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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Oh, I had it made. 
 
    I was working at home, and my wife was flying to Hong Kong for a week once a month. She was the pilot for a big Hollywood production company, and I was left home all alone. You’ve seen that movie? Home Alone? Yeah, that was me, left on my own…to get in as much trouble as I wanted. Heh heh. 
 
    And I wanted. 
 
    Oh, baby, did I want! 
 
    So Carly and I had an early night, and I, of course, didn’t want to make love. 
 
    “But you won’t see me for a week!” she complained. “Didn’t you want to get those rocks of yours off?” 
 
    “Well, I’d like to, but I’ve got a slight headache, and I don’t feel well. Maybe tomorrow morning before you go.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted. “Seems like you don’t want to screw me before I go, and you aren’t too amorous when I get back. What the heck is going on with you?” 
 
    “Nothing honey. It’s just a headache.” I sighed and put a hand to my forehead. 
 
    Me in pain was too much for my dear wife, so she got up and made me some herbal tea, and I sipped a little, then we went to sleep. On our own sides of the bed. 
 
    She tossed and turned, was sexually frustrated, I know, but I just laid there, facing away, glorying in my boner, exulting in what the coming days were going to bring. 
 
    Finally, however, we slept, and we overslept, as is our wont, and woke up too late to screw. 
 
    Heh heh heh. All part of my big, master plan. 
 
    “Oh, no…oh, no. Did you take my bag out?” She was sitting at the vanity, slapping make up on. 
 
    “I did, honey.” 
 
    “Excellent. And you won’t forget to water the inside plants?” 
 
    “I never do.” 
 
    “And empty the cat box?” 
 
    I do it every time.” 
 
    She stood up and faced me. Oh, God, what a dream. Carly was Five foot eight and built like the proverbial brick shit house. She’s got curvy legs that swell into round buttocks. And her hips flare out just right to emphasize her slender waist, and her breasts. Oh, my God, what a dream. A pair of mountains topped with nipples that would make a volcano uncork. 
 
    And, on top of that, her face was angelic. Sweet, innocent, with blonde hair set off by blue eyes and, my favorite, her red, red lips. 
 
    And all packaged in the most sexiest Captain’s outfit in the world. 
 
    “Do I look all right?” 
 
    Oh, my God! How could she even ask? 
 
    For answer I merely undid my zipper and let Mr. Happy out. He sprang into the air and pointed at her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she giggled. “Mr. Happy is Mr. Incorrigible.” 
 
    “Come on, baby. Lay down, I think I love you.” 
 
    She stepped forward and placed her hand around my throbbing penis, and I almost lost it right there. “Now he wants it. After depriving me last night.” 
 
    “You should have gotten up and gotten ready last night. One look at you and my head ache would have evaporated.” 
 
    She stroked me. 
 
    “You’re sweet.” She kissed me gently, just a touch of the lips, so as not to mess her make up. “For a horny, pervert.” 
 
    Heh. If she only knew. 
 
    “Now, walk me out,” she turned and walked, holding my penis and pulling me along.               
 
    “Unh!” I gasped. She walked through the house and I was on tip toes. I was on the edge, and struggling desperately to not squirt right in her hand. 
 
    “Grab my bag.” 
 
    Still on tip toes, I managed to snag her satchel on the way to the front door, then we were walking down the drive to her snazzy, little Camry.  
 
    She stopped and turned to me. She looked me in the eye. “When I get back you’d better have this,” she shook my cock and I groaned, “ready for duty. You got that?” 
 
    “I do,” I gasped. 
 
    “No playing with yourself…no jacking off. You got that?” 
 
    “Never,” I said, lying through my teeth. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll miss you Morgan. Be good.” She again touched her lips to mine, then got into her car. I put her satchel in the trunk, closed the trunk, and waved bye bye. 
 
    She started her car, and I was always surprised by how little noise it made. It was a hybrid, and when it moved it was a whisper. 
 
    She grinned, blew me a kiss, circled the drive and was off. Down the drive, tail lights disappearing. Leaving me all alone. 
 
    And there I stood, my cock jutting out for the world to see. Except, there was no world to see. We lived on the end of a long drive, and our backyard was the national forest. I could run naked around our house and nobody would see and nobody would care. 
 
    Letting my dick waggle, I turned and walked into the house, and our happy home suddenly went from being a nice slice of suburbia into being a den of inequity. A Pervert Palace, A place where bad boys do bad things and have the biggest orgasms in the world. 
 
    I sauntered into the house, grinning and letting my dick sway side to side. 
 
    I went back to the bedroom and lost my clothes. Then I went back through the house, out the back door, and down the short path to my writing room. 
 
    A writing room. A little 10 by 10 shed, all fixed up with insulation and electricity and a computer for writing and…porn surfing. 
 
    And around the top half of this little room I had built a shelf. And on the shelf were boxes and boxes. Canned goods for the apocalypse, photo albums for posterity, old clothes, doodads and gimcracks and…my box. 
 
    I stood up on my desk, moved stuff aside, and pulled out…my box. 
 
    I carried my box back into the house, a grin big as all out doors on my face, and a big, huge boner, and my heart pounding in excitement. 
 
    I placed the box on the bed and left it. 
 
    First, into the shower. Scrape a little hair off, not a hard job considering that I always shaved my body. I told Carly that it was for when I went swimming. She actually accepted that, even though all the swimming I did was in our pool. 
 
    I shampooed and conditioned my hair, which I always keep long and usually in a pony tail. No pony tail now, however. Now I used the hair drier and brushed it into a mass of soft curls. Girl curls, not boy curls. 
 
    I sauntered into the bedroom and looked at the box and sighed. Not yet. I reached into the box and pulled out a smaller box, just six inches cubed, and went out to the kitchen. I opened the frig and took out a bag of peas. 
 
    Oh, God. Here was the worst part. I slapped that bag of frozen peas on my cock and bit the inside of my cheek. 
 
    I don’t know if you’ve ever tried to freeze your private parts, but it is not pleasant. It is necessary, however, in certain instances. 
 
    I sat at the kitchen table and felt my dick shrivel. Poor guy. I put him through so much. 
 
    Finally, I took the bag of peas off and opened the little box. First, a metal ring that I closed around my balls and cock. Then a little, metal tube that I slid over my ding dong. Finally, CLICK! I slid a padlock through a loop and closed it. 
 
    That’s right. I was in prison. I was in chastity. For the next seven days Mr. Happy would be Mr. Locked Up and Confined. Wallowing sexual misery, dripping with pre-cum and struggling to break free. 
 
    But there is no freedom for the truly wicked, and, God, did I feel wicked. Heh heh. 
 
    Encased in metal, my cock struggling, my heart pounding, it was time for the next step. 
 
    I went back to the bedroom and pulled on a corset. Yeah. A real, live, boned corset. I’m slender, so I only suffered a…lot. I fastened the front, then started pulling the laces in the back. Tight as I could. I tell ya, the first few times I tried this it was a mess. But practice makes perfect, and shortly my waist was squeezed in, and that made my hips flare and my chest even pop up a bit. The corset had cups built into the top, so I filled a couple of condoms with water—that was fun, walking around the house in corset and bending over the sink in the garage—and placed them into the cups. 
 
    I looked at the mirror. Oh, yeah. I was suddenly stacked. And my boobs jiggled just like real boobs. I bounced a bit and watched, and groaned when my dick tried to bust out of its cage. 
 
    Now then, the nylons. They are hard to do once I’m in the corset, but I managed it. I bent, I struggled, I gasped, and rolled first one nylon, then the other. I stood up, sleek legs, all turned on, breathing quick and shallow breaths. 
 
    And, the dress. What would I wear today? 
 
    I rummaged through the box and took out a black, little handful of shiny material. I shimmied into it, and looked at myself in the mirror. Girl’s body. Girl’s hair. Girl’s clothes. My figure was better than Marilyn Monroe’s, and my cock was pounding like a rubber jackhammer on a steel road. 
 
    Shoes. Another terrible experience, bending over and pulling on them, but I made it. I looked down at my nylon clad legs and my black spikes. I wished I could paint my tootsies, but that was a big job, and the few times I had done that I had left traces of red that, if my wife had happened to look down at my feet, would have busted me. 
 
    All right. Almost there. Nothing left but the…make up. 
 
    Oh, God. Make up. My favorite. I took my make up kit out of the box and put it on Carly’s vanity table. I opened it and set about the creation of my own personal Mona Lisa face. 
 
    Moisturizer, primer. Foundation and blush and bronze. The eyes. 
 
    The eyes take a lot of work, real attention to detail. I prefer a smoky color that makes my eye sockets like a cave, and my eyes peer out like glints of fire on a dark night. 
 
    And, piece de resistance…lipstick. Red. With a wet sheen. 
 
    When I was done I stared at myself in the mirror. I was not recognizable as a man. I looked like a woman. My face was softer, my hair was a frame for that softness. I blinked my eyes, and watched my eyelashes flutter. I wished I could go whole hog, pluck my eyebrows, stain my lips, paint my nails and have long talons on my fingers. 
 
    But I only had a week. Not long enough for eyebrows to grow back in, or for lipstain to wear off. 
 
    I sighed, then smiled. I was a woman. And my poor, caged, throbbing cock told me so. 
 
    I stood up and went out to the kitchen. Click, click, click went my heels on the hardwood floor. Swish, swish, swish went my ass. My shiny legs brushed against each other. My boobs jiggled. I was woman. 
 
    I got down a bottle of bourbon and mixed it with some Coke. A Coke High it was called, and I took it and a straw out to my writing shack. I sat down behind the computer and powered up, and sipped my Coke High through a straw. My lips pursed and left a bit of color on the tip of the straw. 
 
    I started surfing, and sipping, and entered heaven. 
 
    I checked out big boobed babes on Gigantits. Made my cock throb. 
 
    I did a search for Carolina Ramirez. She was beautiful, and I always marveled at the size of her cock, how it kept spewing and spewing, often without her even touching it. 
 
    Maybe she had a vibrator up her ass? 
 
    A vibrator. Oh, yeah. I grinned and stood up. Grabbing my now empty glass I headed for the kitchen, and the bedroom. In the kitchen I made myself another drink, and felt my cock pushing desperately, trying to get free. In the bedroom I went into the box and found…my vibrating butt plug. Oh, baby. I greased it up and inserted it. A thin electrical wire ran from my asshole to the controller, and I held it in one hand and the drink in the other as I went back out to my writing room. 
 
    I sat down, and the sensation of vibration in my rectum was super enhanced. I shivered with the intense pleasure, and wiggled into my swivel chair, getting the most out of the devious, little thing. 
 
    Back to surfing. I scoped out the kinky sights, watching women being turned upside down and stimulated until they came. Or didn’t cum. Either way was delicious. The beautiful faces so desperate for sexual release…Heysoos, did it make my penis throb! 
 
    I spent some time on Sammi Starfish, always a delight, then found a site dedicated to big cocks. 
 
    Big cocks, with lots of cum. I was conflicted. Did I want bounteous boobers, or a prodigious penis? 
 
    I looked down at my teeny weenie, so happily struggling. 
 
    I went back in the house, now staggering a bit on my heels, I was drinking a bit faster than I usually did, and poured myself another. 
 
    Back in the shack, my hind end feeling like a diddled queen, my cock crying tears of pre-cum, Iu did more surfing. 
 
    And, thus went the day. Drinking, getting more sexed up than a man, or woman, had a right to be, and by the early afternoon I was sloshed. Pizzled. Drunk. 
 
    And hornier than a goat on viagra. 
 
    I staggered into the house and made my way to the bedroom. I took the butt plug out—ah, that felt good. Going in or going out, that felt good—laid on the bed face up, and passed out. 
 
      
 
    I remember something. Voices. Shapes. But I snored. 
 
    I had dreams, of being moved, of my body being manipulated, but…it was nothing. Just dreams. 
 
    I remember groaning, and feeling my penis down there, talking to me, explaining that it really wanted to get out and squirt and wasn’t I tired of being a pervert? 
 
    I awoke. 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked around. I was dazed from all the alcohol I had imbibed, and for a moment the room spun. Then I sat up and blinked and the room settled down. 
 
    I was home. In my own bed. I smiled and thought about how I felt, ensconced in a tight underwear and dress and nylons. Make up. I felt so good. then I looked down at my hands. 
 
    My heart dropped. My mouth opened in shock. They were inch long stilettos. Red. Like blood. I lifted my hands and stared at them. They were nails. Right. But I hadn’t…I didn’t…I swung my legs out to the side, and froze. Something didn’t feel right. Something was wrong. My chest, my water filled condoms…they pulled on my skin as if…as if…I looked down, and the world spun and threatened to turn all over. 
 
    I stood up and pulled my dress up, over my head, and looked down. 
 
    The condoms were no longer. My boobs were…my own flesh. The condoms had turned into…I had…what was happening? 
 
    My head was shrieking, I didn’t understand, I was totally panicked. I had long nails, and tits, real tits, and…I looked in the mirror. 
 
    My eyebrows were plucked. 
 
    I looked at my feet. My toes were painted. 
 
    But I had gone to sleep in nylons, with no painted toes. How had they got painted? What had happened. 
 
    And how had I gotten breasts? How had my condoms turned into real flesh and blood? 
 
    I staggered a bit as I crossed the room. I didn’t know what was happening. My heart was pounding, and not for sexual reasons. Blood was pulsing through my head, through my whole body. 
 
    I staggered down the hallway, looking at my nails, wanting to scream, seeing my real, flesh and blood boobs swelling out the top of the corset. I stepped into the living room, and finally, completely overwhelmed, I fell to my knees, then simply passed out. 
 
      
 
    If a tree falls in the woods…is there sound?  
 
    And, if a man passes out in a house…what happens? 
 
    What happens is that he passes out, is unconscious for a while, then wakes up. It’s like going to sleep. 
 
    So I woke up. I drifted back into awareness, and looked around. I was in my house, on the floor. Why? 
 
    Then my hand moved up to my chest and I felt my boobs. Memories came rushing back into me. I had been crossdressing, and then…then I had woken up with these big bazoombas on my chest. And they were big. They were bigger than any water filled condoms I had ever used. 
 
    I struggled to a sitting position—it was awkward with tits, I was totally unbalanced—and looked around. 
 
    I was in my own house. I had exited the bedroom, then I must have passed out. 
 
    Yes. Just thinking about my body, I felt faint all over again. 
 
    I breathed. As well as I could. The corset was tight on me, and my chest felt like it was pushed up. I had been in the thing too long. Time to get out of it. Time to think: who had done this to me? 
 
    It couldn’t have been Carly, she was on her way to the orient. But…who? And who would go to such extreme lengths? Giving me implants and…and fine tuning my femininity? 
 
    I looked awkward as I rolled over to all fours and got to my feet. The tightness of the corset, the long leverage of the heels, but I made it. I stood, wavering, and looked around. 
 
    Yes, same house. My house. I was home. But what had happened to me? 
 
    I held my hands up and looked at my new nails. Inch long stilettos. Red. Very red. Shiny red. 
 
    I looked down at my feet, and got another nasty surprise. There were little padlocks on my shoes! The top holes had padlocks in them. I was locked into my shoes. 
 
    Which brought another moment of panic, and I had a realization: I reached around to my back and felt…a padlock! 
 
    I had been locked into my corset, too! 
 
    “What the heck had happened? 
 
    I took a few steps and looked at myself in the big mirror in the foyer. I examined myself minutely. I knew the heels and corset were the real deal, and they had been secured, but everything else was the same. I was wearing my black dress. The nylons encased my legs. My face…I had not made up my face, not like this! So somebody had locked me into my garments and professionally applied make up. Made sure I looked even more like a woman than I did by my own efforts. 
 
    But…who? 
 
    I walked into the kitchen, and had my first clue. There was a piece of paper on the table. 
 
     
 
    Go to your computer. 
 
      
 
    My computer? What the…I trotted, as best I could, out to my computer room. 
 
    My computer was on and a message was on it. 
 
      
 
    Hello, Morgan. 
 
    I’m your fairy godmother. 
 
    I make all dreams come true. 
 
    Are you ready for your dreams to come true? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
      
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Go to the bar in the Hilton. 
 
    Ask for Billy. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Your wife is coming home. 
 
    If you want to change back, 
 
    go to the bar in the Hilton. 
 
    Ask for Billy. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    But who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Hurry now,  
 
    your wife will be home any minute. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    That’s nonsense. 
 
    My wife is in the orient. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Her boss got COVID. 
 
    Flight canceled. 
 
    She’s coming home now. 
 
      
 
    I started to type and heard… 
 
      
 
    BEEP BEEP! 
 
    What the fuck! 
 
    I pulled up the house security system on the computer and stared in shock. Carly’s car was in the driveway! The door was opening! She was getting out! 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    If you want to change back, 
 
    go to the bar in the Hilton. 
 
    Ask for Billy. 
 
      
 
    I was shocked. Stunned. Mind blasted. 
 
    I typed into the computer: 
 
      
 
    What’ll I do? 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure why I asked whoever it was on the computer, probably just because whoever it was knew my situation, was a communication in the heart of insanity, and therefore…I sent the message. 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    If you want to change back, 
 
    go to the bar in the Hilton. 
 
    Ask for Billy. 
 
      
 
    I Typed: 
 
      
 
    But my car is out front! My keys are in the house! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sounds like a problem. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. The reality of what I was doing, talking my enemy, asking for advice, was I insane? 
 
    And, the answer, of course I was. 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    See ya 
 
    wouldn’t want to be ya. 
 
    Ha ha! 
 
      
 
    And that was it for the…whoever it was. He, she or it had officially signed off. 
 
    I went back to the security screen and watched the inside of the house. 
 
    Carly pushed through the front door, rolling suitcase behind her, her satchel in hand. She yelled out, “Honey? Morgan? Are you here?” 
 
    There was, of course, no answer. 
 
    She left the suitcase in the hallway and sighed, then took out her cell phone and tapped on it. I heard the brief one sided conversation. 
 
    “Hey, Jane! Babycakes! Morgan isn’t here. You want to get together for a little sex?” 
 
    My jaw dropped. Had she just called her friend, her besty Jane, and asked if she wanted sex? 
 
    Had she? 
 
    She had! 
 
    What the fuck! What was going on? 
 
    “Sure. Fifteen minutes. Better hurry, I’m already drinking.” 
 
    She hung up, tapped  her cheek with one finger, and then took her roller back to the bedroom. 
 
    OH NO! My box! I had left it on the floor next to the bed! If she saw it…if she…I was doomed! 
 
    A new disaster, to go along with being caught en femme…and the blockbuster news that my wife was having sex with…with her best friend! 
 
    Suddenly, I felt guilty. I hadn’t been giving her enough, so she went somewhere else! 
 
    But, guilty or not, I pressed keys and brought up the security system in the bedroom. 
 
    Carly walked in and lifted her suitcase onto the bed. Her side. And I sighed in relief. And, thinking about it, maybe the box would go unnoticed on my side of the bed. 
 
    She hung up her clothes, walking around the bed and the box had to be in plain sight, but she didn’t look at it. 
 
    She put her underwear away. 
 
    I had to get the box. 
 
    And, I realized something else. 
 
    My car was in the garage. And I thought about the message on the computer. I had to go to the bar at the Hilton and ask for Billy. Who the fuck was Billy? But I had to do it. If I wanted to change back. 
 
    Of course I wanted to change back! 
 
    If I could change back, get rid of these tits on my chest, then I would be able to confront my wife about her having an affair with Jane! 
 
    Oh, God! Could things get much worse. 
 
    Then I realized they could. Staring at the computer screen I saw my wallet and phone sitting on the dresser. 
 
    Oh, holy fuck! I had to get in there, get the box, get my wallet and phone. 
 
    I had to get the box to remove evidence. I had to get the wallet so I could use a credit card. I had to get my phone because I had to use it to call an Uber. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 
 
    Then, miracle of miracles, a window of opportunity opened. 
 
    Carly kicked off her heels for pumps, was humming happily, then headed for the kitchen. 
 
    For 30 seconds she would be out of sight. At the other end of the house making drinks. 
 
    I sprang from my swivel like I had a spring up my butt. I ran, trying not to click, click, click with my heels. Man, that was hard. I was wa-a-ay up on spikes. I was a sight as I raced around the pool in my tight, black dress. I tried the knob on the side door, the one that led to the guest room. It was unlocked and I tip toed into the house. 
 
    At the hallway I could hear the refrigerator open in the kitchen, and I darted through the hall to the bedroom. I grabbed the box, swept my cell and wallet into it—oh, crap! The make up kit!—I put that into the box and went back to the hallway. 
 
    DING! The doorbell! 
 
    What the… 
 
    “Carly?” It was Jane! Carly’s best, and wry bitch if ever there was one! If she saw me like this…I shuddered in horror. I would be on the internet, a million clicks on Youtube! 
 
    “Hey, babycakes! You ready for some hot and heavy?” 
 
    “Am I? Oh, baby. My cunt has been dripping for this! Where’s the asshole?” 
 
    The asshole? Did she just call me an asshole? 
 
    “I have no idea. But let me check his cell.” 
 
    Heels clicking in the hallway! 
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    Jane had on pumps, but Jane had heels! And she would be following Carly! And they were coming down the hallway! 
 
    I looked around desperately. I sprinted to the bathroom. I almost fell, my ankle buckling as I turned on the thick, round rug. There was no where to go…no where…the shower! 
 
    I stepped into the shower just in time. 
 
    I heard them in the bedroom. Oh, fuck. If one of them had to tinkle I would be busted. 
 
    “Nope, his phone is gone, but his car is here.” 
 
    “Where do you think he went?” 
 
    “Probably out to get a drink with his buddies.” 
 
    “Call him.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Oh, no! My cell was in the box! They would hear it! I tore at the lid of the box, grabbed my cell and turned down the ringer. just in time. The vibration started, but no sound. 
 
    “Well, no answer. He’s out and about.” 
 
    “Hunh. Too bad. I’d like to know before I get naked. I don’t want to be surprised by him in the middle of the old rump a dump dump.” 
 
    Rump a dump? Is that what she called it when two women…two women…I stopped thinking. I wanted to think, to figure it all out, to maybe find a time warp and reset, but…I had a window of opportunity to take advantage of. 
 
    Click, click, click. down the hallway. 
 
    I burst out of the shower, ran to the door, and peeked down the hallway. Their backs were to me. 
 
    I rounded the corners and entered the guest room. I opened the side door and ran for my writing shack. If they made it to the kitchen and looked out at the pool I would be caught! 
 
    But they didn’t. My luck still held, and I closed the door to my shed and sighed in relief. 
 
    Fuck. That had been close. 
 
    Now. What to do? What to do? 
 
    I was going to have to go to the bar and ask for Billy. Whoever the fuck he was. And I had my credit card and my cell. So if I could get out of the shack and down the street… 
 
    But no way I was going to make it down the street without being spotted by one of the neighbors. 
 
    Think. Think. Think. 
 
    Aha! I would go out the backyard. The next cul de sac over had a little alleyway. I could get to there, walk down the street, and I was home free. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. 
 
    Oh, my God! They were coming out to the pool! 
 
    Or, no! Worse. To check my shack! 
 
    I turned to the door and clicked the lock, trying to make it slow enough not to be heard. 
 
    I turned back to the computer and turned it off. 
 
    Knock. Knock.  
 
    “Morgan? Are you in there?” 
 
    Silence, of course. 
 
    “Nope. Not here.” 
 
    “Well, that’s okay. Have a lounge.” 
 
    I heard them settling into the two lounge chairs outside my door. I heard the swirl of ice cubes in glasses. 
 
    “Mmm. This is nice.” 
 
    “It would be nicer if I could get at your muff.” 
 
    What? 
 
    “Oh, I would like that. But I don’t want Morgan to catch us.” 
 
    “The lawyers all set?” 
 
    What? What lawyer? 
 
    “You bet. When I hit him with the papers he’s going to be broke and out of a home.” 
 
    “You’re going to kick him out, eh?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “A divorce takes a lot of guts, girl. I’m proud of you.” 
 
    “And then we can move in and live our own life.” 
 
    “Oh, I look forward to that.” 
 
    I was shaking, tears were coming out of my eyes. Yet, what could I do? 
 
    Burst out of my writing shack and accuse them? While wearing my female persona? 
 
    And, a thought: that would look swell on the divorce papers. Caught her husband dressing up like a woman! 
 
    “You know,” Carly mused. “It wouldn’t be so bad, but his dick…it’s really small.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. Really. But even that, if he would use it more often, maybe I wouldn’t be so desperate.” 
 
    Jane giggled. “Your desperation is my pleasure.” 
 
    “You got that right. Say, you want to go into the house and mess around? I can lock all the doors so he would have to knock. That way we would hear him and he wouldn’t catch us.” 
 
    “Do I? Hell, I’ll be in there with my legs spread before you can say ‘wet pussy.’” 
 
    “Wet…where’d she go?” 
 
    They giggled, then I heard…click, click, click. 
 
    I sat there for a long minute. My body was drenched in sweat. I was shivering. My life was destroyed. My wife, who I loved more than anything in the world, was divorcing me. I was going to be homeless. And she would be making love to her Lesbian friend. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    Yet, what could I do? 
 
    All I could do was salvage the present situation as best I could. 
 
    The situation. Me locked in chastity and corset and high heels. Me totally en femme. 
 
    But I had to do something. 
 
    I was sniffling, but I had to move. 
 
    I looked in the box and found a compact and a purse. I put my cell and my wallet…no, not my wallet…I put a couple of credit cards in the purse, then, an after thought, I put in lipstick, and snapped the purse closed. 
 
    I looked in the compact. Yes. My mascara had run, but not too badly. I tried my best to repair, but I didn’t have a jar of cold cream. I managed to get most of the stuff off, I didn’t have black rivers running down my cheeks, and when I was done it looked like I had just gone a little heavy on the eyeliner. Sort of slutty. But that was okay. 
 
    I looked at the clock on the wall. It was late afternoon. It would be dusk in an hour. So in an hour I would head for town. In an hour. 
 
    I sat down and waited.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    An hour later the sun was setting and it was dark enough for me to make my escape. 
 
    I tell ya, that was the gloomiest hour I had ever spent in my life. All I could do was think about Carly, and how I had messed everything up. And…but…that comment about my having a small penis. That really cut. 
 
    I didn’t have a shorty! 
 
    I didn’t think so. 
 
    Well, shorty or not, my wife’s affair or not, it was time to get going. I slithered out the door, darted around the side of my shack, and headed for the gate in the back. 
 
    Through the gate, through the orchard—man, is it hard to walk in heels in soft dirt!—and through the little alley to the next street over. 
 
    I walked up to the corner and called an Uber. Five minutes later I was sitting in the back of a Prius. The foreigner in the front seat leering in the mirror at me. 
 
    “Hey, baby. Where you going all dressed up?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Did women have to put up with this all the time? 
 
    Probably. And sitting there, en femme, big tits and a painted face, I suddenly realized what an asshole I was. 
 
    Getting dressed was so cool, but…but I should have controlled it more. Heck, maybe even brought up the subject with Carly. She was pretty understanding. Maybe she would have understood. Maybe…I sighed. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Here you go.” 
 
    He leered at me, so I got out and walked away. No tip for you, bozo butt. 
 
    I had been to the bar in the Hilton a few times. It was plush, cool, a bit dark, and perfect for affairs. 
 
    Not that I had ever had an affair, nor even wanted one. I’m just saying. 
 
    I stepped through the entrance and stopped. And…I was embarrassed. Sitting in the Uber I had been dealing with my problems. I had been flustered, thinking about divorces and Lesbians and things like that. And the idiot driver hadn’t helped with his leering eye. 
 
    But now I didn’t have those distractions to…distract me. I was left with the fact that I was a man dressed up like a woman. I wasn’t sitting in the back of a car, out of sight. I was in plain view. There were people here, and I could feel eyes checking me out. 
 
    Carly had told me, once, that she could feel when a guy was looking at her ass, scoping her out, that sort of thing. I had chuckled. Sure. No biggie for me. I was a man, people didn’t lust after my tush. 
 
    But now they did. 
 
    I felt eyes on my round ass. Lord, I felt lots of eyes on my ass. I could feel them like lasers. Like pinpricks that caused a sensation of not quite heat, but more of…awareness. 
 
    I was actually frozen for a moment, feeling those eyes wander over my body, then a group of four entered behind me, and I found myself moving aside to let them by. 
 
    Eyes drifted off me, drunks went back to drinking, and I was standing next to the end of the bar. Totally red, although it couldn’t be perceived in the gloom of the bar. 
 
    “Ma’am?” A bartender was at my end of the bar, had decided to speak to the babe standing so…confused. 
 
    “I want…” what did I want. I had forgotten everything in my confusion. “I want to speak to Billy?” 
 
    I spoke like I was asking him what I wanted, but he merely nodded. He pointed across the room to a corner booth. “Billy’s over there. The one with the beard.” 
 
    I didn’t even have the presence of mind to thank him. I just staggered across the room, trying not to bump into people, and stepped up to the booth. 
 
    Billy was talking to two girls. He was whispering, and he glanced up at me and continued whispering. Whatever he said, the girls nodded, slid out of the booth and hurried away. 
 
    They looked like prostitutes. 
 
    Billy leaned back in the booth and smiled at me. He had a skinny beard and gold teeth. The two front ones. The kind that are white with a limn of gold about them. 
 
    “Yo, bitch. What you want?” 
 
    Bitch? Had he just called me a bitch? But that realization was far in the back of my mind. Right then I was trying to figure out what to say. 
 
    “Pussy got your tongue?” he laughed at his clever twist on the old phrase. 
 
    “I…somebody said…” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Somebody on the internet…I…” 
 
    He lifted an eyebrow. “Somebody on the net?” He laughed. “That’s like somebody out of eight billion people?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    He squinted, showing a mean side to him. “Who?” 
 
    Now I was stuck. I had to tell him without telling him what was going on. How could I do that? 
 
    Suddenly he grinned, looked expansive. “Hey, no matter. You need a job?” 
 
    “I…no.” 
 
    “You’d be a good one. Johns’d be willing to pay big for you. I mean, those tits…that ass…you want to work?” 
 
    “I…no. I don’t…I…have a job.” 
 
    I was stuttering, trying to make words and ending up with applesauce. 
 
    “Well, that’s too bad. Why not? You ain’t some rich heiress out slumming, are you?” 
 
    “Oh, God. No. I…” 
 
    “Here, sit down. Where my manners. Take a load off. What you drinking?” 
 
    “Nothing…bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    Billy lifted a hand and waved at the bartender. I don’t know what kind of sign language they had, but a minute later a tall, frosty Coke High was sitting in front of me. With a straw. For my pretty lips. Oh, God. 
 
    “Now, you tell Billy your story and Billy will fix you up. All right?” 
 
    At that point two other girls came to the table. They slid in next to me, and I was pushed around the booth until I was thigh to thigh with Billy. 
 
    Electric sparks. Shock. I wanted to slide down under the table and crawl for my life. 
 
    Billy put his arm around me and spoke to the other two girls. “What you bitches want?” 
 
    “Nothing. We just wanted to come see you.” 
 
    “Come see me. That’s me. Billy. Everybody wants to come see me.” Then everybody, except me, was laughing. I was frozen under the muscular arm of Billy. 
 
    He turned to me. “Now, this bitch is gonna tell me her story. You bitches don’t say nothing for a while. I have a feeling this is going to get interesting.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Take a sip. Start the ball rolling.” 
 
    I sipped. The two girls watched me. Billy watched me. And the dam burst. 
 
    “I’m a man.” Tears came to my eyes and one of the girls grabbed a napkin, already wet from the frosty Coke High, and dabbed the tears away. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. It’s not like being a man is a disease or anything.” 
 
    “No. You don’t understand. I…my wife is a pilot, and today she left for…” 
 
      
 
    “…and that’s why I’m here.” 
 
    Billy and the two girls stared at me. 
 
    One of the girls turned to the other and blurted, “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Billy just sort of blinked. Then he lifted a hand and ordered more drinks. Great sign language, everybody was shortly drinking what they wanted. 
 
    “So let me get this straight. You’re a guy, and you’re locked into female clothes, and some nutcase on the internet said you’re supposed to come see me, and I would…what? Magically change you back into a guy?” 
 
    I nodded. My face was terribly red, and I was never more miserable in my life. 
 
    “Well, if that ain’t the screwiest…” he looked off into the distance, breaking my story down, absorbing it. He turned to the girls. “You ever head anything like that?” 
 
    Both girls shook their heads. 
 
    He turned back to me. “You sure you don’t want a job? I’ll get mucho for a tranny. Big bucks there.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “All you got to do is suck a little dick, take a little pony ride up the poop chute.” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “Okay,” he grinned. “I was just funning you. But I really don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You aren’t…you don’t…” 
 
    “I can’t change you back. I’m just here running a business. Set the girls up, offer protection, that sort of thing. Although I really thought you’d make a fine…” he saw the look on my face. “…never mind.” 
 
    “Oh, God! What am I going to do?” I blurted. Tears threatened and one of the girls got the napkin ready again, then… 
 
    DING! 
 
    We all looked at Billy’s phone. It was on the table in front of him. He held up a finger and answered his phone. “Yo, Billy here.” 
 
    He blinked. He started to say something, then he turned to me. “It’s for you.” 
 
    I about went into shock all over again. He handed me the cell and I took it, held it, looked at it. 
 
    “Talk, baby. Dude.” 
 
    I held it up to my ear. “Yes?” 
 
    “Go with Snookers.” Click. 
 
    I looked at the phone. It was dead. Connection severed. 
 
    “What’d he say?” 
 
    I looked at Billy. “He said…’Go with Snookers.’” 
 
    “Snookers? Who the fuck is that?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
    “And how did he have my number? What the fuck is this, man?” 
 
    His voice was getting a little hard, and I looked around frantically. I had to get out of there. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a commotion at the entrance. We all looked over to the front door. 
 
    A big biker was standing there. A waiter was talking to him.  
 
    He was three hundred pounds of rolling fat and thick muscle. He looked like an enforcer for the Hell’s Angels. He was wearing colors and his jeans looked greasy. His beard was bigger than a pillow, curly and bristly. His eyes were mean looking. Talking to the waiter he was scoping out the bar. Suddenly he focused on us. He pointed, said something to the waiter and slapped him on the shoulder. And near knocked him over. Then he was striding across the room towards us. 
 
    “What the fuck,” said Billy, and I heard a clicking sound. I looked down and saw that he had a gun out, under the lip of the table, and he had cocked it. 
 
    The big biker pushed between people, cheerfully excused himself, and arrived at our table. 
 
    Billy looked up, was silent. I was so aware of the gun in his mitt. 
 
    “You gotta be Morgan,” he looked directly at me. “I’m Snookers.” 
 
    We all blinked. Snookers? This giant of a man? 
 
    “You gotta come with me.” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    “He’s with us.” 
 
    “Hey, man, I’m just following orders. You don’t want to come, that’s fine with me.” He tilted his head and watched me. 
 
    Billy turned to me.  
 
    The girls looked at me. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Billy: “Whose orders?” 
 
    Snookers looked at Billy, seemed to consider the question, then shrugged. “Ain’t no secret. Charlie’s the prez of our club. Charlie told me to come get him.” He jerked a thumb at me. “You coming?” 
 
    Billy uncocked the pistol. 
 
    “Damn, dude. No need to be all upset.” Snookers had recognized the sound right away and frowned. 
 
    “Sorry. You never know.” 
 
    “I can see that.” He turned to me. “You coming?” 
 
    “Guess you gotta,” murmured Billy. “If you ever want to find out who’s doing all this to you.” 
 
    So the girls slid out and let me out, and I gave a last look at Billy, who shrugged, and followed Snookers out of the bar. 
 
    We stepped out to the curb and headed for the parking lot. Companionably, Snooker asked, “You piss somebody off?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered. “Do you know?” 
 
    “Hunh. Charlie says to get you, I get you.” He turned to me. “You ain’t some high price hooker, are you?” 
 
    I didn’t want any mistake. I blurted, “I’m a guy.” 
 
    “Really?” He looked me up and down. “Damn. Pretty sexy for a guy. You give head?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Just askin’. No need to get your panties in a bunch. 
 
    “Well, don’t ask!” 
 
    “Geez!” 
 
    Turned the corner into the parking lot and his bike was right there, parking in a lined section that was reserved for bikes. He swung a leg over, put his weight on the kick and started the bike. It gave a hollow roar that echoed off the buildings. 
 
    “Get on.” 
 
    Oh, crap! I swung a leg over the little square of seat on the fender and planted my corset clad ass. My butt slid over the leather. and I grabbed on to Snookers. And it was embarrassing. I was a guy, and I had to hug him like I was a woman. 
 
    “All right. Hang on, bitch.” 
 
    I hung, and the big chopper lurched forward, jumped down from the curb, and swung out into traffic. 
 
    I had a hold of his colors, and I held as tight as I could. Which put my nails in danger of breaking. 
 
    “Easy, girl. I’m taking it easy.” 
 
    I tried to relax, and…it was fun. I hadn’t been on a bike for years, and never a Harley. The throaty throb of the exhaust was powerful, and I could feel the world stepping aside for us. We zoomed down the road, running around slow cars. My hair was brushed out behind me, and it was…intoxicating. That’s the only way to express it. Power on a bike, and the world steps aside. 
 
    And I would have enjoyed it…if I wasn’t a man in a dress. Heck, if I was a real woman. Even if I was a real man. But I was somewhere in between. 
 
    We rode up out Sunset to highway one, then he turned right we cruised alongside the ocean. Mile after mile. Then he turned up Topanga Canyon. The night turned cool and we slid through shadows and moonlight. After a couple of miles he turned off on a driveway. It wasnt’ much of a driveway, more of a dirt road that led over a homemade bridge, then into a yard, and stopped. 
 
    I got off and looked around. 
 
    A dozen bikes were parked here and there, and a couple of vans. Beyond the bikes was a ranch style house. Long porch, weathered planks for siding, a chimney that spouted smoke. 
 
    “What is this place?” 
 
    “Party house. Go on in. They’re waiting for you.” 
 
    “They’re waiting…” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    He was wrapping a big chain through the spokes of his tires. 
 
    I crossed the yard, around the choppers, and came to the porch. Old and dusty with warped boards. A party house. 
 
    I climbed the steps and cross the porch. I raised a hand to knock…and the door opened. 
 
    He was almost as big as Snookers, but his body was cut and ripped. He had muscles on his muscles, even his face had muscles. 
 
    “Come on in, bitch!” He opened the screen door, grabbed my arm and pulled me into the house. 
 
    I staggered and almost fell. He held me up. He held me, and I looked around. 
 
    A couple of couches facing a big fireplace. The fire was roaring. 
 
    A dozen bikers were sitting and standing. They were chatting, and drinking beer, and a corner in the room was a mound of empty cans. They all looked at me. 
 
    Looked at me with mean, avaricious eyes. With lusting eyes. And several of them reached down and squeezed their crotches. 
 
    “What do you think, guys? Have we got us a fine piece of meat here?” 
 
    I looked at the man who was holding me. “Are you Charlie?” 
 
    “I am, and you are the best party gift I have ever had.” 
 
    “Party gift?” 
 
    “Party gift. Baby, I am looking to get into your panties.” 
 
    Oh, God! “No! You don’t understand!” 
 
    “Hey I get a phone call telling me to pick up a gal named Morgan—she’s supposed to be our date for the night.” 
 
    His words weren’t lost on me. ‘our’ date. Like all the bikers! 
 
    “So here you are, here we are, and…baby…it’s time to rock!” 
 
    “No, wait…you don’t understand!” 
 
    “What’s there to understand? I’m a man, you’re a bitch…time to get it on!” 
 
    I blurted out, it was my only defense, “I’m a man!” 
 
    He blinked. Everybody in the room looked at me. 
 
    Now I was red all over again. Mortification, you are my middle name. 
 
    “You’re a guy!” 
 
    “I am!” My face burning, fear trembling in my belly, I lifted the front of my dress, lowered my panties, and under the corset my caged cock was plainly visible. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” blurted Charlie. “She really is a guy!” 
 
    The other bikers all gathered around and looked at me. I tried to put my dress down but they stopped me. 
 
    “Crap, that weenie must hurt.” 
 
    “He sure is small.” 
 
    “I thought we were going to get some pussy!” 
 
    And this last remark had a bit of anger in it. 
 
    “Yea! What about some pussy? We wanted…” 
 
    They all grumbled, and they started walking around me. 
 
    Meanwhile, Snookers had walked in. “Hey, guys, what’s the beef? So it’s a man pussy instead of a woman pussy? What do we care?” 
 
    They stopped walking and started thinking. Suddenly my fear of violence was transmuted into a fear of sex. 
 
    Charlie: “Yeah, what do we care?” 
 
    “‘Course, what are we going to do with her when we’re done?” 
 
    “Let me go?” I tried. 
 
    They all looked at me like I was insane. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Snookers: “Well, sweet cheeks, you’re a guy. and it’s obvious you don’t want to put out, so we’re going to have to rape you. But rape, and sodomy in this case, is a crime. We don’t want to risk you going to the cops.” 
 
    “I won’t! I won’t!  You can…do what you want! Just…let me go when you’re done!” 
 
    “Nope. Been there and done that. Cost us a shitload in lawyer’s fees.” 
 
    “Well, then—“ 
 
    “We can just dispose of him,” offered one of the bikers. 
 
    “Dispose?” I echoed. 
 
    “No body, no evidence, no problemo.” 
 
    They all grinned. 
 
    I made a break for it, which was stupid, because I didn’t stand a chance in hell. I tried to push between Charlie and Snookers and it was like trying to get between two elephants making love. They just moved their bodies together and I was slammed back into the others. Hands grabbed me, a pair of handcuffs were popped onto my wrists, behind my back, and I was pushed onto the couch. 
 
    “Okay,” said one biker, undoing his pants. “Bend that bitch over!” 
 
    “No!” I screamed. They ignored me, hands grabbed me and turned me on my front. Hands grabbed my dress and pulled it up. 
 
    “Hold it!” Charlie yelled. 
 
    All activity froze, and Charlie said, “Look, if we rape her here, and kill her, then we have to transport a dead body across town.” 
 
    The bikers all looked at each other and scratched their heads. 
 
    “What should we do then?” asked one. 
 
    “Let’s take her over to the other place, do her, and then we can just bury her out back. No fuss, no muss, no bother.” 
 
    With cheers, I was picked up and carried out to one of the vans. The door slid open and I was pushed in the back. Four big bikers got in with me. 
 
    “Okay, blindfold her. I don’t want to take a chance on anybody finding where we bury our bodies.” 
 
    A black sack was pulled over my head and I sat there, scrunched between bodies, and tried to figure out what to do. 
 
    I was caught, I was en femme, my wife didn’t love me, and losing my home and wife were the least of my problems. I was about to be raped and disposed of. 
 
    There was no talking as the van sped through the streets. We stopped at stoplights, I heard city noises, and we drove for a long time. Then the sounds faded and we started going around curves. We were going up into the hills. 
 
    Of course. Into deep hills, where nobody traveled and a lonely grave would never be found. 
 
    Oh, Heysoos. What had I done?  
 
    Surprisingly, I didn’t cry. I just sat there and my life passed in front of me. 
 
    At one point I tried. I said, “You don’t have to do this.” 
 
    The answer was quick. “Oh, yes. We do.” 
 
    The van crept around a few corners, then slowed down, and stopped. 
 
    The door slid open and I was lifted out and put on my feet. Two of the bikers held my arms and guided me along a path. Across some cement, then what felt like a patch of lawn. 
 
    “Upsie daisy,” I was lifted over a step. 
 
    I was in a house. I could feel it. I could hear the bikers around me. They weren’t very talkative, but that was okay. My mind was busy. I was ‘enjoying,’ if you can call it that, the last moments of my life. 
 
    My time on planet earth was over. I was about to enter the afterlife. I felt a deep, abiding peace come over me. 
 
    What I had done, the things I had done in my life…not bad. Sure. I had a piece of the pervert in me, but I didn’t hurt anybody. I tried to treat people the way I wanted to be treated. I had had friends, and…and lovers. My wife. If there was one thing I wished… 
 
    “Hey, Morgan,” Charlie’s voice was gruff. 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “You got any last requests?” 
 
    Sure, don’t do this. But I didn’t have much hope of that one being respected. Then I had a thought. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got a wife. I don’t know…but if you could…maybe write a note, deliver it to her anonymously. Tell her I love her. Tell her there’s never been anybody but her. And…tell her I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Tell her that you’re sorry? What you ever done to be sorry for?” 
 
    “Well, I never told her about my cross dressing, my little kinks. I’m sorry I didn’t, but…I guess I just couldn’t.” 
 
    “So if you had another chance to live…you’d tell her what a dirty, nasty, little pervert you are?” 
 
    “In a heartbeat,” I answered. 
 
    Then I felt something funny. Something was wrong. Something— 
 
    “Tell her yourself,” the black bag was ripped off my head. 
 
    I blinked in the light, then my head started to come undone. All possibility of thought was stopped. There was nothing I could do but gape. 
 
    I was in my own living room. All the bikers were standing around, grinning at me. And Carly, my own, dear, sweet Carly, was standing in front of me. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” And she hugged me. And she was crying. And then I was crying. Somebody undid my handcuffs and I hugged her back. A big cheer went up then. I was in my own home. Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    The party started. Big bikers were slapping my back. The Uber driver was there! Jane gave me a big kiss and goosed me and laughed hysterically. Billy and his ‘girls’ showed up and congratulated me. Congratulated me for what I didn’t know. Surviving the best practical joke in all of history? 
 
    Later, Carly would explain it all to me. She had come across my box of clothes one day, and put together with my lack of horniness before and after her trips, she figured I was cheating. She had actually contacted the TV program, Cheaters, to see what they could do. 
 
    They followed me, and found me as innocent as the dawn. I was true blue, and even when they put temptation in my path I resisted it. Heck, they said I was probably the most honest ‘cheater’ they had ever followed. 
 
    Then Carly called Jane, asked her for help. She still didn’t know why I had a stash of women’s stuff in my shed. 
 
    Jane, evil, insidious, nefarious Jane, knew exactly what was up. She took one look and said, “He’s a cross dresser.” 
 
    Well, Carly was stunned, but not angry. Heck, we lived in Hollyweird. We knew about gays and Lesbians and crossdressers and every manner of ‘deviant’ sex there was. What did she care if I pranced around like a woman occasionally? 
 
    Of course, it did irk her that I had a secret I wasn’t willing to share. 
 
    So she talked to her bosses, and they’re the kind of billionaires that love a good practical joke. They actually spent a hundred thousand dollars. They hired the actors, scenarios were drilled, and finally, the big day came. 
 
    They hacked into my security system and watched as I dressed up.  Then they drugged my drink, and arranged for the vacation boobs to be inserted, and all the little things that made me more into a woman. 
 
    And they watched as I woke up and went crazy. They said they couldn’t stop laughing as I tried to deal with everything. And when I was in the bar, Billy said he almost broke into hysterics several times. 
 
    The bikers, they were just big, gruff actors, and they had enjoyed themselves immensely. And they kept saying they wished it was all true. but they were laughing. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the party was over. It was dawn and everybody had packed up and gone home. I was home, so I didn’t have to pack anything. I just needed to get undressed. 
 
    I started to pull my dress off and Carly said, “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “I’m changing back. Do you have the key to my shoes and the corset? And the chastity cage?” 
 
    She grinned. “Nice try.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m not going to let you change back.” 
 
    “Honey. I hate to break it to you, but I’m a man.” 
 
    “No. No you’re not. I still have a couple of weeks to go, and I’m keeping you the way you are.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “Unless, of course, you do one more thing.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” I was tired. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I had been through so much already that one more little thing wasn’t going to matter. 
 
    “Stay here.” 
 
    I stayed in the living room. God. What an experience. I had been led through so much. I had believed my wife was a Lesbian, that she was going to divorce me. I had truly thought I was going to be raped and killed. What more could she spring on me? 
 
    She sauntered back into the living room and I knew. A big dildo was jutting out from her hips, swaying back and forth as she walked. 
 
    “I’ve seen what you looked at on the net. I know what your secret desires are.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I know what you really want, what’s behind all this cross dressing, and I am prepared to deliver it.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She took my hand and led me towards the bedroom. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry! I’ll never do it again!” I was almost sobbing. 
 
    The woman in front of me was tall, statuesque, large bosom, long hair done up in a french style. Her lips were red, and likely very sensual. Right now, however, they were in a firm line, a disapproving expression, and I knew I was in trouble. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” grunted the security guard. He was a big, buff fellow, and he had a smirk on his face. 
 
    The woman tapped her foot, and I couldn’t help but notice the curve of her calf in her toe tapping high heel. 
 
    “No, really, I’ve never done anything like this.” 
 
    “So why did you?” Her voice was a contralto, deep for a woman, but somehow sexy for that. It gave her authority, a presence of command. 
 
    “It was a dare. Some guys dared me.” 
 
    “Where are these guys?” 
 
    “They split when I was caught.” 
 
    “I didn’t see anybody,” said the guard, almost a snicker. 
 
    The woman frowned, but this time I thought the frown was for the guard, perhaps because he had interrupted her. 
 
    “Ed. Step outside for a second.” 
 
    He looked at her, and it was obvious he didn’t want to go outside. He was enjoying my humiliation too much. 
 
    She looked at him, however, and in that look was…command. She was in charge and knew it. 
 
    Ed said something, sort of a surly, ‘yes, ma’am,’ and exited the room. 
 
    We were alone, and I looked around desperately. As if for a way out. But there was no way out. They had me on camera, and the security guard had managed to snag my wallet, which sat on the desk just six feet in front of me. 
 
    Might as well have been a thousand miles away. 
 
    The woman sighed. She pursed her lips. 
 
    Her office was clean, tidy, except for the boxes of what I figured were returns in the corner. There were potted plants in two of the corners. Her desk was polished. A file cabinet, one of the expensive wood kinds, was behind her desk. 
 
    The bra I had tried to shoplift was on her desk. 
 
    White. Flimsy. Small cup because, let’s face it, I didn’t have boobs. The benefit of being slender, and a man, I had no mounds. 
 
    But right now I didn’t feel like much of a man. 
 
    I had been caught red-handed. Ed had been watching me from behind a column when I stuck the bra into the pouch of my hoodie. 
 
    The woman suddenly turned, walked around her desk, sat down in the plush swivel chair. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. “I’ve never done anything like this.” 
 
    The woman leaned back in her swivel. She folded her arms under her boobs, which sort of pushed them up a bit, and I gulped. Even in this situation my life long fascination with strong women came to the fore.  
 
    She leaned forward, picked up a name plate and presented it to my eyes. “My name is Mrs. Turner.” She lowered the name plate down to the polished wood, sat back and folded her arms under her breasts again. 
 
    “Mrs. Turner. Please, let me go. I’ve never done anything like this, and you’ll never see me again.” 
 
    She listened to me blather for a long minute, then held up a finger. A very sexy, red tipped finger, the nail like a little coffin, extended a quarter inch beyond her fingertips and so red…red…red. 
 
    I shut up. 
 
    She sighed again, cleared her throat, and said, “Lift up your hoodie.” 
 
    “What? Why? I don’t think I should…what does that have to do with anything? You can’t make me do that…” 
 
    I went on and on, and even as my words fumbled and stumbled and fell out of my mouth, a small, ever so small, smile quirked across her red lips. 
 
    Under the force of that so small smile my words came to a stop. She was looking at me in such an odd fashion, like she knew. 
 
    But she couldn’t know! How could she know? She was just…guessing!” 
 
    “Lift up your hoodie or I will call Ed back in here and make you.” 
 
    Turning an even brighter shade of red, I reached down for the bottom of my hoodie, I began to lift it. A couple of inches. I dropped it. 
 
    “There. I did it.” 
 
    “Do you go by the name of Charles?” 
 
    “My friends call me Chuck. Can I leave now?” 
 
    “I will call you Charles,” she spoke firmly, laying down the law. “And, Charles, if you don’t lift that hoodie all the way, and show me what is on your chest, I will not only call Ed, I will summon the police and you will spend an uncomfortable night in jail. Maybe Bubba will get to know you. Maybe the newspapers will get wind of you. Maybe they’ll just put you in a cell with others of your perverted ilk. But, whatever, you can avoid all this unpleasantness if you simply do what I say.”  Her voice firmed up then, and that sexy contralto became a harsh order. “Now lift up your hoodie! 
 
    Moisture was actually squeezing out of my eyes as I lifted the hoodie up. 
 
    My bra was instantly visible. White against my olive skin. The cups were the smallest for that bra, and yet there was a bit of sag to them. I just didn’t have the fillings. 
 
    I small sob slipped out of my throat. 
 
    Behind her desk Mrs. Turner nodded. Satisfied, proven right. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’ll never…” my words stopped and I just stood there, utterly shamed. 
 
    “An Empreinte Cassiopee Seamless Embroidery Bra. Catalog number 07151. You have good taste, $200 taste.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I repeated for the nth time. “I’ll pay for it.” 
 
    “And you have $205 dollars?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And how many other items of my lingerie have you pilfered?” 
 
    “Nothing! I swear!” 
 
    “Lower your shorts.” 
 
    I could hear my heart pounding, I was starting to feel like this wasn’t happening to me, that somebody else was in my body. 
 
    “Please…please…” I whispered. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    I fumbled with my buckle, managed to undo it. I undid the button and the zipper. I lowered my shorts. 
 
    “Oh, my God. That’s a Saks Kiki de Montparnasse! Their Coquette Floral Lace Briefs! That’s $240!” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I just hung my head and tears rolled down my cheeks. I was busted. I was going to get arrested. I was going to get kicked out of college. And my parents…my parents would find out! 
 
    I stood there, thinking these things, and heard a click. I looked up. She had taken my picture with her cell phone. I quickly pulled my pants up and my hoody down. 
 
    She chuckled. “I’ve already got you on the security video. And my computer  is recording this,” she motioned to the computer on her desk. “But this is just for me, to enjoy in an off moment. Now, talk to me. I want to know when you began cross dressing. I want to know what it is about women’s clothes that excites you. I want to know everything.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you tell me everything I might not call the police. But don’t lie. If you lie the deal is off.” 
 
    The deal? What deal was she talking about? 
 
    “Now, when was the first time you put on women’s clothes?” 
 
    Thoughts of a deal were pushed out of my head, I had no choice, I had to talk. No matter how bad it felt, if there was a chance I could get out of this… 
 
    “I was in sixth grade. I was spending the night at a friend’s house and his mother had left the wash out. And her bra was sitting there.” 
 
    “Was she well endowed?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Mrs. Turner spoke impatiently, not pleased with me hesitating. “Did she have big tits?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How big?” 
 
    “Real big. She was a bit overweight and her…her breasts were—“ 
 
    “Call them tits. Or boobs. Or whatever. but stop being polite. When it is just you and me I expect you to act normal. What do you usually call tits?” 
 
    “Tits. Or boobs. Or ta tas. Sometimes I call them…” 
 
    She held up a hand. “Tits or boobs will do.” 
 
    “Okay. Tits.” I didn’t even know what I was saying at that point. This woman was so confusing. 
 
    “So what did you do with your friend’s mother’s bra?” 
 
    “I snuck it out to my sleeping bag, stuffed it in the bottom. Then, when I got home, I…” I was slowing down. 
 
    “Speak up. Speak directly to the point and don’t mumble.” 
 
    “I took it home and…and I wore it.” 
 
    “And how did that make you feel?” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Did you get an erection?” 
 
    My mouth opened and closed a couple of times. This was getting difficult. “Yes.” 
 
    “A big erection? A hard erection? Bigger than normal?” 
 
    “Yes,” tears were starting to flow again. 
 
    “Stop crying.” Then she said something weird. “Crying makes mascara run. Did you jack off?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “For Heysoos sake, did you stroke your dick until it squirted!” 
 
    I began to sway. She watched me, she opened her mouth, and then I just sort of lost focus… 
 
    …and came back to reality on the floor. I was half sitting, and she had one arm around me and was holding a paper cup of water to my lips. 
 
    I was aware of her boobs pressing against me. She was slender, but her tits were bigger than my friend’s mother’s. 
 
    “Okay, you’re all right now. Breathe a little bit. That’s it. Relax, take some more water.” 
 
    Sitting there, sipping, I had the strangest feeling. Mrs. Turner was so close to me, I could feel the heat of her body. I could feel her breasts. Her tits, nice and firm. 
 
    It felt like, and you’re going to think this is weird, she felt like my mother. Caring and kind and considerate. Even though she had just embarrassed me so much I had passed out. 
 
    But, come to think of it, that’s the way my mother was. No nonsense, but when the boo boo happened she was right there. Taking charge. Helping me out of my tough spot. 
 
    But I didn’t see how Mrs. Turner could ever help me out of the spot I was in now. 
 
    “Are you ready to stand up now?” 
 
    I nodded. I couldn't look at her. 
 
    “Okay. Here, sit here.” She pulled a chair into place in front of her desk while she helped me stand. I was wobbly, but she pushed me back and I sat down. 
 
    Oddly, I was somewhat relaxed. I had passed the peak of mortification. I had gone as far as I could go, and there was nothing else but to relax. The universe would play out, I would go to jail, and I would have to figure out how to live life after that. 
 
    A convicted sex offender. 
 
    Well, maybe that was too strong, but my little shoplifting, crossdressing adventure would be in my official records. 
 
    Miss Turned went back around her desk and resumed her seated position. She was watching me, but now she was smiling. Just a little smile, but it was wry and went all the way into me. 
 
    Man, had I fucked up, or what? 
 
    “Charles,” she said. “I need a crossdresser.” 
 
    Everything that had happened went away. The world suddenly did a two and a half gainer…and landed on its head. 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “Oh, I could call the police, ruin your life,” she waved her hand as if my life was inconsequential. “You would have to explain to job interviewers how you came to be wearing women’s clothes in a high fashion department store. “But your little perversion actually fits into my plans.” 
 
    I goggled, and when I say goggled, my eyes were as big as an owl’s watching a mouse dance a jig in front of it. 
 
    “You see, I have a problem with shoplifters.” She smiled, “And what better way to catch the shop lifters than to set a shoplifter after them.” 
 
    My eyes were fluttering, uncontrolled, what was she saying? 
 
    “Now, the real problem is that the shoplifting is happening in women’s departments. We lose a couple of thousand a month in high end bras, corsets, lingerie…and it has become a serious problem. 
 
    “Why not hire a girl?” I don’t know why I was objecting, this thing was just so bizarre. 
 
    “Because a girl does not have the command authority necessary. A girl is less willing to stop another girl. A girl is less likely to call Ed over for the restraint.” 
 
    “So you want me, because I know about shop lifting, to catch shoplifters.” 
 
    She nodded, and dropped the final bomb. “And you will, of course, if you are in women’s wear, have to dress like a girl.” 
 
    Talk about rising from the pits of despair to the heights of ecstasy. I had been truly in the pits, thinking that my life was over, hating myself for my kink, and now…now my perversion was a ticket. 
 
    We talked for a while then, and she checked my knowledge of how to conduct myself like a woman. What did I know about make up. What were the different ways that women moved, as compared to men. 
 
    And, we talked about lingerie. What the expensive items were, how to detect when a woman had a bulging purse, or had tried to stuff extra panties into her…panties. 
 
    Oddly, though I didn’t know a lot, Mrs. Turner seemed satisfied. 
 
    “Don’t worry. It’s a learning experience, and you’re probably more qualified than most people. Besides we can always train you. There are classes on make up, fashion, and so on. We even have access to a modeling course at the college. We could put you in there. A few weeks of walking with the women and you’ll be able to fool anybody.” 
 
    Well, maybe. Then I had a thought. “What about Ed? He arrested—“ 
 
    “Held you under your own choice.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Good security guards never touch. They use presence and make the person believe they have to follow orders.” 
 
    That was something to think about, but I wasn’t finished with the idea of Ed. 
 
    “But Ed knows I was shop lifting. Won’t that be…weird?” 
 
    She smiled. “Let’s see how well you think on your feet.” She called out, “Ed!” 
 
    Ed must have been right outside her office. The door opened and he popped right in. 
 
    “Ed, meet my nephew, removed a few times, Charles. Charles, shake hands with Ed.” 
 
    I stood, tried to cover my confusion, and we shook hands. 
 
    “Ed. I’ve been bad. But I’ll be honest with you. I asked Charles to come test out our systems. He managed to pilfer a couple of items, but as soon as you saw him…” she smiled, “Well done, Ed.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…yeah.” He grinned. It was a bit strained, but it was there. He was adapting, and the fact that he was trying to come to speed gave me courage. 
 
    “I thought I was doing good. How’d you catch me so quick, Ed?” 
 
    “Uh, well, I just sort of have a nose for this stuff.” 
 
    I stifled a chuckle. Ed had presence, he could get a shoplifter to hold still for the cops without touching them, but the nose thing? Hmm. 
 
    “This test has been so successful that I want to use Charles on a permanent basis. As you know the girls we’ve hired haven’t been too successful, and I think, if we dress Charles up as a girl—Charles, is that okay with you? We haven’t talked about it much…do you think you could handle dressing like a girl for a few hours a day? 
 
    I pretended a bit of reticence. “Well, wow. I mean, I guess I could. But…I turned to Ed, I don’t want anybody to think I’m a sissy or something.” 
 
    “Oh, no, no,” Ed reassured me. 
 
    I turned back to Mrs. Turner. “I know you need the help, Auntie,” Mrs. Turner blinked. I got her with that one. “I guess I could try it.” 
 
    “Okay, then that’s settled. Let’s start you in a week. That’ll give us time to…outfit you.” 
 
    “Learn how to be a girl. Wow. Weird.” I looked at Ed and he had a look of commiseration on his face. In truth, he was totally confused. I turned back to Mrs. Turner. “Should I report to Ed?” 
 
    “No, no,” Mrs. Turner gave a wave of her hand. “Ed doesn’t want to be bothered with female stuff, right? Ed? 
 
    “Uh, no. No, ma’am.” 
 
    “So just…I guess report to me. Ed, why don’t you take Charles around and show him your department. He’s going to have to know where everything is, and Charles, report to me tomorrow morning. Eight o’clock. We’ll start your training. I’ll put you on the payroll then, but your official anti-shoplifting duties will start next week. Everybody okay with that?” 
 
    Ed and I both nodded. 
 
    “Okay,” Mrs. Turner stood up and came around her desk. She took my arm and indicated Ed should go in front of us. “Then everything is working out, and we should catch some really bad shoplifters.” 
 
    We reached the door, Ed went through, and before he could turn back, Mrs. Turner cupped my ass cheek. Startled the hell out of me. I mean, she really goosed me, and it wasn’t one of those athlete’s patting each other on the ass things. It was a grab your sexy cheek and squeeze. 
 
    I managed not to jump, and when I turned around Mrs. Turner had no expression on her face, but I could see it in her eyes. She had enjoyed that. 
 
    “Tomorrow, Charles. Ed, I’ll see you later.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
      
 
    Ed walked me around the store, showed me the exits, how to get through the warehouse, shortcuts, and other things. 
 
    Actually, he was a pretty good guy, when he wasn’t arresting you. He had a sense of humor, liked his job, and actually knew a heck of a lot. Just in that short half hour I learned all sorts of things about how shoplifters conduct themselves. 
 
    And, the whole time I had a boner. Well, of course. I was still wearing my bra and panties. And in the coming days I would be wearing more articles of clothing. And…make up. 
 
    Crap. I had never tried make up. I just wanted to wear a bra and panties, get a little horny, and masturbate. But… make up? 
 
    Oh, well. In for a penny in for a pound. 
 
    After half hour Ed told me he’d see me later and I left.  
 
    I exulted. I was a working man. And I was going to get paid for my kink. And the thought of working with Mrs. Turner…it was sort of exciting. She was funny, sexy, and…and I almost swooned thinking about how she had had her arm around me, how she had cared for me after I had fainted. 
 
    I returned home, broke my budget by having a Coke and pizza, and just laid around, thinking about how this was all working out. 
 
    I was going to be a paid pervert. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I was bright and early, waiting at her door when Mrs. Turner showed up. 
 
    She smiled, and was looking extra sexy this morning. It made me almost feel like she had dressed up for me. 
 
    We sat in her office for a while and chatted about what I was going to have to do, then she escorted me to the second floor salon. I walked into a professional beauty salon, and gazed around in wonder. 
 
    “Annie, this is Charles. He’s the one I told you about.” 
 
    Annie was a beautiful woman, and she smiled at me. Brunette, bright, blue eyes, her hair was perfectly done. I studied her make up, perfect, and I realized that that was what she was going to do to me. She was going to make me beautiful. 
 
    “Hi, Charley. Can I call you Charley?” 
 
    I didn’t like Charles, and Chuck was not right for the job, so I just nodded. 
 
    “Excellent, oh, let me look at you.” She walked around me, studying my skin color, the way I held myself. She leaned close and touched my cheek and looked at my eyelids. “Perfect. We can do this. He’s already got a soft look. We’re going to have to—Charley, Im going to give you some lotion and I want you to apply it every day. To your whole body. It will make you softer and smoother. Very feminine.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “What about a dress?” 
 
    “I’ll bring a couple over.” 
 
    “What about his tits.” 
 
    I blinked. It was new to me…girls just referred to their breasts as tits. Suddenly the word stopped being sort of kinky and sexy and just became…a word. 
 
    And I realized how little I knew about how girls thought and acted. Man, I had a lot to learn. 
 
    “I’ve got some breast forms in mail order,” then Mrs. Turner grinned, “Or maybe we could just get implants.” 
 
    Annie giggled. How would yo like that, Charley? A big, old set of boobs for real?” 
 
    I grinned, but…it was a nervous grin. 
 
    I wore clothes, the idea of going transgender…that was…weird. 
 
    “Okay, let me fix his face.” 
 
    Mrs. Turner left me in Annie’s capable hands and headed for the dress department. 
 
    Annie put me in a chair and began prepping my face She moisturized me and primed me, and explained what she was doing. 
 
    “Priming fills in imperfections and foundation is the canvas. Now, when we put on the blush and the eyes, you are going to be one popping babe.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked. I was just talking, stunned, and just filling space with my words. 
 
    “Really,” she responded. “You have delicious skin. A little clean up and you could be a model. And your hair. I sometimes think that men’s hair is better for styling than women’s.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “For real.” 
 
    She put eye shadow on me, and lipstick, and man, that was weird. The feel of that waxy stuff. I suddenly knew how a paint roller felt. 
 
    About that time Mrs. Turner came back with an armful of dresses. 
 
    “I was going to do his nails…” nails? “…but I can wait.” 
 
    “Excellent. Charles, come along.” 
 
    Like a puppy I followed her into the back room. She closed the door and said. “Strip.” 
 
    I stripped, down to my bra and panties. And there was the problem. I had a massive boner. 
 
    I turned away from Mrs. Turner, my face red, and said, “I’m sorry, I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    She put a hand on my shoulder and pulled me back around. My hands crossed in front of my pride. 
 
    She took my hands away and looked down at me. 
 
    “Well, you certainly are a healthy…girl.” She giggled. “Now what are we going to do with that?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t…” 
 
    She moved forward, pulled my panties down and grabbed my cock. 
 
    I gasped. Her hands were firm, but soft. She began to stroke me. “Now don’t expect me to do this all the time. You should get yourself off before work. And I can look into other methods of…cock control.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was already half way there. Well, who wouldn’t be? Dressed in sexy lingerie and a beautiful woman stroking them. 
 
    He watched me, my knees grew weak and my mouth opened. 
 
    “Your pre-cum is dripping. Almost there?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She used her other hand to rub my knob. Stroke and rub, and her face was close to me, intimate, kissing close, but I didn’t dare. This was…this was… 
 
    “Ahh!” I almost fell down. White hot pulsings filled me. My heart pounded, and I shot my seed. 
 
    She aimed my dick right into a wastebasket. “There we go.” And, her being so close to me, feeling the heat of her body, let alone the heat of her hand aiming my dick, I was again reminded of my mother. 
 
    Oh, my mother wouldn’t have jacked me off, but there was just a warm, motherly feel to her. 
 
    My dick dripped it’s last drop, and she let go. “Put that big thing away,” she grinned. 
 
    I tucked my cock into my panties, pulled the panties up tight, and was good to go. 
 
    She slid a pair of breast forms into my bra, and stretched the bra. “Darn, I’m going to have to get you a bigger bra.” 
 
    “Smaller breasts?” 
 
    “Boobs make the woman,” she responded. “I don’t want there to be any doubt. 
 
    She helped me put on a dress, then stood back and inspected me. 
 
    In the mirror on the back of the door I could see myself, and I wasn’t too bad. I still had male hair, but my face was definitely feminine. My shoulders weren’t too wide, but my hips were a bit too slender. 
 
    “Excellent,” she mused, then: “We can get you some padded panties to bring your hips out, and…we need to do your hair. And your nails…yes. Go back to Annie and tell her hair and nails. Then come see me.” 
 
    I nodded and headed off across the store, and realized it was now open. 
 
    Oh, my gosh! People. Not a lot, but I was still recognizable as a boy, sort of, or a girl, sort of. Definitely half in between. 
 
    So I made a few detours, avoided people, and wound up in Annie’s chair again. 
 
    Her assistant, Anita, was there. She was a young, black girl, long nails, a sassy look, and quite the body. 
 
    “He’s the new store detective,” giggled, Annie. “You want to do his hair or his nails?” 
 
    “I’ll take the hair. He’s got good hair.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    They went to work. I was leaned back and my head rested on the lip of a sink. Scrub, scrub, shampoo and conditioner, brush brush, hair dryer. It was, I know I keep using this word…weird. And it was also sexy. Having two woman working over me, their breasts brushing against me, talking to me as if I was one of them, it was boner time. 
 
    Crap! I had just been masturbated, and here it was again. The steel rod itself. 
 
    Annie didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she was just polite. 
 
    But Anita actually brushed her hand against my crotch, and then, she would do things like put a comb down on my lap, or a brush. 
 
    And the look in her eyes. She knew what she was doing. 
 
    “So you’re the new security girl?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “How’s it feel dressing up like a girl?” 
 
    “Kinky,” I answered honestly. 
 
    She plopped a hairbrush on my cock and I actually grunted with surprise. 
 
    “I had a cousin who was into cross dressing…” 
 
    “I’m not normally…” 
 
    “He loved to wear the dresses, and his mama was always catching him in the bathroom, playing with himself. Maybe I should say herself.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Annie was up front talking to a customer while my nails dried. 
 
    “You gonna play with yourself?” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked, turning red. 
 
    “All guys play with themselves. ‘Specially if they dressin’ up. You play with yourself?” 
 
    I glanced around, Annie was still talking. 
 
    “You want, I’ll play with you. I like playin’ with dick.” 
 
    I was officially speechless. 
 
    “Annie go to lunch and we go in the backroom and you won’t have to masturbate yourself.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t you go gettin’ embarrassed now. We’re all grown up around here, and I be glad to do you a favor.” 
 
    Annie came back, and inspected my make up. “He looks a bit…flushed.” 
 
    “He’s a guy. Guys always flushed.” 
 
    “Hmm.” She turned back to see to another customer. 
 
    Anita whispered to me, “…when they think about sex. You thinkin’ about sex, Charley girl?” 
 
     
 
    An hour later I reported to Mrs. Turner. I had quarter inch nails, ovals, bright red. My hair was bobbed and my figure…well, suffice it to say that there was not one feminine thing about me. The girls had really done a job on me. 
 
    “Excellent,” she smiled from behind her desk. “I brought you some more clothes, other things you might need.” She nodded towards the side and I saw a small mountain of boxes and bags. 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s…a lot.” 
 
    “Girls have to have enough clothes.” 
 
    “Yeah, uh…” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “Nothing. I guess I can…my friend’s got a car. I’ll borrow it and take this stuff home.” 
 
    “You don’t have a car?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    She frowned. “Heck, my car is downstairs.” She tossed me a fob. “The black BMW in the corner of the ground floor. Load up and let me know when you’re ready to go.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    She smiled, and I started taking armfuls down to the parking garage. Her car was a late model, real fancy, and I loaded it up. Fifteen minutes later I was ready to go, and she accompanied me to the garage. 
 
    “I appreciate this, Mrs. Turner.” 
 
    “No big deal. I like to get out of the office.” Our voices were echo-y in the stairwell. She was ahead of me and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her shape. She was so well put together. And so confident. 
 
    We approached her car and she thumbed the fob. Beep. “You don’t mind riding in the trunk, do you?” 
 
    She spoke conversationally, and I slowed down. “What? 
 
    She circled to the driver’s side, grinned over the top of the car at me. “Just kidding.” 
 
    “Oh.” Kidding. She grabs my ass, tells me to ride in the trunk, and she’s just kidding. I suspected there was more to Mrs. Turner than met the eye. My suspicions were proved right as she left the garage and headed down the street. 
 
    “Of course, I’m not always kidding.” 
 
    I was silent, staring at her as she slid her beautiful hands over the wheel. “Sometimes I can be a little…nasty.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I lived in a cheap apartment off campus. And I do mean cheap. It was one bedroom, the kitchenette didn’t even have a stove. It had hot plate. The refrigerator was one of those three foot cubes you buy from Amazon for $60, guaranteed to keep anything lukewarm…in a snowstorm. There was a rickety bed, a table with different length legs, and, of course, my books. 
 
    Lots of books. I read most anything, and I never seem to get around to throwing things out. I even had a complete collectio of Grace Mansfield books. 
 
    I carried the first load up the stairs, and was surprised to find Mrs. Turner behind me, carrying a box. 
 
    “What?” she grinned. “You didn’t think I could work?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I just…I don’t know.” 
 
    She put her box on the table and looked around, and it was obvious what she was thinking. What a dump. 
 
    But I wasn’t embarrassed. I would turn red from being caught en femme, but doing what I had to to get through college…that wasn’t embarrassing. 
 
    “Humph,” she grunted. “Where’s your stash of clothes.” 
 
    I showed her a box on the floor of the small, closet next to the front door. The only door. 
 
    She lifted a well worn bra out of the box with one finger. It dangled, and she said, “We can certainly do better than that.” She dropped it back, then turned back to look at the apartment again. 
 
    “I’ll get the rest of the stuff,” I said. 
 
    “No,” she looked out the window as she spoke. “I saw a liquor store on the corner. Go to my purse, take a hundred dollar bill out and go get a six pack of Coke and some good bourbon. The less change you bring back the better. I’ll be waiting here.” 
 
    I blinked, but did as I was told. I went to her car and rummaged through her purse. She had 10 hundred dollar bills, a few fifties and lots of tens and twenties. And several black credit cards. Heysoos! 
 
    She also had lipstick, and a small vial of perfume. And tampons. 
 
    Oh, be still my aching heart. I wanted to take the Tampons, but I withheld myself. 
 
    Down to the liquor store. 
 
    I grabbed some Coke and inspected the bourbon. 
 
    “Anything in particular, ma’am?” 
 
    The funny thing, I had almost forgotten I was dressed as a girl. It had only been a morning, but it felt so natural. I tried to speak in a slightly higher pitch. “Under a hundred bourbon.” 
 
    The kid behind the counter, I recognized him from college, looked around. “We got that stuff.” He pointed at a bottle of Calumet Farm Single Rack Black 15 Year Kentucky Straight Bourbon. 
 
    It was on special. Only $99.95. But I only had a hundred dollar bill. The Coke, tax, I figured in my head. “I only have a hundred dollar bill.” 
 
    He looked at the bill in my hand. At my skinny ass, and my big boobs, and my sweet face. “Hell, take it.” 
 
    “Really?” Careful with my voice. 
 
    “Sure. What college kid is going to spend a hundred bucks on booze? Boss’ll be glad I got rid of it, but don’t tell him I gave you a few bucks off.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I chirped happily as he put the bottle, and the Coke, into a bag. 
 
    He pushed the bag across the counter and I handed him the bill. He took it, and my hand, too. He just held it for a moment, not nasty like, and said, “If you ever want to get together, my name is Sam.” He let go of my hand. 
 
    I kept my voice up and thought wildly. I had just been propositioned. Well, asked out on a date. What would a girl do? And I thought back to all the times I had asked girls out, and been refused. 
 
    “Thank you, but I’ve got…I’ve got a boyfriend.” 
 
    He mistook my attitude for shyness and didn’t realize I was struggling with the concept of having a boyfriend. 
 
    I hurried out of the store and back to my shabby apartment. As soon as I entered the apartment Mrs. Turner knew something was up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I actually sounded a little breathless. “I just got…the kid in the store, he asked me out.” 
 
    She laughed, and it wasn’t a timid laugh. “Oh, that’s good.” Then she sobered. “How did it feel?”  
 
    “Uh, embarrassing.” 
 
    “No interest? 
 
    “I’m a guy!” I blurted in shock. Then I realized the situation, and we both were laughing. 
 
    “Poor the bourbon, girly girl. Half and half for me. You have ice cubes? 
 
    Crap! I hadn’t picked up any ice cubes. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. It just means there’s more room for the bourbon. 
 
    So I filled up two of my glasses half with bourbon and half with Coke. 
 
    I placed a drink in front of her, then, nothing else to do, I sat down across from her. 
 
    “Here’s how,” she almost grunted, then drank a big glug. 
 
    I blinked. I didn’t expect women to drink like men. Usually they sip at wine, or drink half a beer and never crumple the can. She just glugged, then set the glass down on the table with a solid smack. 
 
    “God, I love bourbon. I’ll have to have you over some time. I have a thousand dollar bottle. You haven’t lived till you’ve swilled the good stuff.” She looked at the glass. “But this ain’t half bad.” 
 
    I sipped my own. “Whoo!” I blurted. 
 
    “Not much of a drinker?” 
 
    “Not much.” 
 
    We sat for a few minutes then, and sipped. Little trickles of magic soothing our throats and inflaming out bellies. And it was companionable. For a mucky muck boss she seemed right at home in the squalor of my digs. 
 
    “So,” she said, “You realize that you’re going to have to live as a girl full time?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I might have to get another job. And if they see that I’m a guy living as a girl…it might…” I didn’t finish. 
 
    She frowned. “Why would you get another job?” 
 
    “College. Books are expensive, tuition, that sort of thing. Heck, you may have noticed that I live in a palace.” 
 
    She laughed at the wry expression on my face. Then her face just sort of emptied of expression. Weird. And she grew serious. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    “I go to school and—“ 
 
    “Not the surface bullshit. Give me the dreams and the nightmares. Tell me what toots your flute.” 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. “I do yoga.” 
 
    “Really?” She cocked her head. 
 
    “My mother used to teach the stuff. Me and my sisters grew up doing the stuff, and I actually like it.” 
 
    “So how much yoga you do a day?” 
 
    “A couple of hours.” 
 
    “Let’s see your Padmasana.” 
 
    I blinked. “You know yoga?” 
 
    “For years. Let’s see.” 
 
    I sat down in the lotus position. “Huh,” I grunted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s more comfortable in a dress.” 
 
    “It’s more comfortable naked. Get naked and do Halasana.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Are you deaf?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” She had that concentrated, commanding attitude about her. She had forgotten it for a moment, but it was back, and in spades. 
 
    I took off my dress. 
 
    “Panties. Leave the bra on.” Her eyes were glittering. 
 
    I slid out of my panties, and my dick sprang up. 
 
    “Hah,” she said, grinning, and I was reminded that she had jacked me off. 
 
    I laid down, kicked my feet over and let my weight go to my shoulders. I was face up, feet back over my head, my butt in the air, and my cock hung inches from my mouth. 
 
    “Can you kiss it?” 
 
    I was stunned, to say the least. Yet, the answer. “I can.” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Wow. Talk about perverted. Still, I was wearing girl’s clothes, had been jacked off by my boss, and had a perverted job. And she had told me, in her car, that she could be nasty. Well, I guess this was it. 
 
    I relaxed, let my body lower, raised my head and kissed the tip of my penis. 
 
    “Whoa,” she giggled, and I realized that that big glug of bourbon had reached her senses. “We’re going to have to have you suck yourself off.” Then she sobered. “Sorry. I shouldn’t.” 
 
    “I’m not offended.” 
 
    “So what are you—“ 
 
    “Prasarita Padottanasana. Naked.” 
 
    She stared at me. And I was stunned by my gutsiness. But the drink…the perversion…what the heck. 
 
    She stood up, took off her expensive jacket and folded it. She took off her blouse, her bra. Her jugs were huge. 36 and bigger than double Ds easy. She was a healthy girl. 
 
    She undid the button and zipper and slid out of her skirt. She took off her panties. 
 
    Her pussy was shaved. Her ass was perfectly round, her cheeks two wonderful, matching globes. 
 
    She moved to the center of the room, looked at me with obsidian eyes, then turned around, faced away from me. 
 
    She spread her legs and bent at the waist. Her pussy and asshole came into full view. A pucker and a slit. Her boobs hung down to her chin. 
 
    She lowered her head…all the way to the ground. She stayed there for a good minute, watching me, breathing easily. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “Touch me,” she said. 
 
    I reached forward, expecting her to protest, to quickly move away, to say she hadn’t meant that way. But she didn’t move, and my finger touched her labia. 
 
    She shivered and closed her eyes. “Explore me.” 
 
    I rubbed her mons with a palm, and she sighed. I trailed my fingers up her slit, and, the only logical next step, I inserted my fingers. 
 
    She gasped, and gulped, and kept her eyes closed. “I think,” she said in a strangled voice, “that you’re going to have to fuck me.” 
 
    I was still naked, and my cock was still poking out like a javelin. I stood and moved behind her. I placed my hands on her hips, waited and gave her a chance to back off. She didn’t. 
 
    I touched my penis to her hole, and she sighed. She wanted this. 
 
    I pulled back, went to my knees and kissed her, licked her. She was moist, but I wanted her moister. I wanted this to be free and easy. 
 
    I stood up and repositioned myself. I pushed my cock between her labia and my head surged into her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she whined. She was my boss, and she commanded people, but now she had commanded me to enter her. 
 
    I pressed forward and my dick slithered into her. 
 
    Her ass shook and shivered. She was making gulping noises, then she calmed down, focused on her posture, and enjoyed the feeling of my big penis opening her up. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she said. “Yes. I need this.” 
 
    I began to move in and out, soft, gentle strokes, and she was happy with that. I could feel her trying to contribute to the action, but it was all she could do to hold the pose. 
 
    For a long minute I fucked her. Felt her moist inner muscles pulling on my cock. She was good. She was ten years older than me, but she felt as fresh as a 20 year old. Must have been the yoga. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she said. “There is something about being fucked by a girl. I’m going to cum.” 
 
    I pushed into her harder, held her up by the hips, and she started to lose her posture. She shook, she wiggled, her legs bent, but I supported her and drove into her. 
 
    “Oh…God…oh…God!” she chanted, and her breathing came faster, then she started to cum. A long freeze as muscles locked up, then a sagging as she came down. I could tell she had had a good cum. A great cum. 
 
    I gently grabbed her hair with one hand and lifted. She didn’t mind me using her hair as a handle, and she stood up. And turned and hugged me. I could feel her breasts heaving. I could feel her breath on my neck. Then she raised her face and we were kissing close. She pressed her lips to mine. The moment stretched and I was unaware of anything but this beautiful woman in my arms, then she moved away. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she grinned. “He didn’t get to cum.” 
 
    “I came this morning.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    She moved back to the table and began getting dressed. She moved languidly, satisfied, like a cat that has drunk the milk and now just wants to lick herself. 
 
    I didn’t feel so languid. I felt like my cock was wanting, and frustrated, but it was a good feeling. I put on my clothes. I couldn’t help but notice my red nails. I had to be careful with them, and move differently, less like a male.  
 
    Finally, dressed, we faced each other. Smiling. Her smile content, mine with a tinge of frustration in it. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “Come on.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Bring that box you brought up, follow me.” 
 
    She was relaxed, but still the boss. She commanded, and I followed. 
 
    She descended the stairs, her buns jouncing delightfully, the muscles all relaxed. I walked with a problem in my dress. And it was going to be a problem on the street. This was no minor chub, this was a king-sized boner, and it was going to be pressing my dress out. 
 
    I held the box down a bit, tried to cover up, and followed her to her car. She turned to me with a grin, “You sure you don’t want to ride in the trunk?” 
 
    “Maybe later.” 
 
    “Ah, well.” She got in, and I put the box in the back seat and sat in the passenger side. 
 
    She drove through town, and she knew how to drive. She commanded the wheel and the car responded. Then we were out in the country, wending our way through the hills. I was pressed back against the seat, to one side or the other, and it was obvious that she liked to drive fast. 
 
    Every once in a while she would glance at me, and she had a Mona Lisa smile on her face. Everybody knows…but we aren’t telling you. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To meet my husband.” 
 
    Well, that freaked me out. “But I…we just…” 
 
    “And that’s why.” 
 
    At that point I had visions of a man coming after me with a shotgun, chasing me down the street, me holding my dress up to run better. 
 
    She turned through a gate and up a long, winding drive. We broke out of some trees and I had a glimpse of her house. It was a wide ranch style with a second story over the garage. Through a carport I could see a pool, lined with shale type rocks. Everywhere was lush shrubbery, trees, oaks and flowers. 
 
    She pulled into the garage and stopped. She turned to me. “I married my husband for money, and was stunned when I fell in love with him. He is a wonderful man, a truly great man. 
 
