge, lop-side grin on her face, she took her finger out of the hole. She held the donut to her mouth, and kissed it. 
 
    Kissed the damn donut! 
 
    She had crumbs on her lips, and she had left a red imprint of her lips on the thing. She licked crumbs off her lips and put the donut back in the bag. “Make sure you eat that donut slowly. Maybe some day you’ll get the real thing.” 
 
    I was frozen. I had no idea how to respond. 
 
    She leaned closer and said, “I really want to suck your cock.” 
 
    Then, chuckling, she stood up and left. 
 
    And, the odd thing…I was now motivated. 
 
    I was a bit put off by my spanking, but now I was raring to go. 
 
    I opened my files, I dug into them, I began making calls, I was working like a fiend. 
 
    It was the promise of a blow job! 
 
    Yet I know she was never going to suck my cock. 
 
    A promise that could never be fulfilled, and yet…I believed it. I wanted it. I was desperate for it. 
 
    And I ate my donut, savored my donut, and dreamed of it. 
 
      
 
    Becky greeted me at the door. She greeted me with a massive, soul sucking kiss, a glass of bourbon and Coke, and her hand inserted into my pant. She flipped the snap, pulled my cock out, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God, the heaven of it all! 
 
    In short order my knees were shaking. She kept telling me to keep drinking, and she bent to her knees and began licking and slurping. 
 
    I was about to shoot, I could feel the switch inside staring to flip. My cock started to surge, and she stood up and grinned. “How was work.” 
 
    “Gah!” I said, unable to say anything work. My heart was pounding a big drool of pre-cum hung from my cock. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s go eat and you can tell me.” 
 
    My legs shaking and shivering, I stumbled after her.  
 
    We ate, and she fixed a stew that was to die for. I told her about the donut and what Morgan has said. 
 
    “Huh,” remarked Becky. I guess if you don’t cum, it’s all right if she sucks your cock.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. I stared at her. 
 
    “Well, your statistics are up, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “People who are making it work should be rewarded. Of course, marriage and all, your sperm should be reserved for me. That’s my property.” 
 
    “Speaking of which…do you think maybe we could finish what you started when I came home.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! No!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you cum you lose all you motivation. No, if you want to cum you’re going to have to have your Best Ever month.” 
 
    “But…but the month is already half done.” 
 
    “That’s okay. There’s next month.” 
 
    “But…I don’t think that’s going to work!” 
 
    “It will have to. After all, you have nothing to say about it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that it’s my pussy and I’ll decide when to use it.” 
 
    “But we’re married!” 
 
    “Where does it say in the marriage vows that I have to have sex whenever you want?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    She grabbed her iPad, tapped the screen a few times, and read,  
 
    “I,” she said, and whispered, “which is me,” then continued, “take you to be my wife or husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Nothing in there about fucking. Just about staying true to each other. Which means not depositing your sperm in Morgan.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and thought about it, gazed into the far and away and said, “I wonder if I gave you to permission to fuck her…” she grinned at me. “But that’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “What happens if I have an accident?” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘an accident?’” 
 
    “What if she’s blowing me and I can’t help it and…have an accident.” 
 
    “Well, you would probably get the worst spanking in your life, but…I would probably forgive you. I mean, I know that men are weak willed creatures who can’t control themselves.” 
 
    I was silent after that. I had leaped onto that train of thought, but I forced myself back to the thing we had been talking about. 
 
    “So you’re saying you don’t have to fuck me anymore.” 
 
    “Well, I am, but…take heart.” 
 
    I shook my head, not understanding what she meant. 
 
    “That whole love and cherish, sickness and health bit…I think that means I’m supposed to be at your side, helping you. By denying you, by making you dress a little kinky, that’s helping you. But, who knows, there may come a time when fucking you, and letting you cum, will be the help you need.” 
 
    “Oh, it is!” 
 
    She patted my cheek. 
 
    “Not yet, it isn’t.” 
 
    Then she stood up, “Come on. I want to try something.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, and once again I was following her, watching her tight ass and feeling my cock throb and drip. 
 
    She entered the bedroom and went to the bed. There were several shopping bags on the bed. 
 
    “Here you go,” she handed me a bag. Inside it were a dozen pairs of hose, a couple of pantyhose, and several pairs of panties.” 
 
    I looked at them, and, of course, I started turning super red. “I’m not wearing panties. Or, are you letting me out of the tummy shapers?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading some more, and they say the best way to control a man, to teach him a little discipline, especially if he’s a soft man like you, is to get him a chastity belt. 
 
    “A…who?” 
 
    “A belt, a device. So I ordered you a chastity tube. Should be here within a day or two.” 
 
    “I can’t wear one of those!” 
 
    “Why not? We need to keep your cock under control, and aren’t you tired of wearing tummy shapers?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…locking my cock up?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s just for a while. I might let you out every once in a while, as long as you promise not to masturbate.” 
 
    I frowned. I had a weakness for masturbation and she knew it. We had talked about my predilection for jacking off many times, but she had never been able to stop me. Now it looked like she would be able to.  
 
    “Now then,” she continued, opening up another bag. “I got you a few other things.” She handed me a negligee.  
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Hey, we’ve got to keep you in the mood all the time. “Take your clothes off and put this on.” 
 
    Well, we had an argument, and she won. But she won the sneaky way. 
 
    No sex, and…get this…no spankings. 
 
    That’s right! She said if I didn’t put it on I wouldn’t receive any more spankings! 
 
    Now, I will always be asking myself why that made me agree. 
 
    I didn’t like spankings! They hurt! But she didn’t threaten to spank me, she threatened not to spank me, and I gave in. 
 
    I tell ya, I used to think I would never understand women. Now I don’t think I’ll ever understand me. 
 
    So I wound up wearing a negligee. It was soft, and clung to my body a bit, and I was once again flaming red, and so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. My cock, of course, loved it. Then she opened the last bag. 
 
    “Here.” She handed me a bra. 
 
    I took it, realized what it was, then simply turned and walked out of the room. I mean…a bra? I’m a man! How could she even think…how…so I walked out. 
 
    Becky seemed to realize that she had gone too far. She followed me out, without the bra, and hugged me.  
 
    I felt lost. I felt like my world was coming undone, and I held on to her and tried to control my tears. 
 
    But I couldn’t. They just started leaking out, and then I was sniffling and holding on and pressing my face into her neck. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’ll do this another time.” 
 
    I nodded. She patted my back, like she was burping a baby. 
 
    “I know, it’s rough. But we’ll get through it.” 
 
    I had no idea what she was trying to get me through, but I tried to control my tears, and slowly I reduced myself to mere sniffs. 
 
    She reached down and started playing with me. Soft and gentle she stroked me. “It’s okay, honey. I love you, and I’ll help you get through this.” 
 
    Then she took me into the kitchen and mixed me another drink. 
 
      
 
    I got up early and made breakfast. I was wearing my negligee and my cock was turgid because of the slither of the fine material over it. 
 
    Becky came in, smiled, gave my cock a few tugs, then sat down. 
 
    I served, and we ate, and she said, “I’ve put your bra out, but you don’t have to wear it. Not yet. I just want you to think about it.” 
 
    I was about to say something, and I felt my heart thudding dangerously, but she just moved on to another subject. “You’re at three sales for the last two days, what are your chances of having your best month ever.” 
 
    “Not good,” I admitted. 
 
    “Well, it will give you more incentive to work harder next month.” 
 
    I saw what she meant. I wasn’t going to get to fuck her unless I had a Best Ever. 
 
    That was a dismal thought. I liked sex. I was used to getting it once a day. 
 
    Now I was starving, and I hadn’t had it for days, and it looked like I was going to be going a full six weeks without. And that was only if I made Best Ever next month. Not likely. 
 
    And if I didn’t make Best Ever next month, it wold go to ten weeks, and then fourteen. It might be months, maybe even years, before I got to cum again! 
 
    And, if Becky really put me in chastity, I wouldn’t even be able to jack off! 
 
    I was a pretty glum dog when I headed off for work. 
 
    I sat in my office and pondered my fate. No sex. Maybe ever. Yet I was being teased and tantalized like a mofo. 
 
    Morgan entered my office. 
 
    “Are your stats rising faster than a cock in a whorehouse?” She had a lopsided grin. 
 
    “I need to get to work,” I answered, quite spiritless. 
 
    She frowned. Said, “Follow me.” 
 
    I followed her round buns up the stairs and down the corridor to her office. 
 
    Once in the office she locked the door, told her secretary to hold all calls, and told me, “Drop the drawers.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “Or panties, or whatever. You need a reminder.” 
 
    “You’re not going to spank me.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Double blink. 
 
    “Take ‘em off. And stand in front of my desk.” 
 
    For a moment I almost didn’t. Then I remembered she was in cahoots with Becky. She had said she wasn’t going to spank me, bit if I didn’t follow her instructions, Becky might spank me. 
 
    Oh, the mess I was caught in! 
 
    I unbuckled and dropped my trousers. 
 
    “Pull your panty hose down. Not all the way.” Just enough so I can see your cock.” 
 
    I did, and stood there, my penis fully erect and pointing at her.  
 
    She started working. Reading reports and signing her signature. At one point she picked up the phone and had a brief conversation. 
 
    My cock started throbbing harder. I was near naked. She was ignoring me. 
 
    I was staring at a beautiful woman. I was on display, and it was working on me. 
 
    I started breathing harder. I felt excitement rising. 
 
    Fifteen minutes passed, and I was breathing hard. 
 
    Suddenly she leaned back, she undid her blouse and I could see her tremendous cleavage. 
 
    She watched me, and suddenly put one hand to her breast and squeezed her own boob. She put the other hand between her legs and moaned. 
 
    Oh, man. I was so excited I thought my cock was going to pop. 
 
    “Okay, you can go back to work.” 
 
    “Uh, but…” 
 
    “You were down. I just brought you back up. Now go make me some money.” 
 
    “But, I need…I…” 
 
    She smiled. “Listen, Sam. You’re my meat. You’ll spend your years here. You might make it to management, there’s a good chance, because you’re smart. I would like to see that. But you’re not going to make it if you wallow in self pity and feel sorry for yourself. You want to make the big bucks? You want to get into your wife’s tight, little snatch? Heck, you want me playing with your balls and cheering you up…you’re going to have to make it happen. Now, you’re not an alpha. No way. But with an alpha wife and an alpha boss…you can do it. So get back to your office and play with yourself or do whatever it is while you’re being all kinky, and make me some money. Go.” 
 
    I went. I went and my legs were weak, and my breathing was labored. I was red, and not just in the face. It felt like my whole body was flushed. 
 
    I entered my office and started working. 
 
    I made two more sales. Five sales in three days. nobody ever did that. 
 
    But I knew that I wasn’t doing it on my own. Becky and Morgan were behind me, pushing me, making me horny enough to succeed. I realized that if I didn’t make Best Ever in sales this month it wouldn’t be their fault. 
 
    It would only be my fault. 
 
    And, having that realization, I finally tumbled to what I needed to do: I needed to follow the advice of the most powerful, successful people in my life. 
 
      
 
    I came home and Becky was waiting for me. I think she and Morgan must have had quite a talk, because she had a firm look in her eye. 
 
    “How was work?” 
 
    No blow job. No bourbon and Coke. No sweet smell of cooked food. 
 
    “We need to talk,” I said, and her eyes opened. 
 
    I didn’t know what she expected, but later she would tell me that she  thought I might be in full revolt. No more girl things. No chastity tube. No nothing but me laying down the law. 
 
    But she should have known better. For I was, as she had so astutely judged, a soft man. 
 
    I wasn’t the high school football captain. I wasn’t the leader of the basketball team. I wasn’t the guy everybody looked up to and said I would be most likely to succeed in the real world. 
 
    What I was was a soft man, a fellow who could produce like a mofo…but I needed help. 
 
    I needed strong hands to guide me, to lift me, to shape me. 
 
    I needed a team. 
 
    And I needed to give in to the softness inside.  
 
    I needed to be a little pinker. 
 
    We went into the kitchen and I poured her a drink.  
 
    Her, not me. 
 
    She was obviously surprised, even a bit confused, but she took the drink and sipped it. 
 
    I sat down opposite her and waited a moment. Then I unloaded what was on my mind. 
 
    “I need your help.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “You’ve been right, Morgan’s been right, and I need somebody to push me, to motivate me, to kick my ass into gear. And, yes. Wearing girly things does it to me.” 
 
    She stared at me, and it felt like something was breaking apart inside her. Her eyes grew softer, love, I could swear it was love, filled her eyes. 
 
    “I’ll wear your bra. My bra. I’ll wear the chastity tube, and I’ll do whatever else you need me to do. 
 
    “I need you to spank me when I let you down. I need to be well and truly deserving before you open your legs for me again. I need this, and if you give it to me, then maybe I can fulfill my vows to you. Maybe I can be deserving of you.” 
 
    She was silent, and I was silent. I was done. 
 
    A glimmer appeared in her eye. 
 
    “Please don’t cry,” I whispered. “I’m not worth your tears.” 
 
    “I can’t help it,” she whispered back. 
 
    She put her hand on mine, I put my hand on top of hers, and tears started streaming from her eyes as we stood up and hugged. 
 
      
 
    I wore the bra to work the next day. It was flat, a training bra, actually. But Becky promised to get me breast forms, and to look into implants. 
 
    She didn’t want to give me hormones, at least not yet. Maybe later, but not yet. 
 
    A couple of months later my fellow workers noticed that my chest was suddenly bigger. I had something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They were temporaries to help me figure out whether I wanted to make it more permanent. 
 
    Of course, none of the other workers said anything to me. I was out producing them, and I was also Morgan’s pet. 
 
    But, back to the first few days after my submission: I began to wear a chastity tube. 
 
    Oh, it was infernal. If I thought I was horny before, I knew nothing! The more I wore it the hornier I got. It was a vicious circle, and my poor penis raged and struggled, and failed. 
 
    Becky, of course, thought it was hilarious. And Morgan couldn’t look at me without laughing. 
 
    So, getting hornier and hornier, getting more and more desperate, suffering harder and more frequent spankings, I worked harder and harder. 
 
    Seven months later I made best sales ever. Seven months, which translated down to 28 weeks of not being allowed to cum, and being teased mercilessly. 
 
    Oh, I was ready for my reward. My reward, however, was not as I imagined it would be. 
 
      
 
    We attended a party in my honor. 
 
    Everybody was there, including a couple of upper management people flown in especially for the affair. 
 
    I wore my best dress, and the hormones were starting to take effect. Of course, I still had the implants in, so my boobs were bigger than ever. 
 
     I stood in front of everybody and received a big, gold trophy, and a $1,000 bonus. 
 
    Not bad. 
 
    And I made everybody laugh when I insisted on passing the money directly to my wife. 
 
    Becky, with good grace, accepted my ‘donation.’ 
 
    Midway through the party Morgan took me up to her office. She locked the door, swept everything off her desk, and spread her legs. 
 
    Being in chastity I couldn’t fuck her, but I could eat her, and I did. And I finally got to kiss those incredible, world class tits. 
 
    When we came downstairs and rejoined the party Becky smiled and took over. 
 
    My cock, of course, was fit to bust, but it couldn't because it was firmly in the grip of my new chastity belt. A more secure one, heavier, and the only key was on a chain around Becky’s neck. 
 