    “He, on the other hand, married me for my beauty, and was pleasantly surprised when I confessed that I loved him. Then…things happened.” She shrugged. 
 
    I stayed silent, wondering what was up. 
 
    “Well, come on. Time to meet the lion.” 
 
    She got out, waited for me, and walked me into the house. She held my hand like I was her boyfriend. 
 
    We walked through a large kitchen. Commercial frig, evidence of a massive sound system. Everything super shiny. 
 
    Into the living room, big enough to hold my apartment complex. 
 
    “Just you two?” I asked. 
 
    “Just us two. We had a maid, but she just quit.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She led me down a hallway through a billiards room, and out onto the patio. 
 
    He was old. His hair was white and thin and he didn’t have a lot of it. His skin was parchment, you could read a book through it. He was slightly overweight, as a man who didn’t exercise might be. He sat in a wheel chair. 
 
    A wheel chair. Crippled. 
 
    Yet his eyes showed no rancor at being imprisoned. He merely sat, his skinny, useless legs extended. He had been reading a book, but had placed it on his lap that he might nap, but we had woken him and he was no longer napping. And his eyes…his eyes. 
 
    They were a bright blue. And they were sharp. You’ve heard the old saying, ‘sharp as a tack.’ Well, he made a tack look dull. He looked at me, saw everything about me, and passed his glance to Mrs. Turner. 
 
    “Please leave us.” 
 
    I saw where Mrs. Turner got her commanding presence from. He might be infirm, but his was a voice that could command armies. Probably had. 
 
    Without a word Mrs. Turner turned and walked away. Back into the house. I tried to read something in her posture, in the way she carried herself, but…I could see nothing. Whatever secret the Mona Lisa held, she held it still. 
 
    “Sit down, boy.” 
 
    He had seen right through my dress and make up. Easily. Without a doubt. 
 
    He motioned to a wrought iron chair, very uncomfortable, and I moved to it and sat down. I turned it to face him. 
 
    We stared at each other for a few seconds. His lips were pursed and he was seeing every iota of my soul. Finally, he said: I detest liars. If you lie I will cut you to pieces, chase you out of here, hound your mother for a fool.” 
 
    I blinked, and made up my mind to tell the truth. 
 
    “Yes, sir.” In my normal voice. 
 
    “Can you speak like a girl?” 
 
    I raised my pitch. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    He nodded. “Well then, let’s get to the heart of the matter. How was she?” 
 
    I knew exactly what he was talking about, and here, if anywhere, was the desire to prevaricate, to shy away, to avoid the truth like a horse avoids gopher holes. 
 
    But, I believed his staunch command of earlier. I truly believed he would, somehow, find a knife and bounce out of that chair and cut me into fine pieces. 
 
    But it wasn’t the fear that impelled me. It was his…desire. This was a man who desired life in the most intimate way, and wouldn’t put up with anything less. 
 
    “She was wonderful.” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes.” A single word that meant everything, and nothing. He said, “Tell me of it. Tell me everything. Be dirty, and descriptive. Pretend I have no feelings and try to get me angry. 
 
    So I did. “She drove me to my apartment. It is a shabby thing because I’m a college student. We had a drink and she found out I studied yoga.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” his eyes drooped slightly. 
 
    “So we were high—“ his eyes flicked open, “but that’s not why we did it.” 
 
    He closed his eyes fully. 
 
    “She dared me to do a plow pose, and I did, and my cock hung down, close to my lips.” 
 
    He smiled. “She made you kiss it.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How did it feel.” 
 
    “Weird.” 
 
    “But you’d done that sort of thing before.” 
 
    “I had, but touching my penis with my own lips, in front of a person, that…that was weird.” 
 
    “I can imagine. Go on.” 
 
    “So when I was done I challenged her to do the wide-legged standing fold. She did it, head to the floor. Completely naked.” 
 
    “Her pussy. It must have looked so good.” 
 
    “It was amazing. It was moist, and while it looks big, it is tight. I was looking at it and she told me to touch it. I stretched a finger out and ran it along her lips. She sighed, and I could tell that she liked the sensation of me running a finger over her privates. 
 
    “Privates. Huh!” He grunted. Yet I had the feeling he wasn’t disappointed. Quite the contrary. “What then?” 
 
    “She said, ‘I think that you’re going to have to fuck me.” 
 
    “Hah!” Eyes still closed, he smiled. “What a haughty bitch! So you fucked her.” 
 
    “I did.” I thought that was enough, but he required more. 
 
    “Tell me about it. Describe it. Make me feel it. God knows I can’t feel anything…make me feel it.” 
 
    “I moved forward and held my penis, ran it up and down inside her lips, feeling the smooth skin, my penis felt like it was electric.” 
 
    “I can imagine,” he murmured. 
 
    “Then I knelt behind her and began to lick her. Her pussy was out, exposed, and I kissed it like a mouth. It excited me, and I wanted her. I stood up and slowly inserted the head of my penis. It was like entering heaven. It was like pushing my penis into the softest, wettest, most exquisite cushion. I felt the sides of her pussy gripping me, holding me. I could feel individual muscles caressing me, pulling me.” 
 
    “Did you cum?” 
 
    “I didn’t.” 
 
    His eyes snapped open. “Why not?” 
 
    “Because she had jacked me off earlier that day.” 
 
    “Ha!” His laugh was a loud bray. “Isn’t that just like the bitch! That must have been frustrating.” 
 
    “I wanted to cum worse than I ever had in my life, but I couldn’t. All I could do was keep pumping, so I did. I pumped and I pumped, out of control, and when she began to cum I almost cried for the frustration. To feel her pleasure so closely, and yet to be denied, it was…it was…” 
 
    “Exquisite,” he whispered. 
 
    I found myself nodding. “Yes. That is the word. To be in heaven, yet denied the taste of ambrosia. It was the sweetest, nastiest, most wonderful thing I had ever felt.” 
 
    He opened his eyes and was silent. I intuited that my story was over, and waited. 
 
    For a long moment he sat, breathing, heaving an occasional sigh. Then he said, “Go tell Mrs. Turner that I wish to see her.” 
 
    I went into the house and found her sitting in a library. Reading without reading. Trying to look like she wasn’t thinking, though she was. A mile minute. 
 
    “He’d like to see you.” 
 
    She stood up, gave a wan smile, took my hand and pulled me along. A moment later we were on the patio, standing in front of him. 
 
    He inspected his wife, his lips pursed, nodding slightly, his eyes half closed. 
 
    She said nothing, merely waited for pronouncement. 
 
    “My dear, does he know the rules?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You should tell him.” 
 
    “Then I may proceed.” 
 
    “I wish you would, but you know the rules.” 
 
    “Thank you, dear.” She bent to him, kissed him on the mouth. A good kiss, a scorching kiss, a kiss that would have woken up a penis, if it wasn’t dead. 
 
    She led me back into the house, through the house and into the room above the garage.  
 
    The garage was a three car garage, it was big, and the room above was also big. It had a bedroom, and a living room, and a full kitchen. The bed was large, with posters, and handcuffs on a table beside the bed. When she showed it to me she murmured, “I told you I could be nasty.” 
 
    Big screen TV. Comfortable furniture. A very plush place. 
 
    She sat me down on the couch and sat next to me, held my hand. She spoke to me, and she was kissing close. But we weren’t kissing, she was talking, explaining the rules. 
 
    “My husband was a very important person, then he survived an assassination attempt. He is crippled, and he has no feeling in his legs.” 
 
    She didn’t say no feeling in his penis, it was obvious, she didn’t have to. 
 
    “He is a man with feelings, very sensitive, and he wishes to not give up on life. He also knows that I am a woman, and that I have needs. 
 
    “The rules are simple. We have a complete sound system in the house. Microphones pick up everything, even what we are saying now. If he calls, and he does once or twice a day, usually to be moved indoors or out or maybe a snack, if you are home then you attend to him. 
 
    “You will work in the store, you will go to school, I would appreciate a light schedule as I will be paying for it and I don’t mind if you have to go for five years, or even six, if it allows you more time to attend to my husband’s needs, and to mine. 
 
    “Mine are simple. I have a tendency to be nasty. You saw the handcuffs. You have fucked me. You know how I can be.” 
 
    I stared at her. “He doesn’t mind that I am dressed this way?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? It just feeds him. It excites him. He has seen everything, done everything, and now he has only his imagination. What we do, the tender and the nasty, it is fodder to a starving man. Believe me, the harder you fuck me, the louder you fuck me, the more he will like it. 
 
    “If you wish to bring a girl home I will understand, and he will glory in it. 
 
    “If you do something nasty, but a butt plug up your heiny or something, do it loudly. Describe what you are doing. He will hear, and he will love it. It will give him life. 
 
    “If he calls you and asks for details, be thorough. Be descriptive. Tell him your every sensation. Give him life. It is what he lives for.” 
 
    I was silent, a bit overwhelmed. 
 
    On one hand, I was getting a job doing what I loved to do best. And I was getting a roof over my head. And I could go to school without the stress of wondering how I was going to pay my bills. 
 
    On the other hand, I was the subject of a voyeur, and in the worst, or best, sense of the word. He would listen to my every moan, and then cross examine me. I had the feeling he wouldn’t ask for much in the way of care, but that he would be very demanding concerning sex. 
 
    And that I would have to thoroughly fuck his wife. A lot. 
 
    “So, that’s the deal. Those are the rules. What do you say?” 
 
    What could I say? How could I refuse? So I gave answer in a way that would please them both. 
 
    I leaned forward and spoke conversationally. “Can he hear this?” 
 
    “The microphones are excellent. And he has spoken of putting in video cameras.” 
 
    “Then he can hear me when I tell you that I am going to put my cock not just up your pussy, but up your butt.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “And…have you ever been fisted?” 
 
    “I…I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Because we’ll get around to that. I will put my whole fist in your pussy, I will ram my fist into your pussy. And you are going to love it. You are going to cum so hard…” 
 
    “I…am.” I had managed to take over the conversation. Not for long, if I knew her, but I had the reins for the moment, and I intended to make the most of it. 
 
    “I am going to ride you, and pump you full of semen. And we are going to explore your body. We are going to open you up and find out what you love.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said, breathlessly. 
 
    “And here is my condition. It’s okay if you love him. I expect you to love him, but you are going to have to love me, too. 
 
    She was staring at me. 
 
    “Now, you didn’t let me cum earlier, so I need to cum. If I can. And right now. So let’s go into the bedroom and find out how nasty you can be.” 
 
    She smiled, and stood up, and I said, “You might even find out that I can be a little nasty, too.” 
 
    I took her hand and led her into the bedroom.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I am a boy, I am a girl. 
 
    I work at perversion and a very nasty woman loves me. 
 
    And I give life to a man who otherwise might not have it. 
 
    I might even graduate from college. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    LISA’S STORY 
 
      
 
    “You did it again!” I yelled. On the other side of the house, Randy grinned. How do I know he grinned when I wasn’t in the den with him? Because of the large charge he gets out of his…his irritating stupidity. 
 
    And what irritating stupidity was that? 
 
    He masturbated on the top of the toilet and left it. A puddle of ooey gooey sperm. Just sitting on the lid. Glistening and fresh. Left there just minutes before he knew I was going to get up, come into the bathroom and…yuck! 
 
    I wiped the semen off and stomped through the house. 
 
    Randy was sitting on the leather sofa—and, yes, he had jacked off on that a couple of time—and eating potato chips. Potato chips at nine in the morning! What kind of breakfast is that? Eh? What kind of man masturbates all through house, leaving his mess for me to step in, sit in, have to clean up, and then…the…grrr…eats potato chips? 
 
    Okay, okay. I’m taking calming breaths trying to get over it. The stupidity of my man child when he doesn’t get whatever he… 
 
    Okay, let me back up just for a second before I yell at him. 
 
    Randy is a wonderful man. He works hard, we have a wonderful home, good friends, and life is a blast. He’s handsome, in good shape, and normally highly considerate. 
 
    But he is also an oversexed doofus who, if he doesn’t get his nightly lay, squirts his brains all over everything. 
 
    I mean, I’d prefer graffiti over the splatters of sperm I’m always handling. 
 
    And that was why I had stomped down the hallway and was in a yelling mode on the fine, Saturday morning. 
 
    “Hi, babe,” he spoke innocently, looking for a potato chip that was folded. He loves those. 
 
    “You left your mess in the bathroom!” 
 
    “Oh, was that me? Would you like me to go clean it up?” 
 
    “I’ve already done that.” 
 
    “Oh, good. No problem then. Would you like a potato chip?” He held a warped oval out to me. 
 
    I took a big breath, I wanted to yell, I needed to yell, but yelling just makes him grin. So I sat down next to him. I took the bag of potato chips away and put it aside. 
 
    “Hey?” He complained, not really caring. 
 
    “Randy,” I took his hands in mine and pulled him around to face me. You simply have to stop masturbating all over the place when you don’t get your way. It’s childish. It’s something a two year old would do…” 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know two year olds could masturbate.” 
 
    “Arrgh!” I groaned softly. I tried again: “It’s disrespectful. It’s messy. It’s probably not even hygienic, and you simply have to stop.” 
 
    “Aw, but honey, you don’t understand.” 
 
    “What don’t I understand?” 
 
    “I have a dread disease…it’s imperative that I spread my seed, just on the out chance that some aroma of sperm will infect some innocent passerby and my lineage will go on.” 
 
    I goggled at him. “You’re trying to…to…’air impregnate’ innocent people? 
 
    “Well, technically there are no innocent people. But, yes. And especially in lieu of the fact that my testicles are churning out an unusually high quota of sperm cells, it is imperative that I empty those balls frequently. After all, we don’t want me to suffer ‘backedupballitus.’ Right?” 
 
    “And all this BS really means that since I didn’t spread for you last night you get to throw your childish tantrum and jack off where…where…” 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t help,” he agreed amiably. “After all, if a wife really cared for her man she would be more than willing to help dispel the terrible pressure of backedupballitus. I mean, think how I must suffer. All that perfectly good baby batter churning and roiling and making my balls blue. All those little spermies wiggling helplessly in an overcrowded environment, packed together like poor people in a ghetto. Dying to be able to live free, to be able to swim to their heart’s content, to—“
“So it’s my fault that you have a filthy habit.” 
 
    “Well, I hate to be so bald about it. I don’t like to be negative and rude and all that, but…yup.” 
 
    I tried, I really tried. “Honey, I manage to do it four or five times a week. I even stop whatever I’m doing on Sunday afternoon to accommodate you. But I simply can’t handle every day twice a day. There are limits! I have rights, too!” 
 
    “Oh, I know you do. And I appreciate your rights.” 
 
    “As long as I lay down and spread my legs for you.” 
 
    He smiled. “Can I have my potato chips back?” 
 
    “ARGH!” I threw the potato chips at him and started to walk out. I stopped at the door and turned to him. “That did it. I’ve had enough. You do just one more unauthorized expulsion of seed in this house and I will…I will…” 
 
    He cocked his head in question, an innocent look on his face, daring me challenging me, and that put me definitely over the edge. 
 
    “…TURN YOU INTO A WOMAN!” I screamed. 
 
    Man, I was gone. I was flipped. I was out of there. No more calm and cool for me. 
 
    “I WILL TURN YOU INTO A WOMAN AND MAKE YOU CLEAN THIS HOUSE SO THAT YOU CAN SEE…YOU CAN SEE…” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. Are you angry?” 
 
    “ARGH!” I stomped off through the house. 
 
    Okay. I blew it. I knew it. Yelling is counter productive. And yelling at the man you love, no matter how crazy he is, is just not right. But I had done it. And now I had to…think about it. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and looked at myself in the vanity table mirror. I was a good looking woman. No pimples, no scab, just a good, oval face with deep blue eyes and blonde hair. 
 
    And I worked out religiously. I had a body that was to kill for. 
 
    And, of course, Randy had used the argument that my good looks were riving him to excessive masturbation. 
 
    But there had to be a way to cure him of his…his…stupidity. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I grabbed my cell. “Marsha, how are you.” 
 
    “Whoa! Girlfriend, you sound tense. What happened?” 
 
    “Oh, that thing with Randy.” 
 
    “Is he still whacking off everywhere?” 
 
    “In spades. He left his little present on the toilet seat today. I was about to shave my legs and almost sat in the mess.” 
 
    “Oh, yuck. That boy has to learn!” 
 
    “I’ll say.” Then I told her what I had said, about changing him into a girl. “I was just angry, but I almost wish I could. I mean, if he could understand what it’s like to clean and scrub, to want to live a neat and orderly life, he wouldn’t be so…you know.” 
 
    “Well, there is a way.” 
 
    I blinked. Stark, raving silence. What had she just said? 
 
    “What do you just say?” 
 
    “There is a way. Oh, not to be a woman. But there is a way he can learn to appreciate out trials and tribulations. To suffer and the slings arrows of—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute. Stop the blather and tell me what you’re actually saying.” 
 
    “I am saying, girlfriend, that there is a resort, out in Arrowhead, where men learn valuable lessons.” 
 
    “No. You’re just pulling my leg. I’ve had enough practical jokes today and I don’t want to hear…there is?” 
 
    “Not kidding. Do remember Janice Wilkins? Married to the baseball player?” 
 
    “Yeah. Janice. Nice girl, but her hubby was sort of a jerk.” 
 
    “He was an overgrown adolescent who, pardon my observation, sounds a bit like your overgrown adolescent. He used to do the weirdest things, put bubble soap in his swimming pool so he wouldn’t have to take showers, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Yeah, and they were on the edge of divorce, and then…everything cooled down.” 
 
    “They were on the edge, all right. He was having an affair, she was having a kid, and then she was going to divorce him, so they finally agreed on this ranch thing. Pardon me, resort thing. They went, and now he’s singing a different tune.” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Really. Of course, I’ve heard they are expensive, and they are very picky about who they allow to visit their fine establishment. But…you know…why not?” 
 
    Why not? Why not, indeed? 
 
    So we talked some more, she told me what she could remember, and then gave me Janice’s phone number. When we hung up I was thinking a million miles a second. A cure for adolescent men. A way to bring my man to heel. Zippety do dah…zippety ay. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day went smoothly. I think Randy was a little surprised when I didn’t chew on him anymore, but I was busy thinking. 
 
    A ranch. A resort. A way to even out the battle between men and women. Wher emen could be…brought to heel. 
 
    What a delightful thought. If it was true. 
 
    Could such a ranch really exist? 
 
    I decided to find out. 
 
      
 
    Sunday evening, about seven. Randy was in watching the game. I don’t know which game, but the fate of the universe always hinged on ‘The Game.’ This week they were throwing balls through little hoops hung in the air. And I was missing the Kardashians. Tell me the universe is fair, eh? 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Janice, this is Marsha Simpson. I met you last year at—“ 
 
    “Oh, yes…the party for…what was it?” 
 
    “I actually don’t remember.” 
 
    We both chuckled. 
 
    “The reason I’m calling, I was talking to Marsha and she said you had gone to a resort, more like a ranch…” 
 
    “Yes,” her voice was guarded, and I knew I would have to cut through the BS. People who went to ranches for marriage counseling, especially famous people, didn’t like any notoriety. 
 
    “Let me just cut through all the red tape. My husband, Randy, needs a bit of an adjustment. Marsha said this resort might provide that. I know you don’t know me well, but Marsha will vouch for me. I’m not a journalist or cop or anything like that, I would never embarrass you, I just…” I continued with my spiel, and the desperation in my voice came through, and she started to relax. 
 
    She asked me a bunch of questions, then: “I’m going to give your number to somebody. They might call you, if you pass muster,” which meant I would be investigated, “and they might not. Past that I have no access, and if you end up being…not trustworthy, I won’t even have their phone number.” 
 
    “Believe me. I just want a resolution to my marital problems. I am not interested in anything else.” 
 
    I hung up the phone and listened to the sounds from the den. 
 
    “Half court!” screamed the announcer. “He dropped that pill from the half court!” 
 
    A pill from half of a court? Made no sense to me. 
 
    And I went on about my business, hoping that I would get a phone call. 
 
     
 
    I was wrought up worrying about the phone call that we didn’t make love that night, and I got a little gift on my vanity table. Wiped off easy, but…ew! 
 
    Monday night I made sure to screw Randy, and Tuesday morning I had no surprises. I had a little bug on Tuesday night, lasted till Wednesday, so I got little gifts. One in the middle of the bathroom floor, almost slipped and broke my neck on that one, and one in the seat of my car. 
 
    My car! For Heysoos’ sake! I take care of my car, and I didn’t appreciate puddles of semen on my nice, clean leather. 
 
    I made sure I screwed him on Thursday, and I was going to on Friday, but I got a phone call. 
 
     
 
    “Hi, Lisa. My name is Tandy, and I was given your number by Janice.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you. You called.” 
 
    She had a low voice, contralto, and she chuckled. It was a very pleasant chuckle. If you could put the Mona Lisa to a chuckle that would be it. I mean, it was a ‘knowing’ chuckle. 
 
    “So you have a bratty boy on your hands.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, do I!” 
 
    “Tell me about it. 
 
    So I did. I told her that he was a great person, handsome and witty, always fun to be around, but that if he didn’t get sex he…did things. I started going over the places he had deposited his sperm and it wasn’t but a couple of instances before Tandy was laughing. And her laugh was so infection it made me laugh. Even though I was pissed off, I could finally see the humor in it. 
 
    “In your refrigerator!” She was busting a gut. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And then there was the time he left one for my mother-in-law. Right on her pillow. They had argued…and thank God I found it before she did.” 
 
    Tandy laughed and laughed, and ended up saying, “Well, he is a laugh riot, but even laugh riots have to know their limits, right?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Okay, do you know what goes on at the resort?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it works…” and she began to explain. And I felt my jaw drop. The things she was telling me, what they were going to do…it was…unbelievable. The first thing I said was, “This isn’t against the law?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh. No. Consenting adults and all that. But, more important, we keep the lowest profile possible. Our resort doesn’t even have a name. We thoroughly investigate every application. The government doesn’t even know about us.” 
 
    “So how much does it cost?”  
 
    She named a sum that made my jaw drop, a big sum. Buy a car sum. 
 
    But I was desperate. And, tell the truth, we had the money. We had it easy. 
 
    So I said, as quick as a fly lands on dessert, “Sign him up.” 
 
    “Okay. Did you want to come yourself? Or would you like a video feed to watch our progress?” 
 
    I thought about that. Going myself would be two cars worth. A video feed was a couple of hundred bucks. 
 
    “You know, I think I would like to just send him.” 
 
    “I think that’s probably a good decision in your case. Besides, the prospects of having his way with other women should make your sell job easier. You can always schedule another session or both of you. Let’s set a date…” 
 
    And it was done. My hubby was about to learn manners. And my house was about to stop suffering his eternal jisming. And I would have a week to shop and pal around with my friends…heck, I could even schedule parties to watch Tandy and her staff handle Randy. Hmm. No. That might break security. But it was a thought. I would have to broach it, carefully. 
 
    Win, win…all the way around. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I have a present for you.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” He tilted an eyebrow at me. Sometimes I gave him good presents, sometimes I gave him ugly Christmas sweaters. In August. Well, I have a sense of humor, too, you know! 
 
    “Yes. I have purchased a week long stay at a resort.” 
 
    “What?” He put his magazine down and turned to me. 
 
    “Yes. It’s a special ranch type of resort, and you will absolutely love it.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    “Sure. And you can take a week off…” 
 
    Actually he could take six months off. He owned his own company, and he often told me he never did anything, just let his people run it. 
 
    “…and after the week we can go on a cruise maybe, or go to Europe. You can schedule some time off after that week, can’t you?” 
 
    “Sure,” but he was curious. “So what’s this all about? What’s the scheme in that delightful, little brain of yours?” 
 
    I told him the truth. “If I let you go to this resort I want you to stop squirting your penis all over the place.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Ha. The gift that keeps on giving. But what’s so special about this special place?” 
 
    “Not much. You just get to fuck all the women you want.” 
 
    “What!” His eyes bulged, looked like a Frog’s that had just had a fly land on its tongue. 
 
    “Fuck. Like in put your penis into vagina. Lots of vaginas. I understand there is a large staff of very buxom women, and they are all just waiting for you to do your dirty to them.” 
 
    “Come on, you’re joking.” 
 
    I picked up my iPad and called up my bank. I showed him my account. ‘$30,000 to Rodent Enterprises.’ 
 
    I tapped over to receipts and showed him a receipt. 
 
    His mouth just kept opening wider and wider. 
 
    “Wait…wait…what’s the catch?” 
 
    “No catch. You simply get to spend some time at a swank resort with totally sexy women, you get to screw their brains out, and hopefully your own. And when you get back I don’t get any more of those nasty surprises you are always leaving for me.” 
 
    And he said, and I am sort of proud that he did, “But I love you!” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed him. “And I thank you and I love you. But I want this for you.” 
 
    “You want me to screw other women?” 
 
    “Honey, I love you, and there will always only be you. You putting your dirty, little penis into some nasty slut bothers me. But these are all high class women. They won’t fall in love with you, there won’t be any blackmail or ill feelings. So, yes. I want you to go screw, and screw a lot. Screw until your dick falls off—well, maybe not that much—but you get the idea.” 
 
    “Well, I…I don’t…you say…uh…” 
 
    For the first time in my life I had so flabbergasted my husband that he could not speak. Not a coherent sentence came out of him for ten minutes, and the rest of the night was marginally intelligent. Barely. 
 
    And I had my hook in the fish’s mouth. 
 
    And the fish liked it. 
 
    So I gave him the final conditions. 
 
    “Two things, honey.” 
 
    “What? Oh, yeah. I…conditions?” Told you he was fumble brained. 
 
    “First, no sex until you leave.” 
 
    “What? No sex? But…” then he realized that was only for a couple of weeks. Two weeks without screwing me. 
 
    “And for those two weeks no jacking off. Not because I want you to stop leaving me surprises, though I do, but because I want you in a fever pitch when you leave. I want you so hungry for sex that your penis is drooling 24/7. Think you can do that?” 
 
    Well, he was dumfounded, and his mind would have had trouble putting two and two together, but he managed to figure out what I was asking, and to accede to it. 
 
    “So that’s it?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, okay. I guess. But…you’re going to have to keep reminding me that this is all right. I mean, this is fucking other women.” 
 
    “And you didn’t really want to fuck other women?” 
 
    “Honey,” he leered, “every man wants to fuck other women, but I am true blue.” 
 
    “I know. You’re only going because I am asking you to. You are only going to put your dick in other women because I begged you to.” 
 
    “Well…yeah!” 
 
    Done. 
 
      
 
    The next two weeks were quite amazing. First, no more sperm surprises. I could walk through my house, sit in my car, look in my purse, without stepping in something or placing my hand on something. 
 
    Oh, the relief. I actually felt like a human being that had stopped living in fear. 
 
    Second, as the days went by he became more and more appreciative. Not having sex, being desperate for sex, and figuring that if he could just wear me down with kindness he could get some sex…he became more and more considerate. 
 
    He became the Prince Charming who had originally swept me off my feet. 
 
    Third, and this is juicy, I began to tease him. Oh, Tandy had told me to, she wanted him at a fever pitch when he went to the resort, but it was more than that. As he grew kinder I grew more amorous. I wanted to show my appreciation for his opening doors, taking out the trash, doing all the thousand and one little things that need to be done. 
 
    I was no longer being put off by his whining, demanding, rewarding me with sperm showers ways. 
 
    And I observed this to him, and he actually understood. Under the fevered desperation of dying for nookie, he understood the simple give and take of marriage. 
 
    And he hadn’t even gone yet! 
 
    So the weeks passed, and I grew desperate, and I found excuses to seek him out and kiss him, to make out, and he grew harder and harder, more and more desperate. 
 
    But I didn’t let him cum. 
 
    No way. I had $30,000 riding on this pony. 
 
    We woke up on a Saturday, ‘the Saturday,’ morning. 
 
    He rolled over on me, rubbed his peeny against me, groaned, and suckled my breasts. 
 
    Oh, it was heaven. I arched my back so my breasts stood up higher, and my nipples were excited and inflamed. 
 
    “God, I want you,” he whispered, as he slid down to nibble on my love slit. 
 
    “And I want you!” as I pushed his head between my legs. 
 
    That was another benefit of the last two weeks. He was so horny, and he so wanted to please me, that he was giving me squirt after squirt. After years and years of him pulling ahead in the orgasm statistic…I was catching up. 
 
    I felt his tongue massage my clit, his fingers wormed around inside me, and he found my G-spot. In a matter of seconds I was making guttural noises, clasping his head, squeezing his ears with my legs, then I fell apart. Just collapsed back on the bed. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he came up for air, “I wish…I wish…” 
 
    “A week, and you can do me.” 
 
    He hugged me, kissed me, declared his undying love. And all because I came and he didn’t. Like I said, he hadn’t even been to the resort yet. Heh heh. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, breakfast in the belly, I told him to take off his clothes and sit in the living room. 
 
    He did so, and he sat with his hands between his legs, feeling a little vulnerable. 
 
    “And some girl is going to pick me up?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, for the umpteenth time. “She will take you to the resort, the ranch, and I want you to follow her every instruction, do absolutely anything…ANYTHING…she asks.” 
 
    “Including to screw her.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    We had talked this over countless times in the past two weeks. Oddly, talking helped to relieve me. I mean, I knew what was going to happen, but there was still a bit of a butterfly panic in the belly when I thought about turning my husband over for random and assorted screwing. 
 
    So we sat there, and a few minutes after ten, right on time taking the traffic into consideration, a car drove into our circular driveway. We could hear it, and see it through the windows. 
 
    Randy couldn’t help it. He stood up and went to the window. I joined him. Tell the truth, I hadn’t seen Tandy in person, and I wanted a looksee. 
 
    The car was a BMW. Late model, high end, washed and waxed so much the road dirt was afraid to land on the car. 
 
    The far side door opened and Tandy got out. I saw a mess of blonde hair, wavy and long and shining in the sun, a pair of sunglasses perched above her eyes. 
 
    Her face was away, but she came around the front of the car and I…we…got our first look. 
 
    Stunning. Not just absolutely stunning, but fucking stunning. I even gave a little gasp, and I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. This beauty was going to be fucking my husband? 
 
    But I managed to control my breathing, and gulping, and took note of all of her. 
 
    Red lips and high cheekbones. Grey, smoky eyes. And the eyes sparkled like dew on a flower. 
 
    Her body was better than 36-24-36. She was wearing a casual blouse, but her breasts, they entered a room before she did. 
 
    And she had a lyrical way of walking. A way of sashaying that would make any man in the room stare at her. 
 
    And the only man in the room was mine. Oh, fuck. 
 
    Randy was at the door before she could knock. He opened it and she breezed right past him. Patted his cheek and said, “Oh, are you the dear one,” then she was shaking my hand. 
 
    I was stunned, a bit afraid, but she seemed to know this and she did everything she could to relax me. 
 
    “I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you. You in person really does justice to your telephone voice. I love what you have done with your hair…I wish…” 
 
    She gushed on, and how the heck can you worry about a person that does nothing but admire you? 
 
    She walked me to the couch, sat me down and sat next to me. 
 
    Randy was behind her, and she finally deigned to notice him. 
 
    She lowered her sunglasses and inspected him. “You can sit in that chair.” 
 
    She didn’t appear to be impressed by his nudity. She didn’t take note of his hanging tongue or the rapt expression on his face. 
 
    “Uh, I’m Randy.” 
 
    “You certainly are, and I will fuck your brains out later, but right now I have important people to talk to.” 
 
    Randy blinked…and sat down. He had been put down, put in his place, in the most pleasant way. And it thoroughly confused him. 
 
    Tandy turned to me. “What a delightful house you have. Can you give me a tour?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    We stood up, and Randy stood up. 
 
    “You stay there,” Tandy said. 
 
    Blinking, he sat down. 
 
    Honestly, I had never seen a man handled so effectively in my life. She showed him disdain, talked to him like furniture, spoke of fucking him like it was a favor, and he was beside himself to do what she asked. 
 
    Man, this was a girl I had to take lessons from. And I was glad I had opted for the video feed. 
 
    So we toured the house. I showed her the upstairs, the pool area, and she held my arm like I was an old friend. And everything felt…right. 
 
    I trusted her. 
 
    And it wasn’t just that she was saying the right things, it was that she was sincere. Honest. She cared about me, and my husband was just a job. 
 
    Just a job. A task to be done. A dick to be fucked, ho hum, what’s for lunch? Which excited him no end and yet reassured me. 
 
    Finally, we returned to the living room, sat down, and Tandy again took notice of Randy. 
 
    “Well, Randy, are you ready for the adventure?” 
 
    “Yes. I certainly am.” He glanced at me, but it was obvious he was obsessing on her. 
 
    Yet, I had been reassured, and this was good. 
 
    “You understand that you are going to be doing a lot of fucking? A lot of beautiful women are at the ranch.” 
 
    “Oh…yes.” He tried to sound lackadaisical, but totally failed. And to top it off his dick was bobbing so hard little bits of pre-cum were being flicked off. 
 
    “And you will follow all instructions to the letter. Do whatever I, or my staff, say.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    She nodded. “How long since you had an orgasm?” 
 
    “Two weeks.” Then he kept talking, compelled by his horniness and his desire to please. “I did everything my wife said to.” 
 
    Tandy looked bored. “Well, you’ll be able to masturbate to your heart’s content once we get you settled in. If you want to. After all, the staff has needs, and…have you ever fucked an asshole?” 
 
    “What…uh…no!” 
 
    “Well, you will get your chance. And all the oral sex you want. Are you ready to go?” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah.”  
 
    “Excellent. My trunk is open. Go get in it and close the lid.” 
 
    Randy’s eyes opened wide. “In the…” his words were stumbling. 
 
    “There’s water, and you can pee if you need to. Shoo shoo.” She waved her fingers as if brushing him out the door. 
 
    He stood up, looked confused. “But…why…” 
 
    “Because we don’t want anybody to know our location. Could you imagine all the men trying to find us? Wanting to get fucked beyond their wildest dreams all over again?” 
 
    Still, Randy hesitated. 
 
    Tandy turned to me, “And you read the section that if he doesn’t follow my orders you will pay double the fee. That’s plus your initial fee.” 
 
    Randy’s mouth opened. He was cum deprived and sex stupid, but he understood what $90,000 was. 
 
    She turned to him. “Are you still here?” 
 
    Randy turned and walked, I should say staggered, out the front door.   He was clearly not in charge of his legs. 
 
    He looked at the house, then climbed into the trunk. I watched as his hand reached up and pulled it down, hard enough to lock.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    RANDY’S STORY 
 
      
 
    I was gobsmacked. Slobberknocked, and she never laid a hand on me. When I reached up and grabbed the trunk lid and pulled it down on me…well, I hadn’t been thinking too clearly for the last week, and now this. 
 
    And I laid there in the darkness and thought about my situation. 
 
    Sure, I’m a practical joker, and I just thought it was funny to leave my cum all over the place when I felt like it, which was when I didn’t get any. 
 
    I mean, I don’t mean to be arrogant, but men have rights! They work hard, they take care of their wives, and then to be refused something like a little sex? 
 
    But this whole thing, being taken to a ranch and forced to fuck an endless line of women…that was weird. 
 
    I thought about Lisa. I loved her. She was the most beautiful woman on the planet, and I mean that. But what was she trying to do?               
 
    And I thought about Tandy. God, what a knock out. She was a world class beauty, good enough for Hollywood in a second. She could win Miss Everything in a heartbeat. 
 
    Well, except for my wife, of course. 
 
    So I laid there in trunk, it was a hard surface, a plastic liner, nothing but a water bottle in it, and thought. 
 
    I was to fuck a bunch of women. Wow. What a concept. And there was a huge piece of me that actually didn’t want to. I mean…I loved my wife. 
 
    I shifted around. I hope we didn’t have to travel far. I was already feeling like peeing, and we hadn’t even bounced my kidneys on the road. 
 
    My penis, of course, was a problem. 
 
    In the house I had been pretty embarrassed, in spite of everything, but now, in the trunk, it poked out and if I wasn’t careful it pushed into the floor, or something else, and…when were we going to get this show on the road? 
 
    A half hour later I heard voices, then I could distinguish them. Unbelievably, they were talking about the best way to cook muffins. 
 
    Fucking muffins! 
 
    With me laying in the darkness, sweltering, waiting. 
 
    Bitches. 
 
    Suddenly there was a knock on the trunk. I froze and listened. 
 
    “How you doing in there, asshole?” 
 
    That was a blinker. A hundred thousand or not, what the fuck! 
 
    “Maybe you should let me out,” I yelled back. I have to pee!” 
 
    “So pee.” 
 
    Light laughter, then a moment of silence, and I intuited that they were hugging. Then the sound of footsteps, the door opened, and the car lowered. And started. 
 
    Ah, at last. 
 
    A tap on the trunk. “Have fun, honey!” 
 
    It felt so bizarre to answer back from the confines of the trunk, “You too, babe. I love you.” 
 
    Then the car jerked into motion. 
 
    We did drive a long way. A long way on the freeway, a couple of hours, then a long way over bumps and ruts, around sharp curves, and up into the hills. 
 
    I wondered where, exactly, we were. I had tried to follow the path as she drove, but there were just too many turns, too many sweeping curves, and the back and forth on the hilly road…I was thoroughly confused. No way I was going to figure out where we were. 
 
    Finally, we reached a stretch of smooth road, then stopped. 
 
    “How you doing back there?” 
 
    She hadn’t spoken to me the entire trip, just played the radio, and the sound of the road under tires precluded me being able to hear anything, anyway. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I said. My voice sounded a little strained. I was uncomfortable, I had drunk all the water, and I had…pissed myself. 
 
    That’s right. My bladder jouncing on the hard surface in the trunk, I had tried to aim my stream away, but the inside of the trunk was a plastic sheet and it all just flowed back to me. For the last hundred miles I had been lying in a puddle of my own sloshing liquid waste. 
 
    Yuck. 
 
    Some voices, a clicking sound, then the car started up again. We must have gone through a gate of some sort. 
 
    A long, sweeping drive, over gravel. Then we stopped again. 
 
    The door opened. Sounds, indistinguishable, then the trunk opened. 
 
    I blinked owlishly at the sunlight. Everything was bright, hurt my eyes. 
 
    “Let’s go, lover. Time to go get some nookie.” 
 
    I struggled up, and was dripping with my own pee. Gross. 
 
    I managed to get over the lip of the trunk, then slipped and fell on the ground behind the car. 
 
    Laughter, and then my eyes started adjusting. 
 
    Tandy was standing there, a twisted smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    And there as another woman. A BIG woman. With BIG dimensions. 
 
    She had black hair, down below her shoulders. Her waist was thick and  solid, like a tree trunk. Her bosoms…oh, my God! She reminded me of that old wrestler, Chyna. Bigger than life and sexier than all get out. 
 
    I stared up at the woman, who stared down at me with no expression. I took in her leather halter top, her high and tight shorts. O. My. God! 
 
    “Randy, Shiela. Shiela, Randy.” Tandy turned to Shiela. “Randy is on a quick fix program. You want to get him ready?” 
 
    “You betcha.” She looked down at me. “Come on, slick. Let’s wash the stink off you and get you dressed. 
 
    Stink. Yeah. I needed to get rid of that. 
 
    And…clothes? Yeah. I guess I should put something on. 
 
    Shiela linked an arm in mine and walked me towards a far barn. I suppose I should have taken note of the ranch, but I was too dumbstruck to notice anything but this giant woman. With the giant boobs. Boobs that were pressed up against my arm. 
 
    And my dick sticking out like everything was normal. 
 
    “So, you like to squirt, eh?” 
 
    I blinked. Was she talking about my jokes? My…my masturbation? 
 
    “Well, eh…” 
 
    “When Tandy gave us the low down on you I couldn’t believe it.” She laughed merrily. “I mean, jacking off on anything that displeases you. You have a set of balls, you know?” 
 
    I stumbled, caught myself, was held up and kept walking by Shiela, and I appreciated her strength. Damn. That woman looked strong enough to wrestle a gorilla and win. 
 
    We entered the barn, walked over a dirt straw floor, and turned into a stall at the end. There was a chair in the stall.  
 
    “Have a seat, slick.” 
 
    The chair was like a doctor’s chair. The kind where women get their pelvic exams done. It had split legs and seemed rather worn. 
 
    I sat, got myself comfy, and waited. 
 
    Shiela huddled over a work bench for a second, mumbling something I couldn’t hear, then she turned to me. She had a leather garment in one hand, a bunch of straps was all I could see, and she stepped up to the chair, dropped the mess of straps into my lap, over my hard dick. There was a leather strap over one armrest and she pulled it tight, velcro held that arm firm. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She leaned over me, her big boobs pressing on me, and pushed my other arm down on the armrest. She was as strong as she looked, and there was no way my one arm could move her weight. She fastened another velco strap, and I was caught. 
 
    But I tried to struggle. 
 
    “Hey! Let me go!” 
 
    She stepped back, took the straps off my lap, pulling my dick roughly with one tangled strap as she did so, then untangled the thing. 
 
    “Listen, slick. Randy, or whatever your name is, you don’t kick me or I’ll punch you in the nuts. You got that?” 
 
    “Let me go you fucking bitch!” 
 
    “Tsk, tsk. Language.” The straps were like some sort of underwear. More, they were like a strap on with the hole in the front piece for the dildo. But there was no dildo. 
 
    “What the fuck is that thing?” 
 
    “Your best friend,” she mumbled. She slid a hand under my seat and lifted, started to feed the leather garment under my butt. 
 
    So I kicked her. 
 
    And she punched me in the nuts. 
 
    While I turned white and gasped she finished putting the thing on me. 
 
    Straps went under my thighs, around my waist, and up my crack. The one that went up my crack was rolled, so it fit without hurting me. The front piece with the hole in it she fitted around my cock, pushed it flat against my pubic, and I stared down at myself in horror. 
 
    I was hard, erect, and my penis was strangled. It was big and red, and inside the hole that encircled it was a glimpse of metal. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” My voice was a little weak from the ball punching. 
 
    “Your best friend. I thought I explained that.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Okay, lesson time. Listen up, I don’t repeat. Inside the hole is a ring. The ring changes in size. It works off heat and size. In other words, the bigger you get the tighter it squeezes. You get too hot and horny and it shrinks, and your sperm is forestalled, to put it politely. Got it?” 
 
    “What is this?” My voice was lower now. I was alarmed, to say the least. 
 
    “Okay, slick, two things. First, we need to have a talk about your tendency to mark your territory with sperm. There will be no more of that. You got it?” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Now?” 
 
    She pushed her tight trunks down. Her pussy was shaved, and it was moist, and the gleam in her eyes, she actually wanted to fuck me. 
 
    “No! I want to get out of this…this thing!” 
 
    “Oh, okay. He doesn’t want to fuck. We can handle that. She put a foot on the lower foot platform on the chair, next to my foot. She put her hands on my arms and climbed up me. I tried to push back, but she just mounted me, climbed me like a ladder, and stood on my arms. 
 
    She was heavy, and it hurt, but I wasn’t in any danger. 
 
    “This is sort of  what it feels like when somebody cums on you.” 
 
    She squatted, her slick pussy was a foot from my face, her big boobs were almost in my face, but I could see, and watch, her snatch. 
 
    She sighed and began to pee. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” she sighed. “That feels good.” 
 
    A steady stream sprayed over my face, my chest, and…it smelled like…like pee! 
 
    “You know, I haven’t peed all morning. Heard you were coming, and I wanted a full load for you. How do you like it!” 
 
    “Stop it! Stop it…arguggle!” Her stream was actually hitting me in the face! 
 
    I tried to move, but her weight on my arms held me there. I could move my lower body, but that did me no good. 
 
    And she peed and peed and peed. 
 
    “Man, that feels good. What a load off, eh?” 
 
    She was a big girl, as I have noted, and she had to have a big bladder, and it had to be quite full. When she was done she actually reached down and grabbed her mons and shook it, like a man shakes his penis, then she climbed off me. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to be peeing on you while you’re here, and cuming on you, and maybe doing other things, especially if you prove to be unruly. How do you like it when people cum on you?” 
 
    “That’s pee!” 
 
    “Came from the same place. But, don’t worry, some of the masters will be jacking off on you. Maybe in you. Want to fuck now?” 
 
    “I want to leave.” 
 
    “Well, don’t say I didn’t ask. Now, I’m going to let you up. I advise you to be polite to other guests, they are in your straights. But if you feel like beating me up, or one of the other Mistresses or Masters, go for it. We’ve all trained in martial arts, and we all like kicking men in the balls.” 
 
    So saying, she undid the straps on my arms and stood back. 
 
    I rubbed my wrists, looked at her reproachfully, and stood up. 
 
    She walked towards the entrance to the barn and I followed her. 
 
    She stopped in the doorway and pointed to a water trough. Next to it was a garden hose. “You can wash yourself there. Take a bath if you want. Then you want to report to the kitchen. Mistress Helen.” She pointed at a back door on the far farmhouse. 
 
    Then she slapped my ass, most comradely, and went back into the barn. 
 
    I stood there and wondered what I had gotten myself into. Naked in a trunk. Punched in the balls. Wearing some sort of contraption that squeezed my dick so hard it couldn’t go down. 
 
    Then I had a thought. I stepped back into the barn. “Hey!” 
 
    Shiela was almost to her little workshop. She turned back to me. “Yeah?” 
 
    “What if I want to fuck?” 
 
    She smiled. “Sure! You ready to go? Wash yourself off and come back here. I’ll fuck your brains out!” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, just backed out of the barn. 
 
    “Oh, crap. And I really wanted to! Here I am all hot and horny and you won’t diddle me.” 
 
    I ignored her voice and went to the trough. The water looked clean enough, but I opted for the hose. I turned it on and sluiced my body. There was a cement drain and I stood on it and let the water wash over me. The pungent smell of pee drained off me. 
 
    Finally, I sighed, and was clean. I looked around, but there was no towel. Oh, well. I started off for the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    I was dry by the time I reached the back door, and I peered in through the screen. It was a kitchen. I cleared my throat. “Hel…Mistress Helen?” 
 
    “Who’s that come begging to my back door?” The voice was rough and scratchy, and a VERY large woman came out of the darkness. 
 
    She wasn’t big like Shiela, but big around. She was five feet tall, but five feet wide, or it sure seemed like it. 
 
    She had a round face, short hair that was just long enough to stick out here and there, and large boobs. Fat woman boobs. Slack and hanging, yet still big. 
 
    And, she wore a harness. Like mine. Well, like Shiela’s. I had already figured out that there were different harnesses for ‘masters’ or ‘mistresses’ than regular people. 
 
    She opened the door and beckoned me in. I walked past her rolls of fat and stared around. 
 
    Modern kitchen. Stainless steel. Big sink filled with pots and pans. Two people in harnesses similar to mine scrubbed dishes. One was a man, his dick sticking out red and angry, the other was a woman, and it looked like…like…she had a butt plug up her ass! 
 
    “You must be Randy,” Mistress Helen said as she walked past me. “No pun intended,” and she laughed uproariously. 
 
    I followed slowly after her. She stopped at a stove. It was big, and several skillets were in use. I could smell the rich aroma of steak. 
 
    “You want a steak? We have a good cut this week. But if you want a hamburger, or lamb chops, I got extra lamb chops, I can cook you up those. What you want?” 
 
    I stared at her. Man, I was confused. I had just been punched in the balls, and now I was being offered some of the best smelling steak I had ever smelled. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I know how rough the first day is. Let me fix you a steak. You go through that door and have a seat. Take me fifteen minutes. We have fries, but I could cook up some veggies. You aren’t a vegetarian, are you?” 
 
    I shook my head as I backed around her. Then I pushed through a swinging door and found myself in a dining room. 
 
    There were several long tables, and a dozen people. And two people in the far corner eating what looked like dog food out of dog dishes. Down on their hands and knees. Gobbling happily away. 
 
    “Hey! Randy! Over here!” A beautiful woman called to me. 
 
    I stumbled around the table and approached the woman, more responding to my name being called than anything else. 
 
    “Hey, guys, this is Randy. He’s prime A fucking material.” 
 
    I stopped and stared at her. 
 
    She was as tall as Tandy, but a brunette with the most scintillating eyes. And, of course, the harness. And boobs. Lots of boobs. 
 
    She grinned. “I’m Nancy. This is Rodney, that big, swinging dick is Master John, and in the corner there is Debbie. 
 
    I stared around, nodding, and they gave me ‘hi’ and ‘hey.’ 
 
    “Sit here. Hey, guys, Randy is the guy who jacks off on his wife.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. That was sure embarrassing. And for the first time in my married life I suddenly understood some of what Lisa must feel like when I wanked on her…her vanity or car, or even just on the floor. Fuck. 
 
    The people I had been introduced to started laughing. “He what? You’re kidding me!” And Master John even offered me a high five, which I tentatively met, and felt the meaty strength of his massive palm. 
 
    And looked down and saw the biggest, reddest, most drippingest dick I had ever seen. 
 
    “Holy shit!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Everybody just took it in stride, laughed some more, and Master John nodded a ‘thanks for the compliment.’ 
 
    I sat there, and conversation returned to before I had arrived. Mundane things, memories of victims past, a discussion about how successful the Beatles would have been without John Lennon. 
 
    Then my steak arrived. Mmm. I hadn’t realized I was that hungry. 
 
    Nancy lightly elbowed me. “Aren’t you glad you aren’t on their program?” she indicated the two eating out of dog dishes. 
 
    “What’d they do?” I asked. 
 
    “Who knows. They might just be returnees.” 
 
    “Return? Like they’ve been here before?” 
 
    I was boggled. Who, in their right mind, would want to go back to a place where they had to eat dog food out of  dog dishes? 
 
    “Not like you. You’re sort of a celebrity. Once we heard about your little kink we couldn’t wait to meet you.” 
 
    “And fuck you,” interjected Debbie, chewing on her own mouth watering steak. 
 
    “And fuck. Yes. Have you fucked yet?” 
 
    “I…uh…” and there it was. The hook that had gotten me out here, the device that Lisa had used to entice me to this place. The promise of being able to fuck as many women as I wanted. “…no.” 
 
    Nancy suddenly grinned like a kid at Christmas. “Excellent! I get to be first.” She turned to John and yelped, “Start jacking!” 
 
    She swept my plate off the table, sending my half eaten steak flying onto the floor. 
 
    “Hey! I wasn’t done!” 
 
    She grabbed the back of my harness and lifted. She was strong, but the pressure on my privates made me help her. I really didn’t stand a chance as she threw me on the table. 
 
    “Hey! Helen! Randy needs another steak!” 
 
    The call from the kitchen. “Coming right up!” 
 
    I was trying to back away, skittering on my heels and elbows, but Nancy grabbed me by the cock and pulled me back. 
 
    “None of that, Randy. When a girl has to have it…you have to give it. Right guys?” 
 
    The other masters and mistresses cheered. 
 
    Then she was squatted over me, batting my hands away, and sinking down on me. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good! I hadn’t had any for over two weeks! I hadn’t even jacked off, and I was full, and turgid, and roiling, and ready to let it rip. 
 
    And the harness I was wearing made my dick swelled even more as blood pumped into it, and couldn’t escape for the ring around the base of my cock. 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about!” She bounced up and down, grabbed my ears, and kissed my lips. A big, loud, smack of lust. 
 
    “Go Nancy!” cheered one of the Masters, the others grinned, and one of them kept eating. 
 
    The ‘dogs’ on the floor looked up and grinned. 
 
    She fucked me. Hard. Like I had never been fucked. And her pussy was moist and hot and it gripped me like a tourniquet. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Fuck is right!” 
 
    She was bouncing on me, forcing me to ram her, I felt my balls being banged on painfully. 
 
    Then Debby leaned over and took over the kissing duties. 
 
    And one of the masters, I couldn’t tell which one, started tickling my butthole with a thick finger. 
 
    I jerked and twitched, and suddenly it felt like I was going to cum. I started humping back. 
 
    “Yeah! There he goes! 
 
    I bumped and thrust. I got my hands free enough to grab her tits. I was out of control, blind with lust. I felt the sperm start to surge deep within. I felt that little trigger, and the sperm started to boil, to force it self out of my balls and up…up…my…up…OH FUCK! I was stoppered! The ring around my cock was stopping the sperm. I was there! I was edging! I was trying to squirt, but the ring stopped me. Held the sperm in, and it actually felt like it was gettin tighter. 
 
    And I realized: pressure…heat…it was adjusting to my body. No matter how hard I got…no matter how desperate…the closer I got the tighter the ring, the more horny I would get…a never ending cycle of crawling up the inside of a bottle, the higher I got the tighter I got, and the more sky I could see…but I would never break free. 
 
    “YES! YES!” Nancy yelled, and I felt her pussy muscles gripping me, squeezing in orgasm. “I’M CUMMING!” 
 
    For long minutes she jerked and writhed, and I felt the delicious feeling surging through her. I couldn’t have it myself, but, contact high, I could glory in her orgasm. 
 
    Finally, she slumped, her big breasts tumbled onto my chest, pressed on me, and she gasped for air. “Oh, God! That is a super fuck!” She looked up at the other Masters and Mistresses and said, “You guys just have to try this out!” 
 
    “Me!” yelled Debby, and she pushed Nancy off and squatted over me. She lowered, and I groaned. Oh, no. I was going to get all the fucking I wanted! But I wasn’t going to get to cum! 
 
    And Mistress Helen plopped a steak down next to my head. “Eat up, baby. You’re going to need your strength.” 
 
    I opened my mouth. I don’t know why. I was dazed. I think to object, to beg for mercy, and at that moment I felt hot splatters. on my face. 
 
    I looked up, my mouth open, and was treated to the sight of Master John’s huge cock. While I had looked at the steak he had stepped over to me. He must have been jacking while Nancy fucked me, and now he was cumming. All over my face. 
 
    “How’s it feel, big boy!” He howled. “Do you like it when people cum on your face?” 
 
    I gagged, tried to push his semen out of my mouth with my tongue, but he had gotten a good glob into me. 
 
    “Stop!” I managed to yell feebly. “Stop.” 
 
    But there was no way they were going to stop. 
 
    I mean, what horny bastard is going to stop in a situation like this, eh?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    LISA’S STORY 
 
      
 
    He took me into the bedroom. He was tall and muscular, had lank, surfer’s blonde hair. He had a big chin and sensuous lips. His muscles were slabs. A little bit of weight lifting, and a lot of surfing. 
 
    But it was his penis that interested me the most. 
 
    It was thick and solid, long, and the head was nice and big. 
 
    Too big for me to deep throat. 
 
    But the amount of semen it promised…heh heh. 
 
    He undressed me slowly, lovingly. His strong hands sculpting my frame as he removed my dress, my bra, my panties. He moved his hands over my flesh, heating me up, making me moist down there. 
 
    “Baby, you are the most beautiful woman in the world.” He kissed me, fused his lips with mine, yet he was gentle and considerate. 
 
    His hands gently squeezed my boobs. Felt them, squeezed them…teased them. 
 
    He moved his head down and began to suck on my nipples. Scorching little lightening exploded from my peaks and coursed through my body. My pussy was turning into a forest fire of hunger. 
 
    Then, lower still, he gently attacked my mons, sucking on the whole pubis, pulling it into his mouth, then his tongue separating the labia and finding the clitoris. 
 
    I groaned, arched my pelvis up into his face. 
 
    He held my buns like they were plates and he was eating off them. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Fuck me,” I whispered. 
 
    “He crawled up, positioned himself, and put his penis to my slit. 
 
    We were locked for a moment, staring in wonder as we prepared to come together. 
 
    Then he surged forward, his big head pushing through my lips, sliding down my canal, and it was all I could do to not scream from the sheer, excruciating pleasure of it all. 
 
    And he fucked me. Up and down. turning the hips, getting traction, screwing me with that big spike of his. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I reached for the phone on my side table. 
 
    He ignored me, kept pushing into me, rapturing me, pressing me upwards to nirvana. 
 
    “Yeah!” I gasped. 
 
    “Lisa? Are you fucking? It sounds like you are fucking.” 
 
    “Tandy! Oh…oh…oh, yes. I’m…I am.” 
 
    “Excellent. I just wanted to let you know that things are fine here. But we’d like to keep Randy a while longer.” 
 
    I gasped and bounced as he spiked me. I felt like a hole in the ground as a big oil rig pumped down and down and down. 
 
    “I know we talked about a month. He thought a week, but we knew a month, but can we extend that for a few months?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…is he having…fun?” 
 
    “He’s having the best misery in the world.” She giggled. “He says he wants to go home, but he’s so damned hard.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “So can we keep him maybe three more months?” 
 
    “Oh…sure…whatever you…want!” 
 
    I felt the crescendo building. 
 
    “Excellent. Well, have a good cum.” And she hung up while I was still stuttering a thanks. 
 
    And I exploded. Having my mind distracted by the phone call, the way he was filling me up, the sheer deliciosity of him…I came. 
 
    “OOOOHHHHH!” 
 
    And he, considerate boy, slowed down and helped me draw it out. 
 
    And I collapsed under him. 
 
    He rolled off me and let me breath, and I did need to breath. 
 
    I turned to him. He had not cum himself, which I sort of expected, having already done him several times that afternoon. I circled his upright nipple with a fingernail, and he gasped, and I asked: “Do you have any friends?” 
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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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    Transformation through feminization! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’m so discouraged.” 
 
    Giselle looked at me. She’s my besty and we were standing around at Starbuck’s waiting for our lattes.  
 
    “Look at you, good looking blonde, killer bod, what the hell could you be discouraged about?” 
 
    “Chuck.” 
 
    “Chuck? What about Chuck? He’s a sexy man. Not a big muscle guy, like I like ‘em, but he’s got that soft look that women love.” 
 
    “Yes, he does have that soft look, and, unfortunately, he’s a bit soft somewhere else.” 
 
    “What?” she spoke a little loudly, people turned and I turned a little red and told her to shush. 
 
    She lowered her voice, “Chuck is…little? Like in erectile dysfunction? Or is he like a small Paul? Come on, girlfriend. Tell Giselle all.” 
 
    Our latte’s came up at that moment, so we took our orders to a corner table and sat and sipped and I told her the sad tale of my life. 
 
    “Chuck is pretty big for a, uh, slender fellow. And when he does use it, oh, Lord…it is like being banged by Godzilla. He is the gift that just keeps on giving. The problem is that he rarely feels like it. He’s always working.” 
 
    “I thought he worked at home?” 
 
    “He does. And his business is doing well. The problem is that when you work for yourself you tend to be a big slave driver.” 
 
    “Well…tell him to fire himself!” 
 
    I grinned. “That would be something. Man fires himself, collects unemployment.” Then I sighed. “No. I want him to keep working. But…” I trailed off. 
 
    We sat there for a few minutes, watching the crowd roll through Starbucks and leave with their little cylinders of slosh. That’s what Giselle calls coffee from Starbuck’s, ‘Slosh.’ 
 
    Finally, Giselle said, “You know, I might have a solution.” 
 
    “Anything. My muffin needs buttering.” 
 
    She laughed. “Your muffin, eh?” 
 
    “My muffin. It’s fresh baked and ready for devourment…” 
 
    “Devourment? Is that a word?” 
 
    “Of course it is. Look it up in Scrabble.” 
 
    She snickered. “Scrabble. Right.” She retracked, “So your muffin needs devourment, and there is one thing you can do if you want to experience the hot butter that a manly man has to offer.” 
 
    “I’m all ears, girlfriend.” 
 
    “Make him not a manly man.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She grinned and leaned across the table. “I really shouldn’t tell you this…I shouldn’t put ideas in your frilly, little head…” I snorted, “…but if you apply a little ‘pink discipline’ it is very exciting to a man. A little pink in his life and he is going to be hard as a rock, long for hours, and he will out fuck the Energizer Bunny.” 
 
    I stared at her. The Energizer Bunny? Does he even fuck? And I had images of the drum banging bunny pounding on Ms Energizer Bunny, legs spread, big, old pink feet inside big, old, pink feet. I giggled, then: “You’re going to have to explain what, exactly, is ‘Pink Discipline?’” 
 
    “Pink Discipline, my less than educated friend, is when you make a man wear articles of femininity.” 
 
    “What?” Now I was loud. I lowered my voice. “Are you like talking something like…like…crossdressing?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    I leaned back, a dismissive look on my face, a negative on my lips, and she put a hand on mine and said, “Wait, listen, before you judge.” 
 
    So I leaned back towards her and listened. 
 
    “When a man wears an article of femininity it excites him. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s forbidden fruit, sexually speaking. Maybe it is the desire to prove that he isn’t less than manly. But, whatever, you put him in panties and he’ll be hard as a rock for hours. You put in panties and bra and he’ll be hard as a rock for days. You put him in the whole nine yards—“ 
 
    I was almost aghast, almost, my eyes wide, and I blurted, “Do you mean like…make up? And dresses? and…and—“ 
 
    “And everything. Make him act like a girl, make him live like a girl, stick a Tampon up his butt, among other things, and make him be a girl…guaranteed. You will be getting the biggest, bestest, most intense fucking of your life. He will lay down at your feet, he will diddle do your puss, he will live and breath merely to please you, and that means especially in any sexual manner your little puss puss desires.” 
 
    “Puss puss?” I raised my eyes. 
 
    “Puss puss,” she nodded. 
 
    We sat there then, and I actually began considering it. 
 
    Oh, I didn’t have to go overboard. Maybe make him wear panties. A bra once a in while. Then I imagined him between my legs delving into me with his pocket rocket, his nylon clad legs slicking across my own legs. But would I wear nylons, too? Or would I want to feel his nylons on my bare legs. 
 
    And…boobs? What would it feel like if I put a couple of breast forms in his bra and then he hugged me, pressed his chest against me. Would fake tits feel soft? And…maybe I could get some that felt lifelike. Really lifelike. 
 
    Of course, I wasn’t a Lesbian, never swang that way, if you’ll pardon my grammar, but the idea of Chuck making love to me, in his fresh shaved body, his dock looking bigger for no hair down there, pumping away…I…I… 
 
    I suddenly felt a flush rush through my body. A warm feeling, like…like a little…orgasm… 
 
    Giselle was sitting and watching me, sipping, leaving lipstick on her white cup. She raised her eyes and smiled in a most nefarious fashion. “Mikey, I think she likes it.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, I think…” 
 
    “Think what?” 
 
    My face red, I put my hand on hers and said, “I was imagining what it would be like, and I think…I think I had a little sort of an orgasm.” 
 
    She giggled. “Like a hot flash, real quick, but then you feel sweaty down there.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, do I feel sweaty.” In truth I think if I stood up right then there would be a wet spot on the chair. 
 
    “I guess that’s our answer then. Poor Chuckles will never know what hit him.” 
 
    My brows suddenly lowered, “But…what if…could something go wrong?” 
 
    “Like what? Like he likes it too much? Turns gay?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She scoffed. “Nah. Cross dressing doesn’t turn men gay. Being gay turns men gay. Men cross dress so they can feel excited, so their little penis will go into overdrive.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    We sat there a long minute then. Finally, I said, “Okay. I’m in. How do I do this?” 
 
    For the next hour we sat and battleplanned the demise…and rise…of my poor, but about to be lucky, hubby. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” I strode into the house feeling like a million dollars. A nervous million dollars, but a million dollars. 
 
    I was determined. I had a plan. I was going to do this. 
 
    “Hey, babe! Back here in the dungeon.” 
 
    Working. Excellent. 
 
    I headed for the bedroom and changed. But I didn’t just change…I changed! I Naired my body, and thought about Nairing his. I washed thoroughly, shampooed and conditioned, and spritzed myself with body lotion and light perfume. 
 
    Then I slipped into a slinky outfit that I had brought home. It was black straps that encircle my boobs and presented them, it was like a Gladiators nasty, little costume, it was sexy. 
 
    My fresh, little, well Naired pussy was going to be on display. 
 
    Then a peignoir. Black, so flimsy you could see through, and it would heighten the effect, make his eyes go where I wanted them to. 
 
    Nylons, real stockings, though. Snapped to the black straps. High heels. Long, black spikes, straps over the instep and around the heel and up my curvy calf. 
 
    Oh, baby. He wasn’t going to know what hit him. 
 
    Then I sat down at the make up table and went to work. Delicate grey over the eyes, bright red on the lips, accentuate cheek bones and make everything pop! 
 
    Then I sauntered out of the bedroom and down the hall. 
 
    Click, click, click. The sound of my sexiness filled the house, echoed off the hardwood floors. 
 
    My heels taping were like the drum roll to sexual depravity. 
 
    Into the kitchen, a single, large glass with 3/4s ice. Coke. The good stuff. Blanton’s Original Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $200 bucks a bottle. With the Cork. Zowie!               
 
    We had bought the special bourbon for special occasions, and if remaking my hubby into a pulsing, throbbing, never ending wad shooter wasn’t special…what was? 
 
    I walked back down the hall. 
 
    Click, click, click. The drum roll of doom for all soft men. I turned into the computer room and placed his drink in front of him. 
 
    His eyes were officially open. His jaw was legally dropped. His expression was stunned, sort of like the ox that tried to head butt the bigger ox…and lost. 
 
    He eyed my large breasts. He gulped. He studied my nipples. His eyes rose up from the leather strappings that accentuated my form to my face. In a matter of microseconds he was completely taken in, and wanting more. 
 
    “We have to have a talk,” I said. 
 
    Blinking, he picked up his drink, took a quick gulp, and leaned back. 
 
    I sat in the other swivel, with my legs spread so he could see my eternal cave. Which he did, and could hardly breath for it. 
 
    “And…what is…the occasion? Why do we have to…talk?” 
 
    I giggled inside. I hadn’t seen him this flustered since the first night we ever made love. 
 
    “Well,” I said, “You have displeased me. Very mightily, I might add. And it is time we sat down and talked.” 
 
    He was gulping for air, and took another sip of whiskey. 
 
    “And talked about…what?”  
 
    He was a little dazed.  
 
    “About the fact that you have not been keeping me happy in bed.” 
 
    He stared at me. Suddenly focused. I had just hit him where he lived. Where every man lives. Every man thinks he is the original bull, and to find out that he was…lacking…he was now more than stunned. He was actually worried. 
 
    “Uh…what…I mean…do you mean?” 
 
    He had placed his glass on the desk. I leaned forward and picked it up. He watched, avidly, as I brought the glass to my lips and sipped. My red lips left a vivid imprint on the lip of the glass. I handed it back to him. 
 
    He stared at the lip print, was transfixed. 
 
    “Drink,” I said, putting a Mona Lisa smile on my face. 
 
    He looked at me, looked at my lip print. 
 
    God, it was so sexy. We had kissed, many times before. And we  had exchanged body fluids, again, many times before. But the sight of my red lipstick on the glass…it was another realm. 
 
    He lifted the glass, and drank…from the side not marked. 
 
    “No no,” I whispered. 
 
    He stared over the glass at me, a slug of bourbon sliding down his throat, his senses totally blasted. 
 
    “Drink from my kiss.” 
 
    He was actually trembling a little bit, his hand was shaking, and he turned the glass and kisses my lip print. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered, as another slug of good bourbon slid down his gullet, exploded in his stomach, even as his head exploded with the experience. “What are you doing?” 
 
    I leaned forward and placed my hand in his lap. Inside his jeans his big python was worming and squirming. 
 
    “Feels a little tight in there.” 
 
    “It is,” his voice sounded a bit strangled. 
 
    “You should let it out. Let it breathe a little.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he undid his zipper and his beautiful, and big, worm popped out. 
 
    I did so love his penis. Eight inches, big around, large head. And now officially dripping. 
 
    I placed my hand around the shaft and marveled. This big toy had given me so-o-o much pleasure. I began to slither my fingers up and down, letting the traction build, and his eyes rolled back a little. That’s one of the glories of a man who doesn’t get off much, he is more than anxious once he has the chance. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he blurted. “Let’s take this into the bedroom.” 
 
    He started to stand up, but I pushed him back. I lowered my head and kissed his head, then took his member in my mouth. 
 
    Dicks taste good. They have that earthy groin smell. And I love giving head, inhaling that aroma. I took my time and slid my lips up and down, deep throated him, fondled his balls, got him more and more excited. 
 
    And every time he tried to get up, to move the action into the bedroom, I pushed him back. My one, weak, red-tipped hand was controlling a man like he was a kitty cat. 
 
    It didn’t take long, which was sort of disappointing, I was really into it, but he began to pulse, and pre-cum flowed out of the head of his dick. 
 
    I backed off, gripped him hard so there wouldn’t be an accident, and looked at him. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he gasped. “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Whatever I want.” 
 
    “Let’s let’s…” 
 
    “Go to bed?” 
 
    “Yeah!” his eyes were glazed over, filled with lust. He was officially trembling. 
 
    I stood up. “You stay here. I’m going to get ready. I’ll call you when I’m ready.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…okay.” 
 
    “And no masturbating.” 
 
    “No…no. Of course not.” 
 
    “Ever again.” 
 
    “Wha…no…ah…” 
 
    I leaned into his face, my red lips were inches from his, my breath was warming his face. “Unless I tell you to, I don’t want you masturbating.” 
 
    “Oh…but I don’t…not really.” 
 
    “Yes. You do. All men do. And I want an end to that. No…more…jacking…off. Period. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah…” 
 
    “I mean it. Do you agree? No more masturbation unless I give permission?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Say it. Say you won’t masturbate without permission.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand why—“ 
 
    I interrupted him. “Because when I married you your cock became our cock. Community property, and I have decided we shouldn’t be wasting our sperm with unauthorized masturbation. Now, tell me you won’t masturbate again with permission, or else.” 
 
    I didn’t even have to say what the ‘or else’ was. His own mind was now his own worst enemy. He envisioned all sorts of dire consequences, mostly having to do with me being mad and not letting him fuck me. 
 
    “Okay.” He broke. “I won’t jack off unless you say I can. Okay?” 
 
    There was a touch of resentment in there, and I didn’t blame him. After all, turning control of your dick over to another, even another as beautiful as I, that had to be hard. Uh, no pun intended. 
 
    “All right,” I stood up. “Wait here and I’ll call you.” 
 
    I turned and sashayed out of the room. My ass swayed under the flimsy peignoir. As I turned the corner I twisted a bit and gave him a smile, and showing him my bosoms. 
 
    Click, click, click, down the hall, a drum roll to paradise. 
 
    But I had a different kind of paradise in mind for Chuck. 
 
    In the bedroom I slipped out of the peignoir, struggled out of the gladiator strap thing, kicked off my shoes and nylons, and wished I could grow hair really, really fast on my legs. I scrubbed my face quick and put on cream I brushed my hair every which way and even stuck a couple of curlers into the mess. Then I laid down on the bed, my back bent against the wall, my legs spread, and called him. “Oh, Chuckie!” 
 
    Man, I heard that swivel chair grind its wheels across the floor, then it banged against the desk. His footsteps padded down the hallway. Quickly. He was one horny, little boy, and he was in a hurry. 
 
    He entered the room, big grin on his face, already naked, he had divested himself of clothes sometime between when I had left the computer room and now, and…he stopped. Froze. Stared at me. 
 
    No sexy outfit. Not even the peignoir. My hair looking like Lady Frankenstein’s. The monster’s wife, not the doctor’s wife. 
 
    I was reclining against the wall and looking…unappetizing. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “Hi, honey. Bring that big dick over here. I’m really hungry for it.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “What? You don’t want me?” 
 
    “Well…but…I do…it’s just that…” 
 
    I sat up, moved to the edge of the bed, gave him a better view of my ‘charms.’ I looked like cereal box turned inside out. I was…to put it mildly…ugly. 
 
    “Its the same me. Why don’t you want me?” 
 
    “But…I do…just—“ 
 
    “Then come over here and show me? And get your dick hard again. How the heck do you expect to fuck me if your dick is limp?” 
 
    “Well, it’s just that…I…you…” 
 
    I stood up and advanced on him. “Are you saying you don’t love me?” 
 
    “No! No! I just expected…in the other room you were…” 
 
    “So you are a shallow Hal, an artificial person. A person who judges others based on looks.” 
 
    “That isn’t fair,” he finally made a coherent statement. 
 
    “I’ll say,” I agreed. “I thought I had a husband who loved me for who I am.” 
 
    “I do,” a trace of resentment. I had reached the tipping point. I had flabbergasted him, but one thing Giselle had told me was that I had to be very easy with the bad cop, and heavy on the good cop. 
 
    I softened my voice. “Honey, you’re right. I just played a very mean trick on you. And I hope you will forgive me. But go pour yourself another drink, and make me one, and give me 15 minutes. I’ll meet you in the computer room and we can have that talk.” 
 
    “Oh,” he blinked. Bad cop…good cop…it always unbalances them. “Okay.” 
 
    He turned and left the room, and I began fixing myself up. Not all the way, but enough so he wouldn’t equate me with that awful vision he had just seen. 
 
    I scrubbed my face, put on the peignoir, but with panties and bra, a full bra, instead of that gladiator’s wet dream. A bit of lipstick, I inspected myself in the mirror, and was good to go. 
 
    I walked back down the hallway. No click, click, click, but he heard me coming. No drum roll, but he was listening. Boy, was he listening. 
 
    I entered the computer room and he handed me a glass. He looked a bit haggard. Suspicious. But he wasn’t mad. He was more curious. And that was why I had had to cut him off before the resentment built. I wanted him amenable, malleable, not pissed off. 
 
    I sat back, put my feet on his lap—no hard on, darn it, but what did I expect?—and sipped my Coke High. 
 
    “Honey,” I began, “we have a good life. We’ve got lots of money coming in, we’re healthy, and we are—except for that little episode in the bedroom—madly in love.” 
 
    “Uh, yes,” he agreed, totally befuddled as to where this was going. 
 
    “However, you have a bad habit.” 
 
    “What’s that?” he was worried, but at least i was going somewhere with this. 
 
    “You don’t pay me enough attention.” Code speak for you don’t fuck me enough. 
 
    “Well, but…I’m working all the time. I’m making sure the money keeps coming in.” 
 
    I ignored his excuse. “Do you know what it takes to fix myself up? To make myself beautiful for you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “No. You don’t. You have no clue. Beauty, fashion and make up, they are mysteries to you.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t understand a lot of what you do, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate it.” 
 
    “When’s the last time we screwed?” 
 
    Blink. There it was. That was the sound of the other shoe dropping. 
 
    His mouth opened to answer, but nothing came out, and it looked like he was actually surprising himself. “Well, uh…we, uh…went to a party?” 
 
    “Nope. And which party? We haven’t gone to a party for while.” 
 
    “Well, it was, uh. It was that holiday. When we, uh…” 
 
    I waited, smiling, and he just sank lower and lower and lower. Finally, I laughed. And he got a guilty, rueful look on his face. 
 
    “Oh.” He said. “Oh.” 
 
    “‘Uh oh,’ is more like it.” 
 
    His face twisted sheepishly. “Well, I guess I have to do better.” 
 
    “And you will.” There was a certainty in my voice that made him tilt his head. He could tell I had something in mind. 
 
    “Want to fuck me? All made up and looking like a million dollars?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” Eager. 
 
    “So would I.” 
 
    He blinked. It was non sequitur and didn’t make sense. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I would like you all made up and looking like a million dollars.” 
 
    He looked down at his jeans. “Yeah, I guess I could dress up for you. Not all the time, I like to be comfy when I work, but I could—“ 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What,” truly confused. 
 
     “You said you wanted me all made up and looking like a million dollars.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Me, too.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I don’t…” and then he got it. His eyes went wide, his mouth went slack, then he started blinking. 
 
    “What?” I asked, innocently. 
 
    “Are you…you want me to get dressed up…like…you?” 
 
    I smiled a happy smile. 
 
    “But…I’m a guy. I’m not going to…you can’t ask me to…” he blathered on and I waited with that silly smile on my face. 
 
    He ran down. 
 
    “I do it. Why can’t you?” 
 
    “But I’m a guy and I don’t wear…” 
 
    He blathered on again.  
 
    I waited. 
 
    He ran down. 
 
    I sipped my drink, turned it so the lipstick was pointing towards him, handed him my glass.  
 
    He took it, glanced at the lipstick, and drank. Once again I had kissed him. 
 
    I took my glass back and said, “You have abused me, my dear, sweet hubby, and now you have to make amends. To get back in my good graces you are going to have to walk the extra mile…in high heels.” 
 
    “But…” he stopped. He actually didn’t want to blather. He wanted to figure a way out of this mess. 
 
    “Now, I know this is a shock for you, so we will take it easy. Here’s the plan I came up with. 
 
    “Tomorrow you are going to wear bra and panties. Just around the house. this whole thing is strictly between you and me. I will get you some breast forms…” an image of him with real implants darted through my head and caused a mini-flush to my vagina, “…and you will continue wearing said garments and accoutrements for a week. At that point I will introduce new articles of apparel. You will experience garters, tummy shapers, maybe even a corset. Yes, a corset. Your hair is long, and it grows fast, so I will try to coiff your hair. If it doesn’t work we can always get a wig. Some weeks from now, you will be wearing make up. And, if you do this…for me…if you fix yourself up every day and show how much you appreciate, then maybe I’ll forgive you. Maybe these legs,” I had been sitting with my legs out to the side and now I brought them up and slammed them shut, “will open once again. 
 
    “And, if you are really a good boy, or girl, or whatever we decide you should be, I might even be convinced to let you experience a female orgasm. Would you like that? To feel not just the male bang!, but the overwhelming ocean that takes you away on mysterious tides? Would you?” 
 
    I stopped talking. 
 
    He was flabbergasted, trying to understand. His poor, little, male mind was trying to figure out what had happened. 
 
    “And,” I continued after a few seconds, “if you prove resistant I will make you wear a butt plug.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “That’s right. If you don’t agree, and pretty damned fast, I will add that to the program. You will have to spend your whole time learning to dress up with a happy, little joy buzzer up your pooper.” 
 
    “But, honey…you can’t—“ 
 
    I leaned forward. Enough of the bad cop. I took his weenie in hand. It began to grow, and grow, and grow. 
 
    Baby, he wasn’t just horny, it was the idea of me taking control, of him wearing what he shouldn’t, and…of course, the touch of my educated hands on his favorite pal. 
 
    Tell the truth, he didn’t stand a chance. Giselle had primed me, drilled me, and I knew exactly what to say and when. 
 
    “I don’t think…you shouldn’t…” and he stopped talking. 
 
    “So, you have a decision to make. Would you like to experience being a woman happy and willingly? Or would you like to be dragged kicking and screaming with a plug up your heinie?” 
 
    I stroked him, fondled his balls, and he was breathing harder. 
 
    But I could see inside his mind. The shock and dismay, the cultural protestations, the image of him as a manly man assaulted. 
 
    “And remember,” I chimed in sweetly, “No jacking off. Not without permission.” 
 
    “So you’ve been planning this….it’s a set up.” 
 
    “Of course. And, do you blame me? The way you’ve treated me?” 
 
    And that was sort of funny. All he had really done was not fuck me for a couple of months. But Giselle had told me that was the way you had to treat men. You had to bully them a bit, make them worship you, or they would just slide out of love and…take a mistress. 
 
    And he said, “I’m not going to. It’s too much.” 
 
    I let go of his prick. “Okay.” I stood up and left the room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Giselle had told me that the fun was going to be in the battle. She had told me that he likely wouldn’t go for it. But that he would, should I play the game right, break. 
 
    He would give in and do what I wanted. All I had to do was not nag, be careful with my hints, and wait. 
 
    So I waited. 
 
    We didn’t make love that night; he didn’t even try. He knew I would just smile at him. Heck, maybe he was afraid I would laugh at him, but I wouldn’t. I knew that this game had no room for maliciousness. 
 
    I got up in the morning, showered and dressed, moderately sexy. Not knock out sexy, just showing a bit more tit, wearing heels, a bit extra make up. I was in it for the long haul. 
 
    I left a bottle of Nair on the counter with the note under it. ‘Use me!’ 
 
    It stayed on the counter all day, all night, and into the next days. 
 
    I cooked meals, and we talked, even laughed, and under it all was this delicious tension. 
 
    Well, for him it wasn’t delicious. For him it was excruciating. And here’s the funny thing: he was in this fix because he hadn’t been too interested in sex, now he was super interested, but afraid to talk about it. 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
    So the days passed, and he began to get a squinchy look about the eyes. We would talk, chat about the day, and his eyes would get a little…squinchy. Lines at the corners, his eyes darting glances at me, almost like he was nervous. Nervous that I would drop another bomb, or start to nag him. 
 
    But I didn’t want to nag him. Only dumb women are nags; only women with no sense of self try to bully, when the easier path is to just put on their face and wait. 
 
    So I kept myself beautiful, without being overbearing, and just waited. 
 
    It took two weeks. Two weeks of watching me, trying to figure out what was happening to his poor mind, of walking on sexual eggshells. 
 
    Two weeks, and one day, at breakfast, he asked, in the a small and embarrassed manner. “So what if I…Nair myself and…what is you want me to wear?” 
 
    Good me, I didn’t jump up and cheer. I simply said. Let’s just start with panties for a few days. Maybe after the weekend you’ll be brave enough to wear a bra,” I was very careful with that remark, “but let’s just take it nice and easy and explore.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He was silent then, and I knew his head was going full tilt crazy trying to adjust to the concept of him wearing woman’s under clothes. 
 
    After breakfast, however, he went straight to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, the amount of time the Nair had to work on the skin, I heard the shower running. 
 
    While he was showering I went in and laid some panties out. I put them in his underwear drawer, on top and flat out. They were white, easier for him to accept, and I had searched for a comfortable pair for his first. They were actually sissy panties, with a little pouch in the front.               The shower went off and I headed back to the front of the house. Ten minutes later he entered the living room. 
 
    “Well,” he said, “I’ve got them on.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” I blurted enthusiastically, and I rewarded him. I stood up and went to him. I put my hands on his face and brought his face down and I kissed his lips like I wanted to wear them off. 
 
    And I felt the big bulge in his jeans. Oh, baby, he was responding just like Giselle had said he would. That dick was a log! 
 
    I backed away and said, “You are the bravest man in the world. The whole damn world.” 
 
    Well, how could he refuse such effusive compliments? A quirky sort of grin broke out and, I swear, there was a sudden swagger to his personality. 
 
    And we left it there. 
 
    Except that, during the day I kept touching him, smiling at him, kissing him. 
 
    Rewards. Sometimes it’s fun to be a bully…not. Nobody ever got anywhere by being a bully. Being a bully always backfires. 
 
    So I rewarded him, and he sort of swelled up, and the day passed. 
 
    And that night I spent a lot of time making out with him. Playing with his pecker, kissing his nipples, letting him know how I really felt about a man who could break with convention and get a little kinky. 
 
    By the next morning, I swear, he was almost ready to wear a bra. 
 
    But I waited. One doesn’t make an omelet in a day, or something like that. 
 
    The next day passed, more kissing, more fondling, more appreciation. 
 
    And…the bra. 
 
    “Would you like to try on a bra today?” 
 
    Oh, baby, would he. His penis had been hard for two days, it was dripping right through his panties. He wanted more of that priapism that I was serving. 
 
    “Well, I guess we could try it.” 
 
    So after breakfast I took him back into the bedroom. 
 
    I had gotten him a lacy, little half bra. It wasn’t sturdy enough for the long haul, but it would last a couple of months, if it took that long. 
 
    The reason I got that particular bra, however, was not because I wanted support. I had gotten him some veddy expensive breast forms, with lifelike, jutting nipples, and I wanted those nipples to show. 
 
    He liked it when he could see my nipples poking out, let’s see how he liked it for himself. 
 
    I had him strip down all the way. He didn’t want to strip to his panties, still felt a little embarrassment, but I told him I wanted to see how the panties and bra looked together. 
 
    Really, I just wanted to lust a little bit, but he bought it and stood before me in panties. 
 
    I showed him how to put the bra on, clasp in front then slide it around, then pull it up. He figured it out, and I slipped the breast forms in. 
 
    And they fell out. 
 
    “Oops!” he exclaimed, actually chuckling. His face was red, but he was getting into this. 
 
    “Hold them for a minute.” 
 
    He did, and I made little marks with an eyebrow pencil. 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “Shhh. Let me concentrate.” 
 
    I didn’t need to concentrate, I knew about boobs. Heck, I had boobs, but I didn’t want to explain. 
 
    I pulled one cup out and applied a thick layer of glue. Probably too much, but I wanted the boob to stick. I pressed the mound on his chest and pressed and waited. 
 
    We stood there, and after a minute he said, “You’re gluing these on?” 
 
    “It’s going to be a lot more comfortable that way.” 
 
    He accepted that explanation. 
 
    I did the other one. 
 
    And, I stood back, and…voila! My hubby had boobs! 
 
    It was beautiful. He was beautiful. His slender frame provided perfect context, and the boobs stuck out like a fifties movie star’s. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, turning in front of a mirror. 
 
    “Here, put this on.” I handed him a blouse. 
 
    He stared at it, stared at me, and I was afraid he was going to refuse. But…he took it, and laughed at the buttons. “They’re backwards.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s your fingers that are backwards.” 
 
    He figured them out and started buttoning up the blouse. “Why are they backward.” 
 
    “Women made clothes for themselves first. Maybe they were just playing a joke on men.” 
 
    He glanced up at me, and he had a startled look on his face. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He finished, and turned for the mirror. 
 
    The garment fit him perfectly. He had the most feminine chest…it was stunningly beautiful. In fact, I hate to admit it, I was jealous. 
 
    “Maybe I should get a boob job, be as big as you.” 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” he grinned. 
 
    “But if I get one you do, too.” 
 
    He sobered pretty damned quick. But the idea had been planted. 
 
    Honestly, I didn’t know if I would ever want him to get such a thing as implants, but…but I had said it, so the idea must be back there somewhere. 
 
    I turned him, ran my hand over his curves. Watching me do this in the mirror, even though he couldn’t feel anything he was turned on. 
 
    The idea of having tits excited him. His cock pulsed in his panties. And the idea of him having tits excited me. I felt that warm, little flush of heat and could feel the wetness between my thighs. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Do you want to see what a skirt looks like, or…” I backed off. We were moving pretty fast now, and I didn’t want to scare him. 
 
    “Sure,” no embarrassment, just curiosity. wondering what he would look like. 
 
    I handed him a skirt. The blouse was white, and you could see the nipples. The skirt was greyish-greenish, and when he pulled it up you could see his bulge. No mistaking that. It was a cock, and a mighty fine one. 
 
    “Crap,” he said. He pressed down on his boner bump. 
 
    “Hmmm. I suppose there are things we can do to fix that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, we could give you a gaff, female impersonators wear those. Then there are tummy shapers. We could get a long one, or a corset, full body, bone ribbed corset. Or, in the extreme, we could get you a chastity tube.” 
 
    I was just talking, inspecting his look, but I had gone too far. I suddenly felt it, I looked up, and saw it. His face was tight. He suddenly took off the skirt and the blouse. I think he would have taken off the boobs, but I had glued them with some pretty good glue. 
 
    “Honey,” I tried. “We’re just talking.” 
 
    He pulled on some jeans, pulled a hoodie over his chest, which tended to emphasize, not obscure, his boobs, and walked out of the room. 
 
    Crap. I had gone too far, too fast. Giselle had warned me, but, when it was happening…it was so easy to get carried away. 
 
    I walked through the house and saw him sitting on the patio. His back to the house. He was staring at the tall hedge at the back of the yard. Not moving. 
 
    I went to the kitchen and made him a stiff drink. And myself one. I carried them out to the patio and handed him his. 
 
    He took it without looking at me. I could tell he was in some deep space, thinking…thinking. 
 
    He looked silly, sitting there with boobs glued to his chest and nothing else. 
 
    I sat next to him and waited for a while. 
 
    Only a while, though. I wanted to repair the damage quickly, but I had to give him a chance to acclimate to my presence. 
 
    Finally, I said, “I love you with all of my heart.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Until you…I never even knew what love was.” 
 
    He gave a very light sigh. 
 
    I turned to him, spoke directly to him. “I know I went too fast, and I apologize. It’s just that…I’m having fun. And this is exciting. I know it’s exciting for you, I can see it in…in your pants. But you have no idea what this is doing to me. 
 
    “Every day that passes I want you more. I know you promised not to jack off, and I figured that that works for me, too. So every day I get hornier and hornier, and every day I fall more and more in love. It’s almost like I am being swallowed up by my feelings for you.” 
 
    Suddenly, I started crying. I didn’t mean to, but the feelings were coming out of me. I wasn’t just saying this stuff, I meant it. And here’s the odd thing, I was terrified that he was going to stop, call a halt to this transition we were playing with. 
 
    “Don’t,” he said. “Please don’t cry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I tried to wipe my eyes without smearing my make up. 
 
    Then he was holding me, whispering to me. “It’s okay. I’m okay. Everything is okay.” 
 
    And, it was. Me crying, and I wasn’t even crying to pull a sneaky female subterfuge, had done the trick. I loved him and didn’t want to see him unhappy or hurt, but he also loved me, and felt the same way. And the thought of me being unhappy had actually undermined, quite drastically, any of the weird feelings he was having about experiencing femininity. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes I stopped crying. Then we just held each other, and the dusk was coming and we were happy just holding on to each other. 
 
    Then I giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You really were quite beautiful.” 
 
    “I was?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And your body. Ooh la la.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Don’t chuckle,” I mock cautioned him. Men chuckle. Girls should giggle.” 
 
    “Tee hee!” he giggled. 
 
    I laughed and swatted his arm. “That’s terrible!” 
 
    “Well, I’m only halfway there.” 
 
    I moved back into his arms and sighed. “I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    And there we sat, for a long time, and then we got up and went in for lunch. 
 
    And, joy of joys, he put back on his bra and panties. And the blouse. And the skirt. 
 
    My, God…did my heart pound! 
 
     
 
    He wore the skirt and blouse over his bra and panties for a few days. Then, one afternoon, he came to me. “We need to do something about my dick.” 
 
    I think he wanted me to fuck him. We hadn’t said anything, but he had been erect since we had started this game, and he had to be desperate. 
 
    “Did you want to try a gaff or a tummy shaper or…” I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    He surprised me. “How about a corset. Do you have one that will fit me?” 
 
    Of course I did. I had bought one special at the beginning. I went to my closet, retrieved a bag, and held it out to him. 
 
    “Oh,” he took it out of the bag and held it up. 
 
    It was designed like a half bra, had strong ribs for a very tiny waist, and flared slightly at the hips. 
 
    “How do I put this thing on?” 
 
    I put it around him and he fastened the clasps up the front. It was a tight fit, but even without being tightened I could see the potential differences to his shape. 
 
    “Lay down on the bed. Face down.” 
 
    He did, and I got up on him, sat on his buns, and started pulling laces. 
 
    “Unh!” he grunted with each pull. I went down the laces, pulling, pulling, and when I was done he was definitely skinnier. 
 
    “All done?” He was taking small breaths, trying to push the corset out. 
 
    “Nope. Turn over.” 
 
    He rolled over, and his penis stuck up. “Okay. Bear with me.” The corset had a slight flap, and then was tight. I had not pulled the bottom lace as tight as the others, and I pushed his penis up under the lip of the corset. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    “You’ll live. Roll back over.” 
 
    He did, and I pulled laces again, and this time I pulled the bottom lace hard. I put my knee on his back and grunted, and he grunted. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath!” 
 
    “Take small, shallow breaths.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “I’m going to faint.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “It has happened.” 
 
    We waited, but he didn’t faint. 
 
    “Okay, sit up.” 
 
    He tried, but I had to help him. We rolled him over, pulled him upright, and he managed to perch, in danger of sliding off, on the edge of the bed. 
 
    “Oh…” he said. “Oh…” 
 
    I helped him get into his skirt and blouse, and we stood in front of the mirror. 
 
    His was a woman’s body. He was thin waisted, butt flared, big titted woman. No doubt at all. 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well,” he spoke in sexy, little breaths, quite sexy, and said, “My face ruins it.” 
 
    “Yes, well, we can fix that next week.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    For the next two days he wore the corset, and it was incredible. I would be walking through the house and see him standing, and I would blink and think it was a woman. then he would turn and I would smile. 
 
    And wish it was a woman. 
 
    Well, not totally. I wanted a man. I wanted a man who looked feminine. I didn’t want to give up that monstrous cock that had struggled so when I had shoved it under the corset. 
 
    But, truth, the corset wasn’t working. Oh, it looked good, but he couldn’t sit. And he couldn’t do anything without running out of breath. 
 
    “Honey, I bought you a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A chastity tube?” 
 
    “Yep. As much as I love you in the corset, I know it is too uncomfortable for you. Maybe for special occasions, but…we need something that will control that big, beautiful cock of yours without all the stress. So I bought you a chastity tube. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And it arrived today.” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “And we’re going to put it on this afternoon. You can take a break form the corset, and…I think you’ll like it. 
 
    “I’ll like having my pecker in a vise?” 
 
    “It’s only a vise if you try to get hard.” 
 
    “Is there any time I”m not trying to get hard?” 
 
    Still, he wasn’t complaining. Probably relief at getting out of the corset, but…that was fine with me. 
 
    It took a while, he didn’t want to go limp. Well, he did, but his cock didn’t. He took a cold shower, thought about baseball, but that bat didn’t want to go down. 
 
    So, I brought out the peas. Frozen peas. Oh, how he yelped. But, it worked, and I managed to get his big dick into the tube and lock it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he groaned as it swelled and tried to seep out of the little slits on the side. 
 
    I chuckled. “Oops. All dressed up and nowhere to go.” 
 
    “Nowhere to put it, you mean,” and that was a remarkably potent remark. He looked up at me. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Am I ever going to get to cum?” 
 
    I hugged him, which made him groan all the more, and reassured him. “Honey, one of these days we’re going to get you out of that thing and…well, let’s just say I have plans.” 
 
    “What kind of plans?” 
 
    “Not telling,” I grabbed his hunk of plastic peter and shook it. “But this little fellow is going to love it.” 
 
    He looked down and gave a wan smile. It is small now, isn’t it?” 
 
     
 
    The upside of the tube was that he could wear all sorts of clothes. And since we didn’t have to subject him to the corset nay more, we started exploring more clothes. 
 
    Nylons. Garters. God, did he had a good set of gams. I wished I had that curvature. Tummy shapers, tummy shapers worked wonders on him without squeezing his life away. And, one night, I did his hair. 
 
    Like I say, he wore his hair long for a male. Short for a female, but with the four weeks—God, had it already been four weeks? Him dressing up and not cumming and me…not cumming? Oh, I was dying for a good squirt!—he was long enough to style. And, baby, did I style it. 
 
    I twirled and snipped and brushed and sprayed, and I gave him bangs and a bob with a flip of curl around the sides. Just a bare trifle short, but…stylish. 
 
    Afterwards, he stared at the mirror in wonder. “Wow.” 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “You know, confession time, I sometimes brush it and try to make it look feminine.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    He turned a little red. “I just sort of wondered, but I never wore it that way.” 
 
    “You are now.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror, “I sure am.” 
 
    I started to turn away, but he said, “Shiela?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “More confession?” 
 
    “You betcha,” I was curious as to what was going to come out of him. Maybe he had worn his mother’s panties once, or something like that. What he said though, came as a surprise. “I like not cumming.” 
 
    I blinked. It was true. In the beginning he had begged for a cum. But over the weeks he had stopped begging. Yet he looked at me with the most hungry look. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I know it’s weird, but it gives me more energy. I feel like I have a spike of energy running up the center of my chest, and it’s like…it’s like being high all the time. And the more we make out, the more you play with me, the better it gets. I actually don’t want to lose that.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” He had a worried look on his face. 
 
    “Well,” I patted his cheek, “I’ll have to see what we can do to keep you perpetually horny. Of course, we’re going to have to drain you sometime. It’s probably not good to be backed up.” 
 
    “Monks do it.” 
 
    How weird. A few weeks ago he had begged me for a cum, now he was begging me to not let him cum. 
 
    I kissed him, fondled his plastic prison, and whispered. “I’m not going to let you ever cum.” 
 
    I felt him shudder, I felt the wetness in my hand. I looked down. 
 
    He hadn’t had a full orgasm, but he had actually squirted a small bit of semen into my hand. Not pre-cum, but actual semen. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he barely breathed. Heck, he couldn’t. He was stunned and gulping. 
 
    I looked up at him. “Nope. No fuck now. Now we know what you really want. And I have an idea on how to get you what you want.” 
 
    He looked at me, but I wasn’t going to say a word. that was going to be a surprise. 
 
      
 
    The very next day—the spontaneous orgasm seemed to open the doors—we began make up. 
 
    First, he Naired himself. He didn’t need it much, but a few stray hairs made him panic, so he applied, rinsed, and was wonderfully baby bare. 
 
    Then we put him in panties, bra (re-glued his boobies), and…the corset! The wonderful and dreaded corset. Love and hate, eh? 
 
    Nylons, high heels, and the most wonderful, shimmery dress. It was sparkly blue and crisscrossed in the front. Made it look like he had cleavage without showing much of anything. 
 
    I did his fingernails and toe nails. Oh, it was wonderful, those little piggies all bright red. 
 
    Then we put some small towels around his neck, and started in with the heavy lifting. 
 
    I cleansed him thoroughly, and he was shocked at how much I got out of his pores. 
 
    Then I primed him, spread the wonderful substance over his skin, and  created the base canvas. 
 
    Foundation, blush, and then I did his eyes. Oh, Lordy, he was transforming. Light blue, and it set his sparklers off like a bomb. And, finally…lips. 
 
    I think he was waiting for this. At any rate, he made the little noises that indicated his penis was trying to escape. Ha! Fat chance. 
 
    “Would you like some jewelry?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Would you like me to pierce your ears?” 
 
    He turned to me. “Gulp,” he said. But he wasn’t really gulping. “Isn’t that sort of permanent?” 
 
    “Nah. You don’t like it the holes fill right in.” 
 
    “Well…okay.” 
 
    I got out the needles and punctured his lobes and hung a couple of rings. Big rings. Really matched the roundness of his hairdo. 
 
    We were done, and I stood him up and we faced the big mirror. 
 
    It was amazing. My husband was gone, and in his place was his twin sister. Same face, but…altered. Shadowed differently, made feminine by my expert make up touch. 
 
    “My, God,” he blurted. 
 
    “My gosh. Men say My God. And speak in a higher tone.” 
 
    “Okay,” he raised his voice, and I was amazed. He sounded just like a woman. 
 
    “Okay, my dear. You have made it. And tonight you get your wish. Tonight you get to make love like a woman. Is there anything else I can do for you?” 
 
    “Uh, well.” 
 
    “Speak higher.” 
 
    “Well,” he complied and my heart was throbbing. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You said you were going to dress up?” 
 
    “Yes,” I smiled, then he flummoxed me. 
 
    “I’m a woman, so you have to…uh, you have to be a…a man.” 
 
    Under the make up his face was red, bright red. 
 
    I actually goggled a bit. I mean, this once a man was full of surprises. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Even if I look like I did when I played that trick on you?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s good. Dress down. Be a slob, like I am. Was.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. What a devious mind that man…that woman, had. 
 
    “Your command is my wish,” I acceded happily. 
 
    I told him to go make some drinks and set about the business of transforming myself into a man. 
 
    Me. A man. With big boobs and all I was supposed to…funny thing, once again I was wet. 
 
    Yet, it was right in line with my plans. This was going to work out even better than I thought. 
 
    I dug through his drawers and found some boxers. And a ratty, old tee shirt. A little stretched at the collar a small stain on one side of the abdomen. I took an ace bandage and wrapped my chest, tight. I have big boobs, but I managed to flatten my chest out pretty good. I went through his shoes and found the dirtiest pair of sneakers I could. I mean, they were filthy and grass stained and…perfect. I pulled on old socks, found his ragged jeans, and put them on. 
 
    Man, I was a slob. I started to put the shoes on, then stopped. The pants were too long, the shoes too short, and…I wanted to be taller than him. 
 
    I went through my closet and found my tallest heels. They were spikes on a platform. The pants would hang down enough to hide them, and I might be given enough height to be taller than him, even with him in heels. 
 
    Finished, I looked at the mirror, and frowned. My face. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and scrubbed all trace of make up off. Then I had a brilliant idea. I crumbled up the tip of an eyebrow pencil and rubbed the grains between my hands. Very carefully I rubbed my cheeks, and, voila, I had the beginnings of a beard. 
 
    Then I frowned at my hair. I slicked it back and sprayed it. It was tight to my scalp, and with no make up it made me look very butch. 
 
    And I was ready. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the kitchen and he stared at me in shock. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I said, in a lower and masculine sounding pitch. 
 
    “Oh, my…gosh.” He remembered the gosh thing, and he remembered to keep his voice high. 
 
    I said, “Is that a gun in my pocket? Or am I glad to see you?” 
 
    He stared at my groin. I had put on my strap on. I had never used it, had only used the fake dick on my self. But I was ready to use it tonight. 
 
    “You…” he looked up at me, “you look incredible.” 
 
    “Wanna feel my guns?” I flexed my biceps and he giggled. Yes, actually giggled. Using his voice in the higher pitch, he managed to make a chuckle sound like a giggle. 
 
    “Now gimme a drink and let’s get this party started.” 
 
    He made me a bourbon and Coke, and I turned on the house music, and shortly we were dancing. 
 
    I was taller than him. By a single inch, but it was enough. 
 
    He stared up into my eyes, and his were dewey looking, rapt, like he was in love, which he certainly was. 
 
    I led, moving him this way and that. At one point he felt my chest. He couldn’t believe I had no tits. 
 
    “Pretty studly, eh?” 
 
    “You look,” he said, “Positively overpowering.” 
 
    I held him and swung him and brought him back to me. I bent him over and kissed his red lips. 
 
    “Oh, God. Sorry, gosh. I can’t help it. I’m weak kneed. I feel…” 
 
    “Like a woman.” 
 
    “Yes. This is so incredible. But I understand now, and I am so incredibly sorry I have been such an ox. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m the ox now, and it feels pretty good, so I can’t blame you.” 
 
    We danced out to the patio, we kissed, we felt each other’s private parts. 
 
    “Nice pussy,” I said, squeezing his plastic. 
 
    “Nice cock,” she said, squeezing my dick. 
 
    We danced into the hallway, and I stopped him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Baby, I have needs.” 
 
    “You have…” 
 
    He was enthralled by the moment, but he wasn’t prepared for me taking charge in this way. 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” I pushed on his shoulders, then his head. 
 
    He understood quickly, and he knelt, and I undid my zipper and pulled out my large peter. 
 
    He stared at it, took it in his hands, was amazed by it. 
 
    It was lifelike, with enough give to feel real, with veins and nuts and everything. 
 
    “Suck it,” I commanded. 
 
    His red lips…her red lips, engulfed me. I gave a moan and thrust my hips forward gently. I watched as she sucked, and fondled, and gave himself up to his needs. 
 
    He needed to be a woman. Maybe not forever, maybe forever, and either way was okay with me. After all, I had led him to this place, I better be prepared to deal with the consequences. 
 
    Besides, I still had my ultimate plan about to happen. 
 
    After she had gotten me nice and wet, I pulled her dress out over her shoulders, another blessing of the crisscross in front, and fondled his big tits. I bent my head and sucked the lifelike nipples. I turned her and pushed him towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    She walked in front of me, and I watched how she walked so sexy, her hips swaying on her high heels. And I had a very male like thought: I really want to tap into that ass! 
 
    We entered the bedroom. 
 
    “Get up on the bed,” I commanded. I was thrilled with being in charge, with telling her what to do. 
 
    She turned to me. “What about the…the key.” 
 
    “We won’t be needing that, at least not for a while.” 
 
    A furrow on her forehead, but I was insistent, and I turned her and pushed her up on the bed. 
 
    “On all fours.” 
 
    Puzzled, she knelt, and then she got it. She looked at me over her shoulders, “You aren’t going to…” 
 
    “Baby, tonight I am going to pop your cherry.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” she turned her head back to the front, away from me. 
 
    I undid my pants and stood with my pecker exposed, rigid, ready for work. 
 
    I lifted her dress and pulled down her panties. 
 
    I greased my best friend, then stood behind my wife’s buttocks. I pressed the tip of my cock to her hole. 
 
    She shivered. Her whole back was trembling. 
 
    “Don’t be scared,” I whispered. “I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    I slid it into her in one smooth motion. She didn’t have a chance to resist, and I know it felt good. All those nerves stimulated, that ring stretched out. Oh, she loved it. 
 
    She arched and gasped, her red tipped finger nails grabbed sheet and made fists. 
 
    Back and forth I went, in and out, using my hips and battering at her pussy. 
 
    She groaned and began to push back. 
 
    I angled my dick downwards, held the base with my hands and guided it, felt it, and knew when I had touched the prostate. 
 
    “Oh, God!…Oh, gosh!” 
 
    “Oh, God is fine when you’re getting fucked,” I said, speaking in my deepest voice. 
 
    “Oh…fucking…God!” 
 
    I rubbed at the prostate in her pussy, and suddenly, I knew. 
 
    “I’m about to pee.” 
 
    “So pee. I’m a man. I certainly don’t care about a little piss.” 
 
    I kept rubbing, and…she started to pee. At least it felt like pee to her. I reached down and felt that it was sperm. I had pressed on the prostate enough, and her sperm was being forced out. For long minutes the sperm came out. An amazing amount. then she was done. 
 
    I felt her sigh, and I drew back. 
 
    She collapsed on the bed. “Oh, God.” 
 
    I said nothing. I wiped my cock on her ass, then took my strap on off. 
 
    “Okay, honey, how are you doing?” I used my normal voice. 
 
    She rolled over and stared at me. 
 
    “That was the most amazing thing I have ever done in my life.” 
 
    “And it’s only just started.” 
 
    “What?” she was surprised. What could be better than what I had just done. 
 
    “Your turn to be the man.” I held up the key to her chastity tube. His chastity tube. 
 
    “But…but…” she wondered what was going on, even as her dick slipped out and started to grow. “I thought you weren’t going to let me cum?” 
 
    “Oh, every good boy deserves a reward. Now, get up and fuck me like you mean it.” 
 
    A frown was on his face, but he stood up and I laid down. He took his place over me and pressed forward. I felt his cock slide into me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Now that’s what I’m talking about. You’re really going to have to try real flesh some time. Now pump me good, baby.” 
 
    He started to, still trying to figure things out, and by the time I had my first orgasm he had. 
 
    “I can’t cum!” he marveled. 
 
    “Nope,” I agreed. “I drained you. The balls are empty, but the mind isn’t. The mind still thinks it can orgasm.” 
 
    “No way!” He was a mix between fascinated and aghast.  
 
    “Way.” 
 
    “But I didn’t have an orgasm!” 
 
    “And you’re not going to. Not for a long time. I can drain you periodically, get my good dicking, and you just get…hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    And I came again. 
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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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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    We walked out of the courtroom and I was in a fury. 
 
    “You’re lucky he didn’t lock you up and throw away the key.” 
 
    We went down the steps and turned towards the parking lot. 
 
    “That you would do such a thing after….after….” 
 
    I was speechless as we approached the car. 
 
    Amazingly, Howard actually went to the driver’s side. 
 
    “What the fuck do you think you’re doing!” I screeched, and people walking through the parking lot looked at us. They probably assumed I was a harridan, nagging my poor husband to death. They had no idea, of course, what the idiot had done. 
 
    “I was going to drive.” He looked at the door with a surly look on his face. 
 
    Yes, I was nagging him to death. But then I had an idea of what he had done. 
 
    “You are not going to drive!” 
 
    “Yes! I am!” 
 
    “You just got picked up for drunk driving, spent a night in the ‘tank,’ it’s going to cost us plenty of money, the judge said he would give you prison time if you get caught driving within the next year, our insurance is going up, you…” I went on and on. 
 
    Finally, he backed off.  
 
    “All right, all right,” he groused, like I was the bad guy. He got in the passenger side and I got behind the wheel. But I didn’t start the car. 
 
    “Howard, you’ve got a problem.” I stared at the wheel. My heart hurt, I was miserable, and I was unhappy. 
 
    “Oh, come on. So I got caught with a drink in me. 
 
    “Blood alcohol through the roof. And the officer said you were rude to him.” 
 
    “That was the…” he trailed off. That was just the drink. Yeah. 
 
    “Howard, you tried hypnosis for your smoking. You tried Aversion Therapy for your alcoholism. You’ve tried support groups, but nothing seems to work.” 
 
    “Oh, hell. A drink or two isn’t bad. And I try not to smoke around the house.” 
 
    “A drink or two is bad, when it leads to eight or ten, and you reek of smoke all the time!” 
 
    “God, what a…” he stopped. And good thing. If he called me a nag I was going to bop him. 
 
    The difficult thing about all this is that Howard wasn’t a bad man. He worked hard, he was a good father, he loved me and treated me with respect, but…then he got a drink inside his belly and the next thing you know he was loud and drunk and smoking like a forest fire. 
 
    In short, he had an addictive personality. And I was stuck with it. 
 
    We drove home in silence. I parked the car and he tumbled out and went inside without speaking. When I entered the house he was already in bed. He had smoked, drank, gotten sick on himself, and he just stripped down to his sweaty, perspiring flesh and got in bed. I could hear his snores across the house. 
 
    I sat down at the table, put my head in my hands, and just…was miserable. 
 
    “Hey, mom. He did it again, eh?” 
 
    I looked up at my daughter. Sweet sixteen. Happy and beautiful, just like I had once been. In fact, we still had the same blonde hair, long and wavy. We shared full lips and, the Smith family blessing, big boobs. 
 
    I sighed. “He did. And he doesn’t seem to get it. He doesn’t seem to understand that he is a danger out there.” 
 
    Tommy walked in. Eighteen. He was taller than Howard and just as handsome. A thick crop of dark hair, a firm face, and an ever present smile. He was on the football team, and he spent his afternoons bashing into bodies, and his evenings lifting weights. I really didn’t understand how he managed to do that and keep a straight A average. 
 
    “He did it again, eh?” 
 
    Tommy pushed Janey aside with his butt and looked in the refrigerator. 
 
    “Hey!” She smacked him on the arm with a palm. 
 
    “Ow,” he said nonchalantly, and handed her the milk. 
 
    In a second my children were sitting across from me, eating cereal and drinking OJ and commiserating. 
 
    “How come hypnosis didn’t work?” asked Janey. 
 
    “Apparently, believe it or not, your father’s mind is too ‘willful.’” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” chuckled Tommy. “He’s a rock, and I mean his head.” 
 
    “Be respectful,” I warned. 
 
    “Come on, Mom. I’m just telling the truth. Dad could sell stubborn pills to mules.” 
 
    We all grinned at that. 
 
    “You should do what Mrs. Jenkins did to Wally Borden.” 
 
    Tommy laughed. “Oh, that was good. Wally hasn’t played a practical joke since.” 
 
    That sparked an interest. Wally was Tommy’s friend, and he was the biggest practical joker in Tommy’s class. What could stop that compulsive kid from… “What did Mrs. Jenkins do?” 
 
    “She made him wear high heels and a dress.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Tommy nodded. “She got fed up when Wally put a frog in her desk drawer. She called his parents, they had a long discussion, and the next day Wally showed up in a skirt…” 
 
    “Pink,” giggled Janey. 
 
    “…and high heels. They were locked on, and he couldn’t take the skirt off because all he had on underneath was his tighty whiteys.” 
 
    “You’re kidding,” I grinned.  
 
    “Oh, it was great. It didn’t help that Wally had played jokes on everybody in school.” 
 
    “Everybody was hooting. Guys’d dart in and flip his skirt up, girls all laughed and asked Wally if he wanted to borrow some lipstick. Wally was actually in tears by the end of the week.” 
 
    “He spent a whole week in high heels and a dress?” 
 
    “A skirt, but, yeah. And Mrs. Jenkins told him he would have to wear a dress all year if he joked again.” 
 
    I was chuckling now. From miserable to chuckles in one skirt. How delicious. I liked Wally, but he was a terror when it came to jokes and…and…I got a far away look in my eye. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Earth to mom?” 
 
    I snapped out of it. “What?” 
 
    “You were like in a trance. You okay?” 
 
    “Yes. I am. In fact, I am perfect.” 
 
    “Oh, well, I have to go to school, okay if I use Dad’s car?” 
 
    I smiled at my son. “If you help me. And you, Janey. I have figured out how to cure your father.” 
 
    They looked at each other and grinned.  
 
    Tommy: “She’s gonna pull a Wally on Dad.” 
 
    “Oh, wait until I tell my friends.” 
 
    “They’re gonna want to come over and see.” 
 
    “Mom, can we bring our friends over?” 
 
    Oh, this was going to be good. “You may. Use the car and invite your friends over, but first, I need a little help.” I leaned forward, and they leaned forward, and I began speaking. 
 
    Within a few seconds we were all grinning and plotting. 
 
    And Wally thought he was a joker…ha! 
 
      
 
    The day passed, and it was a wonderful day.  Yes, my dear, sweet hubby was sleeping off his drunk, and his antics was going to cost us, but I had a cure at hand. 
 
    I walked through the house, did the laundry, and peered in at the sleeping lug. I had just been shopping, and i was glad he was sleeping. I wanted to get this program started today, not tomorrow. 
 
    A good man, with a big problem. But those days were ending. Heh. 
 
    Tommy came home early. He had gym for sixth period but had skipped it to help me with my plotting. Janey showed up a few minutes later, with a couple of girl friends. She had taken off school early, too, but with her grades, who cared. Besides, my husband, their father, had to be handled. 
 
    Her friends, of course, couldn’t stop giggling. 
 
    “Okay, kids,” we were all in the dining room at the table, “are you ready for this?” 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    “And we can help, Mrs. Simpson?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “And we can tell our parents? We’re not going to get in trouble?” 
 
    “Hey, you help me with this and I’ll throw you all a party. A big one.” 
 
    “Zowie! Yeah! Yip yip yip!” They all cheered and hooted. 
 
    “Okay, Tommy, you are officially moved to the room above the garage. Move your clothes, and I got you a new lock. You’ll have to install it. 
 
    “Janey, you and your friends will be in charge of getting rid of Howard’s old clothes. I’m going to be filling his dresser with new clothes. Now everybody move quickly and silently. He’s probably going to wake up pretty soon, and we definitely want to be done when he does. Everybody got it?” 
 
    They did, and we gave a group high five and went to work. 
 
    I tip toed into the bedroom and collected Howard’s clothes. All of them. From belt buckle to boot, from tie to pants. From underwear to underwear. 
 
    Tip toing across the room and handing the clothes to Janey and her friends it was hard to stop giggling. 
 
    Janey and her friends took armloads out to the car and piled everything in the trunk. 
 
    Down the hall I could see Tommy taking armloads of his clothes out to his new room. 
 
    I waited until the girls were gone, it was too late to go back now, and I began putting new clothes into Howard’s drawers. 
 
    Out in the garage I could hear Tommy working on the new lock. To get through that lock Howard was going to have to use a sledge hammer, and I sure hoped he didn’t get so desperate he was willing to destroy the garage to get to Tommy’s clothes. 
 
    I hung up clothes, folded clothes, stacked new shoes, and went out to the living room. The girls were back, and they were drinking Cokes and stifling their hysterics. 
 
    Tommy sauntered in, a big grin. In a soft voice he said, “No way he’s getting through that puppy!” 
 
    Janey handed him a Coke and we all sat and kept looking at each other and giggling. 
 
    “You know, Mom…” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to dress sexy.” 
 
    My head jerked to her and my mouth opened and I started to turn red. 
 
    “Janey!” 
 
    “Oh, yes, Mrs. Simpson!” her friends chortled and giggled. “You have to dress up every day, knock him out. You still have a killer bod.” 
 
    “Girls! I don’t talk like that!” 
 
    Tommy laughed. 
 
    “What?” I spun on him. 
 
    “They’re right.” 
 
    My mouth opened and Janey, my sweet sixteen little girl said, “Oh, hell, Mom. We’re all grown up here. We all know about sex and married couples, and you are simply going to have to turn Dad on….and not give him any.” 
 
    I was aghast, but the girls giggled even harder and I had to put my hand out and say ‘Shhh! You’ll wake him.” 
 
    “I can see him now,” laughed Tommy, keeping his voice low. His little skirt raising up, all embarrassed, just like a little school girl.” 
 
    The thought was a funny one, but I tried to maintain a serious expression. Even as I stifled a chuckle. 
 
    “Thats enough,” I made a chopping motion with my hand. 
 
    Then Janey said, “I’m going to have a big sister,” and we all burst out laughing. And tried to hold it in, which made it worse. In a second we were holding our bellies, Tommy slid off his chair and rolled on the floor. Janey’s friends tried to put their hands over each other’s mouths, and we couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    Tommy heard it first, he sat up, sober, big grin, and put his hands up. 
 
    His meaning was clear, and we all stopped laughing and listened. 
 
    “Oooaah!” The sound of my husband yawning.  
 
    A moment, and springs creaking. 
 
    Everybody in the living room stopped and listened, and held the hilarity in. 
 
    “Aaooh.” Another yawn. 
 
    The sound of bedsprings creaking again, and we could tell he was up and about. 
 
    “Hum te tum…” he hummed across the room, into the bathroom, and we could all hear the shower door opening, closing, and the water being turned on. 
 
    “Twas on the good ship Venus…” he sang, and suddenly I was on my feet. 
 
    “Out! Everybody out!” 
 
    But it was too late. I hadn’t even started to herd the children out the door when Howard’s big voice sailed out to us. 
 
      
 
    Twas on the good ship Venus, 
 
    my God you should have seen us, 
 
    a figurehead of a whore in bed 
 
    and the mast was a petrified penis. 
 
      
 
    The girls squirted out of my grasp and darted to the hallway to listen. Tommy stood with me. We had all heard Howard sing that terrible old bar song, and now I was turning red, mortified, and he went into the second verse. 
 
      
 
    The captain’s name was Morgan 
 
    my God but he was a gorgon 
 
    he beat away every day 
 
    on his reproductive organ. 
 
      
 
    The girls were in silent hysterics, holding on to each other, sliding down the wall, actually shedding tears over my husband’s big, and loud and actually beautiful baritone. 
 
     
 
    The captain’s wife was Mabel 
 
    my God but she was able 
 
    she led the crew in a midnight screw 
 
    upon the galley table! 
 
      
 
    My knees were actually weak with humiliation, but Tommy gripped my arm and held me up. “It’s okay, Mom. We’ve all heard it, and…heck the girls all know about this stuff.” 
 
    Which sort of surprised me, but didn’t. After all, I had been sixteen once, and I had thought I knew everything. 
 
      
 
    First mate, first mate 
 
    Captain’s dirty brother 
 
    wasn’t fit to shovel shit 
 
    from one end to the other. 
 
     
 
    Helpless, I listened as Howard sailed into the last verse. 
 
      
 
    Cabin boy, cabin boy, 
 
    dirty, little nipper 
 
    lined his ass with broken glass 
 
    and jeopardized the skipper. 
 
      
 
    I sat in a chair and just covered my face. 
 
    The girls were all lying on the floor now, holding their bellies, crying tears of laughter. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I whispered. 
 
    Tommy just grinned and patted my shoulder.  
 
    The girls rolled over and kept looking at each other and giggling again. 
 
    Then, it hit: 
 
    “MARGIE!”  
 
    Everybody went silent. 
 
    Again, his full voice filled the whole house: “MARGIE! WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS!” 
 
    We were all suddenly thrust into a strange mix of half hysterical and half fear. He sounded angry! 
 
    Thud, thud, thud, his footsteps came down the hallway. He burst into the living room, and my mouth opened in shock. I hadn’t prepared for the fact that he might be wet from the shower and neglect to even hold a towel around himself, and be totally, stark, raving naked! 
 
    To the side, he hadn’t seen them, yet, the girls stared, their faces open in stunned and delighted surprise. 
 
    He stood there, a handsome man with no clothes, his penis half a chub, and held up a pair of panties with one finger. “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?” 
 
    I stared at him, my own mouth at half mast, and then did the only thing I could. I turned my face slightly to the right. ‘Look.’ 
 
    He blinked, and his face turned, and his mouth dropped. 
 
    Janey and her two friends was sitting on the floor, shocked, staring at him. 
 
    He stared at them. 
 
    And Tina, one of Janey’s friends, blurted, “Hi.” 
 
    Howard jumped back, was instantly, and I mean INSTANTLY, red and shaking. And he made a sound, not a yell, sort of a yelp, but high pitched. In fact, he sounded like a little girl, then he was turning and sprinting down the hallway. 
 
    And we, the practical jokers, finally didn’t have to stifle ourselves any longer. We all absolutely roared with laughter. 
 
    After about ten minutes of laughing, and stopping, and laughing, and stopping, we all sort of died down. Except for the occasional giggle. 
 
    “Margie? May I speak with you?” 
 
    “I’m out in the front room, dear.” 
 
    “Well, can you send Janey’s friends home?” 
 
    Janey: “She can’t, Daddy.” 
 
    Silence. We started having to hold it in again. 
 
    Finally: “I need everybody to go to their homes, or their rooms. I need to talk to Margie.” 
 
    Tommy: “They’re not going home, Dad.” 
 
    And me: “They’re staying for dinner, honey. So get dressed and come out.” 
 
    Snickers abounded. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “You girls want to stay for dinner?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” they both responded. 
 
    So I fixed a big, old plate of spaghetti, and we sat down and ate Eye-talian and drank Coke and laughed and talked. 
 
    And Howard listened from the bedroom. He listened as we laughed about the expression on his face. And I knew he was stewing in his juices, outraged, ready to pop. 
 
    The girls were talking about boys, and Tommy was talking to me about college, when we heard the sound of Howard coming down the hallway. 
 
    Not the thud, thud of his heavy feet, and especially not his feet in shoes, but a swish, swish. 
 
    Swish, swish? 
 
    We all looked at each other, then up at the doorway. 
 
    Howard arrived, and I saw what the swishing had been. He was holding a blanket around himself and the end had been dragging on the floor. 
 
    “Hello, honey, want some spaghetti?” I spoke blandly, as if nothing was amiss. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    He was interrupted by Janey: “Nice toga, Daddy.” 
 
    “He’ll look good swinging the clubs,” put in Tommy. 
 
    Tina and Morgan just giggled. 
 
    He scoped us, took us all in, realized we were all in on the joke. “Where are my clothes.” He managed to speak in a level voice. 
 
    “Oh, I felt it was time for a wardrobe change,” I answered nonchalantly. 
 
    “I…those were my clothes. What did you do with them?” 
 
    “Girls? Did you take all of my husband’s clothes to the Goodwill?” 
 
    The girls, wide-eyed, answered, “Yes, Mrs. Simpson.” 
 
    “That’s Mr. Simpson,” I said. “He’s Mrs. Simpson,” I pointed at my hubby with my chin. 
 
    That almost did it. Smothered expressions of mirth filled the room. 
 
    Howard’s mouth opened in shock. Then snapped shut. After a few seconds he tried again. “Tommy, I’m going to borrow some pants from you.” 
 
    “Sorry, pop.” 
 
    “What?” Howard stared at Tommy. Obviously he expected some male sympathy from his firstborn. 
 
    “Mom ’s in charge, and she says I’m not supposed to len—“ 
 
    Howard spun and stomped out. And he was funny to see, stomping in a blanket. 
 
    He walked down the hall, to Tommy’s room. Then he stomped back. His face a thundercloud, he blurted, “Where’s your stuff?” 
 
    “I moved Tommy to the room over the garage, dear,” I smiled. 
 
    “But I was making a game room out of that!” Oh, the anguish that poor man was going through. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s great, Pop. I’m going to leave the pool table right there. Me and my friends like to hang out and play.” 
 
    “But…you…” 
 
    Overloading. Danger…danger…danger… 
 
    “You’d better put another lock on the closet door, dear, so your father can play pool.” 
 
    “You…you…” 
 
    “I’ll do that, Mom. Thanks for the idea.” 
 
    “You…you…” 
 
    And Tina giggled. And that was what did it. That was what clicked the switch and drove Howard over the edge. 
 
    “Fuck!” He yelled! “That’s easily handled.” 
 
    And it was obvious that we had pushed him too far. His face turned redder, became mottled with rage, and he started across the kitchen. He was going to break the door to Tommy’s room. He would get a sledge hammer and— 
 
    Tommy stood up and moved into his path. 
 
    Howard stopped and stared, and the room went silent. And I suddenly knew what a couple of kitty cats would feel like if two bull elephants decided to fight in front of them. 
 
    “Get out of my way.” 
 
    “Howard,” I blurted. 
 
    The girls suddenly realized they were out of their depth. They pushed chairs back and huddled up against the walls. 
 
    Tommy said: “Nope.” And there it was. The announcer had just yelled out, ‘Let’s get ready to rumble!’ 
 
    “You dare to talk back to me in my own house?” His voice was booming, threatening to break rafters. 
 
    “Pop, I’ve had it with you.” 
 
    Howard’s jaw dropped. I had heard that expression, read it, but now I was seeing the reality. His jaw literally lowered, and his eyes bulged, but Tommy wasn’t done. 
 
    “You get drunk and drive. Your smoking stinks. It’s only a matter of time before you smash into somebody with your car, or abuse mother. And I love you too much to let that happen.” 
 
    That was a moment. My own jaw dropped. This was my baby boy, all grown up and ready to whip the world, and he was starting right here, in my kitchen, right before my very eyes. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Janey, and I didn’t bother to correct her language. 
 
    “Now I’m an All State footballer, and I wrestle in the off season,  and I’m bigger than you, and I’m telling you right now: you will not wear my clothes. You’re going to do what Mom says to get out of the doghouse. You’re going to stop drinking and smoking, and I’m going to call some friends and one of us will be in my room, in this house, at all times. In short, Pop, you are going to straighten up or…” 
 
    “Or what?” Howard growled. 
 
    “Or I’ll kick your ass down to the corner and back.” 
 
    That moment will forever be indelible in my mind. 
 
    I had started this thing, but had not thought through the consequences. I had not figured on Howard being so upset, which, later retrospect, I really should have. I had also not figured on my son standing up to a man, like a man, and put himself forward so forcefully. 
 
    Howard tried to brush past Tommy. 
 
    Tommy stepped, pushed, and Howard found himself two steps back. 
 
    Howard growled, a deep, guttural sound, and rushed forward. Tommy lowered his shoulder and just bumped him back. Howard’s a big, strong man, but he bounced off Tommy like he had hit the proverbial brick wall. 
 
    Then Howard tried to grab Tommy, and that was one hell of a mistake. 
 
    Tommy picked him up, lifted him off the ground in a bear hug and walked into the living room. He walked slowly, and Howard tried to get his hands loose, but he was caught. 
 
    We girls had time to move into the big doorway, and we watched as Tommy body slammed Howard on the couch. 
 
    Howard stared up in shock. 
 
    I think that that moment had a lot more consequences that could have developed. It could have led to a donnie brook, and hurt feelings, and a terrible divide between my husband and my son. What saved the day, however, wasn’t violence. 
 
    Howard looked up, and we girls realized…Tommy was crying. 
 
    He was big, filled the room with his presence, he was like a Gorilla come to call, but tears poured out of his eyes. “Pop,” He said, “Don’t do this.” 
 
    Wow. 
 
    When Tommy had carried Howard into the living room the blanket had been caught in his grip, and Howard was still covered. just barely. 
 
    Looking up at Tommy, realizing where this thing was going, Howard pulled the blanket around himself, stood up, and walked out. 
 
    When Howard was gone, Tommy turned around. He was still crying, but he didn’t wipe his eyes. He just walked past us, towards his new room. 
 
    I started to move forward, to intercept him, but Janey snagged my arm and held me back. I looked at her and she just shook her head. 
 
    She was right. I could talk to him later, but right now he just needed some alone time. 
 
    Then the girls looked at me. It was time to go. The big joke had sort of shattered and fallen apart. 
 
    “Good night, Mrs. Simpson.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    The front door closed and Janey was pulling me into the kitchen. 
 
    I was lost, rudderless, had no clue what to do or think. 
 
    Janey reached up to the cabinet and brought the liquor down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Make you a drink.” 
 
    “I don’t need one!” 
 
    I didn’t drink much, especially because I had lost a taste for alcohol when my husband had started to drink too much. 
 
    “Dad’s the drunk, not you, and you do need one.” 
 
    She mixed a Coke high, and looked like she knew what she was doing. She placed it in front of me. “Drink, or I’ll pull a Tommy on you.” 
 
    A grunt of a chuckle blurted out of me. 
 
    She pushed the drink into my hands. 
 
    I looked at her and she nodded, so I took a sip. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she muttered. “That was close.” 
 
    And I certainly agreed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    An hour later, two drinks in me, I went to Tommy’s room. He was lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling. He gave me a wan smile when I entered. “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    I went and sat on the bed, then I was holding him, and he was surprised, but just put an arm around me. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, holding tears back. 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for.” 
 
    And that was it. My grown up son was able to handle adult emotions. 
 
      
 
    Then I went to bed. It was still early, but I knew I had to talk to Howard. When I walked into the room he was in bed. Reading. He looked up, and his expression was utterly and totally inscrutable. 
 
    He said, “You will go get me some clothes tomorrow.” 
 
    I said, “Fuck you.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    I took a shower, dried, and crawled into bed. “Turn off the lights.” 
 
    He did, and we laid there, totally awake, for hours. And finally slept. 
 
    I got up in the morning and got dressed, and thought about getting dressed up. The girls had told me, almost commanded me to, and they made points, but I was still sort of in a funk. 
 
    My big joke, meant to cure, had backfired. 
 
    But I wasn’t about to back off. 
 
    If Howard could take stubborn pills so could I. 
 
    So I fixed breakfast, for myself, and ignored Howard. 
 
    Howard, the children now at school, wandered around the house naked. He took the TV out of the living room and set it up in his room. 
 
    He collected a bunch of books, and lolled around in his room. 
 
    When Tommy and Janey came home they absorbed the situation, shrugged, and went off about their business. 
 
    Three days….and Howard broke. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen, picked up the car keys and his wallet, and walked out to the car. He inserted the key, twisted, and nothing happened. 
 
    One of Tommy’s friends, who worked after school in his father’s garage, had switched keys. I had the only working key in the house, and I was not going to share. 
 
    I watched Howard from the living room. His head bent to the steering wheel. He hit the wheel with one hand. Then he got out and walked down the driveway, and down the street. 
 
    What happened next I found out from friends who had seen, and from Tommy, who came upon Howard afterwards. 
 
    Howard walked down the street like an Indian wrapped in a blanket. He walked like he was stomping, his shoulders were set and his legs moved forward inexorably, but he was barefoot so it couldn’t have been much in the way of stomping. 
 
    He walked two miles to the main drag of our town. First Street. The whole way people passed him and stared at him. Many of them knew him, and some of them even called a greeting, but he just kept…’stomping.’ 
 
    Down first street, and traffic started to back up. This was Howard Simpson, upstanding citizen, with a blanket around his shoulders and his bare legs sticking out underneath. 
 
    Johnny Dallas, the local police chief happened to be passing by, and he got out of his car and confronted Howard. 
 
    “Where you going all dressed up, Howie?” The men all called him Howie. Everybody else called him Howard. 
 
    “Get some clothes.” 
 
    Howard walked past Tommy without a word. 
 
    Tommy turned and stared after him, rubbed his chin, and smiled. A cop, he had been around the block, and he knew when to get involved, and when to let things play out. 
 
    Now Howard was causing a fuss. People walking, kids yelling out their windows at him, horns honking. 
 
    Mrs. Wentworth came out of the ice cream store and stopped and stared at him as he passed the shop. 
 
    He waited at the light and people stood around him, also waiting, snickering and even making remarks. 
 
    Howard’s face, I was told, was redder than a fire engine on the rag, that’s the description Janey offered me when she and her friends passed him in a convertible. That was the point at which she called Tommy. 
 
    Howard walked into Johnson’s Haberdashery. Yes, that is actually the name of the store. 
 
    He strode down the center aisle, turned left to the jeans, and picked out a pair. He grabbed a black tee shirt, a pack of tighty whiteys, and some socks. He knew his shoe size, picked up a pair of Nikes, and walked to the register. 
 
    Alma Hodges was behind the counter, and he scared her. It was obvious he was wearing nothing under the blanket, and the look on his face would have frightened a hungry lion. Heck, he would frightened a herd of hungry lions. 
 
    Alma stepped back, and looked around, and Jimmy Hunter, old man Hunter himself, stepped up to the register. 
 
    Jimmy is a fixture around the town. He’s been through a couple of wars, a couple of divorces, gave up drinking, and had reached the point where he thinks everything is funny. Absolutely everything. 
 
    “Hey, Howie. How’s it going.” Passing the time of day. Waiting. 
 
    “Hello, Jimmy. I’d like to buy this stuff.” 
 
    Jimmy had a quirk of a grin on his face, and drawing on his vast experience and intuition he observed, “Marital woes.” 
 
    Howard said, “Yes.” Not ‘yup,’ or ‘yeah,’ but…yes. Like a stockbroker about to go to the roof of a very tall building in 1932. 
 
    Jimmy took the pair of pants and looked at the tag. Hell, he knew the price of every item in the store by heart. But he was dragging the moment out. “I had a wife once. Had a couple of wives. Drove me near crazy.” 
 
    “Yes,” Howard answered. 
 
    Jimmy rang up the tee shirt. 
 
    “That’s the thing about women. Something wrong with them.” 
 
    “Yes.” Short and curt. 
 
    Jimmy rang up the tighty whiteys.  
 
    Johnny Dallas wandered into the store, he just had to be in on the action, and started looking at a rack of ties. The man hadn’t worn a tie his whole life. 
 
    “Right, Johnny? All women is crazy. Am I right?” 
 
    Johnny held up a bright red tie with the face of Goofy on it. 
 
    “Right as rain, Jimmy.” 
 
    Jimmy held up the socks and looked at them. “I’ll have to check the price on these. Alma? Price check on men’s black socks.” 
 
    As Alma scuttled down the aisle Jimmy leaned against the register and said, “Can’t live with ‘em, and you can’t kill ‘em. Right, Johnny?” 
 
    “Right again, Jimmy.” 
 
    Howard stood, a suddenly small man in a blanket, and watched Jimmy. 
 
    “Now my thought, and I know my thoughts ain’t too particular, me being old, is that you better give up.” 
 
    Howard stared. 
 
    Alma called out, “$6.95.” 
 
    “That’s six hundred and ninety-five dollars,” Jimmy slowly figured out how to work the register. 
 
    “Johnny? You think Howie should just give up?” 
 
    “Hell, I woulda give up ten years ago. ‘Specially, you don’t mind me sayin’, he’s got a real nice wife. A good looking woman makes up for just about anything.” 
 
    Jimmy rang up the shoes. 
 
    “Yes, sir. Give up, get those good, old home cooked meals, I have to put up with my own cooking. You cook for yourself, Johnny?” 
 
    “Not if I have to.” He had put the Goofy tie back and was examining a collidoscopic tie. The kind of tie that shimmies if you look at it too long, and then makes you dizzy. “I put up with the nagging and I get fed good. It’s pretty good arrangement. ‘Course…Howie’s wife doesn’t seem to be the nagging kind.” 
 
    “Heck, no. She’s always got a kind word for everybody.” Jimmy put everything in the bag. “Your wife ain’t a nag, is she, Howie?” 
 
    Howard stood, frozen, waiting. He was prepared to out wait the world if he had to. 
 
    “That’ll be fifty-six and forty-seven, Howie.” 
 
    Howard had his wallet clutched in his hand. He opened it. He reached for the plastic in the pocket…and stopped. 
 
    He opened the money part. He looked in all the windows. 
 
    He finally realized that he no longer had his credit card in his wallet. 
 
    He looked up at Jimmy. 
 
    Jimmy looked at him. 
 
    Johnny came over and leaned on the counter and faced Howard. 
 
    “My card is gone.” 
 
    Jimmy drew the bag back, put it on the floor behind the counter. 
 
    “Sorry, Howard.” 
 
    “But, I’ll…you know me.” 
 
    “And I like you. You always been a good guy.” 
 
    “Let me have some clothes.” 
 
    “I don’t involve myself between a man and his wife.” 
 
    Howard turned to Johnny. “Johnny…” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. “Jimmy gave you some good advice. Didn’t even charge you for it.” 
 
    “But…but I…you can’t…” and he dried up. A far away look came into his eyes. He realized that I had beaten him…and beaten him good. 
 
    He turned and, like a man walking to a prison cell, trudged out of the store. 
 
    Johnny and Jimmy watched him go. Jimmy said, “He’s a good man.” 
 
    Johnny said, “Yes. He is.” Then Johnny turned to Jimmy, “You ever sell any of those Goofy ties?” 
 
    “These ties here? Of course I do! People like Goofy, and…” 
 
    Outside the store Howard stopped. People walked past him. A  small crowd of people stood a few feet away. Cars whizzed up to him, then slowed down and crept past. 
 
    Quips, a little laughter, a few insults. But Howard was impervious. In a way, his mind had shut down. There was absolutely nothing in his brain. He was going to have to walk all the way home and… 
 
    Tommy pulled up in front of the store. The top was down and he turned to Howard. “Hey, Pop. Let me give you a ride.” 
 
    Howard stared at his son like he didn’t even know who he was, then he moved forward, opened the door and slid in. 
 
      
 
    What happened then I don’t really know. 
 
    Oh, I know Tommy drove down to the lake, pulled into the boat launching area and stopped under an Oak. He turned the car off and turned to Howard and began talking. 
 
    Howard listened for a while, then he said something back. And Tommy said something, and Howard talked, and it turned into a conversation. They sat under that tree and talked for an hour. People saw them, but everybody sort of sensed, even if they hadn’t seen the scene in town, that something was going on. 
 
    They talked and they talked, and at that time I didn’t know where they were. 
 
    Not that I was worried. Well, I was a little worried, but not too much. I mean, wherever Howard was…that was where he was. 
 
    But I will tell you something weird. When Howard finally broke I felt it. I was five miles away, skinning some potatoes, and I felt it: the universe was different. Something had changed. 
 
    I found myself smiling, and didn’t know why, but something inside me told me everything was going to be all right. 
 
    I like to think that what I had done, getting rid of Howard’s clothes, drawing a line in the sand…I like to think that was what did it. But, in my heart of hearts, I know that wasn’t it. 
 
    I don’t know what Tommy said to his father that day, but…that was the difference. Tommy somehow laid it on the line like I never could, and that was what turned Howard around. 
 
    At least started the process. 
 
    And, here is the frustrating thing, Tommy won’t tell me. He just says he and his father had a heart to heart, snd that if Howard wants to tell me he can. 
 
    But I don’t want to ask Howard. I don’t want to jinx the process. 
 
      
 
    About six in the evening Tommy drove into the driveway. He got out of the car, and he and Howard were sort of smiling, and they looked happy, and then Tommy went to his room above the garage and Howard came inside. 
 
    I was standing at the sink and Howard walked in. “Honey? I’m sorry.” And he walked past. No hug, but he left me speechless, and warm inside. 
 
    He walked back into the bedroom and closed the door. I didn’t hear anything for a few minutes. Then the door opened and he walked down the hall. He was barefoot, made little sound, but I was listening. He walked into the kitchen, to the refrigerator, and took out a Coke. 
 
    Took out a Coke like he does for mixing with a drink. 
 
    But he didn’t get down the liquor and mix a drink. He simply put ice in a glass and poured straight Coke. 
 
    He was wearing a pink skirt, a red blouse. I could see the bra straps on the shoulder. 
 
    “I’ll try the heels tomorrow. This is tough for me.” 
 
    He walked out, and I goggled. What the heck had happened? I didn’t know what had happened in town, or that Tommy had given him a ride. I would find those things out later. 
 
    Howard moved the TV back into the living room, sat down, and turned on the news. 
 
    I came to the door and stared at him. He was watching Fox News, and he suddenly grinned at Tucker Carlson and said, “Go Brandon.” His hairy legs were sticking out from under the dress, crossed at the knees. 
 
    I went back and finished fixing dinner, and I couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
      
 
    The next day Howard was up early. He was on the computer, working, and I came in and stood behind him. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he said. He was wearing a dress. Blue. Nylons, and he had on high heels. “These are hard to walk in.” 
 
    I put my hands on his shoulders, I could feel the bra straps, and gave him a quick shoulder rub. 
 
    Suddenly he was standing up, facing me, and had me in his arms. 
 
    “The hardest thing about this is not making love to you.” And he kissed me. Deep. All the way to my heart. When he let me go I was out of breath. 
 
    “Now, I have to get back to work, I’m a little behind.” 
 
    So I left, gulping, and feeling really warm, and even wet, and I walked into the bedroom and took my clothes off. 
 
    No, I wasn’t going to do that! 
 
    I took my clothes off, Naired myself, left the bottle on the counter for Howard with a note for him to use it. I hopped into the shower after fifteen and washed myself clean. 
 
    I could hear music coming from the computer room as I dried off. I spritzed myself, did my hair up, a little extra make up, then I put on my shorts, showing my legs, and a skimpy halter top. The kind of top that doesn’t leave anything to the imagination. 
 
    And here’s the weird thing: I felt…strong. Powerful. Like I had just done something. Even at those early stages I was feeling the power of…a power exchange. 
 
    I had taken a big, strong man and bent him to my will. I tell ya, that’s enough to make any woman wet. And I was certainly wet. 
 
    And, another weird thing: even as I got fixed up and made myself beautiful, I was determined not to fuck him. 
 
    This program, this making him wear a dress thing, it was working. He hadn’t had a drink for days. Hadn’t even looked at the liquor cabinet. And I was going to mess with that? No chance! 
 
    And, truth, the feeling of power was overwhelming. I had hardly done anything, yet I felt it. I felt myself suddenly on top of the world, and I wanted to stay there. 
 
    So I made myself up, looked sexy, and went out to the patio. The computer room has a glass door that opens on the patio, and Howard could see me easily. He was focused, and working intently, but after a few minutes he glanced up, started to look down, then stared at me. 
 
    And grinned. 
 
    And bent forward and squeezed his groin. 
 
    I gave him a thumbs up and sauntered away. 
 
      
 
    After school. Howard was working on a project, and Janey and the girls came in. They all looked around.  
 
    “Where’s Mr…Mrs. Simpson?” Tina asked. 
 
    I smiled. Mr. Mrs. Heh. “He’s in the computer room. Go see him if you want.” 
 
    They wanted, and they went, grinning, and looked into the room. 
 
    “Hello, girls,” Howard said.  
 
    I was right behind the girls, wanting to see his reaction. Except for a totally red face, he sounded normal. 
 
    “Oh, Daddy. Your dress is pretty.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” He stood up and twirled. His skirt flared and the girls all giggled. Then they were gone. 
 
    Except for me. I still stood there. Watching him. 
 
    And he watched me. 
 
    “You need tits,” I said. 
 
    “Bring ‘em on,” he said. And in that, maybe it was my imagination, I detected a challenge. 
 
    What had Tommy said to him? 
 
    So I went down to a medical supply store and bought the biggest boobs they had. 
 
    I walked back into the house and tossed a bag to him. “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    He looked in the bag, and he turned a shade of redder then. 
 
    Still, he took out the breast forms and hefted them. His smile was a little…weak…but he was going for it. 
 
    He unbuttoned his blouse, which was awkward because he wasn’t used to the buttons, and slipped the breast forms in. 
 
    “Nope,” I said. 
 
    He looked up at me. 
 
    “Take off your boobs and bra.” 
 
    Frowning, he did so. 
 
    I smeared the back of one of the tits with glue, then held it to his chest. Then the other one. 
 
    “Crap,” he breathed. “This is serious shit.” 
 
    “Okay, bra back on.” 
 
    As he put the bra on, and buttoned his blouse, I watched him, the way he moved, the way his tits stuck out, and…damn it. It was making me horny. Real horny. And I knew that we had actually traded one problem for another. If this dress thing worked, and he was cured of drinking, then the trade off was that I was addicted to his…his femininity. 
 
    I liked seeing him wear bras and nylons. I liked his chest sticking out. It even made me think of making him get implants. Now how weird was that? I feminize him, and end up the bully, making him do things, feminizing him more, and it was all because, for the first time in my life, I was feeling…power. 
 
    And not just power, but sexual power. Pink Power! 
 
    I was taking a man and taking charge, making him do things, and the more I made him do, and especially the sexier I made him, the more empowered I felt, the more sexual, the more hornier. 
 
    It was then that I realized that I was not just doing something to him, I was doing something to myself. 
 
    And, truth, not lurking way in the back but right up front where I could see it, I didn’t think I would be able to stop. 
 
      
 
    The kids noticed his tits right away. 
 
    “Nice rack, Pop,” Tommy blurted. 
 
    Janey just gave a wolf whistle. 
 
    I grinned and, when nobody was looking, goosed his ass. 
 
    Oh, he jumped, but he grinned, and there was this look in his eyes. This look that said…I like this! 
 
    Tommy, incidentally, carried through on his threat. He had friends at the house every day. He talked to them before they came over, told them it was a cure being implemented by myself. Interestingly, the kids accepted it easily. Big footballers, blocky wrestlers, kids reeking of testosterone, they just looked at him, nodded, and went on about their business. 
 
    In fact, many a night I would find Howard in Tommy’s room, playing pool with the kids. It was funny, the way they towered over him…it was like he was a girl next to them. A real girl. 
 
    One night I heard them teasing him. Asking if he had a pussy instead of a cock now. 
 
    Oh, it was good, clean fun, in a way, but it was also enough to make me wet. Standing outside the door, listening to them teasing him for being a pussy, I felt a rush of fluid to my juncture, and a shiver in my legs. 
 
    I ran to my room and, before he could finish his game, took myself to a grand yippee. Dildo style. I just pulled up my dress, lowered my panties, and jammed that wonderful piece of plastic into the chute and waggled myself to a grunt and a groan of brobdingnagian proportions. 
 
    He came in a few minutes later, didn’t smell sex, and got ready for bed. He smiled at me, didn’t notice that I was all flushed and perspiring, and took off his clothes, except for his bra and glued on boobs, and slipped under the covers. 
 
    “How you doing, honey?” I asked, before he could slip into la la land. 
 
    “Pretty good.” 
 
    “How’s it going with the clothes?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Odd thing, it makes me sort of horny. My dick is in weird positions, my chest is waggling in a sexual sort of way. I can actually understand how these perverts get going with crossdressing and stuff. 
 
    I lay there and thought about what he said. ‘How perverts get going.’ How interesting. He wasn’t a pervert. At least, I didn’t think he was, certainly not before we started doing the clothes thing. But he enjoyed the cross dressing. Didn’t that make him a pervert? 
 
    “Well, honey. Sleep well. Tomorrow we’re going to take another step.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” He was half asleep and he didn’t think anything of my remark. 
 
    I did. He was too complacent, too accepting, and I needed a fix. I needed to make me hornier. 
 
    So we slept, and awoke, and after his shower I called him over to my vanity and began giving him claws. Nice, long talons. Inch longers, which should tell you how out of control I was. 
 
    I mean, he couldn’t do any work around the house, I was going to have to do the dishes, but…I needed his claws. I needed to take the next step in feminization. 
 
    So first I painted his tootsies, then I prepped his nails and glued red fakes on. And I used super glue. Those babies weren’t coming off. 
 
    When I was done he lifted his hands up, now long and slender, and he said, “Wow.” Then, staring at his elongated digits, he almost walked into a wall when he went out of the room. 
 
    And I, as soon as he was out, went into the bathroom, into shower, and while the water was streaming down over my tits I jammed my dildo in and rubbed my clit and…and— 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    I froze. Howard stared. 
 
    The water ran, and I started to cum. Getting caught like that, it was the final straw, and shivers exploded through me and my pussy squeezed and throbbed and my hips spasmed. 
 
    He watched for a long moment, our eyes locked. His locked, mine sort of locked. It’s hard to watch somebody when your eyes are trying to roll back into your skull. 
 
    Then he simply closed the door and went away. 
 
    I slid down to the floor of the shower. The water was sluicing me, half drowning me, but I was totally gone. 
 
    I was gasping, and my skin was super flushed, and my pussy just kept throbbing on and on and on. the orgasm was over, but it was like I had discovered a new level of existence. The ‘I am always horny and yet I feel like I’m always cumming’ level. 
 
    When I recovered I dried myself off and got dressed. And I mean really got dressed. I wore a half bra that really lifted and thrust my boobs out, and a thin blouse so my nipples could be seen, poking rigidly into the thin material. 
 
    I put on a pencil skirt, nylons, and painted my lips sexy red. I strode out into the house like a queen. I had been caught jacking off like a kid, yet…it felt good. It defined my sex…and me. 
 
    I went into the computer room, pulled up a chair and sat down. I hitched my skirt up a little and spread my legs. My pussy was on parade. 
 
    Howard had turned to me, seemed about to say something, then he just watched me. His eyes big and round and gleaming. 
 
    I reached down and started playing with myself. I spread my labia, tickled my clitoris. I even stuck my fingers in my hole. 
 
    I was gasping, reeking of sex. I had just cum, but I was ready to cum again. I had never been a multiple cummer, but…things were different now. 
 
    Howard watched. He lifted his dress and started to pull down his panties, and I said, “No.” 
 
    “What?”
I kept diddling myself. I wished I had my big dildo to jam in there. I said, “You lost your cumming privileges. Only I cum now, and I might never let you cum again. 
 
    His eyes started fluttering. His hand was starting to pull down his panties, suddenly I saw wetness coating his panties, semen oozing out of the head of his cock, stopped from squirting across the room by the thin material he was holding. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he grunted. 
 
    And I came. Hard. Harder than when I had been in the bathroom. I just slid half down the chair and my pussy erupted and it was all I could do to stay conscious. 
 
    Finally, when the quaking stopped, I sat up, pushed my skirt down and considered him. 
 
    His panties were messed, his eyes were dark and staring. 
 
    I leaned forward, and took his hands, pulled him to lean forward to me. Our lips were just an inch apart, and I whispered: “I’m going to cum a lot. And you aren’t going to cum at all. Maybe I’ll get you a chastity belt. Or tube. Or whatever they are. And you will live the rest of you life as woman, waiting on me hand and foot. It won’t be bad at first, because we have to put on a show for the kids, act like you’re a man, but Tommy will be leaving, and Janey is going to be right behind him. And as the days go by we will change you more and more, and I will do bad things to you. The basement will become a dungeon and I will bring you down there and whip your little panty ass. Do you think you will like that?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” He was gasping and gulping and no words came out. 
 
    “And when the kids are gone I’m going to get you implants. Real fake boobs. And you’re going to be a woman all the time, except when I want to show people you as a man, what you used to be before I took over and began running your life. 
 
    “Fuck,” a whiny, sort of beg squeezed out of his throat. 
 
    “And, to make sure you understand all this, I am going to break you in. Christen you. Convince you that this is best for you.” 
 
    He was hardly able to move. 
 
    I slapped him, because that was what was needed, that was a necessary step for where we were going. 
 
    “That was for drunk driving.” 
 
    He felt his cheek, and nodded, and agreed in spirit with me. 
 
    I stood up and looked down at him. “Tomorrow Janey is going to be with Tina and Morgan. They are going to a late concert and then spend the night at Morgan’s house. 
 
    “Tommy is going fishing with Ace and his buddies. Maybe a little hunting. They are going to do the things you used to do, when you thought you were a man, before you realized the truth.” 
 
    “So tomorrow night I am going to fuck you. And it will be the end of your life as a man…and the true beginning of your life as a woman. Now, get back to work. Make me some money. I’m going to go jack off again. And I’m going to use that super-sized dildo of mine. And I’m going to be loud, and let you know what pleasure I am getting without you.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” 
 
    “No need to acknowledge me or anything. Just do what you’re told.” 
 
    I walked out of the room, and it was like the first day of the rest of my life. 
 
    I was a giant. I was in charge. I was woman…hear me roar. 
 
    And I did go back into the bedroom and, for the third time, had an orgasm. And I was loud and let the world know. And Howard worked quietly and listened to my pleasure, and I wondered what he was thinking. Then, as the orgasm hit me, I didn’t care. 
 
    I had been victim long enough. Let him be the victim for a while. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned. I got up, stretched, showered, and fixed myself up. When I was done I was everything. I was sex personified. 
 
    I pushed Howard out of bed—he was awake and watching me in awe—and started getting him ready. 
 
    He showered, dressed, and we fixed his hair and make up. I made him wear a corset, he was going to have to suffer, but if it made me feel good, then…good. 
 
    During the day he worked, tapping the keys of the computer with his long fingernails. I came in every once in a while and squeezed his tits and gave him soulful kisses, deep kisses that demanded he redo his lips. 
 
    The kids came home, and they were nonchalant, filled with their own plans. They were used to Howard en femme now, and they were excited about their weekend. At six o’clock they were gone, the house was quiet, and the clock was ticking. 
 
    I freshened myself and sauntered out to the kitchen. Howard had managed to do the dishes without breaking his nails, and I sat down and watched him. 
 
    He was wearing a pink apron that said ‘Mom’ on it. He was wearing high heels and full make up. He was ready to go. 
 
    “Fix me a drink, honey,” I commanded. 
 
    He got down a glass— 
 
    “Two drinks.” 
 
    He looked at me with a long blink, his false eyelashes fluttered quite sexily. He seemed to give a mental shrug, and he got down another glass. He put ice cubes in them. He poured half bourbon and half Coke. he swirled them to mix, and put them in front of me. 
 
    I picked up my glass and studied it. I looked at him. “This is what you used to drink.” I took a big gulp. I felt the cold liquid turn to fire in my throat. “Pick up your glass.” 
 
    He stared at it. He shook his head. 
 
    “For me. Pick it up.” 
 
    He picked it up. Held it gingerly. His red nails looked so sexy clutching the cylinder. Inside his grip the ice cubes were easily seen. 
 
    “Take a sip.” 
 
    He put the glass down. “I don’t want to. Never again.” 
 
    I tilted my head, and he said the most interesting thing. “Don’t make me. Please.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He had an addictive personality, but it was done with. No more. 
 
    I stood up, pulled him to me, kissed him lightly on the lips. I said, “Excellent. Come get your reward.” I turned and pulled him by the hand through the house. 
 
    We stood in the bedroom. Breathing hard. His eyes were glittering. Mine were hungry. I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. I nibbled on his throat, felt his tits, and kissed his lips. 
 
    He let himself be kissed, gave himself up feminine style. 
 
    And I achieved the masculine. I was doing the kissing. 
 
    I pushed him towards the bed. “Up on all fours while I get ready.” 
 
    He climbed on the bed, pulled his panties down and lifted his skirt and waited for me. His butt was round and appealing. 
 
    I got my dildo and strap on out of the dresser and put them on. For a long moment I stood there and stared down at my dick. 
 
    I was a woman. I loved being a woman. I loved having breasts and making men look at me. But I also needed something else. 
 
    I needed the command and control that being a man gave. But I needed to get it without becoming a man and giving up my femininity. 
 
    On the bed Howard waited. 
 
    I walked up behind him with a big jar of lube in my hand. I began to ream him thoroughly. 
 
    He groaned and moaned as I inserted a finger and spread the lube into his rectum. Then two fingers, and he moaned louder. Then three fingers, and he began to pump back. 
 
    Finally, I moved between his legs and pointed the tip of the dildo into his button.  
 
    He could tell the difference between fingers and dildo right away, and he groaned. 
 
    I pushed harder, and the head slipped in. He gasped and his back spasmed. I reached forward and grabbed his hair. I kept him from falling away from me, and I began to push in. 
 
    “Ah…oh…fuck!” 
 
    Inch by inch I penetrated him. The slippery, ribbed sides of my cock rubbed against his fine, inner flesh. I could feel him jerking as pleasure assaulted him. Then I was in. All the way. I held my position and let him get used to it. 
 
    For a long minute he was tense, rigid, then he started to breathe and relax. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Are you ready?” 
 
    I was still holding his hair, keeping his back arched, my dildo kept his ass raised. He nodded, and I felt it through my hands. 
 
    Slowly, I began to pull backwards. He made a whining sort of sound, and tried to push back. 
 
    I slapped his ass. “Let me do the fucking.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    I began to fuck him harder then. Driving in and pulling out. I watched in fascination as his rectal rim puffed outward a bit, then sunk in as I drove my cock into him. 
 
    He began to cry, to make moaning sounds. 
 
    And he came. He actually had a prostate orgasm. But I kept fucking him. I wasn’t fucking him till he was satisfied, I was fucking him until I was satisfied.  
 
    For twenty years he had fucked me. Drunk and sober he had fucked me, and it was good…but it needed to be repaid in kind. 
 
    He had to feel what it felt like to have somebody take him, control him, have their way with him. He had to feel what it felt like to be a receptacle for pleasure, and not the pleasure giver. 
 
    Finally, he flattened out. In spite of my grip on his hair, he gave way. His back gave shivers, and his arms and legs were too weakened to support him. 
 
    I fell after him, kept contact, and my dildo was driven into his ass one last time. All the way in. Balls deep. 
 
    He jerked, and then he laid there. He was out of breath, done for, and I had succeeded. 
 
    I pulled my weenie out and wiped it on his buns. 
 
    I leaned over him, let him feel my tits on his back. I kissed his ear gently and whispered. “I love you, baby, but never forget that I own you, too.” 
 
    “I won’t. 
 
    I smiled, and took off my dildo. 
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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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    Love meets female domination 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I want more sex.” 
 
    Shelly stared at me for a long moment, then sighed. “You get plenty of sex.” 
 
    “Once a month is plenty of sex?” 
 
    “Yes. As a matter of fact…” her words caused a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. She was going to want to make love even less! 
 
    “Honey,” I interrupted, before she could close her legs one whit more. “Before we go further, I want you to consider something.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I love you, and I have needs, and you do have a certain…shall we call it an obligation…to…to lay with me.” 
 
    She turned towards me. She was sitting in a sort of a club chair with a built in swivel. She liked to relax and read a book in that chair. She could turn it this way and that and follow the sun through the day. 
 
    Romance novels. Tons of romance novels. 
 
    I call romance novels an excuse for porn, and, quite honestly, they are more than an excuse. The woman reads these love fests, absorbs the quagmires and foibles of young ladies so sexy that every man would lay down at their feet but who somehow can’t get a boyfriend. And they never seem to realize it is because they simply don’t lay down and spread. 
 
    There. I said it. I know it’s crude, but it is the way of the universe. 
 
    And therein was the problem of my marriage. Shelly wanted the heart pumping adventure of a spurned woman seeking love and never having to put out. 
 
    Tangled webs? You have no idea. 
 
    “We’re married, and I fix you meals and keep the house clean.” 
 
    Frustrated, I blurted. “That’s not…you…” I stopped. She was frowning. She knew where I was going. I didn’t want to start a donnybrook, so I changed tacks. “Look, I know you work hard,” reading romance novels, “but there is more to life than reading a book and putting your husband on hold.” 
 
    “Is that what I’m doing? Putting you on hold?” 
 
    “Yes!” Dammit! I wasn’t making points. 
 
    She closed her book and faced me. In a clipped manner she stated her opinion. “Penises are for reproduction. We have decided not to have children, therefore we have no need of the penis.” 
 
    “But I have need of a pussy!” 
 
    Her eyes turned a bit more steely. “There is no need to be crude.” 
 
    “Okay…okay.” I sighed and rubbed my face. “I can see that this is…” I was about to say ‘upsetting to you,’ but I stopped myself in time, “…not getting us anywhere. So…will you do me one favor?” 
 
    She tilted her head in askance. 
 
    “I bought a book. It’s just fiction, like you like, but it’s slightly…different. It’s, uh…erotica.” 
 
    “Porn?” The word might have been an ice cube spitting out of her butt. 
 
    “No…it’s not ‘porn,’ I spoke the word sardonically. “Porn is a bunch of fuck words tied together by fuck situations. Erotica is more gentle.” 
 
    Her eyes took on a glaze of dubiosity. I hurried on. 
 
    “Porn is for 15 year old boys to masturbate in the bathroom to. Erotica is a higher classed example of…of physical love. It is designed for women, though most men love it, too. Wait here.” 
 
    I walked out of the room, wanting to trot. Hell, wanting to sprint. I was at the end of a long month of waiting for my beautiful wife to open up for me. 
 
    And Shelly was beautiful. She was a runner up in some beauty contest back east, tall and statuesque, large breasts, and she always kept her hair long and wavy. Along with her blue, blue eyes, she was the original knock out, and her only problem was that she didn’t want to make love more often. 
 
    Oh, Lord, I tried. I read books and explored the net in hopes of finding new and unusual techniques of love making. Unfortunately, all I really found was what I call ‘grunt and pump’ sites. 
 
    Still I tried! 
 
    I turned into the computer room, went to my book shelf and picked up the book I had received from Amazon just a couple of days before.  ‘Breaking Jack.’ By Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
    I ran back down the hallway, remembered myself enough to turn the corner walking, and nonchalant, and handed her the book. 
 
    She took the glossy thing and examined the yellow cover. She frowned at the sight of the woman with the sexy back and holding a whip. Her mouth twisted in a moue as she examined the man kneeling while facing away from the woman. 
 
    She sighed, and put the book on the table next to her. Amongst the stacks of romance novels and a well used coffee cup. 
 
    I sighed. Reduced to the stacks. Not even a try, not even a riffle of the pages. I had failed again. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said in a defeated voice. “I just…” I turned and left the room. 
 
    As I trod across the carpet I caught a glimpse of her in a little mirror hanging on the door. She was frowning, and one hand was on top of the book, her thumb running over the cover. 
 
     
 
    A month passed. I didn’t even get my one fuck at the end of the last month, she usually lay down and tried not to look bored at the end of the month, but after I gave her the book she must have been pissed off. She didn’t mention sex, and came to bed late, after a long night of reading her romance porn that wasn't porn. 
 
    Two months of frustrations. 
 
    Two months of sitting in the bathroom, or taking a shower, and squeezing out a bit of sperm. 
 
    Well, what do you expect? A man does have needs, and if she wasn’t going to fulfill them then I needed to do something! 
 
    Two months, and I worked, and tried to stay off the internet. I work at home, on a computer, and it is so-o-o easy to get distracted, to spend valuable work time perusing sites that presented women who did anything a man wanted…and enjoyed it. 
 
    Well, at least most of them enjoyed it. Some were just skanks, moaning like they were a record. But it’s amazing how many women are sexy, built, beautiful, and seem to smile and groan and enjoy the sweating pumping of a big-dicked stud. 
 
    I sure wished my wife would enjoy it. 
 
    Two months… 
 
      
 
    Shelly came to the door of the computer room where I was working. “Rod?” 
 
    I looked up, blinked, and returned to planet earth. 
 
    “We’ve got to talk.” 
 
    She turned and I heard her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway. Very sexy, that sound, an image of a turned calf, a sultry thigh. A real boner inducer, the sound of a woman’s—she was wearing heels? 
 
    And she wasn’t wearing a tattered robe. 
 
    And she actually had some make up on. 
 
    I stood up and hurried after her. I mean, this was totally out of character for her. 
 
    She was sitting in her swivel club chair, and looked like the original million dollars. She was wearing a light blue, pencil skirt, the short kind where if the woman doesn’t keep her legs crossed tightly at the thighs you can see her vagina. 
 
    She had on a scarlet blouse, shiny silk, and her breasts were pointed. 
 
    Pointed. Like in a fifties bullet bra. I had only seen her wear that bra once, but when she saw how it made me stare at her chest she didn’t wear it again. 
 
    Her legs were sheer, slick with nylon, and tapered down to the most lovely set of spikes I had ever seen. Classic leg beauty. 
 
    And she was all made up, her lips red and full. Her eyes delicately shadowed, the right amount of blush. 
 
    Like I said, beauty contest contender, though, looking at her, I couldn’t imagine her not being the winner. She was certainly a winner in my book. 
 
    “Uh, what’s up.” I started to sit down. 
 
    “Stand in front of me.” 
 
    I stopped my attempt to sit and unbent my legs. Curious, I moved to a place in front of her. 
 
    She frowned, and her red lips just about drove me over the edge. I was going through one of my ‘I’ve got to stop masturbating’ phases, and I hadn’t cum for a week. 
 
    “Please take off your clothes.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. 
 
    “No, wait, let me try that again.” In a commanding voice she said, “Take off your clothes!” 
 
    Now my jaw closed, and my mind, of course, was in turmoil. What the fuck was going on? 
 
    “Did you hear me? Take off your clothes…or give me your belt and I will tan your hide right now!” 
 
    I entered a state of shock. Dumbly, I fumbled with my belt.  
 
    “Change of orders. Give me your belt. I’m going to smack you anyway.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    I handed her my belt. 
 
    “Go on, get naked.” 
 
    I pulled my shirt off, my pants, and kicked off my shoes. I stood there in my socks, my penis limp, and wondered what the fuck was going on. 
 
    “Socks, too, stupid.” 
 
    I lifted my feet, one after the other, and stripped my socks off. 
 
    “Good. Turn around and back up to me.” 
 
    I did, and I heard…WISS SMACK! 
 
    I jumped a foot and grabbed my ass. “OW!” 
 
    Shelly giggled. 
 
    “What was that for? What is going on?” 
 
    “I read that book you gave me. Did I do it right?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Oh, look your dick is hard! Why do you get erect when I spank you?” 
 
    And it was. It was bouncing and throbbing. 
 
    She frowned. “Should I have called you stupid? I read a lot of other books, and they said you should denigrate your slave.” 
 
    Standing there, my cock bobbing, rubbing my sorely striped ass cheek, I asked, “What other books?” 
 
    She began listing books. “I read Alyce Thorndyke, then Grace Mansfield. I went to your computer and traced your history and found what kind of books you read, and then I saw what kind of videos you watch. Believe me, that was hard to take in the beginning. But the more I watched, seeing those women get fisted, and those men pegged…it started to make me feel excited.” 
 
    I gawped at her. 
 
    “No. It made me wet. That’s the word I wanted. I really got off on Sammi Starfish, and Little Angel was a thrill. It made me wonder how much I had been missing out on. How much do you jack off?” 
 
    “Uh…” I just sort of ran down with that one. 
 
    “I’m serious. How much do you masturbate. I know you do, the books say every man does, and sometimes you’re begging for sex, and sometimes you’re not. So…how much?” 
 
    “I, uh…maybe a couple of times a week.” 
 
    “Four times a week. Maybe five.” 
 
    “Wait! I said two, at most!” 
 
    “But the books say you’ll double everything. If your peeny is five inches you’ll say ten. And if you say you…you ‘chock the chicken,’” she giggled, “twice a week it is likely four, and maybe more. That’s what the books say.” 
 
    “When did you find the time to read all these books?” 
 
    “That’s all I’ve been doing for the last month. Alyce got me started, then I just sort of went exploring. You know, you can get anything on Amazon. You can butt plugs and strap ons and vibrators and…I bought a vibrator. Did you know that? We didn’t make love last month. I was a little put out by your comments when last we discussed sex, but then I was reading the book, and I started to wonder what a vibrator would feel like. And it is glorious. I’ve had so many good cums while you’re back there working on your old computer. But you’ve distracted me. I have a certain order I have to follow. It seems that you are cumming an awful lot, and as your mistress I have to curtail your activities.” 
 
    “Curtail my—“ 
 
    “So no more cumming for you!” 
 
    “But I thought…this was what I was bugging for you! More sex!” 
 
    “But the books don’t say that! Well, they say it, but they say that sex isn’t all about the penis and the vagina. It’s about lust, and getting horny. The books say that you should be on a diet of cums. And you should probably be wearing a chastity tube. And I should be spanking you at least once a week. Making a list of offenses, and if there are none, just spanking you for the fun of it. My fun. Not yours. Although, if you’re going to get that excited,” she looked at my throbbing cock. It was pointing straight at her and actually dripping pre-cum, “then maybe it’s your fun, too.” 
 
    “Honey, is it possible that you’re carrying this a little too far? A little too fast? 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Men are supposed to be quick. They are supposed to be all anxious and sex crazy. There is no such thing as going too fast when it comes to men. Right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…could we discuss this?” 
 
    “We are discussing this.” 
 
    “No…you’re discussing this. I seem to be the helpless victim here, and you’re doing all the talking.” 
 
    “Well, of course I am. Slaves aren’t supposed to talk. they listen. And they do what they’re told. And every once in awhile they get jacked off. Or maybe just fisted and drained. Or cattle prodded or something.” 
 
    “Wait…wait…” 
 
    She tilted her head in puzzlement. “But, honey, isn’t this what you wanted?” 
 
    Oh, God. Talk about being careful what you ask for. 
 
    “Well, I did, but—“ 
 
    “And now you’ve got it. So what is there to talk about it.” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “Look. Do you ever want to get in me again?” 
 
    “Well, yeah! Of course! But—“ 
 
    “Then you have to do what I say.” She smiled, and there was a bit of triumph and satisfaction in her voice. “Now, I’m done with you for now. Shoo. Go work. Make me money or something.” 
 
    I stumbled out of the room. I was totally flabbergasted. Flummoxed. Slobberknocked. 
 
    What the hell had just happened? 
 
    And, yet, I knew what had happened. Shelly had spent so much time around her mother, being primed for beauty contests, that she hadn’t experienced a lot of sex. And her mother was sort of a Viking bitch. Do this, do that, shut up. So now, when she tried to have a creative thought, she was still emulating her mother. 
 
    And she thought her mother would never spare the whip. Her mother was all about the whip. I mean, she didn’t use a whip, but that was personality. 
 
    God, what a terrible upbringing. I mean, I knew she had trouble with sex, and I knew her mother was a bombastic gorgon. But I loved her, and when we did have sex it was wonderful, if a little vanilla, but…but I hadn’t planned on changing her into the Marquis de Sade! 
 
    Sitting my office, sans clothes, with boner, I stared at my computer and thought about what to do. 
 
    And, since I am a writer, I figured it out. Write her a letter. She wasn’t willing to listen to me talk, but she liked to read, so if I could explain the situation just right…I bent to my keyboard and began to write. Desperately. I hadn’t cum for a month, and I didn’t want my ass beaten to a pulp. 
 
      
 
    “Dear Shelly, 
 
    I love you with all my heart, but I need to let you know that love isn’t all sticks. There are a lot of carrots. Yes, men get turned on easily, but there has to be a reward somewhere. It can’t all be you whipping my ass and reading the riot act. Perhaps we could… 
 
      
 
    I wrote for an hour. I poured my heart, and my hard, into it. Finally, I sat back, proofed it, and sent it. 
 
    Exactly one second later I heard my wife’s phone go ‘ding!’ 
 