    And, after a wild party, much congratulations, and a bit of bubbly—well, more than a bit—we headed home. 
 
    As we drove into the driveway Becky said, “I guess you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    I checked my lipstick in the mirror and said, “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “Does your dick still work?” 
 
    My dick. that had been the subject of much discussion. We had decided on a brave course of hormones, one that would eventually leave me with a barely shrunken boner, but at least it wouldn’t lose full function. Too often. But it would go through soft periods on the way. 
 
    I was very still, and I whispered. “I don’t think it’s working too well right now.” 
 
    Becky turned to me and patted my cheek. “Not to worry, honey, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    We got out of the car and headed into the house. 
 
    In the house Becky took a moment to kiss me. She bent me over, twisted me around, like the sailor that kisses the girl in the old world war 2 picture. Our lipsticks mingled, and though my dick wasn’t feeling too hard, my horniness yet increased. 
 
    She straightened me up and I said, “Woo!” 
 
    She took my hand and led me down the hallway to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she told me, “Off with the clothes, honey.” 
 
    I took off my dress, my underthings. 
 
    She took off the key to my chastity tube. “We just bought the new and improved model, and now you don’t really need it.” 
 
    I stared at the infernal device. “Don’t lose it,” I said. “When my boner comes back…” 
 
    She smiled. “You can bet I won’t lose it.” 
 
    Naked, I stood before me. I had a women’s body. Thin waist and big boobs. I had a woman’s face, soft curves, and make up. My plumped lips were especially sexy. At least I thought so. 
 
    Of course the amount of time Becky, and Morgan, spent nibbling on them, they thought so, too. 
 
    She went to the dresser drawer and took out a tangle of straps. She straightened out the mess and stepped into it. She screw a cock onto the front plate. 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I think so.” Yet I was scared. Fascinated, but scared. 
 
    She arranged me on the bed the way she wanted, which was crossways, face up, legs spread. 
 
    She took my limp cock and lifted, and my rear end rose and was exposed. 
 
    She spread lube on my rectum and placed the top of her cock to my hole. 
 
    I was breathing lightly. We had discussed this, and I knew it might hurt a bit, but…I was ready. 
 
    She began to push into me, and my mouth opened in delighted surprise. I felt the shaft slide through my anal ring. It was excruciatingly…pleasurable. 
 
    That’s the thing about anal sex. Do it wrong and it hurts. Take your time, proper preparation, and it is a dream. 
 
    This was a dream, a huge dream. 
 
    I sucked in air as she bottomed out, then I began to breath in harmony with her thrusts. 
 
    In and out she went, and I breathed in and out. 
 
    Back and forth, and I gripped the bed and forced myself to breath. 
 
    I quickly lost control. 
 
    Heck, we knew who was in control. We knew who was calling this dance. 
 
    I became limp, and just felt her cock changing my mind, scouring me of the last dregs of masculinity. 
 
    It had been a rough journey, even after I had realized what I truly needed. But Becky, and Morgan, had helped me through it. 
 
    Joyfully, I gave in to the sawing of her fake penis. I submitted, and never was a joy so great. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A MONTH LATER 
 
    I was in the den, painting my fingernails a beautiful scarlet color, very shiny, when Becky entered the room. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend,” I asked, “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Well, I have some news for you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I looked up at her. The smell of nail polish was rich and thick. 
 
    “Morgan says you’re on track for another Best Ever.”               
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “But you sound like that’s bad news.” 
 
    “Well, there is a hitch.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    She sat down opposite me, stared into my eyes. Then she stared at my lips, big and red, then her gaze shifted down to my burgeoning chest. I really was going to have to have the implants taken out. My own naturals were really coming alone. 
 
    Of course, I did like having monster boobs, so… 
 
    “Morgan says she has been giving you a lot of attention, working hard to help you make your next Best Ever, and she wants something for her help.” 
 
    I tilted my head and listened. My fingers were shiny and sexy and I held up one hand to dry. 
 
    “What does she want?” 
 
    Becky sighed. “She wants to have a turn at fucking you.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was serious, and she looked like she didn’t like it. 
 
    I smiled. “Well, you could let her, and you could go without.” 
 
    “That would deprive me.” 
 
    “True,” I agreed. “Or, you could tell her no.” 
 
    “But she has worked hard, and she does deserve.” 
 
    “Yes, she does. She has worked just as hard as you, in her own way.” 
 
    Her own way. Blow jobs without me cumming, hand jobs, me kissing her nipples and even getting her off. All of which excited me even as they gave me no relief, and only made me more excited, and harder working, and harder. Harder considering that I couldn’t become erect in the chastity tube. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing. She got me to agree to leave it up to you.” 
 
    Now I blinked hard. I hadn’t made a real decision, outside of work, in months. Certainly not where sex was concerned. 
 
    “So the question now is…what are you going to do?” 
 
    Wow. Talk about your dilemmas. Becky and Morgan were friends. And they were complicit in my make over, my transition. To be faced with a decision like this I risked losing one or the other. 
 
    I thought, my red lips pursed, my delicately shadowed eyes revealing deep thought. 
 
    “So what are you going to do? Who are you going to choose?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to choose Morgan, and lose you…but I don’t want to choose you and lose Morgan.” 
 
    Becky raised her eyebrows and stared hard. 
 
    “So, if…’when’…I get my next Best Ever, there’s only one solution.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’ll both have to fuck me.” 
 
    For a moment Becky said nothing, then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Now I don’t want you playing with yourself.” 
 
    “Oh, come on!” I acted disgusted.  
 
    “No porn, no play with yourself, save yourself for me.” 
 
    “Honey, I always save myself for you.” 
 
    Amy looked at me suspiciously. “Then why are you always less than interested when I come home from one of these conventions?” 
 
    “Because I focus on things like work, and I just get out of the mood. But, hey, when you’re around it’s easy to stay in the mood.” 
 
    I grabbed her and smooched her and she giggled and pushed me off. 
 
    “Don’t mess me,” she said. “I’ve got a 10 hour bus ride and I don’t want to be messy. And I especially don’t want to be dripping with your cum.” 
 
    “You push me away and then wonder why I’m not interested!” I played the wounded husband wonderfully. It as one of my favorite roles. 
 
    “Oh, honey. When I get home, if you’ve been a good boy then I will let you do anything you want.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Even, you know…the anal thing?” 
 
    “Of course. Right after you let me do you. I’ve got the most wonderful dildo picked out.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Tit for tat, baby. I’ll do anything, as long as you do it first.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Come on, cheer up.” She patted my cheek. “It’s only ten days.” 
 
    I sighed. “I won’t survive.” 
 
    “You will. Now take my bags out, the pick up van will be here any moment.” 
 
    I took her bags out to the curb and turned and watched Amy stride down the walk. Oh, lordie. That lady is built! Just watching her jiggle along on her high heels is enough to bonerize me. 
 
    Not that it takes much to bonerize me, heh heh. But, you know what I mean. 
 
    She arrived at my side and held my hand and said, “Remember. I want you rock hard and ready to go. I don’t want you wasting it on some internet slut. 
 
    “Not to worry, baby.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something more but Amy’s eyes focused behind me and I turned. 
 
    Honk! Honk! A van swerved to the curb and the door open. 
 
    The windows were filled with young ladies, boobs, pulchritude, hair, and cheerful smiles. 
 
    The sign on the side of the van proclaimed: 
 
      
 
    Women’s rights 
 
    because women are right! 
 
      
 
    I held back a groan. It used to be that Amy would go to sewing circles, and volunteer her time to give turkeys to the homeless, and that sort of thing. Lately, however, she was going to these feminist meetings. And, man, were they giving me a headache. 
 
    That’s where she got the idea that I shouldn’t waste my sperm, that no man should ever look at another woman, and all that sort of garbage. 
 
    Heck, if these feminists had their way men would wear the aprons and women would dig the ditches! 
 
    She kissed my cheek, smiled, and got on the bus. I could hear the women raising a ruckus and shouting quips at each other. 
 
    Feminism, huh! They’re probably just going to go off and diddle each other. And she wanted me to remain ‘pure.’ I repeat, huh! 
 
    The van pulled away from the curb, and I was left to my own devices. Ten days, well, with travel time it might be more. This was Monday, and she was coming back a week from Friday, so that was, count the fingers and toes…12 days! Twelve days to have fun! 
 
    And I needed it. Since this stupid feminism stuff started I was getting less sex and more nag. 
 
    I turned and entered the house, and headed for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Bourbon was invented by Bacchus, a studly fellow, in my opinion, who knew how to have a good time. Leastwise the old paintings always depict him as surrounded by big breasted women and sucking down the booze. 
 
    My particular favorite, of Bacchus’s inventions, was Four Roses Small Batch Select Bourbon. Mixed, of course, with a good vintage of Coke. 
 
    So I prepared a libation, toasted my freedom and good sense, and took my first guzzle. 
 
    Mmm. That took about ten seconds. 
 
    I made another drink and, properly prepared, I sauntered back to the computer room. 
 
    I prefer the Samsung - G97T Series 49" Class 1000R. Forty-nine inches, downright panoramic, and I powered up the computer and started watching acres of pulchritude. Flesh. Boob. Snatch being wonderfully penetrated, licked, squeezed, bounced and jiggled. Oh, sweet heaven! 
 
    I dialed up a search for large and sexy and was shortly perusing Ava and Casca and Lisa and…and all the others. 
 
    And, an our later hour later, three drinks to the wind, I was in the mood. 
 
    Tell the truth, I’m always in the mood. But…I need a little liquid courage for what I was about to do.  
 
    You see, I’m one of those guys. I get off on women’s clothes. 
 
    Sober, I don’t. I’m sort of afraid of wearing bras and tummy shapers and things. 
 
    But a few drinks and the urges sort of pops through, and the next thing you know…I’m out to the garage and looking for my special box. 
 
    I often wonder, when I’m done sating myself, why I don’t throw the box away, remove it from temptation. But I don’t, and that just goes to show how little self control I have. 
 
    In the back of the garage, on a high loft, behind some heavy objects, my box sat, and I pulled it out and ran gleefully to the bedroom with it. 
 
    First, I Naired myself, waited until the burn started, and hopped into the shower. I exited the shower without a hair on my body. 
 
    Then, over the next hour, with two more drinks fortifying me, I went through my box. 
 
    I put on my chastity tube. Rather quickly because my cock was starting to get hard. 
 
    Then, properly confined, I slipped on some panties and a bra. I used condoms filled with water, and it was cool, but I really wanted a pair of good breast forms. 
 
    My body more shapely, I pulled on some nylons and fastened them to a garter. 
 
    Oh, lord did it feel good. My legs were sleek and felt downright electric. 
 
    Then I picked out a dress. I have a metallic blue, skin tight number, and, ooh la la, I was not. big titted slut. From the neck down. 
 
    I got out my make up. It took me a long time to figure out make up. I didn’t have a mother or older sister to teach me, so I went to the classroom most terrible, the internet. And Iw as now pretty good at it! 
 
    I cleansed and primed, laid the foundation, blush and…and all the other things to look beautiful. I did the eyes, which is always a lot of fun, then the lipstick. 
 
    I love lipstick. I love the bright red with a slight gloss to it. I love the way it sticks, but still leaves a trace on the lip of a glass. 
 
    Speaking of which, I went and poured some more bourbon. 
 
    And, tell the truth, I was now a little drunk. Not so drunk as to get messy with the make up, but drunk enough that when I stepped into my high heels I was quite wobbly. 
 
    But, wobbly or not, I pulled on a wig, put on some trash jewelry, and, voila! I was me. Big-titted, rounded-butted, red-lipped and ready for a night on the town. 
 
    As long as that night took place in my own home. 
 
    I poured another drink, and I knew that I was getting a little too drunk, so I decided this would be the last one. 
 
    Unfortunately, it wasn’t. 
 
    Sitting in front of a computer, watching grannies and shemales and BDSM and all the other fun stuff you can find on the internet is thirsty work. 
 
    So, after a light foray through fisting and an intense journey through bondage, I made myself another drink. 
 
    Hey! I was alone, being myself, and I could have a little fun, right? I mean, the worst thing that could happen to me would be waking up in the morning. 
 
    So I watched women peeing and Lady Sonia and Fellucia and…and… 
 
      
 
    I groaned. I think it was me that groaned. It sounded like me that groaned. Leastwise it was my throat croaking and it was me trying to roll over. 
 
    But I couldn’t. Something was keeping me from turning over. Something was holding my wrists. Two somethings. Felt like ropes.  
 
    And my legs. I couldn’t move…I couldn’t… 
 
      
 
    I woke up again, and knew instinctively that a couple of hours passed. My head hurt, but not too badly. My wig was crooked on my head, my dress was all shifted around, I must have fallen asleep on my bed. 
 
    My bed. That was a good sign. 
 
    I opened my eyes, and the room started to focus. And I realized I wasnt’ in my own bed, and the face of my mother-in-law came out of the fuzzy world and looked down on me. I smiled and… 
 
    “Aieee!” I jerked, but my limbs were secured. 
 
    “What!?” My voice was dry and sounded like a Frog had taken a dump in my throat. 
 
    “Good morning, Roger.” 
 
    I jerked my head upright and looked to the side. My head hurt,  but that was a small price compared to the agony of seeing my mother-in-law, Patty, standing over me, looking down, a very amused expression on her face. 
 
    “What is…why are you…who is…” 
 
    “Roger, you’ve been a bad boy. Dressing up like a little girl. I never knew you wanted breasts and to wear make up. Would you like some breakfast?” 
 
    “I…I…” I pulled with my limbs, tested the bonds that held me. They were solid, made out of chains and leather. They were tight. There was no wiggle room here, not for my wrists or ankles, or for my whole body. 
 
    She sat on the bed next to me. She was holding a bowl and stirring the contents with a spoon. 
 
    “Open up now.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to complain and she shoved a spoonful of oatmeal between my lips. 
 
    My red-painted lips. I could still feel the lipstick. Having slept in it, it was probably fairly well dried on. 
 
    I tried to push the oatmeal out of my mouth with my tongue, but Patty placed a hand over my mouth and brought her face close to mine. She spoke very nicely and said, “Now, honey, I’ll be letting you up in a while, but we need to get the ground rules down before I do.” 
 
    “Mphjjj!” I tried to speak through the glob of oatmeal and her hand.  
 
    “Shush, now. The first rule is you can take all you want, but you have to eat all you take.” She giggled. “I used to hate it when my own mother told me that, but now…now I see the delight in saying such a thing.” 
 
    I swallowed, I had to, and she moved her hand away, back to grip the spoon and scoop up another glob of the stuff, and I blurted, “What are you doing? Untie me!” 
 
    She pushed more mush into me. 
 
    I was gaining more control, and I spit it out. 
 
    “Now, honey, if you don’t be a good girl you’re going to be eating this oatmeal through your ass.” 
 
    I blinked. Patty was always so refined, I didn’t even know she knew the word ‘ass.’ 
 
    “If you don’t want that, then I suggest you mind your manners, cultivate a proper female attitude, and eat what’s put before you.” She smiled, and scooped up some more oatmeal. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    But she didn’t. 
 
    And I spit it out. 
 
    Patty stood up, she didn’t even frown, and she reached down and grabbed my package and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She flipped me over on my belly, then she climbed onto the bed and sat between my legs. 
 