    I smiled. Things were happening, and now all I had to do was guide it all along. I mean, my ass was sore…but I still had a hard on. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Shelly called out, “Rod! Front and center!” 
 
    Huh. Front and center? It was still strong, but, hopefully…I ran into the other room and took my place in front of her. 
 
    “I read your communication, and I think you’re right. Let me consider, do some more reading, and I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. That’s—“ 
 
    “But no monkey spanking.” 
 
    “What?” I was actually confused by the term. Don’t know why, except maybe it was so rare to hear her speak in such terms. 
 
    “No spanking the monkey. Chooking the chicken, strangling the snake, beating the pud.” 
 
    “I think I—“ 
 
    “No beating your meat or playing with yourself or any kind of auto-eroticism. In short, you are forbidden to indulge in onanism until I have re-evaluated the situation.” 
 
    “But, honey, I—“ 
 
    She glared at me. “Don’t make me use the whip.” 
 
    I blinked. “Oh. Uh, okay. How long?” 
 
    “How long until you can masturbate?” She seemed confused, “Never! You are not to masturbate again. Your penis is under my control, and I will…will, uh, milk you, or handle your semen, or whatever, as I see fit.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She frowned. “Come here.” 
 
    I did. And again noticed that my cock was hard as tempered steel. What the fuck was it with me? I worried. I mean, I was getting all hard the more she spoke down to me and treated me like I was a peon or something. 
 
    She reached out and took my cock in her hand. She stroked it and watched me. “Is this the kind of carrot you want?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I smiled and relaxed. 
 
    She slapped my dick and I about went out of the roof. “OW! 
 
    “Then you’d better pay attention,” she began to softly stroke my penis. And then she fondled my balls. I slowly got over her slap. Then, a few minutes passed and I was close, and she lifted her hand as if to slap. 
 
    “Hey!” I jumped back and covered my groin with my hands. 
 
    She smiled. “Come back.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    She stroked. “Honey, are you ready to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    “Excellent.” She let go. 
 
    “What? Wait…wait!” 
 
    “All done. Got to read my books.” 
 
    “But…but I was almost there.” 
 
    “Good. Stay there. And I’ll get back to you later. But I really need to read up on what you said. Now, shoo.” She made a brushing motion with her fingers. 
 
    I stumbled backwards, started to turn, and she said, “You know, this is sort of fun.” 
 
    I looked back at her. I will always remember that happy, innocent smile. Even angels can be evil. 
 
      
 
    Three months. And this last month I didn’t even jack off.  
 
    I started to bring it up several times, but Shelly was awfully intent on her reading. 
 
    Three months, I was getting a full load down there, and it was feeling mighty uncomfortable. I was walking around with a hard on, sitting with a hard on, showering with a hard on. 
 
    Oh, God, the water sluicing over me, the soap making my body slick, the throbbing intensity of my manhood, it was getting unbearable. 
 
    Three months. 
 
    I was working one day, trying to work, trying to shove the distraction of my bouncing boner away so that I could produce, and…DING! 
 
    My cell phone. 
 
    I hate my cell. I don’t know why I haven’t taken a hammer to it long ago. It rings at odd times, even the middle of the night, and it is always nothing but a scam call. A robot horny for some money. 
 
    But I glanced at the thing, and blinked. It was Shelly! 
 
    But Shelly was in the next room! She was reading her damned books! She was…had sent me a message. 
 
    More curious than the proverbial cat, i opened my phone. 
 
     
 
    My dearest, loving husband. 
 
    If you go into the bedroom and follow directions 
 
    I will give you a surprise. 
 
    By the way, 
 
    this is Shelly, 
 
    not one of your other whores. 
 
    You stud. 
 
      
 
    I gulped, my eyes crossed, and my boner, which I had finally gotten to go down, suddenly burst into activity. 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    Phrases I had read barrel rolled through my mind: ‘dearest, loving…bedroom…surprise…whores?…you stud!’ 
 
    I stood without even thinking. Heck, my mind was in such a turmoil I was incapable of thought. I had three months of roiled up frustrations driving me into a form of sexual insanity. 
 
    I walked down the hallway and into the bedroom. There was no sign of Shelly. 
 
    But there was a note on the bed, and several items. 
 
    The items were four fur lined handcuffs and a blindfold.  
 
    The directions were: 
 
      
 
    Dear Studly Big Dick… 
 
    Take off your clothes 
 
    put on the blindfold 
 
    handcuff yourself to the bed 
 
    throw the key into the center of the room. 
 
      
 
    Oh. My. God. Three months, and this simple note had me trembling uncontrollably. And my dick bouncing up and down like a clown on a pogo stick on a trampoline. On steroids. 
 
    I instantly burst into a sweat and began gulping. 
 
    As I said, I couldn’t think, but I could move. So I stripped bare and laid on the bed. I put on three handcuffs and the blindfold, then, by pressing my the cuffs against the post, I was able to actually close the fourth set. I threw the key into the center of the room. 
 
    I lay there, the house was silent, but I sure could hear myself breathing, my heart pounding. 
 
    My peeny was pulsing and harder than I had ever felt it. 
 
    The house was silent. 
 
    I heard the clock ticking. 
 
    My heart pounding. 
 
    My dick throbbing. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    More nothing. 
 
    And, even more nothing. 
 
    What the hell was happening? Where was Shelly? 
 
    Maybe an hour passed, maybe two hours, then I heard something. A creak of wood, as if a house settling. 
 
    “Who’s there?” 
 
    I felt a presence. There was no sound, but I knew I wasn’t alone. 
 
    A hand touched my penis, and I near jumped through the roof. Only the handcuffs holding me to the poster bed kept me down. 
 
    “Oh, God! Speak up! Shelly?” 
 
    It was interesting that I would ask if it was her. I mean, who else could it be? The message on the cell had been from her number. Who else? 
 
    But the voice that answered, “Nope,” was not hers. 
 
    I gasped in shock. I jerked on the handcuffs so hard I would have hurt myself if they hadn’t been fur lined. 
 
    “Who are you?!” 
 
    No answer, but the hand on my cock began to go up and down. A delicate slither, the hand coated in lube. Then the hand lifted me up, my hips lifted, and her mouth, the person’s mouth, took my balls in. 
 
    My balls were in a stranger’s mouth! Both of them! Running around like Ben Wah balls! And there was nothing I could do. 
 
    Then I felt a finger poking at my rectum. 
 
    I was panicked, and caught between the freaked out desire to scream, and the unbelievable sensation of having my penis, stroked, my balls engulfed, and my asshole penetrated! 
 
    “Who are…who are…” I was having trouble talking, it sounded like I was gargling with peanut butter. 
 
    Then another set of hands…ANOTHER SET OF HANDS!?…put something over my head, then pressed something against my lips. 
 
    If I had had a chance, if I had known it was coming, I would have done something.  I would have resisted. But, caught by surprise, I didn’t have a chance, and a penis slipped between my lips. 
 
    It wasn’t big, and it was rubber, but it filled my mouth and made it impossible for me to make other than grunting, slobbering sounds. 
 
    “Mphh, uugghh, wugghh!” 
 
    The two people made not a sound. 
 
    Then a third set of hands…THREE SETS OF HANDS? OH, MY FUCKING GOD!…began twisting my nipples. 
 
    And a fourth set of hands…FOUR?!…rubbed my legs. 
 
    I was caught. Tied down and helpless, and hands roamed over me, pulled on my private parts. Mouths sucked at me, then blew me. And there was no sound! 
 
    Then two of the hands withdrew, and, a moment later, lifted my hips and shoved a pillow under me. 
 
    Now I was arched up, my legs spread, and I realized my asshole was the point of it all. 
 
    More fingers sampling mu heinie. Caressing, then reaming, and then putting something cold in there. Cold, and slimy. I jumped, and then I felt something pressing in on me. 
 
    It felt like a dildo, but it was smaller. And it had a weird curve to it. It slid in and pressed down on something. I felt the urge to pee, and realized it was my prostate. They…the thing…was pressing on my prostate, and need to pee was the feel of sperm trying to get out. 
 
    They were milking me! 
 
    I trie to wiggle, but between the arch of my back and the control of their hands, all I could do was lay there and accept the…the milking…or whatever it was they were doing to me. 
 
    For a long minute I moaned and  twisted around as best I could. I could feel the semen draining out of my dick, and I could feel bodies moving, and, I swear, I could tell when they—whoever they were—nodded their heads in satisfaction. 
 
    They took the thing out of my ass, and it left me feeling…empty. Amazingly, though I was in an utter panic, I wanted more. 
 
    And they gave me more. 
 
    Suddenly something thin was pushed into me, then I heard a pumping sound, felt something shifting on the bed, and the thing in my ass started to get bigger.  
 
    Oh, my God! A blow up butt plug! 
 
    Then they slapped something cold on my weenie. Something really cold. Like right out of the freezer cold. 
 
    My penis, if anything, was harder. Even though I had been drained I was rock hard. Well, of course. I knew about this. You drain a guy’s balls and his body has cum, but his mind hasn’t kept up. He still feels horny, extra horny, and his penis still wants that cum that…now, can’t be. 
 
    But the bag of frozen whatevers cured that. Not even a ramrod straight, rock hard dick can fight the freezing sensation of…of whatever they had slapped on me. My poor dick began to shrivel and shrink. 
 
    Oh, I howled, but I didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Then, my penis the size of a prune, hands grabbed it and lifted, and something circular was slipped over my package. Then my cock was inserted into something. I knew immediately what it was. A chastity tube. I was being cock locked. 
 
    Oh, my God. Oh, my God. oh, my God… 
 
    Click. 
 
    I was locked. My testicles were pulled tight, my cock tried to surge, and couldn’t. 
 
    I heard movement. They were cleaning up after themselves, putting their toys away. I could imagine them all smiling at each other for what they had done to me. 
 
    And I was exhausted.  
 
    Strange people handling my body. My wife and…and some other persons. Being drained. I was sweat soaked and limp as the proverbial rag. 
 
    They left the room. I could feel that lack of presence that indicted I was alone. 
 
    I waited, and actually dozed. I was in some hyper daze of sexuality, a subspace that could not be denied. 
 
    But I didn’t go to sleep all the way. I just sort of laid there and…drifted. 
 
    Some time later, I think it was about an hour, I felt a presence again. Once person. Somehow I knew it was my wife. She walked through the room, I could hear a drawer opening. I could imagine her standing over me, arms folded under her massive mammaries, looking down on me with an expression on her face. 
 
    Satisfaction? Cruel anticipation? Something else? 
 
    Then I felt her fingers on my hand. She opened my fingers and placed something in them. A string. 
 
    She left. 
 
    I held the string and knew intuitively what it was for. I worked my hand and pulled the string until I felt a key. I inserted the key into a handcuff, and shortly I was free. No handcuffs, no ball gag. But, I did have a couple of other things from which I couldn’t get free. 
 
    I had a butt plug. All blown up and snugly fitted. 
 
    And I had a chastity tube on. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at my cock. It was pushing against the metal sides of the tube, trying to squeeze out little windows running along the sides. My balls were pulled tight. 
 
    God, it made me horny. I had just cum, and yet I was feeling really, really horny. 
 
    I wiggled my butt. It didn’t hurt, but it was…full. 
 
    I stood up and I felt the length of tube and the squeeze bulb that had blown the butt plug up dangling from my ass. So I could take it out. 
 
    In a way, I didn’t want to take it out. In a way I wanted to feel that delightfully full feeling all day. I liked being stuffed. 
 
    But, in another way, I wanted it out. I felt awkward, and I didn’t like that part of the feeling. And the thing was…I had cum. 
 
    Yes, I was still horny, but there was also a glowing satiation about me. I was done. 
 
    So I figured out how to let the air out of the plug and gently extracted it. 
 
    Oh, God, just that simple feel, the rubber walls running along the inside of my rectal canal, drove me crazy. 
 
    It popped out and I held it. Considered it. This thing had helped drive me insane. Fuck.  What a nefarious device. 
 
    Sighing, I took the thing into the bathroom and cleaned it, then left it on the counter. A place for everything and everything in its place, but I didn’t know its place. 
 
    I pulled on some pants and a shirt. 
 
    Then, a glow in my soul, vibrating with new found and suddenly building energy, I walked down the hallway. It was time to confront my wife.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Shelly looked up at me when I entered the room. She was sitting in her reading chair, her iPad open in front of her. “Well? Happy now?” 
 
    I opened my mouth, and closed it.  
 
    She tilted here head slightly, moue, but of pleasure, twisted on her lips. She looked not just like the cat that ate the canary, but the Cheshire cat that ate the whole damned penguin. 
 
    “What, nothing to say?” 
 
    “I, uh…I’m speechless.” 
 
    Actually, I was more than speechless. I felt an exploding warmth within, overwhelming me, driving up an unfamiliar emotion within me. 
 
    I walked closer to her, was right in front of her. 
 
    ”Who was…who were…” My voice was a croak. 
 
    “Oh, just some people I know.” 
 
    “Do I know them?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    That made me blink. I was lost in mystery, and I wondered if she was ever going to tell me who had played with me, penetrated me, locked me up. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” She was controlling her smile, keeping it small, but I could tell it was big on the inside. 
 
    “About this thing around my penis.” 
 
    “Yes?” She gave me a look of total innocence. 
 
    “Is it…uh, can I…” 
 
    “Your chastity tube is on to stay, dear hubby. You are now a kept man, in the truest sense of the word.” 
 
    I wanted to say something, that white hot feeling was lancing up my chest. 
 
    “And, now that you’ve reminded me…why are you wearing clothes?” 
 
    “Well, I…I got dressed.” 
 
    “I can see that, but why?” 
 
    “Because I…” I didn’t understand where this was going. 
 
    “You are not to be dressed while in the house. Not unless I give you permission, and I won’t. 
 
    My eyes shuttered once, hard, I could tell that she meant it. 
 
    “Now, go take your clothes off, and go do the dishes.” 
 
    “Do the…” 
 
    “Yes. While you were sleeping, in the middle of the day, you lazy slut, I had a little coffee klatch with my girlfriends. There is a sink full of dishes, and I just did my nails, so…” 
 
    Blinking, not knowing what else to say, I turned around and left the room, and got undressed, and walked through the house to the kitchen. 
 
    Just the mere fact of walking was intoxicating, sensual, and embarrassing. 
 
    Why would I be embarrassed at being naked in my own house? 
 
    I just was. 
 
    When I passed the living room Shelly glanced up at me and smiled, then went back to reading. 
 
    I did the dishes, then wandered back to the computer room. I was aware, excruciatingly aware, of my nakedness, of my cock trying to get out of it’s prison. 
 
    I did a little work, but that was difficult. Oh, I knew I would eventually be able to compartmentalize, but right then I was supremely distracted. Being naked. My cock trying to get hard, and…the building horniness. And the horniness was building. 
 
    Yes, I had cum, but that was my body, and there had been no orgasm. I wanted an orgasm. In my mind I hadn’t actually cum until I got the big O. Deprive a man of the big O and he will keep going, harder and harder, until he finally gets it. 
 
    So I was empty, but my body was shivering, actually fevered, thinking that it still had the goods and needed to deliver them. 
 
    My groin was a big, writhing, throbbing, pulsing, superheated, lightening bolt of lust. 
 
    And couldn’t do anything about it. 
 
    I finally got up and went back to the reading room. Shelly looked up at me. 
 
    “I need to fuck.” 
 
    “Oh, that,” she grinned. A couple of months ago she had been displeased when I had asked, now she was finding humor in it. Oh, God, the tangled webs. 
 
    “Well, I am quite satisfied, so…” 
 
    “How did you get satisfied?” I was actually curious. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’ve been satisfied for months. You got me thinking about sex, and when I realized that maybe I should consider the penis and vagina as playthings, and play with them. At least…my vagina. Your penis…meh. 
 
    I was actually paralyzed by her words. To hear her speak so freely, so dismissively, it was…stunning. What a change this woman had made! 
 
    “So I bought myself a vibrator, then a couple of more, and I am well stocked with batteries, and while you are working I am plumbing my depths. I find jilling off so much more satisfying than putting up with your penis. I mean, your penis exudes that white stuff, so messy, and I hate cleaning myself up. Of course, now that our situation has been adjusted, maybe you would like to eat me out afterwards? If I ever let you cum in me again?” 
 
    I stood, and like an actor who doesn’t know what to do with his hands, I didn’t know what to do with my whole body. 
 
    “Or maybe I should take myself a lover. You know, tie you up in a closet and make you watch through the slats while I suck some cock. I think, I’ve read so much, and even watched some of your videos, that I might be a pretty good cock sucker.” 
 
    The odd thing was that her talking like this was making me gulp. And my penis throbbed harder and harder. And I had a thought: is there no end to the deviousness of this woman? 
 
    “Anyway, I’ll think about all that, but right now I want to do a little reading. There is so much filth out on the net, and I want to read it all.” 
 
    I stood there, unable to move. My mind shattered and blasted and rendered incapable of adding two plus two without getting four or five thousand. 
 
    “Well?” she queried with a tip of her head to the side. 
 
    I didn’t move. 
 
    She sighed. “Well, I can see you need a little special loving right now, so come here, sit down next to me. 
 
    My legs were moving, but I wasn’t sure I was moving them. I found myself stilting across the room, then bending at the knee, and sitting next to her. Leaning against her smooth leg. 
 
    Then my arms were around her leg. 
 
    And tears were streaming out of my eyes. 
 
    She ignored my tears, and patted my head, like I was a dog. 
 
    And I was suddenly happy to be a dog. Her dog. 
 
    And she mused, “You know, I think I’m going to have you build me a dungeon.” 
 
    I just held on to her calf and shuddered. 
 
      
 
    She was serious about me building a dungeon. She scoured the net for ideas and plans, and presented me with a big drawing. 
 
    “You can do this in the basement. Put all the storage boxes in one of the side rooms, then use the whole basement. You can fix the end room as a cell.” She had spread the blueprint out on the dining room table and was pointing at the various parts of the blueprint. 
 
    “You can put the St. Andrew’s Cross here, against the wall, and the table here.” 
 
    “What’s the table for?” 
 
    “Whipping, spanking. Maybe. Or maybe we can just drill a hole for the penis to hang down. Would you like that?” She grinned at me. “Laying on the table, blindfolded, and feeling somebody suck your cock underneath?” 
 
    “Who?”  
 
    She laughed. “Or, maybe we could put you under the table and let men lay on it.” 
 
    “You’ve…no…” 
 
    “Never say no, lover.” She patted my cheek and looked back at the blueprint. Then frowned and looked at me again. “Step back.” 
 
    I stepped back. I had gotten used to doing what she asked. I had to. I was too horny not to. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “You’re drooling.” 
 
    I looked down. Sure enough, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and the pre-cum was getting on the blueprint. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” I looked up at her. “I can’t help it.” 
 
    She giggled.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s funny. Little baby boy needs diapers.” 
 
    “Hey, I don’t…don’t make me wear diapers. Please.” 
 
    She considered my cock. A long thread of drool extended almost to the floor. “Well, there is something else we can try.” 
 
    “Anything. I know I’m kinky, but the baby bit…it just doesn’t appeal to me.” 
 
    “Maybe it will when we get you horny enough?” 
 
    “Oh…please,” I was actually begging. 
 
    She patted my cheek, “Don’t worry, lover. I’ve got an idea. Now, why don’t you make aa list of materials and tools, and let me go pursue my idea. 
 
    I spent the afternoon figuring and estimating. It was going to be expensive, but, hey, it was for the benefit of my cock, right? 
 
    I went upstairs to fix dinner—Shelly had started teaching me how to cock—and fond Shelly in the kitchen with a smile on her face and sock in her hand. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
    “Wear this sock for now. Tuck it into your cock ring, and make sure you change it every once in a while. I don’t want the house a mess of cock drippings.” 
 
    Her words actually made me blush, to be so out of control of myself, it was weird, but I tucked the sock in and it worked. It would get damp, but I would just change the sock every once in a while. “This will work,” I muttered, inspecting myself. 
 
    “Only for a while, Shelly said. “I’ve got something coming in the mail that will handle everything.” 
 
    I looked at her. Funny, who would think her happiness would unnerve me. 
 
    Her solution, when it arrived a couple of days later, was…bizarre. Over the top. And sometimes I would think that maybe I should opted for diapers. 
 
    Her solution was a ‘drool cup.’ 
 
    A drool cup is a little cup that hangs on the side of your face. People who have drastic jaw problems, or some sort of operation where their face is exposed, or some other medical problem which makes them drool, wear a little harness with a cup to catcht eh drool. it is also called a chin cup, or a drool bucket. 
 
    Shelly hung the drool cup under my chastity cage and my pre-cum just drooled right into it. And i was drooling a lot. I had to empty out the cup every hour or so. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t bad enough, she hung a bell on the end of the drool cup. “Now I can hear you coming or going, but never cumming,” and she laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    So I walked around the house with the bucket hanging under my penis cage and slightly forward. My hips tended to move it so there was a constant dinging sound whenever I walked. 
 
    God, it was embarrassing. But, the upside, it made me even hornier. 
 
    What was wrong with me? I got hard if she smacked me with the belt, I got hard if I was embarrassed, and now this ridiculous thing with the drool cup and the bell made me hard. 
 
    I was constantly hard. 
 
    And my semen count was coming up. It had been a couple of weeks since I had been drained, the horniest weeks of my life, I was a shuddering, shivering mess, and it was only getting worse. 
 
    I broached the subject one Friday night. “Uh, honey?” 
 
    Shelly smiled at me.  
 
    “Do you think, I’m getting pretty horny. Do you think you could let me out long enough to, uh,…you know?” 
 
    She looked aghast. Her mouth opened in surprise and she said, “Rod! I thought you understood! No more cumming for you!” 
 
    “But…that is sort of cruel and unusual.” 
 
    She patted my cheek, seemed like she was doing that a lot lately, and tousling my hair, and patting my butt when I walked past her. 
 
    She was treating me like a little boy that wasn’t much more than property. 
 
    Which, of course, excited me no end. 
 
    “Honey, just be patient. When you finish the dungeon I am sure you’ll be getting some sort of relief.” She grinned. “Of course, it might be exactly what you want, but then, beggars and choosers and all that.” 
 
    So I was stuck. I was locked and loaded. I was naked and afraid. I was ringing like a church wherever I walked. And it was especially hard working in the dungeon. 
 
    If I didn’t wear the drool cup the cement floor got slippery. Besides, I didn’t want Shelly to catch me without it. She had caught me once and swacked me three times on the butt with my belt. Man, once would have been enough. 
 
    And sawing two by fours was tough. The drool in the cup sloshed, splashing me, and even when I tried to empty it out fast enough, it wasn’t fast enough. Drool built, I sloshed, and everything got messy. 
 
    I certainly didn’t want pre-cum stains on the wood. 
 
    Still, I kept at it. But, of course, I had to. My next cum depended on it. 
 
    So I prepped the cement siding and painted it black, then festooned the place with shiny chains. I made the little cell at the end secure, and put in an iron bed with a thin mattress. I also put a sturdy lock on the thing. I built the St. Andrew’s Cross and positioned it, fastened it, at the end fo the basement. When I was done and looking it over for mars or imperfections I actually shivered. I was building well, and I knew that I would probably end up chained to this thing. 
 
    What the heck was I doing? 
 
    But I couldn’t stop. My dick wouldn’t let me. 
 
    I prepared a big cabinet for Shelly, and she quickly filled it with dildos and whips and butt plugs and paddles and all sorts of things. 
 
    In the center of the dungeon was the piece de resistance. A horse. but not just any horse. 
 
    This horse was large enough for a body to lay on. It was curved so the butt would stick up, and had a little platform for the head. There were also platforms for the knees and elbows, and lots of little straps. 
 
    Another example of superior workmanship that frightened the hell out of me. 
 
    Finally, I made sure the drains all worked properly, and installed state of the art electrical wiring. When I was done it was perfect. Exactly what Shelly had ordered. 
 
    Heck, if the Marquis de Sade had seen it he would have drooled. 
 
    And, speaking of drooling, I was in a bad way. The drool cup was filling faster and faster. I had to empty it every fifteen minutes, or suffer the consequences of splashes and splatters. And the consequences weren’t nice. 
 
    If I drooled on the floor in the house I had to lick it up and mop the spot with my hair. 
 
    And, speaking of hair, I had none. Except for my overgrown scalp. 
 
    Shelly had decided that hair was ugly, and demanded that I shave it off. But that left stubble so, Nair. 
 
    I was bald as a baby’s butt, drooled when I walked, and suffered slaps on the butt and even on the face. Loving slaps, but slaps none the less.  
 
    And, I was horny. My cock was always sore from trying to wiggle out of the cracks in my cock prison. My nails were quite purple, and incredibly sensitive. In fact, one day, in a playful mood, Shelly flicked my balls with a finger. I groaned, bent over and collapsed on the floor. All I could do was hold on to my balls. 
 
    At first Shelly was alarmed, but when it appeared that I was only suffering an exquisite form of CBT, she laughed and insisted on flicking me again. And again and again. 
 
    How I made it through that day I’ll never no. 
 
    But, dripping dick, hypersensitive balls, naked and afraid, I managed to finish the dungeon. It was a Wednesday evening when I brought Shelly down to the dungeon and showed it off. 
 
    Oh, she marveled. She oohed and awed, took note of the nice, neat way I had arranged everything, she smooth finish of the wood tools and ‘furniture,’ and she was very pleased. 
 
    “Have I earned a cum?” I asked. 
 
    I was a little nervous, putting such a question to her, but I was full to popping. I needed to get rid of some of my male juices. And badly. 
 
    She just smiled, and we walked to the end of the dungeon and inspected the cell. 
 
    It was perfect. The bed had a thin mattress and a thin blanket. There was a bucket in one corner for waste, and a bucket in another corner with a dipper in it. In the center of the cell, sunk deeply into the cement, was an eyebolt. A chain was coiled next to the eyebolt. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” Shelly blurted. 
 
    “Yep,” I said proudly. 
 
    “Show me,” she said. 
 
    I took my drool bucket off, picked up the end of the chain and put it to the end of my cock cage. I took a little lock and slid it through the chain and the little ring on the end of my cock cage. Click. 
 
    Shelly stood back while I modeled it proudly. My cock was now bolted to the floor. I could reached anywhere in the cell, which wasn’t saying much as the cell was so small. 
 
    “Key,” she said, and held out her hand. 
 
    “It’s on a peg in the cabinet,” I answered. 
 
    She nodded, withdrew her hand and said, “You’ve done well. You’ll get your reward this weekend.” She turned and walked out of the cell. She closed the door with a metallic, prison-like clang. I listened to her foosteps clicking away. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    I could imagine her perfect ass swaying. 
 
    I wanted to be inside her in the worst way. 
 
    But I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
     
 
    It was lonely in the cell. There were no windows and I had no idea what even the weather was doing. 
 
    Sometimes I could hear the muffled tapping of her heels on the floor as she traversed the house, went about her life, enjoying the knowledge, the pussy wet knowledge, of the man locked in her basement. 
 
    How many women enjoy that fantasy? Let alone have it come true? 
 
    How many women keep their men caged, their wild beastism tamed and under control? 
 
    And, how many men final achieve the satisfaction of being kept under rigid control? 
 
    How many men are freed from their terrible foibles and faults? 
 
    Not many, I dare say. 
 
    And, the resulting question to this answer: how many men can face themselves in the cool confines of total solitude. 
 
    This was not prison, enforced, this was sought and beggered, and the resulting freedom was unimaginable. 
 
    Alone with my urges. 
 
    No one but my cock for company…and he didn’t have much to say. 
 
    And, what woman has the strength and fortitude to deal with her man’s beastly nature? To overcome her own nature—as it is imposed and built upon by society, and take her man in hand. 
 
    To enjoy the idyllic suffering of sex. 
 
    To experience the supremacy of the female species in all its glory. 
 
    What man…what woman? 
 
      
 
    I slept, and awoke hungry and thirsty. It was early, and I sat on the edge of my thin mattress and…my mind was blank. Sated by the essence of no experience imaginable. 
 
    An hour passed. i stood and walked around the cell. A simple circle prescribed by the tether to the end of my dick. 
 
    I sat again, and I wondered where it would end. 
 
    This weekend. 
 
    I was primed and the floor was splattered with my dripping juices. 
 
    I heard the kitchen door open, then the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs. So cruel, I couldn’t even stretch my chain, or my caged dick, enough to look out the little grate in the window…even if it had been open. 
 
    I listened to the sound of heels striding across the floor. And I don’t know how i knew, but I knew it wasn’t Shelly. 
 
    A difference in stride? In the sound of her heels? 
 
    I don’t know, but when the grate slid back I didn’t know the eyes that looked in at me. 
 
    Shelly’s were blue. These orbs were green. And the hair was light brown.  
 
    I was stunned, terrified, stood like a lamb about to be eaten by a lion, and the door opened. 
 
    “Hi, Rod.” 
 
    It was Janey, the good looking girl who lived on the corner. She was friendly with Shelly, and I knew they chatted often, but…but… 
 
    “You’re looking pretty stinky.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…uh…” 
 
    She giggled. “When Shelly told me about this, last month, I was stunned. You always looked like such a straight arrow. But you really like this BDSM stuff, don’t you?” 
 
    “I…uh…were you there….last month?” 
 
    Was I? Oh, my God. It was wonderful. I was the one who put the expanding butt plug up your ass.” 
 
    I stood, was unaware of my body, was only aware of my flaming face. I had wondered who had done me last month, but to find out it was Janey, and…others…neighbors, people who knew me, it was too much. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. “You look like a stop sign without the letters. I mean, you’re really red! Your whole body is embarrassed!” 
 
    Yes. I was. Even my dick was embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, here.” She handed me a sack. 
 
    I took it, but she grinned and held on to it. “I don’t have to give this to you. I can make you starve.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And I can come in and walk past you. You can’t rape me, and I have no key. There’s nothing you can do. You’re just…just…helpless.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    She seemed to make up her mind. She walked into the cell, strode right up to me, proud and perky and big titted. She grabbed the bucket in the corner, then looked into it. “Oh.” She put it down, I hadn’t used it yet, and walked out. 
 
    Grinned, she closed the door. Clang. She slid open the little grate and looked at me. “I used to think you were kind a of a studly guy. Guess I was wrong, huh?” 
 
    It was a rhetorical question, and she slammed the grate. I could hear her giggling as she walked back across the basement. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” I said. 
 
    Nobody answered me. 
 
    I sat down on the mattress and tried to get over my soul deep mortification. I couldn’t. I had the feeling I was going to be feeling the deep, dark humiliation the rest of my life. 
 
    Thursday passed slowly, broken up only by the visits of women. 
 
    Women. I knew them. My neighbors. Peering through the grate and grinning, or even laughing outright. 
 
    “Thursday night and Shelly came to the cell. She didn’t slide the grate, she just opened the cell and strode in. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    She checked the bucket, started to walk out. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She turned to me and lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “What about dinner?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll send a steak dinner down for you.” 
 
    She laughed, walked out, and closed the door. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later another woman visited me. It was Janey, and she just shoved a loaf of stale French bread through the grate. 
 
    I picked up the loaf as I listened to here walking away. 
 
    Janey. I had lusted after her, in my little house husband way. Sure like to tap into that, an idle thought. 
 
    Now she was tapping into me. 
 
      
 
    Thursday night passed, and it was Friday. The start of the weekend.  
 
    Nobody visited me. Not for anything. My bucket was starting to smell a bit, and the crust of hard bread was long gone. Even my water bucket was empty. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    I figured I would be taken out and the scene of last month repeated some time in the next few days. At five o’clock, however, I heard sounds. A lot of sounds. 
 
    Many heel slicking down the stairs. Many legs walking across the basement floor. Many swaying hips and boobs. Oh, fuck! The last time had been three or four ladies, at the most. This sounded like a damned herd! 
 
    The key was inserted into the lock and the door swung open. Shelly entered the room. I could see a mass of bodies waiting outside the door. She handed me a key, grinned, turned and walked out. 
 
    I unlocked the chain from my cock and went to the door of my cell. 
 
    There must have been a hundred women there. Surprisingly, i knew most of them, or at least knew of them. 
 
    My neighbors. Shelly’s friends. All dressed up, full make up, sexy clothes, and grinning. 
 
    They formed a gauntlet, and I was pulled out of my cell. I was literally pushed and shoved down the gauntlet, hands grasping me, feeling me, tugging on my cock. 
 
    And they laughed, and talked amongst themselves. 
 
    The gauntlet ended at the horse, and I was helped up, my butt slapped and fondled. I was laid down on my belly, my butt was in the air, my chin was on the little platform at the front of the thing. It was actually quite comfortable. 
 
    They fastened the leather strips and I was immobilized. 
 
    And I was terrified. I was stunned and shamed and struggling to get erect. 
 
    The crowd of women suddenly separated in front of me and Shelly came through the crowd. She was holding two things. A book and a drink. 
 
    “Hello, honey.” 
 
    I garbled something, but it was incoherent. 
 
    She just smiled. “As you can see, I’ve been reading. But what set this all off was this book.” She held out the book she was carrying and I recognized it immediately. ‘Breaking Jack,’ by Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
    “It woke  me up to not just my own sexuality, but your sexuality. What you needed.” 
 
    She put the drink down to my face. There was a straw in it and I sipped, and was surprised. Bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She let me sip a few sips, then stood up. She spoke to me, but loudly enough for all to hear. 
 
    “Rod, these are the ladies of your life. Friends and neighbors, people who work in doctor’s offices, cops, housewives, all manner of women. These women live their lives, and they have men, and…then there is you.” 
 
    She held up the book again. “This is a saga of a cheater…and it is an epic of love. It is the story of a man who gives himself completely, without reservation, as all men should do, to the women of his life. 
 
    “Today we punish you for your sins gone by, for the days you walked in ignorance of the superiority of womenkind. And we welcome you to your true status. Our toy. Our plaything. Our old used shoe. Our puppy dog, our whipping boy, our…rightful due. Are you ready?” 
 
    God, I had no idea if I was ready, but, my eyes round and frightened, I nodded and said, “Yes.” 
 
    Cheers filled the dungeon. Champagne made its appearance, chilled bottle popping their corks, and the women ripped off their blouses and swilled the liquor. 
 
    I lay on the horse and gawked. This was truly beyond anything I had ever truly imagined. 
 
    They poured champagne on me, lathered it into my back. Gave me little sips, and somewhere in there I finished off the glass of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    The women wanted to kiss me, and fondle me. My hair was grabbed, again and again, and my head lifted, my lifted plastered with champagne kisses. My mouth became a red smear from their lipstick. 
 
    And hands grabbed my package. My cock cage was shaken, my balls were kissed and fondled and slapped. 
 
    Sometimes I was groaning in pain/pleasure. Sometimes I was yelping in just pain. And sometimes…sometimes…all the time…I felt their love, and my chest grew warm and wonderful. 
 
    For an hour the celebration lasted, then it died down. There was an air of expectancy in the dungeon. 
 
    Shelly strode forward once again. “Well, hubby mine, are you still ready?” 
 
    She was wearing a strap on. A big dildo stuck out. Well, it wasn’t real big, but it was big enough. 
 
    Hands grabbed my ass and lube was slathered into me. 
 
    Shelly stepped forward and presented her penis to me. There were cheers when she grabbed my hair and lifted my head and pushed her penis into my mouth. 
 
    For a moment I gagged, then she withdrew slightly. 
 
    “Suck, my love. You are about to experience what very few men experience.” 
 
    I sucked for a long moment, then she pulled out and walked behind me. 
 
    She moved between my legs and touched her penis to me. I could feel the round head, and she pressed forward. 
 
    She entered me, and I arched my back and groaned. I was being opened up, shown a different world, and all I could do was marvel. 
 
    Then she fucked me, long strokes, exciting me, opening me even further, and hands patted my back, stroked my flesh, held my balls. 
 
    In front of me another woman was strapping on a dildo. And another one. 
 
    Oh, geez, did they all intend to…yes. They did. They did.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next day and stretched. I was sated, a bit tender back there, and happy as I had ever been. I was drained, and sated, and my cock was secure in its cage. 
 
    Shelly entered the room. “You’ve slept for a long time.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She smiled. “You can be a man for a while. Maybe a week or two, and then we’ll start prepping you for next month.” 
 
    I lay there, looking at her, and I shook my head. 
 
    She sat down next to me, kissed me lightly on the lips, and asked, “Are you happy?” 
 
    “Sublime. I’m in heaven.” 
 
    “You know, more women found out about last night. My cell is off the hook.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “I have had many requests to be part of your…next months…event. I have had to turn many down, and the waiting list is already in the hundreds. Do you think you can handle that?” 
 
    “I will do anything for you,” I whispered, worming around and putting my head in her lap. 
 
    “Yes, I suppose you will.” 
 
    She smiled, kissed me again, pressed my face to her ample bosoms, then put my face aside, got up and left the room. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You be nice to my mother now.” 
 
    I sighed, and, man, it was a big sigh. 
 
    I looked at my wife, from the top of her wavy chestnut hair to the tips of her red painted toe nails, she was a babe. 36-24-36. A face that would make a movie star envious, dark, brown eyes—eyes that held little in the way of whites and gave her a very intense look. 
 
    Her mother was sort of like that. Even though she was in her forties, she had managed to stave off time. Her body was a little thicker, but not much, and any thickness was offset by her boobs. Man, she had boobs. Her boobs entered the room a full minute before she did. 
 
    And her face was pretty good. A spattering of crow’s feet beside her eyes. A couple of vertical lines between her eyebrows, especially when she looked at me. But she was obviously her daughter’s mother. 
 
    The problem was that she didn’t like me. 
 
    “She doesn’t like me,” I muttered. 
 
    “Of course she does.” 
 
    “She looks at me like I am the dirt beneath her high heels. She’s always sniffing in disgust when she looks at me. She treats me like a servant. ‘Do this…do that,’” I mimicked her manner. 
 
    Julie giggled. Then: “She is very kind—“ 
 
    “Too you,” I blurted. 
 
    “She could be kind to you, too, if you gave her half a chance.” 
 
    I made a farting sound. 
 
    Julie turned to me, and my heart stopped. “Now, listen. She’s going to be here for the holidays. Only two weeks. And I want you to be on your best behavior. You do whatever she says. You smile, you chat pleasantly. If you give her half a chance you might just find yourself having a good time.” 
 
    “With that…that…harridan?” 
 
    “With that kind woman who raised me.” 
 
    “I’d rather gargle tacks.” 
 
    She turned back to her mirror and sighed. As she brushed a light powder onto her face she said, “John, I am quite serious…I want you to do anything and everything she says while she’s here. She is a wonderful mother.” 
 
    I sighed again. “She’s a wonderful mother to you. And, I have seen her around your sisters, and she is kind. But around your brothers, uh!” I shivered. 
 
    Jullie made a moue. I thought she was frowning, until she applied her lipstick. Turning the base of the tube, watching the red cylinder retract, she said, “I know she is rough on my brothers, but she keeps them in line.” 
 
    “And when we were at her party last year, she terrorized all men. Any boy above puberty was in her sights.” 
 
    Julie turned to me again. She had a worried look in her eyes. “Johnny,” she calls me Johnny when she wants something, “You’re right. Mother is tough on men, but there’s a reason. My father.” 
 
    I blinked. This was going deeper, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out about the skeletons in Julie’s family. 
 
    “My father, I never knew him, but I get the impression he was cruel to her.” 
 
    Oh, geez. One of those guys. “I’m sorry, honey. But that doesn’t mean she has to take it out on me…on men.” 
 
    “No, but it explains it. It explains why she can be a little…terse.” 
 
    I sat on the bed and thought about it. So her father had been a beater. What a weenie. Well, he had passed, and maybe that was a good thing. Hard to say something like that, but… 
 
    “So, Johnny?” 
 
    I looked up, and knew it was coming. 
 
    “I want you to be as kind as you can. Super kind. Do everything she asks, comply with every wish. If you do that I guarantee she’ll change her attitude towards you. She’ll even start acting lovey dovey,” she giggled. “She might even put you in her will.” 
 
    I chuckled. That was a long standing joke. For all her bitchiness, June was rich, and the standing joke was you had to behave or she’d leave you out of the will. No big deal…but funny. 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed. 
 
    Julie gave herself a final spritz, stood up and turned to me. A vision. A Goddess. And she was mine.  
 
    She walked towards me, an evil grin on her face. “If you can be nice to mommy, this mommy can be nice to you.” 
 
    Suddenly, she was in front of me, standing with her legs between mine. And I was surprised. One second she was on one side of the room, the next she was…what happened to all the walking from here to there? I mean, it was only a few feet, but something had time warped, or something. 
 
    “Be nice to mommy.” I felt like I was shrinking, looking up…up…to my beautiful wife looking down…down… 
 
    Then I found myself back on the bed, my legs spread. Julie was still between my legs, was holding my ankles back and up. Dully, I realized she was doing me Amazon style. My prick was up and she was engulfing me, like she was the man and I was the woman. She was the dominant and I was the submissive. And her voice, as she fucked me… 
 
    “Be kind to my mother…do anything, I mean anything, she wants…and maybe I’ll let you cum.” 
 
    She backed off, and I knew she had had an orgasm, I could feel the warmth of her satisfaction, but I hadn’t… 
 
    And I thought: What’s that smell? 
 
    “Wait…” I spoke, and it felt like I was speaking through a hollow tube that was a mile long. 
 
    Then I remembered nothing. 
 
     
 
    “Wake up, honey!” Julie shook my foot. 
 
    I came to blearily, I had passed out. What had happened? One second I was sitting on the bed, then I had a jumbled discordance of memories—memories of fucking, but I hadn’t…but—then I was waking up. 
 
    “What happened? 
 
    “You must have been really tired,” she was fastening her earrings onto her ears. “After we made love,” she smiled, “you just passed out.” 
 
    “I passed out?” 
 
    “Is there an echo here,” she laughed. 
 
    But I was confused. I had had a good night’s sleep. Why had I passed out? 
 
    I stood up, and almost fell. Julie was next to me and she steadied me with one hand. “Easy, slick. Boy, I must have really been good.” 
 
    “Oh…yeah.” 
 
    “Or not. After all, you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I didn’t?” I frowned. 
 
    “But, no matter, I’ll screw your brains out once—“ 
 
    DING! Her cell phone rang. 
 
    “Oh, that’s mother. She must be almost here,” she picked up her cell and whispered to me, “Hurry! Get ready! And remember…do anything she says!” Then, into the phone. “Mother!” 
 
    When she told me to do anything I felt like I was a baseball that had just been knocked over the fence. I was traveling away from her, she was growing smaller and smaller, and I staggered again. Then I found myself standing next to the bed. Julie talking to her mother on her cell as she retreated down the hallway. 
 
    And I smelled something. 
 
    What was happening to me. 
 
    I began to get dressed, and I seemed to be okay now. But that weird dizziness, smelling phantom smells, maybe I better see a doctor. I didn’t want to have a tumor or something. 
 
      
 
    “Mother!” Julie hugged June. Together they were almost twins, except for June’s bigger boobs and slightly more weathered face. The hug ended and Julie turned to me. “Johnny, give mother a hug.” 
 
    Now, normally, I would put a hand on a wrist, sort of come close, and back away quick. But, I don’t know what happened, another weird sort of time jump, and I was hugging her. Big time. Arms all the way around her, check to cheek. I could feel those mammoth boobs pressing against me. 
 
    And, I hate to say it, but I had a hard on. A big one. One that was the result of fucking my wife and not cumming. And I knew, as June pushed me away and glared at me, she had felt it. 
 
    Oh, crap! My mother-in-law had felt my boner! 
 
    But she just studied me with that curved lip, then turned to Julie. “Come, dear. Let’s have some tea and…” 
 
    She linked arms with her daughter and they started to enter the house. Then June half turned and tossed over her shoulder, “Get my bags, Johnson.” 
 
    Julie giggled, not seeing the undercurrent, the vibe her mother was putting out. And the triumphant look in her eyes. 
 
    And I froze. I hated it when she called me Johnson, like I was a servant, but…do anything…I found myself turning to her car, walking to the trunk. 
 
    I carried her bags upstairs, and I felt like I was outside myself. And, here’s something weird…I felt good. And I smelled something. 
 
    I came downstairs and June and Julie were in the kitchen, perched over herbal tea, and I caught the tail end of a conversation. “…it is specially made. Designed to make them do whatever you…” they turned to me. June was victorious. Julie seemed…conflicted. 
 
    “Get me some more hot water,” June commanded. 
 
    That smell, like violets drowning in turpentine, and…time warp…I found myself pouring hot water into June’s cup. 
 
    Julie was biting her lip and staring at me. 
 
    What was the matter? 
 
    But I felt good. Happy. 
 
    “Now, Johnson, I want you to go sit on the porch for a while.” I found myself walking out…time warp…I was on the porch. Staring at the birds singing in the trees, feeling the wind brush through my hair. And I felt so-o-o good. 
 
    I remembered hearing June say something about her will, and then that time warp thing had happened. 
 
    Suddenly, I realized I could still hear them talking. The window to the kitchen was open a crack, and they were speaking in normal voices. 
 
    June: “It’s been specially designed. It’s a hypnotic.” 
 
    “But, mother…I don’t want to hypnotize John.” 
 
    But June was remorseless. “You have to make sure that all men are well behaved, that’s all.” 
 
    “Mother, I don’t want you to use that perfume on John. “ 
 
    “Nonsense. He’s a man and he needs a firm…” her voice drifted away, she was speaking in a lower tone of voice. 
 
    Julie again: “Promise me, mother. I’m not going to use that perfume you gave me, and I don’t want you using your perfume on him.” 
 
    I listened to their arguing, and I realized, back in my mind, my mind that wasn’t quite there, I was hypnotized. I could hear things, I could even think after a fashion, but…I had to follow instructions. 
 
    Perfume. 
 
    That smell. 
 
    I had first experienced this after Julie had spritzed some on herself…and she had received that perfume from her mother the day before in the mail. 
 
    And June had it. 
 
    And she used it. 
 
    So that was why I had so happily retrieved her bags. 
 
    Why I was so happy, even though I didn’t like her and usually felt a severe disgruntlement towards her. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    “John?” Julie called me. 
 
    I stood up and happily went into the kitchen. The women stared at me.  
 
    “Yes?” I said, a big smile on my happy face. 
 
    June’s mouth was turned down and twisted in unhappiness. 
 
    “John, you don’t have to do anything that June says.”  
 
    From far away I sort of nodded at myself. Yet her words were weak, and I knew why. She wasn’t speaking out of a spritz of the hypnotic perfume. She was just talking. And normal speech would just bounce off spritzed commands. 
 
    I thought about saying something about that, explaining, but she went on speedily, as if she wanted to get this conversation over quickly. 
 
    “June has been using a perfume, and she gave some to me, and that perfume tends to make men…” she hesitated, searching for the words, “malleable. Do you understand?” 
 
    Oh, yes, I understood everything, but from a mile away. I nodded, happily. 
 
    “Okay. Why don’t you occupy yourself for a while. Mother and I have to have a discussion.” 
 
    Oh. They were going to fight some more. I turned and walked out of the room. Behind me Julie’s voice rose, and it sounded like she was reading June the riot act. Of course, I didn’t think June would care. 
 
    I went to the computer room and surfed for a while. I wasn’t feeling too full of energy, I was still under the influence of  the perfume, so I just sort of…meandered. 
 
      
 
    Later, we had dinner, and I think the perfume was starting to wear off a little. I was still a bit goofy inside, but on the surface I was acting normal, and I felt like was starting to think a little. 
 
    June was a bit subdued, and the dinner was, and not just because I was ‘purple spritzed’ (what I refer to the mist coming out of the perfume bottle because the bottle was purple) but because Julie seemed more in control, didn’t give her mother much of a chance to speak. 
 
    After dinner we sat in the living room, the TV on low, and chatted. I was feeling a bit slow, however, so I just watched TV while they talked. For some reason I didn’t mind the Kardashians, and they talked about family and stuff. 
 
    Then, the evening got late and I went up the stairs with Julie. 
 
    “John, I’m sorry about that perfume thing.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “I had no idea that mother was going to…well, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” I was a bit vacant about all this. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and, because Julie had already had an orgasm, we just went to bed. I did have a big boner, though. Even though I had been hypnotized my dick was my dick, and didn’t want to go down. I laid for hours and just thought, my dick pointing towards the sky. 
 
    I had been hypnotized. I was still a little goofy, but I was coming down. I was able to have my own thoughts, and even act on them. That was the important thing…to be able to act on my thoughts. When I was under the purple spritz I had to go along with everything. 
 
    Purple spritz. How nefarious. 
 
    The following two days were a return to normal. I resented June, and she resented me, and if Julie hadn’t been there we would have done more than snipe at each other with a few pointed words. 
 
    But she was there, so peace was held. 
 
    Then, on the third day… 
 
      
 
    We were all on the sun porch when…Ding a doo doo!…Julie’s cell phone rang. It was a work number, so she quickly answered it. 
 
    “Hi, Ron, how’s the…” listening, an expression of dismay growing on her face, “he didn’t! What are we going to do?” Biting her lip, more listening. “I could, but…isn’t there some way we…” More listening, and she turned away and went out to the patio. 
 
    June smiled at me. She didn’t say anything. I smiled at her. If smiles could kill we were both dead. 
 
    Julie came back into the room. “Guys, I had a BIG emergency at work, and I’m going to have to fly to New York for three days. I am so sorry…” 
 
    And, oh crap, I realized as she made her apologies, I was going to be alone with the harridan. My arch enemy. Joker and Batman forced to live together. Superman and Lex Luthor. What could be worse? 
 
    A half hour later, a bag thrown together, I stood next to her car and kissed her. 
 
    “Remember, Johnny, be kind. She really responds to kindness.” 
 
    I just smiled and agreed, and my heart felt like it was the anchor on the Titanic. 
 
    June was on the porch, and she waved, and my wife backed out of the driveway and drove down the street. I turned, she walked back into the house, and I ascended the porch. 
 
    For a moment I stood before the front door, wishing Julie hadn’t had to go. But, there it was, and I was stuck with June. Well, maybe I should do my best to get along with the old bitch. Maybe I should be pleasant and just…get along. 
 
    With this thought in mind I opened the door and…SZZZZT! She was waiting for me, a purple bottle in her hand, her finger going down and a mist hitting me in the face. 
 
    Suddenly I felt like I was backing out the still open door, flying backwards across the big lawn and perching in one of the big willows on the edge of the street. 
 
    “Well, Johnston,” I heard her as if she was in the willow with me, and then I realized I wasn’t in the willow, I was standing right in front of her. I just thought I was a hundred yards away. And with that thought I catapulted through the air and back into my own body. And there I was, in front of my arch enemy, feeling goofy, and she said, “Now that my silly daughter is out of the way…you will do EXACLY what I say. Anything I want. You will do. You got that?” 
 
    Outside myself, nothing but a little speck of awareness compelled to watch my body follow instructions, I nodded. 
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    I followed. A dumb, docile, happily smiling doofus. Like a puppy dog prancing into a lion’s den. 
 
    “We’re going to have so much fun, you and I. Honestly, I have wanted to do this to you for the longest time. But you are such a stick in the mud. I give you a hint, and you get all huffy and treat me like I’m the original wicked witch. Honestly, men have no real idea of what the world is all about. What life is all about. Lose your clothes in there, then come to the attic.” She pointed me into my room. 
 
    I entered, stripped, and managed to put my clothes away. It was an incredibly minor stall, an attempt to manifest some spirit, and it wasn't much, but I managed to do it. 
 
    Then, no choice in my monkey little skull, I walked down the hall to the stairs to the attic. 
 
    This was an older home we had been fixing up, and there was a narrow staircase to the attic, and the attic was almost like a third floor. It was big, spacious, and had a couple of windows at each end. It wasn’t finished, however, and though it had a floor for walking on, the walls were nothing by two by fours. Julie and I had talked about making a third floor out of it, maybe a ‘super den,’ a man cave of Brobdingnagian proportions, but we had never done anything but store boxes, old clothes, and the like. 
 
    I crossed the attic to where June was sitting in a rocker and working on a piece of rope. The rope was about 25 feet long, and she was pulling a knot out. 
 
    “Stand there,” she said, as she untwisted and pulled the length of rope out of the knot. 
 
    I stood, and she worked, there were actually a few knots, and she suddenly looked up and showed me her teeth. “I know you can’t generate much thought right about now, my understanding is that you’re feeling beside yourself, and you’re just sort of watching. That’s what the fellows who made the purple spritz told me, at least. They said it was like being on a really pleasant roofie, lots of awareness, though, not forgetfulness. Is that how it feels to you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s ‘yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled the length of rope through another knot. It was good rope, the knots left some slight bends, but it was coming out smooth. And it seemed to be soft rope. Not soft soft, but a little soft. 
 
    She focused on the rope again. “So, in your far away place, do you have any questions before we begin?” 
 
    I stood there, naked, my dick bobbing, and blinked, and a question started to come out of me. “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “My second husband, bless his soul. He got me started on this, then I found that I liked it, and from there…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What is …’this?’” 
 
    She glanced up, again with the teeth, back to the knot, and, “Have you ever heard of kinbaku?” 
 
    “No…ma’am.” That ma’am sort of just spurted out of me. This purple spritz stuff was powerful. 
 
    “Kinbaku means ‘tight binding.’ It is a form of sexual bondage. You tie people up, tease them a bit, and…and that’s kinbaku.” 
 
    “Oh,” I managed to mutter. 
 
    “And I, courtesy of my late husband, who I loved dearly, am what is called a kinbakushi, or a kinbaku master. I will be doing shibari, which is the act of tying, binding, or weaving. To you.” 
 
    To me? I was far away, but I was also right there, and I was very confused. 
 
    Just to let you know, educated people make the best subjects, Kinbaku has its roots in actual torture. Samurai would capture somebody, tie them in a painful manner, and walk them to wherever their master wanted. And sometimes the rope bindings were specifically designed not to just confine, but to torture, and even to maim and kill. I know many of those particular bindings, but, alas,” she smiled, “I won’t be using those ties on you. 
 
    “What we will be doing is exploring erotic ties. We will bind you, and tease you, and you will have an experience that few people, very few westerners, have ever experienced. I will bring you to the edge again and again. How long since you made love to Julie?” 
 
    “The day before you arrived.” 
 
    She frowned. “That’s not right. You’re hornier than that.” 
 
    “I didn’t cum.” 
 
    “Why ever not? Are you already one of these kinky people? Who like to deny themselves and get high on the excitation period of sex?” 
 
    “No…I…” I tried to hold it in. This was personal. 
 
    “Come on, spit it out.” 
 
    “She had used the perfume and I was…I couldn’t…” 
 
    June laughed merrily. “Oh, that’s good. So when did you come before that?” 
 
    “A week.” 
 
    A week. That makes it about ten days. Oh, you must be ripe. No wonder you have such a delicious hard on.” She shook her head. “When you hugged me, that first day, and I felt your big dick, I knew you had been spritzed, but…I didn’t know about the sex. that explains it. Tell me, are your nuts full to bursting? Got a case of the blue balls?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She chortled, and finished untying the last knot. 
 
    “Why…why…why…” It was like I was stuck on a record. 
 
    “Go on. Ask.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    She was sitting there, the light from one of the windows just touching her, actually had a small nimbus of light around her head, and she stopped and seemed to drift away. Then she came back and smiled at me. This smile was pleasant, of pleasant memories. 
 
    “Kinoko was my second husband. My first husband, Steve, was Julie’s father. When he died I was distraught. He was the love of my life. I truly thought the world had ended and I couldn’t go on. 
 
    “I had money then, Steve left me quite a bundle, but what good is money? Right?” 
 
    “Well, to make along story short, I began to travel. Beneath the travel was a desperation. I wanted to discover a new meaning for my life. I wanted life to be like as it was with Steve. But…no Steve…” she shrugged eloquently. “He was gone and I was lost. So I guess you could say I was searching, trying to find my way out of being lost. Maybe find a new Steve, but find something, anything, that would take this profound sense of loss out of my soul. 
 
    “I wanted to live again. 
 
    “And then I met Kinoko.” 
 
    She stopped talking for a minute. She put the rope aside and stood up and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    I stared, and my dick began to throb as she uncovered her flesh. 
 
    “I’ll fix myself up later, it will be like a ceremony when we get started, and I must adhere to certain strictures and standards, but right now…it’s nice just being comfortable. Especially with someone I love. 
 
    She had slipped out of her blouse and stretched her arms behind her and undid her bra. Her breasts were so large her tits literally sprang forth. A little bit of a sag, which is normal, but not much. Her boobs were like miniature volcanoes, with large nipples jutting out. I stared, and my cock danced, and she smiled. 
 
    “And I do love you. You are the man my daughter has chosen, and I think she has chosen right. Unfortunately, my particular brand of…shall we call it ‘mental disorder?…prevents me from showing any emotion. 
 
    “Emotion is reserved for the ropes and the ties that bind. Emotion is something to be squeezed out until there is nothing left. I have been squeezed many times, and I have no silly humanoid types of emotions left in me.  
 
    “I do, however, have an amazing expanse of soul revealed, left in place of emotion. So though I do not show emotion, and though this tends to frighten people still imbued with emotion, I am filled with love. Vast love. Universal love. I even love my enemies, and in every sense of the word. 
 
    “When I get somebody who I truly despise and exhaust them with my ropes, empty them of sensation and find their truth of soul…” she shivered to complete the thought. 
 
    This was getting scary, and that little piece of me still aware recognized that. She was speaking of her own mental disorders, her insanities, and how she loved her enemies. And what did that entail? Tying them up and torturing them until she had an orgasm? 
 
    It was my turn to shiver, and in my little soul, way back in my brain, I shuddered mightily. 
 
    But not a whit of flesh did so much as twitch. 
 
    “Anyway,” she continued. I met Kinoko in Japan. In Hiroshima. I had gone there to stand where the atomic bomb had exploded. I wanted to understand why God could snuff out a hundred thousand souls at a whim. I wanted to understand how millions of men and women could march in war, devastate countries, and whole cultures. 
 
    “And, of course, I wanted love. Love like I had had with Steve. 
 
    “So I was standing there, under the memory of a nuclear cloud, and a man walked up next to me. He was my height, almost exactly. Sometimes it felt like he was a sixteenth of an inch shorter, and sometimes a sixteenth of an inch taller, so he was my size. 
 
    “And he was slender. I was Julie’s size then. A svelte 130 pounds, had the big boobs even then, and he was 130 pounds, but instead of large breasts he had lithe, stringy muscle. the man was so strong, and so flexible. It made it a true joy when he had tied me up enough, and taught me enough, that I might tie him up. 
 
    “He said, ‘Can you feel them?’” 
 
    I looked at him. A stranger, but he spoke so familiarly. I didn’t know of his great emptiness of emotion, and his vast soul, but I intuited something, I understood him. 
 
    “I hear their voices. A hundred thousand people, gone.” 
 
    I was watching him carefully then, and he smiled and said, ‘In a puff of smoke.” 
 
    “I blinked. He spoke desultorily, duplicating a God’s whimsy. And for some reason, I don’t know why, I answered him in kind. ‘Like a match flickers out, and doesn’t even light anything.’ 
 
    “He tilted his head slightly. He told me later that he didn’t expect such verse, such haiku, from a westerner. Right then he said, ‘A fart.’ He used the word ‘onara,’ but the way he spoke, the way his lips actually poofed out the word, I knew exactly what he meant. 
 
    “And I knew because we were kindred spirits. Drawn together under the miasma of death passed, we recognized each other. Of course, he recognized me more, but…my time was coming.” 
 
    She grinned at me. “As is yours.” 
 
    I felt that shiver again, down where nobody could see it. She was going to do things to me. I intuited, an image in my head arose, of unpleasantness…made pleasant. 
 
    Now she had slipped out of her pencil skirt. She wore garters and nylons. I could see her mid section as chunky, but not fat. It was strong, with a layer of tautness over it. 
 
    Still her hips flared, and those breasts, oh, my God, and I have a confession to make: I hunger for large breasts. I was first attracted to Julie because of her breasts. And even in the middle of my dislike for June, I admired her breasts, and I had wishes inside. Deep wishes. But I wasn’t about to admit to those deep wishes, yet. Not yet. First I had to be emptied of emotion, screamed out, cried out, dragged through pain kicking and screaming until there was nothing left. 
 
    “Now then, before I continue with my story, before I officially welcome you to my family, is there anything you’d like to say before I begin?” 
 
    There was nothing to say. I was to be a helpless receptacle for this method, this ‘kinbaku’ she was determined to inflict on me. 
 
    But I did have a thought, a small, quick, little flit of a phrase. 
 
    Please, God! 
 
    Then she began.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Sit down, place your legs…” she moved me into position, “…there.” 
 
    She looped rope around my chest, then made a tie between my ankles and my neck. I was sort of in a cross legged position, but more bent over, and the knees higher. 
 
    It took a while, and as she stretched and pulled and made knots she explained. “This is ‘ebi,’ the shrimp tie.” 
 
    At times she had to press her body against mine, and I felt her amazing breasts brush over me, press against me, excite me and my cock showed proper appreciation by bouncing lustily. 
 
    “Mikey, I think he likes it,” she giggled. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “It hurts,” I answered. 
 
    “Well, of course it does,” she reached around me, almost like a hug, and snagged the end of a rope and pulled tighter. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. I was pulled over further. I was now staring downward, at my cock. It was big, and red, and…dripping. 
 
    That little core of me, watching from somewhere around my body, was embarrassed…and not embarrassed. It was natural, and culture inspired. Embarrassed is something we feel because we have been trained to feel. 
 
    June stood back and looked at her work. 
 
    I was hurting, and could only look at my cock, and she seemed quite content. 
 
    She said, “Pain is not necessary to sex, but sex under pain is…enlightening. Do you love me? Johnson?” 
 
    “No.” I answered. 
 
    “Do you hate me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She reached between the bonds and around my limbs and took my cock in hand. She stroked it softly, lovingly, and I groaned at the strange mix of desire and…and a loathing…for her touch. 
 
    “You see, you can’t hate me unless you love me. The capacity for hate is matched only by the capacity for love. You actually can’t have one without the other. Isn’t it odd to think that what you feel for Julie could be transfigured in a moment into its exact opposite?” 
 
    That space within me that was aware revolted, spoke past even the demands of the purple spritz. “No.” 
 
    “Aha, the beast speaks. This is going to be easier than I thought. How would you feel if you found out that Julie had no job emergency, but had merely jetted off to fuck her lover in New York?” 
 
    “No,” I whispered, small tears lining the lower lids of my eyes. 
 
    “Would you hate her then? His penis, bigger than yours, going where only you should go? Would you want to punish her? Scream at her, maybe strike her in a fit of rage?” 
 
    I was crying now. And it hurt, being bent over, and the pain seemed to be exacerbated by June’s hurtful words. 
 
    “Right now, as we speak, he might be between her legs. He ate her pussy. He chomped her chewy. He sucked on those big titties of my daughter’s, and, finally, he sank it in her. Expanded her, as you could never do. And she arched her back and cried for the pleasure of it. And there is nothing you can do about it. Nothing.” 
 
    If I wasn’t purple spritzed I could have resisted, but I had been, and worse, the pain of being forced into the ‘shrimp’ position was destroying me, the pain distracting me so I couldn’t think logically. 
 
    “Stop it,” I cried, my back somehow finding the room to ripple in agony. 
 
    June was still stroking me, and I could feel my groin like it was taking over my body, was my whole body. She suddenly stopped, took her hand away and knelt next to me. She hugged me, for a long time, and I felt her tits flowing over my arm, pressing against my side. She kissed my cheek. “I love you honey. And I know it hurts, but it is necessary. It’s going to start to burn, and if you want to make it through then stare at your cock and think about how much you hate Julie.” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” I whimpered. 
 
    She didn’t say a word then, just stood up and walked out. I could hear her on the stairs, then I heard nothing. 
 
    Pain is an interesting thing. I speak now of some of the things I learned during that time with June, but didn’t know as I sat all scrunched over and feeling the burn start. 
 
    There is the pain that really hurts, that tells you your body is going to be damaged. 
 
    Then there is the pain inflicted by the mind. Pain that doesn’t hurt, except as you succumb to it. 
 
    Of course, I didn’t know that then, I just knew that I hurt. 
 
    My back, bent over, began to burn, as she said it would. Muscles stretched, nerves confined to strict pathways, my back heated up. It hurt and I wanted to be free, to stretch, to find that little bit of awareness that, though it was beside me, was somehow as confined as my body. 
 
    Time stretched, and time in pain is ten times, a hundred times, longer than time without. 
 
    The burn turned into outright pain, and I cried. My ass was sore from sitting in such a strict position. My arms and legs screamed out for relief. 
 
    Tears stopped, and things became numb. I was an iota of awareness floating over something I could not see. And…I achieved that thing the bondage freaks call a ‘subspace.’ 
 
    And, my dick dripped. Like a faucet. A constant drool that only emphasized how helpless I was. 
 
    And, the odd thing, my dick didn’t relax, didn’t relax and droop. 
 
      
 
    Some time later…an hour? A year?…I heard footsteps. But not just footsteps…heelsteps. 
 
    Click, click, click. Like doom ascending the narrow stairs to this aerie. She was moving slow because the stairs were tall, and her legs were short, and…too slow. 
 
    The door opened and she entered. I could see her peripherally, and my heart, of which I was barely aware, stopped. 
 
    Skin tight leather strappings, barely covering, and enhancing for that. Sleek nylons down the legs, into the heels, and now I knew why she had climbed the stairs slowly. Those heels were already a climb. They were a slant that would result only in bulging calves and taut thighs. Would lift her ass and pooch out those glorious globes. 
 
    She strode towards me, her breasts uplifted, poking out from tight bands of leather, the nipples erect like monster tacks. 
 
    Full make up. Stern planes of face. Red lips of…of…oh, God. I loved red lips. 
 
    She knelt next to me, and spritzed me with the purple spritz. She smiled as pain receded in my head and a goofy smile appeared on my face. 
 
    “How’s it going, Johnson?” 
 
    “I hate it,” I spoke dreamily, as if it was all I lived for. 
 
    “Excellent. Do you love to hate now? Do you love the pain? Do you love me?” 
 
    “I hate pain. I hate you.” 
 
    She nodded. It was obvious my answer was what she expected. And enjoyed. 
 
    She began to untie me. “Just sit still. Don’t move too fast. I’ll give you time to stretch before we do the next binding. 
 
    The ropes took a while to loosen, but eventually I was sitting, butt and feet on the floor, my face pressed to my knees, my hands around my knees as I cried, and the ropes were in her hands. 
 
    She sat in the rocking chair and untangle knots, prepared for the next tie. 
 
    “Standup and stretch, but do so slowly. Blood has to move through your body, wake it up again.” 
 
    I stood and bent backward, then forward. I bent sideways and touched my knees. I squatted. 
 
    Each move brought more blood back into my veins, made my heart remember to pump. I began to feel, in spite of being shoved into a corner of my mind, alive. 
 
    “Sit and relax,” commanded June. “Lay down, if you wish. Your survival will depend on how well you can relax and let yourself experience this next tie.” 
 
    I kept stretching for another minute, then did as I was told. 
 
    “Kinoko was a tattoo artist. An inker. He was quite renowned, in such circles, for his artistry. I sometimes wish I had let him ink me, but…it’s probably better that I didn’t. After all, I was busy learning kinbaku. And there was much to learn. 
 
    “The odd thing was that we never actually discussed what we were doing. He simply took me back to his studio, to a room in the back, and began instructing me. 
 
    “The room was bare. The floor was shiny wood, perfectly laid and polished to a high shine. There was a shrine against one wall, and a couple of hangings, kanji they are called, on one of the walls. Other than that it was spartan. As bare as the soul of some one whose soul has been bared. 
 
    “That first time,” her voice was dreamy with memory, “he took me into that room and got out the ropes. I didn’t ask, I just accepted, and he twined and tied and looped and pulled.  
 
    “When I was secured he took out a knife, a ceremonial kind of miniature samurai sword, but really just a knife. The Japanese call it a  tanto, and that means dagger, I think. 
 
    “He cut my clothes off. Pulled shreds of my garment out from under the construction of ropes, and denuded me.” 
 
    “Oddly, I felt no alarm. There was just something so comfortable and understanding about him. 
 
    “I did feel sexual urges though. That first tie he had looped the rope through my genitals, and when he had gotten rid of my clothes he had pulled the ropes tight. I couldn’t move without moving those ropes across my pussy. It was heavenly torture. I hadn’t fucked since Steve. I didn’t know if I wanted death or love, but, whatever, I had it. 
 
    Kinoko sat to one side, in the zen position, sipping tea. He ignored my groans, except…no. Scratch that. In his own way he enjoyed my groans. As I felt my pussy burn and hunger, his cock must have been an iron rod. 
 
    “For a long time I sat there, struggling, writhing, wishing for death, and it came.” June smiled. “Death came in the form of an orgasm. I was bound, couldn’t move, except for the minute rope rubbings on my vagina, but I was so desperate, so devastated by Steve’s death and my own screaming for mercy soul…I came. God, it was a heavenly orgasm. Filled my body, threw my out of my mind, much the way you are currently thrown out of your mind. But mine was through pleasure, whereas yours is through chemical. And, take it from me, sex is always better than chemicals.” 
 
    She had gotten rid of the knots and said, “Lay on your belly. that’s it. Put your hands back here…yes. Now, hold still.” 
 
    I held, and she looped and twined me once again. She made knot and pulled the rope tight. 
 
    “This is called Gyaku ebi, the reverse shrimp. It is the last easy tie we will do. I need to finish you off before Julie comes home, so we don’t have the luxury of time. But, don’t worry, I will visit often, and Julie will come around to our little kink—maybe you can even get her into it, it is always better if a man teaches a woman and a woman teaches a man—and you will find a supreme joy in tying each other up, giving each other so much love you literally can’t stand it.” 
 
    “And so much hate.” 
 
    She stared at me.Cocked her head. “It speaks. Hold on to that thought. Hate. The more you hate the faster it will transmute into love.” 
 
    She bent me back, pulled the ropes tighter, and when I thought my back would break and my arms would come out of the sockets, when I thought my legs were going to disjoint and come apart, she sat back in satisfaction. 
 
    “Relax, now, and we will begin in a moment. I want you to get used to this before we proceed.” 
 
    God, I would never get used to this. If God had wanted man to be a pretzel he would have been born with salt. Which was an odd salt because man is made of sodium and potassium…and sodium is salt. 
 
    For long minutes I lay on my belly. She had roped my testicles and my dick was stretched out on the floor and my nuts were held up painfully. 
 
    She went downstairs, returned with some tea, and sat and sipped and ignored me. 
 
    Much the way Kinoko must have ignored her. 
 
    But we were soulmates, the way she had described herself and Kinoko. 
 
    And, stray thought: or were we? 
 
    I tamped that thought down hard and waited. I was gulping with hurt, breathing hard in a vain attempt to undo the infernal knots and loops. 
 
    And, of course, my damned dick pounded even harder. I must have had gallons of blood pumping through that poor fellow. 
 
    June put her tea down and stood up. I could turn my head enough to see her, and she was scary. 
 
    She looked like a chunky Valkyrie. Ready for battle and the torture of enemies. 
 
    She knelt behind me, rubbed my buttocks gently. “Oh, poor Johnson. Trapped and tortured. Yet if you knew what was waiting for you…” 
 
    She stuck a finger in my butt. 
 
    I tried to struggle. I jerked. I twitched and tried to break the ropes. 
 
    No hope. 
 
    There I sat. Or, rather, laid. A manly man with a digit up his butt. Talk about tears. 
 
    “Don’t resist, Johnson. It hurts longer if you resist. Let your muscles relax, as best they can, and try to forget about my finger. 
 
    She reamed me, softly, smoothly, running her finger around and around. I couldn’t even struggle, and, I know this is redundant, me being on the purple spritz, but it was almost hypnotic, the way she was doing it. 
 
    I felt that finger touching my secret nerves. I felt those secret nerves exploding with appreciation. With…with…”No!” 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I was making grunting sounds, moaning. And, purple spritz, I couldn’t lie. “Yes.” 
 
    “Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And it will be better and better. Kinoko tied me up every night. Every day. He would tie me up and leave me while he went and inked customers. I would be contorted, or stretched, my pussy open to the world, while he jabbed ink into the skin of some poor fellow. 
 
    His customers were getting the surface covering. I was getting the real goods. Oh, you’re fast. Look at this…” 
 
    She took her finger out of my butt and swirled it on the floor. She put it to my lips. It was salty, tangy, and I realized…I had cum! 
 
    She had massaged my prostate and forced the sperm out of me! 
 
    She was smiling. Quite happy. “All right, now we can get started.” 
 
    She stood up and went to her rocking chair. I hadn’t noticed it before, but she had a small sort of a whip hanging over the back of it. The handle was like a penis, very lifelike, even though it was made of leather wrappings. It had a dozen little strips of soft leather, each about 18 inches long. 
 
    She came and knelt beside me, then assumed the zen position. She lifted the whip, then let it slap down. Didn’t slap down, hard, forcefully, but just let it flick over. 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned. I couldn’t move much, and it didn’t hurt much, just a little, but…it caused a nervous discomfort. 
 
    She flicked the whip again. And again and again. She seemed quite content to just sit there, like a Buddha, and flick my uncovered ass cheek. 
 
    After a while it began to hurt, but hurt in a way I had never felt before. A good hurt. My ass cheeks liked it, even as they hated it, and I became conflicted. 
 
    Is it pain? Or is it pleasure? 
 
    And I could think about the answer because I was no longer distracted by my sexual urges. I had been drained, and could think, and view the world as it was, not as it was through the head of my penis. 
 
    She kept striking, and striking, a rhythmic slapping of the flesh that made the nerves shriek, even as they were forced to become more and more awake. 
 
    Then after maybe a hundred strokes, she went to my other side, worked my other cheek. 
 
    It wasn’t hard enough to bruise, it was just hard enough to make the nerves think they were getting bruised. And the pain mounted and mounted, and…my cock got harder. 
 
    WTF!? I had just squirted! 
 
    But I knew what had happened, what was happening. My semen had been expended without orgasm, and my mind hadn’t been convinced that I had really cum. My mind, in short, was still horny. 
 
    And what is sex but what is in the mind? 
 
    What is anything…but what is in the mind? 
 
    I wasn’t big on zen and Buddhism and all that, but I knew that certain religious beliefs held that the universe doesn’t exist…except in the mind. 
 
    She returned to the original side and continued striking. 100 strokes. 
 
    Back to the other side. 
 
    It seemed like hours, that rhythmic swatting. i entered the curious place of mind called subspace. I hated the spanking I was getting so much that..that…that I started to like it. 
 
    I started to love it. 
 
    Hate became love, just as she had predicted. 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    I lay on the floor, tied up, my cock stretched out behind me, hard, wanting to leak semen, but unable. 
 
    She began to undo my knots. It took awhile, and when at last I could move again I began to cry. It hurt to move. It hurt to come out of my subspace. 
 
    June helped me to a sitting position, and I fell into her arms. I sobbed like a baby. I hated the world, and loved it.  
 
    And…I hated her. And you know what that meant…I loved her. 
 
    And the most terrible thing…I loved my wife. And that meant… 
 
    “It’s okay,” she murmured after a while. “It’s okay.” 
 
    And it was. It was a world I had never known, hiding right under the unreal world I had been living in. 
 
    Then she pushed my head back sightly, kissed me lightly on the lips, and…spritzed me. 
 
    Why would I want to be anything other than that little bit of awareness somewhere in the space of my body, around my body? Why would I want to be anything but love? 
 
    “Come now, it is time to eat.” She put the spritzer aside. 
 
    Dazed, I followed her down the stairs. 
 
    We went to the kitchen and I was happy. Happy to follow her instructions. Happy to be with her. 
 
    She made a macrobiotic meal. A construction of yin and yang, vegetables and rice with some soy sauce. Tea, lightly flavored, very heady. For desert she gave me an almond cookie. 
 
    “Johnson, tomorrow is going to be different.” 
 
    I watched her, filled with love. 
 
    “You have scratched the surface, but we need to go deeper. We need to get to the truth of you. You may love me now, but why did you hate me? That is what we must find out.” 
 
    I nodded. I drank some more tea. 
 
    “I can feel that you have a question. Please ask it.” 
 
    I couldn’t wait. That piece of me drifting behind my head blurted out, “If hate becomes love, will love become hate? My wife…Julie…I don’t want to hate her!“               
 
    She held up a hand and I screeched to a stop. 
 
    “You will still love your wife. It is not about hate and love, it is about the vast space of your soul, and your soul prefers that love occupy it. Hate is something you put into it to be contrary. But we will find what it is that drives you, that makes you hate. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I found my acknowledgement came easy. I was starting to like that ‘yes, ma’am.’ It put me in the proper frame of submissiveness. And I knew, now, that I needed to submit to achieve. 
 
    “Excellent. Now then, tonight will also be difficult, for you must do something for me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” How delicious a feel had that phrase. I loved it. 
 
    “I have not had a man since Kinoko passed.” 
 
    The concept burst over me and my eyes widened. 
 
    I was to make love to her! My mother-in-law! 
 
    That piece of awareness floating that was me shrieked. It was too much! 
 
    Yet…I loved her. 
 
    But…not in that way! 
 
    I was Julie’s! 
 
    She watched me try to grasp the concept, and after some minutes of me blinking and starting and yet not being able to move, she spoke. “You, of course, will not be making love to me. You are under the influence of the purple spritz. I will be using you. Rape, I suppose, though I wouldn’t suggest thinking on that concept too long. It might confuse you, and we don’t want you confused at this point. But I need relief. A day spent whipping your hide, if I may be so blunt, has awakened terrible desires in me, and I simply must have your cock. Now do the dishes, then come to your bedroom.” 
 
    She stood up, a gorgeous woman, in full bloom, mature, her breasts bound so they thrust outward, and smiled at me.Then she walked out of the kitchen and shortly I heard the sound of her heels on the stairs. A slow click…click…click. 
 
    Doom. 
 
    I did the dishes, I ascended the stairs. My boner betrayed me. It was hard, and I knew that it lusted. I might be conflicted about love, about having to make love to my wife’s mother, but my cock certainly had no qualms. 
 
    Down the hall, into my bedroom. I was going to be forced to make love to my mother-in-law in my own marriage bed. 
 
    She was sitting on the bed. The lights were off, and the room was lit by four candles in the corners. Shadows shimmied, seemed to laugh, and I came to stand by the side of the bed. 
 
    She was on her back, one leg thrown over the other, knees in the air, naked. Her lips were red, her eyes were glittering in the gloom. 
 
    She spread her legs and opened her arms for me.  
 
    I entered her clasp, I kissed her breasts, her marvelous, huge mammary glands. I sucked on the nipples, and she groaned mightily. 
 
    “Oh, God. So long.” 
 
    I slithered down her body and tasted her woman hole. I kissed her down there like it was a mouth, and I was voracious. And I realized something cruel: I liked it. I couldn’t hate, I could only love, and this in spite of the fact of being used against my will…until it wasn’t against my will. 
 
    “Don’t worry about cumming,” June whispered, pulling my head up her body, “You’ve been drained.” 
 
    We kissed then, and it was the kiss of the Gods. It was lips melded together, tasting of the soul. It was mouths meant to be joined. We breathed into each other and it was paradise. 
 
    The conflict in my soul began to recede as I gave up. As the dick took over and the silly idea of morality faded. 
 
    “Enter me now,” she whispered, then bit my ear. 
 
    I shifted my weight so it didn’t lay wholly upon her, and I fit my penis to her cooch. I began to slither in and out, running the flesh of my manhood against the sweet tenderness of her womanhood. 
 
    She began to whine and mewl then, and her hips thrust upwards, her pussy grabbed me, gripped me, and she humped mercilessly, shamelessly. 
 
    I was caught in the maelstrom of her sex. I was a straw in the hurricane of her pussy. I was nothing. I was a speck to be trod upon, used, and flung away. 
 
    She began to cum. Violent upheavals of sex that reamed her mind and left her senseless. 
 
    But, strange woman of other disciplines, she was sufficient to the moment, and before the first orgasm was even a memory, she began to cum again. And again. And again. 
 
    And I, a helpless bit of wit in a thunderstorm, held on, and tried to give pleasure, and suffered the rape of my body. Gladly. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to accelerate your learning now.” She undid knots and rocked in the chair. 
 
    I was sitting cross legged on the floor. Naked, of course. My butt, amazingly, didn’t hurt. My whole body was energized, however. I felt like I was built of flames, and the flames were being oxygenated frantically. 
 
    And the little piece of me that watched…that was content. It was at peace. 
 
    She had fucked me to a fare thee well, late into the morning, and I hadn’t cum. 
 
    I was desperate to cum. 
 
    Yet…I didn’t want to. 
 
    I didn’t want to lose this vast reservoir of energy that was making me alive. I didn’t want to lose the love that possessed me. 
 
    She began to tie me. 
 
    “Kinoko and I were together for two years. Two years in which he poured his art into me…and his heart. And a bit of semen, too.” She grinned. Dirty old lady, and glad of it. 
 
    “But one thing I didn’t know was that some of his customers were Yakuza. They would come in and he would tattoo their bodies. Leave me tied up and lusting and humping the cosmos, and stick needles into the flesh of some of the nastiest, deadliest men in the universe.” 
 
    She looped rope around my testicles and pulled tight. She began to run ends around my waist. I had a feeling she was going to come back to that area. 
 
    “One night I heard loud noises. Yells, things being knocked over. Then I heard a scream. 
 
    “I was tied up, I couldn’t move, and, fortunately, I was deep in that subspace of submission. I was so deep I had given myself up to the Gods. I was being fucked by immortality, and achieving knowledge of my own eternal nature. 
 
    “That awareness within, it lives forever. The body dies, and the awareness continues, and that is why the art of kinbaku has existed, and refuses to die. Simply, mankind needs to understand that underneath the terror of wars and death and plagues and all that…there is hope. Man’s body may die, but the spirit moves on. And the universe is but an illusion, a canvas upon which to paint the stories of lives and loves. 
 
    “I was aware, in that subspace, of a door opening, and a man looking art me. He looked right at me, my lover’s murderer, and he closed the door and left. 
 
    “Why didn’t he kill me? Because how can you kill that which is immortal? 
 
    “So I lived and Kinoko died, and, for a change, for a blessing, I wasn’t devastated. If I still believed myself as mortal I would have killed myself. But, being immortal, I knew his soul still existed, that he had merely moved on, and that some day we would meet again. Different bodies, different lives…but we would, some day, be together. And, understanding that, the universe is not such a cruel place. 
 
    “I was found, and I felt the sorrow, but not the crush, and I came home. I had left Julie with a sister, and I resumed my mothering.” 
 
    I was in a classic hogtie position. My arms bound behind me, elbows and wrists both. My legs pulled back nearly to my ass. 
 
    “All right, my love, are you ready?” 
 
    I answered with puppy dog honesty. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She went to a small sack that was next to her rocking chair and pulled out a butt plug. She smiled. And I, properly spritzed, smiled. 
 
    She lubed me up, lubed the plug up, and slid it into me. 
 
    I grunted, and…it felt good. My nerves opened up. My sex erected. Now wasn’t that weird? Why would getting plugged make my boner, which had taken a short break, suddenly turn into a raging forest fire? 
 
    She looped the rope over a rafter and began pulling me into the air. 
 
    I am not a big, heavy man, so she was able to hoist me. Surprisingly, there was only a little pain from the suspended position. And that pain was offset by the pleasure in my butt. 
 
    I hung, three feet off the floor, and slowly spun. 
 
    June placed a chair next to me, stopped my spin, and grabbed my penis. She began to stroke. 
 
    “Johnson. You will stay here until you tell me the truth. I don’t care if Julie comes home, you and I are going to get to the bottom of you. No pun intended.” 
 
    I gurgled helplessly. I was suspended, my whole body felt like the mote of awareness that was me that was suspended over my flesh. My body suspended. My awareness suspended, and she stroked me. Slowly. Lovingly. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I grunted. 
 
    She used my dick to turn me around, my face to hers. “Thank you for last night.” She kissed me. A kiss between lovers. And she stroked me. And she said, “Now tell me truth, Johnson. Tell me, or this will never stop.” 
 
    Time passed. The sun rose high in the sky, and began to fall. I felt the pleasure turn to pain. 
 
    She stopped every once in a while, lunch, pee breaks, but resumed. 
 
    The sun fell, and I remember screaming, begging her to stop, but the sensation, my dick turned into an explosion of pleasure so great I thought I would die. 
 
    And every once in awhile she would stop and kiss me, and ask me, “What is the truth, Johnson. You can tell me. I love you. And if you can’t tell the truth to your friend…who can you tell it to?” 
 
    Night deepened. The sound of an owl. Something skittering across the roof. 
 
    What was the truth? 
 
    In the deep of night I considered the question. What is the truth of me? 
 
    Why did I bother with such short term concepts as hate? 
 
    And, why did I hate June, especially. She gave me nothing but love. 
 
    I phrased that and asked it of June. She simply smiled, kissed me, and stroked me, and said, “Yes…why?” 
 
    But that answer, as insufficient as it was, spurred me on. Brain storming of the macrobiotic zen. 
 
    The deep morning grew. Creatures of the night roaming the netherlands. 
 
    June slowed, napped briefly, then jerked herself awake. Her hand hadn’t left my penis, even as she slept, and she smiled and kissed me yet again, and kept stroking. 
 
    Dawn. I had been awake for 24, but I was deep into that subspace wherein lives the spirit. 
 
    Subspace is not just a condition of the mind. It is the vast void of the soul. It is the place in which the universe exists, in which it has creation, and in which it is eternally created. 
 
    “Why?” I asked of June. 
 
    A cartoon version of her overlapped her body…she was napping, but the cartoon June existed, and answered. And she said, “Why do you resist woman?” 
 
    And there it was. The answer. Tears of joy fell from my eyes, and June jerked awake. “What?” She was actually confused. The cartoon version of herself, of course, had disappeared upon her waking. 
 
    “I resisted being a woman, and I resisted myself. I am not just a man…I am a woman. I am everything and nothing, and I am scared of the feminine me.” 
 
    A vast peace overtook me. The white, hot heat of orgasm welled up and surged through me. 
 
    My penis started to squirt. It spurted on the attic floor. Large splatterings of white. 
 
    Yes, I had been drained, but I had rebuilt, and fast, courtesy of the constant stimulation June had given me. 
 
    And now, after a day of hanging in subspace…who could blame me? That much love I simply had to cum. 
 
    June smiled, kissed me a final time, and began to lower me to the floor.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    We stood on the porch, June and I, and Julie’s car drove up the drive. 
 
    I could see her staring at us through the windshield, our arms around each other, sappy smiles on our faces. 
 
    I descended the stairs, opened the car door and helped Julie out. I kissed her mightily, bent her back and filled her with my love. 
 
    She straightened up and put a hand to her hair. “Woo! If that’s three days…what would a week be like?” 
 
    “You’ll have to find out some day?” I laughed. 
 
    I carried her bags up to the porch, and carried June’s bags down to the car. 
 
    “Mother? Are you leaving?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “But I thought you were going to spend a couple of weeks!” 
 
    “I was, but circumstances dictate that I must be off.” 
 
    Julie stared at her. Then looked at me. “What is going on?” 
 
    “Nothing,” both June and I blurted. 
 
    “Well, then…what happened while I was gone?” She was suspicious. 
 
    “Maybe Johnson can show you.” 
 
    Julie blinked. 
 
    “Now, my flight leaves in an hour, and the sooner I go the sooner I shall return. Right, Johnson?” 
 
    And I said the only thing I could. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Every year it’s the same thing. You go off for a month and I’m left all alone.” 
 
    Mia glanced at me from her vanity table. She was getting ready to go, and she was looking good. Hair done perfectly, make up, those red, red lips I love, and that’s if you could get past her large breasts and shapely figure. 
 
    “That’s a month where you get to play on the internet, masturbate,  and explore your heinie. Heck, dress up like a girl if you want.” 
 
    Man, she knew my fetishes. “Yeah, but how do I know this is really a company teamwork thing? What if you girls are all just going out and hiring gigolos and…and all that sort of thing! 
 
    Mia turned to me. “Lewis! If I wanted to buy some sex I certainly wouldn’t put it on the company tab! I’d have some secret bank account, maybe hidden in the mess in the garage, where you would never find it!” 
 
    “You have a secret bank account?” 
 
    “Argh!” she turned back to curling her eyelashes. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    She sighed. “Honey, for the umpteenth time, I am in charge of human resources, and once a year I have to set up these things. You’ve seen me working…” 
 
    “Yeah,” I begrudged. She had been working, and I knew it, because she never had time for sex. 
 
    “…and I have to go up to the corporate camp a week in advance to prepare, then two weeks running the thing, then a week of clean up.” 
 
    “But I’m horny!” I blurted. 
 
    “You’re always horny. And you knew, when we got married, that I’m in love with my job and there would be certain times I’m not available.” 
 
    “Right now?” 
 
    “Cripes, Lewis! We could have done it last night! But you want me to lay down and spread right before I walk out the door?” 
 
    “Well,” I grinned, “You look pretty good right about now.” 
 
    She gave a rueful smile. “And last night I was in curlers. Lewis…you are a sex hound. What do they call them? A horn dog! And you have no respect for what women have to go through to survive in this corporate world.” 
 
    I whined, “But we haven’t done it for a week!” 
 
    “I’ve been working all week.” 
 
    She rolled her lipstick on and I froze for a moment. Here I was, hornier than a tuba player in a whorehouse, and she was putting her lipstick on. My penis surged uncontrollably. 
 
    “But that’s one week, plus four weeks…I’m going to be going crazy by the time you’re home!” 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed with a smile. “You probably will. And I’ll probably be so tired I’ll sleep for a week.” 
 
    “SIX WEEKS WITHOUT A CUM?” 
 
    She stood up and turned to me. “How do I look?” 
 
    She was a knock out. Svelte, slender, big boobs, killer face…all dressed up and not ready to go …to bed with me. 
 
    “Oh, Go-o-od!” I blurted. I reached down and squeezed my crotch. “You’re actually causing me pain right now!” 
 
    She walked past me, curled a hand on my cheek. “Ooh, I love it when you’re like this.” 
 
    I followed her out to the living room. I was hypnotized by her high heels clicking, here curvy calfs working, her buttocks swaying. “Honey…don’t leave me like this.” 
 
    “Why?” she pulled on a jacket. 
 
    “I might…I might explode! All that semen backed up…my nuts might just blow up! How would you like that? Wife comes home to find man’s testicles have exploded from neglect!” 
 
    She laughed, pulled on her gloves. “Oh, I like that.” She stepped forward and put her hands up, and for a moment I thought she was going to grab me and kiss me. Instead, she grabbed my ears and held my head in place. She had a firm grip and I couldn’t have pulled loose with out losing one of my auricle flappers. 
 
    Her juicy, red lips an inch from mine, she whispered into my face: “Lewis, I love it when you’re like this. You get kind and considerate and do things for me…when you’re not bitching and whining. In fact, I think I’m going to keep you like this. I’m going to get fucked by every Johnny up there, every salesman, even my boss, old man Smithson. And I’m going to gobble all their cocks.” 
 
    She pulled one ear back, forcing me to turn and arch a little bit, and with the other hand she grabbed my groin. “Ooh, that makes little Lewis horny, yes?” 
 
    “Honey?” I was shattered, destroyed, and my cock surged against her grip. “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    She let go, pushed me away. “Of course not, you ass. I love you, God knows why. Now grab my bags and tote them out to the car my little bitch boy.” 
 
    She walked out the door, and I picked up her bags and ran after her. It was an armful and I was stumbling and tripping and trying not to drop anything. 
 
    “In the trunk, bitch boy,” she said haughtily. “And just the bags. Not you.” She gave a lusty laugh and opened the door and got in. 
 
    I stuffed her bags into the trunk. She already had the car packed, but I managed it. I came around to the driver’s side and knelt down. I must have looked like the saddest dog in the world. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” she grinned. “I’ll be back before you know it. So just relax, go beat off or something, and…I’ll see you in four weeks. I might even be in the mood. If I’m not too fucked out by then.” 
 
    My mouth opened to protest, but she gave it the gas and the car lurched away. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped, but she was already zooming down the street, one beautiful arm waving out the window. 
 
    I stood there and watched my wife depart, and I was a sad man. 
 
    Six weeks without sex. How was a horn dog to survive? Porn was okay, but…it wasn’t enough. And masturbation was cool, but after a month I would certainly be feeling more like the velvet walls of love than my own coarse hand. And…I had a thought. 
 
    She said she had a secret bank account! For buying…gigolos! Oh, my God! Sure, she had said she was just joking, but…what if she wasn’t? What if she had let that slip, then tried to cover it up? What if she really did have a secret bank account! 
 
    I turned and ran for the garage. She had even told me where it was! 
 
    inside the garage I began to open boxes and go through them. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later I sighed and slumped on the stool in front of the work bench. Nothing. I had gone through everything, and there was no secret bank account. What the heck. Was she fooling with me, was she…Ding a do do! My cell phone went off. 
 
    I looked a tit. It was Mia, and I answered. “You’re going to come home and fuck me!” 
 
    She merely laughed. “Nope. I just want to let you know the camp has been extended by eight weeks.” 
 
    “WHAT?” I screeched. 
 
    “Just kidding.” 
 
    I was silent. I was too horny to appreciate sick and twisted sense of humor. 
 
    “No, the reason I’m calling, I want to make sure you cleaned all the boxes in the garage.” 
 
    The light went on in my head. It was a trick! She had said that thing about a secret bank account just to get me to clean the garage! That…that…the B word is too good for her. First she leaves me horny, then…then this! 
 
    I looked at the rows and stacks of neatly arranged boxes. “I’ll get to it,” I prevaricated. I didn’t know you wanted me to do that.” 
 
    She laughed. “You dolt. Look up in the right hand corner, above the washing machine.” 
 
    I looked, and my eyes goggled, my brain swelled uncomfortably, and my jaw dropped. 
 
    She had taped a baby cam to the rafters. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “I’m looking at you on my cell right now. Hold up some fingers so I can count them for you.” 
 
    I shook my head, looked at the garage floor and raised a hand. She counted my fingers down. 
 
    “Five, four…there’s three, two, and…one!” 
 
    I looked up as I waved my middle digit at her. All I got in return was some merry laughter. 
 
    “I tell ya, hon, this you going without sex thing is just warming my little juicer. I’m downright wet down there. I sure wish I could jump your little bone right about now. Why, if I had your cock in my mouth right now I would…” For a long minute she teased me in the worst possible way. When she hung up I was definitely in the boner hall of fame. And she was laughing at me. 
 
    Maybe the B word isn’t too much for her. 
 
    I slunk back into the house like a dog that had been refused sex. which is what I was. I entered the kitchen, poured myself a consolation drink, bourbon and Coke, and headed for the computer room. 
 
    For a couple of hours I perused the net. I said hello to Julia Ann and Ava Addams. I sorted through the fisting videos. I even subjected myself to the torture of the House of Gord. Oh, God! I was horny. 
 
    After two hours I was naked, had had two more drinks, and was feeling really, really, sorry for myself. 
 
    And, can you blame me? 
 
    Abandoned by my wife? Forced to clean the garage? I bet that doesn’t happen to other guys! 
 
    I finally masturbated, and it was a sad experience. No big, warm titties to work on, no erect nipples to suck, not even forced to munch my way to heaven with a glorious pussy. 
 
    I didn’t get to kiss her or rub her or make her moan. I didn’t even get hornier from making her cum. 
 
    I just…rubbed one out. How dismal. A groan man. A married man, reduced to beating the meat. 
 
    Sad. 
 
    How low could one man sink? 
 
    And, after three days I was only lower. I mean, there’s only so much porn a guy can watch, right? 
 
    So halfway through the week I was a beaten dog. I was not much higher than a crawling gopher’s belly. I was dick hard…and frustrated. 
 
    It’s enough to make a man cry! 
 
    I even went into my wife’s closet and stood there and…sniffed her panties. And felt her fine clothes. And held her bra and imagined the cups full of her bounteous flesh. 
 
    Maybe I should dress up like a woman. That was sort of kinky, and she had given me the idea, so…maybe I should…I imagined myself in her bra and panties, rolling nylons up my legs. 
 
    And what if I didn’t have breast forms, or condoms filled with water…but actual tits? 
 
    What if I went to the doctor and had some ‘vacation boobs’ put in my chest? Then I could fill out her bras, and the dresses would fit me, and…lost in a daydream, thinking something, some niggling pice of something…I…I… 
 
    OHMYGOD! 
 
    The idea hit me like a grenade in the pants. Or panties. 
 
    It was stupendous! It was magnificent! It was the perfect answer! 
 
    I could…I could…STALK HER! 
 
    Well, not stalk her like a pervert, even though I was a pervert. But I could go up to her corporate camp, hide in the trees and…and then I could be sure that she wasn't messing around. 
 
    I mean, she had been pretty pointed in her descriptions of giving blow jobs, and fucking people, and she had even mentioned her boss! 
 
    So, really, I had to be sure. I could go up there, nose around, maybe even take some pictures. Teach her for baby camming me! And then, if there were goods to be got, I would have gotten them. If she was sucking and fucking I would have the proof! Then we would see about this yearly teamwork building camp thing she was doing. 
 
    I came to myself. I was standing in her closet, naked. A bra was over my head and my nose was in her panties, and an idea was in my mind. 
 
    I threw her underwear back into the closet and ran for the dining room. She had left a whole packet of information in a folder, and I got it out and spread sheets of paper across the table. 
 
    Times for various activities. Locations of cabins and who was sleeping in them. Meal times and menus. And one big map with a red line drawn to show the exact route to get to her camp. There was even a national park a half a mile away, with long term parking. I could drive there, park my car, a short hike, and I would be able to see everything. 
 
    OMG! This was perfect. I could be a ninja, the sex ninja, and I would have everything I needed. Heck, I could even use what I learned to blackmail Mia, make her fuck me whenever I wanted! 
 
    Oh, this was going to be good. I put the packet back together. She was prepping the place right now, but in a few days everybody would arrive, and the day after that…I would arrive. 
 
    Oh, dear, sweet wife. You have no idea. 
 
    And, chuckling with a vengeance, I headed for the kitchen and a tall, cool one. 
 
    Heh heh heh! 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days passed fast. First, I was busy memorizing items from the packet. I didn’t want to get there and stumble around and wonder which cabin was which, or what time something was due to happen. 
 
    Second, I had to get my own gear ready. I might be spending the night in a tent, cooking my own food, so I had to make sure I was prepped and packed. 
 
    Third, and this was important, I had to prepare my female clothing. 
 
    Female clothing. you ask? 
 
    Well, of course! If somebody saw me I didn’t want them to identify me. If I stayed male somebody might note the way I walked, or see some mannerism that reminded them of me. They had met me, most of them, of course, because I had been to Christmas parties and the like with Mia. 
 
    Of course, it was small chance, I tended to be a recluse at parties, but I couldn’t take a chance. 
 
    If I was dressed as a female, a dress, a wig, even some make up, and even wearing some modest heels on some hiking boots, there was no way somebody was going to recognize me, even if they were right in front of me with binoculars. 
 
    I hoped. 
 
    Friday evening, dusk, the gloom descending, I headed out to the car, twisted the key, and zoomy zoomed out of town and up into the mountains. 
 
    By the time I arrived at the national park it was pitch. I reported in to the ranger station, and headed for my campsite. 
 
    It was about ten o’clock, and I couldn’t see a damned thing. I pointed the car at my campsite and pitched my tent by the glare of my high beams. 
 
    A half hour later, all set up, ready to go, I went to sleep. 
 
    And laid awake for an hour. This was exciting! I had, of course, the perpetual boner, but, if things panned out, if I caught Mia in a compromising situation, I would be getting as much sex as I wanted. 
 
    I finally fell asleep, and woke up a few hours later, the dawn barely peeking over the treetops, and there was no way I could go back to sleep. 
 
    I turned on the little lantern in the tent and proceeded to get dressed. 
 
    I had worn female clothes before. Every once in a while Mia and I would get drunk and play around. She liked dressing me up, putting make up on me. And once I had gone to a Halloween party as a woman. As Lizzie Borden. Red dripping ax, turn of the century clothes, and big boobs. Mia loved the big boobs bit. 
 
    “Do you really think an ax killer is going to be stacked?” I had asked. 
 
    “Of course. Didn’t you know that big boobs always signify a mass murderer?” 
 
    I had looked dubiously at her chest and quipped, “Do I need to worry?” 
 
    And she quipped right back, “Absolutely. Heh heh heh!” 
 
    Anyway, the point was that I knew how to wear female clothes. I slipped into panties and a bra, and a tummy shaper, and put some breast forms into the cups. Zowie! I had a little mirror, and between that and my imagination, I was stacked! 
 
    I slipped into a woolen skirt, down to the calves. I had shaved my legs the night before, so my stems looked pretty good for a man, if I do say so myself. 
 
    I pulled a sweatshirt over my head, I love the way big tits look in sweatshirts, then laced up my slightly heeled hiking boots. It was sexy. The heels were only an inch and a half, about a good cowboy boot’s worth, but walking in them really turned me on. 
 
    I fitted a wig to my skull, clipped it on, and I was almost ready to go. Just one last thing. Lipstick. 
 
    God, I love lipstick. And red lipstick is the ultimate. Just putting it on, feeling that waxy sensation on my lips, and my boner pumped right up. 
 
    I stepped out of the tent just as the first glow of dawn lit up my campsite. I stretched, showing off my boobs, and breathed the fresh, clean air. 
 
    Heck, I was going to have to do this more, go camping as a woman. It was a real penis pumper. Saunter around in little heels, sway my ass, look all sexy…yes, I was going to have to do this more often. 
 
    Then I had a sober thought. Mia was out there, just over the hill by map, and she was sauntering around all sexy, her ass swaying, here boobs bouncing, and…was she availing herself of the male population? Had she been down on her knees last night? Had she bent over and accommodated a bunch of men? 
 
    I had the terrible vision of her holding on to a pole, all bent over, and a line of men pumping their peckers into her ass. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    With renewed vigor and purpose, I grabbed my hiking stick, a pair of binoculars, and set off. I had a woman to catch. 
 
    The trail was pretty easy, but it did meander. And it was slightly uphill. The heels didn’t help with that, but digging in my walking stick I managed to make it to the top of the rise within 15 minutes. 
 
    Downhill I went, and at the first big turn I left the trail. I had Google earthed the area, and knew that a few steps into the growth there was a sort of an animal trail. And, sure enough, ten feet through the branches slapping into my face, I stepped out onto a trail for animals. And, it was well defined and perfectly suitable for two footed animals. 
 
    I followed the trail downhill for a quarter mile, and was pleased to find that animals had taken the path of least resistance. I stumbled over a couple of roots, and had to duck under a couple of branches, but it was pretty easy walking for the most part. 
 
    To one side I caught glimpses of the fence surrounding the corporate camp. It was old and rusty and climbed the gentle slope to a point where the animal trail passed. And that was where I caught my first glimpse of the corporate training camp. 
 
    I was at a point where the fence took a turn, and I could see the buildings through the trees. There were eight cabins, and trickles of smoke camp from the chimneys of all eight. 
 
    Six of the cabins were for bunking. One was a big eating hall/kitchen, and the last one was a combination communication center storage facility. 
 
    I couldn’t see much from there, just rooftops, but it all looked peaceful. 
 
    I left the animal trail and followed the fence down the slope, and the cabins became more visible. I could see a parking lot filled with cars,  a small cinder block building where they housed the batteries for the solar panels atop each cabin. And a couple of people up and about. 
 
    Now I had to be careful. I waited until everybody was going away from me, or were simply gone, and slithered across places where I could be seen. 
 
    I was at roof level now, but slightly behind the cabins. I needed to be more over to the right, about fifty feet. There was a big bush over a sort of a cliff, and I could hide in the bush and look right down at the camp. 
 
    I crept to the edge of the tree line, had a ten foot space to cross, and waited. 
 
    People were stirring now. Going in and out of the cabins. Chatting, brushing teeth at a big trough. For awhile I thought I might not get to the bush. But then there was a moment when nobody was outside, and I darted across the space, mincing in my little heels, and squatted down behind the bush. 
 
    Perfect! The branches were thick enough to hide me, and not so thick I couldn’t peer through them. The colors I had chosen for my dress blended right in. I sat down cross legged, leaned back against a couple of skinny trunks, and lifted my binoculars. 
 
    The camp was in good condition. It was clean, no weeds, and the cabins were freshly painted. So maybe Mia had been painting cabins instead of sucking cock for the last week? 
 
    It was a happy thought. 
 
    The cabins were arranged in a grid, the bigger kitchen/meeting hall cabin off to the right. In front of the grid, just below me, was a set up of crude benches. They looked to be logs cut in half down the center and mounted. At the front of the benches was a stage of sorts, it looked like it was just terraced earth, and in the center of the state was the oddity…a pillory. 
 
    Stocks. The kind of set up where you put your hands and wrists into small holes and a plank is lowered and you are prisoner. 
 
    WTF? Why would they have something like that at a corporate camp? 
 
    Then I laughed. Keep the slaves in line. ‘Make your target or you get put in the stocks!’ 
 
    And what kinds of things would they do to somebody in the stocks? Oh, my imagination ran wild. Strip their clothes off, spank their asses, and—here’s where it gets good—play with their privates. Poke their peenies into pussies, and even man pussies. 
 
    Oh, God! That was rich. I had trouble stifling my hilarity. I could just see some poor doofus, didn’t sell enough doodads or whatever, and he’s brought screaming to the stocks and locked in. Everybody laughing at him, slapping his ass, then some bitch grabs his gonads and starts twisting them. 
 
    How much twisting can a man’s gonads take? 
 
    From my own experience, not much, and I could hear the howls of helplessness as the man’s co-workers twisted them until he was trying to turn a cartwheel while locked up. 
 
    Suddenly, I heard a bell, and doors started slamming. I dried the tears of laughter from my face and paid attention. 
 
    On the porch of the meeting hall Mia was standing. She was wearing man clothes, green outdoorsy pants, a ranger type shirt which did absolutely nothing to hide her big bazooms. She was ringing a bell that was hanging from the eaves, and she was ringing it with vigor. 
 
    Clang! Clang! Clang! 
 
    Corporate employees poured out of the cabins. 
 
    Six of the cabins were occupied, and they all looked to have eight people in them. So nearly fifty people ran out of the grid of cabins and sprinted for good seating in the meeting area below me. 
 
    I peered through the binoculars and watched as the men and women, more women than men, laughed and joked and took their places. Finally, all were seated and Mia walked to the center of the dais, next to the stocks. 
 
    People applauded, a few cheers, and a couple of boos, all of which she acknowledge gratefully. Then she picked up the microphone that was sitting on top of an amplifier and started talking. 
 
    “Welcome to the yearly Hometouch Teamwork Event. For the next two weeks we will be discussing such things as teamwork, improving company communications, handling assorted problems, and…let’s not forget…swimming and hiking and just having a good time.” 
 
    More cheers. 
 
    Mia smiled, and stepped over to the stocks. “Now, I know all of you have been curious about our friend here, Peter Pillory. Peter is direct from the middle ages, and he was the corporate method used to improve statistics and sales.” 
 
    Cheers and whoops, and some fellow yelled out. “Buck needs to see Peter!” 
 
    There was an innuendo there, but it was all in good fun. This might be a corporation, but it was also a big, happy family. Lots of joking. 
 
    Mia raised a hand to her forehead and peered out at the crowd. “Was that Henry? Henry? Speak up now.” 
 
    Lots of laughter, and a man in the back stood up. 
 
    “I thought so. Henry, our first volunteer, is going to come up and meet Peter.” 
 
    Henry was a chubby guy, round cheeks, one of the sales guys, as I recalled. He was pushed through the crowd and took his place on the dais. He raised his hands in a clasp and shook them as if in victory, and everybody laughed. 
 
    “Henry, go ahead and put your neck on the chopping block.”  
 
    Cheers and hoots, and Henry did just that. He laid his neck in the big center hole, draped his wrists through the side holes, and Mia lowered the top board. 
 
    There stood Henry. Bent over, a silly expression on his face, and he couldn’t move. 
 
    Mia: “Henry, how do you feel?” 
 
    “Well, it’s kind of scary, actually. I mean, everybody’s out there, and I’m all alone up here. You aren’t going to sell tomatoes, are you?” 
 
    Mia chuckled. “No tomatoes. Maybe a watermelon or two…” 
 
    Hoots. 
 
    “No, the purpose of this pillory is singular. Henry will spend 15 minutes up here. He will ponder on the fact that he is alone, and that all his friends are out there. He will start to understand that it is better to be part of a team, than it is to be alone.” 
 
    “I’ve already learned” grinned Henry. All laughed. 
 
    For fourteen minutes Mia talked about teamwork, and Henry began shift his weight from foot to foot. It wasn’t painful in the stocks, but it was uncomfortable. 
 
    “Now then, Buck,” Mia spoke to the crowd at the end of 15. “Buck, come up here.” 
 
    A lanky fellow sauntered up the center walk, stepped up to the platform. He was grinning widely. 
 
    “Buck, Henry here said you should be up here.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But he was joking.” 
 
    “Was he?” 
 
    “Well, sure. You know Henry.” 
 
    “I do. And I want to ask you one question.” 
 
    Buck waited. 
 
    “Henry there is okay, but what if he wasn’t? What if he was in danger. What if his pants caught on fire or something. What would you do?” 
 
    “I’d lift the bar and get him out.” 
 
    “You would?” 
 
    “Of course!” He seemed aghast that Mia would even need to ask. 
 
    “So if we had a forest fire, or a big bear came out and wanted to make a meal out of Henry…you’d let him out?” 
 
    It was obvious where this was going, and Buck grew serious. “Yes.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well,” he blinked for a second. He didn’t expect that question. “Because…he’s my friend!” 
 
    Mia turned to the audience. “And there you have it. The secret of teamwork. You’re all friends.” She turned back to Buck. “Buck, lift the bar. Free Henry.” 
 
    Buck took a quick step, lifted the bar, and Henry escaped the infernal device. He stood, and he and Buck shook hands, and the crowd cheered. It really was an inspired little lesson. 
 
    Mia spoke into the mike. “Over the next two weeks everybody will be spending some time in the stocks. Everybody will learn who their friends are, and everybody will go home a part of a big team. Is that clear!” 
 
    Now the crowd let loose. Big cheers that rattled the bushes around me. I realized that the little valley I was sitting over was acoustically perfect. Really focused the sound vibrations. 
 
    “Okay, people. 15 minutes of calisthenics, then we might let you eat breakfast. If you’re part of a TEAM!” 
 
    The meeting broke up then. Everybody walked through the grid of buildings to the small lake on the other side. 
 
    As soon as everybody’s back was turned I scampered away from the brush. I wanted to circle the camp and watch the swimming, which was scheduled for a half hour after breakfast. 
 
    As I moved through the forest, up hill and down, I considered the camp. It certainly looked innocent enough. Wouldn’t it be funny if Mia was telling the truth? That there was no cock sucking and pussy fucking going on? 
 
    Well, that was okay. I mean, it was good, even if I didn’t get the goods on Mia I would get to use the binoculars on some of those babes in the camp. And some of them were pretty good looking. I was glad I had brought my camera.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    There were lots of babes at the lake. Amazing how big the boobs are on some of those corporate babes. I got some swell pictures of the swell and the curve of womanhood. Drool and drip and play with myself. 
 
    After swimming they had another meeting. Another poor doofus stood in the stocks, and Mia delivered another rousing speech. I had seen a list of the titles of her speeches in the packet, and she was pretty good. She was going to cover teamwork and punishment and sexual harassment, and everything, all while some guy, or girl, stood in the stocks and the lesson was driven home. 
 
    And, in the afternoon I got some great picks of the babes playing volleyball. I switched my cell app to video and got some wonderful shots, close ups, of boobs bouncing. 
 
    By the end of the day I was pretty happy. I was now an accomplished corporate ninja sex spy, and I decided that I wouldn’t have to spend the whole two weeks spying. One more day, and if everything was cool, I would head back home and spend the rest of the weeks watching porn and whacking off. Maybe I would even stay dressed up as a woman. I mean, it was pretty kinky. At least I had a constant boner from dressing this way, from feeling my boobs bounce, from my ass swaying form the heels. Maybe. Who knows? 
 
    Then, disaster struck. 
 
    It was about four o’lock. Dinner in an hour, and everybody had some down time. I was back in my little bush perch above the meeting area, and a couple of fellows crossed the grid to the communications office. I knew Mia was in there, and I wasn’t alarmed, but then the two guys exited the building, with Mia between them, her arms linked with theirs. They were all laughing. 
 
    My brow furrowed. What was going on? Where were they going? 
 
    They entered one of the cabins, and I saw a couple of fellows come out of their cabins and cross to the cabin Mia had gone into. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Now I was dying inside. Why had Mia gone into one of the guy cabins? Why were a dozen men crowded in after her? What was going on? 
 
    My imagination really ran riot now. I could imagine Mia fucking and sucking, the guys trading her off, taking her butt and mouth at the same time, A big bukaki fest. 
 
    Man, I was worried now. I wanted to run around to the slope, run down to the cabin, and bust in and rescue her!
Except she had gone into the cabin on her own, cheerful, laughing. Like she knew some game was going to be played. 
 
    Yeah. A sex game, and she was the tiddly wink. 
 
    I sat up on the hill, thoroughly conflicted, my mind working overtime, and a half a dozen times I almost ran down there. 
 
    But what would I say? What if it was just another team building drill? 
 
    Heck, what if she knew I was up here and wanted to play a joke on me? 
 
    Finally, my worst worries were confirmed. The door to the cabin burst open and she almost fell out. She scrambled to the edge of the porch and began to puke. 
 
    Her face was covered with white goo. Her hair was covered with it. Her chest, those wonderful mammaries, were coated with the white stuff. 
 
    Sperm. Semen. A dozen guys had surrounded my wife and masturbated on her. And, my mind told me, they must have fucked her. Stuck their dicks in her mouth and in her pussy and even in her fanny. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I was crying now, sobbing, and I wanted to be down there, helping her, consoling her. 
 
    Except that she had gone into that cabin willingly! 
 
    The guys poured out of the cabin after her. They were cheering and patting her on the back. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it was obvious. Yeah, right. Thanks for the fuck, Mia. You’re our favorite slut! 
 
    Oh, those assholes! Those dirty, mother…the women saw Mia puking, and they ran to her. 
 
    Okay. She would be taken care of. The women helped her off the porch, walked her back to a cabin, and cast baleful glances at the still cheering men. 
 
    The men, those dirty bastards, didn’t even care! They just kept yelling and whooping and laughing. 
 
    Those dirty, mother… 
 
    I crawled off the hillside then. I was blind with tears, I didn’t care if anybody saw me, but nobody did. I clawed my way through the trees, up the hill, to the fence. Fifteen minutes later I was back at my campsite. 
 
    I sat in camp and bawled my eyes out. I sat on a folding chair inside my tent and just cried and cried and cried. My wife. She had done this to me. I felt like my world was ending. 
 
    I reached into the cooler and grabbed a bottle of whiskey. I drank it straight. A couple of glugs. Then a couple of glugs more. And all the while images of my wife being untrue to me. Screwing all the men in her company. That was what this whole thing was about. It wasn’t about team building. It wasn’t drills for the corporate benefit…it was her getting drilled, front and rear, over and over, for a couple of weeks. Then she would come home and act all innocent and not really tell me what had happened up here. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I was sloshed, and in the midst of drunken wallowings I made up my mind. I was going to go to the camp. Now. And I was going to confront Mia. I was going to get to the bottom of this mess, or my name wasn’t Ledess. Looseus…uh, whatever. I was going to get to the bottom of it all. 
 
    I was still dressed like a woman, skirt and blouse, big boobs, but my lipstick, after a long day of sneaking around the camp, needed to be refreshed. I took out the lipstick, wavered on my feet, and decorated my lips. There. they wouldn’t recognize me now. Which made no sense, but I was drunk and so what. 
 
    I stomped back up the trail, making my way by moonlight. I had a small flashlight, but I would save that. Besides, I was too mad to use the flashlight. 
 
    I came to the top of the rise, and saw the lights of the cabins winking through the trees. 
 
    I descended the mountainside to the fence, then placed a hand on the fence and made my way down to the place I could slide under. There, I was in. Now just a short walk, and I could face her! I could make her face the music! I could bet up all those…those…company rapers! Just wait until I got hold of them! 
 
    I staggered down the slope to the flat of the campground. It was getting pretty dark now, just a little moonlight, and I moved into the shade of the cabins. I was confused, turned around, and the map in my mind was skewed. Was her cabin over here? Or…no. It had to be over there. 
 
    I moved from cabin to cabin, listening under the windows. The windows were all open about six inches. It was a nice night and there were screens. 
 
    I stopped under one cabin and heard the men discussing Mia. 
 
    “I can’t believe she took the whole thing.” 
 
    “I thought sure she was going to lose it when you were holding her head…but she made it outside.” 
 
    “And she even ate dinner after that.” 
 
    “And I have it all on video. Can you believe that woman?” 
 
    I sank to the ground, on my knees, and held my face in my hands. My wife had…done them all. She had sucked them all, and the way they all laughed about it, like it was a big joke or something. 
 
    Didn’t those guys know she was married? 
 
    “Or, did they just not care?” 
 
    I crawled away, darted over to another cabin. This one was full of women, and they were talking about the big bukaki, too. And I even heard my wife! I heard Mia! 
 
    “They guys were talking about it at dinner. You really got them, Mia.” 
 
    Another voice, “Yeah. They were all there, and now they are all poorer.” 
 
    “How much did you make, Mia?” 
 
    Mia’s voice answered, “Twenty guys at twenty a pop…” 
 
    “Four hundred dollars! Oh, my God! Your husband is going to be so proud!” 
 
    I was? the fuck I was! My wife was a slut! She had just mouth fucked twenty men! Oh, my God. And I rose up and peeked through the window. 
 
    Eight women were sitting around Mia. Marveling at her feat, and suddenly one of them turned around and took a phone call. 
 
    I listened as the girls chatted, but they were done talking about Mia’s adventure. 
 
    Suddenly the girl who had taken the phone call was showing a text to other girls. It must have been funny, because the girls all covered their mouths, stopped laughing, then started laughing harder. Mia stood up and glanced at the text. She laughed, then took the phone and tapped a message into it. What the hell was going on? What was— 
 
    “Ugh!” They tackled me from the rear. A dozen women, and I was smashed into the side of the cabin and near knocked unconscious. 
 
    I tried to struggle, but I was still drunk, and I was dazed from the impact, and I couldn’t outwrestle a dozen women if I was sober. 
 
    Suddenly lights shown on me. I could hear women crowding out onto the porch and staring down. 
 
    Mia’s voice. “Put her in the stocks, girls! We’ll find out what’s what!” 
 
    I was dragged, kicking and screaming, through the camp. They pushed me onto the dais, they forced my neck and my hands into the holes. Clack! The board came down, and Click! the catch at the end secured the two boards. 
 
    “Lemme out!” I yelled. I struggled, I writhed, I kicked and pulled, but I was caught. And the ladies all stood back. 
 
    I heard her footsteps coming up to the dais. How I knew it was her, footsteps on packed earth, I couldn’t tell you, but it was Mia. 
 
    “All right, ladies, let’s find out who it is.” 
 
    By now the men had heard the ruckus and were coming out of their cabins and gathering around. 
 
    At first somebody grabbed my hair, and they had a grip of my own hair, so the wig didn’t lift off. They pulled my head up and it hit the top of the hole and I grunted. 
 
    They lowered my head, and somebody said, “Can’t lift her head. Get a flashlight and we’ll look up at her. 
 
    Bodies moving in the dark. Hands still holding me. Mia lowered herself, half crawled under me, and looked up. 
 
    Our eyes met, and she gave a small gasp. She recognized me. For a long second, an eternal second, she just stared. I could imagine her shock. I had caught her. 
 
    But…she didn’t looked shocked in that way, if that makes sense. 
 
    She stood up. “I know who it is.” 
 
    Yeah, she was going to reveal that it was her husband, and everybody would know that I had caught her! Boy, had I caught her. 
 
    “It’s Ronnie Milton from Checkers.” 
 
    “Ronnie Milton?” 
 
    “The CEO of our competition?” 
 
    “What’s he doing here?” 
 
    The voices rose out of the darkness. I just wanted to get loose. 
 
    Mia spoke: “He’s obviously spying on us.” 
 
    “But he’s a woman!” 
 
    “What better disguise for a weasel, eh?” 
 
    And Mia spoke again: “Think about it, guys and gals. This guy can’t outsell us, his product is inferior, so he tries a little corporate espionage. This is the man who wants to steal our ideas and put you out of work.” 
 
    There was some grumbling at that. 
 
    And I knew: she knew she had been caught, and she was throwing me to the wolves. Pretending I was somebody else. She gets away and I pay the price. The bitch! 
 
    “Wait a minute!” I yelled. “I want to—“ 
 
    “Spank him, boys, hard! Don’t give him a chance to tell his lies!” 
 
    “Wai—OH!” 
 
    They began whacking my bottom. At first with their bare hands. Then somebody introduced a belt and the pain really started. 
 
    WISS…SNAP! 
 
    WISS…SNAP! 
 
    WISS…SNAP! 
 
    I was crying, and the spanking wouldn’t stop.  
 
    “Lift his dress! Let’s get some bare bottom!” That was Mia. Then I could tell she was whispering something to somebody, who quickly ran off. 
 
    The spanking continued. Men and women used their bare hands until their hands hurt, then they used the belt until…until the belt must have hurt. 
 
    Finally, all hands sore, they all slowed down. 
 
    Tears poured form my eyes. My ass felt like a shark had bitten it. But when the spanking slowed down I raised my voice. “You stupid people! I’m not—grukle!” 
 
    A gag was shoved into my mouth, and not just any gag. It was a penis gag, and I now felt the ignominy of having a penis in my mouth! 
 
    Hands fastened the straps on the back of my head, and now I couldn’t be heard. “Mphmmm! FFuigh!” I tried to speak, but everybody just laughed at me. 
 
    “Okay, ladies and gentlemen. Here’s the guy who wanted to destroy your livelihoods. This is the monster who would take your jobs and kick you into the street. Henry?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “What do you think we should do to somebody who tried to put you and your family out of your house and onto poor street?” 
 
    Oh, the subtle rage in Henry’s voice. He spoke almost conversationally, but I could hear his raw emotion, “He’s just a motherfucker!” 
 
    “Buck! How would you like to live in a tent down on skid row? Would your children like that? What would you like to do to this monster?” 
 
    Oh, boy, was she inflaming them. She was throwing gasoline on a fire. She was inciting a mob! She was really going all out to hide her infidelity. 
 
    “I’d like to put my boot so far up his ass his kidneys come out of his mouth!” 
 
    “Janey! You’re single. You don’t have children, but it’s okay if he steals your salary and leaves you begging at a women’s shelter, right?” 
 
    “Oh, that son of a bitch!” Janey yelled. No hidden emotions here. “I’d like to twist his balls until he sings soprano for the rest of his life.” 
 
    And the rest of the crowd started to chime in. 
 
    “I’d kick his balls over the goalpost!” 
 
    “I’d shove my fist so far up…” 
 
    “I’d cut them off!” 
 
    Now I was started to get worried. Fear began to replace my rage, and I finally understood where I was. And, I was starting to get sober. These kinds of threats, sobriety was roaring up on me right quick. 
 
    “Mmphuu…reighgh!” But my voice was curtailed by the plastic peter tickling my tonsils. 
 
    “Okay, everybody. We all came out here undressed, so I want you to go back to your cabins, get dressed, and get ready. Come back in 15 minutes and we are going to mete out some real punishment. Okay?” 
 
    Cheers shook the trees in the forest, and the crowd dispersed. 
 
    In a quick moment I was alone, except for Mia. 
 
    “Mphuuuj! Eertghghg!” I tried to talk. 
 
    She squatted down and looked up at me. She held my noise, and shortly I was having trouble breathing. And, not breathing, I wasn’t trying to talk. 
 
    “Lewis,” she hissed. “Shut up. I’m going to take this penis gag out for a moment, and you’d better have a pretty good excuse for your presence here!” 
 
    I better have a good excuse? My God! The gall of the woman! 
 
    Still, she loosened the strap on the back of my head, and I was given my shot at speaking. “You bitch! You came to this camp and you cheated on me! You gave all those guys a blow job and you…” I went on and on, until she shoved the gag back into my mouth. I quieted, and she lowered it. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I was on the hill above the meeting area. I saw through the binoculars. You went into that cabin, and all the men went in, and then you came out…throwing up sperm! And I heard you under the windows! You charged twenty men twenty dollars a pop! That’s what you said, twenty dollars a pop, and I was supposed to be proud of you! You dirty, skank brained…” suddenly, I slowed down. She wasn’t getting upset, or showing any discomfort at being revealed for what she was. In fact, she was laughing! 
 
    “Oh, Lewis! Lewis! You stupid asshole! You really thought I gave all those guys blow jobs? You thought I charged them…oh, my God! I don’t believe it! Lewis you are the stupidest man I ever…” and she sobered. “And I married you.” 
 
    We stared at each other in the darkness. Our eyes glinting. Her concerned, and me now confused. What the fuck was going on? 
 
    “Lewis, listen to me very carefully. I only have a little time, and then everybody will be back. I was talking with one of the fellows about the hardest thing we’ve ever done. He had been in the military, had shot and been shot at, had been wounded and crawled through the mud, and do you know what the hardest thing he had ever done in his life was?” 
 
    I was silent. Why was she telling me all this bullshit? 
 
    “When he was in Afghanistan somebody bet him he couldn’t eat a whole jar of mayonnaise without throwing up.” 
 
    A light went off in the back of my head, but…it didn’t make full sense, not yet. 
 
    “So he got a bunch of guys to ante up, and they gave him a spoon and a jar, and he tried. He said he made it halfway through the jar. Mayonnaise was coming out of his mouth, his nose. He puked it on people, and he couldn’t stop. He lost the bet, and he said that was the hardest thing he had ever done in his life. 
 
    “Well, me, big mouthed me, said I could do it. I told him I could eat a jar of mayonnaise easy. I love the stuff, even eat it on my French fries. A couple of the other fellows offered to cover the bet, and the next thing you know I’m going over to his cabin with a couple of the fellows. Everybody was there and they gave me a spoon and a jar. The bet was I had to eat the whole thing, then walk out of the building without puking. 
 
    “Oh, God, Lewis. It was the hardest thing I have ever done in my life. The first few bites were sweet, yummy even, and I thought ‘this is going to be easy!’ Then the bile started to build. I could feel my belly trying to revolt, then it was revolting. I was forcing that white stuff down my throat, determined not to puke! I kept eating and eating. I was crying. Snot was coming out of my nose, but the guys were cheering, they wanted me to succeed! They’re my team, and they don’t want anybody on the team to fail! So I made it. I got every last scoop out of that stupid jar. I even licked the spoon. I staggered to the door, opened it, and that’s where you must have seen me. The big upchuck starting, a jar of white, gooey mayonnaise coming out of my mouth, my nose! It was all over me! It was in my hair, all over my face, down the front of my shirt. But you know that! I have never puked so much or so hard in my life. White and gooey, and looking EXACTLY like semen. Lots of semen. Twenty men’s worth of semen.” 
 
    She was silent. I could hear people stepping out on porches. 
 
    “But…wait…I don’t…” 
 
    “I even have proof! Look!” She held up her phone and called up photos. Photo after photo, obviously messaged amongst everybody at camp, of her eating mayonnaise, looking happy, looking sickly, and men cheering her own from the background. Then the puking. 
 
    No blow job. 
 
    No sperm. 
 
    Just mayonnaise. 
 
    “And then you, you stupid goof, you show up,” she was crying and trying to dry her tears. “And you put me in this spot. How fucking dare you!” 
 
    I could hear people coming across the camp now. Chuckling. Laughing. Having a good time. 
 
    And I had distrusted my wife, betrayed her, and all because my cock was out of control. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. 
 
    She sniffed, but listened. “I know I fucked up, and there’s only way out of this mess.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Whatever you would have done to this Ronnie Milton guy…do it to me.” 
 
    “What?” Horror in her voice. 
 
    “I deserve it, and I’m not going to tell these guys I’m your husband. You guys do what you want, and then you sneak down and release me in the morning.” 
 
    “Honey, you don’t have any idea what you are asking!” 
 
    “Its the only way out. It’s the only way I can protect your job, and after what I’ve done…I’ll do anything to make up for it.” 
 
    “Do you know what they’re going to do to you?” 
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “They do what they want and I’ll take it like a man. Hell, I’ll take it like a woman. It’s the least I can do for you. And I’ve got to do it…after what I’ve done.” 
 
    Voices interrupted us then. The men and the women were stepping into the meeting area, close enough to hear. Mia pushed the penis gag back into my mouth and fastened it. 
 
    “All right, boss lady! We’re ready for the fun!” 
 
    “Okay, everybody sit down.” 
 
    The corporate happy campers all sat down and gave her their attention. 
 
    Mia spoke. Her voice was a little shaky, but nobody seemed to notice. 
 
    “Okay, kids, we have here a bona fide enemy. Somebody who was trying to rob you of your living, your homes, your families. Now, I don’t want you to murder him. None of us want to go to prison. Besides, he wasn’t trying to murder us, so we can’t murder him.” 
 
    “I could,” said a wit, and everybody laughed, be it a bit nervously. 
 
    “And, I don’t want him unusually bruised or beaten. I don’t want him castrated. I don’t want marks left on him.” 
 
    “Can we fuck him?” asked a voice, and there it was. That was actually what Mia was referring to. 
 
    A pause, just briefly, and I knew Mia was cursing inside, trying to figure a way out of this. But there was no way out. I had gotten into this mess, and here I was going to stay…until they were done with me. 
 
    Mia let out a breath. “If you wish.” Then she added a twist that I wasn’t prepared for. “You can fuck him, but don’t let him cum.” 
 
    Everybody laughed at that. 
 
    One of the girls chirped, “When I get done with him he’s going to have the biggest, bluest balls in the world.” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    Then Mia added another twist, one I was actually grateful for. “You know, sometimes there’s health issues with…uh, anal sex. I donm’t know how well condoms work, but…” 
 
    “Buck yelled out. “That’s okay. We’ll do him front, the girls can have the rear!” 
 
    Everybody was cheering over that one, and it was settled. And then it started. 
 
    Mia was pushed aside, the guys lined up in front of me, and the girls lined up behind me. Somehow Mia managed to stand next to my ass. “Girls? I just had a thought.” 
 
    The girls had brought their strap ons, and i heard the sound of zippers going down.  
 
    Who would have thought there were many strap on gals at the company? 
 
    “If you fuck him and make him bleed, you’ll be leaving marks on him, might even truly damage him.” 
 
    “So what?” muttered one gal. 
 
    “Instead, use lots of lube, be gentle, make him love it.” 
 
    Everybody was silent. 
 
    “I want to hurt him,” said a gal named Jenny. 
 
    Mia said, “Bruises heal, but if you send him home loving to get a cock up his ass…” 
 
    Everybody thought about it, and started chuckling, then laughing. 
 
    And I knew Mia was actually trying to help me, to make it easier, to protect me, but…geez! 
 
    Some wit, I thought it might be Henry, said, “Gee, honey, do I poke you tonight? Or do you poke me?” 
 
    And everybody was laughing harder and harder. 
 
    I felt hands grip my cheeks and pull them apart. I wanted to get tense, but I was one and they were fifty. I forced myself to relax and a girl stepped up and slapped lube onto my rectum. Fingers opened me up and reamed me. And they were gentle. 
 
    They slid their fake peenies into me. They went in and out, not ramming and jamming, but slipping and sliding, and, damn, I hate to admit it, it…didn’t hurt. In fact, it felt good. It was like that place that really bugged you, that kept getting itchier and itchier, finally got scratched. 
 
    The first girl pulled out, and another one took her place. 
 
    In front of me the guys had been watching, and they finally realized that they had to get busy. Some guy stepped up, zipped down, and there it was. A cock. A big penis. Staring me right in the face. 
 
    Oh, crap. I didn’t want to touch that. I especially didn’t want to touch it with my lips. But it came forward, poked into my mouth. Suddenly the man grabbed one of my ears. “Open, or I’ll pull it off.” 
 
    I had to. I opened. I started to wretch, but the penis was shoved in fast and I gagged. He pulled out and I was able to breath, and then he pushed it in again. 
 
    Everybody was hooting and howling. Another woman stepped up behind me. She began to ride me, pushing me into the stocks, pulling back. 
 
    Somebody reached down and massaged my nuts. “I’ll make sure he doesn’t cum!” pronounced the voice who held my testicles. 
 
    The gal in my mouth finally ejaculated, and the creamy white gunk flowed down my throat. I closed my eyes and tried to maintain control. Another man took his place. 
 
    Another woman. In and out. A corkscrew for sensation. And I began to buck back, which caused my mouth to move on the guys’ cocks. 
 
    “Hey, she’s hot!” yelped one guy, loosing a bit of baby batter into my maw. 
 
    More loads deposited. More semen. 
 
    And my ass felt like a swamp now, all puffy and bloated and filled with lube. 
 
    More cocks. Plastic, flesh, whatever. 
 
    One of the girls used her fingers. Maybe her whole hand. And, at one point, I think somebody put a cucumber in me. They certainly weren’t taking it easy on me. 
 
    Not that it mattered much at that point. 
 
    Because the truth was…I was starting to like it. 
 
    Like porn stars like it when they have a gangbang. 
 
    More cocks. 
 
    More semen. Baby batter, jizz juice. 
 
    My face and hair were soaked with semen. 
 
    On and on. People laughing. 
 
    Whiskey made its appearance, and they actually held the bottle for me to drink. 
 
    Finally, they started to drift off. Everybody was sated, some a couple of times, and they were done with me. 
 
    It was just before dawn. Pitch black with a slit of light showing on the horizon. Nobody was awake. 
 
    Then I heard footsteps. 
 
    “Lewis?” 
 
    “I’m okay.” Was that my voice? Raw and sore and semen soaked? 
 
    She fumbled with the latch and I was released. I was able to stand, but my legs were wobbly. She grabbed me, one hand on one of tits. She giggled. “These feel real.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was exhausted. I was sore back there, but I could walk. A bit bowlegged, but I could walk. 
 
    Moved towards the place where I had come down the hill. 
 
    “Are you going to be okay?” 
 
    “I am now,” I said. 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “Will you ever forgive me?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing to forgive, honey. You’re a sex crazed pervert and I love you. You erred on the side of love, and now…now maybe you’ll be…you know.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll be okay. Not so crazy.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she agreed. “But probably not.” She chuckled. 
 
    I turned to her at the base of the hill. “I’m still sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” She kissed me then, and got a face full of semen for her troubles. 
 
    “Ew,” she said, but I was already climbing the hill. 
 
      
 
    I made it back to camp. I was shivering and trembling, but once I got to the top of the hill the down part came easy. I crawled into my tent, semen smeared and all, and slid into my sleeping bag.  
 
    I slept. 
 
      
 
    I woke up about four in the afternoon. I wasn’t hurt, but, man, was I stiff! I took a swig of whiskey, which helped, and broke camp. By five, even though I was moving like an old man, I was packed and backing out of my spot. Ten minutes later I was cruising down the mountain, heading for home. 
 
      
 
    It was a long three weeks until Mia came home. And the whole time I worried. I worried that I had broken our marriage. I vowed to myself to never get jealous again. 
 
    I cleaned the house, I didn’t watch any porn. I just waited. 
 
    I drank a little, but…I waited. 
 
    I wanted to call her, I needed reassurance, but I didn’t dare. 
 
    Finally, the last day. She was due home, and I sat and looked at the clock. Minutes turned into minutes, and it was closer to six, but her car finally turned into the driveway. 
 
    I was up like a shot, out the door and opening her door. 
 
    She climbed out, a little tired, but exulted. 
 
    “Wow, that was a great—“ 
 
    I had her in my arms. I held her. I was crying, and I wouldn’t let her go. She tried to push me back, then laughed and let me hold her. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 
 
    And, eventually, she managed to pry my hands off her. 
 
    She went into the house and I carried her bags in. 
 
    She fixed a light bit of dinner, and talked about the camp. “It was great, everybody had so many good times…” 
 
    And, we talked about me. 
 
    “Well, my jealous horn dog, are you satisfied?” 
 
    “What?” I was a little confused. 
 
    “You just had a sexual experience that any man would envy. Of course, your penis didn’t get to squirt, but what’s that to a real man, eh?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, my God! You haven’t alleviated your condition? It’s been…three weeks!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but…” 
 
    She put a hand over my mouth, and kissed me. 
 
    “Honey, you can spend a year apologizing, and I’m telling you everything is fine. Heck, you were the one who…you know…” she giggled. 
 
    It took a couple of weeks, but I finally relaxed. I got over my anxiety and was able to chuckle about it. 
 
    And, a couple of weeks after that Mia called me on her phone from work. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” 
 
    “Hey, honey. Say, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    “What’s that?” After what I had done any confession she might make would be peanuts. 
 
    “Well, some of the people took videos of your little, uh…experience.” 
 
    A nag of worry at the gut. “Yeah?” 
 
    And one of the guys in tech cleaned up the video, got a face recognition on it…” 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” my heart sank deeper and faster than the Titanic. 
 
    “And, honey…they all know who you are.” 
 
    “They…they do…” 
 
    “But the good news is they don’t blame me. I simply explained everything, and they are forgive and forget—I’m on their team, you know.” 
 
    “Oh, well, that’s good.” 
 
    “But, there is a catch.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “They want to know if you’ll come spy on me next year.” 
 
    The next sound Mia heard was the clunk of my head as I fell back on the floor. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    A story of forced feminization! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I got it! I’m officially immune!” 
 
    Lucy looked at me and snorted. Foolish woman. She didn’t believe in COVID. She just doesn’t believe the science. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want to go get jabbed?” I asked. “It will save your life.” 
 
    “Save my life from a disease that has a 99.7% survival rate? Do I look stupid?” 
 
    No. She didn’t look stupid. In fact, she was gorgeous. She was short, but she had amazingly large bosoms. And she had a face to die for. Helen of Troy could be so lucky. Her only problem was this stupid ism that she shouldn’t put foreign materials in her body. Add to that the fact that she liked Trump and…well, she was smart, but you can see that she had a few problems. 
 
    “Well, don’t worry, honey. When you—“ 
 
    “If!” 
 
    “That’s right. ‘If’ you get sick, I will care for you with all my heart.” 
 
    She reached up and grabbed my tie and pulled me down and kissed me. “You may be stupid, but you’re kind,” and she let go of my tie. 
 
    She was short and I was tall, and that was her only imperfection. 
 
    I mean, if people knew, they would demand that height be part of the assessment when judging whether people are compatible with each other. 
 
    A tall man and a short women had it easier for blow jobs, but when the guy wanted the woman to bend over…he had to squat way down, and it was uncomfortable, and nothing seemed to fit… Yes, people should not get married unless they were of approximate height. 
 
    Those thoughts flitting through my head, I headed back to the bedroom. I suddenly felt a bit fatigued. They had warned me about that when I got jabbed, so, what the heck, time to take a little nap. 
 
    I laid down on the bed, closed my eyes, and the world whizzed away. 
 
      
 
    I dreamed I was a Hollywood movie star. Cue laughter. Why laughter? Because that was a line sung by Eric Burdon, presumably when he was stoned. And Eric Burdon was a short rock star. 
 
    I floated over fields of tall grass (another line) and giggled. I think I was stoned. 
 
    Then God put me in a meat grinder and I was resolved, dreamatically painful, into my residual atoms. And remade. 
 
    “Hey! Larry!” Eric yelled at me, as he hit me with a guitar, pounded me into the ground. 
 
    “You think I’m short?” 
 
    Whack! Whack! The guitar hit my head and I was lowered and lowered, and suddenly I realized… 
 
    “You should see you!” 
 
    …I wasn’t sinking into the ground! I was getting shorter! 
 
    “Ha ha ha ha ha!” laughed Eric Burdon.  
 
    Then I was sitting on a cloud, looking up at hell, which was far above heaven, and the background music was once again Eric. 
 
      
 
    We gotta get out of this place! 
 
      
 
    “Honey! Wake up!” Lucy was shaking me. Waking me. “You’re having a nightmare!” 
 
    I came full awake with a jerk. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Wow, that must have been some kind of a doozer!” 
 
    “I dreamed Eric Burdon was hitting me on the head, making me smaller. Actually shrinking me.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! You’ve had a Homunculi Vaccination Reaction!” 
 
    I glared at her, but she just laughed. Then she sat down next to me, put a hand in my lap “I see one thing that isn’t reacting to midgetizing.” 
 
    “Har de har…oh.” 
 
    I was, as she had observed, hard. And she began to stroke me. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I murmured. “That feels good.” 
 
    “Honey, I know I’m a little pipsqueak next to you.” 
 
    It was our favorite role play. I lowered my voice to a deep base, “You pipsqueak! I Brobdingnagian!” 
 
    She lowered her head and engulfed my cock. Her lips slithered up and down the sides of my shaft, smooth and cool and making me hot. Her tongue wrapped around my head and licked the slit. 
 
    “Oh, God! Giant needs some!” 
 
    She smiled and pulled my pants off. “Giant get some…” she grinned, taking my cock in hand again, “But little woman too small for giant pee pee. Big giant hurt little pussy.” 
 
    I kept my voice deep, “Big hurt good hurt.” 
 
    She straddled me, perched above me, fit my cock to her hole, and looked at me. “See if you still say that when I shove my fist up your…” she sank down and… 
 
    “OH!” God it felt good, her velvet walls gripping me, her pussy twisting around and exploding every nerve in my groin. 
 
    She bounced. She grabbed my pectorals and squeezed them. “Big man big tits!” She moaned. 
 
    “Little woman big tits,” I grabbed her bosoms. 
 
    She ground down on me, arched her back so her tits went into my large hands. “Big man big dick.” 
 
    “Little pussy big cum!” 
 
    And I squirted. And squirted. And squirted. I arched my back, lifted her off the bed and she hung on, tried to get herself over the edge. 
 
    “Damn!” she said, when I was done, my cock already starting to go flaccid.  
 
    “I’m sorry, babe, but you were just too tight. Too good.” 
 
    She sighed, a little frustrated, but understanding. “We’re going to have to go to more baseball games.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    She rolled off me and got dressed silently. It was still early, and there were things she could be doing. And that was my woman, she worked hard, kept me happy, and life was great. 
 
    As she left the room I yawned, and decided another couple of minutes. All that sex must have tired me out, you know? 
 
    I turned over and snored. 
 
     
 
    “Get up! Sluggard! Wake up!” 
 
    I felt my body being turned over and I blinked and tried to absorb the world. “Wha…what’s happening?” 
 
    “You slept all day yesterday…and all night…and it’s the middle of the morning! Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I guess so.” I tried to roll back over, to go back to sleep. 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t.” She reached for my dick, grabbed it, and pulled. Hard. 
 
    “OW!” I went with her, and the next you know I was laying on the floor. I was awake now. A little dazed and befuddled, but I was awake. 
 
    “”It’s Saturday. Yard sale day. Now get up. Get dressed!” 
 
    She pulled me up, and I realized she was already dressed. I looked at the window, bright layers of sun dappled through the trees. Bunch of fucking birds must be out singing. And I guessed I better start moving. Especially if she was going to pull my weenie again. I mean…that hurt! 
 
    Yawning, a bit out of it—I guess I really did oversleep—I slipped into my shorts. Then shirt. Then shoes. And the damned shoes, I don’t know what was up with them, were too loose! 
 
    I took them off, put on another pair of socks, thick ones, and still the shoes were a tad loose. 
 
    “Are you coming?” Lucy yelled from the kitchen. 
 
    “Yes!” I tied the shoes. So what if they were a bit loose. It wasn’t much, and I could handle a little micrometer of slip and slide. 
 
    Shortly I was walking down the hallway, and the funny thing was that I still felt sleepy. And just a touch goofy. I entered the kitchen with another big yawn. 
 
    “Geez! What’s going on with you! Drink this!” 
 
    She handed me a morning smoothy. I tasted the banana, felt an incredibly slight bit of ‘pick me up,’ and placed the empty glass in the sink. 
 
    “You’re not going to wash your glass?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry. I’m still a little asleep.” 
 
    I washed the glass and propped it upside down on the side of the sink. 
 
    “Maybe I should drive.” 
 
    Now, normally, that would have been a slight. I’m the man. Grrr. Me in charge. Me drive. But I felt so weird, so loosy goosy, I just nodded. “Maybe you better.” 
 
    Giving me side looks, she led the way to the car. I got in, and immediately felt like going to sleep. I scrunched over against the window and my eyes tried to close and Lucy shook me. “Hello? Earth to Larry?” 
 
    “Huh? What?” I was awake, but still out of it. 
 
    Lucy turned into a convenience store and got out. I watched her, blearily, and my eyes were actually closed by the time she came back. 
 
    PHFT! She shook me, shoved a can in my hand. 
 
    “Jolt cola?” I looked at the lightening bolt on the front. Right through the O. 
 
    “Four times the sugar, baby. And…four times the caffeine! And I got two. So you should be tap dancing on the hood before we find a yard sale. 
 
    I smiled, blinked a bit, and drank the thing down. 
 
    And there was a bit of a woosh. But I was still feeling like I was the walking dead, so I downed the second one. 
 
    That did it. I wasn’t filled with energy, but I was awake. But it had taken two Jolts to do it. 
 
    What was wrong with me? 
 
      
 
    The yard sales happened, and we found a couple of good deals, but nothing spectacular. One time at a yard sale I picked up a stack of Batman comics for $40. They turned out to be worth $4,000. Today we wound up with Christmas tree lights, it was August and the seller was cleaning their garage, and a little box with a carving of Snow White feeding a deer on the top. 
 
    “Isn’t it beautiful?” marveled Lucy on the way home. 
 
    I, inveterate horn dog, laughed. “So what was the relationship between Snow White and the seven mini-dicks?” 
 
    “Mini-dicks?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s a nice echo. Let’s try it again.” I was driving and I yelled out the window, “MINI-DICKS!” 
 
    Lucy pushed my arm. “Stop it! There’s people out there!” 
 
    “Do they have mini dicks?” 
 
    “You’re the only one with a mini dick!” 
 
    “Ugh!” I bass voiced. “Hurt giant feelings!” 
 
    She giggled. “I’ll hurt something else if you’re not careful.” 
 
    Still a deep bass voice: “Snow White want giant? Tired of little dicks?” 
 
    “You’re the only fuck I’ve had in the last week. Are you saying your dick is a mini dick?” 
 
    Normal voice: “In the last week?” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
      
 
    At home we celebrated the rather useless yard sale with a drink. Nothing like getting started early. I mixed a mean bourbon and Coke. I put ice in a glass, filled it with rotgut bourbon and Coke. I don’t know what makes it so tasty, the cheap ass bourbon, or the vintage year of the properly aged  Coke. 
 
    And, I made Lucy a weak ass wine spritzer. 
 
    That afternoon we sat out on the patio. Drank a bit, some friends came by and it turned into a barbecue, and it was a glorious day. And the only weird thing was that when I changed into my trunks they were a bit loose. Now isn’t that weird? I mean, how can swimming trunks get all stretched out of shape? 
 
      
 
    I woke up late the next day. It wasn’t as bad as the previous day, when I slept so much and Lucy nearly had to take a club to me to get me out of bed, but it was bad. 
 
    I yawned, I rubbed my eyes, I turned the shower on cold to help wake me up, and I made it. But, man, it was tough. And then the world dropped out, be it in subtle fashion. 
 
    I pulled on my shorts and tee shirt, and didn’t notice anything. Later, on examination, I would, but later I wouldn’t need examination. Later it would be obvious. 
 
    But in that moment, I pulled on my shoes, and they were loose. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I muttered. Not thinking about the implications of over stretched shoes—what giant had been wearing them?—I put them aside and pulled on another pair. 
 
    Loose. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Another pair. 
 
    Even looser. they were my tightest shoes, I rarely wore them because they were too tight, but now…loose. 
 
    I picked up the shoes and headed out to the living room where Lucy was watching some vampire show. 
 
    “Honey? Is this a joke? Or something?” 
 
    She didn’t look up. A toothsome fellow was just starting to sink his fangs into the neck of a lovely, bare chest human. The human, of course, was digging it. I mean, who doesn’t want to be dead, right? 
 
    “No, I’m serious! Put that thing on pause and look.” 
 
    Sighing, she paused and turned to me. “What?” She spoke as if she was really and truly exasperated, but that was just a joke. 
 
    I handed her my shoes. “They don’t fit.” 
 
    “She looked at them, took a mock sniff and tossed them back. “Ew. Go buy some new ones.” 
 
    “No…no. Look.” 
 
    I bent over and put my foot into the shoe and tied it. I stood up. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “Look.” I slid my foot back and forth in the shoe. I had about a half inch of extra room. 
 
    She blinked. “A joke, right?” She was confused. 
 
    “No. No joke. All my shoes are this loose. Looser. This was a pair that was too tight.” 
 
    “But that’s ridiculous. Shoes don’t stretch out like that!” 
 
    “I know it’s ridiculous. But…what’s happening.” 
 
    Frowning, she unfolded her legs and stood up, looking down at my feet. She turned her head this way and that, then looked up at me and started to say something, and…froze. 
 
    I stared at her staring at me. “What?” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re shorter!” 
 
    Well, she was totally convinced, but I wasn’t. I mean we’re talking about shoes here, and suddenly she tells me…she dragged me over to a door and had me stand against the frame. She took a book and put the edge on my head, the other edge flat against the door frame. “Hold this. Don’t let it move.” 
 
    I did, and she grabbed a pencil and made a little line under the book. “Go get your tape measure.” 
 
    “Oh, this is silly!” But I went out to the garage and got my tape measure. I pulled it out, stuck the end against the floor and unbent it up the wall. I came to the mark, and…stopped. My turn to freeze. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Three inches.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I know my own height. I was six foot two. Now I’m five eleven.” 
 
    “That’s impossible.” 
 
    “Go try on some pants.” 
 
    I sprinted down the hall, ran to my dresser and pulled out a pair of jeans. Trusty, old jeans. Washed a thousand times and all the shrunk had been washed out of them. I pulled them up, and the waist was an inch looser, and the bottoms hung down over my feet. I walked and the dragged. I would have to wear high heels to get them to hang their full length. 
 
    I stared up at Lucy in horror. 
 
      
 
    “This is Lucy Harkness. I…my husband has a problem and I…no. What? But this is important! He…oh. Is there somebody else we could…well. Okay.” She hung up the phone and looked at me. 
 
    “What the heck was that?” 
 
    “Doctor Johnson is busy all day. He’s swamped, can’t possibly see us…if it’s an emergency call 911.” She was mimicking the nurse’s  voice ruthlessly. 
 
    “Crap,” I muttered. “What’ll we do?” 
 
    “We can go to the hospital.” 
 
    So we did. She drove, and I sat there and worried. Three inches? WTF? How could a man shrink three inches? What the fuck was happening? 
 
    And, then, I suppose I spoke out of frustration and franticness, I said possibly the stupidest, dumbest, most idiotic thing I could say. 
 
    “Well, at least it’s not my dick.” 
 
    Which caused us to look at each other in horror. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the hospital, took one look, turned around and came home. 
 
    There were no parking places, people were parking on lawns, a huge crowd was gathered at the front door. Gathered, and refused entrance. 
 
    We did learn one thing, however. As we drove through the fringes of the crowd, waiting for people to get out of our way, we heard conversations. 
 
    “My husband shrank four inches last night!” 
 
    “His clothes don’t fit anymore and…” 
 
    “Every time he sleeps he shrinks more!” 
 
    And, the pièce de résistance, or maybe we should call it the coup de grâce, a lady blurted out, right as we passed her: “He started shrinking after he got that damned Homunculi Vaccination!” 
 
      
 
    We drove through town, stunned.  
 
    “Do you think it could actually be the shot? The…the jab?” 
 
    To her credit, Lucy didn’t say, ‘Told you so.’ But she probably thought it. And, right then, I sure wouldn’t have blamed her. 
 
    Shrinking three inches. 
 
    We arrived home and the first thing I did was go pour a big drink. 
 
    Lucy followed me in and blurted. “Make me one, too. And none of that weak ass spritzer shit.” 
 
    So we went out on the patio, sat and sipped, and actually didn’t talk much. What was there to talk about? I had lost three inches. Gone.  
 
    At one point I went in and weighed myself. I came back out to the patio with a glum look on my face. 
 
    “What? How much?” 
 
    “193 pounds.” 
 
    Another reason to shut up and blink. I had weighed 200 pounds, give or take a pound, for 10 years. I had just lost, what…three percent of my height. I did some math. And four per cent of my height. 
 
    But, it was to get worse. 
 
      
 
    “Get up, babe.” Lucy shook me. It was Monday morning and I had to get to work. Fortunately, work was just ten feet down the hall in the computer room. 
 
    I struggled, turned over, kept telling myself to wake up, and slowly I pushed aside the cobwebs and opened my eyes. Losing weight…sleeping too hard and too much…I sat up and stuck my feet out and…my feet didn’t reach the floor!” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’m shorter.” 
 
    “Impossible!” 
 
    But she grabbed my hand and pulled me through the house. She pushed me against the door jamb, popped the book on my head, shoved me aside, and drew the line at the bottom of the book. 
 
    I was shorter. Much shorter. 
 
    “Go get your tape measure.” 
 
    I did, and returned to where Lucy was staring at the two marks on the jamb, biting her knuckle. 
 
    67 inches. 
 
    We stared at each other, and I did the math. 
 
    7 inches overall. 
 
    And, the scale, I was 188 pounds. 
 
    I had lost 10 per cent of my height, and 6 per cent of my weight. 
 
    Lucy almost literally dove for the phone, but it did no good. The hospital number was busy. Even the 911 line was busy. 
 
    We stood and stared, and were so fucking flabbergasted, and I went to the TV and turned it on. 
 
    “…only the people who have received the Homunculi shot. If you have not had the shot you are in no danger of shrinkage. I repeat, if you have not received the…” 
 
    We stood, stared, our jaws dropped. As one, we sank back on the sofa and watched as America came undone. 
 
      
 
    The handsome hair-head on channel 7: “Hospitals are completely overwhelmed. If you are experiencing shrinkage please do not panic. Wait, and be assured that the authorities are working on a cure…” 
 
    Yeah. Right. And if the cure for the cure was as good as the original cure we were all dead meat. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday morning I was down to 63 inches. Five foot three. Only three inches taller than Lucy.  
 
    I was still sleeping hard, but not as much. Panic was keeping me awake, making me stay awake longer so I could find out the latest news. 
 
    I weighed 166. 
 
      
 
    The announcer on Fox News: “Police are advising people to stay off the street. Men experiencing shrinkage are especially to be warned, as there is some fear that whatever is causing them to shrink might be catching. 
 
    The Five then entered into a robust debate as to whether something delivered by injection could be catching. The end result of the debate was no conclusion, but a lot of scary hype. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday morning I was 60 inches exactly. Five feet tall. I was Lucy’s height. My clothes didn’t fit. 
 
    “Lucy, could you go get me some new clothes?” 
 
    “We better wait. We buy new today and you keep shrinking…” 
 
    “But nothing fits! Even my underwear is falling off me!” 
 
    “Your underwear.” She gave me a significant look. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re a foot shorter.” 
 
    “More,” I agreed miserably.  
 
    “What about…what about your…uh…” 
 
    “What about what?” I challenged. To tell the truth, I was worried. I had pulled on underwear and not even looked at it. 
 
    “Honey, pull down your pants.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “What? No!” 
 
    “We have to look. This is your health we’re talking about.” 
 
    But it wasn’t just my health, there was a macabre fascination for what was happening to me…down there. 
 
    “I don’t want to.” I was scared. 
 
    “You have to.” 
 
    She came to me then, and I was struck by how we were now the same height. I no longer had a commanding, authoritative presence. Now I was…short. 
 
    “Please, honey.” She hooked her thumbs in my underwear, keeping her eyes on mine, and pushed down. 
 
    My underwear slipped right off. They were barely hanging onto my hips, anyway. 
 
    I looked down. 
 
    Lucy squatted and held up a hand. “Give me your tape measure.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered. We had kept the tape measure on the bedside table and measured every day. Now she pulled out the tape and measured my most prized possession. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “What?” Terror in my heart. 
 
    “You’ve shrunk down here, too.” 
 
    My heart sinking faster than the Titanic, I asked, “How much.” 
 
    “You’re six inches.” 
 
    Holy crap! I had been a healthy eight inches! I had lost 25% of my dick! 
 
    I steeled myself and looked down. 
 
    It was laying in her hand. It was hard, but it didn’t extend way behind her grip, now it just poked out an inch. It was my dick. I recognized it. The curvature, the shape, even the hair. 
 
    But it was shorter. 
 
    Tears began to build on my lower lid, then to overflow. 
 
    “Hey, honey, it’s okay.” She stood up, but kept a grip on my dick. She patted my cheek, put her hand around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. 
 
    Crying, I kissed her, and my dick, responding to her grip, started to throb. 
 
    “See, it’s not all bad. So you lost a couple of inches. You’ve still got enough to make me happy.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” I blubbered. 
 
    “Shhh. Come on, let’s take advantage of this. Let’s fuck you now.” 
 
    She pushed me back to the bed, which was easier now since I was shorter and weighed less. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Shh,” she whispered. She helped me scoot back on the bed. We were sideways on it, but we didn’t need to be turned lengthwise. I wasn’t that tall anymore. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    She took my cock in her mouth and deep throated me. She had never been able to do that before, but now I felt her lips hit my pubes, and the resulting paradise of sensation took my mind off my shrinkage problem. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. Even your nuts have shrunk.” She hefted my testicles, grinned, and took them in her mouth. She had both my nuts in her swelled out cheeks! Before this she couldn’t even get one nut in her mouth. 
 
    She spit them out, which made me groan, and slithered up my body. She rubbed her pussy on my dick. 
 
    “God, this is great.” 
 
    “But, honey…” I tried. 
 
    “Come on now, baby. You know that every woman wants to try something new, wonders what a little foreign dick would feel like. Let’s just take advantage of this moment and let me feel a new pecker in my pussy.” 
 
    She slid down my shaft, and it didn’t take as long as usual to hit bottom. 
 
    Still, it felt good. Just because my dick was shorter didn’t mean it didn’t feel as good. 
 
    In fact, it might have even felt better. In fact, no maybe about it. All my nerve endings must have been compressed into a smaller space, and they only felt even more sensitive for that. 
 
    My breath left me and my eyes opened in wonder. “Oh, God!” 
 
    Happily, Lucy bounced up and down. “Grab my tits,” she commanded. Take me hard style.” 
 
    I reached up and pulled on her nipples, squeezed her tits. She groaned. I tried to turn her over, to take the top position, but I had apparently lost strength. I couldn’t do it, and she laughed. “Aha! Who’s your daddy now?” 
 
    And she fucked and fucked, and I fucked and fucked, but even though I was extra sensitive down there, I couldn’t cum. And she could. 
 
    “OH…OH…YES!” 
 
    She froze, her hands gripping my hair so hard it hurt. Her hips waited, jerked…waited, jerked…and she milked that cum for everything she could. 
 
    At last she stopped. She lay on me, her big tits actually smothering me a bit. 
 
    “Hmmph…get up…” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” and she giggled as she rolled off me. “Usually it’s you laying on me too hard.” 
 
    That statement struck me. Made me feel weird. Something was happening to our roles here. 
 
     She lay on her back next to me and stared at the ceiling. “That was great. I’m going to have to have more of that foreign dick.” Which statement made me sort of jealous, and nervous. As if I didn’t have enough problems with my shrinking body, now I had to worry about her cheating on me? 
 
      
 
    The bimbo newsette on channel 2: “Police have responded to several instance of domestic abuse. Apparently women are tired of their husband’s whining. The loss of height on the part of the husbands’ has provided severe pyschiatric trauma, which doctors blame for the increase in…” 
 
      
 
    Thursday morning was the worst. I had been keeping a bit of weight on, but now, in addition to another three inches, I lost forty pounds. 
 
    I was four foot nine, 126 pounds, and my weight was redistributing. 
 
    Of course it was. You can’t lose that much weight and not have weird things happen. But the worst thing was what Lucy did to me. 
 
    “You’ve got to buy me some clothes! I’m running around the house in a blanket! I’m not into Roman togas! You’ve got to get me something!” 
 
    Lucy was sitting in the living room and watching the latest breaking news on the midgetization of America. She frowned and studied me. “I’ve told you before, it’s ridiculous to go buy new clothes, and then have to buy more new clothes a couple of days later.” 
 
    “But I’m almost done! I can’t possibly keep shrinking.” 
 
    “Martha Henderson, on the next block, her husband is down to four feet, and he only weighs a hundred pounds.” 
 
    “But that’s him! He took the Homunculi jab two weeks before I did!” 
 
    “We wives have been comparing statistics, and time wise you’re shrinking a bit faster than he did.” 
 
    “But…honey…” I continue nagging at her. I admit, it was nagging, but considering my situation I can’t be blamed. 
 
    Finally, she had had enough. “Okay. You want clothes, come with me.” 
 
    I followed her into the bedroom. I had to break into a trot to keep up with her longer strides. In the bedroom she reached into her dresser and pulled out a pair of panties. 
 
    “These are extra small, they are tummy shapers. Put them on.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I said…put them on!” Her voice rose and she glared at me. “You keep whining and complaining and I’ve had enough! You want clothes, I’ve got plenty of clothes. And, in fact, I’m going to order you more clothes, clothes that will fit your whining, new personality, and be more amenable to adjustments, to keeping up with your shrinkage.” 
 
    She grabbed me by the arm and spun me around. She held the panties out and literally forced them into my hands. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Shut up, you crybaby. And put those panties on!” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    “You will, or I will get out the belt.” 
 
    I blinked and my whole mind froze. The belt? The societal image for punishment? 
 
    “Put them on!” 
 
    Stifling tears, I put one foot into the panties, then the other one. I pulled them up. They were tight, but not as tight on me as they had been on her. They snugged my waist down, and that forced my pecs up a bit, and she giggled. 
 
    What?” I was bitter, resentful.  
 
    “You look like you have little titties.” 
 
    And it was true. I looked in the mirror, and the fat had been redistributed, but hadn’t been able to shift fast enough to keep up with my weight loss and my shrinking inches. 
 
    “This keeps up you’re going to need a bra.” 
 
    “That’s not funny.” 
 
    She stopped laughing, but she couldn’t keep the grin off her face. “I know. Sorry.” 
 
    But she wasn’t sorry. 
 
    She had put me in panties, had threatened me with a spanking, and she thought it was funny. That was the moment I started to wonder what was happening to my marriage. 
 
      
 
    “News flash! Dr. Anthony Fauci has been lynched. Apparently a mob of midgets broke into his home, dragged him out to a tree and placed a noose around his neck. 
 
    “Dr. Fauci’s last words were ‘But I didn’t get rich off this. 
 
    “Investigators, however, have found secret bank accounts. Dr. Fauci has apparently made a ton of money off the various vaccinations. 
 
      
 
    Friday and I dropped four inches, and 30 pounds. I was four foot six and 96 pounds.  
 
    Worse, my dick was down to four inches. My balls were the size of marbles, and I had more fat on my chest. The way Lucy was eyeing me I knew she was going to put me in a bra. She made me wear a dress, she didn’t like me wandering around in just underwear. And I caught her looking on Amazon at clothing for children. 
 
      
 
    But then Saturday arrived, and everything blew up all over again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Saturday, yard sale day, but we didn’t go shopping. Oh, Lucy was willing, but I was…shrunken. Another couple of inches, a few more pounds, I didn’t feel like going out and parading around in public. People would stare, people would point. ‘He’s one of…those!’ 
 
    He took The Jab! 
 
    He’s not normal! 
 
    As if I could do anything about it. 
 
    Heck, I had done what my government said would be safe. I had tried to eradicate a disease that was killing people. And now I was the bad guy! 
 
    Just because I was short. 
 
    Even Lucy was acting differently towards me. Making me wear female underwear, including a bra. And a dress. And she was saying that since I was already almost there, I might just as well wear high heels. She was scouring Amazon for high heels built for children. But not for little one inch Mary Jane pumps. She wanted me to wear big old spikes. Whatever six inch spikes for adults were, she wanted me to wear the equivalent in kiddy shoes. 
 
    “But, why?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Because it’s hot,” she mumbled from the computer keyboard. Then she turned to me. “Your body is changing. It’s not just smaller, it’s skinnier, and you’ve got a chest. Wouldn’t it be sexy to be perched up on some big, old spikes?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes it would.” She turned back to the computer. 
 
    “But wasn’t it you who said we shouldn’t buy until the shrinking stopped?” 
 
    “Martha Henderson said her husband stopped growing.” 
 
    “How tall is he?” 
 
    She turned back to me and hesitated. Then she said, “Three feet.” 
 
    “What!” I screeched, and was aware that my voice was getting a little higher. 
 
    “Oh, that’s no big deal! In fact, it’s cute. He’s like a little doll, and she’s playing dress up with him and everything. You know I used to love playing with dolls, and now you are my living doll. I can put you in dresses and we can put make up on you and—“ 
 
    “Wait a…hold on! Stop!” 
 
    “She blinked, and was actually confused. “What?” 
 
    “I don’t think I want to be your little dress up doll.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Of course you do.” 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    She wheeled her swivel chair around and faced me. She took my hands in hers, and I expected that was just so I couldn't run away. 
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to have a talk.” 
 
    Oh, God! Not that phrase! 
 
    “When you were a big, tall man I did what you wanted. I washed the dishes. I dressed myself up the way you wanted. In short, everything I did I did to please you. Now, however, the shoe is on the other foot. I’m the tall one, and it’s time you did things just to please me.” 
 
    “That’s not what our marriage was about.” 
 
    Her eyes went up in surprise. “Of course it was! Do you think I did all that housework and shopping and cooking dinners because I wanted to? I had to. That’s the way society was structured. But now it’s all different.” 
 
    “It’s not different! I’m still the man!” 
 
    She smiled. “Have you measured your dick lately?” 
 
    That sure took the wind out of my sails. 
 
    “Didn’t I catch you climbing on the sink the other day to reach a can on the top shelf? Didn’t I scold you and have to get the can myself?” 
 
    “That has nothing to do with anything!” 
 
    “It has everything to do with everything. You are no longer capable of fulfilling man functions. I am. So I am in charge.” 
 
    I was wheezing now, trying to make my points and failing, and it spurted out of me. “What about sex!” 
 
    Sex had been bothering me. My extra sensitive cock really wanted another fuck. And Lucy wasn’t feeling like it. At one point, when I pestered her, she offered to give me a hand job. 
 
    Me! 
 
    A handjob! 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “What about sex?” 
 
    Her attitude astounded me. Just because I was losing weight and inches didn’t mean—“ 
 
    “Honey, go fix us a drink and we’ll talk about sex.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    “You want to talk about sex, I’m willing. And I moved the liquor cabinet down so you can reach the bottles. Now go make a couple of drinks and I’ll be right in.” 
 
    Oh, God. I was upset. But there didn’t seem to be anything I could say to bring my wife to her senses. I finally grunted acquiescence and turned towards the kitchen. 
 
    I walked down the hallway, and it was taking me longer and longer to walk it, with my shorter legs, and I mumbled to myself.  My wife was unreasonable. I had never treated her this way. What did she mean…and I stopped. And stared. 
 
    The TV had been left on and the sound was down. But I didn’t need sound to see what was on the news. 
 
    An announcer was talking to a woman. The announcer was normal height. At least, I knew he wasn’t a midget. Heck, he still had his job, he hadn’t been fired, so he was still normal height. 
 
    But it was the woman I focused on. Next to the announcer she towered. She was three feet taller than him. He only came up to her boobs, and they were giant, and he had to stare over the mountains on her chest to interview her, and the running band at the bottom of the TV announced the news, put context to the figures on the screen. ‘Homunculi Vaccination causing women to grow at an astounding rate.’ 
 
    Like a zombie on downers I walked over to the TV, picked up the remote and turned the sound up. 
 
    “Apparently the vaccination effected women later than men. And while men shrunk, it effected women exactly the opposite. Shirley here has gained nearly four feet in height. And, Shirley, if I can be indelicate, can I ask what your measurements are?” 
 
    The announcer was clearly besotted by the giant woman in front of him. At last, he couldn’t stop himself from looking at her tits. 
 
    “I’m 48 by 36 by 48.” 
 
    “Perfectly proportioned for your current height. Have you stopped growing?” 
 
    “I believe so.” 
 
    “And what does your husband think of all this?” 
 
    She laughed, a burbling sort of baritone, quite sexy. “Oh, he doesn’t think. A man’s place is in the kitchen.” 
 
    At that moment I heard Lucy’s heels clicking in the hall. “Larry? Have you got those drinks…” she entered the foyer and saw me standing in front of the TV, a stricken look on my face. 
 
    “What…what is…” she saw the TV. The giant woman. The announcer staring over those massive breasts. Her jaw dropped. 
 
    She moved up next to me, took the remote and turned the TV up. 
 
    “…no comment. The CDC says they are monitoring the situation. But currently women who have been vaccinated are growing 50% taller. They seem to be in better health, too. Diseases like diabetes are disappearing. Almost like the women’s bodies are being reprogrammed.” 
 
    Her mouth still open, Lucy backed up. She sat down on the couch. 
 
    Images whirled in my mind. 
 
    I could still sit on the couch, but my legs dangled. Lucy could sit on the couch, and any man or woman could sit, normally. Feet on the floor. The giantess on TV would have her knees pointing up, and her arms would run the length of the back of the couch. 
 
    I sat down next to Lucy and we watched. Every channel had people interviewing large people, or had panels of talking heads discussing the large women. 
 
    And the world was divided into three heights, which equaled three distinct species. 
 
    Shrunken men. 
 
    Normal men and women. 
 
    And…giant women. 
 
    And it was obvious that the world was entering a new phase. Society was being adjusted to a new world order. And I had the sinking feeling that I was the low man on the totem pole. 
 
      
 
    I leveled off at a smidge over two and one half feet. I was almost sixty pounds, and my dick was almost three inches long. 
 