    “Hey!” I was half screaming now, but she didn’t seem to notice, and she really didn’t seem to care. She scooped out a big spoonful, held the spoon ready, and pushed my ass cheeks apart. 
 
    I tried to resist, and maybe I could have, but she had very sharp fingernails and she dug them in. I pushed my own cheeks apart from the sudden pain. 
 
    And she pushed that spoon up my ass. 
 
    I’ve played with my asshole. Any porn aficionado has. No matter what they say, anybody who has spent any time perusing the flesh and sex of the internet has had his fingers, or other objects, up his heinie. 
 
    So I knew that it was a curious mix of cool and weird. 
 
    Yes, it made me horny, but I had never been so in love with it that I was willing to put a dildo up my ass. Not even in the hopes of being able to put my own dick up my wife’s anal passage.  
 
    But a spoon is different than a dildo. 
 
    It went in, and I felt the edges. I felt the slope of the spoon, the bulbous bottom of it, sliding through my rim. 
 
    There was a sudden and sharp pain, and then it was in, and she was moving it around and humming, trying to get the sticky substance of oatmeal off the metallic surface of the spoon. 
 
    “Stop it!” And tears came to my eyes. Oh, it didn’t hurt, not much, but it was the idea of being forcibly ‘injected’ with…with mush! 
 
    She pulled the spoon out, and I could feel the oatmeal sitting in my rectum, all glob-y, starting to come apart and float around and…and get absorbed. 
 
    I knew about the rectum and liquor. You give yourself a beer enema and the body absorbs it directly and you get drunker than if you swilled the same amount of hard liquor. 
 
    I guess she was going off the same theory, but for food. And then I had a thought: did she know about drinking your alcohol through the rectum? 
 
    She pushed another spoonful of mush up my butt and I groaned and tried to wiggle, but…I was caught. 
 
    “Wait, please?” 
 
    I begged. 
 
    “Now, Roger, you really must learn to mind your manners. When I speak you listen. When I tell you what to do, it is for your own good.” 
 
    “But, Patty, can’t you slow down and have a little conversation?” 
 
    “After you’ve eaten. Really, Roger, just behave yourself and we’ll have our little talk, and then I’ll let you go.” 
 
    She stirred the spoon in my ass for. moment, then pulled it out. I heard the clinking sound of her tapping the spoon on the edge of the bowl, then another spoonful was given me. 
 
    I gave up. Well, what else could I do? She had the leverage, I was tied up…so I just relaxed and let her feed me. 
 
    “There we go,” she whispered, and she continued feeding me until the bowl was empty. 
 
    Now, here’s the funny thing, I guess the feeding the ass thing does work as well as the alcohol in the ass thing. My headache slid away, I started to feel stronger, and I was definitely feeling full. 
 
    And I also had to pee. 
 
    “I’ve got to pee,” I said. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “But I’ll mess the bed.” 
 
    “I’m pressing your prostate with the spoon,” and she was, she had the curved side out and down and was making rhythmic motion into my asshole. “We’ll get rid of that nasty, old semen for you. Got to keep the body healthy, you know.” 
 
    And, I couldn’t help it, I started peeing. Except it didn’t feel like pee, exactly. It felt thick, and it had chunks, and it came in long drawn out spurts. 
 
    “Crap,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t make me wash your mouth out with soap.” 
 
    I made a resolve not to swear again. Patty would definitely  wash my mouth out. 
 
    Finally, she removed the spoon from my ass, got off and let me wiggle back over onto my back. 
 
    “There! Don’t you feel better?” 
 
    “Well, uh,” she beamed at me, and I had the feeling that I better go along with her. Besides, I was feeling a little better. And, double besides, my asshole felt sort of good. It felt…exercised, like it had been massaged. “Yeah, I guess I do.” 
 
    She put the bowl and the spoon aside and sat down next to me. I was suddenly very aware that I was wearing panties and bra, had tits, and…and a cage on my cock. 
 
    She lifted the dress and examined the cage. “Is this one of those chastity thingies?” She took it in her hand and twisted it , but fortunately only a little. 
 
    “Uh,” I groaned. “Yeah.” 
 
    “I thought so. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It’s very…exciting.” 
 
    “Exciting?” 
 
    “Well, my cock wants to get hard, but can’t, and that makes it want to get harder more, and it just sort of builds.” I shrugged, as best I could while tied down on a bed. 
 
    She pursed her lips and lifted the cage and looked at my balls. “My, these are quite swollen. How long has it been since you had a cum?” 
 
    I noticed she didn’t consider sex terms as dirty words. So I probably had to be careful saying shit, or fuck, but…but maybe not. This was going to be something I had to learn as I went along. 
 
    “A week.” 
 
    “A week?” she raised her eyebrows in surprise. “The way my daughter talks you do it three times a day, every day, and four times on Sunday.” 
 
    “Well, no.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed, “So how often do you have sex?” 
 
    I was a little weirded out, talking about sex with my mother-in-law, but bound on a bed, en femme, was weirder, so I answered, “Maybe once a week.” 
 
    “Really. That’s stupid.” 
 
    My eyes opened. 
 
    She sighed. “Roger, I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I think that’s just a miscommunication. I know my daughter sometimes disapproves of me, and she may even speak ill of me. But…” she paused. 
 
    Patty has the same killer body as her daughter. She’s a little thicker around the waist, just a little, but her boobs are proportionately…’thicker.’ 
 
    If Amy is a 36 by 24 by 36, Patty is a forty by 26 by 37. Close, but age has blessed Patty with bigger boobs. 
 
    And, her face is the same, be it with a couple, just a couple, of wrinkles around her eyes. 
 
    Her lips are just as full, and she keeps them red and plump. Her eyes are sharp, and her hair only has a smattering of grey in it. 
 
    She figured out what she wanted to say, “But I sometimes don’t agree with her lifestyle, and maybe a little of that has rubbed off on…maybe affected your attitude towards me.” 
 
    I turned my head slightly. This was curious. 
 
    “Of course now that I see you’ve been hiding a little kink—you are hiding it, aren’t you? Amy doesn’t really know about your, uh, crossdressing activities, does she?” 
 
    “I, uh…” my face turned red, “she doesn’t know.” 
 
    “I thought not,” Patty looked pleased. “I know that Amy enjoys sex, at least she certainly did in school, I thought I was going to have to tie her down to keep her away from the boys and all their cocks.” 
 
    Her words weren’t lost on me, me being currently tied down. 
 
    “But I know that since she became involved with those silly feminists her attitudes have changed.”
She patted my thigh, which made my cock throb inside the cage. Not that it wasn’t already throbbing. It just throbbed harder, and that was surprising, because, according to her I had lost my semen. So why was I. getting hard? Later she would tell me that it was my body that lost the semen, my mind still thought I had it, or at least was desperate for an orgasm to go along with the ‘draining.’ 
 
    She picked up my cock cage and started hefting it in her hand. I stifled a groan, and she went on. 
 
    “Tell me, do you want to be a girl?” 
 
    “No,” I muttered, ashamed. 
 
    “So why dress up?” 
 
    “Because it…it makes me horny.” 
 
    She nodded as if that explained it all. And, maybe it did. 
 
    And when did you first notice this compulsion to play dress up? 
 
    Compulsion? Huh. But, maybe it was. I did seem a bit out of control. 
 
    So I told her. I told her of playing in my grandmother’s closet and seeing her corset, of trying it on. 
 
    I told her of being obsessed with my mother’s underwear, of stealing bras and wearing them. 
 
    I even told her about trying to put a tampon in. 
 
    “Aha,” she blurted. “A transvestite with an anal fixation.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You like to pretend you’re a girl, and you want to get…have…sexual intercourse.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “Do you pretend to be a girl?” 
 
    “Well, I do wear some clothes every once in a while, but I certainly don’t want anything up my butt.” 
 
    “You certainly seemed to enjoy eating your oatmeal.”               
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    She smiled and patted my cock. “It’s okay, dear. I saw how your buns wiggled and gobbled that mush up.” 
 
    “I…” and I gave up. It was stupid to argue about something like this. Patty was going to believe what she wanted, and that’s the way it goes. 
 
    “So how about letting me loose?” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” and it was as simple as that. Apparently she just wanted to keep me immobile long enough that I didn’t run out screaming. 
 
    She unbuckled the leather straps and I sat up and rubbed my wrists. 
 
    “I think you will agree,” she said as she worked on my ankles, “that our relationship has changed.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She stepped back and held out her hand and helped me off the bed. I was still in high heels, and I was still feeling a bit of the alcohol. 
 
    “Now then,” she placed an arm around my waist and started walking me down the hall like we were old pals. I realized that we were in her house. 
 
    “How did you get me here? What happened last night?” 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, you were quite out of it. You were drunk and prancing around and singing, making like you were doing karaoke to Whitney Houston.” 
 
    “Whitney Houston?” 
 
    Patty opened her mouth and sang, 
 
      
 
    And I will always love you 
 
    I will always love you 
 
      
 
    She had a surprisingly good voice. 
 
    “I was singing that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And you were moving around like a diva, thrusting out your chest and your butt and…everything.” 
 
    She took me into the kitchen and sat me down at the big table. She went to the cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “I think I may have had enough to drink.” 
 
    “Just the hair of the dog.” 
 
    She poured a finger into a glass, added some ginger ale, and said, “It won’t taste as sweet, but I don’t have any Coke.” 
 
    “You know I like my bourbon with Coke?” 
 
    “I know quite a bit about you,” she admitted, handing me the drink. 
 
    I sipped, and studied her. She was older than me, but not old. She had had Amy young, and she still had a bit of youth in her. And, she exuded a certain sex appeal. 
 
    Of course, I was immune to her sex appeal. She was my mother -in-law, darn it. 
 
    “So, I should be getting home,” I finally said.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because…it’s my home, and I should be there.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I blinked. “What are you getting at?” I asked. 
 
    “Why go home and prance around like a woman, when you could prance around right here.” 
 
    My breath caught. And, I hate to admit it, my cock, which was acting up, really pressed against the cage. 
 
    “I don’t think I understand.” 
 
    “I think you do.” She leaned forward, placed a hand on my forearm. “My husband, Charles, died years ago. In that time I have lived a lonely life. I haven’t any boyfriends, and all I do is stay home and watch TV and masturbate.” 
 
    I almost spit my bourbon and coke out. “What?” 
 
    “Yes. And I have a complete collection of sex toys, bless those late night ads, and I even have a lot furniture.” 
 
    “You…you do.” 
 
    “I do. And here’s what I am offering you. Spend the next ten days with me. Let Amy play with her dried up, old feminists. And while they are fantasizing about a world with men under their thumb, we will be acting like men and women should.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to be untrue to Amy. I mean, sure, she’s a little wacky, but I made my vows.” 
 
    “I have no intention of fucking you. I do expect you to please me, and in lots of fun ways. But, I don’t want to compromise my daughter’s marriage.” 
 
    “So I would just…stay here.” 
 
    “Yep. And you can dress as a woman all you want. I even have old clothes, and lingerie, that you can avail yourself of. You did a fine job with your make up, but I can give you tips and help you along. I’ve even got a pair of breast forms that are much better than what you’ve got. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Would you like to see my,” she giggled, “Dungeon?” 
 
    “Your…dungeon.” 
 
    “Downstairs. That’s where I keep my toys. I built it myself, I’m pretty handy with a saw and hammer, and…come on!” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled. I quaffed my drink quickly and let myself be pulled along. 
 
    She led me to the kitchen, then out to the garage. At the side of the garage, behind a stand of boxes, was another door. 
 
    “I put the door here and don’t let anybody down there. You’re the first person who will ever see my pleasure palace.” 
 
    We descended steps, and at the bottom she hit a light switch. The lights went on, and my jaw dropped. 
 
      
 
    Patty had a large house. Two story, five rooms, four bathrooms, a big front room that led out to a patio lush with plants and a swimming pool. But her ‘dungeon’ was on an entirely different level. 
 
    Furniture was lined up against the walls. There was a Sybian, a St. Andrew’s cross. There was a spanking machine and a horse. There were small toys, a dildo on a stake where the impalee was forced to stand and couldn’t move because the dildo stake held him, or her, up too high. There were torture triangles and pears of anguish. There were chains on the walls, and a pegboard from which hung whips and dildos and strap ons and butt plugs and all manner of toys. 
 
    I walked down the center of the room.I ran my hands over padded tables and tugged on straps for confining people. Patty came along behind me. She was smiling fondly as she gazed over her collection. 
 
    “This could be a museum,” I said. 
 
    “Or a health club.” 
 
    I laughed. “A Kum Klub.” 
 
    “For those who are allowed to cum,” she agreed. 
 
    We reached the end of the room. To one side was a complete wet bar. Next to it was an armoire. Through one open door I could see what looked like costumes. 
 
    She flicked one switch on a row of switches and the lighting dimmed. Another switch and soft music drifted through the dungeon. She smiled. “I have ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene,’ by Pink Floyd, if that’s your style. 
 
    I turned to her. “And you built this whole thing.” 
 
    “Since Charles died,” she nodded. 
 
    “And you haven’t ever…done anything down here.” 
 
    “I didn’t have anybody to play with.” 
 
    “But then…why? 
 
    “I don’t know. I just started thinking about it, then I got involved, planned and fantasized, and…here it is.” 
 
    I gazed around the room in wonder. I could easily see spending a few days, or years, down in this place. But… 
 
    “Patty. I am so totally awestruck by this. And I am so honored that you would even consider sharing it with me. But…I am married. And I just can’t bring myself to be untrue to my wife. Sure, I’m a pervert, but prancing around and singing Whitney Houston is about as far as it goes. I’m going to have to say no, and hope that you won’t be offended.” 
 
    She nodded, and, surprisingly, she wasn’t offended. 
 
    “That’s okay. I sort of expected you to refuse. And I respect you for that.” 
 
    We walked back through the dungeon and again my eyes roved over the incredible collection of pleasure giving devices. And I wished I could have said yes. But I was married. And I would have to settle for a little crossdressing. 
 
    We ascended the stairs and she said, “Well, I suppose I should take you home.” 
 
    We got in her car, a big old BMW, and she drove. I was thankful, because I didn’t think I could drive with my heels on, and the windows were tinted so nobody could see me. 
 
    We arrived at my comparatively small house and she let me out. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    I leaned back in. 
 
    “I did drain you, and you will probably be a little extra horny. So you might want to let your poor penis out for a breath of fresh air.” 
 
    Huh. That was sort of an odd thing for her to say. Just out of the blue like that. But I nodded and said, “I will.” 
 
    Then she drove away, and I click, clicked into the house. 
 
    First, I had to clean myself up. It’s not good to sleep in make up, and so I hit the cold cream and scrubbed my face thoroughly. 
 
    Then I took off all my female clothes and put them in the box. Wearing nothing but my birthday suit, I checked my computer for messages, and then my cell phone for calls. 
 
    I hadn’t really expected Amy to call me, she had said they would be phone free for the whole two weeks, but one can hope. 
 
    Then, looking down at my struggling cock, I realized that Patty had been right. I was extra horny, and my cock did need a little play time. Maybe even a complete jack off. After all, I had spent the night as a woman, and now Patty knew about me, which was sort of sexy and made me horny, so…yes. It was time to pleasure myself. 
 