    Lucy was 5 feet even, almost exactly twice my height. She weighed 120 pounds. And she was in charge. 
 
    And it was a changing world. 
 
      
 
    People like myself were referred to as midgets. I always felt this was grossly unfair. After all, people who were born that short were called  ‘little people,’ but I, who had been made short through misadventure, was not allowed that politically correct term. I was a midget. 
 
    At first midgets were being fired left and right. It was a knee jerk reaction to people who were different. 
 
    But attitudes adjusted, some people, in spite of shrinking, had the know how to get the job done, and there were a lot of people screaming about human rights. And it probably helped that the LPA, the Little People of America, was bringing suit against the government of the United States. People always like whatever is against the government. 
 
    And, I eventually joined the LPA. But even that was odd. The LPA was suing, but people who had been born small held themselves as different, and superior, to people who were made that way by vaccination. 
 
    But the real problem wasn’t me. It was Lucy. 
 
      
 
    “Get dressed. Wear your best dress. We’re going to a meeting.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “I’m getting a little tired of you sitting around and moping all day. Now, hop to it or I’ll tan your hide.” 
 
    Tan my hide. She hadn’t done it so far, but I could tell the day was coming. Every time she wanted something and I didn’t she offered that threat. And if I pointed this little fact out she offered to…tan my hide. 
 
    Heysoos! I had never threatened to spank her! 
 
    So I didn’t get ready. I wasn’t going to any stupid meeting! 
 
    “Are you ready? Larry?” She walked into the living room and stopped. I was watching a football game. 
 
    Well, let me tell you, justice was never dispensed so fast. She grabbed my arm and lifted and her big hand, and it was big compared to me, and she slapped my butt again and again. 
 
    “Hey! Oh! Stop!”  
 
    She finally stopped. I stood there and rubbed my red cheeks and sniffled. “I never abused you!” I complained. 
 
    “Well, maybe you should have! You let me get away with murder, and that is not a happy home!” 
 
    “You wanted me to spank you!?” 
 
    “I want you to understand the terms of our marriage have changed!To love and obey…with heavy emphasis on ‘obey.’ You got that?” 
 
    I sniffled and rubbed. 
 
    She stomped towards me and I gave an eek, my voice definitely was higher, the vocal chords seemed to have changed, were somehow thinner, and I scampered out of the room. 
 
    I got out my good lingerie. I didn’t want to wear the stuff, but good was always better than bad, so I slipped into a bra and pulled up some panties, and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I was hard, as usual, seemed I was always hard these days, but you couldn’t see it once I put on a dress with a chiffon flare under it.  
 
    I slipped into a garter and nylons, Lucy had just demanded that I start wearing nylons, and then into my high heels. 
 
    Honestly, I don’t know where she got half of this stuff, but she had. Not that there wasn’t a burgeoning market out there. Seemed like all the normal sized women wanted to dress up their shrunken husbands. 
 
    I was done. I brushed my hair out, and that was the funny thing. When my body got smaller my hair didn’t. It just stayed the same size, and that was long for my new, small body. 
 
    I walked into the living room with a grumpy look. 
 
    “Oh, you look so precious. Come here.” 
 
    I went and stood in front of her. She began to recomb my hair, to tease it and do little tricks to make it more feminine. I stood there and…enjoyed it. 
 
    Well, hell. I didn’t want to get dressed up, I still had a residual ‘man attitude,’ but when she started to fuss over me it always made me feel good. 
 
    “Oh, this is wonderful. You’ll be the prettiest man there.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be,” I sulked. 
 
    “You’ll be glad I took the time to do this to you.” 
 
    Suddenly I was hugging her. And our height difference, my face was buried between her breasts. Her breasts, which because of our size difference, were now super ginormous to me. 
 
    For a second she was surprised, then she put her arms around me and hugged me. 
 
    “I don’t want to go,” I cried. I’m a man! I want to wear pants and make love. I don’t like this!” 
 
    “There, there, honey. It’s going to be all right. It’s just that things are different now.” 
 
    “I pushed away from her beautiful, big, warm breasts and pouted, “I’m your husband. And I might have a little dick now, but I want to fuck you!” 
 
    “Now, honey, I told you before. If you use that kind of language I’m going to wash your mouth out with soap.” 
 
    “We used to use it, and you still use it. I’ve heard you talking on the phone, and I’ve heard you say ‘fuck’ and all sorts of other words.” 
 
    “Times are different. And we’re different. Now, you are going to mind your manners and watch your language. You are not going to embarrass me in front of the other ladies.” 
 
    “And what if I do?” It was a sad moment of defiance. 
 
    She lowered her gaze slightly and growled, “Then the spanking you just received is going to look like a picnic compared to the one you’re going to get.” 
 
    I said nothing to that. I sure didn’t want another spanking. I hated feeling out of control. 
 
      
 
    The meeting was at a local school. It almost felt like a PTA meeting, except for the large number of shrunken men and a growing number of giant women. 
 
    We walked down a side aisle, her holding my hand and leading me like I was a little boy, or girl, and found a pair of seats. I found myself next to a girl just like me, and then I had a problem. Was she a man turned small and made to dress like a girl? Or was she a real girl? 
 
    And were was the real quandary: if she was a boy, I couldn’t fuck her. If she was a girl she was much too young for me to fuck. 
 
    Damn! I wasn’t getting any at home, in fact I had had my hand slapped for masturbating, and Lucy was talking about me sleeping in my own room. And now I couldn’t go out and get laid…and believe me, I was ready to go out and get a little nookie. Marriage vows notwithstanding, my horny, little peter was at a peak of drooling and dripping. I was extra sensitive, extra horny, and…and I needed some! 
 
    “Can you believe this shit?” the girl next to me whispered. 
 
    Good. Or, at least that was something. She was like me. A he in girly clothes. 
 
    “I cannot.” 
 
    We whispered and kept glancing at our wives to make sure we wouldn’t get punished. It turned out his situation was much the same as mine. Happily married guy, played golf on the weekends, worked hard, and now he was a wind up doll, and he even had to do more chores than I did. 
 
    Suddenly the lights went out. A big voice thundered, “Ladies and gentlemen! Your speaker for the evening, Matthilda Johnson! 
 
    The lights went up on the stage and a matronly looking woman strode to the center. She was a little chunky, but had huge boobs. She was about fifty, and she was…tall. Not real tall, like the women on TV, but sort of tall. Maybe six foot five or six. 
 
    “Good evening!” 
 
    There was some hand clapping, especially from a section right in front of the stage. 
 
    “We are here to discuss the changes that are occurring in our society.” 
 
    Within a minute she was into the breakdown of the new ‘caste’ of our civilization. It was pretty simple. 
 
    Little girls. Like me. We were officially ‘midgets.’ 
 
    Regular men and women. Citizens. 
 
    Large women. Rulers. 
 
    Some of the regular-sized men in the crowd got a little boisterous at that. Yelled their objections. What about the constitution and that sort of thing. Unfortunately, there weren’t many of these men, and their wives kept telling them to shut up and sit down, they wanted to hear what Mathilda had to say. 
 
    Eventually the men quieted, and Matthilda took up the reins again. 
 
    “Gentlemen, I have heard your voice, and to a certain degree I commiserate.” 
 
    Some guy yelled again, I don’t know what, and the voices rose again, but Matthilda just waited. 
 
    “I commiserate because I was once a second class citizen. I know that it is rough to be considered such, especially after having been in charge. However, if you don’t believe it by now, you will believe shortly, women are the new rulers. They are bigger, smarter, and they hold the whip hand.” 
 
    More shouts, but not as many. 
 
    Matthilda: “The rules are simple. The midgets have no voice. They work, and will support the new order…or they will receive a spanking.” 
 
    Man, that was the truth. 
 
    “If you are still a regular-sized man, then you refused to take the vaccine. You are to be recommended for refusing the demands of a duplicitous government. And, a lesson to you all: never trust your government. They are parasites with only one interest, putting their hands into your pockets.” 
 
    Hell, I might be a little girl, but even I knew the truth of that! 
 
    “Since you showed uncommon good sense, you will be allowed to remain men. However, if you betray that trust, you will be forcibly given the Homunculi vaccination, and you will be little girls. Bound to serve the new civilization, but with no rights. 
 
    “If you are a normal sized woman, you are again to be commended on your good sense. We, the rulers, appreciate your integrity and intelligence, and you will be afforded, should you work hard enough, a chance to take the vaccine and join the rulers.” 
 
    There were some cheers from the women in the audience at that. 
 
    Matthilda smiled and waited, then, “And, lastly, our midgets. Our lovely, little girls. Ladies, if you work hard then someday you will be allowed to grow to full size. You may even be allowed to change your sex and become a real woman.” 
 
    I was actually on my feet and cheering. I had had enough of being bullied. I wanted some hope! 
 
    “Now, before we end off, I do want to give you a little extra data.”              Everybody grew quiet. 
 
    “I won’t tell you everything, not right now. We are in transition, and some people might get upset if they knew the full scope of our machinations. But I will ask you to do one thing. Look to your politicians. You may remember that nearly all of them touted the Homunculi Vaccination as a boon to mankind, and they even made a point of getting their inoculations. Watch these men, and note how many of them actually change. If they stay the same then they did not take a real vaccination. They were shills, used to dupe you, to mislead you, and they cannot be trusted. 
 
    “The reason I tell you this is that we will be supporting women everywhere to rise up and take the reins of government. If your elected leader does not become a small girl, or a large woman, they lied to you, and that is sufficient reason to vote them out of office, and put a responsible woman in office!” 
 
    The hall suddenly filled with cheers. Some men booed, but they were a minority, and if they were too loud a woman near them would slap the backs of their heads. 
 
    “Now then,” said Matthilda, when the cheers died down. It is my pleasure to introduce a real, live, large woman.” 
 
    A seven foot tall woman strode out on stage and we all goggled, then the wives were slapping heads and we were all cheering. 
 
    The large woman took off right where Matthilda ended, and everybody received a good education as to the needs and requirements of a new civilization. 
 
    And so the meeting went, and was over. And when it was over a big meet and greet was started. The women made a long line and prepared to meet a real, live, giant woman. 
 
    And I took my place in line. I had to because Lucy was holding my hand. 
 
    Slowly we crept forward as woman after woman met the giant woman, shook hands, or was hugged, and then it was Lucy’s turn. 
 
    “I want to run for office.” 
 
    The giant woman had a lovely baritone voice, and she encouraged Lucy and told her how to get started. 
 
    Then Lucy’s turn was over and she started to step aside. I shook my hand free and darted up to the giant woman. 
 
    A gasp, and a hush. I had broken all rules. 
 
    The giant woman, however, smiled. “And who do we have here? Who is this lovely creature?” 
 
    “I’m Larry, and I’ve got a question.” 
 
    The woman in line, all the women listening, were aghast. They had their hands over their mouths, and Lucy was absolutely beside herself. 
 
    The giant woman, however, just raised a hand. “Midgets are people, too. And they must be dealt with with reason and compassion.” To me, “Yes, Larry. What is your question?” 
 
    “I’m a man, and I don’t like this whole thing. Who elected you king?” 
 
    Womens’ mouths dropped at my rudeness, but the giant woman merely smiled, and pulled me to her. 
 
    I was engulfed by her giant arms, I couldn't resist, and I was crushed against her. 
 
    With Lucy I was at tit height. When I hugged her I was engulfed in bosom. 
 
    But with the giant woman I was on vagina level. My head was buried right into her dress and into her wonderful vagina. And I could smell it. I was immediately dazed by that entrancing aroma. I was hypnotized by her essence, and her pheromones went to work. 
 
    I felt myself suddenly growing larger, inside. I felt my spirit…that I was a spirit, and I suddenly understood the joy and beauty of a woman’s vagina, and in that moment I knew why women should rule. 
 
    Anybody who smelled that good deserved to rule. 
 
    Then I was being pried loose, and she patted me on the head. I started crying and thanked her. 
 
    The giant woman turned to Lucy and said, “Take her home and give her a bowl of ice cream. She is a wonderful, little girl, and she will go a long way.” 
 
    My hand was taken by Lucy then, and she led me out of the auditorium and to the car. We didn’t talk too much on the way home. She was trying to come to grips with how I had behaved, and then to be told to give me ice cream. It certainly wasn’t what she expected. And when she got home she did give me some ice cream, and left me alone. 
 
    I heard her talking in the next room on her cell, but I was busy with my ice cream, I love vanilla, and I didn’t pay attention. I should have, because a half hour later there was a knock on the door. 
 
    I was in my new bedroom, putting clothes away, and I heard voices. I went out to the living room and there was a large man there. 
 
    He was large because he was muscular. He didn’t look too smart, but when you have enough muscles, I guess intelligence isn’t really required. 
 
    “This is Larry,” Lucy introduced me. 
 
    “Oh, hi, little girl.” 
 
    Grrr. Although I would certainly become used to being considered such. 
 
    “Mark is a breeder. He goes around and makes women happy. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    My brow furrowed. “But I thought I was supposed to make you happy?” 
 
    “Oh, you make me happy, but Mark is designed to make me happy in other ways. Ways which you can no longer make me happy.” 
 
    I got it then, and my mouth opened to voice a complaint, but Lucy took his hand and started leading him back to the bedroom. “I want you to finish cleaning your room,” she said over her shoulder to me. “We’ll be busy for awhile. 
 
    They disappeared down the hall, and I stood there in shock. It was the final straw, and yet…yet I understood. 
 
    I had sniffed at the vagina of the new rulers of civilization. I had been apprised of my place in the scheme of things. And…I knew I couldn’t please Lucy. I was too small. My body was too small, and so was my dick. 
 
    Yet I didn’t cry. I walked out of the house, crept through the side yard, and peeked through the window of my…now her…bedroom. 
 
    Mark was undressing her. He removed her shoes and kissed her tootsies. He was slow and considerate, and I thought of all the times I had rushed through the act of making love. 
 
    He reached up to remove her garters and nylons and she stopped him. “I want to leave them on.” 
 
    “Very sexy,” Mark agreed, smiling. 
 
    He pulled her skirt off and gently buried his head in her bush. I could hear the sounds as he sucked and sipped at her nectar. Lucy leaned back on her elbows and moaned. 
 
    Then Mark stood up and helped divest her of her blouse. She lay on the bed, her large bosoms encased in bra, and he opened his big hands and fondled them. “Wow,” he said, and it was most heartfelt. 
 
    “Take it off.” She held her arms out. 
 
    He deftly unclasped her bra and tossed it aside. Her breasts fell forward, large, delicious, the nipples erect with excitement. 
 
    He kissed her, gently, thoroughly, and she again moaned. 
 
    Then he stood up and took his clothes off. He moved slowly, folding his clothes and placing them in a stack next to the bed. 
 
    Then he moved over her, like a cloud over water, and sank into her. His penis pushed in and she opened her legs and gasped with pleasure. 
 
    For a second I was jealous. Once I had been bigger than him. Once…but no more. 
 
    He began to rise and fall, an eternal rhythm, as of the ocean, waves and tides crashing into her, scooping her up and crashing her down. 
 
    Under him, she held on, clasped her hands behind the small of his back, held him tight as he plumbed her, scoured her, and delved into her depths. 
 
    Shortly she was grinding her hips into him in orgasm. She spasmed, almost helplessly, as the shock waves ran through her body. 
 
    “May I cum?” he asked, politely. 
 
    “Of course, you may. Fill me up with your wonderful fluid.” 
 
    He began to press into her harder, and it only took a few thrusts, then his buttocks were tightening and I knew his cock was spewing deep inside her. 
 
    Silently, knowing it was over, at least for now, I crept back around the house. In a short minute I was in my room, sitting on my new, pink bed, wondering at what I had observed. 
 
    Another man had fucked my wife, but that was okay, for I couldn’t. Not with my tiny weenie. 
 
    I had work to do. Meaningful work, doing dishes and laundry and stuff. I was making the world a happy place for the real rulers of civilization: the women. 
 
    Most of all, I had a chance. If I worked hard enough I might, someday, be allowed to ascend, to rise rank in this wonderful new world. 
 
    It was quite something to think about. 
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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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I Turned into a Woman! 
 
    And my woman turned into a man! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “But what will we do?” 
 
    I stared at Carly, my wife, in total and utter shock. She had just broken the news to me and I really didn’t have any idea of what to think. I mean, what were the odds? Sure, it happened, but…to us? To Carly? 
 
    “Jimmy. Say something?” 
 
    She was starting to sob, and I really didn’t blame her.  
 
    Carly is a beautiful woman. She’s got a slender body and an oval face with long, brunette hair. No, she doesn’t have much in the breast department, something I always wished she had, but…when a woman has the perfect personality, and the woman is an absolutely perfect match for you…you don’t complain. You just thank your lucky stars. 
 
    But what she had just told me…it was unbelievable. 
 
    “First, don’t cry.” I moved to her and hugged her. She cuddled up against me, grabbed fistfuls of my shirt and sobbed into my chest. 
 
    I made soothing sound, patted her hair gently, and let her get it out. 
 
    “I…we had plans…we wanted to get pregnant…and now this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I crooned. “We’ll find a way.” 
 
    “If it was only cancer, or heart disease, or something, but this…this…I don’t…” and she cried some more. 
 
    Finally, some minutes later, her calming down a bit, I said, “Why don’t you start from the beginning. Tell me exactly what the doctor said.” 
 
    Sniffling, drying her tears with her knuckles, she nodded. 
 
    “I went to the doctor. I told him we had been trying to have a baby, but with no success. He gave me a full physical. That was last week. This week he called me up and told me to come in. He said he wanted to discuss the results of my exam. I didn’t think anything of it. I figured I’d go in and get some vitamins, that he might tell me something in my blood was low…” 
 
    “Okay.” I held her again because she was starting to get tearful again. 
 
    She clutched me, gulped a few times, then resumed her story. 
 
    “So I went in and he said that I had a rather unusual condition. That’s what he said: ‘unusual.’ He said that one out of 2,000 people are born with…they don’t…” 
 
    She cried some more, and I held her. Finally, she picked up her story. 
 
    “One out of 2,000 people are born with genitalia that do not fit typical binary notions of male or female bodies. My case was especially rare, I was born with two sets of genitalia. One male and one female. I’m what’s known as ‘intersex.’ But what the doctors did in my case, they decided I should be female, so they…they sewed up my male genitalia. Just…hid them in my body.” 
 
    I listened, and my mind was riot. This was so…unbelievable. Yet, when I looked into it on the internet…there it was. Intersex. And in my wife’s case…a very specific case of being a perfect example of a hermaphrodite. And they had just decided to play God, tell her which sex she was without choice, and hidden one set of genitalia. 
 
    “What did they think was going to happen?” I asked. “That your male sex was just going to disappear?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    So we sat and talked about it, and it was the most oddly miserable day in our lives. 
 
    Yet, truth is always the only way. At the end of the day I asked her what she was going to do. 
 
    “I don’t know. On one hand, I think it is unhealthy, what they did to me. Better to eliminate one or the other of my sex, although I’m glad they didn’t do that. On the other hand…oh, hell. I don’t know what on the other hand.” 
 
    The following week she was scheduled to see her doctor, and I made sure I was with her for this one. 
 
     
 
    We sat in the doctor’s office, not in an exam room because this was supposed to be more of a counseling session. 
 
    The doctor’s name was Ananda Joshi, an Indian gal of youthful appearance and kind eyes. She sat down and smiled at us.  
 
    “Mr. Joseph and Carly Hawkins. Would you like water or anything?” 
 
    We answered in the negative, and she smiled some more and put a folder on the desk. My wife’s name was on it. 
 
    “I have been going over your charts, and I would like to recommend specialists in your case.” 
 
    “What kind of specialists?” 
 
    “I have spoken to my colleagues and three seem especially appropriate to your case. One is a specialist in Gender Surgery. The second one is an endocrinologist, and the last is a therapist for gender assignment counseling.” 
 
    “So one cuts, the other gives pills, and the third talks a lot.” I sounded bitter. I don’t know why, I think it was just the idea of change more than anything.” 
 
    The doctor blinked. “I would not have thought in that way, but, yes.” 
 
    So, to make a long story short, the good Dr. Joshi didn’t have much more to add to our situation, and we scheduled appointments with all three doctors. 
 
    And to make matters even shorter, let me sum up what each of the three doctors said. 
 
    Doctor William Lacy outlined the procedures for removing either male sex, or the female sex. He was a strictly cut and stitch man. He offered no illumination beyond the surgical, and certainly shed no light on the fact of choice, having to make it, what it entailed ethically, morally, culturally, spiritually…or whatever. 
 
    But that was okay. We received purely medical options and a choice, even though we didn’t understand what that choice entailed. 
 
    Doctor Nancy Smithson discussed pills. And shots. And patches. And body reactions. And everything under the sun. How much hair would be on the body for male option, for female option. Weight loss/weight gain. Sculpturing techniques. Redistribution of fat. Bone density. Just about everything we could imagine, and certainly a lot we had not imagined. 
 
    But this was still in the realm of cosmetic. This was, if you’ll excuse the crass analogy, like picking out a new car. What color do you want,. Cloth seats or leather. Sound system? Security system? 
 
    We still didn’t have any feel for the mental changes, the emotional adjustments. Yes, we knew drugs would cause hormonal changes, but…what kind? 
 
    Then we met Gordon Wentworth, and we got our answers, or at least a direction in which to ask the really important questions. 
 
    He showed us study after study concerning regret after reassignment surgery, and the statistics were surprising. 
 
    Only one half of one per cent of the people in the United States believed they were born the wrong gender. 
 
    I had thought the number would have been higher. And I had the uncharitable thought that a small group of people had good advertising. 
 
    But the thing I was interested in was regret after surgery. And of the number of people who had gender reassignment surgery the percentage of regret was very low. 
 
    Of course, Carly’s problem was quite different. She didn’t believe she had been born the wrong sex, she had never even given it thought, or at least so I believed. Later counseling would reveal that she had always had some kind of ‘weird’ (her word) doubts about sex, being a woman, and even the act of sex. 
 
    And she wasn’t looking for gender reassignment as much as gender revelation. She wanted to know the truth of who she was…sexually. 
 
      
 
    So there we were. We had data up the wazoo, and we were still conflicted. The ‘showdown,’ and I use that word very loosely, came on a Saturday night. 
 
    We had gone out with friends, had a few drinks, good times, but there was an underlying tenseness to Carly and I. More Carly, but…I was feeling the pinch, too. 
 
    We arrived home and didn’t talk much. She went to take off her make up, and I sat down and watched a little TV. After a while she entered the room, wore a very bland nightgown, more designed for comfort than sexual excitement, and I, of course, was sexually excited. 
 
    Tell the truth, we hadn’t been making love a lot. There was just too much baggage. Too much thinking. Too much cranial bushwah. So we had sort of put our love life on hold. 
 
    This night, however, she sat on the couch with me and snuggled up. And, maybe it was the few drinks, but I like to think that we had just sort of reached an inner tipping point, we started making out. 
 
    Like horny teenagers. Gobbling at each other’s mouths, I accelerated to holding her breasts, pressing them, feeling her erect nipples. 
 
    She responded by placing her hand in my lap. And stroking me, and feeling my balls. 
 
    “What does it feel like? Having balls?” 
 
    Oh, God. What a question. 
 
    “It’s cool. They bang around between your legs and you feel them at odd times. They always remind you that you’re a man.” 
 
    “Do they get in the way?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” I admitted. 
 
    “And what’s it like being a man?” 
 
    I knew the conversation was on possibly the deepest level of our lives. 
 
    I sat back. Still horny, and looked her in the eye. 
 
    “Some parts are a dream. It feels good to swagger. To be in charge. Some parts aren’t so much fun.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like what people expect out of you. People think you are a testosterone fueled monster. You’re expected to take a stand.” 
 
    She listened avidly, and I found myself continuing. “Sometimes I envy women. You have a certain, I don’t know what to call it…comradeness? Women seem able to communicate easier, and they huddle up and talk in low voices, and they seem so happy. 
 
    “Community.” 
 
    “Yes, I guess that is the better word for it.” 
 
    “And you don’t have that feeling of community with a man?” 
 
    “You do, but it’s different. With a guy it’s high fives over a football game. It’s serious discussions about cars. It’s just sort of…surface. At least when you compare it—in my eyes—to the community of women.” 
 
    “You realize that I have a totally different experience of women’s community?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Back biting gossips.” 
 
    I blinked. I had had no idea she felt that way. On reflection I realized that she didn’t hang around women’s groups much. She had individual friends, but she avoided groups. 
 
    And, I think that was the moment the seed for what was to come was born. 
 
    “So, to speak of the elephant in the room, what are your thoughts concerning your…situation.” 
 
    She was silent for a long time. And playing with me the whole time, which was driving me crazy. 
 
    “I’d like to feel what it is like to have my cock and balls out in the open.” 
 
    Bingo. 
 
    “So you’re going to be true intersex, both sexes.” 
 
    “For a while.” 
 
    “For a while?” 
 
    “For a while.” 
 
    I let that sit for a moment, a long moment, then I changed the subject. I stood up, took her hand and headed to the bedroom. 
 
    That was the most exquisite, and puzzling, sex of my life. 
 
    I know what the books say, the world stops, a guy cums a gallon, the woman has eighteen orgasms, but we all know that sex isn’t like that. 
 
    Sex isn’t a cum fest, it isn’t bone shattering gorilla orgasms. It is soft, and gentle, and a meeting of the souls. 
 
    She stripped her nightgown off and stood revealed in the soft light. A slender body, small breasts, small buttocks. Thinking about it, she was a perfect in between for male and female.  
 
    I could easily see her getting more butt and breast, if she elected to go more female. But her talk of woman’s community revealed a certain distaste for that direction. 
 
    I could also see her losing more breast, wearing male clothes easily. 
 
    I studied her face. It was oval, with nice-sized lips, a pert nose. Yet, I could see the jaw firming up, shadows changing, a maleness borning. 
 
    Yet, especially when she applied make up, it was a sexy, sensuous ‘woman’ face. 
 
    She sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled on my penis, pulled me to her. She sat, and I stood, and she stroked me, and we watched each other. We weren’t talking, but there was an intimacy between us that was deeper than normal. 
 
    We weren’t two bodies…we were two souls, and what were our shapes?  
 
    Man and man, man and woman, woman and woman. Those were the accepted shapes. And it struck me. She was thinking of being half male. Would she then think of all male? And where would that leave me. 
 
    She took my penis in her mouth and gently sucked. She ran her tongue around the skull, and I felt that supreme shiver of sensation as her tongue circled under the lip of my head. 
 
    I placed my hands on her face and we stood there, my legs growing weaker, my semen roiling inside. 
 
    We watched each other, and I began to wonder what she felt. What pleasure did she get from sucking my cock? 
 
    Yet the answer was obvious: she received pleasure from causing pleasure. What a pure, pure motive. 
 
    I lifted her arms and helped her back on the bed and returned the favor. I pushed my shoulders under her thighs and pressed my face inwards. My head was gently clamped and I tasted the musk, the heat, the liquids. She was hot as a woman. Would she be as hot—to me—as a man? 
 
    Then I realized that I was excited by that thought as much as her tongue curling around my penis. 
 
    And I was way ahead of the game. She was thinking of being both, and somehow I kept leeching onto the idea of her as man. 
 
    I trickled my finger up, under her cheeks, and brushed it over her rectum. She groaned and arched up. Away, even though she wanted it more. 
 
    I crawled up and lay on her, half supported by my arms, and we just stared at each other. We devoured each other’s features, absorbed the curve and angle of each others’ faces. 
 
    I lowered myself gently and touched her lips with mine. She tasted herself on my mouth, and she became more desirous. 
 
    I fit my penis to her slit and pushed inward. 
 
    Her womanhood accepted me. Her womanhood that was only half of her sexuality. 
 
    God, what a thought, and it made me so excited, then I was firm in her, filling her, and she was gasping with the sensation. 
 
    “I love you more than life itself.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    “And whatever happens, we will deal with it.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    I began fucking here forcefully then. Asserting myself in male fashion, yet…I noticed a reticence. “What?” I stopped motion. 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “Come on. Whatever, spit it out.” 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    I blinked, but complied. 
 
    But she didn’t want to stop, she just wanted to change positions. 
 
    “Lay on your back.” 
 
    I did, crossways across the bed. 
 
    She pulled me by the ankles and lifted my legs. I was now butt to the side of the bed and my rectum exposed. But she didn’t want my asshole. 
 
    “I came across this on the internet. It’s called the Amazon position.” 
 
    She pushed my ankles back and spread my legs. She stepped between them and fit herself to my cock. She grunted as she pushed her cunt down over my prick. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she breathed. 
 
    It took my breath away. I was in the female submissive position, I was the missionary woman, and she was the man. She was in control. 
 
    She began to fuck me then. Long, sweeping thrusts, and I controlled nothing, and it was delicious. 
 
    She was taking control, and I liked it. 
 
    In only a short time I was holding on, trying to make myself last. 
 
    She smiled, a bit of evil in that grin, and said, “Don’t hold back, bitch!” 
 
    My eyes opened. She was playing with roles, yet, it…it stunned me. 
 
    “I’m giving out the pleasure now, and you need to just let go. I’m the man and you’re the woman. Now…cum!” 
 
    I did. My legs wanted to straighten out, but she had me bent over too much, and the orgasm ripped through me. I felt my spine shivering. It didn’t feel like I had balls and cock, but more like I was just a fuck. A mindless moment of heat that swelled up and consumed me. 
 
    And it was the best orgasm of my life. 
 
    A month later Carly went in for the operation. 
 
      
 
    She spent a couple of days in the hospital. Not long, when you think about it. I slept in a chair the first night, and they rolled a bed in for me on the second. We talked constantly, and there was an excitement in Carly’s voice that I had never heard. An excitement like a person getting out of prison, which I thought was odd and appropriate at the same time. 
 
    Then we took the wheel chair ride out, and she plopped into the passenger seat of our car, and we trundled on home. 
 
    She walked slowly, gingerly, and planted herself in the lounge chair in the den. For a couple of days she just rested, and at the end of the week the doctor actually came by to check on her, and to take off the bandages. 
 
    “Do you want privacy?” Doctor Lacy asked Carly. I was sitting in the background on tenterhooks. 
 
    “Heck, he’s going to see it sooner or later.” 
 
    So the good doctor gently removed the bandages, and I had my first glance at my wife’s new sex. 
 
    To be blunt, and even indelicate, I recognized the hole. It was the same pussy I had delved into many a time. Wonderful and mysterious and yet nothing but a pee hole. 
 
     Told you I was going to be blunt. 
 
    And her cock. God, it sounds so weird to say ‘her’ cock. It was above her vagina, exactly the right place, but looked out of place with the vagina below it. 
 
    It was like mine. Just hung there and had a pair of balls underneath it. 
 
    “It’s all so small,” murmured Carly as the doctor showed her her new genitalia in a hand mirror. 
 
    “Your sexual apparatus has been bound up, scrunched, for lack of a better word. The pills you’re taking will adjust your hormones, and you will likely grow a bit. You will also start having erections.” 
 
    She giggled. “I expected it to come out all erect and ready to go.” 
 
    The doctor chuckled and I smiled. 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    She had a pussy, and an undersized set of male genitals. 
 
    And I had a lot of confusion. 
 
    I felt no ‘back off,’ and I was curious what it would feel like to fuck her with a floppy set of balls slapping on my dick. 
 
    And, this thought crossed my mind…was she going to want to fuck somebody with her dick. And that sobered me. Sobered me so much that the next day, helping her to the bathroom, I asked her about it. 
 
    She was sitting on the toilet, and she gasped, and said, “Oh, my God…I’m peeing through my dick!” 
 
    She looked so surprised, then delighted, and then…proud, and I couldn’t help but smile, but then I thought my thought of the day before out loud.  
 
    “Are you going to want to have sex with your penis?” 
 
    She opened her mouth and closed it, and the look of anticipation on her face answered me. 
 
    “Yes. But…I don’t…I…who would I…” And she was near to tears. 
 
    And, for the next few weeks, as her hormones adjusted, she was always on the edge of tears, or just breaking out for no reason. It got to be so she would cry and we would laugh. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” I said. “We’ll talk it over, and come to a conclusion, and…and we’ll figure something out.” 
 
    So we talked, and the conclusion was pretty quick. 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck somebody else. I love you.” 
 
    We had just gone to MickyDs for lunch, a rare trip out, and needed, and we were munching our Big Macs and listening to the radio. I don’t remember what was on, I was paying too much attention to her. 
 
    “But you want to experience what it is like to fuck like a man.”               
 
    “But I don’t want anybody else but you.” 
 
    “What if I found somebody, and we made her wear a bag over her face, and…” 
 
    Carly snorted out a mouthful of fries. “Oh, I can see that,” she laughed. 
 
    Seeing her laugh encouraged me, so I said, “Or, we can hold an ugly contest. We’ll find somebody so ugly you’ll never want to fuck her again.” 
 
    Again, more laughter. But, under the laughter, a remorse. She had her sex back, and she wanted to use it, but…there was me. 
 
    Suddenly I felt like an anchor, holding her back. 
 
    Yet she didn’t feel sad. Just a little…conflicted. 
 
    I think we knew that at some point she was going to break down and have sex. With somebody. And not me. 
 
    “I could fuck her, and then you could.” 
 
    My blurt of laughter was not showing any real humor. 
 
    “Okay, but…I’ve got an idea, for right now.” 
 
    “Yes?” I swigged my Coke down. 
 
    “We haven’t fucked, you and I, the way we used to, since my operation.” 
 
    I was seated sideways in my seat, watching her. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “I am ready and willing and so damned anxious it hurts. Just because I’ve got a male appendage doesn’t mean I don’t want to use my female…’appendage.’” 
 
    I grinned. 
 
    “In fact, I’ve got twice the sex organs, and I think I’m twice as horny. So what do you say, slick, shall we go home and abuse my poor, neglected pussy?” 
 
    Well, what could I say to an invitation like that? I put the car in gear and spun my tires. 
 
    We arrived at home shortly, hopped out of the car, and nearly ran to the bedroom, grinning and giggling like somebody who was going to have sex for the first time. 
 
    And, in a way, we were. It was a first for us, with her new sex organs on display. 
 
    We stripped, and I felt, and I knew she felt, that anxious edge of nervous energy that assails newlyweds.  
 
    “Who’s on top, sir?” I quipped. 
 
    “Me, of course,” and she pushed me back, eschewed foreplay, and crawled on top of me. 
 
    I lay under her and watched. She was a beautiful woman, and never more beautiful than in that moment. 
 
    The idea of her having a cock didn’t bother me. It just fascinated me. This was a woman who I had traded liquids with…it was, in a weird way, just one more foray into sex. 
 
    She sat, and I felt her balls and dick on my belly. It felt strange, but not alarming. I reached down and touched them. I had touched them before, but not during coitus, and we froze for a second. Then she laughed. “This is cool. I feel your hands. It’s a whole new sensation.” 
 
    She began to rise and fall. She pinched my nipples and watched my face with the most loving look. 
 
    It felt same old same old, but her excitement, her new sensations, infected me. Old sex made new. 
 
    Up and down. And a bit of a corkscrew for a change up. Then she started tilting her hips and pulling up, tilting the other way, and descending. My cock was getting the treatment. It felt like a ridge was pulling up the front, then going down the back. 
 
    “Stop,” I said. “Get off!” 
 
    Puzzled, she got off, and I placed her on the side of the bed and squatted in front of her. A pleased grin opened up on her face, and I took her cock in my mouth. I had never given a blow job, but I had received enough that I gave pretty good. 
 
    She gasped. “Oh, my God! That’s heavenly! Now I know why you…oh…gosh!” 
 
    I nibbled and sucked and took a long, long time. I enjoyed the expressions on her face as she felt all the new nerves fire up and yell yippee. 
 
    Finally, out of breath, I drew back, and she looked down. “Oh, my God! It’s a chub! 
 
    She hadn’t gotten a hard on, that would take a few more blow jobs, which I was quite pleased to give, but she did have blood surging into her member. It was thicker, longer, and we could actually see a vein working on the side. 
 
    “Oh, God! I want to cum!” 
 
    And that blew my mood, but I didn’t show it. I was going to have to share my wife with another woman. I had never thought about monogamy, but I was thinking about it now. Still, this was about her. I would just have to come to grips with it. 
 
    A month later Carly had her first real, totally hard dick. I was blowing her, she really liked that, probably more than penetration, and her dick kept getting harder and harder, passed out of the chub stage and into the fully engorged, turgid stage. 
 
    I felt it, I could still fit my mouth over her whole penis, but two things were happening: I was learning to deep throat, and her dick was, courtesy of drugs and enhanced hormones and a rebalancing of her system, totally erect. 
 
    So I pulled back, and she stared down at it. “It’s a real erection.” 
 
    “Pretty good-sized, too.” 
 
    “How do you jack off?” 
 
    “Pretend it’s me and do it to yourself.” 
 
    We both laughed at that, and she began to stroke herself. It wasn’t long before she was breathing hard. “I think…I might actually be able to…cum.” 
 
    “Hold it. I’ve got something that might help.” 
 
    I went to her drawer and took out a silk handkerchief. It was blue and green and new. 
 
    “Use this. First time I jacked off I used silk, and it really helped.” 
 
    She took the handkerchief, looked a bit confused, but was too anxious to let her confusion get in the way. 
 
    She lay back on the bed and began pumping her fist, the handkerchief slithered over her cock, and a far away look came into her eyes. 
 
    “Oh, God…Oh…” 
 
    I moved up and kissed her lightly, then moved down to her chest. She stroked, and I tongued her nipple with my mouth and flicked the other with my fingers. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” 
 
    A pause, I sucked and pulled hard, I could tell she was close, and then… 
 
    “FUCK!” drops of sperm issued from her cock, sprayed up and dribbled down. Her body was shaking, out of control, and she couldn’t even move her hand. But the deed was done. She kept jetting cream for a moment, then sank back. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” she whispered. “That was it! That was…that was…” 
 
    “Incredible?” I offered. 
 
    She turned to me, grabbed my face with her hands, which put plenty of goo on my cheek. “That was the best fuck I have ever had in my life!” 
 
    I went up on one elbow, a big grin on my cum dripping face. “Better than sex as a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes! It was so hard and fast! I thought I was going to explode.” 
 
    “Well, you did. Down there, at least.” 
 
    She giggled and touched my face. “I’ve got my sperm all over you.” She wiped a finger through the semen and licked it. “How many times have I licked your jizm. Would you like a taste?” 
 
    That was a make or break moment. On one hand, I didn’t want to. On the other hand, I was dying to. 
 
    She swiped up another finger full of sperm and giggled. “The look on your face.” 
 
    I felt sheepish. “I know.” 
 
    She fed me then. I ate her sperm, and…it was different. And here’s the weird thing, I was erect already, seeing her get off like that, no way I wasn’t hard as a metal rod. But…I got harder. it was exciting. I was eating sperm. I was licking jism. It was…exciting. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and the weeks passed, and the months passed. I still fucked her, but not as much, and I was getting hornier and hornier. Just like a man, her testosterone was taking off and all she wanted to do was use her dick.  
 
    I jacked her off, she jacked herself off, and I gave her lots of blow jobs, and…her pussy became…neglected. She just didn’t want to use it as much. Every once in a while, but even then it was like she was doing it just to please me. I was reminded of the age old thing of playing baseball in your mind during sex. Take your mind off the act so you can last longer. But now it was like she was playing baseball in her head to get rid of the irritation of sex. 
 
    Her pussy irritated her. 
 
    Her dick enthralled her. 
 
    She was like a child with a new toy. 
 
    And I was suffering for it. 
 
    The solution to our dilemma, when it came, shocked me. 
 
    We had gone to a party—a party, I might add, where everybody complimented Carly on her new glow. Interestingly, she was dressing a bit more masculine, but that didn’t seem to interfere with her ‘glow.’ If anything…it enhanced it. She was looking strong and powerful. 
 
    We were driving home and out of the blue—out of the blue for me, she must have been thinking about it for a while—she asked me, “Have you ever heard of pegging.” 
 
    I nearly drove off the road. And, I pulled into the next parking lot and pulled on the brake and turned and faced her. “Tell me about pegging.” 
 
    “I want to peg you.” 
 
    “My understanding is that pegging is done with a plastic dick. A strap on.” 
 
    “And, fortunately, I don’t need those things.” 
 
    For a long moment we were silent. Eyeball to eyeball. I was having, interestingly enough, a moment of clarity. 
 
    She had a dick. She needed to use it. She didn’t want somebody else. She needed to use it…on me. 
 
    “I’ve never taken anything up the butt.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” 
 
    “It’ll make me gay.” 
 
    She laughed. “It won’t, that’s bullshit, but even if it did…I’m a man. So you can be gay as you want.” 
 
    And. she was. She was a man. Studly, pokey dick studly. And she was a woman. All woman. But I could see what was happening. She liked being a man more than she liked being a woman. 
 
    And I was stuck with it. 
 
    I studied her in the gloom of the car, in the glow of the dash lights, the passing headlights. 
 
    Her face was becoming stronger. She was still taking pills, but not as many. She had a natural testosterone that was taking over. 
 
    Her chest was flat. Her boobs seemed to have shrunken up. Her nipples were still big, but…she was more manly than womanly. 
 
    And then there was me, and I don’t mean that sexually, although that was under the surface. There was me who didn’t like to pal around with guys, but preferred to listen to women gossip. Who liked silken things. who…lived for the moments of my wife’s male orgasm. 
 
    “What is happening to us? What is happening to me?” 
 
    She said nothing. She might be more male, but she still possessed woman’s intuition. 
 
    “You want to fuck me. Like a man fucks a woman.” 
 
    She nodded. Her eyes were bright, excited. 
 
    “You want to use your penis and penetrate me. Make me yours. Be in charge.” 
 
    “Honey, I am in charge. The few times we fuck I prefer the Amazon position, I don’t even like using my vagina anymore. I pee out of my cock, and I don’t have periods anymore.” 
 
    I was silent, and it was the kind of silence in which decisions are made. 
 
    “I’m willing.” 
 
    There. It was out. She was my wife, and if that’s what it took…then so be it. 
 
    “Okay, get out.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “I’m going to be the man, and I want to drive.” 
 
    That was a watershed moment. That was a make or break point. And it wasn’t as difficult as I thought it might be. 
 
    I simply got out of the car, went around the back, and she went around the front, and, zingo bingo, she was in charge. 
 
    I sat in the passenger seat and watched her. She was glowing with confidence, with purpose. I looked down at her lap and could tell she had a hard on. And her dick was getting bigger every day. She was now an official six inches. And her balls were quite big and full. All the time, it seemed. 
 
    At home we went into the bedroom and she continued to take charge. “Put this on.” She tossed me a negligee. 
 
    I put it on, and marveled at the soft sensation as the material rippled over my frame. My dick sprouted out, and I realized that we were the same size, and that she was eventually going to be bigger than me. 
 
    If I was a real manly man that would have been truly emasculating…my wife had a bigger dick than me. 
 
    But, I think I was realizing that I wasn’t that much of a man. I gave blow jobs…and liked it. And I liked the new persona of my wife. I liked her taking charge. 
 
    “Honey,” she got out the lube and began slathering it on her cock. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I want to take you on all fours this first time. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” 
 
    She looked up at me. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then you should just tell me.” 
 
    She took a breath. “Get up on the bed. On all fours.” Then she added, softly, but intently, “I want to see your ass.” 
 
    I crawled up and showed her my ass.  
 
    She lifted my negligee up and draped it forward. She said, “I want you to grow your hair.” 
 
    She put a finger in me. it was lubed, and shortly I was lubed, and she inserted more fingers. I grunted, and it felt good. It was the forbidden spot, and the nerves were dying to get touched. 
 
    “I want to brush your long hair, and maybe even put make up on you.” 
 
    We were crossing boundaries now, big boundaries, but, in a way, it was a relief. 
 
    “I want you to wear dresses and nylons and heels…” she moved forward and her dick entered me. 
 
    I gasped, and she held on to my hips, kept me from lurching away. Not that I would have lurched, I was liking this. The sensations of being opened up, the feeling of something scratching the itch that I never would have known I had…it was amazing. 
 
    “I want you to be beautiful. You’ll be so much more beautiful than I was.” She drove in and out, the hot feel of her penis rubbed through my back channel and I began to cry. Not tears of pain, however, tears of joy. I had never…never… 
 
    “And I’ll fuck you every night, like this…” she kept ramming in, driving the point home so very literally, and I felt a white hot tumult deep inside me. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you and fuck you and fuck you…” 
 
    Somewhere in there I came. It should tell you something that I had a prostate orgasm the first time I had anal sex; it should tell you how amenable I was to what was happening to me. 
 
    I found myself pushing back, then it was like somebody had exploded a soft grenade inside me. Everything warped and woofed and hooted and hollered and the sensations grabbed me and twisted me inside out. I was in the clouds. I was impaled. I was in a steaming hot ocean and my soul was being sucked down into a giant whirlpool. 
 
    And behind me, knowing what I was going through, Carly whooped and slapped my ass, and I fell forward, dazed, and completed, and amazed at the new me.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Getting her male organs had been easy for Carly. She already had them, it was just a matter of unzipping them. And, the procedure for having her female organs removed was equally easy. She was a unique person with a unique problem, and doctors were all over themselves to help her out. 
 
    I, on the other hand, was just a schmucky, old guy. I didn’t have any problems, and for me to ask for gender reassignment was like sailing through a minefield, with the mines ten feet apart and the boat twenty feet wide. 
 
    Boom! Boom! Boom! 
 
    ‘We don’t advise…’ 
 
    ‘You have no history of…’ 
 
    ‘This is all just a sympathetic response to your wife’s situation…’ 
 
    Interestingly, the solution came from, of all places, the internet.  
 
    First, I learned I would have to live as a woman for a year before they’d even discuss such things as hormone therapy, let alone surgery. 
 
    This was incredibly easy. Carly and I simply discussed it, and went shopping. 
 
    Of course, I looked like a man in a dress, but the rule for such things as this is…baby steps. 
 
    So I went in to the warehouse where I work as a foreman, went up to see the head supervisor, and said, “Boss. I’m going to transition. That means I’m going to wear a dress, wear make up, take hormones, and work like hell to make sure my job performance is up to snuff. 
 
    Ray looked at me. He’s a big guy with a beard, and he frowned. He picked up the phone and called the head office. The conversation was most uninteresting. 
 
    “Hi, Ted. I’ve got a fellow here who says he’s going to, uh…” he looked at me, “transition. Get a sex cha—“ pause. “Yes, sir. Twelve years, great worker. Joseph Hawkins.” Pause. Then: “Sure. Thanks.” He hung up. 
 
    “Human Resources wants to meet with you in one hour. You want to hang or go work for an hour.” 
 
    “Work,” I said, looking up at the clock. No way I wanted to sit and twiddle my thumbs and worry about what HR was going to say. 
 
    So I worked for an hour, then headed up to the front offices. They were waiting for me. 
 
    Now, I could give a long talk about what I felt, what they said, but, really, it was all sort of ho hum. And the grand conclusion was that I was apprised of my legal rights, told to call HR directly if there was any harassment, and, it turned out, having a trans on board helped the company comply with certain government standards. 
 
    Who would have guessed? 
 
    At any rate, the gal in charge of HR shook my hand, told me to get in touch with her if I needed any advice about medical insurance, and I was done. 
 
    I was officially, in the eyes of the company, a trans gender person. 
 
    Zowie. In sort of bored way. 
 
    The things I met in my daily life, however, were not so easy. 
 
    Some people yawned and said, “Oh, cool. Does this mean you’re going to start drinking wine instead of beer?” I kid you not. One of my work guys actually said that. 
 
    Then there was the guy on the dock who started sneering at me and making remarks. After a while I had had enough, so I called the gal in HR and they called him in and he came back and apologized to me. 
 
    But that’s work. 
 
    Friends took it one way or the other. Some I knew I would never see again. Whether they seemed to take it easy or hard, they were gone. Or they stayed friends, and we all adapted. 
 
    One guy actually hugged me and said he always knew. And that surprised me. 
 
    Heck, I didn’t know…how the hell could he? 
 
    So, socially, it was a bit of turmoil, but nothing really bad. 
 
    And if there was anything bad it was offset by the women, who accepted me quickly and easily. Women are much more amenable to a man wanting to be like them than men are to the situation. 
 
    So there it was. I had made my statement, and was embracing my change, but that was just the start. 
 
    Carly started me off easy. She made me wear nylons under my work clothes, and when it looked like I could adapt to that, she put a trace of pink lipstick on me, a bit of eye shadow. Nothing drastic, just an easy transition that wouldn’t shock the world, or upset anybody. 
 
    After a month she started changing my clothes. She started buying girl pants, blouses, and things. And here is where it got interesting. Because the second thing we got off the internet was…hormones. 
 
    That’s right. If the establishment wouldn’t support my desires…I would.  
 
    So I started taking doses of estrogen. We kept strict records, because we would eventually be colliding with the medical establishment, and I wanted to be safe, not sorry. 
 
    Taking hormones is interesting, to say the least. 
 
    You take a pill twice a day for a week, and nothing happens, then you burst into tears. And nothing happens. Then you have pimples. 
 
    Pimples! 
 
    And Carly taught me how to cleanse my face, to wash out the pores and moisturize and overcome the pimples. And that’s when I noticed that my skin was changing. It was softer. And it was a different shade. And my pores were smaller. 
 
    I was apparently adapting to my feminine nature easily and very, very quickly. 
 
    And, while this was happening, Carly was getting ready for her operation. Actually, this didn’t entail much on her part. She was losing some body fat, not that she had a lot to start with, and she was starting to lift weights. 
 
    And she was wearing masculine clothes. Jeans and sweat shirts. Plaid shirts and cargo shorts. And here was the great thing, her body was actually better for male clothes. When she wore female clothes it seemed that something was always off. Not enough bust. The hips weren’t wide enough. And that sort of thing. 
 
    But male clothes hung on her hips as if they were born to be there. Her chest broadened quickly because of the weight lifting and she gained wide shoulders and a swagger to her walk that was definitely male. 
 
    And she didn’t miss wearing high heels. Not at all. Said she never liked them, even when she thought she was female. 
 
    I, on the other hand, hated them, then loved them. 
 
    At first they were uncomfortable, even hurt my back a little. But I got used to them, and even started asking for higher heels. There is just something about hearing your feet go click, click, click, and feeling the jounce of your ass.  
 
      
 
    Time passed, and not to skip over anything, I changed physically. I was losing muscle mass. Not enough to interfere with work, but enough so that male clothes definitely didn’t work on me any more. 
 
    And, man, did I love female clothes. Dresses freed up my legs and kept me air conditioned at all times. Nylons made me feel snug and sexy. And heels, you know what I thought about heels. 
 
    And I got my first bra. Just a wisp of a training bra, a couple of shallow cups, but I did fill them. And you could see that I had breasts in my clothes. I didn’t just look like I had pectorals, I had the shapely mounds of a woman. 
 
    And more make up. Carly took her time and educated me, and I learned how to shade my face, put on just the right amount of blush. 
 
    After six months I can honestly say that I looked more like a woman than Carly did. And by a lot. 
 
    Or, maybe I should say that she looked more like a man than I did. 
She was building up bulk, her muscles were getting big and round, and all the maleness in her was manifesting. Man, those doctors had no idea of the crime they were committing when they tried to hide her masculinity. 
 
    Her face had lost the plump look and taken on hard planes. She cut her hair short, and she walked like she had a pair. Which she did. 
 
    She was eight inches, and she never let me in her pussy any more. Now, when we wanted to make love, it was always her taking me. And though she had a bit of gentleness to her manner, there was no mistaking who was in charge when it came to fucking. 
 
      
 
    They removed her female parts in January. They didn’t have to touch her breasts, because she had weight lifted herself right down to no boobs. 
 
    Her female innards were removed and her vagina was sewn up, and that was that. She spent two days in the hospital, then returned home, and I could tell the difference right away. 
 
    Though she was careful in her movements, she couldn’t hide her bullish nature. It was like she was looking for a China shop to saunter around in. 
 
    And, a couple of weeks later, she came home, walked into the house and yelled out, “Woman! Your man wants you!” 
 
    I stepped out of the living room and he, I could no longer think of her as a him, took me in his arms. He bent me over, held me as he devoured my red lipsticked mouth. 
 
    God, it was fun. 
 
    Then he actually picked me up and carried me back to the bedroom. He was stronger than me. By a lot. 
 
    He tossed me on the bed and took charge. He lifted my dress and felt my burgeoning boobs, and he turned me over, face down, and pulled my panties. down. 
 
    I was shuddering. I was shivering. He took me often, frequently, but there was just something about this time. He had lost his vestige of femaleness, and he was acting the male. The real and total male. 
 
    Fortunately, my asshole was getting accustomed to his ways. A quick slap of lube and I was ready. I laid crossways on the bed, my butt up and my shoulders down. I began creeping back towards him. 
 
    He took me quickly. Just rammed that big thing of his down my canal, and brother, that was all she wrote. Or, all ‘he’ wrote. 
 
    I couldn’t control myself. I loved anal sex more than anything now, I didn’t even care if I had a dick. I just wanted to feel that sensation of being filled up, of being taken, of being underneath a male muscle machine. 
 
    I wanted to submit to his power, and to give up my own. 
 
    For long minutes he sawed into me, and his strong hands crept down and fondled my balls. That’s all it took. I began to orgasm madly. I was grunting and groaning and wiggling my butt, and that’s all it took for him. I could feel his penis pulse and start to discharge. I could feel his white fluid splattering my insides. 
 
    Afterwards, we lay cuddling. Me in his arms. He kept tickling my nipple, which was bigger, with his thumb. I kept swatting him away, and he just laughed. 
 
    I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. And I felt a profound sadness. 
 
    “What?” He came up behind me and nuzzled his face into my neck. 
 
    “I hate myself.” 
 
    He spun me around so fast I would have fallen if he hadn’t held me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look!” I held up my penis. “It’s small, and useless, and I don’t want it anymore.” 
 
    “Honey…” he began. 
 
    I turned to him. “You got what you want, and I suppose I’ve almost got what I want, but…but I want the whole thing! I want to be a woman! No more of this half and half man crap.” 
 
    He held me then, and soothed me, and I calmed down. Then he made a phone call. He took his cell outside and called up Dr. Anandi Joshi. I was sitting in the living room, my ear to the glass, and I heard him on the other side of the bush. 
 
    “Doc, we need to hurry the procedure up. Joey is getting…she’s hurting.” 
 
    Talk, talk, talk, and some of it I couldn’t hear. Then I heard… “Kill herself? But…oh…I understand. Sure.” 
 
    When he came back into the house I was waiting, and he couldn’t miss the question in my eyes. He looked at the window, looked at me, and grinned. “Got big ears, don’t you.” 
 
    “And you’re smiling like you know something. Give.” 
 
    “Okay, pour me a drink, and I’ll tell you how to get your operation.” 
 
    Faster than a bunny eats a carrot, I had a drink in his hand, and one in mine, and I was listening. 
 
    “Look, you have to be careful. You can’t say you’re going to kill yourself, but you have to make them think you might going to harm yourself. Maybe cut off your testicles yourself.” 
 
    We actually chuckled at that, after a moment’s reflection. Carl made the remark that they would give me the operation then because they didn’t want to lose the fee for operating themselves. 
 
    “It’ll still take a couple of months, but it will speed the process up. Do you think you can relax and put on a show and convince them?” 
 
    I nodded. I so wanted this to happen. 
 
      
 
    I received my operation on April 1st. April Fool’s Day. But this was no joke. 
 
    It was my turn to stay in the hospital, and I stayed there two days. On the third day I took the wheel chair out, and went home. 
 
    And for a week I was careful, moved gingerly. And a month after that I had the stitches out. 
 
    Even though I knew, I expected, I was unprepared for the shock that went through me. 
 
    It was gone. My package was gone. No balls, and no penis. 
 
    No extension of flesh to pop out and embarrass me. No boners to worry about in the locker room. 
 
    And now the testosterone was gone. And the estrogen really kicked in. And it was institutional strength hormones for me. 
 
    Man, over the next few weeks I really felt the difference. No testosterone to slow down the change. 
 
    First, I was emotional, all weepy. But we expected that. 
 
    Second, my boobs really jolted. They literally popped out. I was a solid A cup, and then, just a few weeks later, I was a bulging C cup. 
 
    “Oh, baby! I said you’d be bigger than me!” 
 
    And I was. Joey, when he had been a woman, had only been a solid B edging on a C. I had passed him, was edging on a D, and I had only started! 
 
    Over the next few weeks I went to full femme all the time. I not only wanted to, but I felt such a joy in being the real me. The feminine me. And I often wondered why I had not felt more conflicted. Why had I been able to live as a man, and not feel the draw of being a woman? 
 
    The answer, when I figured it out, was simple. I was half of a perfect team. As a man I was complimented by my perfect woman, and all other urges were subject to that. 
 
    Now, as a woman, I was still part of a perfect twosome, and I had the extra kick of experiencing what had been trying to get out my whole life, even though I had not known it. 
 
      
 
    At the end of summer, six months after having been snipped, I was promoted. I got a hefty raise, and I was put into administration. I became the assistant director of Human Resources. 
 
    Man, what a dream. I no longer had to hump my butt—my sexy butt—on the docks. Now I was on the phone, checking references, talking to prospective employees, and it turned out I had a talent for that. 
 
    I had been a rough, gruff man, and now I was a gentle, sweet soul. I had experienced both worlds, and I understood them. 
 
    In short, I was now a natural. 
 
    After experiencing the highs and lows, after going through the frustrations, after literally taking my life into my own hands, I understood. 
 
    I understood people, and how to talk to them. Before the month was out I was being complimented and was a solid member of the administration team. 
 
    But the real victory was in going home that day. 
 
     
 
    “Honey? I’m home.” 
 
    Carl came out of the den with a big grin on his face, and I could smell the beer on his breath. 
 
    “What the heck have you been up to, Mr. I Ate the Canary?” 
 
    “Porn.” 
 
    “What!?” And I laughed. “Pretty good , eh?” 
 
    “It is that. And, by the way, maybe you didn’t know it, but good porn really builds the boner. 
 
    I grabbed his hunk of meat and pulled his face to mine. When we were both breathless I whispered. “I used to love porn. But, you know, it’s a man thing.” 
 
    “I used to be upset when you watched porn, but now…” he grinned and shrugged, and wasn’t even sheepish. 
 
    “So,” I said, unzipping him. “Did the porn work for you?” 
 
    His big dick plopped out onto my hand. It was 95% hard, and that’s a lot of hard. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groaned as I massaged his tool. 
 
    “So you’re getting horny from other women, and now you want to take it out on me.” 
 
    “That was the plan.” 
 
    I had my hand in his pants now, and was massaging his balls, giving them little squeezes, feeling his knees get weak. 
 
    “I guess I should be angry. You lust after other women, then you want to fuck me, use me for a receptacle for your disgusting lust.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I was kind of hoping.” 
 
    “You disgusting pig of a man. Well, come on in the back and let’s negotiate.”               
 
    He followed me down the hall, and I realized something interesting. When he had first changed he had been big and bully. He had taken control and fucked me when he wanted. But now that I was become woman, he was, like any other man, falling under the spell. He wanted me, but was somehow reduced to the fact of asking. 
 
    Sure, he could have taken, like he had when the testosterone had been fresh and I was still conflicted. But now he was adapting, and we were somehow falling into prescribed roles. 
 
    As I used to lust, but wait for permission, the shoe was on the other foot. He lusted, and waited, desperate for a taste of my womanliness. 
 
    I sat down at the vanity table, once his, and repaired a day of make up. I checked my eyes, rolled on the red lipstick, and noted the feminine cast of my features. 
 
    I turned to him. 
 
    “So, you want to fuck.” 
 
    He grunted appreciatively. Every man loves it when a woman talks dirty to him. 
 
    “Baby, if you only knew.” 
 
    “Well…” and we both laughed. I had known. 
 
    “If you’re a nice boy, buy me things and do the dishes, then maybe…just maybe…you’ll get lucky. Would you like to get lucky?” 
 
    “Oh, baby. I got lucky the day I married you.” 
 
    “Ooh, nice. That’s the right thing to say.” 
 
    I reached under my skirt and hooked my thumbs in my panties. I slid them down and spread my legs. “Let’s see if you can please me where it counts.” 
 
    He was on his knees instanter. Big, strong man, he lapped and licked and chomped and chewed.  
 
    There’s something about dominating a man that I truly love. He might be big and powerful, but he does what he’s told…or he suffers the most exquisite denial. 
 
    Finally, my thighs shaking and my body giving little convulsions, he stood up and took me to the bed. He laid me down gently and took off his clothes. He wasn’t taller than me, in fact I was taller than him in heels, and there was no denying. 
 
    But he was strong. Solid. He had more muscles than I had ever dreamed of. 
 
    Still, they were gentle muscles, and he lowered himself on me. 
 
    I had a snatch now. A real pussy, be it reconstructed. And I had real sensations down there. 
 
    And, every once in a while, I liked to take it up the butt. That was my first experience with being taken, my butt, and I liked it. 
 
    Right then, however, I wanted to feel his dick in my pussy. All the way inside my pussy. Surging and probing and pointing to the arcane mysterious of my womanliness. 
 
    He began to drive in and out. He was so big and it felt so good. Shortly he was losing control. But that’s the way men are. They lose their head at the first sign of lust. 
 
    But I liked it when he lost control. There was something so heady about knowing that I had done that to him; I had made him lose control and reveal his beastly nature. 
 
    And I knew that I controlled the beast. 
 
    Through a procedure of startlement, to fear, through exploration to another world, an opposite world, a world where everything inverted, turned upside down. 
 
    She was a man. 
 
    I was a woman. 
 
    And who have ever known? 
 
    But that’s the blessing of life…if you have the courage to confront the truth of yourself, and let yourself be who you really want to be. 
 
      
 
    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?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I Turned a Man into a Woman! 
 
    A torrid tale of feminization!

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t remember,” Shelly sobbed. “I remember meeting a guy in a bar, and we had drinks…and then he was pushing me out of his car. He threw my clothes at me and I stood there, not knowing what was going on. People walked past me, until finally somebody…somebody helped me. A guy…he helped me get dressed, called an Uber and brought me home. He offered to help me, but I was coming to myself by then, and I didn’t want…I didn’t…I wanted to call you.” 
 
    I held my sister and felt the rage within. She had been date raped. She cried and cried, and I made some coffee and held her some more, and finally, when the sun was rising, she managed to fall into an uneasy sleep. 
 
    I left the door open, went into the living room, and thought about what had happened to her. 
 
    By rights I should have called the police, but I didn’t trust the police. I had been to court on a traffic ticket and they had openly lied. I had seen them laughing about it when I left the court, a couple of hundred dollars poorer. 
 
    And I knew that the police treated a rape victim like she was the guilty one. I certainly wasn’t going to put Shelly through that. 
 
    So I sat, and thought, and listened to my sister mumbling in her sleep, and I decided what I was going to do. I was going to give this Rohypnol dude a taste of his own medicine. 
 
    I picked up the business card the fellow had left her. Imagine, date raping her, then leaving his card! Have you ever heard of anything so arrogant in your life? 
 
    Sure, I loved getting drugged and taken advantage of. Let me have your number so I can call you and do it again. 
 
    I put the card in my purse and began to plot. 
 
      
 
    The scumbag’s name was Brent Johnson, and he worked at Nolan’s Brokerage House. Nolan’s was a high end financial concern, and his card said he was a Vice President. Well, woopty do, Mr. Vice. I am going to preside over your funeral. Figuratively, of course. 
 
    Nolan’s offices were in a small office building on La Cienega, just above the hospital complex, just below the ascent to the Sunset Strip. 
 
    On a Monday morning I walked in and asked for a job application. While I was chatting with the receptionist I noticed a menu board behind her. There were 15 names, and above the names were headshots of the brokers. I studied the picture above Brent Johnson’s name. 
 
    There was a small cafe across the street, and I took up residence next to a partially obscuring bush. I typed on a small lap top and looked like any other number of Hollywood writers.  
 
    As I watched the entrance to the brokerage house I typed Brent Johnson’s name into Google, and he came up right away. 
 
    30 years old. Single. Loves Labs. Drives a Maserati. Graduated Princeton. Played baseball on the college team. Threw two no hitters. Double woopty do.  
 
    He was a poster boy for sweet and innocent, and he had a deep, dark secret. He liked to drug young girls and have his way with them. 
 
    What’s the matter, Mr. Sweet and Innocent? Can’t get a date on your own? 
 
    The day passed. I went for lunch and parked down the street upon returning. No sign of Brent. Probably tired from a long weekend of raping. 
 
    Dusk, and the hours passed. At 8:32 precisely a light blue Maserati convertible wheeled out of the drive next to Nolan’s. He passed right by me with a zoom, and he was easy to recognize. I pulled out and trailed him from a lane over and two cars back. 
 
    He zoomed up La Cienega, turned left on Sunset, and took a quick right turn at the strip mall on the right. But it wasn’t a strip mall, it was a very narrow street, overgrown with shrubs. 
 
    I followed the street on a slight curve, and was just in time to see Brent drive through an iron gate which quickly closed. He lived in a condo with good security. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    I pulled a U and went home. 
 
    A couple of weeks passed. Every couple of days I would sit at the cafe and wait for him to arrive. Every couple of days I would follow him to lunch. Every couple of days I followed him home. 
 
    He arrived at work precisely at 8:50. The building opened at 9, so he was Mr. Punctuality. Arrived early and stayed almost to nine in the evening every day. 
 
    Lunches he spent either in the office, or at some local eatery. Sometimes he would go to Barney’s Beanery, where everybody seemed to know him. Once he went to Pink’s and scarfed down a couple of hot dogs. I was two people behind him, and he chatted with people in line easily. Mr. Personality. 
 
    Sometimes he just stayed in the office. Brown bagged it, or probably ate out of a vending machine, I thought. Then I saw the receptionist cross the street and I knew he was sending her out for lunch. She picked him up a gyro with French fries and a Coke. $9.99. 
 
    Most nights he would go home. Just drive up to his swank condo and disappear. 
 
    On a Thursday night he went down to Charlie Coyote’s, a low profile but high end night club. But he just ate dinner with a couple of friends, laughed a lot, drank a couple of Highballs—he liked whiskey and Coke,—and went home. 
 
    On a Tuesday he took a friend, possibly a co-worker, to the airport. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    Mr. Scumbag didn’t have a lot of weaknesses, and that didn’t leave me a lot of opportunity to enact the plan I had hatched. So there was only one thing I could do. I was going to have to take him at home. And preferably early on the weekend so I would have a lot of time to work. 
 
    But I needed to know more about the building he lived in. 
 
      
 
    I entered the front door and looked around. To the right was a staircase, to the left was an elevator. In the office, in front of me, was a wall of mail boxes, and a desk at the end of the room. Behind the desk was another door, and this one would lead to the manager’s office. At that moment, however, the manager was putting a label on a box and he looked up at me with a smile. “I’ll be right with you, ma’am.” 
 
    While I waited I studied the names on the mail boxes. Brent Johnson. 510. Excellent. 
 
    The manager was short, bald, and looked like he had never climbed a stair in his life. Which opinion was bolstered when, after I asked him about rentals, he took me to the elevator. Of course, maybe he just didn’t want to subject a customer to stairs, but…whatever. 
 
    “I’m interested in a condo.” 
 
    He took me back in his office, a plush, little cave, and outlined rules and regs, asked me about employers and former residences. 
 
    I have lots of money, an inheritance, and I had no trouble shmoozing him. Within fifteen minutes he was giving me the official guided tour. 
 
    There was a pool in the basement, along with a fully equipped gym.  There was a small room at the end of every floor. The second floor had a laundry. The third floor had a billiards table. The fourth floor had another laundry. The fifth floor had a library. The sixth floor opened up on a patio the size of the roof. There were wrought iron, glass topped tables; wrought iron chairs with thick cushions; stands of flowers to separate the tables. 
 
    Any parties must be okayed with management, valet parking could be had from a local firm, the guests were all professional people who lived quiet lives. 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    They could be quiet while I had my way with Mr. Brent Johnson. 
 
    When we came to the fifth floor I noted a pair of doors at the end of the hallway. Beyond was a small balcony. 
 
    “Can we look at the balcony?” 
 
    “Of course.” He led the way and I passed the door with 510 on the front.  
 
    The balcony overlooked the strip and had a three chairs. It wasn’t big, and I noted the balcony on the right. And Mr. Brent Johnson, alias Scumbag Extraordinaire was sitting on the balcony reading a newspaper. 
 
    “It’s wonderful to sit up here and watch the ants on the Sunset Strip,” remarked Charles, his two hands on the railing. 
 
    I studied Brent closely, and he must have felt my gaze, for he looked over at us. He grinned, “Hey, Charley, new tenant?” 
 
    “Hi Brent. This is Monica Sanderson. She’s having a looksee. Monica, the infamous Brent Johnson.” 
 
    I almost choked over that. Charles was joking, but…he didn’t know of whom he spoke. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Ms Sanderson. And don’t worry. Charley said he’ll have those drug dealers out by next month.” 
 
    Charles made a gurgling sound, but Brent was only getting started.  
 
    “And he promises there will be no more shootings.” 
 
    “Uh, Brent…I…” 
 
    He laughed. And if I hadn’t known he was a rohypnol guy I would have believed the merriment in his laugh. 
 
    “I’m kidding. Charley runs a tight ship. Takes care of everything before it happens.” 
 
    “He’s kidding, Ms Sanderson.” 
 
    I turned and placed a hand on Charles forearm. “I know that.” And I gave him a big smile. Then I turned back to the grinning Brent. “Can I…is it possible to look at your apartment?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll meet you at the front door.” He disappeared. 
 
    Charles walked me back into the hallway, “Mr. Johnson is a great joker.” He was still worried about what Brent had said. Charles was a fastidious man who crossed all t’s and dotted all i’s. 
 
    The door to 510 opened and I entered. I entered the apartment and was standing two feet from the man who had treated my sister so cruelly. Oh, if I had a gun…it was lucky I didn’t have a gun. 
 
    “I’m a bachelor, so you know you’ll see a bit of mess…” his apartment was clean and neat. A few books on a side table. Car keys and cell phone on the coffee table. The couch was brown leather with overstuffing. It was perfect for the big screen TV it was aimed at. 
 
    I walked around the room, peeked into the bedroom, examined the bathroom. 
 
    They thought I was thinking about leasing my own, getting ideas. In reality I was scoping exits and possibilities. I was planning my crime. 
 
    And I loved the four poster bed. Thick and sturdy. Perfect for handcuffs. 
 
    I made cheerful remarks about the kitchen and the patio, and all the time my mind was churning out ice cubes of revenge. 
 
    Finally, Charles and I exited the apartment. Brent bid us good bye and closed the door. Charles talked a bit more about the security system. And there was the gold. I asked to see more, and when he took me down to the basement my plans firmed up. 
 
     
 
    On a Friday night I cruised past the condo. I caught a glimpse of Charles talking to somebody in the lobby, and I turned into the parking lot in the strip mall. Across and down the street was a nightclub, and cars were filling up the parking lot. 
 
    I parked in the far right corner of the strip mall and a security guard came up. “You’ll need to get stamped at the club.” 
 
    “I’m just making a delivery.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” He wandered off. 
 
    I took a large bag out of my car and went to the gate at the back wall. There was a small walking alley back there, and I placed the bag next to a small dumpster. There was another iron gate at the end of the small alley, but it had a door, and I knew the door could be jammed so it wouldn’t lock. Right now it was locked and my bag would be perfectly safe. 
 
    After unloading everything I drove my car down the hill and onto a side street. Parking was rough this time of night, but patience rewarded me and I found a spot right near the corner. No cameras around, easy to get into and out of, and I walked back up the hill. 
 
    To the side of the strip mall was a bush lined walking alley to the condos. I grabbed my bag from behind the dumpster and headed for the small alley. At the end of the alley, on the right, ensconced in the shrubbery, was a metal door. Fortunately, the metal door had a cheap ass lock, and I managed to insert a flat metal bar with a hook in it into the latch assembly. A quick pull and I made the bolt slide back enough to open the door. I was in, but I just stopped and stood still. There wasn’t supposed to be any electronics connected to the door, but I wanted to make sure. Ten minutes later I was sure.  
 
    I picked up my bag and walked to the stairs. I was careful to avoid the lone security camera which was aimed at the garage door. Up the stairs to the fifth floor. Down the hall to the small balcony. It was a three foot jump from that balcony to the balcony of room 510. I made the jump easily, and, more good news, the door was open. I was prepared to break glass, but was glad I didn’t have to. The cleaner I did this, the less mess, the more the chance I would get away with it. 
 
    His apartment was as I remembered it. Neat and tidy. And I put my bag down and began my final preparations. 
 
      
 
    When you are waiting to commit a crime time passes in odd fashion. Seconds tick fast, as if propelled by the rushing adrenaline in your veins. Yet, the minutes moved slowly, as if having to be forced. 
 
    I waited on a tall chair at the kitchen counter. Listening to the sounds of the Sunset Strip. The honking horns. The shrill laughter. An occasional screech of tires. 
 
    What was I doing? 
 
    Revenge, sure. Justice, absolutely. A crime…undoubtedly. But…but his crime had to be answered. He had to face the music for what he had done. 
 
    I had entered the apartment just after dusk, about seven o’clock, and I sure hoped he wasn’t going out. I didn’t want to wait until after midnight to get started. 
 
    Then I had a thought. I hadn’t seen him with a girl, but what if he brought one back with him? Yikes. Scary thought. That would certainly blow all my plans. 
 
    Well, nothing to do for it. I had been watching him for a while now, and he never went out with girls. And why would he? He was getting his jollies with rohypnol. So why would he want to risk getting involved with somebody? And Shelly had said he had taken advantage of her in a car, so…so he was going to come home. And I had nothing to worry about. I hoped. 
 
    Eight o’clock passed. The night sounds were getting wilder. Good. They would mask any sounds he made. 
 
    Tick tock tick tock. Eight thirty. Should be any time now. He usually got off somewhere between eight and ten. 
 
    Nine o’clock, and I was getting a bit twitchy. My heart seemed to be pounding harder by the minute, and I knew I was working myself into a tizzy. He had to arrive soon. He couldn’t go out on the town. Not tonight. He had to— 
 
    DING! I heard the sound of the far elevator. It was loud outside, but silent inside, and the sound was unmistakeable. He was here. It had to be him. Nobody else. 
 
    I moved to the door and took out my gun. 
 
    Footsteps. Soft, muffled by the rug in the hallway. 
 
    I could hardly breath. I was actually faint…and hyper. All at the same time. I was going to do this. I was going to. 
 
    The clittering sound of a key in the lock. The lock turned and the bolt slid back. The door opened quickly. More quickly than I expected, and the door swung back and almost hit me. 
 
    I could see him through the crack between the door and the jamb. Light was on him, but not me, but I was terrified that he was going to look at me and see me and…and he kept his attention on his key. Took it out of the lock and slipped it into his pocket. He had a grocery bag in his arms and that helped obscure his vision. He entered the room and began to pull the door closed. As it swung back I was visible, but he still didn’t see me. It was a moment of not expecting to see somebody, of being safe in his comfortable living room. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    His head jerked up and his mouth opened in shock. 
 
    I shot him in the middle of the chest. 
 
    Two prongs inserted into his flesh and the charge zapped into him. 50,000 volts through his shirt and into his flesh. He spasmed and shook, tried to remain standing, and I could only imagine the chaos in his mind. 
 
    Then he fell, and he laid still. He was conscious, but only sort of. He was dazed and confused, and I knew I had only a few seconds to get him into his bedroom. 
 
    I grabbed his arms and began to pull. I’m strong, I work out regularly, but I wasn’t prepared for the weight of a limp body. Still, I dug my heels in and pulled, and he slid across the floor. I got him through the bedroom door, but he was starting to stir. I had placed the stun gun in the holster I had around my waist, and I was prepared to draw and fire. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and pulled, and the pain started to penetrate, and even to bring him around. 
 
    “Hey!” he reached up and grabbed my hand, but he was now sitting on his big poster bed. 
 
    I pulled my stun gun and shot him again. 
 
    There was a buzz that I had missed the first time, and a smell. Funny. I didn’t notice the smell. It was like ozone. I would have expected a burning smell, as of flesh. 
 
    He finished shuddering and he was really out this time. I pushed him around, pulled his arms and legs out and fastened the handcuffs on him, then to the posters. He was spread out and helpless, just the way he liked them, and now the shoe was on the other foot. 
 
    Now that he was secured and my plan was in motion, I went into his kitchen and searched for the alcohol. Man, I needed a shot. A couple of shots. 
 
    I found some expensive whiskey, Engraved Woodward, $115 a bottle. Nothing is too good for me and and I poured myself a shot. Gah! Too strong. Even though it was sipping whiskey, I had a girl’s palate. I found a big bottle of Pepsi in the fridge and sweetened that sucker. Ah. Much better. I fixed another drink, ice cubes and all, and sauntered back into the bedroom. He was just starting to come around. 
 
    “Hey…what is…what’s going—” 
 
    “Hello, asshole.” 
 
    He stared at me, and I turned the lights on. He blinked, my image registered, and he blurted, “You!” 
 
    I smiled. “Me. The sister of your favorite victim.” 
 
    “Victim? What are you talking about?” 
 
    I lifted my bag up and emptied it out on the bed. He could raise his head enough to see what the contents were. 
 
    A power drill, in case I needed to go through a door the hard way. A couple of cases for make up. A knife, very sharp. A bottle of pills. And a few other odds and ends. And a bag of clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing? Why are you doing this to me? I never did anything to you!” 
 
    I picked up one of the items. A head band with a penis plug on it. I smiled, and when he opened his mouth to protest I jammed it in. 
 
    “Aghjee! Ghuuoss!” His voice was muted, unintelligible. Nobody would hear anything. 
 
    I bent down so my face was inches away from his. He was a handsome devil, and he tried to move his face back. 
 
    “You are a bad person, and I have come to serve up some justice.” 
 
    “Ghosssl! Foillst!” He sounded so delightfully nothing. Just mumbles that might have been words. 
 
    “You gave my sister rohypnol, then you raped her. Do you have any idea what that does to a woman?” 
 
    His eyes were wide and he started shaking his head manically. I grabbed his head so he couldn’t move. “Do you?” 
 
    “Klooosssdd! Bleeerty!” 
 
    “Huh. I can’t seem to hear you. Could you hear what my sister said when she begged for you to stop? Did you care?” 
 
    He kept grunting and mumbling and shaking his head. 
 
    “Let’s get started, shall we?” 
 
    He yelled things that sounded like ‘stop,’ and ‘no,’ but I ignored him. 
 
    I took out the very sharp knife and held it to his throat. He went quiet. Gulped. His eyes were looking down as if to see the knife. 
 
    “If you struggle I can stop you. Do you want to struggle?” 
 
    He moved his eyes back and forth. 
 
    “I thought not. Now, let’s get started.” 
 
    I unbuckled his pants and pulled them down, and received the shock of my life. “Oh…oh…my God…you…!” 
 
    He was wearing nylons! And the straps that led up to…a garter belt! 
 
    Now it was my mouth that was open. I pulled his pants down all the way, used the knife to cut them apart and tossed them to the side. 
 
    Nylons. His legs were shaved and he wore an expensive brand of hose. I lifted his shirt and had a full view of the garters. 
 
    I ripped his shirt open and stared. He was wearing a tee shirt, and under the tee shirt was…a bra! 
 
    I started to laugh. First it was a nervous giggle, then it was a chuckle, and finally a guffaw. My big, bad rohypnol thug was a cross dresser! 
 
    His face was crimson. It was redder than a tomato driving a fire engine. His eyes were stricken. His humiliation was obvious and total. 
 
    For a long time I couldn’t stop laughing. I actually laid across him and held my belly. Finally, I sat up and looked down on him. 
 
    “Mr. Big Bad Brent Johnson. Sissy Cross Dresser.”  
 
    He looked away from me. I grabbed his face with one hand and forced him to look at me. I snarled, “Is that why you rape little girls? Because you’re a sick pervert?” 
 
    He got an angry look on his face and tried to shake his head no. 
 
    Of course he did. What pervert is going to admit the truth? What sicko is going to confess to his crimes? 
 
    “Well, Mr. Asshole. You picked on one too may gils, and now you’re going to get your comeuppance.” 
 
    I pushed his face away in disgust, and picked up the knife again. I sawed at his shirt, but left the bra on him. I left his nylons and garters on, too. I took off his shoes, and there he was. A man, naked except for bra and garters and hose. 
 
    His dick, interestingly, or perhaps of course, was standing straight up. It was nice and big. Larger than average, and quite delicious looking. If only it hadn’t been on a pervert. 
 
    I sat next to him and grabbed his penis. I started to stroke it. “You know, I thought about just cutting your penis off. Castration. A quick slice, take the nuts, too, and that would have been a sweet revenge. 
 
    In the end, though it was tempting, I decided not to. I just want justice. I’m not evil, like you. So I decided you can keep your weenie. Of course, it may not work for a while. Not when I give you a shot of Depo Provera. That’s the chemical castration drug they give sex offenders. 
 
    So you will have a dick, but it will just hang there, useless, not be able to rape innocent young girls again. And, if you persist in your perversions, I could always come back and give you another shot. A more permanent shot. Would you like that? Would you like to be castrated chemically? Not able to get one of those big, delicious hard ons for the rest of your life?” 
 
    “Dhousssty!” There was defiance in his look now. And anger. Lots of anger. But that was okay. Defiance would give way to fear when I was done with him. 
 
    “Okay, now, as I said, if you struggle I will use my knife. I will cause pain. So don’t struggle. Just lay there and take it…take it like a woman. I’m going to do your nails now.” 
 
    Do his nails? His eyes widened, and he started to struggle, but I held the knife right above his eyeball and stared him down. 
 
    I worked on his tootsies first. He had nice feet, not clod hopper things, and his nails prepped nicely. Within fifteen I had them prepped, and I started painting them. 
 
    “This is a nice, bright, ‘fuck me’ red.” I spoke conversationally. “I’m coating them with the strongest, longest lasting lacquer known to man. Or to woman. When I’m done you will have nails until they wear off. Of course you could always use a grinder, just grind those tootsies down until you have no nails at all.” 
 
    He lay there, and when I glanced at him he had tears in his eyes. 
 
    I worked on his hands next. I sanded, pushed back the cuticles, and selected the longest nails I had. They were two inches long. 
 
    “This is the strongest glue I could find. You’re just going to love how long these nails last. Of course you could always trim them. But that would be a shame. I suggest you flaunt and enjoy.” 
 
    I coated them with lacquer, lifted them up and admired them. He stared at his low long and slender fingers and gulped. 
 
    “Isn’t that a pretty red color? Sort of like shiny blood, if you get my drift.” 
 
    He didn’t make a sound. He was now resigned, would endure, and hope that he could undo my work. Hah. 
 
    “Now then, let’s see about your pretty face.” 
 
    “Hojjus!” 
 
    “Shut up now, I don’t want to mess you up.” 
 
    I took out a little case and opened it up. It was not normal make up, it was a micro blading kit. Next to it I opened another case. A tattoo kit. 
 
    Brent stared, absorbed, and began to struggle. I held the knife to his ear and pulled on his ear. “One slip and this I snip.” I had a good hold, very painful, and he stopped. 
 
    “Now then, if you struggle you make a mess. You don’t want a bunch of botched tats running across your face now, do you?” 
 
    Now he really was crying. 
 
    I dried his tears, then began the procedure. 
 
    It took a couple of hours, but it was pretty easy work. I had worked as a tattoo artist for a few years after college, before I started my company, and I was pretty good at it. 
 
    I microbladed his eyebrows. Gave them a great, thin curve, very feminine. I tattooed eyeliner on him. I tattooed his lips a beautiful red. 
 
    Honestly, I had forgotten how good I was. 
 
    Finally I pierced his ears and his nose. And here was a great trick. I put a ring through his nose, hoops through his ears, then I ran a silver chain, very thin and delicate, from his nose to one ear. Oh, wonderful Incredibly sexy and kinky, and he would only be able to turn his head one way. 
 
    I was nearly beside myself 
 
    I was done, and it was six in the morning. I stood up and yawned. I had done incredibly precise work, and I hadn’t left bleeding or scabs. It was the best work I had ever done. 
 
    Shame it had to be on a pervert. 
 
    Brent was staring at me. Oddly, there was no hate in his eyes. I expected that. Oh, well, he would have time to hate me on the morrow, ph, this evening. 
 
    “I’m going to catch a few winks. Why don’t you do the same.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just laid on his bed and stared at me, as if to memorize me. Forever. 
 
    Yes, his hate would be coming soon. 
 
    And that was fine with me. 
 
    I went into the living room and laid down on the couch. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I woke up at noon. I had been tired, but the excitement of what I was doing, serving justice to an evil man, kept me wired. 
 
    I checked on Brent. He was sleeping. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and rattled a few pots and pans. I made myself some scrambled eggs, some hashbrowns, and a couple of sausage links. I smeared syrup over everything, then went out and sat on the patio. 
 
    He really had a stupendous view. I could see the strip below, just getting started. Across the valley I could see thousands of rooftops, an occasional chimney spouting smoke. I could hear buses roaring. I could even hear snippets of voices. Too far away to understand, but not to far to grasp a bit of understanding. A bit of anger here. Laughter there. 
 
    It was humanity. 
 
    And I had humanity bad I the bedroom. I put the dishes in the sink—no need to wash—and went into the bedroom. 
 
    Brent was awake, and in the daytime I could see the wonderful job I had done on him. His eyebrows reshaped his whole face, made it narrower, more feminine. The mascara was wonderful Gave a depth of personality to him. His lips were the best, however. They were a bit puffy from the tattooing, and the red ink I had used was really brilliant. It was going to take a long time for his make up to fade. 
 
    And the ring through his nose. That wasn’t right. 
 
    I frowned. Hmm. 
 
    I got out my piercing tools and took out the ring in his nose. I put it in the right side of his lip. Halfway between center and the corner of his mouth. 
 
    I smiled. Yes. That was what was needed.  
 
    “Okay, sweetheart,” I lifted an eyebrow, “are you ready for the party?” 
 
    “Whuuuj!” I figured that one out. He asked ‘What?’ 
 
    “We have to dress you, then put more make up on you. Then we’re going to go party. You want to party? Show off your new look?” 
 
    Again with the tears. 
 
    I pulled a slinky pink latex dress up his frame. I had to loosen his feet, one foot at a time, but with the knife in my hand he didn’t bother to struggle. 
 
    Before I pulled the dress up all the way I gave him some breast forms. Not huge, but big considering how well outlined they would look under the dress. They were good breast forms, too. They had stiff nipples that would look absolutely delicious on him. 
 
    I pulled the dress up, and was pronounced right. He was delicious. 
 
    I took out a pair of heels, wicked witch heels, old style with buckles and little locks. I put them on him, for a wonder they actually fit, and locked them on. 
 
    It was getting late now, it would be dusk shortly, and full dark shortly after that. 
 
    I applied face paint. Primer and foundation, blush and so on. 
 
    I did his eyes, and again I was aware of him staring up at me. 
 
    And I was aware of his hard on in his dress. 
 
    “Looks like somebody likes this. Is that true? Do you like getting all dressed up?” 
 
    He said nothing. His eyes said everything. Yet, there was still no hate in them. 
 
    Well, ther ewould be. I took out a syringe and gave him a shot. Depo Provera. His boner went down in minutes, and his eyes were so large I thought they might fall right out. 
 
    I continued with the make up, and finally, he was done. Except for the wig. But I wanted him standing up before I did that. 
 
    I fixed myself a little dinner. He had a can of Vienna Sausages, so I ate that, and a couple of pieces of toast, heavy on the jelly. He had Smuckers Grape in his fridge. Good boy. 
 
    Then I watched a little TV. The politicians were all spewing the same lies, so I watched a little Kardashian. The Kardashians might be all kooks, but they didn’t lie. 
 
    And, night fell outside the window. 
 
    I stood up and walked out onto the balcony. It was dark, but light on the strip. I could see the nightclub down the street. It was really wild down there. I could see a long line of people waiting to get in. I had a feeling I wasn't going to have to stand in line. After all, I was going to be a freak, and Hollywood loves freaks. I walked back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Hello, love. How’s it going.” 
 
    “Leegmeghooo!”  
 
    I was getting better at understanding my wayward boy. He had just said, ‘let me go.’ 
 
    “Not a chance, Mr. Pervert. This is your night.” 
 
    I reached for the little vial of pills. I took one out and held it up in front of him. “Feel like a little of what you’ve been dishing out?” 
 
    His eyes widened. “Nooo!” It was muffled, garbled, but it was easy to understand. 
 
    I reached forward and grabbed his nose. I tilted his head up. I had drilled a little hole in the middle of his penis gag, and I pushed the pill in. 
 
    He tried to resist, but he didn’t stand a chance. I grabbed a bottle with a tube on it. I fit the tube to the hole in his gag and squeezed the bottle. 
 
    For a second water dribbled up out of the hole, then the pressure worked and the water went into his mouth. He was trying not to swallow, but he couldn’t help it. He gulped, and the pill went down his gullet. I grinned. 
 
    I waited a half hour, and it was obvious when the pill took effect. He started to sweat. I blotted his face carefully, I didn’t want his make up messed. 
 
    Then his eyes started to look dizzy. They unfocused, the irises grew bigger, and I knew he was ready. I took out the penis gag. 
 
    He lay there, and I opened his mouth and looked into it. Yep. He had swallowed. 
 
    “Hello, Brent.” 
 
    “Oh…hu…hi…” He looked around the room. 
 
    “You have to do everything I say.” 
 
    “Oh…uh…yeah.” He spoke like a dope on drugs, not to be redundant. 
 
    “Tell me you love me.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “Mean it.” 
 
    “I really, really love you.” 
 
    He didn’t mean it, it sounded like bad acting, but he had said it. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to go out now, and you will do everything I say. I’m your girlfriend, and you love me.” 
 
    “I…love you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I unfastened the handcuffs.  
 
    “Just lay there for a minute.” 
 
    He lay on the bed, looking up, wondering, and not even wondering what he was wondering at. 
 
    I picked up all my goodies and stuffed them into my bag. I didn’t expect to be caught, but I wanted to leave no evidence. I would be throwing all this stuff out. I had done the dishes, even run them through a cycle on the dishwasher, do there was no trace of me there. And I wasn’t worried about touching anything. I had been wearing latex gloves the whole time. 
 
    I put the bag near the door and went back into the bedroom. “Okay, honey, up on your feet.” 
 
    He turned and slid off the bed, and almost fell on his face. The drug was making him loopy, but he was also unsteady in the heels. That was okay. I would hold onto his arm and keep him balanced. 
 
    I quickly fastened the wig, then said, “Come on, baby.” 
 
    I was getting off on this, talking to him like we were lovers. 
 
    I lead him to the front door. “Pick up that bag.” 
 
    He picked up my bulky, over-size purse and slung it over his shoulder. 
 
    Now that was a plus. He was acting like a woman without being told. Maybe it was his sneaky, little cross dressing habit. 
 
    We stepped into the hall and walked towards the stairs. He kept look ing around, blinking, and I was astounded at how feminine he looked. I reached over and tweaked his nipple. He didn’t feel it, but he looked at me curiously. I couldn’t help but giggle. 
 
    This was better than I had imagined. This was really a thrill. It was like I had a real, wind up, talking Ken Doll. 
 
    Down the stairs, then out into the little alley, and we reached the street. 
 
    It was brighter than I expected. Looking down the lights had appeared orangish. But when you’re under the lights it was brighter. It was almost like being in daylight. Colors were bright and everything was easily defined. 
 
    I looked up at Brent. He was perfect. His face was so perfectly feminine. I had done a wonderful job. And he was going to look like this for years! His face being total femme, I wondered if he would start wearing a dress to work. 
 
    I held his arm, kept him upright and on a straight line as we walked down the strip. He didn’t walk fast, and I could see people staring at him. More at him than me, he was more beautiful, and that was fine with me. I didn’t want people looking at me. 
 
    A car filled with high school kids passed, and they all started hooting. 
 
    And well they should. His tight dress. Latex revealing the stand out nipples, his garters visible under the short dress, his impeccable make up. He was a knock out. 
 
    We came to a cross walk and I pressed the button and we waited. Eventually the light changed and I helped him across the walk. 
 
    A couple of guys honked, and one guy yelled out, “I’ll be your daddy!” 
 
    Then down the other side of the street. 
 
    The nightclub was packed. The line in front was down the block. Pounding music leaked out of the structure and set the whole street to throbbing. 
 
    Cars slowed down and drivers gawked at Brent. People walking the other way slowed down and stared, and swiveled their heads when passed. 
 
    I ignored all. I reached into my big purse and took out a big pair of sunglasses. So big they would be a mask. I didn’t want any cameras recording my presence. 
 
    We came to the end of the line. Three bouncers were standing around, and they turned their heads and looked down on us. 
 
    I smiled and tilted my head towards the club. 
 
    The closest bouncer unhooked the line and we walked past a hundred people. 
 
    There were sighs, and groans, and a lot of envy. But two sexy women stand a lot better chance of getting into a club than a bunch of horny guys with a few skanky dates. 
 
    We entered the club, and chaos enveloped us. Raucous music made my looser dress vibrate. Brent’s dress…it didn’t vibrate. It just…squeezed his sexy body. 
 
    A few steps in and the bodies surrounded us, bumped against us. I felt a hand grab my ass. Yes. This was the place. 
 
    I guided Brent to the bar. “Brent, honey, go get us a couple of drinks.” 
 
    Like an automaton he nodded. He was taller than me, and he moved into the crowd. Him out of my hands it made me nervous. But the crush of people would hold his body up, and I hoped my instructions, and the purpose of the crowd, would hold sway. 
 
    It did. Five minutes later he emerged from the crowd and held a glass out to me. 
 
    I drank. I told him to sip. He did. Rohypnol with alcohol, not a good mix. He might get sick, but I had a feeling he was just going to go deeper under. 
 
    We danced then, and he was actually a good dancer. In spite of his druggy condition he swayed and stepped. His eyes were glassy, and he was not really there, but all his instincts kept him moving. 
 
    I guided him to a table, and I gave him the big instruction. “Brent. Whenever anybody asks you something, you must say ‘yes.’ You must do what they say.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “What did I say?” 
 
    “I have to say ‘yes.’ I have to do what they say.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    I was just in time, because at that very moment a couple of studs came to the table and leaned down at us with big grins. Brent was maybe five foot ten. I was five foot six. They were both well over six feet. They looked like football players with their wide shoulders. One of them had gold teeth, and their skin was dark, dark ebony. 
 
    What’s that saying? Once black never back? 
 
    Well, we would see. 
 
    “Good evening, ladies.” 
 
    “Hi, guys. Have a seat.” 
 
    Pleased, they slid in beside us. I should say one on each side of us. We were firmly trapped by these big bodies. 
 
    “Want something to drink?” 
 
    I held up my glass. It was nearly full. “But Brent does. Don’t you Brent.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Brent. And he actually smiled. It was a lazy, goofy kind of smile, but…he smiled! 
 
    One of the monsters waved a gnarly hand and a girl came by, took our orders and disappeared. 
 
    “So what’s going on tonight?” asked the bigger one. He was maybe six foot five, probably weighed 250 pounds. 
 
    “Well, not much for me. I actually have to get home tonight.” 
 
    “Really?” The smaller monster was disappointed. He was only six three and 230 pounds. 
 
    “Yes. I have a baby, and my husband said I had to come home at a decent time. I really love my husband.” 
 
    I was laying it on thick, but they were buying it. I didn’t want to present myself as available in any way. 
 
    “But, you know, Brent can stay all night. Can’t you, Brent?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The two big guys grinned. The light twinkled on the one’s gold teeth. 
 
    “Are you guys part of a football team or something? You’re so big!” 
 
    “Nah. There’s just a bunch of us wanted to go out.” 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    “Johnny and Rance are over there.” 
 
    “Call them over. Introduce them to Brent.” 
 
    The monster, his name turned out to be Rashad, waved a big, thick, meaty arm at his friends, and two more monsters squeezed into the booth. It was getting pretty crowded now. 
 
    And more drinks appeared, though I kept sipping away at my drink, which never seemed to empty, and Brent went ahead and every time they asked him if he wanted a drink he said, ‘yes.’ And he drank and drank. 
 
    I really wondered if the rohypnol and booze would erupt, but they didn’t, and I watched in awe as the men started to ignore me and squeezed in closer and closer to him. 
 
    Finally, I reached across the table and shouted to Brent. “Honey, you stay here. All night if you have to. And you do whatever these fine gentlemen tell you. Okay?” 
 
    Brent: “Yes.” 
 
    “You ain’t leavin’, are ya?” 
 
    I turned to Rashad. “I do have to go, my child, you know, but I do have to tell you…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is Brent’s first real night out on the town. You make sure you show him a good time.” 
 
    Rashad grinned. 
 
    “He’s quite willing, and he’ll do anything you want.” I looked at Brent. Rance was nuzzling his neck with his big lips and Johnny had a handful of latex tit. “Won’t you, Brent?” 
 
    And Brent said, “Yes.” 
 
    With that I managed to get Rashad to move back and let me out. I kissed his cheek and smiled at him, then I headed for the door. 
 
    But I didn’t leave. No. This was too good. Besides. I wanted proof to bring home to Shelly. I wanted her to see that she had been revenged, and that she had received justice. 
 
    I headed for the bathroom. I had my big, pink purse over my arm and inside the bathroom I changed my outfit. Then I pulled another wig over my head. Then I put on different sunglasses, and painted my lips a different color. In five minutes I was changed and unrecognizable. Even if somebody looked at the security cameras, they wouldn’t recognize me. I even managed to turn my purse inside out, and now it was a cloth lining brown. 
 
    At that, I was just in time. 
 
    The party at the table was getting bigger. Apparently Rashad and company had more friends, and they were all starting to sniff around the beautiful girl at the back of the booth. 
 
    I moved to a dark corner, refused conversation and pick ups, and watched. 
 
    Rashad stood up and held out his hand and said something to Brent. 
 
    Brent, of course, said ‘yes.’ I watched his mouth move and that was what he said. 
 
    Rashad, trailed by a couple of his giant friends, walked to the rear of the bar, down towards the bathrooms, and out a back door. 
 
    I waited a brief minute, then hurried after them. 
 
    The air was Hollywood thick. Delicious with smog and hot enough to boil a frog. Rashad and a half a dozen of his friends were moving towards a dirty van parked under a tree at the back of the parking lot. 
 
    They opened the van. Rashad asked Brent something, and Brent said yes, and they stepped into the darkness of the van. I recorded it on my cell phone. 
 
    Now I was caught. I wanted to see. I wanted more pictures. But…how? 
 
    I stood there for a long five minutes. I took some more videos of the big men standing around, but…what to do? what to do? 
 
    Finally, I had had enough. I don’t know what possessed me, but I strode across the parking lot towards the van. 
 
    The men saw me coming and stopped talking. They turned to face me. 
 
    I walked right past them, slid open the door, and there was Brent. He was bent over a seat, his bare fanny in the air, and Rashad was pumping him for all he was worth. 
 
    Rashad didn’t even stop. He just smiled wide and kept humping. 
 
    I took out my cell phone and recorded. 
 
    One of the guys, I think it was Rance, started to grab me, and I shook him off and frowned up at him. “Brent wanted some pictures.” 
 
    One of the others: “But that could be evidence!” 
 
    I laughed. “Nonsense.” Holding the cell I turned and lifted Brent’s head by the hair. “Brent. Do you want this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you enjoying this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you want me to film this for you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    With a cell full of video I turned back to Rance and the fellows. “See?” 
 
    They shrugged, and I turned back and got some more video. I was just in time. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Here I GO-O-O!” 
 
    His penis erupted with such a savage jerk, and semen actually spurted out of Brent’s asshole. 
 
    A minute later Rashad was crawling out of the van, and Rance was crawling in. He had an even bigger dick. He put that big, black monster to Brent’s semen leaking man pussy and shoved it in. 
 
    Brent groaned, arched, and then flopped over and let Rance have his way with him. 
 
    I video-ed for a while, then I smiled and backed away. I had all the proof I needed. Rashad even walked me out of the parking lot and thanked me for a good time. Heck, it was Brent that had given him the good time, but that was okay. I accepted his thanks and headed down the strip. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the strip, turned down a street, and headed for my car. It was waiting, and I put my big purse in there and drove away. 
 
    I headed out for Santa Monica. I parked along the ocean and took a long walk. I put the clothes I had worn in various trash cans. I walked out the pier and at the end, when I was in a shadow and nobody was looking, I dropped the stun gun and the handcuffs and most of the tattoo kit into the ocean. They would sink, drift a bit with currents, then get covered up by the shifting ocean floor. 
 
    I drove back along the Ten, then took some side streets. I placed remaining items in dumpsters in darkened areas. I threw some stuff out on the street. Finally, I got rid of the purse. I gave it to a woman begging at an off ramp. 
 
    I went home. 
 
    I slept, well and good, deep into the next day. I woke up and ate some Cheerios and watched the news. Lots of news. No channel, however, had a story of a man who had been forcibly made up and given to a bunch of men to…have their way with. 
 
    That was fine. That was excellent. I didn’t want anybody looking for me. 
 
    Oh, I figured they would. A guy with a story that wild, the police, in spite of their laughter, would have to do a little bit of looking. 
 
    But what were they looking for? 
 
    A woman who touched nothing. 
 
    A woman who left no traces. 
 
    A woman who avoided cameras, and when the cameras did catch her, showed mostly hair and sunglasses. 
 
    A woman who had inquired about a lease, but who hadn’t brought back the application. 
 
    A woman who…disappeared. 
 
    And I wondered what Brent was going to do. He had permanent make up on. His lips were tattooed red, his eyebrows and eyelashes with feminine.  
 
    Of course, he could take off the jewelry. And I giggled thinking about him waking up and not being able to turn his face because of the chain. Heck, if he did turn he risked ripping his lobe, or his lip, at worst, and, at best, speaking with a bad slur. 
 
    Yes. I had really done the deed. I had revenged my sister, and I had taught a lesson to a very bad man.  
 
    And now there was only one thing left to do. 
 
      
 
    I parked in front of my sister’s apartment and walked up the stairs. The door was locked, she kept it locked all the time now, and I knocked. I heard her footsteps, and she asked, “Who is it?” 
 
    Poor girl. She could see it was me through the peephole, but she still had to ask. She hadn’t been that way before Brent had done what he had done to her. But, at least I had turned the tables. She was going to be so happy. 
 
    “It’s me! Monica! Your sister!” 
 
    Chains rattling, and she opened the door a crack, then opened it all the way. 
 
    I entered and she hugged me. the look in her eyes. She was always fearful now, and I cursed Brent all over again. Even though I had revenged her…it almost didn’t seem enough. 
 
    We sat down on the couch and talked for a while. She said she had met a man, but I didn’t think she was being truthful. I mean, maybe, but…who knows. 
 
    And we discussed our parents, and planned for Christmas. Maybe a jaunt, both of us, up to San Jose. A little time with Mom and Dad would be just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    Finally, however, I just had to tell her. 
 
    “Shelly?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you remember that episode of a couple of months ago?” 
 
    She went silent. Of course she remembered. She would never forget. 
 
    “The guy who gave you the drug and…and did things to you.” 
 
    “Yes,” she looked down. 
 
    I lifted her chin and smiled. “Well, don’t worry. I got him back for you.” 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “I got him back.” I then gave her the nutshell. How I tracked him down, how I followed him. I explained about the stun gun, and the make up, and then how I left him in a nightclub, getting gangbanged. 
 
    Her reaction wasn’t exactly what I thought it was going to be. She didn’t seem excited, or happy. She just seemed pensive. I realized that maybe it would take time to appreciate what I had done. And perhaps I should have waited before telling her. She was still close to her own tragedy, after all. 
 
    Still, I had done it, and I was telling her, best to just…tell her everything. 
 
    So in spite of her apprehensive attitude, I finished with, “And I have pictures. I took videos, and I made some stills, and I can play the vids, but maybe you just want to look at the stills at first?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Okay.” 
 
    Huh! What was wrong with Shelly? I had really done it, and she just acted so…dull. 
 
    Well, whatever. I took out my cell phone and called up the pics I had taken from the videos. 
 
    I started backwards, from the end. I showed her the pics of the big black men screwing Brent’s butt. 
 
    Then I showed them going ape all over her in the night club. It was hard to see her face, and her face was all made up, anyway. 
 
    Back, back, to the apartment. Brent, laying on the bed. 
 
    Some of these shots weren’t good. They didn’t reveal his face, but they did show what I was doing. 
 
    Finally, however, I got to the pièce de résistance. 
 
    I showed the picture of him lying on the bed, freshly shocked, out of it, and before he had any make up on him. He was easily recognizable now! 
 
    “On, my God!” Shelly sat up straight. 
 
    I grinned. At last a reaction. 
 
    “That’s him!” 
 
    “Yup,” I smiled proudly. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Why what?” My brows furrowed. 
 
    “Why did you do it to him?” 
 
    “What? Because he drugged you and raped you!” 
 
    “But he didn’t drug and rape me!” 
 
    I stared at her, the emotion going out of my face. 
 
    “He was the one who found me and helped me. When everybody was walking past me, avoiding me like I was the plague, he stopped and helped me.” 
 
    “But you said he wrote his number on a card!” 
 
    “No! What rapist would leave a card with his number? That would be a virtual confession!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “The guy who helped me left his number. He said if I needed anything he would help me out! I was hurting, and he was so incredibly nice! I have never met a man so kind in my life! 
 
    “But…but…no! That’s the rapist!” 
 
    “No! That’s the guy who helped me. And his name! I remember his name now! It was Brent!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “We’re sending you to Granny Hostedter’s for the summer.” 
 
    I stared at Uncle Buck. When my parents died the court had ordered Uncle Buck to take care of me. Not that I needed taking care of. I was almost grown, but the courts refused to let me care for myself, so it was to Uncle Buck’s I went. And Uncle Buck was…well, Uncle Buck. 
 
    He was a grizzled old tub who liked to pick on people. 
 
    ‘Do the dishes. Chop the wood. Get out of my way.’ Nothing but chores while he sat on his fanny and drank beer after beer. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to…who was it you said?” 
 
    “Granny Hostedter. And you’re going to go there and look around for her money. She’s got lots of money, and you better find it. Then you let me know and we’ll let you come home again.” 
 
    Home. A rat infested room in the back. Where the wind whistled through the slats and the snow drifted down from the holes in the ceiling. 
 
    Home, where we ate half cooked possum and squirrels that got so old they fell out of the trees and rabbits that got splattered on the road and weren’t too sun cooked before they were found. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to no granny’s house.” 
 
    “You’ll do what you’re told!” Uncle Buck backhanded me and I tumbled over a stool and sat on my butt. Aunt Sally laughed and laughed so hard the cigar fell out of her mouth. 
 
    And that was how I came to be walking down a country road on a summer day. Uncle Buck didn’t give me any money for a bus, he just told me to get my things and git. Or else. 
 
    So I walked down the country road, meandering, really. In no particular hurry, and wishing I had a gun so I could rob a bank and get out of the country. 
 
    I hiked halfway across the county, got a ride with a farmer who didn’t know I was Uncle Buck’s nephew, and finally wound up a hundred miles away, in the border town of Skinville, Georgia. 
 
    Skinville was a shabby collection of shacks, a red neck sheriff who eyed me too closely when I stopped at the well in the park and pumped myself a bit of water, and a lot of dust. 
 
    As I started out of the park I saw a gentleman walking a dog. The dog was a white and black terrier missing one eye and limping. 
 
    “Pardon me, sir. Can you tell me where Granny Hostedter’s place is?” 
 
    He eyed me up and down, and I thought he might set his dog on me. But he said, “five miles out thet way,” he pointed in the direction I had been going. Turn left at the Three Oaks, go four miles. Dirt road with a broken rooster.” 
 
    “Than—“ 
 
    “She gonna open up again?” 
 
    I blinked, didn’t understand him, and he sniffed, then turned away. 
 
    “Thank you,” I breathed, shrugged, and continued down the road. 
 
    I walked a mile, and the day wasn’t bad. The sun was a bit hot, but I had wet my handkerchief and had it draped over my head and covered the back of my neck. 
 
    There was some fat-faced cows on the other side of a drunken fence, and some big woods on the other side of the road. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was glad to be out of Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s house. Uncle Buck liked to hit me with a belt when he got a toot in his snoot. He’d get all red-faced, pull out his belt, and whack me a few times. I’d run, and he’d chase me until he got dizzy and fell down and laughed. 
 
    I’d go into the house and Aunt Sally would start screeching at me. 
 
    Heck, it made me miss my own parents something fierce. 
 
    And now I had to go to Granny Hostedter’s. I ain’t never met Granny, not when my parents were alive, and certainly not while I lived with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally. 
 
    But I had heard talk from Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally. According to them, to the things I overheard them talking about just before or just after they made those bumpy, springy sounds in the middle of the night, was that Granny was a selfish, old bitch. She had lots of money and she wasn’t willing to share it with anybody. And they were of the opinion that she couldn’t take it to the grave, so why shouldn’t they take it from her? 
 
    Well, I guess, but…it made me feel funny.  
 
    I mean, I was a good boy. Sure, I snuck money out of the offering plate on  Sunday, and I’d sit by the side of the road with one leg in a hole and beg from passersby, but wasn’t this Granny person supposed to be related to me? And wasn’t she Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s own flesh and blood? Didn’t that count for nuthin’? 
 
    But, walking down the country road towards her house—she was supposed to have something called a mansion—I figured if Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally felt that way then maybe they were right. So I should just go live there and let them know when I found the money. 
 
    I mean, no skin off my back, right? 
 
    Suddenly I was consumed by a cloud of dust. I waved my handkerchief and coughed, and a big hand grabbed me by the shoulder and shook me. 
 
    “Where you goin’, boy.” 
 
    It was that sheriff. He had coasted his flivver right up next to me and now had my shoulder in a fierce grip. 
 
    Heck, I wasn’t no body builder, health nut kind of Charles Atlas kind of guy! I hadn’t even ever been seen on the back of a comic book! I couldn’t even read comic books!  I liked the pictures though. 
 
    “What you doin’ boy!” 
 
    He gave a shake to my shoulder, and he had a thumb right dug in and I groaned, “I’m goin’ to my granny’s!” 
 
    He shook again, and he had the biggest thumb I had ever felt and it was dug in to the bone. “Who’s yore granny?” 
 
    “Granny Hofstedter.” 
 
    He held on for a second, then he let go. Sort of reluctant like, but he let go. 
 
    I stood there and rubbed my shoulder. 
 
    “Why you goin’ there?” 
 
    Because I got to find the money she’s got so Uncle Buck can come over and conk her on the head or put a big, old choppin’ knife in her back! 
 
    “She’s my granny.” 
 
    That sheriff stood there lookin’ down on me like an angry sun in the middle of a dust storm. Sometimes I wisht I was a big fellow. Sometimes I wisht I had Uncle Buck’s muscle. I was strong enough for a skinny fellow, but when the Uncle Buck’s of the world start pickin’ on me…I just wisht I had some big muscles and could punch ‘em right in the face. Or the gullet. Or maybe and especially right between the legs where their nutsacks hang down. 
 
    “Where you been?” 
 
    That was sort of an odd question, but I figured out he was just askin’ why he never seen me around Granny’s before. 
 
    “I been livin’ with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “They ain’t my real parents, my real parents died and some judge tole me I had to go live with ‘em. Heck, I ain’t never seed Granny.” 
 
    And then it sort of popped out of me. “Is she okay? Is she…” 
 
    But words failed me. I wanted to know if she was mean like Uncle Buck, ‘cause if she was I was just goin’ to keep goin’.  
 
    The sheriff, he just squinted at me, took out a red bandana from his back pocket and wiped the back of his red neck. The expression on his face was like he had just stepped in cow shit and he was goin’ to have to use his finger to clean his soles. 
 
    “Wal,” he said, after a bit, “You best git goin’.” 
 
    I sort of gawked, I didn’t expect this, but I managed to turn real quick and keep the gawk under control. Then I trudged down the road. 
 
    I was about ten feet away when I heard his rough, gravel voice, “Your Granny gonna open up again?” 
 
    I turned and faced him, and when it was obvious that I didn’t know what he was talking about he gave a sort of disgusted shrug and climbed back into his car. 
 
    I turned back around and kept walking then. If he was typical of this country—mean ass bully talking nonsense—then maybe I should keep walkin’. 
 
    But, tell the truth, I had nowhere else to go. I hadn’t no education, didn’t know nothing but fetchin’ wood and tendin’ crops, so…I just kept headin’ for Granny Hostedter’s. 
 
    Behind me the Sheriff turned his tin lizzy around and headed back towards town, and I counted footsteps and wondered how far it was to the next road. I had been countin’ steps before he stopped me, but I had lost count. 
 
    I came to the the Three Oaks road—it was marked by a ramshackle old fall down building that must have been a store once, and three oaks sittin’ right in front. Well, two oaks, and one split trunk that must have died and fell in two. It was about noon. I didn’t have no lunch, howsomever, so I just kept goin’. I turned left like the man in town said, and I started countin’ steps again. 
 
    I like countin’ steps. Sort of gives me something to do. Makes it so I don’t have to think much. 
 
    About an hour later I came to a dirt road. There was a pole stuck in the ground, leanin’ to the side bit, and half a rooster was perched on it. The top half had fallen to the ground. Next to the top half of the rooster was a sign. It was old, weathered pretty bad, and I took a moment to reason out what paint was left on it. 
 
    ‘Le  y   r cock c ow.” 
 
    Layer cock cow? What the fuck was that? 
 
    So I stared some more, and figured some more, and it finally hit me. ‘Let your cock crow.’ 
 
    Now that was dumb. Cocks always crow. Them roosters wake you up early, so early you’d like to take a rock and smack their stupid heads, except that then you wouldn’t have eggs for breakfast because if the rooster went away the hens wouldn’t lay. At least that’s what my Mama said before she up and died. 
 
    Hunh. 
 
    I headed down the dirt road. 
 
    The road was actually pretty wide. And there was fences that had been white once on both sides. And behind the fences was some tall trees that would have given some shade. 
 
    It was a lot better set up than the mud pit Uncle Buck called his ‘driveway.’ 
 
    Then I saw some trees stickin’ up in the distance. Lots of trees. And lots of kinds of trees. 
 
    First there was some fruit trees. Apple, orange, that kind of thing. And they was set in rows, sort of, where they hadn’t died off. 
 
    After the fruit trees was a bunch of oaks, and it was then I saw the house. 
 
    It was big. Three stories. And it had big, round pillars holding up the front roof part. It spread out a bit to the sides, and there was all sorts of bushes under the windows. 
 
    But it was dirty. And it. was missing a couple of shingles. And a couple of planks had fallen off the side and just laid between the bushes. 
 
    But it looked like a fine, old house, except for the falling apart part. 
 
    Huh. So this was a mansion.  
 
    I walked across a crabgrass lawn and stared up at the porch. It was missing a plank here, another plank sprung up there, but there was a table to one side, and it was in okay condition, and that’s where sat my old Granny. 
 
    “What the fuck you want?” She was sitting at the table. There was a pitcher of lemonade settin’ on the table, and there was ice in her glass. 
 
    She was wearing a fancy dress long enough to cover all her limbs, and it was pulled up high in the front. No way anybody could see her bosoms, even if she had any. 
 
    “I’m Jodie.” 
 
    “I’m busy. Go ‘way.” 
 
    It was then that I figured out there was a spot of gin, or just plain shine, in her lemonade. 
 
    “I’m come from Uncle Buck’s.” 
 
    She squinted at me. Her mouth twisted a bit as she inspected me, and she said, “Then go back to Uncle Buck’s.” 
 
    “Uncle Buck don’t want me,” until I figure out where your money is so he can conk you on the head and take it all, “My mama was Penny Thorndyke.” 
 
    Granny peered at me, tilted her head, straightened up the glasses on her bony nose. “Samuel.” 
 
    Laying down behind her was a big, old redbone hound. He had that floppy look hounds have, hanging ears, drooping, red eyes, and his whole body just sort of saggy skin on bones. At her word he stood up and came to the edge of the porch and peered at me. 
 
    I’m not scared of dogs, but this one was big, and I really didn’t know which way Granny’s mop was goin’ to flop. 
 
    “The Penny Thorndyke who used to be Hofstedter?” 
 
    “That’s my ma.” 
 
    A suspicious look crossed Granny’s face. “Up and married that asshole and left me?” 
 
    “I don’t know about that.” 
 
    Her faced screwed up like she had et a skunk without the stink sac taken out. “Samuel.” 
 
    Samuel came down the steps. He was old, but not that old. He still had a set of teeth on him. He walked up to me and I just held still. He sniffed at me. Big snorty sniff that would have inhaled half my pants iffen I hadn’t had them on. He looked up at me. 
 
    The truth is, I not only don’t mind dogs. I sorta like them. They don’t call you an asshole and beat you. They like to go for walks and even chase sticks. That’s something that most people can’t even do. 
 
    So I reached down and placed my hand under his jowls. Got slobber all over my hand, but he was a good, old boy. I drew my hand up the line of his jaw and scratched under his big flag of an ear. 
 
    “Hey, boy. How are you?” 
 
    He grinned, one of those big, old grins that starts at one ear and goes all the way around under his nose and to the other ear. He licked my hand, then he just sort of flopped down against me. I bent knee and started rubbing his belly, and before a grasshopper could spit he was leg up and head to the side and waggling his back on the ground and lovin’ the way I scratched his belly. 
 
    “Huh,” said Granny. “I guess you are.” 
 
    I scratched Samuel some more, then looked up at Granny. “I’m fixin’ to walk on if you didn’t want me.” 
 
    “Come up here and sit.” 
 
    I mounted the steps, listening to the creak of rusty nails and ancient wood rubbin’ against each other. I set down in a chair that looked rickety but was solid enough. 
 
    Granny poured me a lemonade, sat back and watched me. 
 
    Up close she wasn’t a bad lookin’ granny. She wasn’t one of these people with more wrinkles than a tree has rings. She still had her teeth, or the best chompers a dentist ever made, and she still had her hair. 
 
    Thick glasses, though, and she wore them on the porch to read the bible. She took off the glasses and read me. While I was scrutinizing her she was double scrutinizing me. 
 
    “So your Penny’s boy.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I took a drink, made a face, and she laughed.  
 
    “That’ll take the varnish off your wood.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Then I risked a bit. “You don’t have whiskey do you?” 
 
    “Huh! Penny’s boy all right. That woman never could hold her likker.” 
 
    “I can hold it, but whiskey just tastes nicer to me.” 
 
    “I’ll get you a bottle, but you better not drink too much, less’n I ask you to.” Then she said the most remarkable thing I ever heard. “You ever wear a dress?” 
 
      
 
    She put me in a room on the top floor. It was nice. It wasn’t run down like the outside of the house, and I could look out the window and see all the way down the long drive, almost to where the half a rooster slept on the ground. 
 
    “You can stay here. This was your mama’s room. Got some chores for you, earn your keep, but they ain’t too much. Your dresses are in there,” she pointed at a closet. “Your underthings is in the drawers of that dresser. You need a better fit you can check some of the other rooms. I ain’t changed nothing since your mama went away.” 
 
    Then she went out of the room. She was healthy enough, but she didn’t move too fast. I came to the door and looked after her. She reached the stairs and looked back at me, then started down. Samuel was her shadow. 
 
    Samuel was always her shadow. Where she went he went. Her moving slow, and him just draggin’ along. 
 
    I turned back into the room and just looked around.  
 
    The bed was a big, old four poster, and the spread was pink. There was pink pillows with ruffles all over the thing. 
 
    Below the bed was a four drawer dresser, that was supposed to hold…’underthings?’ 
 
    On the other side of the room was a small table with a lamp on it in the corner, right behind where the door would open. Then, down the wall, was the door to the closet. Where the dresses was. 
 
    I opened the closet. Man, it was big, half as big as the bedroom, and it had dresses hanging along one side, and shelves with shoes and things on the other. There was also some whips and belts and paddles and things. On one hook hung a whole bunch of old handcuffs. The kind the sheriff might use on a drunk some Saturday night. 
 
    I pushed my hand into the dresses and pushed them to the side so I could see what kind of dresses they was. 
 
    They were white and pink and scarlet and all shiny with satin and everything. They had fancy buttons, and while a few were up to the chin, most of them were cut low. Damn. My Mama must have liked to show off her chest. She certainly had a big one. I saw lots of men staring at it when she wasn’t looking. Once poppa even punched a guy in the nose for looking. 
 
    But what was I supposed to do with these? And what Granny said, asking me if I ever wore a dress, what did that mean? 
 
    So I threw my bag on the floor, washed my face and hands, and sauntered down to the porch. 
 
    Granny looked at me with a frown when I came out, and she said, “There’s wood to be chopped.” 
 
    So I went out and chopped wood. Heck, the wood hadn’t been chopped for a coon’s age, and the shed was bare. What the heck did she use in the big, old iron stove? 
 
    I would find out she used nothing. Ate her mush cold. Ate her grits cold. Didn’t eat anything that needed real heating. 
 
    So I spent the afternoon making logs and kindling and started filling up the shed. 
 
    Finally, she called me in for supper, and I ate cold grits and, man, they ain’t tasty. But I was hungry, so I ate everything put before me, and wisht I had a hog. I’da et that thing right down to its curly tail. I was that hungry. 
 
    After dinner I was on my own, and I started exploring that big, old house. 
 
    It was maybe forty rooms, and they was all filled with women’s clothes. Satiny, silky, handkerchiefs, big old bosom holders, corsets, hats, nylons…everything. 
 
    Funny, though, there weren’t no Sunday go to meetin’ clothes. Just the fancy clothes that…that a fancy gal might wear. 
 
    That was the point at which I started wonderin’ what kind of place this was. 
 
    I explored the basement and found trunks full of regular clothes. All put away and moth eaten. 
 
    I explored the attic and found all sorts of doodads. Old phonographs, old records, more girly underwear, lots more underwear. And lights and boxes and books and all the bric a brac you might expect to find in an attic. 
 
    I came downstairs when it got dark and turned on a light switch. Nothing happened. No electricity. And I realized that Granny was broke. She didn’t have no money. Uncle Buck was whistling Dixie. 
 
    All she was was a big, old rundown house and lots of fancy gal clothes. 
 
    Heck, there wasn’t even much in the cupboard. A few boxes of grits. And the spuds was picked out of the garden, along with other vegetables. 
 
    And I didn’t even see how she would be able to feed me. There was only enough for one mouth, and she was here first. 
 
    Since there was no lights, I went to bed. I slept in that big, pink bed, and it was the bestest, softest feather mattress I ever slept on. But I woke up in the morning and went down to ask Granny what was going on. 
 
    She sniffed. “I ain’t had no money since Penny left. Your Mama was the heart of this operation, and when she left…well, I had no business sense, and when she left I had no customers. 
 
    “Customers?” 
 
    She looked at me like I was daft. “Customers. Men. Men who want the cock to crow.” 
 
    “Cock to…men…are you saying…” Samuel was sitting by my leg, looking up at me and waiting for a scratch, “This is a whorehouse?” 
 
    “Best one in the state of Georgia. Lord, we used to have senators and congressmen come down to us. Men came from out of state to get their itch scratched.” 
 
    “But…what about the law?” 
 
    “Hell, Sheriff Addams and us, we had an arrangement. Things got out of control he’d come bust some heads, and then he didn’t have to pay nothing for his own itch. And Judge Johnson, he was one of our best customers. His horse-faced wife didn’t like it much, and she whispered in the preacher’s ear, but that Sunday fire and brimstone sermon was just good advertising for us. Why ain’t you wearin’ a dress?” 
 
    I blinked. There was that dress thing again. 
 
    “‘Cause I’m a man.” 
 
    She snickered. “Ain’t no man alive what doesn’t get all horny when he puts a dress on. ‘Sides. You wear man clothes around here you chop wood and such. You wear a dress you sit around and sip shine and wait for customers. 
 
    “Customers? Me?” 
 
    She tilted her head. Samuel was licking my hand and I absently started scratching under his ear. He started kicking his leg. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you ain’t…Penny’s boy….you haven’t been…” 
 
    “I ain’t been with a gal, if that’s what your asking.” 
 
    Granny surprised was a wide eyed stare and an open mouth. Yep, she had all her own teeth. I guess I come from good genes. 
 
    “Well, hell’s bells. Let’s get you started.” 
 
    “Get me started?” 
 
    She stood up, all business and smoothed her smock. “Come along, youngster. Time you learnt about the family trade.” 
 
    She took me up to my room and said, “take them clothes off.” 
 
    “I’m not taking my clothes off!” 
 
    “I’ll go get a switch and beat your hide till they fall off you,” and damned if I didn’t believe her. 
 
    So I slowly took off my shirt while she watched. 
 
    “Chest okay. Course your used to hard work.” She pinched one of my nipples. Gave me a thrill, but made me feel funny. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Get them britches off.” 
 
    I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers. I didn’t have no underwear, no boxers or nuthin’, because Aunt Sally didn’t believe in such. So I stood there, cock hanging down, and Granny nodded. 
 
    “You’re big enough down there. Us Hofstedters usually is, but…get it hard and let me see it.” 
 
    I certainly didn’t want to get a hard on in front of Granny. “I don’t think—“ 
 
    She just reached out and gripped my dick. 
 
    And she was strong. For a thin, old lady she had a grip on her. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Get hard, you sonofabitch!” She glared up at me. 
 
    Well, I couldn’t help it. I swear, I ain’t no pervert, but my penis started getting harder and harder. When it was standing full out she nodded again. She let go and said, “Okay. You can get back to being limp again. 
 
    While I stood there and contemplated my cock, which didn’t want to get soft, she rummaged through the dresser drawers. She pulled out a corset, some bloomers, and stockings. 
 
    “Put these on. I’ll tighten up the corset in a minute.” 
 
    She went into the closet and started going through the dresses. I heard her saying things like, ‘Hmm, nope. Maybe…nope.’ 
 
    I looked at the women’s stuff and I was confused. Well, the whole scene was confusing, but…I had never worn such stuff, and there was a part of me that just was flummoxed. 
 
    I finally put the things on the bed and considered them. I pulled on the bloomers. My cock was okay with that. There’s plenty of room in those puffy female drawers. 
 
    I pulled on the corset, and immediately was confined. I could still bend, she hadn’t tightened them up, but it was still difficult. 
 
    I pulled the corset up a little too high, sat down and managed to pull the stockings up. 
 
    Granny, meanwhile, was standing in the doorway of the closet and watching me. “You need to shave your legs, but they got nice shape. High heels will do for you. Give you a bit more ass, too.” 
 
    I finished with the nylons and stood up. I was an ill dressed slob. Women’s clothes, hunh! Nothing really fit. But I didn’t understand that the corset was not supposed to fit, I was supposed to fit to the corset. 
 
    “Lay down on the bed,” Granny muttered, crossing the room. 
 
    I lay down, and she climbed right on top of me. Took me by surprise. She began pulling on the strings to the corset. Up and down she went, and I felt the breath leave me. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath…” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to,” she chuckled as she knelt on my back and drove a knee downward. “You’re supposed to spread your legs and let the fellow on top do the breathing.” 
 
    I was woozy now, not being able to get air, and she backed off me, but when I tried to get up she pushed me forward, and I was stuck. She pressed me down with one hand and snaked the other one under my bloomers. 
 
    “Taking it up the asshole is a fun thing, if you relax.” 
 
    I was wiggling and twisting and trying to get away from her hand, but she was remorseless, and she knew what she was doing. It was obvious she had handled other reluctant people. 
 
    “First, remember to lube up. I ain’t got no lube, so I’ll just use one finger. But you got to get relaxed and open up if you want the men to love you.” 
 
    “But…I…don’t…” 
 
    “Yes. You do. All Hostedters do.” She managed to stick her bony finger in my hole and I was trying everything I could to get away from it. 
 
    “Hold still now. I ain’t trimmed my nails and I don’t want to cut nuthin’.” 
 
    She kept wiggling her finger, it sure felt long and bony, I could feel the knuckles, and it actually started to feel good. 
 
    “Hey, stop it!” But I was relaxing. There was no way to get away, and…my asshole liked it. 
 
    “Feels good, eh? Sure wish I had lubed you up. You got a nice ass, and it would be a pure pleasure to put my whole fist up there.” 
 
    Just the idea of Granny’s fist stick all the way up my ass was enough to make me squeak. 
 
    She laughed. “I always knows a man likes it when he squeals like a little piggy.” 
 
    God, it was starting to feel good. Real good. My whole rear end was starting to feel warm, and I began pushing back at her finger. 
 
    “There you go,” she whispered. “I knowed you was a Hofstedter when Samuel gave you the sniff test.” 
 
    She took her hand off my back, but I didn’t move, except for trying to hump her finger with my butt. I certainly didn’t try to escape. It just felt so good back there. It was that itch she had talked about, and I had one, and I hadn’t even known. Heck, this was better than sneakin’ out behind the bushes and jacking my cock off. 
 
    She kept worming her finger in me, and with her free hand she grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Damn,” she blurted. “This is hot.” She began to jack me. She had a rhythm going now. Pull down and pull out, stroke up and jam in. Again and again, and then she started tickling something in my asshole. I could feel her finger crooking, and pressing on something. 
 
    White soap suds exploded through my mind. I gasped and there was a sound like thunder in my ears. I was aware of my hips rippling and pumping, and then thick fluid was spurting out of my cock. 
 
    “There we go. Yes. It’s a gusher.” 
 
    For a long minute she milked me, drained every last bit of semen out of me, and then she was done. She let go of my cock, pulled her finger out of me, and slapped my ass. 
 
    “Your dress and shoes are on the dresser. You finish dressing and come downstairs. I had Barney deliver a bottle of whiskey for you.” 
 
    Then she was gone, out the door and down the stairs to wait for me. 
 
    I stood up and wiggled my butt. God, I had never felt anything so good. I squinched my cheeks, then relaxed them. Wow. 
 
    Then I got dressed and went downstairs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We sat on the porch and sipped booze. She had shine, or gin, I never knew which, and neither of which I cared for. I drank whiskey, and, man, it felt good. I tell ya, there is nothing like kicking back and sucking some whiskey after your asshole’s been diddled. 
 
    “Your mama, she was the queen of this place. I inherited it from my mama, who inherited it from her mama, and your mama inherited it from me, and it was always a high class fancy house. But your mama, she was inspired. She was everybody’s favorite fuck. And she hired girls and taught ‘em what they needed to know, and…oh, I was good enough. I was my mamma’s child, but your mother. Whoo.” 
 
    I was scratching Samuel’s jimmy spot and watching his legs splay out and his rump hump. 
 
    “How come mama left?” 
 
    “Your daddy. He was big and handsome, everybody loved him, and she loved him, and…” Granny shrugged. “Anyway, after she left I didn’t have the heart. I was getting older, when Penny left all the other girls started drifting off, and I just didn’t have the gumption to make it all happen. 
 
    “I never knew.” 
 
    “Yep. Well, your daddy destroyed the best whore house in the whole deep south. Heck, if he was to show his face around here there’s still people who would want to take him down a peg. Maybe even stick a knife in him.” 
 
    “He’s dead now.” 
 
    “Don’t matter. That’s the south for you. They get a hate in them and they want to kill you even if you’re dead.” 
 
    We chuckled over that. A statement stupid on the surface, but deep for the truth it presented. 
 
    “I need to fix the roof. There’s side planks peeling. Event his porch,” I pressed down on a board and it squeaked. 
 
    “A woman on her back gets more done than a man on his feet.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “I still got contacts, I still know people. I can get people out here, and once they start coming people offer work, and then I get the money to pay for the work. You should learn the trade. We’ll get this old house fixed up in quick snap time.”               
 
    “But I’m a guy. I don’t do guys.” 
 
    “Correction, you haven’t done guys…yet.” 
 
    “I don’t want to turn gay!” 
 
    She laughed and turned to me. “Honey, it ain’t cock what turns you gay. Cock is just a good time waiting to happen. It’s what’s in you that makes you gay. And I can tell you…ain’t gay.” 
 
    “But if I let men screw me…” 
 
    “Then you let men screw you, and it feels good, and you get money. More important, once we’re open some of the girls’ll come back. Then they can take the men, the ones that don’t prefer you, and you can go to servicing some of the old ladies in town.” 
 
    “Old ladies?” 
 
    “Honey, a good fancy house serves up all kinds of fun. When we was working big time I had almost as many women customers as men customers.” 
 
    “Why didn’t they just stay home and fuck each other?” 
 
    “That is a question, isn’t it? But who knows. Men and women get tired of each other. They want something new. They get turned on by doing something that’s supposed to be wrong…” she lifted her bony shoulders and grinned. “What do we care as long as they pay us money, right?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Okay, why don’t you go look at some more dresses and such. I’m going to make some phone calls, see if I can stir up some business, talk to some of the old girls.” 
 
    I nodded, drained the rest of my whiskey, and wandered off upstairs. 
 
      
 
    I spent a few hours looking at dresses and even trying them on. It was sort of fun. It was a it difficult in the corset, but I figured out how to half sit and wiggle out of a dress. 
 
    Actually, it was harder walking in heels than changing dresses, but, again, it was fun.  
 
    It was fun to feel taller, and it was cool looking down on the world from a different height. 
 
    Late in the afternoon, I was getting tired, I was in one of the rooms on the second floor and I found the bonanza. A small room full of wigs. There was wigs of all colors and shapes. I could be a redhead or a blonde. I could have a skull cap ‘do,’ or long, wavy tresses that reached to my ass. 
 
    I liked long hair, and I chose one that hung down to my shoulder blades. I figured out how to fasten it and it almost felt like real hair. Then I saw the make up in the corner. 
 
    Make up. Oh, baby. I looked in a mirror. I was already en femme, so…should I? 
 
    Of course I should. Heck, Granny would have me sitting down and putting on a whole face. 
 
    So I picked out a tube of lush red and painted my lips. It tasted sort of waxy, and I was surprised how well it stuck. I guessed that it was high quality make up. 
 
    Downstairs, I took a breath and stepped out on the porch. I had intended to surprise Grandma, but it was me that got the surprise. Granny had a visitor. 
 
    I blinked, and the two women looked at me. 
 
    Granny reacted first with a big grin. 
 
    The other woman reacted second by blurting, “Penny!” Then she realized her error. She stood up and came towards me. “Oh, my God! I thought it was Penny.” She walked around me, and while she studied me I had a chance to study her. 
 
    She was older than me by about 15 years. So early thirties. She was really built. She had a thin waist and boobs that were larger than my mother’s. She was wearing a regular go to town dress, nothing fancy, but she had an attitude that she ready to go to town in a wild way. I mean, really ‘Go to town!’ 
 
    She had a sweet face, but there was a very worldly look in her eyes. She was a brunette but had deep blue eyes. 
 
    She suddenly turned to Granny, and snapped, “I thought you said it was your nephew that—“ she stopped, turned back to me. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Yep,” chortled Granny. 
 
    The woman walked around me again, then she reached out and patted my hips with both hands, felt my chest, and that was interesting. I didn’t have much of a chest, but the corset had pushed what little flab I did have up, and I had the cleavage of a very flat woman. 
 
    She put her hands on my face, held my cheeks and stared into my eyes. “Beautiful. Just like his mother.” 
 
    “Come on back here and sit down, and let’s talk some more.” 
 
    The woman took my hand and led me back to the table. She sat down in a chair, and I sat next to her, and she kept holding my hand. I was starting to blush. 
 
    “Now you know why I give you a call.” 
 
    “Yes, I do. When do you want to open?” 
 
    “I’m already open. Got a couple of calls in.” 
 
    The woman turned to me. “Honey, we ain’t been introduced, but I’m Zelda. I was one of your mamma’s top girls, before she went away. And I am sure glad to see you.” 
 
    “Now we got to start calling Jodie as a woman. He’s a she, and we better not forget it.” 
 
    “Why?” I blurted.  
 
    “Because men want the illusion. And even when you do women it’ll probably be as a woman, and women like the illusion.” 
 
    Zelda took over. “Everybody likes to unwrap a present and be surprised. But they still want the present to be what they want. It’s sort of like that, right Granny?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Now, let’s talk about manners and how you got to hold yourself as a woman.” 
 
    The rest of that afternoon, and into the evening, we talked about how women sit, how they walk, words they use and words they don’t. Actually, they talked, and I listened, and I tried to do what they said. 
 
    Being a woman is quite a bit different than being a man. When a man walks, for instance, he’s got a couple of ball bearings between his legs that don’t make for good lubrication. That’s why men stomp around, and walk with a swagger. It’s all in the balls. Zelda even told me that she knew a guy came once who had no balls. He lost them, but he still had a prick, and it still got hard enough for him to want to pretend he could fuck. 
 
    “He walked just like a lady,” crowed Zelda. “Smooth as silk, one leg in front of the other. If you got in back of him you wouldn’t know it was a man…you’d think it was a woman in man clothes.” 
 
    “He sure tried to fuck, though. He’d always wear out two or three girls. It was sad though.” 
 
    “How come?” I asked.  
 
    “‘Cause he’d get this desperate look in his eyes. I think losin’ his balls really affected him.” 
 
    “It did,” Zelda put in. “After the house closed up he moved across the river. Tried the house down in Clover, but they wouldn’t put up with him wearin’ out girls and they told him not to come back.” 
 
    “Shame,” Granny shook her head. 
 
    “Sure was. He kilt himself a couple of years later.” 
 
    We were silent then. We had been sipping booze all afternoon, and the thought of a man killing himself created some maudlin feelings. 
 
    Granny turned to me. “Just goes to show. You take care of your balls good. You hear me.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Zelda laughed. “I’ll take care of your balls.” 
 
    Granny grinned. “I figured you would.” 
 
    “What?” I asked rather stupidly. 
 
    “You’re about to get your ashes hauled, boy. Uh, girl. Zelda is going to show you how the pros do it. So you do what she says and you‘ll come back down a happy man.” 
 
    “He’ll come down sad…sad to leave me.” 
 
    Zelda stood up and took my hand, tugged me to my feet. I stood and wavered, a little drunk, a little high on heels, and she pulled me into the house. 
 
    We ascended the stairs, and we both started giggling. Me cause I was embarrassed and didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, and her because she was looking forward to popping my cherry. 
 
    “Where’s your room?” 
 
    “Third floor. My Mama’s old room.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordie. I know that room well. On off days your Mama and I would sit up there and eat each other’s pussy and look over the countryside.” 
 
    “Oh,” that was a surprise. I always thought of my Mama as a lady who went to the grocery store and smacked me a good one if I acted up. To find out that she…well…it was a shock to my brain. 
 
    We entered my room and Zelda started stripping me…slowly. 
 
    “Never move too fast,” she said. “Men like to feel the build up. And it gives them the time to get nice and hard. Nothing’s worse than looking forward to a good fuck and the man being limp.” 
 
    “Oh,” more to think about. How to please a man. How to excite a man. I was a man, but I was going to have to do that. 
 
    She got my dress off, then giggled at the corset. “I should make you wear it. Harder than shit to move good, real frustrating for a guy.” 
 
    But she began unlacing the thing, and shortly I was able to actually breath. 
 
    “You got a good body,” she whispered, then she kissed me. 
 
    She was a woman who had kissed a thousand men. Ten thousand men, and she knew how it was done. It was like she was part of my lips, inside my lips, and I felt like she was gobbling her way through to my soul. 
 
    Her hands roamed over my body as she extracted essence from my lips. She felt my nipples, ran her hands over them, her fingers, caused me to experience a thousand different sensations, and all of them good. 
 
    She pushed me back on the bed and began sucking my cock. Her educated mouth made me stiffer than I had imagined possible, and her hands fondled my testicles till I thought they were going to die and go to heaven. 
 
    Then she hopped up and sat on top of me, her hands on my belly, my cock sticking up in front of her. “You just came today.” 
 
    “How’d you know?” I blurted. 
 
    “You take as much cock as I have and you’ll know, too. Now, here’s the deal, I ain’t gonna let you cum for a while. We need to build you up a bit. But you’re going to be inside of me, and we need to educate you on how to move, what to do, the ways to please a man.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Don’t look so sad,” she chuckled. She moved up, straddled me and slid down my long shaft. 
 
    My first fuck, a real fuck, not my hands, and it was heaven. I think if she had let me I could have cum again. Her love canal was that sweet and juicy. But she had a grip on me, and she was watching me careful like, and she said, “What’s this feel like?” 
 
    I felt her muscles, deep inside her pussy, and they were running over the head of my cock. 
 
    “How are you doing that?” I asked, amazed. 
 
    “Never mind, just tell me what it feels like.” 
 
    I described the feeling of her muscles running over my skull. 
 
    “Yep,” she said. “And there’s exercises I’ll show you that can help you do that.” 
 
    “Even though I’m a guy?” 
 
    “Even though. In fact, men got different muscles, bigger muscles, and your man pussy will make a cock feel a lot better than this. 
 
    ‘This’ was driving me crazy. God, it felt good. 
 
    “Now, when you tilt your hips like this, just a little, watch…” she began to rise up, and it was like she was sliding a too small ring up the length of my member. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Don’t try to cum.” 
 
    “Okay…but it’s hard.” 
 
    “‘Course it is. But you got to learn it. There’s gonna come a time when some guy’s been lasting too long, and you’re going to have to make him cum. If you want to save wear and tear on your pussy.” 
 
    She got off me then and lubed up her finger. “Now, I’m going to stick my finger up there, and I want you to try to tilt your hips like I did. 
 
    I was actually looking forward to this. I couldn’t wait to have something up my ass again. 
 
    She inserted her digit, fast but gentle. With her other hand she helped me figure out how to tilt my hips. “That’s it. Now, when I pull my finger out feel what it feels like.” 
 
    She pulled her finger out slowly, and it was excruciating. 
 
    “And if it feels that good for you, just imagine what it feels like on a prick. Or just remember what it felt like when I did it to your prick.” 
 
    She stuck her finger up there again. No, it was two fingers now. I wiggled my butt in a circle to make sure, and, sure enough. Two fingers. She began to hook and dance her fingers in me, and I let out a groan. “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    I nodded, could barely speak, was gulping. And she had a firm grip on my cock with her other hand, making sure I couldn’t squirt. 
 
    “Okay, now this little trick is…” she began to do things inside me then, and I thought my asshole explode into shards of paradise. Shortly I was sobbing with horniness and begging her to let me cum. She wouldn’t, though. Not until I had learned my lessons. 
 
      
 
    I sat on the chair on the front porch. I was slumped, barely perched, and too tired to sit up straight. 
 
    “How’d he do?” Granny asked, sipping her morning cup of coffee. For a change, it was hot coffee. I had chopped enough wood and she had fired up the stove. 
 
    “A chip off the old block. Penny’d’ve been proud.” 
 
    Granny nodded. “I had a feeling he had the talent.” 
 
    “God given,” agreed Zelda, sipping her own coffee. 
 
    “Hey, Jodie.” 
 
    I looked at Granny.  
 
    “You want some breakfast?” 
 
    I just smiled and gave a slight shake of my head. 
 
    “Told you,” grinned Zelda. 
 
    Granny nodded. “Well, we’re going to have a visi—hello. Who’s that?” 
 
    She shaded her eyes and looked down the drive.  
 
    In the morning mist a slender shape came up the drive. It was a woman, and she was carrying a carpet bag. 
 
    “Is that Ronnie?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Now what the hell has Ronnie been doing all this time?” 
 
    “I heard he worked for old Man Harkins.” 
 
    The figure was growing more distinct in the morning sunlight. She was going to be easy to see once she came out from under the shade of the trees. 
 
    “Old man Harkins? He’s too old to get a boner.” 
 
    “You know Ronnie, she don’t like boners.” 
 
    Then the woman stepped into the sunlight. She wore a purple dress, high heels—which must have been hell to walk all the way down the drive in—and a floppy sun bonnet. 
 
    “Zelda and Granny were quiet for a moment, until the woman was within talking distance.” 
 
    “Ronnie, how you been?” 
 
    The woman didn’t answer. She just mounted the steps. She had a thin face, but pretty. Her hair was cut shoulder length and straight. She moved her head to toss back a bang. 
 
    “I quit my job.” 
 
    Samuel stood up and walked around the table. He set next to Ronnie and licked her ankle. 
 
    “Git, you hound,” she commanded affectionately, which command Samuel ignored. 
 
    “Lord, honey. I’m open, but I ain’t got the business, yet.” 
 
    “I ain’t goin’ back.” And it looked like she was planted on the porch like her heels had roots all the way down to the earth and deep into it. 
 
    Granny sighed. “Well, you know I love you, and I’ll pay you when I can. Your old room is right where you left it.” 
 
    “Thank you, ma’am.” Ronnie walked into the house. 
 
    “Who was that?” I asked. 
 
    “That was Ronnie, and you want to be careful.” 
 
    “Careful?” 
 
    Zelda: “Ronnie’s like you, a guy, but he only cooks, he never fucks.” 
 
    I was a bit confused. “Isn’t that strange?” 
 
    Granny and Zelda looked at each other and I figured I had said something wrong. Fortunately, it wasn’t that wrong, and they corrected me gently. 
 
    “Hell, girl. Anybody in this business is strange.” 
 
    Oh, I had judged him. But I hadn’t meant to. It just sort of came out that way. 
 
    “Ronnie doesn’t pal with women or men. He’s friendly enough with both, but partial to neither.” 
 
    “And he’s good with a knife.” 
 
    “That he is.” 
 
    They let that sit for a second, then Zelda added, “If Sheriff Addams can’t stop it, Ronnie can. But he ain’t gentle, like Addams.” 
 
    “Lord no. He handles that knife of his like he knows how to cook.” 
 
    Then both of the ladies were giggling. I was starting to understand something of this sense of humor they had, and to like it. But it was weird. 
 
      
 
    The morning commenced like the last day had ended; me taking lessons. The good news was that now I had experience and could understand what they were talking about. 
 
    “When you come in the front room, where all the ladies is sitting and waiting, and it’s all tense, move to the right.” 
 
    “The right? How come?” 
 
    “We don’t know. But when the ladies is upset you start circling right around the room and they all calm down.” 
 
    “What happens if you move to the left.” 
 
    “Don’t know. But right works, so why mess with it.” 
 
    And: “Find out what kind of drink he likes first off. Man likes to be catered to. And drinks makes friends fast. 
 
    And: “No matter what size dick he’s got, tell him it’s big. You don’t have to gush, but you got to be appreciative.” 
 
    “You tell him it’s small, or even give a look that says it’s small, and he’s going to knock your head off.” 
 
    “Or worse.” 
 
    And so the lessons went. All morning. Through lunch, which was made by Ronnie and was hot and delicious. And into the early evening. 
 
    At first I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, there was so much to remember. But they kept quizzing me, and not getting upset when I didn’t remember enough, and I started making sense out of the whole thing. 
 
    After dinner, which was downright amazing, I had a chance to ask Granny, “How’d you get all this food? You had nothing in the pantry the other day.” 
 
    “Once people know we’re open they start giving credit. They hope to get some advances, too.” 
 
    “So now you got people coming up to work, electricity is turned on, and food. Just from being open.” 
 
    “Honey,” she said with a happy smile. “This here house has a reputation.” 
 
    “Wow.” I remembered Mama trying to get credit once. They treated her like shit. What a come down, from working in this place, where people threw credit at you, and you wore fancy dresses, to raising a brat like me. 
 
    Not that I was really a brat, but you get what I mean. 
 
    Zelda had been standing next to us, and she said, “Whyn’t you tell him?” 
 
    Granny twisted her lips and considered her, then she considered me, but she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Hell,” Zelda blurted. “She’s able to get everything up and running on your name.” 
 
    “My name?” 
 
    “Sure. She tells the power company that Penny’s child is come to work and everything starts up. You think they turn on the power without a big deposit? Especially for a house as big as this one?” 
 
    “Well, I hadn’t thought.” 
 
    Zelda snorted. 
 
    Granny said, “I’m afraid he’ll leave.” ‘He’ll,’ not ‘she’ll’. 
 
    Zelda: “Hell, Jodie ain’t going no where. Look at his face. He’s glowing. He’s lovin’ this. He’s like Penny come home and realized how much she’s missed it all. And his body, it’s better than Penny’s, except for the boobs. But we could get him those. And his face. Man, she’s a chameleon. She could be boy or girl and everybody would still love her. 
 
    “Yeah, but is he staying.” 
 
    “She’s staying,” Zelda stated emphatically. 
 
    I realized that I had started a hornet’s nest. They were talking, and Granny had some deep seated reservations about me. And, considering that Mama had left her, she probably should. 
 
    Granny had opened her mouth, and there was something very sad in her, and she was going to say something, but I cut in. “I’ll stay.” 
 
    She blinked and closed her mouth. 
 
    Zelda started chuckling, then slapped Granny on the back. “I told you.” 
 
    “Don’t you glad hand me. And it’s all talk. And talk is cheap.” Yet something was breaking up inside Granny. For once in my life I might’ve said the right thing. 
 
    “Don’t be an asshole.” 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    They were trading insults to get past the moment. 
 
    “I wouldn’t eat your pussy cause it smells.” 
 
    “Then you can eat my asshole.” 
 
    “That really sm—“ 
 
    BEEP! BEEP! 
 
    Argument stopped, and Granny muttered, “Now who in hell…” 
 
    We stopped talking and stepped out of the foyer and onto the porch. A car was parked on the drive, a bit to the side, and we couldn’t see much for the lack of light. 
 
    “You need to get the lights fixed,” observed Zelda. 
 
    “Yep,” and Granny peered into the darkness. 
 
    A big shape came to the stairs and mounted them, and stepped into the lights. 
 
    “Buster! Buster Addams!” Zelda went forward and grabbed the big man’s arm. 
 
    It was the redneck sheriff. The one who stuck his thumb in my shoulder bone and was so nosy…and then let me go. 
 
    Buster hugged Zelda, then gave a softer, but just as sincere, hug to Granny. He whispered in Granny’s ear, “You’re looking young as ever, sweetheart, but you’re still too much woman for me.” 
 
    Granny just grinned and her eyes glinted with pleasure. 
 
    “What brings you out here, lawdog?” Zelda asked. Granny yelled out, “Ronnie, could we have some drinks? Sheriff Addams is here.” 
 
    “I just heard a rumor you was opening, and then I saw some kid on the road today, wondered if he really did belong to…hello! Who’s this sweet, young lady?” 
 
    He actually bent at the waist, took my hand, and kissed it. 
 
    Lord, how I blushed. 
 
    “This is the kid,” Granny stated with a big smile. 
 
    Addams, ‘Buster,’ blinked, and his face went still. “Well, holy fucking fuck on roller skates. I thought he looked like Penny, but this…this…” 
 
    He moved around me, and I was struck by the difference in our bodies. He had big shoulders, a bit of a paunch, and he was a red neck, had that roll of fat over his back collar, but he was strong. He had a presence to him, took no nonsense, got the job done. 
 
    A man used to violence, but didn’t want any less’n you wanted it. And then you better watch out. 
 
    Finally, done with lookin’, he said, “Is she ready for business?” 
 
    I knew exactly what he was asking. Could he buy me for a bit. 
 
    “No,” said Granny. 
 
    “Zelda softened it, “He’ still got some rough edges, got a lot to learn. You give us a week and—“ 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    They all stopped and stared at me. 
 
    “If you can handle some rough edges, and forgive me any mistakes I might make, I’m ready.” 
 
    Granny looked like she was ready to throw in the towel, if she could figure out where the towel was. 
 
    And Zelda just stood there and sort of smiled. 
 
    Buster considered me. “You’re a pretty girl,” he was testing me out. 
 
    “And I heard you got the biggest cock of any lawdog this side of the Miss. I sure hope you won’t hurt me.” 
 
    His face started to grin. Bigger and bigger. 
 
    “You sure do look like your mother.” 
 
    “I do thank you, sir. Would you like a drink before we go upstairs?” 
 
    At that moment Ronnie walked in with a tray. She held it out and Buster took his drink, quaffed it in one toss, and reached for my hand. “If you’re ready then I am.” 
 
    I took his hand and led him upstairs. He was big and strong, but he was also out of shape. He was puffing by the time we reached the third floor. 
 
    I led him to my room and opened the door. 
 
    We moved into the room and he closed the door with a heel. He took me in his arms then, and kissed me. 
 
    I tried to kiss him back, but I don’t think I was very good. It was hard to kiss like a receiver than a giver. 
 
    Still, he didn’t seem to mind, and he sat down and started taking off his clothes. 
 
    “Let me,” I said. 
 
    In spite of the corset I managed to bend enough to tug off his boots. He unbuttoned his shirt and I unbuckled his pants. 
 
    He had a normal-sized weenie, not big, not small, certainly not as big as mine, but I gushed over it. “You gotta be gentle with me. I didn’t know it was going to be like this.” 
 
    Inside I was trembling. I had never held a man’s penis. Heck, I never even seen another man’s penis before! 
 
    “Don’t you worry honey. Now climb up on this bed and let’s see who’s your daddy.” 
 
    I climbed up, pulled my bloomers down, and tried to keep my dick pulled up out of sight with the other hand. It was awkward, but Zelda had told me what men like to see, what they liked to pretend. 
 
    The sheriff moved up behind me, his stiff rod poked right onto my brown button. Fortunately, he remembered lube, because I hadn’t, and that saved me some grief. He slapped that lube onto my hole and I jumped. 
 
    He laughed, “Cold, ain’t it.” And he pushed lube into my hole with his big thumb. And it was big. Big and gnarly. It went in with a pop, then I was holding the narrow part of his thumb with my rectum ring. 
 
    He pushed his thumb in for a bit, swirled it around, then pulled it out. With a pop. 
 
    “Here we go, honey.” 
 
    It was amazing how quickly I had adapted to this, and all I can say is that it really must have been in my genes. 
 
    Before this day I had never fucked a woman. And I had certainly never fucked a man. But there was a certain instinct to it that just picked me up and made me move. 
 
    I wasn’t gay, but I didn’t mind a dick. I like the warm fleshy tube pushing through me, opening me up. I lost hold of my package, but that was okay. Now he was in me, and the perception was over. He was fucking me like I was a woman. He had my back to him, and it was slender, like a woman’s back. He had my buns, and they were round and soft, like a woman’s. 
 
    Most of all, he had my hole. It was like a woman’s a real, live pussy, but with the uniqueness of an anus. 
 
    He began to saw in and out, taking his time, appreciating the feel, and I tried to remember all the things Zelda and Granny had told me. Hold your breath like this, tilt the hips like that. Move and pull. Give a wiggle there. 
 
    It must have been a while since the sheriff had cum, because he didn’t last long. Or maybe it was just that I was that good. At any rate, five minutes later he was zipping up his pants, and I laid on the bed and luxuriated in the feeling of semen leaking out of my asshole. I was going to have to clean myself off, and get all fixed up again, but I had done it. I had managed to live up to my mother’s reputation, and I had saved the family fancy house from going under. 
 
    And I had had a pretty good time doing it, too. 
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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. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Girly Man! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to wear that!” Jory pushed Lana’s hand away. In Lana’s hand was a wig. She had worn it for laughs, but now was tired of it. 
 
    Jory was bald, and didn’t have anything against wigs. He even had one at home that he had worn a few times. 
 
    But this was a female wig. Long, brunette hair. Wavy. Looked about as real as hair could get. In fact, I knew that Lana had paid a pretty penny for it. 
 
    “Come on, Jory. You’ll look cute.” 
 
    I nudged my hubby and said, “Go on.” And I don’t know why I did that, except we were all high and having a good time. 
 
    “I’ll look stupid,” he groused. 
 
    I held his hand down and Lana jumped forward and put the wig on his head. Lana’s hubby, Tom, just laughed. 
 
    Lana moved back and Jory started to pull the wig off, but I managed to snag his hand again. “Leave it on, lover, and you might get very, very lucky tonight.” 
 
    Tom and Lana hooted, but Jory heaved a sigh. “Okay. For the sake of getting lucky. But I look like a fool.” 
 
    Tom ordered another round and we sat around the booth. People sauntered past, and nobody even glanced at us. I let my hand wander under the table and placed it on Jory’s thigh. 
 
    “Uh,” he said. His face was bright red. 
 
    But, as the minutes passed, and the waitress brought more drinks, and as we drank those drinks, the pink tint in Tom’s cheeks lessened. 
 
    We talked football, people we’d known, and, of course politics. 
 
    And Jory started looking around, studying people, getting over his embarrassment and studying the world. 
 
    I let my hand trail over his thigh and found Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was very, very happy. 
 
    Jory had his arm over my shoulder now, and my hand was working full time. 
 
    “I don’t like his tweets,” complained Tom. 
 
    “He closed the borders,” answered Jory. 
 
    “He’s a loud mouth!” 
 
    “The price of gas was about two bucks a gallon. What is it now?” 
 
    And on and on. The old argument against Trump, which had lost teeth when Go Brandon lied and prevaricated and avoided answering and on and on and…sigh…on. 
 
    Meanwhile, Mr. Happy was throbbing. He was as hard as I had ever felt him. He was throbbing under Jory’s slacks, and I could feel every vein and pulse. 
 
    “What? You’d like Nancy Pelosi to be the next president?” 
 
    “Well, she’d be better than…” 
 
    Mr Happy suddenly went rigid, and I could Jory’s arm tighten up, and…sploit! Mr. Happy began to spew. 
 
    I turned my head to Jory and watched in shock. He had just cum! He had spit out semen! And…was it because he was wearing a wig? 
 
    His eyes were wide, and I could feel his breathing, jerky. 
 
    “Jory?” Tom leaned forward. 
 
    Jory came to himself and whispered, “What?” 
 
    “You just went into outer space there, buddy. You okay?” 
 
    “He’s fine,” I quipped. More than fine! My God! He came from wearing a wig!  
 
    Lana yawned. “Well, he might be fine, but I’m ready to go home.” 
 
    Well, we chatted a bit more, but it was obvious the night was over, and Tom went to pay the bill. 
 
    Jory, Lana and I sat at the table and finished our drinks. Lana was still watching Jory. She had noticed Jory’s sudden moment. “You really okay?” 
 
    I said, “He just came.” 
 
    I didn’t know why I said it, but I did. Probably the drink, probably because I like to joke and this was a great chance to get my hubby. 
 
    Jory’s mouth dropped open and he stared at me. 
 
    “What?” Lana blinked. 
 
    “He just came. I was playing with him under the table and he squirted. All in his panties. I think it was a big load, too.” 
 
    Her mouth dropped. She looked back and forth between us. Jory looked like he wanted to shrink up and roll away. “You’re kidding!” 
 
    Jory was making sounds, but nothing intelligible. 
 
    “No. When we get up take a look. But look quick, I’ll be standing in front of him as soon as I get out. Got to cover up his little accident.” 
 
    Lana giggled, and covered her mouth when the titter threatened to turn into a guffaw. “He didn’t.” 
 
    “Stop,” gargled Jory. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” I soothed. “It’s okay. Lana is one of the family. And, besides, it’s okay to cum in your pants just because you’re wearing a wig. Girly man.” 
 
    Now Jory was gurgling and trying to speak, but what can a guy say when he’s been found out? I turned to Lana. “I think it’s the wig. Can we keep it?” 
 
    Jory started to reach up to rip it off, but I once again grabbed his hand and stopped him. “If you take it off I won’t stand in front of you when we walk out. I’ll point at your groin and scream ‘He came! He came!’” 
 
    Jory was truly caught. And he was flaming red and beside himself with no where to go. 
 
    “Absolutely. I wanted to get rid of it anyway, and what better recipient than a girly man?” 
 
    “Excellent. Now that i know he’s a girly man…I’m going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “We. Girlfriend, we! You’re not leaving me out of this.” 
 
    “But you’ve got Tom.” 
 
    “But Tom is manly. I put the wig on him once and he just laughed, wore it, and there was no sign of excitement, and especially…especially…” she darted her eyes down in the direction of Jory’s lap. 
 
    “Well. Okay. I guess two can play with him as well as one. But no fucky fuck.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Well, unless I say so.” 
 
    “Agreed. Besides, I like Jory as a friend, not a lover. I’ve got my own lover. Man, I can’t wait to tell Tom—“ 
 
    “GEERK!” That was the sound Jory made. His eyes were wide and his hands were now claws. 
 
    “Maybe you better not tell Tom.” 
 
    “You…you…” Jory looked like he was going to have and apoplectic fit. His face was red and there was actually a bit of drool coming out of the corner of his mouth. 
 
    Lana sighed. “Well, I guess.” Then she leaned towards Jory. “But you’d better do everything we say.” 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    “Everything! Or I tell Tom now!” 
 
    Shamed, humiliated, mortified, Jory gave a half a sob and slumped down. And he nodded. 
 
    Lana and I looked at each other and grinned. Man, this was going to be fun! 
 
    It was also going to be hot. When I felt him squirt, and then the realization that he had squirted because I had done something girly to him…well, it made me wet. So wet that if I had slapped my legs closed I would have splashed. 
 
    Tom returned then, and Jory slid out from the booth. As he stood up Lana looked down and grinned, then looked up at the flaming Jory. She saw the dark stain on the front of his pants. “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. 
 
    Then I was out and standing in front of him, covering up the evidence, and we all moved towards the exit. 
 
      
 
    At home. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that!” Jory was standing in his socks and was still wearing his shirt. He had taken off his pants and boxers and was washing the stain on the front of his slacks. His boxers were crumpled up in the hamper. 
 
    I had taken the wig and placed it on a signed football he had. I was combing out the tresses. It really was a good wig. 
 
    “Honey, it was all in fun.” 
 
    “But Lana knows! And you know she’s not going to let it go.” 
 
    “So what. She’s good people. She even likes Trump. Like you.” 
 
    He arranged his slacks on a hanger and put the hanger in the shower to dry. He turned back to me and I grinned. “You know how hot it was to feel you squirting like that? In my hand? Right in the middle of everybody?” 
 
    “I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    “You survived, and tell me the truth, wasn’t it hot?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” blah, blah, blah/ 
 
    “I said the truth.” 
 
    And he finally admitted it. He gave a curt nod and said, “It was okay.” 
 
    “Hell, it was not only okay, it was great. And think about it, sometimes you’re a little slow in getting off. I think we’ve found what really turns you on.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. He kicked his shoes off and took off his shirt. He slid into bed. 
 
    I turned off the lights and held him. He was a thin fellow. Strong, but thin. And he was a soft sort of handsome.Tell the truth, I had often wondered what he would look like if I had trimmed his brows, maybe softened his cheeks with a bit of make up. 
 
    “You know, there is one thing that bothers me.” 
 
    “What,” he asked. He was sleepy. Of course, he had cum. 
 
    “You got off, but I didn’t.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    My hand slithered under the covers and found his trouser snake. 
 
    “Do you think you can get it up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    But he was awaker, if I can make up a word. 
 
    I stroked him. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I said, “Wearing that wig was such a turn on.” 
 
    Pulse. 
 
    “I wish you’d put it on right now and make love to me.” 
 
    Chub. 
 
    “You’re getting harder, and it’s all that wig. You like that wig.” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    But he was breathing harder, and getting harder. 
 
    I said, “I’m going to get up and get that wig out.” 
 
    “No. It’s late and I want to go to sleep.” 
 
    “Your dick doesn’t want to go to sleep.” 
 
    “But I just came.” 
 
    I slid under the covers and spoke to his cock like it was a microphone. “Hello, dickie. Would you like to wear a wig?” 
 
    Throb, throb. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    I deep throated him. Yeah, I’m one of those girls who can use her mouth. He made gurgling sounds. 
 
    I threw off the covers and got out of bed. 
 
    “Hey!” He sat up. 
 
    I took the wig off the football and placed it on his head. It was a perfect fit. Real snug, non slip. 
 
    “Come on, Jesse. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “You might not want to, but Mr. Dickie says otherwise.” 
 
    He sat in the bed, the long wig streamed down over his shoulders. God, what a turn on! I wanted to get out the make up, paint his lips, even…even…I imagined him with boobs. Big boobs. 
 
    I had a moment of..of..what? Remorse? Sadness? Something else? then I was climbing on his lap. 
 
    “Jesse!” 
 
    Then I was impaled. I could feel his dick thrusting up into me. He wasn’t one of these well endowed fellows, but it’s not how much you have, it’s how you use it, right? 
 
    I began to grind on him, and, God, it felt heavenly. It was like sitting on a hot cactus, and all the stickers were attached to my nerves and shaking them. 
 
    Well, maybe that’s a bad analogy, but you get the idea. 
 
    He started breathing harder, and I knew that, even though he had just cum, he was getting excited. 
 
    I tell ya, it was the wig! It wasn’t just turning me on, it was turning him on. 
 
    I stared at the flow of hair as it spread out from his head on the bed, so rich and thick. 
 
    He reached up to grab my tits and I brushed his hands away. He stared at me. 
 
    “You’re the bitch, lover. And I’m the bastard.” I grabbed his pectorals and squeezed and turned my hands on them. I could feel his hard nipples spark up. 
 
    I rode him hard then, not giving him a chance to act male. I fucked him like I was in charge, and, you know, it felt like I was in charge. He was under me. Female submissive. I was on top. Male dominant. Grrr. Me cavemen. Him slut. 
 
    He started to rise up, to push his hips up, to get some sort of traction. 
 
    I let him, a little, but I focused on screwing my pussy onto his dick. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    “Hot, isn’t it,” I murmured as I leaned and tilted and pushed. 
 
    The orgasm, when it came, was something I never expected. 
 
    When women orgasm, like as not, they feel a big, old wave sweep over them. It’s breathtaking, but it’s not as hard a man’s orgasm. But this felt hard and sharp. Instead of an ocean of hot and horny sweeping over me, I felt like I was a gun shooting. A big gun. POW! POW! POW! And then the orgasm faded. Fast. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Jory again. 
 
    I laid down on him, and now he felt my breasts on his chest. 
 
    “I didn’t cum!” He complained. 
 
    “Shut up, bitch.” I whispered. then I laughed and nuzzled him…then rolled over and went to sleep. No wet spot tonight. Heh. 
 
      
 
    We awoke and he still had the wig on. I had been half sleeping on him and he hadn’t wanted to disturb me, so he had just drifted off to sleep with the wig on. 
 
    But, actually, I knew it…he liked the wig. 
 
    He liked how it made me horny. And he liked how it made him horny. 
 
    In fact, he woke up with a boner. 
 
    Well, of course. He might have cum, but then we had made me cum and he hadn’t, and…I liked it. 
 
    “What are you smiling for?” 
 
    “You. You’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Oh, this,” he started to take the wig off and I, once again, grabbed his wrist. 
 
    “No. Wear it. It’s making me horny. And the hornier I am the more chance you’ll have to get lucky.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    Still he lowered his hand. 
 
    And that was the way it was going to be. I would prod, he would object, and I would convince him. And it didn’t take much convincing. 
 
    I slid out of bed and tossed him my negligee. “Put it on.” 
 
    His eyes and mouth jerked open in surprise. “I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “Of course you are. I’m the boss, and I just told you to. Now, put it on, and wear it to breakfast. I’ll go fix some waffles. And if you come out without that hair and negligee, I’ll…I’ll…” 
 
    “What?” he dared me. A twinkle in his eye. 
 
    “I’ll put you over my knee and spank you.” 
 
    “Crap. I’ll bet you would.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t bet. You’d lose.” 
 
    I spun and walked out of the room. 
 
    I popped the waffles in and threw some sausages into a skillet. I watched the sausages cook, listened to the snap and pop of grease, and thought about what was happening. 
 
    I’m a sexual person. I like sex, maybe even more than Jory. But I had never experienced such horniness in my life. 
 
    I thought back over my earlier life. I had minored in drama in college, and I had many boyfriends. Heck, I wore them out. I had a very male appetite when it came to sex. 
 
    But…had I shown any predilection for girly type boys? Not really. But, I realized, I had always gravitated to men with long hair. Fucked ‘em and left ‘em, but…and the next boyfriend had long hair. 
 
    And then I married a guy who was balding. Hunh! 
 
    The waffles popped and I took them out. Slathered butter on them then set them on the table with a big bottle of syrup. The politically incorrect kind with the big black cook on the front. Lots of sugar Mmm. 
 
    I shook the skillet, rolled the sausages a bit, and kept thinking. 
 
    I thought about Jory with the long hair, and it made my knees weak. I envisioned him in the negligee, and I felt the warm pulsing in my groin, like I was about to have an orgasm. I was so horny, thinking these things, I was actually thinking about putting my hand down there and rubbing one out, when I heard a noise. 
 
    I spun, and there was Jory. He was wearing the negligee, and his cock stuck out from between his legs. He wasn’t big, but somehow it seemed, in his female attire, bigger. An illusion, I thought. 
 
    And the long hair of the wig framed his face, gave it a feminine, oval look, and fell over the shoulders in sexy waves. 
 
    But the thing that had me was his high heels. 
 
    I gawped, and he smothered a laugh. He walked into the kitchen, tried to stride, but he was so damned awkward I had to smother a laugh. 
 
    He stopped in front of the kitchen table, spoke regally, “The queen has arrived.” Then he sat down and pulled a plate of waffles across the table. I could see his erect penis through the glass top of the table. 
 
    Oh, I was filled with mirth, near to busting out laughing. But I was also even more hornier. 
 
    “Oh, my God! That is fantastic. Those are my heels.” 
 
    “They’re a little small, my toes and heels are overflowing.” 
 
    It was true, but so what. It was the effect, and the effect was magnificent. 
 
    “All you need is tits,” I said. 
 
    He stopped and blinked, a forkful of syrup dripping waffle right in front of his maw. “Now wait a minute!” 
 
    I sat down across from him. “I’m just kidding.”  
 
    He smiled. 
 
    But I wasn’t kidding. The heels made his calves curvy and sexy, and they lifted his butt, gave him booty. Honestly, with boobs he would have had a near perfect female body. 
 
    “Oh. Good.” He continued eating and I watched him. And I thought: Hmmm. Lipstick. 
 
    We ate then, and it was all I could do to not put my legs together, squinch them up with a hand half inserted into my pussy. He was that hot. 
 
    And we didn’t chat much, just a word here, a phrase there, but we were astonishingly comfortable. 
 
    He was looking like a woman, and I liked it. 
 