    I went into the computer room and took out a small box in which I keep bric a brac. A folding knife, a measuring tape, spare ink for the computer, a bag of army men from my childhood, a couple of tools, and…keys. 
 
    Like the key to my chastity tube. 
 
    Humming, I didn’t see it. It must have got shoved around when I closed the drawer, I starting moving things, looking for it. 
 
    It wasn’t there. 
 
    Now frowning, I took everything out. 
 
    No key. 
 
    I put everything back in. Where in the hell… 
 
    DING! My phone called to me. 
 
    My brow furrowed, scratching my head, I picked up the phone and looked at it. It was a message from Patty, and I opened it. 
 
      
 
    I hope your little pal is enjoying the fresh air. 
 
      
 
    And a picture. Her, holding a key. My key. The key to my chastity belt. 
 
    My eyes bulged and I hit her number. 
 
    “Hello, Roger.” 
 
    “You’ve got my key.” 
 
    “I have a key. Is that your key? Oh, my. I must have picked it up by accident.” 
 
    “Accident, bullshit.” 
 
    “Language, Roger.” Her voice leveled off with that, and I was reminded of Amy telling me how her mother got very prickly when she wanted something and was denied. 
 
    “I’ll come get it.” 
 
    “Not so fast.” 
 
    Oh, crap! Blackmail! She was going to blackmail me! I was silent. 
 
    “First off, we need to spank you. You hurt my feelings dreadfully, refusing to play with me. That was cruel and needs to be addressed.” 
 
    “You want to spank me?” 
 
    “Of course. Spare the rod and spoil the child. Right?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And then I would like to try out a few of my toys. Wouldn’t you like to help me try them out?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Okay. Well, then, I guess you can cut that thing off your cock. It did look pretty sturdy. I wouldn’t like to have a power saw, or any other sharp instruments, down there. But, you know what’s best.” 
 
    “You bitch!” I howled. 
 
    “Language, Roger, and that will cost you.” 
 
    “Cost me what?” 
 
    “A spanking. That’s two. Please don’t try for three. I don’t think your poor fanny will be able to take it.” 
 
    “Listen, Patty! That key is my property. If you don’t return it then…then…” 
 
    “You’ll what? Call the police? I can see the police report now, ‘Woman arrested for stealing the key to her son-in-law’s chastity tube. Charged with First Degree Sexual Denial.” 
 
    “Patty…” I growled warningly. 
 
    “I’m sure Amy will like that. Of course, she might not read a police report, so I’ll make sure I release it to the newspapers. But, oh, newspapers are renowned for their fake news, and this isn’t fake, so maybe I’ll just post it on Facebutt. Everybody knows that anything on Facebutt is always the truth. How many ‘likes’ do you think I’ll get?” 
 
    “Patty?” Now I was whining, whimpering, reduced in a matter of seconds. 
 
    “Or, should you wish for me to return your key before Amy returns home…you should take all your clothes off and drive over here.” 
 
    “Naked?” 
 
    “As the day you were born. You do have tinted windows, don’t you?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    They were tinted, but not much. With a little squinting people could see in. But maybe I could make it over to her house. If I was lucky. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you to decide. See ya, Roger.” She hung up. 
 
    I stared at my cell phone. I put my cell phone down. I looked down at myself. 
 
    My cock was surging in my chastity tube. She was right. I had been drained, but that had only made me hornier. I needed relief, and the only way to get it was at Patty’s house. 
 
    But she was going to do things to me. I knew that intuitively, and she had said as much. 
 
    But I had to get that key back. I had to. I couldn’t last two weeks in the tube, and…and then what if she didn’t give me back the key and Amy got home? 
 
    I couldn’t risk that. 
 
    Of course, Patty might not return the key at all, but I had a feeling she would. All I had to do was jump through her hoops.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I drove the five miles to Patty’s house, and I was in a panic the whole way. At one point I saw a cop car holding a radar gun, and I thought I was going to die. 
 
    In my mind I was flashing over things that could happen. 
 
    I could be stopped, taken to jail, introduced to Bubba, stand in front of the judge, be bailed out by my wife (which was a big maybe), go home and live in shame for the rest of my life. 
 
    I could get in an accident, and lose my cock, and have it replaced with a surrogate cock, an animal’s penis, and TV crews would park outside my door just for a glimpse of the man with the aardvark’s penis. 
 
    I could get a flat tire and have to change it. People honking, yelling, and me so ashamed that my face turned so red it burst all the blood vessels and I was doomed to have a Red face for the rest of my life. 
 
    Needless to say, I was a nervous wreck by the time I reached Patty’s house. 
 
    I pulled up close to the garage and honked. 
 
    DING! 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    I texted, 
 
    Can you open the garage door? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Come to the front door. 
 
     
 
    I texted, 
 
    But I’m naked! 
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer. I sent a couple of more messages, and finally realized I was going to have to brave the outside world. 
 
    Yes, she had a hedge, but it wasn’t too high, and somebody could see me from the street. But she wasn’t going to open the garage door, so…then I got a bright idea. 
 
    I wiggled the car around, then drove right on to her lawn. I was right in front of her front door! 
 
    I hopped out, scampered to the front door, and…she opened the garage. 
 
    Son of a…! 
 
    I ran for the doors and squeezed through. She was grinning. 
 
    “Don’t ever try to be clever, Roger,” she shook her head. “That’s very dangerous.” 
 
    I sighed. I felt very naked, extra naked. She was fully clothed. 
 
    “Well, let’s get you set up. Would you like to be a man or a woman?” 
 
    And there it was. We had talked. She knew my secrets. Of course I wanted to be a woman. But…to admit that…yikes! 
 
    Still, she had opened the door, made the offer. So I leaped into the unknown.  
 
    “A woman.” 
 
    “Excellent. Come along, now.” 
 
    She led me through the kitchen and up the stairs. We entered one of the bedrooms and she said, “I keep a lot of old clothes, jewelry, etc. up here. I’ll get out your lingerie. Why don’t you pick out a dress?” 
 
    She had a couple of racks of old clothes, and they were pretty good clothes. I went down the row, fingering the fabric, occasionally taking a garment out to inspect it. She was in the closet getting the underwear. 
 
    Some of the dresses were really old, like last century old, and I had a feeling she had been practicing kink that I didn’t even understand. I wondered what kind of man her husband had been. 
 
    Some of the dresses were quite modern. Showed a lot of flesh, had modern materials. 
 
    Then I found one of those old dresses that could have been used for a forties film noire movie. I was just long enough, covered up my cleavage in a way that I could show a little flesh, but not risk having my falsies seen. It was tight, but that was okay. 
 
    Patty came out of the closet with lingerie hanging over one arm and smiled. “That will look lovely on you.” 
 
    So I put it on the bed and turned to her. 
 
    She handed me a corset. Not a tummy shaper, but a real corset. 
 
    “I had this one special made. It’s open at the bottom, and it’s got bigger cups for tits. It will be difficult to get on, but easy to get off.” 
 
    I looked at the thing dubiously. It was going to be tight, all right. 
 
    She had me lay down on the bed and began pulling laces. Top to bottom, squeezing my ribs mercilessly. And top to bottom again, and again. 
 
    I could hardly breath. I was gasping, and she suggested, “Breath high in your chest. Shallow breaths.” 
 
    I tried, and it worked, but, man, it was tighter than a fat lady trying to get through a mouse hole. 
 
    Finally, she helped me sit up, and she put large breast forms into the corset. Man, I couldn’t bend over, and there was no way I could even hope to see my toes. 
 
    And, speaking of toes, she bent down and started doing something to my toes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Painting your toes.” 
 
    “But…what about Amy?” 
 
    “Oh, she’ll love them.” 
 
    She could feel my panic. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I can take the polish off.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “If I feel like it.” 
 
    I panicked. 
 
    After the toes had dried she unrolled stockings on me, the good kind, and she snapped them to the corset. 
 
    Then she put shoes on me. 
 
    Shoes. By that I mean high heels. I couldn’t look down, but I could see in the mirror. 
 
    They were black, sling back, open-toed, and my red toes were plain to see. 
 
    For a second I worried, then I relaxed. As a man I could wear socks. And if anybody saw me now they might assume I was a woman. Maybe. But…I found myself worrying, then relaxing. Worrying, then relaxing. 
 
    She stood me up and helped me slip into the dress, and, man, I was stunned.  
 
    I know I’m a slender guy, but with real falsies on, not the water filled condoms, and with a corset actually shaping me, my body was very feminine. 
 
    “Excellent,” murmured Patty, then she took me to the vanity table. I needed help to sit down, and I thought the nylons might rip right out of the snaps, but I made it, and she started working on my make up. 
 
    That was very educational. Yes, I had the basics down, but the subtle moves had escaped me. She showed me things about sponges and brushes which I never would have guessed in a lifetime of googling. 
 
    She put on moderate false eyelashes, which I had never tried, and mascara, which I had never really understood. She put shadow on my eyes and achieved an emotion I had tried for, but hadn’t been able to find. 
 
    And, of course, there was my fave, the lipstick. 
 
    She coated my lips, then glossed them. Then stood back and smiled. 
 
    I was staring at the mirror over the vanity, and I was astounded.  
 
    Still, there was male to me. 
 
    But Patty put a wig on me, clipped earrings on, spritzed me with perfume, and…there I was. 
 
    Woman. 
 
    Slender, big-boobed, round hipped, soft-faced, red-lipped and wide-eyed. 
 
    I looked innocent, like a deer in headlights, and Patty chuckled. “You do present well.” 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Well, believe it, girlfriend. How’s your cock?” 
 
    I groaned. The whole procedure it had been struggling, trying to break free, to stand up. 
 
    “Good, well, come along. Let’s have a drink, then see to your spanking.” 
 
    She linked arms with me and we went out of the room and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you really going to spank me?” I asked. 
 
    “Yep,” and she grinned happily. 
 
    “But, why? I’ve learned my lesson, I’m going along with the program…why?” 
 
    “Honey,” she held my arm tight and I could feel her boobs around the biceps. “There is spanking to punish, and then there is spanking to enlighten. When I get done with you you’ll be sorry I didn’t spank you years ago.” 
 
    I was doubtful as to that, but I went along with her. I had to. After all, she had the key. 
 
    We had our drink, then went into the garage, then made our way down to the basement. The dungeon. It was strange. I was dressed like a woman, walking like a woman, with a woman, and I was…accepted. 
 
    This was something that could never have happened with Amy. It sort of made me sorry that Amy was…the way she was. I know that sounds not very husbandly, and, truth, I had this huge feminine part of my personality that didn’t make me a good husband. But there it was. And I would have to live with it. 
 
    We crossed the basement and she pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Go stand there.” 
 
    I went over to the St. Andrew’s Cross and examined it. In truth, it was a work of art. The wood was exotic, probably from the Brazilian rain forests. Wood was cut perfectly, fit together perfectly, and it was pegged. 
 
    I know there are some people that like the rough look, rusty bolts, that sort of thing. But Patty wasn’t that sort of person. She had class, and this bit of furniture represented that perfectly. 
 
    The lights dimmed slightly and I looked over to where she was flicking switches. Suddenly music filled the air. Black Velvet by Alannah Myles. 
 
    She sashayed back to me. 
 
    “I will probably have you naked after this, but I know you wanted to dress up, and I do so want to please you. Put your hands on the cross.” 
 
    I put my hands up and she wrapped leather straps around the thick wood and my wrists. There was no way I was going to get loose form this. 
 
    “Did you know this song was about Elvis Presley,” she said of the music. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Listen to this line.” 
 
    She paused in her preparations and we listened to Alannah’s whiskey voice fill the basement. 
 
      
 
    The boy could sing, knew how to move, everything 
 
    Always wanting more, he'd leave you longing for 
 
     
 
    “You’ll have to listen carefully, but she is talking about him. Isn’t that beautiful?” 
 
    I agreed it was. 
 
    She reached between my legs and grabbed my package. “One of the things I’ve always wanted to create is an atmosphere of fear.” 
 
    I groaned as she pulled my nuts and caged cock back between my legs. 
 
    “It’s not just whip a dee doodle and the guy cums. It’s about ambience, intention, creating the right emotion.” 
 
    “You’ve studied this a lot.” I spoke through gritted teeth as she lifted my package. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I built this place, but it’s just a scene for what is about to really happen between us.” 
 
    She pressed against me then. “I’m going to whip this dress off you, cut it to ribbons, and then I’m going to take care of this little package right here.” She shook my cock and nuts. 
 
    I shivered, and now I started to worry. 
 
    She had sounded so pleasant, but now she was sounding mean. 
 
    I put that together with her statement about creating an atmosphere of fear. She had to be kidding, right? This was just her creating fear. Nothing was rally going to happen to me, right? 
 
    “Don’t go away,” she smiled, let go of me, and slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped, and she laughed and moved away. 
 
    There is nothing like standing, helpless, in the arms of a torture device, while a woman who might be sane, and might not, goes on about her business. 
 
    I began to sweat, my corset felt like a prison, even my nylons were confining. 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t bad, it was sexy, and even empowering in a way. Isn’t that funny? I’m about to get whipped and I was thinking of empowerment. 
 
    She went to the armoire and opened the door. She left it open while she got out clothes and changed. I couldn’t see anything, and I just stood there and worried more and more. 
 
    What was she going to do? 
 
    My heart was pounding and it felt like my senses were coming in waves. I would feel worry and fear, and then like I was going to faint, and then I would be brave again. Over and over I rippled through my terror and anticipation. 
 
    She closed the door, and I have never seen anything so beautiful. She was in a dominatrix outfit. It was tight, and her boobs were pronounced, thrusting outward like they were in a fifties bullet bra. Heck, the leather she was wearing was probably built around the fifties bullet bra. 
 
    She wore mesh stockings and high heels. She had pulled her hair up tight, and her lips were bright red. I stared as she walked to the pegboard and took down a whip. 
 
    The whip was not long, it was just leather strips, but I shivered as I imagined that thing cutting my flesh. 
 
    How far was she going to take this? 
 
    She left my line of sight and came up behind her. Her heels were loud on the cement floor and with the hard acoustics of the basement. 
 
    “Well, Roger, are you ready for your punishment?” 
 
    I wasn’t. I would never be. But I said, “Sure.” 
 
    She didn’t whip me…she caressed me with leather. Every stroke was hard, but angled to drag across my dress. She had told the truth, she was going to cut the dress off my skin, but she wasn’t going to cut my skin. She was just going to leave it in fear of being cut. 
 
    Stroke after stroke, the whistle and the snap, and I began crying. 
 
    Even though she cut the material, she kept it light on the flesh, and it was hint of pain…with the promise of pleasure, and as she continued the pain and the pleasure began to cross. Her brand of pain became something that I wanted, looked forward to, desired. 
 
    For an hour she whipped me. For an hour she stripped the dress, and even parts of the corset, from my body. And my skin became lightly cut, striped, but there was only a little blood. 
 
    But there was more and more pleasure. 
 
    I began to look forward to the cut of the whip as I would look forward to a kiss. The touch of leather striping across my backside became as strokes of a penis in a vagina. 
 
    And still she whipped. 
 
    Sobbing, being transformed, I wondered where she had learned such exquisite, feathery, devastating touch. 
 
    Finally, I realized that she had stopped. I was sobbing, gasping for breath, and I felt her hands touching my wrists, my ankles, then I was collapsing into her arms. 
 
    I couldn’t walk, I was so weak, but somehow she guided me to a table and we sat. I put my face against her throat and shed my tears upon her. 
 
    For maybe a half hour I sat and let it out, but finally the tears began to wane. I still leaned into her, however, and my body would give ripples of shivers. 
 
    She patted my shoulders and held me. She kissed my face, and she just held me. 
 
    I sat up straight, my cheeks wet, my make up totally ruined, and stared at her. 
 
    She smiled at me. “How was that?” 
 
    I nodded, hiccuped, and said. “I never knew.” 
 
    “And now you know why I think my daughter is deluded in going with these feminists. Feminism is about politics. It is about women getting together and talking the talk. You and I are walking the walk. 
 
    She lifted my face, kissed me on the lips, lightly, and said, “For a woman to rule a man she must not just talk. She must be physical. She must teach him that she is to be minded.” 
 
    “Like you’re teaching me.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    She began to kiss me then. She kissed my lips, she pressed her mouth to mine, she licked and bit and nibbled and awoke my lips. 
 
    And she handled my cock. She twisted it brutally, causing me to groan into her mouth. She slapped my balls, and my mouth jerked on hers. 
 
    Then I found myself sucking on her tits. Somehow she had managed, in the middle of this frantic and wonderful sex, to pull down her top, and those magnificent bosoms were unbound and free to my tongue. I sucked on the nipples, and she pressed my head to her and murmured, “Harder. Bite me, increasing the pressure, until I cry out.” 
 
    I did, and when she finally yelped I felt so proud. I had done so well. 
 
    Then she lifted me from the table and walked me to a horse in the back of the room. Pink Floyd was talking about breathing, or not breathing, or something, and I was dazed and out of control. 
 
    She put me on the horse and began strapping me down. Leather straps around my thighs and arms, holding me in place. She put a bar between my ankles and clicked manacles. 
 
    I was now spread-eagled, my butt in the air. 
 
    She went to the pegboard and took down a mess of straps. She straightened the straps out and stepped into them, snugged them around her lower body. She took a large penis from the pegboard and screwed it into the socket. 
 
    I stared, in love, and didn’t object. 
 
    This is what I wanted, and yet had been afraid of. This was what I had tried to do to my wife, in hopes that she would do it to me, and yet I had not been brave enough. 
 
    She stepped up to the horse. My head was raised and my eyes were shiny and gleaming. 
 
    “This is what you wanted. Are you ready?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    She pushed the big dick into my mouth and I sucked it, slavered over it, got it ready for insertion into my rear. 
 
    She pulled out of my face and walked around behind me. She stepped up and touched the cock to my bunghole. Very gently, and with much certainty, she slid the thing into me. 
 
    I gasped, I felt pain, but I had been taught. I knew that pain was nothing more than pleasure disguised. 
 
    She pulled out. She pushed in. I groaned as my asshole learned. I shivered and I shook, and I could feel my balls tighten up, as if they wanted to crawl into my body and become ovaries. 
 
    For a long time she fucked me, but I was not aware of time. I was only aware of that big cock sliding in and out, emasculating me, feminizing me, making me more me. Time became a ‘now’ that blessed me. 
 
      
 
    It was a long two weeks, and yet, when it was close to the end it was short. Too short. But that’s the way it is with time. If you don’t like something it drags, if you do like something it passes all too quickly. 
 
    We would wake in the morning, late, and stretch and kiss, and cuddle, and finally arise. Most days I was a woman, but some days I was not allowed clothes at all. 
 
    We tried out every machine in the basement, and some many times. Every night I ended up on the horse, and I became accomplished in taking the penis. 
 
    And I became quite polished in strapping on a dildo and bringing Patty to pleasure. Usually that happened late at night, after we had exhausted ourselves of the dungeon. 
 
    We would go to the bedroom and I would fuck her, and never feel a thing. I would be removed, even as I was wedded to the action. 
 
    She would moan and cry, and hold me and kiss me. 
 
    My penis, of course, was leaking every day. I couldn’t walk without leaving a trail of slime behind me. 
 
    Which just made Patty giggle. 
 
    Finally, on the night before Amy was due home, the night before I would go home myself, we retired to the bedroom and Patty held out the key. 
 
    I stared at it. 
 
    She smiled. “Take it. Unlock yourself. You’ve earned it.” 
 
    Shaking, I turned the key in the lock and my chastity tube fell off. 
 
    My cock sprung out, and she reached down and took it in her hands. 
 
    “So that’s what it feels like.” 
 
    We were supposed to sleep. I wasn’t supposed to put it in her. But as we lay and cuddled our hands roamed and our desires mounted. She kissed me and stroked me, and I was close. 
 
    “Stop,” I gasped. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “The greatest torture of all,” she whispered, “is holding yourself back when you’re in love.” 
 
    In love. 
 
    I was in love. 
 
    I loved my wife, but…but she had…conditions….reservations. 
 
    I loved her mother, but she didn’t have those considerations, not in mind nor behavior. 
 
    Yet, she held off, and we kept kissing, and I sucked her tits, and she fondled my balls, and, somewhere in there, I mounted her. 
 
    I pushed my penis through her labia and into the warmth and moisture of her womanliness. 
 
    She gasped, for there is a big difference between cold, hard plastic, no matter how big it is, and the warm flesh of a man. 
 
    We froze, realized what we were doing, and then couldn’t stop. I began to jerk and cry and my penis began to spit. Two weeks of torment and torture bound up and ready to go. I let her have it all. 
 
    I wouldn’t be able to satisfy Amy on the morrow, but…but…but what? 
 
    And we slept in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” Amy shouted. 
 
    I was sitting at the computer. I was not wearing women’s clothes, I had no trace of make up or nail polish or anything. My clothes were put away, along with my infernal chastity tube. The key was safely in my bric a brac drawer. 
 
    “Back here!” I yelled. 
 
    I heard her heels in the hallway and I sighed and stood up. 
 
    She came into the room and I hugged her, folded my arms around her, and kissed her. I bent her back and near swallowed her mouth. 
 
    She gasped, held on, and I could feel her fires ignite. 
 
    Yet my penis was slack. 
 
    I straightened up and she took a deep breath and muttered, “Woo! That was different.” 
 
    I pulled her blouse apart, popping buttons, and buried my head in her mounds. She held my head, had to, and didn’t understand. I cried on her breasts, and I slid down her body and raised her dress. I began to kiss her pussy through her panties. I pulled down her panties and kissed her flesh direct. 
 
    She groaned, and I knew she was getting wet. Her pussy told me so. 
 
    Yet, my cock was flaccid. 
 
    She lifted me up, looked into my face. “What in the world has gotten into you?” 
 
    And I told here. I said the only thing I could. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but I love your mother.” 
 
    She froze, except for the blink of her eyes. She put her hand to her mouth and blurted, “No!” 
 
    I nodded, and watched her. 
 
    Her face was a mix of emotions and I couldn’t figure out what they were. 
 
    She reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone. 
 
    Oh, no. 
 
    She dialed her mother’s number. 
 
    “Hello?” I recognized the tones of the woman who had deflowered me, who had taught me to be more than me. 
 
    Looking into my eyes, Amy said, “Mother! You promised you wouldn’t do it again!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Johnson! Captain wants to see you.” 
 
    I waved a hand at the watch commander, locked up my locker, and trotted across the locker room. I wondered what nefarious duty they were going to hit me with today. 
 
    I was on the outs with near every cop on the force. Why? Because I didn’t get involved with bribes. 
 
    Look, I don’t mind a free cup of coffee, or a donut. But that’s about it. When I graduated from the academy I figured all cops were that way. I was wrong. 
 
    Maybe in other towns it’s not this way, but in my town 90% pf the police were on the take. 
 
    I rapidly became a pariah. Officers were curt, if they talked to me at all. And I received the worst duties. 
 
    Like investigating a hazmat site. 
 
    Like being the one who had to go shoot the cow with the broken leg. 
 
    Things like that. 
 
    So as I turned into Captain Johnson’s office I wasn’t all that happy. I figured it was one more instance of me shoveling shit and everybody laughing. 
 
    Captain Johnson barely glanced at me, “Report to room 14.” 
 
    Room 14? Ours is a sizable force and I had never heard anybody talk about room 14. I mean, why not report to vice? Or homicide? Why a room number? 
 
    Well, mine is not to reason why, so I found room 14, in a corner of the basement, and knocked. 
 
    “Come!”  
 
    Huh! A female voice. There weren’t many women on the force, we were still pretty stone age. I opened the door and stepped in and…stopped. 
 
    She was easily the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen. She was five foot six, but the heels put her at five foot nine. She wore nylons and a short skirt, a thin blouse with the top three buttons opening and showing some of the best cleavage since the Grand Canyon. Her hair was red, her eyes were smoky and glittering and her lips…I fought checking her out and said, “Jimmy Johnson. I’m supposed to report here. I think.” 
 
    She smiled, a wry flash of white teeth, “Jimbo.” 
 
    I blinked. My high school nickname, and nobody had used it for years. 
 
    “Uh, ma’am.” 
 
    “You’ve been assigned to me so you’re either a fuck up of considerable magnitude, or you have really pissed somebody off. Which is it?” 
 
    I stood, silent, and waited. I figured this was some sort of trap. Maybe they had sent me down here and this was a hooker. She’d rip her blouse off and scream rape. 
 
    The silence built, and she waited, then she shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. You’re what I’ve got to work with, so…” 
 
    She tossed a file on the desk next to the one she was sitting at. “Take a gander, then we’ll talk.” 
 
    She turned back to her desk and went back to work. Work looked like filling out requisitions. 
 
    Nothing else to do, I went to the desk and picked up the file. 
 
    “Sit down,” she murmured. 
 
    I sat, but tried to squeeze a bit to the side, away from her. She was working, but she noticed, and she snorted, then left me alone. 
 
    The report was fairly thin, but it was dynamite. Citizen’s reports, mostly, and an interview with a hooker that seemed promising, but which was curtailed before it could get going by a lawyer. A rather scumbag lawyer if I recalled correctly, but expensive. 
 
    The gist of the file, put into a couple of sentences, was simple. 
 
    A sex club had opened up downtown. It was called the ‘Come On Club,’ and it was assumed to be a health club. It even had a front room with rows of work out equipment. It sold contracts and and had a fruit bar, and it looked about as legit as possible 
 
    Upstairs, however, was a different matter. 
 
    Upstairs was a thriving business dedicated to sex. 
 
    I frowned. The city frowned on Sex Clubs. It had frowned since the eighties, when AIDS had come out and the sex clubs of the day had all been shut down, hetero as well as homo. 
 
    And this was probably good. As well as AIDS, the closure of the city’s sex clubs halted such things as syphilis, chlamydia, and gonorrhea  
 
    So why had they allowed a new sex club to be opened? 
 
    Because the place was a health club. On the surface. 
 
    And I realized something else: the new ‘health club’ wasn’t paying anybody off. 
 
    Nobody could get up to inspect the upper levels of the building, and ‘Johns’ came went freely. And no John ever complained or testified. Which was unusual. 
 
    What was more unusual was that a lot of the Johns were ‘Janes.’ And I saw another reason somebody wanted that club closed. Some guys wife goes to the club and gets her jollies, she goes home and her husband finds out. Maybe he gets an STD, maybe he just finds out some other way, but, whatever, he is now in a sticky wicket. He doesn’t want the world to know his wife is cheating on him, paying for sex. So he has to do something. But what? Call a friend on the city council and put a bug in his ear. Maybe threaten not to donate to the good councilman’s request for election donations. 
 
    And it could be any other number of like things, but the fact of the matter was simple, I had been given dirty duty again. Of course, I didn’t know exactly what I was supposed to be doing, but…it was bound to be dirty. 
 
    “Read enough?” 
 
    I looked up, and the woman was watching me. We were up close now, just a few feet apart, and I could smell a light whiff of her perfume. It was hard to not look down at her cleavage. Hell it was hard not to look at the beautiful face. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “So, here’s the skinny. My name is Lieutenant Barbara Jenkins. Emphasis on ‘Lieutenant.’ I have been given the worst duty in the world, and I have a few officers under me, and, not to make a point, they have been given the worst duty in the world. But we make the best of it, and we even have fun. You are my latest fuck up—“ 
 
    I couldn’t take any more of her attitude. She might be gorgeous, but… 
 
    “My record is clean,” I cut her off. As if with a machete. 
 
    She blinked, then leaned back.  
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So I’m a good cop. Not a fuck up.” 
 
    I could see it in her eyes, a bit of disdain, the question: so what are you doing here? 
 
    In so many words, I told her. “I’m not going to take a bribe. I’m not going to look the other way. So if this is some plan to get me off the force, you can forget it.” 
 
    Now, tell the truth, speaking like that to a superior officer could set me back, even result in charges, but I wasn’t about to take anymore of this shit, these innuendos about being a fuck up. It was time to take a stand and let these bozos know that I had had enough. 
 
    She considered me, and I managed to ignore her. And, God, was that hard! 
 
    The room we were in was just a regulation room. File cabinets and waste baskets. There was evidence of work, but it was all ship shape. Of course we were in the basement, removed from just about everybody in the whole department.  
 
    She opened her desk drawer and pulled out a file. It was my file, and she opened it and began studying it, and I mean really studying it. Her voice, which had been putting up with me, now became clipped. 
 
    “Military history in college. Why?” 
 
    “I wanted to be a soldier. I love history.” 
 
    She put a thumb, with a very sexy nail on it, behind a tooth and made a ticking sound. “Why didn’t you stay in the military?” 
 
    “Certain avenues were closed to me.” 
 
    She glanced up at me, fixed me with an eye. “What avenues?” 
 
    “They wouldn’t let me into Special Forces.” 
 
    She didn’t ask me why, and that would have been embarrassing. I had struck an officer and barely managed to avoid prison. 
 
    “You studied Karate.” 
 
    “Back in high school.” 
 
    She straightened up, closed my file and swiveled towards me. “Okay, Mr. I’m Not a Fuck Up, you are now my husband, let’s go have sex.” She stood up and brushed past me. 
 
    Now totally confused, I followed her. 
 
     
 
    “We have our own entrance back here,” she said, pushing open a thick door that led to an alley and holding it for me. “It makes it easier for everybody when we prance through the station in our finery. Or in drag.” She said this last wryly and glanced at me. 
 
    Across the alley was the entrance to the police garage. She ignored that and strode up the alley towards the street. We turned on to the street and she said, “You can park anywhere, don’t worry about a ticket. I’ve already told parking your license plate number. If they do give you one just pass it along to me. 
 
    She unlocked the door of an old Jeep. It looked like it had been beaten to death on a farm, then donated to the PD. It didn’t sound donated when she turned the key, however. That motor sounded like a pursuit motor. 
 
    She pulled away from the curb, honked and waved to somebody getting out of a car, and we headed for downtown. 
 
    She didn’t talk much, she just drove, efficiently and obeying all traffic laws, and I watched her. 
 
    Up close she was even more of a knock out. I’ll be truthful, I had had a hard on from my first look at her. 
 
    She crossed the tracks and we were in the official ‘bad part’ of town. The streets were littered with garbage, bums sat in doorways and passed bottles back and forth, or simply sat alone and injected themselves with the drug d’jour. 
 
    “Can you use that karate shit?” 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    I was better than okay, I was dedicated and worked out every night, but I didn’t want anybody to know I could defend myself. Maybe that would give me an edge if I was ever jumped. I had certainly been ‘body bumped’ enough, and I figure it as only a matter of time before one of the bad cops decided to test me out. 
 
    “There it is.” 
 
    I watched a corner building come up. It was all glass front and bright lights. A sign said, ‘We’ve got a program for people with guts!’ ‘Guts’ was in red and bulky font. There were a few people in the work out area, they seemed intent on walking on treadmills, working on weights, or just standing around with towels and water bottles and talking. 
 
    “Pretty innocuous.” 
 
    We continued around the block. “There are four doors to this building, one on each side. We had the fire department do an inspection and everything was fine. The doors were unlocked, but they were thick and heavy and weren’t about to fall down at a battering ram. 
 
    “Three of the doors open to stairs, at the top of the stairs are more heavy doors, and the fire guys told me it looked like there was an automatic dead bolt system. We charge up the stairs, the cameras pick us up and inner alarms go off. The dead bolts shoot and fifteen minutes later we break in to find a fine bunch of people, fully dressed, playing canasta and laughing at us.” 
 
    As we circled the block I took note of the other doors. They had cameras and looked metallic. And, yes, they opened outward. Try to bash one of those and you have to take out the frame and probably metal girders. 
 
    “So, how do we get in?” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “They thoroughly vet people. I’ve had two guys bounce off.” 
 
    She stopped at a red light, watched a bum push a shopping cart loaded with empty cans across the street. 
 
    “First, you need to be recommended by someone already in their little club. 
 
    “Second, they have you fill out an extensive form. 
 
    “Third, they interview you. The interview takes place with no clothes, so there is no wire. 
 
    “Fourth, they have you sign a contract which, I understand, is quite extensive.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    She looked to the left, then turned. We weren’t heading back to the police station. 
 
    “Isn’t that enough?” 
 
    She pulled the car over and got out. She put money in the meter and strode into a bar. She didn’t say anything to me, and I figured out, all on my own, that I was suppose to follow her. 
 
    The bar was poorly lit. I’ve always felt that these places were either saving on electricity, or making sure the drunks couldn’t tell how ugly the whores were. 
 
    She waved at the bartender, a chubby guy with a handlebar mustache and a dirty apron, and continued on to the back of the bar. She sat down and a skanky waitress came up. Chewing gum, she asked us what our pleasure was. 
 
    “Scotch and Ginger Ale. What do you want?” She directed the question to me. 
 
    “I’m on duty.” 
 
    “He’ll take a whiskey, with a beer chaser.” 
 
    “You got it.” She said it like, ‘You god-dit.” 
 
    “I don’t want to drink.” 
 
    “Take out your cell phone.” 
 
    I blinked, and did so. 
 
    “Video me.” 
 
    I aimed and clicked and the digital tape was rolling. 
 
    “I’m Lt. Barbara Jenkins. I am commanding my junior, Jimbo Johnson, to drink with me. We were on the clock, but we are taking off early. Fuck you.” She smiled at me. “Stop the video and put your phone away.” 
 
    My eyes were a bit round at this point. 
 
    She turned and pushed herself into the corner of the booth. She studied the bar and waited. 
 
    The waitress came up with our orders. 
 
    “A Shirley Temple for the lady and a Roy Rogers for the gent.” 
 
    The Lieutenant snorted. “You trying for tips today, Sammi?” 
 
    “You think it’ll work?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Well, maybe it will when you get drunk.” 
 
    “Maybe,” and the waitress disappeared. 
 
    Lieutenant Jenkins picked up her drink, took a big gulp and shivered. “Gah.” After that one gulp she sipped, and made it last. 
 
    “Shot the juice, Bruce,” she indicated my drink. 
 
    Now I was in for it. Still, I had the video. I tilted the glass and warmed my throat, all the way down to my belly, and blinked. “Gah.” 
 
    Jenkins laughed. “What do you prefer?” 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    “Next time. Don’t waste that beer, though.” 
 
    I sipped the beer, which cut the hard taste of the whiskey, and asked, “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “Getting married. What’s my name?” 
 
    “Leiutenant—“ 
 
    “Babs, you idiot.” 
 
    I sucked some more beer. In an odd way she was getting on my nerves. 
 
    “And you’re Jimbo. We’ve been married for six years, and we like to swap partners. We’re swingers.” 
 
    “Am I going to have to fuck anybody?” I said it bluntly. 
 
    “Maybe.” She eyed me right back. “But then there’s the good news.” 
 
    “What good news?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you later. What’s my name? How long have we been married? 
 
    “Babs, six years.” 
 
    “Well, Jimbo, do you remember the first time we met? It was at a mixer when you were making extra money as a security guard. I was wearing a low cut and you couldn’t keep your eyes off…” 
 
    I listened, and repeated back what she told me when she asked. An hour later, and several drinks, I was getting happy, and she was happy that I was proving to be a quick study. 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get up and sit over here.” 
 
    Puzzled, I got up, staggeed a bit because of the bourbon and Coke I had been imbibing, and caught a glimpse of two big, hairy bikers coming towards us. 
 
    I stood, figured this was it, that I was being set up and I was going to have to— 
 
    “Sit, you twit,” she reached over and plucked my sleeve and pulled me down. 
 
    I sat, with an oof, and the two big guys slid in across from us. 
 
    “Hey, Babs, how’s it hanging?” 
 
    “Long loose and full of juice.” 
 
    The other guy waved to the waitress and held up ten fingers. 
 
    The girl laughed, and went to get a couple of pitchers of beer. 
 
    “Boys,” Babs put an arm around me and snuggled up. 
 
    I was petrified. It was electric. I could smell, her , feel her boobs pressed against me. 
 
    “This the Ranger guy? You in the Rangers?” 
 
    I didn’t say a thing. 
 
    Babs laughed. “Tell them, Jimbo. They want to know more about you. The fat ass on the left is Corky. The shlump on the right is Rodney.” 
 
    “I’m Rodney,” said Rodney, taking a pitcher from the girl and passing it down to Corky. He put the other pitcher in front of himself, and mugs were poured into and heads blown and they sucked the suds like they knew how to suck. 
 
    “How good is he?” asked Corky, wiped foam off his beard. 
 
    “He’s virgin, but he’s smart.” Babs turned to me. “I’m your wife. Hold me like I’m your wife and tell them about the first time you met me.” 
 
    I wiggled around, got my arm around her, and felt like Howdy Doody. “Uh, Babs and I got married six years ago. We met at a mixer and…” 
 
    When I was done Babs snuggled against me, looked up at me adoringly, as if she was totally in love, and said, “That sucked. Once more with feeling. And drink some more booze.” 
 
    “He’s fucking terrible,” agreed Corky. 
 
    “Fucking,” agreed Rodney. 
 
    Babs leaned into me, if she got any closer she’d be on the other side of me. 
 
    “He doesn’t need close. He needs intimate,” suggested Corky. “Grab his cock.” 
 
    She did, and my eyes opened, and Corky nodded, and Rodney snickered. 
 
    “Come on, honey, tell them about our life, or I’ll rip your little nuts off.” 
 
    I was red-faced, but I stumbled through a recitation and Corky laughed. Even Rodney cracked a grin. 
 
    “That was worse than before.” 
 
    “Put a thumb up his ass,” murmured Rodney. 
 
    “We’ll work on it,” said Babs, and she finally let go of my package. 
 
    We worked on it, all the rest of the afternoon, and these guys were fucking bottomless. They, and that included Babs, kept pouring the suds down their throats. I tried to keep up, but it was obvious that I was out of my league. 
 
      
 
    I woke up in Babs’ bed. My cock was raging and I had a hang over.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered hoarsely, then I was up and running—well, staggering and trying not to run into a wall, into the bathroom. I knelt, almost falling in, at the toilet and began worshiping. 
 
    “RAAA!” It felt like my kidney was coming up. Finally, I wiped the puke off my chin and looked around. 
 
    Babs was standing at the door, grinning. “A virgin that can’t hold her liquor. You won’t be a virgin much longer.” 
 
    Miserable, bleary, I muttered, “Did we fuck?” 
 
    “God, no! You wanted to, and you sucked my tits enough, but we’re not here to sate our desires. When did we fall in love?” 
 
    I laid back on the floor, felt the combination of shower wet rug and cold tiles. I put my forearm over my eyes and mumbled, “It was a mixer back in…” 
 
    She listened, and when I was done she nodded. “That’s better. Corky was right. More intimacy. We have to be a married couple. Also, we need to toughen you up.” 
 
    “Toughen me?” 
 
    “Come on, I’ve got breakfast going, I’ll fill you in.” 
 
    I entered the kitchen a moment later, holding my head. 
 
    “Poor boy,” Babs laughed and poured me a steaming cup. “Are you ready to hear the rest of your assignment? The good part?” 
 
    “I guess,” I spoke listlessly. 
 
    She shoved a plate of eggs and bacon in front of me and I felt my belly lurch. Still, enough coffee and maybe I could feed my poor body. 
 
    I sipped, and studied her, and she studied me. 
 
    “And we didn’t fuck.” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t mix business with pleasure.” 
 
    “But I slept in your bed, naked, and as I recall I…I diddled you.” 
 
    “Yep. Thanks.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “It’s all part of what you have to do.” 
 
    I blinked a little, tried a bite of eggs, held it down, and tried another. 
 
    “You, my little lover, are a kinkster.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “You like to be abused, and edged, and teased. You like to dress like a woman.” 
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    “Yes. You do.” Her voice firmed up, was no nonsense, and I focused on her. 
 
    “We spent a lot of time building your character. We’ve tried to make it so you don’t like fucking that much, but are obsessed with sex. I’m your understanding wife, and sometimes procurer. You are an addict, a pervert, and you are exactly what the Come On Club is looking for. They want you to avail yourself of their high prices, to become addicted, and…that is our in.” 
 
    The coffee was working. The eggs were working. I tried a slice of bacon. 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    She leaned forward and grabbed my plate and slid it away. I sat there, my mouth open, and she growled right into my face. “This is a dangerous thing, these people. If this works here, it will work everywhere. Do you know how many people will walk through their doors if we let them? Do you want to go over the statistics for STDs in cities with open sex policies?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I just closed my mouth and tried not to be distracted by the sight of her glorious boobs literally falling out of her robe. 
 
    She saw she hadn’t affected me, so she leaned further forward, giving me a better show, and said, “Do you want to be on the shit list forever? Do you want to be handed the worst fucking assignments in the fucking city?  
 
    “They gave us a plum. We can do it. We can bust this fucking thing, and we can come out the other side heroes.” 
 
    “If I dress like a woman, risk sex with women who sleep everywhere, let myself be used and abused and…and…” 
 
    I ran out of words. 
 
    We were both standing now, leaning towards each other. 
 
    “YES!” she yelled into my face. 
 
    I wanted to yell back. I wanted to stand my ground. I wanted a lot of things, but there was only one thing being offered to me. 
 
    I grabbed her hair and held it. 
 
    She blinked, was frozen. 
 
    I pulled her face towards me, and I went towards her. 
 
    We kissed. 
 
    We had kissed the night previous, but I had been drunk, and she had been drunk. 
 
    Now we were awake. 
 
    The kiss went on and on, out eyes were closed and I reached a hand out and placed it under her hanging breast. 
 
    She grunted, and I felt her groan into my mouth. 
 
    Then I let her go, and we slowly moved apart. We were like two bulls who had pushed up to each other, snorted our threats and let the world know we were seriously going to mess each other up, and now we were passing by. A hoof kicking dust, a tail swatting flies. 
 
    I think I wanted her more than anything in the world. And I wondered if this was all a plot. If she had gotten me drunk and teased me half out of my mind, just so I would fall in with her little scheme. 
 
    And, I didn’t care. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck?” she asked, and it was a mark of how desperate she was. 
 
    And I wanted to fuck in the worst possible way. But…she would have been sacrificing her body to recruit me. It wouldn’t have been because she wanted me. Wanted me for who I am. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    We both sat down, like two fighters who had just bashed shit out of each other, like we were sitting wounded in our corners and wondering what kind of damage the next round would bring. 
 
    “I will if you want,” she snarled. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    I just shook my head, and then said, “Let’s do it.” 
 
    I could see the savage light of victory in her eyes, but she didn’t say anything, just nodded. 
 
    And our pact was made. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were brutal. I didn’t stay at Babs’ apartment again, but I might as well have. I showed up at dawn and she taught me how to be a woman. 
 
    She curled my hair and painted my toes, and taught me how to do it all myself. Sometimes I would leave wearing gloves, concealing my pretty, red nails. 
 
    We ran out of cold cream and I had to go home, and come back the next day, still in make up, and receive a lecture about not sleeping in make up. 
 
    When I went in to the station I used the back door and avoided everybody. 
 
    The higher ups were fine with that. They wanted results, but they didn’t want to see the efforts being made. They didn’t want to see an officer made into a cross dresser, wearing make up and high heels. 
 
    And, if it was bad for me, it was worse for Babs. She was under incredible pressure. In addition to taking me under her wing she had to meet with her seniors every other day and reassure them that we were almost ready.  
 
    And we met with Corky and Rodney every couple of days. They were doing the boring work of checking permits and tracing histories. They were also keeping an eye on the Come On Club, sitting in dirty, tinted window vehicles with no amenities except a box of donuts and a jar to pee in. 
 
    Sometimes they would come to the apartment, and they would report while Babs taught me how to do make up, or trained me to walk in high heels. Usually, we met in the bar. 
 
    Interestingly, Corky was not the big drinker. I had thought he would be after that day in the bar, and him being heavier than Rodney, but it was Rodney who was glum, and seemed to enjoy suds the most. 
 
    “Once past the interview they take you directly into the back,” Corky said. “We don’t know what happens after that, except that it is sexual, quite sexual.” 
 
    Rodney: “Security is the bully boys from downstairs. The guys who train the customers double up. They live on the upper floors, and it is pretty obvious that in the event we have to go in we’re going to have to battle our way through them. And they got some pretty big boys.” 
 
    I nodded. I was trying to listen to him, and pay attention while Babs lectured me on lipsticks versus lip stains. 
 
    “Once on it lasts for a week, and you only need a little gloss to make it pop.” 
 
    “The head of security is this guy, Wayne Hodgkins. He’s not as big as the others, but apparently he’s meaner. Word has it that he used to be a boxer.” 
 
    “We can do the lipstain if you want, that will make it easier to maintain.” 
 
    I nodded to Babs. 
 
    “When we come in, if we come in, I want you to find a corner and hide,” Corky murmured, looking directly at me. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, and thought, Not likely. 
 
    “The main electronics room is on the third floor. We’re going to try and shut it down, if we have to go in, but don’t count on it. There’s an old schematic at city hall that says that room is fortified. Used to be a vault for some jewelry company or something.” 
 
    “No, don’t curl your lashes like that. Turn your wrist like this…” 
 
    And the day approached. Not a drastic day, not a day of bombs and machine guns, but a simple day when I would walk into the Come One Club with my gorgeous wife, and we would laugh and chuckle, and she would buy me a package. 
 
    Then it would be up to me to explore, to find my way around. To get data, to get the low down and compromise the guys at the Come On Club. Guys like Wayne Hodgkins and the big boss, Harney Wenders. 
 
    To that end I studied files, got to know them like they were my brothers. 
 
    They weren’t the kind of brothers I would have chosen.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Babs was dressed to the nines. She had on a short skirt, a tight sweater which dipped lower than decency, and was fully made up. A gold necklace was around her neck, on which hung a small gold key. 
 
    The key to one essential piece of my costume…my chastity tube. 
 
    Oh, it had taken some talking to get me to put that on. First, I was pretty damned hard. Being around Babs all day, getting some very physical coaching on how a man and a wife would hug and kiss each other. I was in a constant state of big boner. 
 
    Second, I really didn’t want to. I mean, who wants to lock up their cock and give up boners? I sure didn’t! 
 
    But Babs plied me with liquor, got me so drunk I couldn’t resist, and then made me jack off. 
 
    Oh, that cruel woman. She didn’t just make me, she helped me. It was outercourse of the most wicked fashion. 
 
    There I was, drunk and horny, and she’s stroking me and stroking me, and…and I got a drunken squirt, not very satisfying, and was placed in chastity. 
 
    Grrr. 
 
    But, good news, it had only been the night before. So, though I had woken up with some mighty uncomfortable morning wood, my situation hadn’t had time to make itself felt. 
 
    Anyway, I wore a short skirt, a skin tight tee, hoop earrings, and a bit of light, pink lipstick. I was effeminate, and giggly, and hung on my wife’s arm like she was in charge. Which, heck, she was. 
 
    I couldn’t stop looking at that damned key. 
 
    And, my cock kept surging and trying to get hard, and that was frustration in itself. Heck, I had just come the night before, but being denied like this…it was the most exquisite torture I could imagine. 
 
    As we walked in the front door of the Come On Club, a few eyes focused on us, a couple of sideways glances, mostly for Babs, and some very intense eyes from…the cameras. 
 
    Cameras all over the place. They were in those little upside down, black half globes attached to ceilings everywhere. 
 
    We glanced around, and I giggled a lot, and we made our way to the front desk. 
 
    At the desk a hunky looking fellow with chains and muscles and a lazy smile asked what could he do for us. 
 
    “I’m Babs and this is Jimbo. Ronald J. Teskins said you might be able to help us.” 
 
    That was the key. Ronald Teskins, our recommender, and the letter of the week. And the letter changed daily. 
 
    The lazy smile behind the counter grew wider. “I’m sure we can help you out. Let me get my senior.” 
 
    A minute later and and a handsome fellow with diamonds in his smile, figuratively speaking, popped through the door behind the desk and greeted us. 
 
    “Hi, folks, I just got off the phone with Ron,” and he probably had, first line of vetting, “and he vouches for you. Why don’t you come on back, we’ll take care of some paperwork, and…would you like a drink?” 
 
    “Why…yes. A wine spritzer for me, ginger ale with a splash of some decently decadent wine. And Jimbo here,” I giggled and looked shy, “Lambykins, you’ve been such a good boy I’m going to reward you,” she turned to our host. “If he could have a bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    Oh, thank God! 
 
    We followed the handsome man in the suit into the back and he ordered our drinks, I kid you not, on a wrist radio! Just like Dick Tracy. 
 
    “My name is Larry Hodgkins.” 
 
    Hodgkins. Brother to Wayne. 
 
    “And I’ll give you the tour. Now, let’s start with…” 
 
    We got into the elevator and it zipped up. 
 
    An elevator. There had to be more doors up, but they weren’t obvious. 
 
    Larry got right into it. He sauntered down the second floor and described massage booths, said hello to smiling girls, a lot of of whom were Orientals. The original ‘happy ending’ people. 
 
    A couple of rooms were closed and he explained, “We have live in staff. You will be fully protect while you’re here.” 
 
    Third floor, and the rooms got more interesting. 
 
    “That piece of machinery is called a Sybian. Good for male or female. You’ll cum so hard your tonsils will vibrate.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” said Babs, and her eyes gleamed. 
 
    “And this is a special room for our clients who wish to experience leather. Please note the back wall, and our girls are not, I repeat…NOT…gentle.” 
 
    We all laughed and continued on down the hall. 
 
    “This is called our ‘Fifty Shades’ room. We specialize in scenes directly relating to that wonderful movie.” 
 
    “Those funny looking ‘sawhorses’ there are for anal penetration. The whips are made of special cowhide imported from Argentina.” 
 
    “This is the diaper room. We have several ladies, very heavy in frame but very loving.” 
 
    “This is for…” 
 
    We went past room after room. A few of them were being used and we heard everything from moans to screams. 
 
    “What about moving pictures?” Babs put a sniff into that statement that was decidedly haughty. 
 
    “You’ll note the red light in the top corner over there. When it is green it is recording. Many customers love to take home memories, but if you don’t, simply flick this switch here, the light stays red, and you are free from any prying eyes.” 
 
    “What about the police?” I asked breathily. I was making a wonderful sissy. 
 
    “Not to worry about Johnathon Law,” smiled Larry. “Our premises are physically secure and we can have everybody in their street clothes before the police could ever hope to breech our building. In the event that there are problems we have a couple of judges who are very, very friendly to our cause. 
 
    Babs looked at me. “I’m fair convinced. What do you say Jimbo, would you like to stay here while I’m in Europe?” 
 
    “Oh, I think I’d like that,” and I added, just to see the consternation in her eyes. “Mommy.” 
 
    Oh, she had a look in her eyes, but she was careful not to let anybody see it. She hugged me, and let her nails score my chest. 
 
    I let out a squeak, and cursed myself. I should have known better. In our roles she was free to abuse me as she wished. 
 
    Larry just chuckled at this byplay. 
 
    “When would you like to have your interview?” 
 
    “Oh, this morning. I have a twelve o’clock flight.” 
 
    “We can do that. Let me make a couple of arrangements. Then we can discuss paperwork and that very nasty stuff called money,” he laughed, we laughed, “and then we can interview you.” 
 
    “Just him,” sniffed Babs. “I’m not going to be staying. But I will be back in a week, and perhaps we can interview me then. Of course, it all depends on how ‘mean’ you’ve been to Jimbo here.” 
 
    Again, we all chuckled. 
 
    Well, I sort of giggled. 
 
    And the wheels began to turn. 
 
    Paperwork was no problem. We had money, and we didn’t blink at being asked to sign nondisclosure papers with significant penalties. Heck, we had no interest in snitching, right? 
 
    Then we filled out forms. No diseases. No mental problems, and there was a long list of each to choose from. 
 
    Fnally, I was ready for the interview. 
 
    Babs fiddled with her necklace and handed the chastity key to Larry. Larry smiled and placed it in a drawer in his desk. 
 
    Then Babs kissed me good bye, put up with my whining entreaties to not leave me, to not abandon me, and then left. 
 
    Just like that. 
 
    And I was alone in a pervert’s paradise. 
 
    With a bunch of perverts. Or at least people to cater to my perverted wishes. 
 
    That was a glum moment for me, and I tried to disguise my glumness by looking at pictures on the walls and smiling inanely. 
 
    “Come along, Jimbo,” Larry led me to a room and introduced me to a girl in a white coat named Gloria. Then he left. 
 
    First I was told to relinquish my clothes, which I did quickly. Then Gloria took over. 
 
    “Hey, Jimbo, you looking forward to this next week?” She put a pad on a chair and had me sit down. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I responded with the proper amount of lisp. The arm rests were comfortable. 
 
    She placed a weird chain around my chest, which I knew was for breathing. A device was place on the left armrest and I place my fingers in the grooves designed for them. And the test was ready to go. 
 
    She gave me some test questions, I tried to increase my heart rate, I wiggled slightly, hopefully not noticeably on the motion pad. 
 
    She stood so she could see both her computer, and me, so I had to be careful. I knew she would have been trained to take note of and analyze any body motions, and any specific readings on the screen. 
 
    “Lie to me, Jimbo. Are you right handed?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” I bit my cheek, hard. Hopefully my reading would skyrocket, and then if I did lie on an important question it might show up as lower, and therefore not a lie. 
 
    “Tell me the truth. Did you eat breakfast this morning?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The test went on for ninety minutes. I told the truth, and I lied, and Gloria never showed a reaction. Most boring person in the world. I could have told her I liked it when bumblebees stung my dick, and she would have kept a straight face. 
 
    And, I had a good feeling. We had spent a lot of time teaching me how to beat a test. And all my martial arts training helped me. 
 
    And if that wasn’t enough, I had deliberately overplayed myself. Trans people, gays, they don’t act over the top. But by acting over the top it changed the readings, reduced certain reactions. Simply, I wasn’t responding to a question about, say, wearing female clothes, because I had changed my perspective by over acting. I know. Weird. But it works. 
 
    Finally, it was done. Babs was on a plane to Europe, supposedly, and I was taken in to meet Harney Wenders. 
 
    Well, I was taken up. He was on the fourth floor. Had a suite up there, next to the electronics room. 
 
    As we passed the electronics room I noted that the door was like that of a vault, and that once closed that was it. 
 
    Then I was ushered into the presence of the august one, the head purveyor of filth, Harney Wenders. I felt a little weird, to say the least, because I had not been given my clothes back after the interview. Wenders didn’t seem to notice, however. 
 
    “Good morning, Jimbo. I understand you’re going to be our guest for a week?” 
 
    I smiled and shook his hand, giving him a very limp handshake. 
 
    He didn’t blink, or wipe his hand off afterward. 
 
    “I am. Can I watch TV?” 
 
    “At certain times of the day you will be allowed. Now Babs indicated that you liked spankings…” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Excellent. Now…” 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “Babs left instructions for that. You are to be allowed two drinks in the evening.” 
 
    “Oh, shucks. She’s always spoiling my fun.” 
 
    Harney smiled. He wasn’t big and strong, like Wayne, but he looked fit. 
 
    He picked up his phone. “Send Miss Hansen in.” 
 
    Thirty seconds later Miss Hansen entered, and my eyes popped. 
 
    “Good morning, sir.” Her lips were plump and juicy. They were pink. Her eyes were blue as blue could be. 
 
    “Good morning, Miss Hansen. Jimbo will be with us for a week. Here is the file.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” She took the file, then held her hand out to me. “Come along, Jimbo.” 
 
    She led me to a small kitchen on the third floor. She gave me a Coke and a bag of chips and asked me to be patient while she studied my information. She patted my hand very suggestively when she made her request. 
 
    She read, and said, “I see no cummies for you. And you are to get several spankings a day.” 
 
    If this weird request weirded her out she didn’t show it. She just smiled happily. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Can I watch TV?” 
 
    “It says here you can, but only one hour a day. What would you like to watch?” 
 
    “Porn,” I gave her a simpering smile. 
 
    “Excellent. Would you like an open channel? Or would you like a particular subject matter?” 
 
    “I like to watch big tits, like Mommy has.” 
 
    She made notes in the file and smiled. 
 
    “Very well, then, shall we begin?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!”  
 
    She took me to a room with a horse in it. She told me to lie down on it, then she began fastening leather straps. Shortly my knees and elbows were on little platforms, my back was arched, and my ass was in the air. 
 
    Harney entered the room. Wayne Hodgkins was with him.  
 
    I looked up, and knew the jig was up. 
 
    “Good morning, Officer Johnson.” 
 
    “Who?” I tried to bluff it out. 
 
    “What a pleasant surprise. You are to be pleasured, many pictures will be taken, and then…” he smiled and left the ending incomplete. 
 
    Dead. Fuck. I certainly hadn’t planned on this. 
 
    “Any final words?” 
 
    “Go fuck yourself?” 
 
    Wayne Johnson stepped forward and kicked me on the side of the face. 
 
    He didn’t kick that hard, just sort of a friendly wake up call, but it did the trick. I saw stars in the night, and the stars faded until there was only night, then the dawn, and I came to. 
 
    I was still on the horse, but something felt funny. Oh, they had put something up my fanny. Felt like some kind of butt plug. Nurse Hansen was sitting in a chair, waiting for me to wake up. 
 
    “Hello, Jimbo.” She picked up a remote and pressed a button. Immediately a vibration started up in my ass. I groaned. I had never felt anything so wonderful. 
 
    “This is a remote for the vibrator in your butt. Harney wants me to make you gay.” 
 
    Make me gay? I certainly caught the double meaning in that word. 
 
    She began to move her finger around on the face plate, and the vibrations in my butt increased, or decreased. 
 
    “You’re sensitive down there,” she smiled. “Have you had anal sex before?” 
 
    “No,” I grunted, my voice sounding like a toad being stepped on. 
 
    “Well, you will.” She moved her finger on the face plate and the sensations in my butt intensified. 
 
    I groaned, and here’s the thing of it all, the sensation was pleasurable. 
 
    She turned it down, and the sensations lessened. I sagged. “Stop,” I said. 
 
    “”Nope,” she responded cheerfully. She turned the vibrations up again. 
 
    Up and down. My ass felt like somebody had shoved a blender up it. Time began to stretch, and I began to drool. I entered a white hot space where everything was a cartoon. I giggled, and it wasn’t a put on.  
 
    Finally, it stopped. I laid there, unable to do anything. A door opened and closed and I heard Harney’s voice. 
 
    “How’s he doing?” 
 
    “He’s loving it.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “You want me to start the whipping?” 
 
    “Absolutely. We’ve only got a week, then we’ve got to give him back.” 
 
    “Oh, man, are they going to be surprised.” Miss Hansen and Harney chuckled. 
 
    “Hey,” I managed to whisper out. It wasn’t very loud, but they heard it. Harney walked around in pulled up a chair in front of me. 
 
    “How you doing, Officer Johnson?” 
 
    “Let me go.” 
 
    “Sure. In a week.” 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “We’re breaking you. You’ll be a little more mush brained than now, but you will know where your priorities lay. We’ll have you on tape confessing to things, we’ll have you totally turned around. you’ll be a witness for us when we take the city to court.” 
 
    “What court?” 
 
    “We’re going to sue for harassment. We’re going to take a big chunk out of the city coffers, and it will all be because of you.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Who’s going to stop us?” 
 
    “Me.” I was barely whispering. 
 
    Harney chuckled. “Nope. When we’re done with you…well, you’ll be our friend. And just to show you I’m not all bad, when you get fired form the PD I’ll give you a job. You can be the buttboy for the boys. You can dress up like a little girl and wait on them and do their bidding, and, if you’re lucky, they’ll give you a little poke.” 
 
    Behind me I heard Miss Hansen giggling. 
 
    Harney stood up and left, and another girl came in. She was wearing leathers, like a dominatrix. Hell, not ‘like’ a dominatrix…she was a dominatrix! 
 
    She uncoiled the whip and began to beat me. 
 
    And every time the whip would strike Miss Hansen would press the button on the remote. Pain and pleasure, until I didn’t know the difference, until I thought pain was pleasure. 
 
    The whip rose and fell rhythmically. I began to breath in time with the strikes. In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    She was expert, she struck me just hard enough to hurt, not hard enough to cut the skin. 
 
    How long can a man stand pain? 
 
    How long can he stand pleasure? 
 
    Hours later, I was a puddle, they untied me and took me to a room. I was tossed on a bed and left there. Half an hour later somebody came in and placed a TV dinner on the floor. Hungry Man. Chicken. 
 
    I didn’t want to eat, and if there hadn’t been an ounce of spirit left in me, somewhere, I wouldn’t have. 
 
    But there was an ounce, and I crawled off the bed, moved across the room on all fours, and ate the meal laying on the floor. As the food, it was undercooked and cold and soggy, went into me I gained some strength back. 
 
    But not enough. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    I awoke to the sound of footsteps. I moved, and found that I had some of my old strength back. 
 
    A bowl of mush was deposited on the floor in front of me, and the footsteps receded, the door closed, and I ate. 
 
    Mush, with no butter, no sugar or honey or anything. It was the most tasteless meal I had ever had. It was difficult to just chew that bland guck. 
 
    Then two guys, big guys, had my arms and were dragging me out of the room. Back to the horse. 
 
    Down the corridor I could see a window. It was daytime. I must have slept for along time. I didn’t blame me. 
 
    They fastened me on the horse and Miss Hansen came in. 
 
    “How you doing, Jimbo?” 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, keeping my voice weak. I knew I had to conserve my strength, wait for my chance. A chance would come, I knew it would, and I had to be ready. 
 
    “Oh, you want a fuck. Good. I feel like fucking.” 
 
    She went out of my line of vision for a minute, then returned. She was wearing a strap on. 
 
    “You know,” she said as she adjusted the straps, “If it was up to me I wouldn’t use any lube. Rip you right open. But my brother wants you looking good. No signs of damage.” 
 
    She walked behind me and I felt her slap a big glob of something on my ass, and when she began working it into my ass I knew what it was. Lube. Lots and lots of lube. 
 
    As she poked her fingers inside me, worked them around and made sure I was super slick, she hummed a tune. 
 
      
 
    Nothing could be finer  
 
    than to jam it in a giner 
 
    in the mor-or-orning. 
 
      
 
    Tears trickled down my face, and she said, “Aw, how cute. Little sissy boy is crying.” 
 
    Then she stood behind me and pushed in. And she was gentle. And, terrifying me more than anything, it felt good. 
 
    How could I resist the pleasure? I could hate a torturer, but somebody who is giving me pleasure? What could I do? 
 
    “Oh, you’re a nice fuck. Do you like it, Jimbo?” 
 
    I found myself nodding, and I would have pushed back, if the straps holding me down would have let me.  
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    She had the key to my chastity tube, and she stopped fucking me and took the tube off. I felt my dick grow large. 
 
    “Ooh, Mikey! I think he likes it!” 
 
    She sawed into me, gently, lovingly, and told me how good I was, and she even told me how much she loved me. 
 
    I hit that subspace again. I felt that white hot reality where everything was good overwhelm me. I was floating. 
 
    The fucking stopped and she pushed the remote butt plug into me. 
 
    “Well, it’s getting easier and easier to put things in here. Isn’t that nice? 
 
    I realized that I had stopped crying. And I looked forward to having my butt filled. 
 
    And the other girl came and started my whipping. I found the rhythm almost immediately. 
 
    In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    In and out and in and WHAP! 
 
    And the girl and Miss Hansen rested every once in a while, chit chatted about whether fatty hamburger was better than lean. Talked about the latest Marvel movie. 
 
    “I think Black Widow should be a Lesbian.” 
 
    “That’s ‘cause you’re a Lesbian.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with being a Lesbian?” 
 
    “I don’t know, let’s ask Jimbo.” A kick to my vibrating rump. “Hey, Jimbo, what’s wrong with being gay.” 
 
    “I don’t…I know…I…” 
 
    The girls laughed at how I couldn’t even speak. 
 
    Yet beneath my befuddlement was a determination. I would survive. Behind my white subspace was me, hiding from the pleasure and the torment. I knew, in my heart of hearts, that it was this that they were trying to change. If they could reach me, in my heart of hearts, the me of me, then I would lose. 
 
    The whipping girl left and the butt vibrations became my sole source of pleasure. 
 
    By that afternoon I was ready for my first scene. They undid me from the horse and dragged me to a bedroom. 
 
    They put a half filled bottle of whiskey in my hand and positioned me. A woman came in, with big breasts, and she fucked me. 
 
    Well, she went up and down on me, and my cock was engulfed, but only for a moment. They didn’t want me to cum. 
 
    My line was, “Fucking police tried to get me to go undercover in this place!” I delivered it, after a few dozen painful shocks to the butt, and was relieved when the vibrations started up again. My wonderful vibrations made my wonderful butt feel wonderfully good. 
 
    And I knew I could have resisted the shocks, that was pain I could deal with, but I didn’t. That wasn’t my chance, and my chance would come. I knew it would. 
 
    The next day. I was subsisting on two awful meals a day, Hungry Man and mush. They took me to the horse and I let them drag me. I didn’t resist. I was saving my strength. I was, going to need that strength. My moment was coming. 
 
    Vibrations in the morning, and my ass sung in ecstasy. Then Miss Hansen buckled up and penetrated me. 
 
    I enjoyed it, sobbing and crying, I wanted more. 
 
    But when I wanted more they gave me that soft whip. 
 
    I knew, in that secret place that everybody has, the me of me, what they were doing. 
 
    Pain and pleasure, transforming me. Taking away my choice. 
 
    Then, my second scene. It was late in the day and they dressed me like a woman. I knew about that. I had prepared for that with Babs. I wondered about Babs. I wondered where she was right then. Why didn’t she come rescue me? 
 
    They took me to a room and I knelt while men came in and pushed their cocks into my mouth. 
 
    The men laughed, and they said how much they loved fucking a police whore. 
 
    At the end one of them came on my face. 
 
    I had stared at the cocks, watched them come for me, and I had no will to resist. 
 
    Finally, I was laying on a bed like a slut, and Harney came in. 
 
    He didn’t show his face, but he did me. I lay there and took it. All those thugs standing there, cheering, making lewd remarks, insulting the police…I took it all/ I hoped my chance would come soon. Then we shot another scene. Me admitting to taking bribes, to selling drugs. I had no choice, if I resisted they would shock me, make me weaker. I had to keep my strength. 
 
    That night they came in and placed the tin of Hungry Man on the floor. I ate it, crawled to it and used my fingers to shovel the stuff into my mouth. I was still wearing make up from the day’s shoot. I could taste my own lipstick. 
 
    Then I shoved the tin under the bed and rubbed my fingers on the rug until they were clean. 
 
    I crawled to the door, and I don’t know what drove me, what kept me going.  
 
    I lay on the floor and hit the bottom of the door with the heel of my palm. I was strong enough to stand up and knock, but I had to fool them. 
 
    I hit the door and hit the door, and finally somebody came and opened it. I couldn’t see their face, but I mumbled. “You didn’t feed me.” 
 
    I was pushed back into the room, and I laid there and prayed. And prayed, and…they brought me another Hungry Man. Chicken. I’ll never eat chicken again, I thought, as I gobbled the stuff down. 
 
    And I knew that tomorrow was my chance. 
 
    So I slept. 
 
     
 
    I awoke. Footsteps. I felt so dreadfully weak, but not as weak as they thought. Hell, I had two Hungry Man dinners in me! And now a bowl of that vile mush. 
 
    I ate, and waited. 
 
    If they were true to form they would drag me down the hall, past a door which was kept open, and beyond which was a stairway leading up. 
 
    But it was an inner door, not to the outside, so all I could do was pray that it was open at the top, and that it didn’t have deadbolts. 
 
    And that was my chance. My only chance. 
 
    They came for me a short while later, dragged me out. I rested, I didn’t struggle, I tried not to use one iota of the limited strength I had left. 
 
    They dragged me down the corridor, towards the horse room. Towards vibrations in my butt and more pleasure than I could stand. We approached the door, it was propped open, a simple wedge at the bottom. Good. 
 
    The two guys dragging me were chuckling about me, how I was getting skinnier but lighter every day. And wasn’t this a wonderful diet? 
 
    “Yeah,” said the other one, “We should market it and—“ 
 
    I pulled back, got my feet under me while they were off balance, and kicked the guy on the right across the knee. It was a classic side kick, and I used all my weight and a bit of muscle, and that sucker snapped like a twig. 
 
    He collapsed with a scream and fell away from me. 
 
    The other fellow’s mouth opened to shout, and he was trying angle himself to punch me, but I punched first. 
 
    I didn’t have a lot of strength, but I had perfect form. I sank my weight, twisted my hips, drove my fist into his throat. 
 
    Not his skull, where it would have bounced off, but his throat. 
 
    He made a gakking sound, grabbed his throat, and fell down. 
 
    I stepped over him and he didn’t even try to stop me. I kicked the wedge and the door swung shut behind me as I ran up the stairs. 
 
    I say ‘ran,’ but it was pretty sad. Still, I was moving with every ounce of strength I had, and the door at the top was open. 
 
    I kicked another wedge and the door swung shut, and I was in the hallway. 
 
    Ten feet away was the big vault door to the electronics room, and a thug was pulling on it.  
 
    I sprinted, as best I could, and the look on his face was one of panic. He wasn’t a thug, he was a shrimp, and he didn’t have quite enough strength to close the door. 
 
    I ran into him with a fist, his head hit the door, and he collapsed. I pushed him out of the way and began to pull the door shut. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, it swung shut. I heard voices, I heard running feet, then CLUNK! It was shut. And it had locked automatically. 
 
    I heard a commotion in the hall, but I ignored it. I turned and inspected my new prison. 
 
    Three tables, filled with electronic equipment. And one blessed computer to control them all. 
 
    A panel on the wall with big switches and labels. The labels were easy to understand. 
 
    “Bolts,” said one. I pulled that and hoped that every bolt in the building would shoot. 
 
    “Lights,” said another. I pulled that one and the lights dimmed, and stayed on. Huh. That would have helped. 
 
    There were other labels, but none of them held anything for me. I pulled a couple of them anyway, and then turned to the computer. 
 
    I heard the pounding of fists on the thick door.  
 
    I sat and stared at the screen. The lights had gone off, but there was some sort of dim, emergency lighting. I could see the stairway I had come up, and it was black. No lights there. In the hallway where I had attacked the two thugs there were half a dozen men pounding on the door. The doors were holding, but I didn’t think they would for long. 
 
    I didn’t need long. 
 
    Outside the room I was in I could see Harney and Wayne and Miss Hansen, Harney’s sister, pounding on the door. Suddenly Harney yelled at his sister and pointed back towards his office. Uh oh. Key. I ignored the scene on the screen and double clicked on the hard drive. Stupid crooks, simple crooks, and dopey computer guy, I was into their files, and the labels of the files were pretty easy to understand. 
 
    Customer files. I opened one and saw it could be used for blackmail. 
 
    Public officials. I opened a file and saw a judge boffing a girl. I opened another one and saw a precinct captain…being boffed. 
 
    These were the blackmail files. 
 
    And there were other files. Files having to do with bank robbery, mob connections, pay offs, everything. 
 
    The computer was simple, very intuitive. I hooked up to the internet, and began sending files. There were a lot of files, and it was going to take some time. 
 
    I glanced at the screen and saw Harney and Wayne waiting outside, talking. Miss Hansen was going to come back with a key, though, and I was going to need more time. I looked around the room for a weapon. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Nothing but my bare fists and…lunch. 
 
    The computer operator had brought a couple of ham sandwiches and I gobbled them, stuffed them into my face. 
 
    And I drank his cold Pepsi out of the small refrigerator in a corner. 
 
    Wayne and Harney yelling, and Miss Hansen coming back. Holding a key. 
 
    For a weird moment I laughed. It was hysteria and fear and…and I thought of how my mother had told me not to go swimming after eating. I wondered if that rule held for fighting. 
 
    I glanced at the computer. Files were going everywhere. The police station, news outlets, even Youtube! I didn’t know if any of the files would publish, I didn’t think they would, but…maybe. 
 
    I moved the swivel chair next to me and got ready. On the screen Harney slid the key into the keyhole, twisted, and the door began moving back. 
 
    I waited, breathing, and when the door was open enough Harney tried to squeeze through. He made it, and I shoved the swivel in front of him. He tripped, fell, and I bashed him with a printer. A Canon MX 922. I will always remember the delightful clunk it made as it broke into pieces on his skull. 
 
    Then Wayne came through, and I had nothing left. 
 
    He reached for me, thought because he was bigger than me he could take me. 
 
    I kicked him, low, in the nuts. It was a beautiful kick, and he oofed, turned white, lay down, and started puking. 
 
    Zippity do dah! 
 
    Then Miss Hansen stepped into view. She had held back, was still standing in the hallway, and she had brought something more than a key from Harney’s office. She pointed a .45 at me. 
 
    “Hold it,” she said, and from the sound of her voice she was a microbe of pressure away from putting a bullet through my forehead.  
 
    I froze. Behind me I could hear the sound of retching. Harney was still out from the Canon printer. And I laughed. 
 
    A confused expression flitted across her face. 
 
    “What are you laughing for?” 
 
    “I just sent all your files to the cops. you’re probably implicated in lots of things, but…murder? Have they got you for murder yet?” 
 
    Furrows appeared between her brows. 
 
    I stepped towards her, exuding more confidence than I felt. “You shoot me it’s so damned premeditated they’ll fry you till the paint on your tootsies melts.” 
 
    She started to back up, and I took the gun away from her. And then, just because I could, just because she had assaulted me in the worst possible way, vibrated me until I couldn’t think anymore, I punched her. Right in the nose. Yeah, me bad. But it’s my word against hers, and I made the bust of the century. 
 
    The good guys broke the doors down a half hour later, and I was subjected to a lot of bullying and even physical abuse. I was wearing a whore’s outfit, and my make up was a mess, but some of the guys actually recognized me. I thought it was going to get worse, but Babs busted through and grabbed me and took me out of there.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at the bar in the bar we had frequented. I was sipping a bourbon and Coke and ignoring everything. The barkeep knew me, and he kept his distance. He was friendly, enough, but when people want to be alone.… 
 
    Customers came and went. I ordered a second drink and cried, figuratively, in my whiskey. 
 
    Somebody sat down next to me. 
 
    “Of all the gin joints in all the world.” 
 
    A sad smile came to my lips. “Hello, Babs.” 
 
    “Hello, Jimbo. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    “Long loose and…hell. It ain’t hanging at all.” 
 
    She ordered a Scotch and ginger ale and dragged me to a booth. Our booth. 
 
    “Captain said you were out of sorts.” 
 
    I huddled over my drink. “I’m fucked up, Babs.” 
 
    “You’re a hero. The PD is getting a douche like it never had, and which it sorely needed. People of every rank are getting arrested, and you can have any assignment you want. Hell, guys from other precincts are asking for you. Captain just told Sixty Minutes to go fuck themselves.” 
 
    “Hunh,” I muttered. 
 
    “So what’s got your panties in a twist?” 
 
    So I told her. I hadn’t told anybody, not even the psychiatrist they had made me see, until I told him to go shove it. 
 
    “I want to get fucked up the butt.” 
 
    Man, talk about silence. 
 
    I started sobbing, silent, body shaking sobs, and I told her about what they did to me. I told her how I wanted it up the butt so bad…and…and she simply put her hand over mine and listened. 
 
    And when I was done she said one simple sentence. “Come home with me.” 
 
    So I did, and I stayed there. I retired and opened a consultation business. Babs works for me, and every night she takes care of my needs. And if pleasure is pain, and pain is pleasure, then I’ve got all I could ever want. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked these little tales. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
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    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
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    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
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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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