    More important, he liked it. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    Suddenly, just as we pushed back with a sigh, the front door slammed. 
 
    We jerked and looked at each other, and Lana entered the kitchen. “Hi, kids. I just…” she stopped talking and stared at Jory.  
 
    Jory was plain to see. Negligee and heels, his penis sticking up like a little flag under the glass. 
 
    “Well, I’m just in time,” she quipped. 
 
    Jory tried to cover himself up and get up, but Lana pushed him back. 
 
    “Oh, just sit down. Nobody here but friends.” 
 
    “But…but I…” 
 
    “I’ve seen a dick before. And, not to break the news to you, slick, but your dick ain’t that big.” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    He tried to get up again, while pulling the negligee closed in front of him, as if that see through flimsy would stop her eyes. 
 
    “You sit there, and I’ll sit here, and let me show you my goodies. After all, you’ve already shown me yours.” She giggled. 
 
    She had brought a large shopping sack in with her and she placed it on the floor next to the table. 
 
    Jory still blathering, she sat down next to me, gave me a squeeze around the shoulders, and said, “I got to thinking about our adventure last night, and I went through my drawers.” 
 
    She pulled out her cell phone and before Jory could do a thing she snapped a picture, then another one. 
 
    He was panicked now. He tried to get up again and she grabbed his wrist and pulled. Hard. 
 
    “Sit there, Jory,” she worked the cell phone with a thumb and I could tell that she had already uploaded the pictures. Then she flipped it around so he could see. 
 
    Through the glass table top we could see Jory’s erect penis. And his negligee. And his high heels. And above the glass we could see his shocked face. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    She said, “You sit there or I post it on Facebook.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Of course I would. You know me.” 
 
    “Jesse! Make her stop!” 
 
    “Oh, she’s not going to stop for me, are you Lana?” 
 
    “No way, sister.” 
 
    The front door banged. 
 
    “We’re in here, Tom” 
 
    “You told him!” Jory gasped. 
 
    “Of course I did. You couldn’t possibly think I wouldn’t.” 
 
    Tom entered the room and Jory about died. His face was so red it was purple. He was trying to close the sexy negligee. He was actually crying. 
 
    “My big, strong man was shedding tears like a little baby! 
 
    “Hey, Jesse.” He turned to look at Jory. “Wow. Lana said you were transitioning, but I didn’t believe it.” 
 
    “What…but I’m not…please…take your wife and leave.” 
 
    Tom sat down and pushed Jory over. “Hell. She’s not going to do what I say. She’s my wife and she has never—I repeat, NEVER—done anything I asked. And I’m a manly man.” His meaning was clear: Jory was not. 
 
    I high fived Lana. 
 
    Tom smiled.  
 
    Jory cried. 
 
    “Now, Jory, your secret is out. Might just as well come clean.” I spoke soothingly and patted the back of his hand. 
 
    “Stop…stop…” 
 
    Lana ignored him and reached into her big bag. She pulled out a garment. It was a bra. “First, sissy boy needs some support.” 
 
    “I’m…please…” 
 
    “Sissy boy. I like that,” mused Tom. 
 
    “And, I’m more his size than yours,” Lana said to Jesse, “So I got him some garters and nylons. And I’ve even got my Aunt’s breast forms. They’re big and perfect for Jory. And here’s a skin tight bit of latex…and I never wear this blouse…but I think she’d look better in this cheongsam. 
 
    She pulled out a long dress. Tight across the hips and legs, and it buttoned up to a collar around the neck. It was a dress oriental women wore. Quite sexy, made of fine silk with a dragon embroidered around it. 
 
    I marveled. “Oh, this is beautiful!” 
 
    “I picked it up in Hong Kong last year, but it’s just a tad too large and Lana never wears it. Should fit sissy boy here quite well.” 
 
    “Will you stop that?” Jory was almost whimpering. 
 
    “Nope,” answered Tom. “Heck, we’ve all known you’re a little soft, and nobody really cares what gender you choose to be. So just go with it.” He paused. “Sissy boy.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    “He doesn’t like it, Tom,” Lana pointed out. “And how would you like it if everybody started calling you a manly man?” 
 
    “Heck, I wouldn’t mind it. The truth doesn’t hurt, right?” 
 
    “But if he’s crying, hurting, then it’s not the truth?” I pointed out. I didn’t really want to watch Jory blubber anymore. 
 
    “All right. Point taken. How about if we call him Girly Man. Just among ourselves, you know.” He turned to me. “I suppose you want to keep this pretty much in the house? Or did you want to parade him around? Subject him to the whims and vagaries of cruel and ignorant people?” 
 
    “Well,” I mused, “I don’t think many people would be mean, but… here is fine, and Girly Man is okay. Now let’s see what else you have in that gift bag.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do this,” Tom was looking down. I could see his small but hard cock throbbing through the glass. 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. “You’ll do what you’re told. Girly Man.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “You don’t have any choice,” smiled Lana, and she tapped her phone. “You do what we say or I post this.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’ll move to another town.” 
 
    “The internet goes everywhere,” said Tom wryly. 
 
    “I don’t care. I’m not doing this.” 
 
    We all sat there for a minute, three of us thinking and one of us feeling sorry for himself. At last Tom heaved a sigh. “You know, I knew it was all going to come down to this.” 
 
    Lana and I looked at him. Jory kept his head down. 
 
    “Jory. If you go along with this…you can fuck Lana.” 
 
    Jory’s head snapped up. He was miserable, but…Lana? 
 
    I looked at Lana and she looked at me. “If it’s all right with you,” she said to me.” 
 
    I thought about it. 
 
    Lana was sexy, stacked, and perfectly built. She had a mature face with large, movie star lips. Did I want my hubby tapping into that? 
 
    “Well, I never…I…” 
 
    Tom: “You’ve known for a while that we swing every once in a while, and I’m not worried that Jory’s teeny peeny is going to rob me of the love of my life.” 
 
    “Never, big hunk,” Lana reached across the table and ran her hand along his jaw. She turned to me. “Did you know that Tom measures out at eight inches?” 
 
    Tom smiled with fake modesty I could tell he was proud as a peacock of his endowment. 
 
    I turned to Jory. “How about it, Girly Man. You let us make you up, have some fun, and you get to fuck Lana?” 
 
    Jory looked up, and he was still miserable, but he was also thinking. Those tears were starting to turn off. “But then you’d fuck him.” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. But so what? I love you, and it’s just sex. And wouldn’t you like to see me laid out and moaning over a king-sized dick?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “And then I could fuck you, and tell you what a shrimp you are compared to a real man. Baby, I know you. That would make you so hard. Hell, you’d probably be begging me to fuck him some more.” 
 
    “This is crazy. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    But we could all tell he did. 
 
    I stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. I took out the good bourbon and reached into the fridge for the big bottle of Pepsi. 
 
    They all watched me as I filled four glasses with ice cubes. I think only Tom saw when I filled three of the glasses with a skimpy shot and lots of Pepsi. I filled Jory’s glass with a skimpy shot of Pepsi and lots of bourbon. I brought the glasses back to the table. Tom eyed me as I placed the mostly bourbon glass in front of Jory. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s it,” said Tom. He picked up his glass and took a drink. “Whoa, you make them strong. Isn’t that strong, baby?” He eyed Lana. 
 
    Lana took a sip, and she didn’t believe it was a strong drink, but she went along with it. “Yes. That’s more than a lady can stand.” 
 
    I sipped my drink and coughed. 
 
    Jory was watching us, fascinated. I think, on some level, he knew we were playing him. But knowing on some level and being fully aware were not the same. 
 
    He took a sip, coughed, gasped for breath, and Tom slapped him on the back. “Man, that’ll put hair on your chest.” 
 
    It was the perfect thing to say. Jory thought he wanted hair on his chest. He wanted to be a manly man, and what better way to be manly than to drink hard whiskey. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Jory, and he took another sip. 
 
    A half hour later, and one more drink, and Jory was sailing. He was sitting at the table in his negligee, his legs spread and his little cock poking up, and laughing. 
 
    I watched as he brushed his hair back and sipped again. “You guys are crazy,” he grinned. “Thinking you can make a sissy boy out of a manly man.” 
 
    “Yeah, we probably are. Of course, you might not be man enough to go through with it,” suggested Tom. 
 
    “Hell, I’m the manliest man you ever seen. I can do anything!” 
 
    We all just sort of walked around that one. 
 
    “Well, I can! What you want me to do? You want me to wear this stuff?” He fingered the lapel of the negligee disdainfully. “No problem.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. That’s the liquor talking.” 
 
    “That’s ME talking. And I can do anything. Go on, tell me what you want me to do.” 
 
    We all hemmed and hawed until Jory was near begging us. 
 
    “Well, okay.” I said. 
 
    Tom: “Better have him sign something or he’ll think we talked him into this.” 
 
    “Sure,” Jory’s head lolled a bit. “Nobody’s talking me into anything! 
 
    I got a piece of paper and Tom, being the lawyer, wrote up a contract. 
 
      
 
    I, Jory Laine, will dress like a woman for one year. I do this under no duress and of my own free will. And if I should break this contract I give all my worldly goods to my wife and agree to sleep in the doghouse outside. 
 
     
 
    Lana filmed the reading of the contract, Tom kept asking Jory if this was what he wanted, and Jory kept saying yes. Then he signed the contract. And we witnessed it. And Tom folded it up and said, “I’ll make sure this gets put in a bank box. Honey, snap a picture so Jory can have a copy.” 
 
    Lana snapped, and it was done. 
 
    We all sat back. 
 
    Jory started singing: 
 
      
 
    Back your ass ‘gainst the wall 
 
    here I come balls and all 
 
    bye bye cherry. 
 
      
 
    We all snickered, and kept looking at each other. It was perfect. My man was going to be so hot, and I was going to get sex, and even sex with a big dick. 
 
    And I had to laugh at the idea of Jory satisfying Lana with his little, teeny peeny. 
 
    Oh, man. This was going to be good.  
 
    And I felt hot and horny. Wet as a glass of water in the sea. And I couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
      
 
    I took her out into the wild wood 
 
    there I took advantage of her childhood 
 
    Cherry…bye bye! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    We didn’t wait long to start. We let Jory finish his drink and then we led him back into the bedroom. He wavered along, unsteady in the heels, and we stripped him of all clothes. 
 
    He stood there, drunk, and grinned as we pushed him into the bathroom. I grabbed a bottle of Nair and followed him.  
 
    I slathered him good, everything below the neck, and we waited until the burn started. All the while Tom and Lana were talking. 
 
    The burn started and I put him in the shower and watched as his hair circled down the drain. I pulled him out and toweled him off. He was still drunk, and he still sang, and his little dick was hard as ever. 
 
    I pulled him into the bedroom, and found Tom and Lana fucking. She had pulled her dress up and her panties down and was leaning on the bed. He had unzipped and his big cock was plumbing her depths. 
 
    They grinned at us. “Sorry,” said Tom. “But we just couldn’t wait.” 
 
    I looked at that big hunk of salami buried in Lana’s pussy and I licked my lips. Oh, baby. First Jory gets me all horny with his feminine ways, and then this log of a cock has to tantalize. 
 
    “Well, hurry up. And, Tom. You get another drink. Lana, I’ll take his left side.” 
 
    They kept fucking, him ramming it in again and again, and her groaning with each thrust of that pile driver. Finally, however, I heard her give one of those surprised grunts, and I could see, out of the corner of my eye, the way her hips were locking up and then spasming. 
 
    Tom, having done his duty, let himself go. What a man, cum on command. Make sure the woman is pleased first. I was looking forward to enjoying him. 
 
    Tom went out to the kitchen to make some more drinks. Now that we had Jory high, I wanted to keep him that way. At least until he was ‘transitioned.’ So to speak. 
 
    Lana sat down next to his other leg and proceeded to prep his tootsies. I was already prepped and painting. And the red color rolled onto his toes quickly and easily. 
 
    “This is long lasting polish,” said Lana. 
 
    “Absolutely. And we’re going to use super glue on his hands. Maybe an inch long?” 
 
    “For a first time?” she asked. Then she giggled. “Sounds good to me. Better not make them too sharp, though.” 
 
    We painted for a while, I finished, Tom brought back another round of drinks, and we sipped and continued our little project. Jory was repeating verses from his little song. 
 
      
 
    Take off all your underwear 
 
    I don’t care 
 
    I’ll go bare 
 
    Bye bye cherry 
 
      
 
    Tom laughed. “For a Girly Man he sure knows some great songs.” 
 
    “Compensation,” I said. “Jory, take a sip.” 
 
    Jory sipped. 
 
    I finished his feet and started on his hands. I sanded and pressed the cuticles back. I selected inch long ovals and applied super glue. Shortly I had his hands looking like talons, and I began painting the blood on them. 
 
    Interestingly, Tom had never put his penis back in his pants. He was just sitting there, that big hog hanging out of his zipper. 
 
    I looked over at Lana. She had pulled her panties up and semen was leaking through them, lots of semen, but she didn’t seem to care. Or maybe she was just drunk enough not to care. 
 
    I looked back at Tom. “You ever hurt anybody with that thing?” 
 
    “Nah. If it gets a little too tight I just do anal. Assholes can take more dick than pussies can. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” muttered Lana. “First time he took me in the ass…whoo!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Lana looked up at me. “When I finish this hand I’ll take care of Girly Man’s face and Tom can preach the gospel to you.” 
 
    Now that was interesting. I looked up at Jory. He was just laughing away, singing his sick, little ditties, and…why not? 
 
    So I finished his claws, blew on them, and waited for them to dry. then I stood up and said, “I think I’ll go fuck Tom now. Okay, Jory?” 
 
    Jory never did hold his liquor too well. His head waggled a bit, and he nodded and said, “A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.” 
 
    I followed Tom out into the hallway. 
 
    We had no sooner stepped out of the bedroom than Tom spun around and pushed me up against the wall. He placed one hand to one side of me and held me against the wall with his lips. 
 
    That man could kiss. His lips were soft and hot, and they were hungry. I realized, as he scoured my soul with his mouth, that Jory having a small dick…well…he had smaller urges. He was horny enough, like all the time, but he wasn’t driven and insistent.  
 
    Tom’s hand went under my blouse and slithered up my body. He cupped my breasts and I gasped. He grabbed my nipple with one hand and gently pulled it. God, I nearly came out of my skull. 
 
    “Where you want to do this?” He asked. 
 
    “Guest bedroom,” I managed to say. 
 
    He picked me up, just scooped me up, and carried me into the guest bedroom. He was strong, and I could feel his muscles holding me so easily. 
 
    He bent and placed me on the bed, then started getting undressed. 
 
    I was anxious, and I pulled my clothes off like they were on fire. 
 
    Then we were both naked, and he was looming over me. I could feel his big cock swing against my leg. My, God! He was a club! 
 
    He held himself over me, a half a push up, and whispered, “Let me fuck your pussy first, then you’ll understand and we can do your asshole.” 
 
    “Okay.” I whispered, so horny I felt like I was exploding. 
 
    “Shit! Do we need lube?” 
 
    “Lots of it.” 
 
    I snaked out from under him, off the bed, and ran back down the hall and into the bedroom. 
 
    “Hey, baby! How’s the fucking?” Jory raised his glass towards me as I streaked past him, boobs bouncing, and into the bathroom. 
 
    Lana just looked up from where she was blowing on his fingers. 
 
    I came out of the bathroom and held up the jar of lube. “Just fine, baby.” 
 
    Lana laughed. “Good call. Use a lot.” 
 
    “Is she really going to get fucked in the ass?” Jory asked. I didn’t hear Lana’s reply. 
 
    Back in the guest room Tom was waiting. He was lying on his side, on an elbow, and his big cock was sticking out like a rooster’s beak. 
 
    Giggling, I laid under him. 
 
    He rolled over, and I was near swallowed by his muscles. 
 
    Still, he didn’t let his weight crush me, and I felt his hand spreading a bit of lube on my pussy. Then he stroked his cock and got it all slick. 
 
    “All right, baby. Are you ready for the big choo choo?” 
 
    Oh, was I! I gave a nervous gulp and nodded. 
 
    He slipped into me, and right away I knew I was in for an adventure. Just the head alone was amazing. It was like a big, old tennis ball was being forced into me. 
 
    I groaned, and it hurt a little, but the lube did its job and he slid into me. 
 
    Inch after inch of that mammoth python crawled into me, and I felt like I was being slow exploded. 
 
    “Easy now,” he whispered. He fondled my breasts, took his time, and kissed me. 
 
    But those slight distractions were nothing compared to the way he was opening me up. 
 
    “Oh, God…I can’t…” 
 
    “Sure, you can. Just hold on.” 
 
    He paused, and I had a chance to come to grips with what was inside me. I just laid there and got used to it. The slight pain receded, and the desire set in. I was plugged, filled, and I wanted to feel it more. I began to move. 
 
    He stopped me, kissed me, and I was getting desperate. “Please!” 
 
    “Pretty soon now. We just want to make sure. I’ll be able to get in you all the way, but I won’t be able to really fuck you until you’ve done this a bunch of times, until your hole is stretched a bit and can accommodate.”
  
 
    I was gulping, unable to stop, and holding on to him. The itch that is the desire to fuck was monstrous. I wanted him to move. 
 
    Finally, he did. He shoved it the rest of the way into me, and now I was panicked. It was too big. “Wait! Wait!” 
 
    He had stopped, and he held me, soothed me, and he finally said, “That’s all of it. You see what I mean?” 
 
    I nodded. “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “Not now you can’t. But with time…with time you’ll learn to love it. But it will always be like you’re walking on a cliff, thinking you’re going to fall into a big abyss of pain.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” I whimpered. 
 
    “Let’s do your asshole. It might hurt more for a second, but it can take the whole thing a lot easier.” 
 
    I bit my lip and nodded. 
 
    He pulled out, and even that was an excruciating experience. I wanted him to stay in…but…I couldn’t…it was too big. 
 
    Then he was outside of me, and I was gasping and wondering where he had gone. 
 
    He sat up and picked up the jar of lube. “Over on all fours and I’ll get you ready.” 
 
    I was surprised that I could still move, but I could, so I went over on my hands and knees. 
 
    Very gently he slathered lube on my asshole. After the near pain of. my pussy it felt really good. 
 
    He pushed lube into my asshole and used a thumb to spread it around inside. The he pulled his thumb out and used two fingers. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, now recovered from the near disaster. “That actually feels good.” 
 
    “Yes, it does.” He moved slowly, pushing more lube in, now using three fingers to spread it around. 
 
    He finished, and I felt like somebody had squashed a banana up my asshole. It felt good, but squooshy. 
 
    He stood up and got behind me. “Remember, the trick is to stay relaxed. If your muscles are rigid it’ll hurt. Relaxed muscles will accept everything quick and easy.” 
 
    “Okay,” I gulped. 
 
    He shoved it into me. 
 
    I knelt there, in shock, and felt the big baseball bat laying in my rectal canal. 
 
    “I know,” he said. “But if you go slow it takes forever, and you have to keep overcoming pain. Do it quick and fast and the muscles don’t even have time to tighten up.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    He was already sliding back and forth, and I felt that monster rub up against my walls. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    For a long minute he just took his time, and I started to wiggle my butt a little. 
 
    “How did you learn how to do this?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Lana used a strap on on me.” 
 
    “Really?” I froze and looked back at him. 
 
    He put an arm around my head, bent me back, caused me to arch, and his dick to move around inside me. He kissed me, and being all pretzeled it was absolutely stunning and breathtaking. 
 
    When he let me go and went back to his long, deep, slow strokes, I asked, “Can you go home and get that strap on for me?” 
 
    He grinned. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “You think he’ll like it?” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Love it.” 
 
    “Then, yes.” 
 
    He began to move faster now. The bed springs squeaked and the bed knocked against the wall. Heck, my head was hitting the wall, but I didn’t care. That peeny up my rear was all there was. 
 
    Suddenly, he gave a big lurch and froze, and I could feel his cock unload in me. God! The man had just cum in his wife and he was cumming again! 
 
    Squirt after squirt, and they weren’t sissy squirts. I felt like a bucket of cum was being shaken into my pussy. 
 
    Finally, he sagged, then he backed off. I twisted and lay down on my belly, and marveled at the sensations in my rear end. 
 
    Alive, electric, opened up. And…filled with semen. 
 
    “Just relax a while. I’ll go get us some more drinks.” 
 
    I laid there and just tried to breath and remember who I was. 
 
      
 
    When we returned to the bedroom Jory was pretty nearly made up. 
 
    “Geez,” Lana mock complained. “You guys took long enough.” 
 
    Jory was asleep. He laid there, his features slack as Lana put on the finishing touches. 
 
    His eyes were smoky grey and his lips were bright red. He had the proper amount of blush, and she had even plucked his eyebrows and shaped them perfectly. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    Tom grinned. “He’s going to be surprised when he wakes up.” 
 
    “He’s going to be upset,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Sure. But…let’s keep him away from mirrors and keep pouring drinks into him. Then we can slack off a bit, and he’ll sort of sober up and get used to it.” 
 
    That made sense. 
 
    “Okay,” said Lana, “Now the hard part. Let’s get him dressed.” 
 
    Dressing up a limp body in tight clothes is difficult, to say the least, and we struggled. Really, we should have dressed him first, but that hadn’t seemed likely. Fortunately Tom had the muscle, and Lana and I could adjust his clothes. 
 
    We laid him on the bed and pulled up garters and nylons. Then we put on his bra and his breast forms. 
 
    “Crap. He needs a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “Not a corset?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I don’t want to squeeze his body when he’s drunk like this.” 
 
    So we put an open bottomed tummy shaper on him. 
 
    Laying on the bed he was beautiful. A woman in body and face, but there was one problem. He had a boner. 
 
    We all stood to one side of the bed and stared at the little cob sticking up. It was quite pretty, be it a bit small. 
 
    “That’s got to go,” said Lana. 
 
    “Yep,” agreed Tom. 
 
    And, I hated to agree, but with what we were planning to do…his boner had to go. 
 
    But it wasn’t going to go. That dick had been fucked, and but good. There was no sperm left to leak. But he was in a state, having made me cum, and it wasn’t going to go down. 
 
    “Can you jack a man off if he’s asleep?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, “But he’s not going to cum.” 
 
    Lana took it in her hand, stroked it a few times. Jory merely gave a snore. She frowned and backed off. 
 
    “You know,” said Tom. “I might have a way.” 
 
    We looked at him. 
 
    “Lana? Do you remember that toy the guys gave me last Christmas? It was supposed to be a joke?” 
 
    “You mean that miniature chastity tube?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    They hummed and hawed and discussed it. 
 
    “Might be too small.” 
 
    “For that little thing? Naw.” 
 
    “We’d have to be careful.” 
 
    “We can be careful.” 
 
    “We only live a few minutes away. I can be back in five.” 
 
    “We could put ice on his pecker, get it small enough to fit into that thing.” 
 
    “What are you guys talking about?” I asked. My back door felt so good. I wanted more. 
 
    Tom turned to me. “A solution.” He turned to Lana. “Back in five.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tom ran out of the room and down the hall. A couple of seconds and I heard the front door slam. 
 
    “What are you guys…” 
 
    “Go get some ice. Big bag.” 
 
    Well, I had better. We had been using the ice for drinks all day, and I came back with a sort of plastic bag, the kind you use for back aches and stuff. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Lana whispered. She took the bag and wrapped it around Jory’s little penis. 
 
    We sat back and talked about Tom’s dick for a while, and Jory’s cock slowly shrank. 
 
     
 
    The chastity tube was a little thing. Way too small for a normal guy, but exactly the right size for tiny dick Jory. 
 
    Lana took the ice bag off him and Tom fitted a ring around his package, pushed a cock shaped sleeve over his penis, then secured the whole thing with a little padlock. 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the little thing. “Is that hot?” 
 
    “It is sort of hot,” agreed Lana. 
 
    “I don’t get it,” said Tom. “What’s the big attraction? You lock it up and you can’t fuck it. And why would a guy want to get himself all imprisoned like that? That’s got to be the most frustrating thing in the world.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Lana and I snapped at the same time, then we giggled. 
 
    “Okay, he’s still asleep. Let’s put the cheongsam on him.” 
 
    Tom lifted and we girls tugged, and we pulled the oriental style dress up his frame. Talk about luck, it was a perfect fit. We buttoned the buttons and stood back and smiled. 
 
    Jory lay sleeping, facing up. And he was a beautiful woman. His dress was snug and his tits were big. His legs, showed a little, and the nylons gave him a sleek look. There was no bulge where the chastity tube held his little man prisoner, and, most important, his hair was absolutely stunning. It wasn’t the dark, raven wing look of oriental women, but it was better. 
 
    “Well, let’s have another drink and watch the tube while we wait.” 
 
    We sat around the bedroom and watched the big screen while Jory slumbered. 
 
    An hour later, he began to stir. 
 
     
 
    “Sleeping Beauty rejoins the land of the living,” Tom murmured. 
 
    I turned off the big screen and we gathered around the bed. 
 
    Tom moaned, then his eyes fluttered. And I do mean fluttered. He had heavily made up eyes. The mascara was precise, the fake eyelashes long, and the colors absolute perfection. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” I shook him. 
 
    He opened his eyes all the way, and was puzzled, but he was also still drunk. 
 
    “My head hurts,” he mumbled. 
 
    Lana helped him sit upright. We agreed that Tom should just stand and watch unless we needed him. 
 
    “What’s on my…” 
 
    Lana stopped him from rubbing his eyes, and I pushed a drink in his hand. 
 
    “Hair of the dog, baby. Drink up.” 
 
    He sipped, but I kept lifting the glass. The liquor went between his red stained lips easily. He gulped, and he looked at us. “What’s on my eyes?” 
 
    Again, Lana stopped him from feeling his eyes, and I pushed the drink on him again. I wanted him stupid again.  
 
    “All of it. Drink it all.” 
 
    Normally, he wouldn’t have been able to. But still half drunk, he managed it. Almost instantly he was grinned. 
 
    Lana and I helped him stand up. He was taller now. And while this confused him, he looked around and said, “Am I still wearing those heels?” 
 
    “You sure are,” answered Tom. 
 
    “Hey, buddy,” he wavered and almost fell, but Lana and I had him. 
 
    “Man, I must have drunk a lot, what’s this…” he started to look down at his clothes, his cheongsam, but I pushed and Lana pulled, and the threat of motion, and falling on his face, made him look up. 
 
    Chatting, talking to him soothingly, we walked him out of the bedroom. The drink was taking good effect, and he hadn’t had a chance to see himself in a mirror. 
 
    We arrived in the foyer and had a choice. Turn left, into the living room, and avoid all mirrors, or turn right and let him see himself in the big wall mirror. 
 
    I took a big breath and nodded to the others. 
 
    The mirror. 
 
    We turned him and he turned and grinned stupidly and said, “Are we going out? I don’t know if— “ he stopped. 
 
    He had caught sight of himself, and we kept him turning. He took in himself, and his breathing stopped.  
 
    He was beautiful. Slender with big breasts. His hair flowing down, his face perfectly made up. 
 
    He was a woman, and there was no denying that. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    He stared back at himself. He was still drunk, but his eyes were big, and I had a feeling that he was getting so shocked that the effects of alcohol were dissipating. 
 
    “Is that…did you…” 
 
    Lana stood next to him, under his arm. She was grinning, and beautiful. I realized they made quite the couple. 
 
    I was on the other side, under his other arm, and…we made quite the couple, too. 
 
    Tom looked on from behind us, proud as a puppy with a new toy. 
 
    Then the tears started. 
 
    “Am I…am I…” his eyes filled with moisture, a tear trickled down. 
 
    “Did you…I have boobs…what…” 
 
    More tears. 
 
    We talked to him, soothed him, but the waterworks had started. He cupped his hands over his face and cried, and his mascara, though waterproof, still ran a little. Lana and I dabbed and tried to keep the damage to a minimum. 
 
    I thought: Oh, no. 
 
    But I was wrong. 
 
    Suddenly Jory turned to me and hugged me. He held on, sobbed, and kept whispering, “Thank you. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    If we thought we had had a party this morning, it was nothing like what started then. 
 
    Tom turned up the music and Lana and I started taking turns dancing with Jory. It was wonderful dancing with my new husband. To feel his large breasts pressing against mine. To catch the scent of the delicate perfume we had spritzed him with. To nuzzle together, our faces in each others hair. 
 
    Then I watched him with Lana, and I loved how she held his face and kissed him as they swayed. 
 
    Then Tom danced with him. Tom was big and manly, and he moved Jory around just like he was…she was…a woman. 
 
    At one point we were sitting around the patio table and Jory asked, “What’s going on with my cock? I can’t see it, but it…something is grabbing it. Squeezing it. And the harder I get the more it squeezes.” 
 
    We all chuckled, and Tom explained about the chastity tube. 
 
    “Well, when do I get it off?” 
 
    “That depends on your wife.” Tom handed me the key to the little padlock. “You make her happy and maybe she’ll let you out.” He grinned in a most evil fashion. “Then again, “Maybe she’ll just keep you locked up. Let you watch as I fuck her hole big.” 
 
    Jory’ face turned different colors, his muscles worked, but, in the end, he simply nodded and said, “Oh.” 
 
    At one point Johnny Timmons and his wife came over. They heard the noise from next door and wanted to do a little party crashing. When they found out why we were partying they were astounded. 
 
    “That’s…that’s really you? Jory?” 
 
    Jory nodded. He was becoming accustomed to his new appearance faster than I thought. I mean, he was still drunk, but there was a part of him that wasn’t drunk, if you get what I mean. 
 
    Johnny’s wife insisted on a dance. Then Johnny took his turn. 
 
    More neighbors came over, the news was getting out, and I found out later that Johnny’s wife had posted to Facebook. 
 
    Finally, everybody dancing and drinking and having a great time, I nudged Lana. “Do you want him?” 
 
    She smiled big time. “Do I? Does a fish want water?” 
 
    She moved through the crowd, took Jory’s arm and swung him back towards the house. People understood what was happening, and there were a few hoots, but Lana ignored them. Jory glanced at me and I simply smiled. I was sure, that though he had been drunk, he remembered me fucking Tom. 
 
    I waited a minute, then entered the house after them. 
 
    I followed them down the hall and listened to them at the door. Then, when I thought they were into their own universe, I cracked the door and peeked in. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” said Lana. “I have always wanted to screw a woman with a dick.” 
 
    She had him on the bed, was perched on him. Seemed like everybody wanted to be on top of Jory. 
 
    “But my dick is locked up.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I brought something for you.” 
 
    The strap on was in a bag next to the bed. Tom had remembered to bring it when he had brought back the chastity tube, and she took it out and arranged it around his waist. She had to lift his cheongsam to fit it on him, but when she was done he had a big dick, bigger than his own, and she was now beneath him, waiting. 
 
    “Drive it to me, stud. Let me see how a Girly Man does it.” 
 
    Jory slid the big penis into her, and marveled when her eyes went wide. Of course, he had never seen the look of a woman opened up by a big peeny because, face it, he had a little peeny. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” She held on to him and rose up to meet him. 
 
    Then I watched the most amazing race. 
 
    Her fucking for all her might, and him fucking and not feeling a thing.  
 
    She moaned and cried out and grabbed his hair and pulled him down to her lips. Being careful, of course, not to dislodge the wig. 
 
    Jory thrust into her, again and again, and I knew he was feeling the heat. The look on his face, but…nothing was there. It was a fuckless fuck. 
 
    Suddenly she began to cry out, guttural grunts and moans, and her hips bounced up and down. “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    She came and came and came. 
 
    Jory just stayed inside her, looking down, marveling at his own detachment, his lack of sensation as she had gone crazy. I knew he had to be the most frustrated man in the world right about now. 
 
    Then she pushed him off. “Oh, God. that was good. You can fuck me with somebody else’s dick any time.” 
 
    She strode towards the door, a big, happy smile on her face. She pulled opened the door, wasn’t surprised to see me, and stepped past me. 
 
    I stepped into the room and closed the door. 
 
    Jory was sitting on the side of the bed. His cheongsam up around his waist, the dildo sticking out. I wondered if he was comparing the dildo to the size of his own puny penis. 
 
    “Hey, honey.” 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    “Well, I did…I guess.” 
 
    I chuckled. “That’s what it’s like when you get fucked by a tiny peeny. You feel something, but the bang is small. Sort of frustrating. 
 
    “Is that what you’ve felt all these years?” 
 
    I answered him simply. “Yes.” 
 
    He looked  very miserable then. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be,” I said. “I love you, and there’s other ways of doing things.” 
 
    “There are?” 
 
    I was working around his waist, undoing the strap on. I lifted it off him. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like this,” I began putting on the strap on. It felt to have a good, hefty, hunk of meat, even though it was plastic, sticking out in front of me. I thought about how I liked to be in charge. And I thought about how he liked it when I was in charge. It seemed to make his little dick even harder. 
 
    He looked at my big dick and licked his lips nervously. “I thought you were going to unlock me.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord no. I certainly don’t want to do that.” 
 
    I pushed his shoulders and he laid back on the bed. 
 
    “Ever?” 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “Then…then…” 
 
    “Shush up, Girly Man.” 
 
    He shushed, and I moved between his legs. I slapped lube between his legs and thought about how Tom had slapped lube into me. I used a lot, and really smushed it in. I used three fingers and got him hot and horny…and well lubed. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know—“ 
 
    I rammed it in and he gasped. 
 
    “What don’t you know?” I asked. I grabbed his little cock cage and shook it. The penis was trying to get hard inside, but failing. 
 
    “I…I…” he was suddenly gasping and giving little shivers. 
 
    I held his cage and pulled out and rammed it in again. 
 
    “I don’t think…I don’t…” 
 
    “Good. You shouldn’t think. You should just learn to lay down and let me fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he moaned. 
 
    I drove it into him, pulled out, again and again. I moved around so the penis would scrape against his rectal walls, wake up all the nerves. 
 
    He was beside himself, groaning, and his eyes rolled back in their sockets. 
 
    I leaned down and kissed him, then pulled back and said, “I won’t be getting dick from you any more. Tom’s dick will work for me, and when I get tired of him I might find somebody bigger. But as for you, hubby of mine, I am now in charge. I am the fucker and you are the fuckee. Is that clear?” 
 
    His teeth were chattering and his head bobbed up and down. I grabbed his chest mounds and squeezed. “And you can’t feel this, but we’ll get you some real ones, okay?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…okay.” 
 
    Real tits, and I’m in your pussy, and you are my Girly Man, now and forever. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Oh…OH! OH!” 
 
    Jory began to cum. Again and again. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’ve had enough.” 
 
    I looked at Rose and sighed. She was a strong woman, and a sometimes headache. 
 
    There was the time she decided we were going to be sun worshippers. We stood out on the lawn every morning and every evening, watching the sun rise or set with half opened eyes. The most we got out of that little play was headaches. 
 
    Then there was the time we had to eat nothing but raw meat. Cavemen ate raw meat, and they conquered the world. Beat all the animals. And look at animals, they eat raw meat and they are strong and powerful, and…she didn’t like it when I asked her where all the cavemen were now. 
 
    And there were other little ideas she came across and decided to implement all throughout the world…starting with us. 
 
    “I’m sorry you’ve had enough,” I stated succinctly, hoping that this wasn’t the start of another mad fiasco. 
 
    “I’m not kidding.” 
 
    “Had enough of what?” 
 
    “Of a world designed by and built for men.” 
 
    I had been trying to get a video player to work, but this sounded bad. I put my teeny weeny screwdriver down and pushed back from the table. 
 
    “You seem to have adapted well to this man world. You drive where you want, all the glass ceilings are breaking, and it seems that men are getting the short end of the stick these days.” 
 
    She’s a beautiful woman. Nice, tight body and not too bad in the boobs department. Her face is a bit triangular and her eyes even and quite sexy. Except when she gets uptight and squinches her look. Then she looks a bit…narrow. She was looking pretty narrow right then. 
 
    “It’s men that rape women!” 
 
    “Well, women don’t have dicks.” 
 
    Oh, God, that was the wrong thing to say. I had meant it to be humor, or at least a quick way to circumvent what I knew was coming. She, however, did not agree with my somewhat admittedly lousy sense of humor. 
 
    In one breath, and without benefit of punctuation, and I dare you to say it in the ten seconds it took her, she blurted: “Buildings were designed for a Frenchman in the thirties for a body six feet tall and cars were designed in the fifties for men with six foot bodies and women aren’t even allowed in clinical trials because they have too many hormones and that skews the results and why don’t scientists realize that they should include women explicitly because they offered skewed results because aren’t you looking for the outliers they offer alternative statistics but scientists are scared of the truth.” 
 
    I blinked, and backed off. I mean, she was wound up, and when she was tightly wound like this there was no way I was going to have any affect with my admittedly ‘male’ arguments. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said, putting up my hands. “I apologize for men everywhere. You are absolutely right and I’ll never do it again.” 
 
    She glared at me. Hands on hips. 
 
    God, I was hoping that was the end of it. I simply hated it when I ran out screaming, utterly defeated and wishing I had never been born. 
 
    She grabbed my wrist and began walking back towards the bedroom. 
 
    Now, I could have wrenched free, but there was a piece of me that still held on to the slight possibility of marital bliss. I allowed myself to be dragged back to the bedroom. 
 
    All the way down the hall she didn’t say anything. Into the bedroom, and her usually full and beautiful lips were tightened in a straight line. Her round, beautiful eyes, normally so sexy, so alive, were now an angry a slit. 
 
    “I don’t really have time for this…I need to—“ 
 
    She reached into her drawer and pulled out a bra. She threw it in my face. 
 
    “Wha—“ 
 
    “Put it on!” 
 
    “I’m not putting it on!” 
 
    “Put it on,” she growled. 
 
    “Why should I?” 
 
    “Because it’s time you learned what it felt like to be a horse in a harness. It’s time you walked around all day with your body all bound up and your melons forced up. It’s time you learned what it feels like to have to dress the way a man wants!” 
 
    “I won’t. I never demanded that a woman wear…wear a bra!” 
 
    “So you don’t appreciate a woman with a good set of jugs?” 
 
    Oh, man. She was using mu own words, certainly my own actions, against me. 
 
    “I do. But I don’t tell a woman how to dress or what she’s got to wear!” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    We glared at each other for a moment, and then she was off again, and this time her bite had teeth. Big, fucking teeth. 
 
    “You once told me that it was lucky that I had big tits, that that was the only reason you married me.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Well,” I stuttered, “I did say that! But we were just joking! It was just my way of pointing out how beautiful your…your chest is.” 
 
    “So I’m nothing but a set of tits. Good for bearing brats and letting you spit your little dick in me…” 
 
    “It’s not little!” I protested feebly. 
 
    And she delivered the coup de grâce. The death blow. The end to any and every argument I might make. “It might as well be, because until you grow up and put on this bra you will never, not ever, put your penis in my love canal.” 
 
    With that she stomped out. 
 
    I stood there for a moment. I stared down at the bra, which had fallen on the floor. 
 
    “Traitor,” I said. 
 
    The bra said nothing. But I think it was laughing. 
 
    I turned around and went back to trying to fix the video player. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of weeks. 
 
    Oh, it might have taken longer, maybe a month or even two, but Rose turned up the heat. 
 
    That first night she dressed up for dinner. Low cut, short hemmed, legs encased in nylon, feet in high heels. She wore make up and a string of pearls. Her hair was done up French style, and was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    And she fixed me a steak. Sizzling in butter with garlic and onions. Good quality cut of meat. And mashed potatoes with what looked like a half a cube of butter on the top. And the grease drippings form the steak poured onto the potatoes until they looked like a volcano of epigastric delight. And Moose Tracks ice cream for desert. And a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Then, while I was indulging in this orgy of delight she began taking off her clothes. 
 
    I actually forgot to eat as she slipped out of her short dress and stood there in garters and bra and hose and earrings. 
 
    The she took off her bra. Those amazing mammaries of hers fell out and I dropped my knife and fork. 
 
    Then she ran past me, giggling. 
 
    Well, I can take a hint. I was on my feet and sprinting after her. But she had a head start on me. I reached the bedroom just as she slammed the door and locked it. 
 
    “Let me in!” I begged hoarsely. 
 
    “Just a minute. I’m getting ready.” 
 
    Inside my pants my dick was doing a mambo. I mean, when she turned on the sex appeal, it stayed turned on. 
 
    A minute, and I tapped again. “Please. Honey?” 
 
    Again: “Just a minute. Almost ready.” 
 
    Another minute, and I raised my hand to tap, and the door opened. 
 
    I was grinning, lusting, happy in my heart, my dick pounding madly, and everything stopped. 
 
    She was wearing a tatty, old robe. Her hair was a maze of skewed up curlers. She had cold cream slathered on her most beauteous face.  
 
    “But—“ I blurted. 
 
    She walked past me, and pushed the bra in to my hands. “Wear it.” 
 
    I stood there for a long minute and stared at the bit of material. A fucking bra. She had to be kidding. But she wasn’t. 
 
    I tossed the bra into the bedroom and turned back to the kitchen. I arrived just as she scraped my plate into the garbage. I could see the ice cream under the steak and potatoes, and my glass was empty. All that beautiful bourbon down the drain. 
 
    I tell ya, my heart was sinking rapidly. 
 
    “But I wasn’t done.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re done, all right.” 
 
    She walked past me then. Head up, not even glancing at me. 
 
    I ended up eating a can of hash. Bleh! 
 
    And it got worse. 
 
    She pranced around the house all dolled up, then, when I reached for her, she darted away. 
 
    By the second week I was not thinking correctly. 
 
    At one point she got down on her knees and gave me one of her famous deep throats, and just when I thought I was going to blow my load she slapped my balls and walked away. 
 
    I tried talking to her, but she just listened, then walked off. 
 
    By the end of two weeks I was horny, and my thinking processes were dulled. My dick was talking, but nobody was listening. 
 
    I was sitting in the bathroom, doing my business, and I finished. I stood up and looked at myself. Gaunt cheeks, dull eyes, a nervous excitement reminiscent of Renfield’s. I was a mess. 
 
    I looked down at my dick. It was priapic most of the time now. I hadn’t had any for awhile, and I could feel semen boiling in my balls, begging to be let free. 
 
    I needed love. More than that, I needed a fuck. I needed a release. 
 
    Standing there, I grabbed my penis. Without even thinking I began to stroke.  
 
    Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Ah, gad! It felt so incredibly good. I felt like I was going to spit my baby batter and finally get some relie— 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    My head snapped to the side. Rose was standing at the door, leaning on the jamb, a laugh on her face.  
 
    “Big strong man is reduced to playing with himself Just a horny, little boy.” 
 
    I spun and fell to my knees, I grabbed the hem of her skirt and buried my face in it. “Please! Please! Mercy! I’m sorry! The world was designed for men and I am so ashamed.” 
 
    I blathered on, not really aware of what I was saying, just so desperate I said whatever came to mind. 
 
    Finally, my heart poured out on the floor, sobbing into the bottom of my skirt, she said, “Jack.” 
 
    I looked up at her, tears pouring from my eyes, gut wrenching sobs shaking my body, and she slapped me in the face with the bra. 
 
    “Wear it.” 
 
    And I broke. 
 
    Can you blame me? 
 
    I had been reduced to my lowest state. My urges had been used to whip me. I took the bra. 
 
    Snuffling and sniffing, I put the thing on. I had watched her enough  times to know that you fastened it in front, then spun it around your waist. I did, then I slipped my hands under the straps and pulled the thing up. 
 
    She reached down and put her hand under my chin. She lifted gently and I rose to my feet. I felt, with this feel of love exuding from her, like I was ascending to heaven. 
 
    She kissed me, a soft, gentle kiss that scoured me and took what remained of my breath away. 
 
    Her hand wrapped around my erect penis and began to stroke. Back and forth, and my chest heaved and my balls yelled out ‘Hosanna!’ 
 
    She chewed on my mouth, kept working my penis, and, the weeks of deprivation, I was shortly ready to squirt…and she let me. 
 
    “UNH! UNH!” I sounded like a caveman begging, and white fluid shot into her hand. Again and again. My legs shook and my body quivered, and I emptied myself. 
 
    At last, I stood there as if supported by her hand around my dick. I was slumped, exhausted, ready to lay down and go to sleep. 
 
    She looked at me with a smile. “Was that so hard?” 
 
    “It was hard, all right.” I smiled. “But it’s not now.” 
 
    “Good boy.” She patted my cheek and turned away. 
 
    “Ahh,” I sighed, and I began to take off the bra. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” The bitch was back, sharp tongued and ready to flay me alive. 
 
    “I’m taking this bra off…” I was a little confused. After all, I had put it on. What else did she want. 
 
    “Don’t. You leave it on. You learn what a woman has to go through for a man.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Do we have to do this all over again?” she snarled. 
 
    “No…no!” I was immediately reduced to beggary. 
 
    “Then leave that bra on. Wear it. Learn what you’ve done to women.” 
 
    “But I haven’t done anything!” 
 
    But my argument was for naught. She turned away, stomped away, and I was left with a choice. Wear the bra and live a decent life, or take it off and be dashed down to the depths of hell. 
 
    I chose to wear it. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t bad wearing the thing, actually, once you got used to the straps digging in. But I figured out the right amount of tight in the straps, and I got a little extender for the back clasp, and…it wasn’t bad. 
 
    Heck, I wore it under clothes, a sweat shirt really covered it, and in a suit it was totally invisible. 
 
    Of course I still caught Rose studying me, a little glare in her eyes, and I wondered if she wanted the thing to be uncomfortable. I wondered if maybe she needed to adjust her own bra straps. 
 
    I didn’t, of course, bring up the subject. 
 
    I just lived life, got used to it, and I thought everything was settled. 
 
    We started making love again, and it was even sort of cool when she put a hand on my pecs as if they were boobs, and occasionally snapped my bra. 
 
    Made me giggle, if you know what I mean. 
 
    Then we went to a party. 
 
      
 
    Rose was dressed to the nines. This was a bunch of her girlfriends, and she was looking forward to it all week. 
 
    I was dressed casual, but spiffy, if that makes sense. 
 
    We walked into Jane Strider’s house, did the greet, and found ourselves a couple of drinks. 
 
    It was pleasant. I knew everybody, we had a lot in common, and we all mingled through the house and out onto the patio where there was a bit of music and dancing. The hours slowly passed and everybody was a little bit loosy goosy, Henry and Gwen disappeared for a while, and that was okay because they were married. Then Danny and Dorothy disappeared for a while, and they weren’t married. Ooh la la. And we all grinned and raised eyebrows. 
 
    I danced with Rose, and we smiled at each other and felt like disappearing for a while. But, no. We were going to save it up for when we went home. At the end of the last song she subtilely snapped my bra, and…Nancy Smith cut in. 
 
    “Ooh! Let me dance with Jack!” 
 
    Rose grinned and headed for the punch bowl. 
 
    I took Nancy in arm and swirled through the crowd.  
 
    Nancy was sexy stacked, and I could feel her breasts pressing against me. What I didn’t realize was that she could feel something of mine pressing against her. 
 
    Well, hell. I hadn’t had any for a couple of days, she was pressing her body up against mine. Can you blame me? 
 
    “Is that a prick in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?” She misquoted deliberately and giggled. Then she snuggled closer. Nancy was always known as a prick tease, and—oh, hell. I might as well admit it—I liked it. 
 
    I’m a guy! I had no intention of being untrue, but…I responded to her closeness, to her big boobs, to the feel of my cock pressed against her pussy. No matter there were several layers of clothing between us. 
 
    What I didn’t know was that such closeness would enable her to feel my bra. 
 
    She suddenly put me at arm’s length and blurted, “You’ve got a bra on!” 
 
    I turned red. A tomato would have been pale next to me. 
 
    “Jack! This really is…why?” 
 
    She wasn’t speaking loudly, and I kept my own voice low, hoping nobody would hear. 
 
    “It’s Rose’s idea.” 
 
    “Really? Is she feminizing you or something?” 
 
    “No…no. It’s just that…she wants me to know what a woman goes through.” 
 
    The dance seemed to go on for a long time, and I explained what I could, and even went into detail about how she had brought me to heel. 
 
    All the while Nancy’s mouth started getting larger with smile. When I was done, when the dance ended, she nodded, snapped my bra strap, and said, “Thanks for the dance, Jack. It was enlightening.” 
 
    Grinning, she wandered off, and the next thing I knew she was in a corner, talking to Rose. 
 
    Uh oh. And then I watched tragedy unfold slowly, like a train wreck in slow time. 
 
    This car bashes into that car, and that car bashes into that car, and the next car overturns, and…Nancy finished talking to Rose, and started talking to Gwen. And then Nancy talked to Gloria, and Gwen talked to Debby. And then Nancy talked to…and all the women were staring at me, grinning knowingly, and I was starting to turn redder and redder. 
 
    I grabbed the bar and downed a drink. I needed to get out of here. And quick. 
 
    But quick was not on the menu that night. It was a couple of hours before I managed to get out of the party, and then only after half a dozen women had snapped my bra and muttered things like, ‘Way to go, Jack.’ ‘I love a manly man.’ ‘I’m going to put George in a bra. And panties, too.’ 
 
    Oh, God. It was bad enough that the women knew, If the men had known my life would have been over. 
 
    “That was a wonderful party,” Rose sighed as I drove through the streets. 
 
    “I saw you talking to a lot of women. What were you talking about?” I knew, I just…I wanted to hear it from her. 
 
    “Oh, this and that.” 
 
    “About my bra.” 
 
    “Yes. That was brought up.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “Well you shouldn’t have been dancing so close with Nancy. It was obvious from the bulge in your pants that…” she suddenly clamped her mouth shut, and I knew I was in the doghouse again. 
 
    “I have to stop wearing this bra.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare. In fact,  the other women like you in a bra. They’re all going to put their own men in bras.” 
 
    “But I—“ 
 
    “And Nancy said she is going to put George in garters and nylons.” 
 
    That one froze me. I actually coasted to a stop. Rose slapped my arm. “Drive.” 
 
    I managed to get the car moving again, but my mind…my mind… 
 
    “So starting tomorrow you are going to wear garters and nylons. And I’ll start looking for a pair of shoes for you.” 
 
    “I’ve got shoes,” I blurted, hardly aware of what was happening. 
 
    “And maybe a bit of make up.” 
 
    I slammed my foot down and the car screeched to a stop. Fortunately, it was late, and there was nobody behind me. 
 
    “Now just wait one minute!” 
 
    Rose watched me, sitting back against the passenger door, a quirky, lop-sided grin on her face. “What color lipstick you want, Jack?” 
 
    “I’m not!” 
 
    “Drive, Jack. The house isn’t getting any closer.” 
 
    I started the car up again. “I’m not.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, she just pulled out the big guns again. She reached up and pulled her low cut dress down. She was wearing a shelf bra, and when those delightful nips poked out and stared at me I nearly drove off the road. 
 
    “Watch where you’re going, Jack.” She helped me steer for a moment, until I was back on the road, then she cuddled up against me. She unzipped my pants and began to suck. 
 
    Oh, God! I tried to push my hips up and make it easier for her. I tried to steer gently, without banging my forearms into her head. I drove slowly. 
 
    Her head rose and fell, and her lips leeched on to me and slithered up and down. I could feel her tongue lashing me. She fitted her lips perfectly to the lip of my skull. 
 
    Then I was about to squirt. I felt the ignition start up down there. I tilted my hips and…and…she backed off. And she even grabbed my cock with one hand and strangled it. 
 
    “Bad, Jack!” And she slapped the head of my penis with her free hand. 
 
    “Oh…no! Let me…let me…” 
 
    “Not until you grow up and act like a woman!” She slapped my dick again. 
 
    And there I sat, driving, in charge of a couple of thousand pounds of metal and rubber and plastic—a car was like a guided missile—but my own guided missile was blunted, called back, and I was reduced to whimpering. 
 
    “Ow…no…please…ow!” 
 
    “Bad, Jack!” she repeated, slapping the head of my cock again and again. 
 
    She kept slapping and slapping, spanking my best friend, until I was actually sobbing. 
 
    Then she let go and moved back in her seat. “Let that be a lesson,” she sniffed. 
 
    Shortly after that I pulled into our driveway, and let me tell you, I was hurting. 
 
    My cock, for which I had had such high hopes this evening, was crying. And I mean that literally. The head was red where it had been spanked, and little drops of pre-cum kept squeezing out of the slit. 
 
    Rose got out of the car. She had never pulled her dress back up, and she stomped around the front of the car, the headlights illuminating her massive, hanging mammaries, and up the walk. 
 
    I turned the car off and just sat there for a long moment. My cock was crying, but I was crying, too. 
 
    But it wasn’t the pain of having my cock spanked that caused me to cry. It was the idea of wearing garters, and nylons, and…and a bit of make up. 
 
    I was a guy, dammit! 
 
    But…was I? Really? 
 
    I was already wearing a bra. 
 
    Finally, sniffing, I got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
      
 
    I think I would have been able to resist. There was, in me, still, a bit of the male. The caveman who went out and killed saber-toothed tigers and brought them home to eat. The rugged hunter who jabbed a wooly mammoth in the ass with a puny spear and somehow…brought him home for dinner. 
 
    I would have. Except…the phone call. 
 
    It was ten in the morning and I was staggering around. I was a bit hung over, and trying to read the newspaper. Looking for the comics. Trying to let the pounding in my head wane. 
 
    RING RING! 
 
    I looked at my cell. Sunday morning. Who in the hell…I glanced at the face and it said…’George.’ 
 
    That caused me a frown. Nancy’s George. What the hell could he want. 
 
    “Hey, George.” 
 
    “You asshole!” 
 
    I held the phone away and looked at it, then put it gingerly up to my ear again. 
 
    “George?” I tried softly. 
 
    “You wear a fucking bra, then Nancy finds out and she wants me to wear a bra. And Henry and David and…and all the women are demanding that we men wear bras! And it’s your fault! What the fuck were you thinking?” 
 
    “George, you’ve got to understand…” I tried to explain some of what I was going through. “Rose has been…she withheld all sex and…then she threw my steak out and…” 
 
    But in the end, George simply said, “FUCK YOU!” and hung up. 
 
    I put my cell down. 
 
    I was dead meat. 
 
    I was excommunicated from the brotherhood of all men. 
 
    No man would talk to me, and…and…my thoughts whirled. 
 
    An hour later Rose got up and came out smiling. She was holding the bra in one hand, and garters and nylons in the other. 
 
    I was in my robe, naked under the robe. My cock hard as always. 
 
    I looked at the items in her hands. 
 
    Bra. Garters. Nylons. 
 
    And what was next? 
 
    And I knew there would be something next. 
 
    Heels. 
 
    A dress. 
 
    And…and…(choke)…make up. 
 
    Yet, I had no support group behind me. I had no men standing shoulder to shoulder and demanding their rights. The men had left me. 
 
    I was weak. And I was getting weaker. I had no backbone left. 
 
    If only George had understood, if we could have talked it out and come up with a plan, but planning isn’t something that cavemen do. 
 
    I reached out and took the proffered items. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen and began rattling pots and pans and making a Sunday breakfast. 
 
    If I put these things on…I would get a feast. And then, someday, I would be reduced to making the feast, and she would lounge in bed and eat chocolates and watch soap operas. 
 
    A slow path to servitude, to the reduction of my manhood to mousehood. 
 
    Yet, what could I do? 
 
    I was an inch taller and ten pounds heavier. I was strong, I could go hunt lions and win…but I was outnumbered. 
 
    I was only a man. 
 
    I placed the garters and nylons on the end of the couch and put the bra on. 
 
    I put the garter on. It was tight around my waist and the straps dangled against my thighs. 
 
    I sat down on the couch and unrolled the nylons up my legs. 
 
    She was going to make me shave my legs. Or use some of that Nair crap. And then I would have to shave under my arms. Or…or go to a beauty salon and have them wax my body. 
 
    Ouch. Red strips across my body. 
 
    And my hair…she wasn’t going to let me cut it. 
 
    All these thoughts went through my head as I snapped the snaps to keep my nylons in place. 
 
    But…I wasn’t there yet. I still had an ounce of hope in my soul. Somewhere in my soul. I wasn’t sure where, but…there had to be some way out of this mess! 
 
    I stood up and walked into the kitchen. Wearing nylons instead of socks was weird, and my legs felt cool and hot at the same time. I had on a second skin and it was…unreal. 
 
    My cock stuck out under my garter. The air was cool upon it, and it throbbed and bounced. 
 
    I sighed, and stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    Rose was at the stove, and she turned and inspected me, and gave a big smile. 
 
    She looked at me. “Have I ever told you how sexy you are?” 
 
    I shook my head, caught in the glumness of my soul. 
 
    She came to me then. She kissed me and grabbed my cock and held it, and I felt the pulse of my man meat exulting. 
 
    Traitor man meat. 
 
    “Well, you are. And you are going to be so much more sexier when I am through with you.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    “Now sit down and eat your breakfast. We have a lot to discuss, and you’re going to love it.” 
 
    I sat.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The first thing that happened, and it happened pretty darn quick, was that Rose ordered me a pair of breast forms. Big ones. Next day delivery through Amazon. And, of course, a few more bras, bigger bras, to help support the breast forms. 
 
    Heck, my first bra was a training bra. Good for 12 year old girls. 
 
    These bras were for grown ups! They were built to support, and they had a lot to support. 
 
    I don’t know what the  rules and regulations are for fake tits, but she ordered me some that were extra heavy. I mean, I never knew how much real tits weighed! 
 
    I had been prancing around in my little training bra thinking I was packing meat, and when the reality hit me…oh, baby. 
 
    “That’s what real tits weigh,” Rose assured me, as she glued them on to my chest. 
 
    “But these have got to be ten pounds each!” 
 
    “That’s about right.” 
 
    “But how am I going to…oh!” The glue was dry and the ten pounders were suddenly supported by nothing but skin. 
 
    She handed me a bra with a grin. I wasted no time. I ran that thing around my waist, snapped it, spun it, flipped it, and gave my already aching chest some quick relief. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Nice,” she said, snapping a picture. 
 
    “Hey! No pictures!” 
 
    “Come on,” she pshawed me. “You need the memories.” 
 
    “What for? Glue wears out, I can take off lingerie and stuff, and…and…” 
 
    She just smiled and patted my cheek, and uploaded the damned thing to the cloud. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. The odd thing was…it was kind of cool. 
 
    I’m not a big, muscular guy, and to have a big, old pair of boulders on my chest, it really effected me. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” Rose quipped, as my cock bounced. 
 
    “I do not.” 
 
    She just smiled, and handed me my garters and nylons. 
 
    And there I was, semi naked with a big pair of tits. Looking a little feminine, if I do say so, and stuck. 
 
    Rose tossed me a dress and said I should get used to it, but I wasn’t ready for that. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    But…I could feel myself changing. 
 
    It was sort of cool to have tits, and my boner sure was bouncing. 
 
    But I resisted and walked around the house all day like that. 
 
    And the next day. 
 
    “It’s going to get cold when winter sets in,” Rose observed. 
 
    “Maybe,” I committed nothing. 
 
    Then, the third day, she got me once again. 
 
    I was sitting in the computer room, perusing Factinate, and trying to ignore the way my cock popped up and bounced against the bottom of the desk. I was reading about some actress who had had a terrible childhood, and… 
 
    DING DING! 
 
    I sat up straight. 
 
    “Hi, girls!” 
 
    Oh, crap! They were already in the foyer! I couldn’t get out of the computer room without being seen. Parts of the conversation drifted down to me. 
 
    “Hi Rose. Nice of you to…” 
 
    “Thank you…I just think…” 
 
    “He’s doing very well…and he’s always so big now!’’’ 
 
    Giggles. 
 
    Crap. When were they going to go into the living room? Or out to the patio? I needed to get to the bedroom. I’d get these tits off if I had to rip my own skin off. 
 
    “He’s right down here…” 
 
    What!  
 
    I heard a herd of high heels coming down the hallway. 
 
    Oh, fuck. Oh, shit. Oh, sweet heysoos on a horse without a saddle! 
 
    I looked around, desperate for a place to hide, but we had packed the room with shelves and cabinets, there was absolutely no place— 
 
    “Here he is. Honey, say hi to the girls.” 
 
    I turned, slowly, and felt like I was drowning. Going unconscious. Dying, and there was no heaven, only a hell full of smiling faces. 
 
    “Hi, Jack.” They all greeted me, and looked at me, and smiled. 
 
    And seemed pleased by my titly, fleshy persona. 
 
    “Oh, he’s wonderful.” 
 
    “Where did you get such wonderful breast forms. They look so lifelike…” 
 
    “George doesn’t look half as good. He looks so dowdy compared to Jack.” 
 
    “His hair is long. Are you going to style it or get him a wig?” 
 
    Slowly, I began to absorb the voices. The faces. The women from the party. 
 
    Nancy, who had first discovered my…my fetish. 
 
    Debby and Gwen and…and all of them. 
 
    And I became aware that I was standing, my face in shock, and my cock pointing at them and…dripping. Bouncing so hard that it actually flicked bits of pre-cum into the air. 
 
    And Nancy asked, “How are you doing, Jack?” 
 
    “Ab…ub…ub…” I stuttered. 
 
    “Oh, he’s still got the womanshock.” 
 
    Womanshock. They actually had a word picked out to describe the feelings a man went through when he was first feminized. 
 
    “Show him your website.” 
 
    “Yes…do…show him,” the other ladies chimed in. 
 
    Nancy moved forward and I actually flinched when she brushed by my cock. 
 
    “Careful,” quipped Rose. “You never know when that thing is going to go off.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    Nancy tapped keys, then stepped back, brushing against my cock again.  
 
    I looked at Rose, who just smirked and seemed okay with the whole scene. 
 
    “There he is. Look, Jack.” 
 
    I turned, and my eyes widened. 
 
    George. In full femme. He didn’t have breast forms, but he was obviously wearing bra and panties, the lines were quite plain to see, and a full wig, and…make up! 
 
    I gawked helplessly. I was so shocked that I collapsed onto my swivel. 
 
    George. Who I had played golf with, and talked about which lineman was going to survive the cut, and hockey, and smoking cigars, and…and…he was a woman! 
 
    “But…how!?” I blurted. 
 
    “You provided the inspiration, Jack. Once he saw that men could wear bras the inner him sort of came out. Oh, it was a crazy couple of days. He was either raging, or trying on underwear. I know he called you and yelled at you, but he’s sorry for that now. I do hope you’ll forgive him. Anyway, the whole thing…” 
 
    She just kept blathering on and on, and I was stunned, and shocked, and dismayed, and didn’t know what to think. 
 
    Manly man George? 
 
    A sissy? 
 
    A sissy at heart, if Nancy was to be believed, and I saw no reason not to. 
 
    Holy crap! 
 
    Then Gwen chimed in, “We brought you a present.” 
 
    I spun back to them. I still wasn’t able to speak much, and she held out a pair of high heels. 
 
    “Rose said you were ready, and I had a pair that didn’t fit Charles…so…” 
 
    I found my hands slowly reaching out and taking the shoes. They were expensive. Black. Tall spikes. Open toed. 
 
    “Put them on!” some of the girls giggled and encouraged me. 
 
    “Yes, Jack, put them on,” Rose was standing with a half a smirk, and half a pleased look. 
 
    Dully, moving as if I was outside my body, I put one heel on, then the other one. 
 
    The girls clapped and gave little cheers of encouragement. 
 
    “Stand up, Jack,” Rose said. 
 
    I rose, and was never more aware of my cock than that moment. It was pulsing, throbbing, dancing with glee. It stuck right out in the middle of the gang of women. 
 
    They all gave cheers then, big cheers, and I became aware that I was red. Had been red the whole time, but so out of it that I hadn’t noticed it. 
 
    “What do you say, Jack?” 
 
    “Thank…thank you,” I mumbled. 
 
    “All right, girls, we’re going to adjourn to the patio and have some wine now, but I have one thing left to ask Jack.” 
 
    They all went silent and waited for whatever Rose was going to ask. 
 
    “Jack? Would you do me a favor?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “We’re going to be on the patio, we’re going to spend a couple of hours out there, and we hate to be running back and forth getting our wine…could you…do you think you would play the waiter for us?” 
 
    My jaw worked, up and down. 
 
    “It would mean so much to me if you would do that. You don’t have to get dressed or cover yourself up, and…could you?” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    The girls all thanked me, then they were gone. 
 
    I turned to the computer. George, laying odalisque on an elbow. A filmy negligee and a bra and panties. It didn’t look like he was packing much. 
 
    Heck, I always had a big, old boner when I was wearing female things. The front of his panties was smooth, and I wondered if he was wearing something that controlled his penis. Made it smaller, tied it back, something. 
 
    “Jack?” 
 
    I turned the computer off and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    I spent the next couple of hours weaving between ladies, and it often felt like they were shifting position so that my cock would strike their thighs or buns. I would turn sideways and try to slip between two ladies, and one would shift and I would have shift, and…whap, my cock would touch them. 
 
    They would turn and grin, and giggle.  
 
    Rose, of course, made a big show of slapping my cock when it happened around her. 
 
    And, here’s the funny thing, my cock alternated between dripping pre-cum, and actually oozing semen. 
 
    Not a lot of semen, just a drop here and there. But it was semen, and I was transported, felt like I was having a light orgasm all after noon. 
 
    But, I kept serving wine, and the girls became loopier and loopier, and finally, I had to drive them home. Heck. I was the only one sober. 
 
    In a negligee and garter and bra. 
 
    I sat behind the wheel and my boobs almost touched the steering wheel. 
 
    The girls laughed and hooted riotously. 
 
    They were so riotous that they were yelling bawdy things out the window, and…a cop pulled me over. 
 
    Man, that was the wildest ticket I almost got. 
 
    The cop in a spiffy uniform strides up, and I roll down the window. He blinks. 
 
    The girls are all yelling for him to take off his clothes. 
 
    He’s looking at me and I spout helplessly, “I’m being kidnapped. They made me dress like this and drive them around. They just made me serve them wine all afternoon.” 
 
    The cop had no clue, and I could, on reflection, appreciate his dilemma. Take in a bunch of loony bitches drunk to the gills, and a cross dresser. But the girls had broken no laws except for being loud. And I was obvious sober, the designated driver. 
 
    Gwen rolled down her window and tried to grab his crotch. 
 
    The cop backed up quickly, and the rest of the girls hooted and called for him to step closer. 
 
    “We’ll dress you up and fuck you…like Jack here!” 
 
    Then one of the girls shouted, “We should get Jack off.” And they all started chanting: “Jack off! Jack off! Jack off!” 
 
    Well, what could he do?  
 
    He squeaked, and I do mean squeaked, “Drive carefully, sir.” 
 
    He walked back to his cruiser, his legs shaky like he had been the one drinking, got in and drove away. 
 
    I started up again, and the girls all cheered, and I managed to drop them off, one by one. 
 
    Finally, I returned home, got the final load of women, and delivered them to their homes. This load wasn’t so bad because they were starting to get tired. 
 
    I returned home and Rose was asleep. Sprawled on the couch, naked. She had taken off her clothes and was waiting for me…and had passed out. 
 
    I went into the computer room and called up George again.  
 
    George. My once studly friend. My God! 
 
      
 
    The next day I was in underwear and heels, so…why not. I slipped a dress over my head. 
 
    Rose loved it. She walking by and goosing me, making me jump with a pinch, and even feeling my tits. 
 
    And, she was feeling very amorous. 
 
    She had been so busy teasing me that she hadn’t gotten off for a few days. And after the wild party she had put on with the girls…she felt like lovin’. 
 
    Unfortunately, it wasn’t exactly the kind of loving I was hoping for. 
 
    You see, I’m sort of a cock in the hole kind of guy. I like to slip it in, slid it around, and spit. 
 
    I know. sort of selfish, but that’s us cavemen for you. 
 
    Now that I was being converted to the…the New Women’s World Order, she wanted more out of sex. 
 
    No more wham, bam, thank you ma’am. 
 
    Which, at first, was okay by me. 
 
    “Honey, come here and do me.” 
 
    I grinned. She was in bed and I had my boner bouncing, and she said, “with your mouth.” 
 
    I blinked. I’m okay with oral sex, but not a huge fan. I mean, it’s all about putting the pecker in the pussy, right?” 
 
    Not now. 
 
    She grabbed my head and pulled it down and smushed it into her V. 
 
    Man, I ate and I ate. I kissed her vag. I sucked her clit. I ran my tongue up and down her labs for an hour. 
 
    My jaw was so tired I thought it was broken. 
 
    Then, when I thought I was going to die, she said, “Use your fingers.” 
 
    Oh, man. I rammed and jammed a set of fingers into her until my forearm thought it had died and needed to be buried. 
 
    But she had had a couple of cums, she must be ready for the grand finale now! Right? 
 
    Nope. 
 
    “Honey, Gwen lent me a strap on. I want to see what it feels like.” 
 
    “A strap on? But what about my dick?” 
 
    “That old thing! Pshaw. I’ve had that. I want to try something new.” 
 
    So I strapped on a strap on, and looked down at my new dick with misgivings. 
 
    The dick was big. Bigger than mine. And the veins stood out, and those were sure going to give her some rippling sensations in the pussy. And, when she wanted me to cum she would simply reach down and squeeze the balls. That would. cause a bunch of white semen-like goo to squirt out. A lot of semen-like goo. 
 
    She was hot then, and really ready to go. And she should have been. After a couple of hours of licking and sucking and fingerbanging and…she was ready. 
 
    I knelt between her legs. She was never more beautiful. Her skin was flushed, glowing with heat. Her lips were plump and red with her own excitement. Her hair was spread out on the bed around her, and she pulled my hips. 
 
    My own cock was underneath the fake cock, and I felt it poke into her. 
 
    “Careful. I don’t want that thing up my asshole.” 
 
    “Why not?” I leered, thinking that ‘any port in a storm.’ 
 
    She just ignored that quip and pulled me into her. Correction, pulled my fake cock into her. 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “Oh, God! That’s bigger!” 
 
    I held for a moment, not sure what to do. After all, I couldn’t feel anything. 
 
    “Well, come on! fuck me!” 
 
    So I began to move back and forth. 
 
    It was weird. I couldn’t feel anything, but she was feeling everything. 
 
    I would ram my hips forward, my lower cock would feel nothing, just slap against a cheek at the most, and my upper cock, which I couldn’t feel, caused her eyes to go wide, and her hands to clutch my arms, and she moaned and groaned. 
 
    “Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me. Fuck me all night long.” 
 
    Man, I rammed that thing into her, and she was moaning and making guttural sounds and hunching her back and tilting her hips, and holding on to me. Her eyes looked crazy, all rolled back and flickering. 
 
    And…she came. Man, I have never seen anybody cum so hard in my life. She flopped her hands out and they began to spasm. Her legs started jerking uncontrollably. Her pelvis was shimmying, and I could feel, even through the fake penis, the muscular contractions as she came her brains out. 
 
    Then: “Squeeze it, Jack,” she whispered. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed my fake balls and squeezed them. 
 
    Man, she must have filled those puppies up. They squirted so hard that the goo actually jetted back out along the sides of the fake cock. 
 
    “Oh, God…that feels so good. Feel that. Feel that, Jack.” 
 
    But I couldn’t feel anything. 
 
    Then the exertions too much for her, she simply passed out. 
 
    I still had my plastic peter in her, and she simply started to snore. 
 
    What was I to do? My own cock was like an iron bar, ready to go, but…she was asleep! 
 
    So I gently pulled back and climbed off. 
 
    I looked down at my double penises. 
 
    The big fake cock, dripping with slimy juices. 
 
    My own cock, bright red and dripping pre-cum. 
 
    I had been right there, so close to getting in her, and yet…so far. 
 
    I cleaned the plastic peter off and put it away, then went out to the kitchen to have a drink. 
 
      
 
    When Rose came out of the bedroom, an hour later, I was two drinks down and working on a third. 
 
    It’s funny. I was just sitting there, drinking, and looking at my cock. 
 
    I wasn’t thinking anything, just studying it. It jutted out, throbbing, and dripping, framed by garter straps. 
 
    God, I was horny. But…there was something about just being horny that was sufficient. 
 
    Yes, I wanted to cum. But these last weeks, being put on hold time after time, and then having to fuck Rose with an artificial penis…it was exciting in a unique way, and I liked that unique excitement almost as much as I liked squirting. Maybe more. 
 
    How weird. 
 
    Rose sauntered in with a smile. She was naked, and quite happy. 
 
    “God, that was a great cum. And you squirted that jism in me at exactly the right moment. I woke up all gooey and feeling warm and satisfied, almost like I had really pleased you.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, but…what? I had been used. I had been used much the way I used to use her. She had always been a receptacle for my lust. Now it was reversed, and I was the receptacle. I wasn’t allowed to cum, and…it felt good. 
 
    She drank a glass of water and studied me. “You look interesting.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You’re drunk, aren’t you.” 
 
    “Pretty much. I’m high and getting higher.” 
 
    She nodded. “Are you feeling good?” 
 
    “Surprisingly good.” 
 
    “Even though you didn’t cum?” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “Well, then, perhaps it is time to go all the way.” 
 
    “All the way?” I looked at her blankly. 
 
    “Sure. Come on.” 
 
    We were walking down the hall towards the bedroom when I had a thought. “Hold on a minute.” 
 
    I went into the computer room and powered up. Rose waited, puzzled, and watched. 
 
    I called up George’s website, and there he was. 
 
    Across the top menu were choices, and I selected ‘stills.’ 
 
    Pictures of George. George as a boy. George as a man. George…dressed up. 
 
    And captions. 
 
    ‘I had urges I didn’t understand.’ 
 
    ‘I snuck into my mother’s underwear and smelled them, and…wore them.’ 
 
    ‘I thought I was wrong, bad, even evil.’ 
 
    ‘I forced myself to not think about it.’ 
 
    ‘I had dreams…I was afraid to share.’ 
 
    ‘I wanted to be accepted for who I am.’ 
 
    ‘Who I really am.’ 
 
    A timeline of his life. A sequence of young to old, with images that were innocent, and yet incredibly revealing. 
 
    And the last picture, obviously taken within the last couple of days. George in full femme. Lingerie, bra, make up, long hair. 
 
    George, who had sat next to me when WWE wrestlers body slammed one another and screamed their trash insults. 
 
    “Well?” asked Rose, a little curiosity in her voice. 
 
    I stood up, shut off the computer, and came to her. 
 
    We kissed then, our breasts pressing, and mine, firmer for being fake, winning. I tasted her lipstick. I smelled her flesh. It was positively delicious, and I wanted to smell that way. Taste that way. 
 
    Then, looking up at me, and pleased, but slightly curious as to what was going on in my head, she took my hand and led me towards the bedroom. 
 
    She Naired me, and we waited fifteen, then she had me step into the shower. I rinsed, and watched the hairs slither down the drain. 
 
    I stepped out and she had another drink ready. I sipped it while she toweled me off. She paid special attention to my cock, but stopped before I could cum. 
 
    “Not yet, big boy. I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    She led me into the bedroom and had me sit on the bed. She spread a towel under my feet and proceeded to paint my toes. Bright, delicious red. Shiny red. Sexy red. 
 
    I watched her, and she smiled up at me, and focused on my nails. 
 
    Then, when they were dry, she led me to the vanity table. 
 
    I spread my hands out and she shaped them, then selected false nails and applied them. 
 
    “This is just regular glue. Should stick fine, but we can use super glue if you want to.” 
 
    I watched as, finger by finger, I grew little talons. Then she painted them. The same bright red. And lacquered them. They looked like little claws when she was done. I held up my hands, turned them this way and that, marveled at how slender and feminine they had become. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Let’s get you dressed.” 
 
    She put a corset on me. A real corset, bones and all. I could hardly breath when she tightened it, but it felt good. I could feel my body shrinking and loving it. 
 
    Then she rolled up nylons and attached them to the straps hanging from the corset. 
 
    I glanced at myself in the mirror and was amazed. I had a shape. A more feminine shape than I had ever had. And it was just the beginning. 
 
    Rose helped me into a dress, and now my hourglass shape really stood out. Definitely a woman. 
 
    And, I slipped into the shoes Gwen had brought me. The high heels. My now red toes peeked out and my ankles felt so slick and my calves had a wonderful curve to them. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She sat me down at her vanity and began to make me up. She cleaned my pores, primed me, prepared the canvas of my face for the color of life. 
 
    She put the blush in my cheeks and spent a long time getting my eyelids perfectly shaded. She shaped my eyebrows, mascaraed me, and then, the pièce de résistance…lipstick. 
 
    She chose a shade that was a perfect match for my fingers and toes. She gently applied it, then added a touch of gloss. When she was done I had the sexiest, shiniest mouth in the world. 
 
    Perfect, if I may blushingly add, for kissing. 
 
    And I did want to kiss her. Deeply, savagely, to the ends of the earth. 
 
    Finally, she placed a wig on me. I had long hair, but not long enough. She adjusted the wig, clipped it on, and there I was. 
 
    We walked out to the foyer and the big mirror. She held my arm because I was a bit unsteady in the high heels, and we stood in front of the mirror and marveled. 
 
    Perfect. I was a couple of inches taller than her in my heels, but she quickly fixed that. She ran back to the bedroom and trotted back in her own high heels. 
 
    Now I was only an inch taller than her. 
 
    She was naked, so the comparison isn’t really fair, but I had bigger boobs than her. 
 
    Regardless of clothing, though, we were two beautiful women. 
 
    For a long time we stared, then she got her cell phone and started snapping pictures. 
 
    Once I would have objected. 
 
    Not now. 
 
    The world may have been built for men, but it was obvious that it was converting to women. And I wanted to be one of them. 
 
    Finally, pictures taken and uploaded, to be shared on the net, Rose turned to me. “Well, honey, there’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She took my hand and once again led me through the house to our bedroom. 
 
    You fucked me with a plastic peter, now it’s time to return the favor. 
 
    She kissed me, and we tasted our lipsticks, then she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    “I want to take you doggy style the first time.” She began putting on the strap on. I stared at the dick until she said, “Over you go. All fours, like a good, little puppy dog.” 
 
    I turned over and my mind was in overdrive. 
 
    Yes, this was the last step. After this I would be as experienced a woman as any. But…could I take that big dick? 
 
    But, really, having come this far, I had no choice. I was now compelled. 
 
    She slapped lube on my ass, reamed it into my hole. 
 
    I shivered. My boobs hung in my bra. My hair flowed over my face. 
 
    I was about to be de-virginized. If that was a word. 
 
    My cherry popped. My virtue taken. 
 
    Was I ready? 
 
    I thought I was, and then it was too late even if I wasn’t. Rose shoved forward and her dick slithered up my canal. 
 
    Oh, it took my breath away and I fell forward, flattened out. But she went with me, and her weight impaled the penis in me as deep as it could go. 
 
    “Oh…” I grunted. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Get back up here.” 
 
    She reached around and placed her hand on my face and pulled. I managed to get back on all fours, and then she went to town. 
 
    In and out, shoving, pushing, tilting, corkscrewing. She turned that big peter every which way but loose, and I felt my hole opening up, all the nooks and crannies explored. 
 
    I couldn’t think. All I could do was just accept it, and marvel. 
 
    This was what a woman felt like. This fullness. This shivery sensation that exploded in the groin and ran right up and the backbone and down again. 
 
    I gasped. 
 
    She leaned over me, let my arms support us, and grabbed my tits and rode me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whimpered as the world opened up. “Fuck!” 
 
    Dutifully, she kept ramming that thing into me. Little pains became big pleasures. My asshole truly felt like singing. 
 
    “You’re cumming,” she whispered. 
 
    And I was. I felt like I was made of exploding gold, and semen leaked out of my dick. 
 
    Was I cumming? Not in the traditional sense. I wasn’t having spasms and jetting out the baby batter. But the baby batter was being forced out of me. Maybe by pressure on the prostate, maybe an actual prostate orgasm. 
 
    I leaked and leaked, and felt golden, and then I was empty. And all I wanted to do was lay down and sleep. 
 
    I fell forward, and this time Rose let me. She gently slipped the big dong out of my hole and backed away. 
 
    And I remember thinking, before I felt into the deep sleep. 
 
    Now I am woman.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Rose and I lived together for six months. We fucked a lot, mostly her fucking me, but we eventually grew apart. 
 
    I found that I couldn’t fuck her on those rare occasions she wanted it. My dick, you see, stopped being hard for her. 
 
    My dick was hard for being a woman, not taking a woman. It happens. 
 
    One night she came home with a pussy full of another man’s love, and I knew it was over. 
 
    A few weeks later, after a few more forays, she knew it, too. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked her. 
 
    “Find a man, I guess. I do love men.” 
 
    “And will you do to him what you did to me? Will you remake him as a woman?” 
 
    She thought about it, then said, “No. Been there, done that.” Then she looked at me. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “It’s funny. I don’t know. I love women, but I’m not capable anymore. But I don’t love men. I guess I’ll just live until I can figure it out.” 
 
    “I guess that’s the best you can do,” she agreed. “Are you going to do hormones?” 
 
    “Probably. The journey isn’t over until it’s over.” 
 
    “You got that right,” and she nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    And so we parted on amicable terms, and with the best of memories. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END 
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    Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, crap! Oh, no! What was she doing here?” 
 
    I leaned my head against the door, wishing I hadn’t even looked through the peephole. Which was odd, because the woman knocking on my door and leaning on my buzzer was a knock out.  
 
    I knew her name, Linda Burwell. And I knew she was a model…and a model for adult products. She was maybe five foot six and 120 pounds of pure sex. That’s a hundred pounds of calves and curves and buttocks and a tight waist and…twenty pounds of boobs. 
 
    “Open up, you little pervert!” She wasn’t yelling yet, but her voice was rising. I sure didn’t want to have the neighbors hearing her. 
 
    I put my eye to the peephole again. She was putting her beautiful blues to the peephole at that exact moment, and I flinched back. 
 
    God, that face, so perfect, her lips so red. I had actually spent some time on the internet searching for her ads, and when I had found them…oh, my God! 
 
    Instant boner. Just add Linda and…instant boner. 
 
    “Ha!” came her voice from the other side of the door. I saw the shadow in the peephole! You’re looking out at me! You’re in there! Now open this door or I’ll call the cops.” 
 
    Oh, my God! The cops! I could go to jail! In fact, it was a federal offense! I could go to jail for a lo-o-ong time! 
 
    Still, I couldn’t move. 
 
    “In fact, I won’t call the cops,” her voice, just her voice, was a turn on to me, “I’ll just bang on your door until the neighbors call the cops. how about that? Would you like that? Pervert?” 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! “HEY PERVER—“ 
 
    I pulled the door open and stood revealed. “Please,” I begged, and the tears started pouring from my eyes. 
 
    She opened her mouth in surprise. Her sexy mouth. Those perfect, red lips. She had never expected to see me like this. 
 
    “You…you…” She blinked, her eyelids fluttering.  
 
    I heard a door open down the hall. 
 
    “Come in!” I begged. I had to get her out of the hall. I had to get her out of sight of the neighbors. Not because there was anything wrong with a girl knocking on my door, but because I had committed a crime…many crimes…and now she had caught me and I associated that with everybody catching me and being kicked out of my apartment and arrested and…oh, why did I ever do it? 
 
    But I knew why I had done it. I was sick. I was a pervert. I couldn’t help myself. I was like an alcoholic gambler that smoked. I was addicted…and on so many levels. 
 
    “What’s going on down there?” came a voice. 
 
    “Please,” my voice was desperate, and she grinned. 
 
    “You need help, miss?” 
 
    “Nah. The door locked on me.” 
 
    “Come in!” I whimpered. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    She came in. 
 
    I shut the door, put my back to it and made a moaning noise. Man, I was in trouble. 
 
    She kept walking, through the living room, glancing about, taking note of the books I read, the computer. The stacks of magazines with her on the cover. 
 
    She stopped and picked one up. Opened it to the center spread where she was centered, spreading. She fine legs open at an angle that revealed almost everything. Her breasts curved and pointing, the nipples upswept to turgid peaks. Her head lolled back with her luscious hair hanging down. 
 
    Her red lips open slightly, her eyes glinting, her expression one of ‘come hither, I really, really, really want you. 
 
    By now I was next to her. But what was there to say? I burbled and bubbled and nothing intelligent came out. 
 
    She grinned, closed the magazine and put it down. “So, you’re a fan.” Then she caught sight of the box on the kitchen table, already opened, the contents already in use, one me. “And a petty thief.” 
 
    “I’m sorry! It’s just that you’re so beautiful!” 
 
    She gave a delicate, little grunt. Her smile was a bit lopsided now, and she pushed past me and went to the table. She looked in the box. Nothing there but a little glossy tag, with a picture of the contents of the box, on it. 
 
    She looked at the tag. “I remember this. That was a great shoot. Lots of fun.” 
 
    She turned to me, looked me up and down, “And apparently you think it was fun, too.” 
 
    Caught, busted, I felt faint. I was going to be in prison. Wearing black and white stripes. Or greys, or whatever prisoners wore. I wasn’t going to be wearing what I had on now. I wasn’t going to— 
 
    Suddenly she grabbed my arm and turned me around. There was a mirror on the wall over the hutch, and we stood together. 
 
    She was in a ratty robe, well worn. I was in the contents of the box. A pale green, see through night gown. 
 
    She filled her robe with real boobs, large boobs, succulent boobs. 
 
    I filled mine with a cheap ass bra and breast forms. And not even panties. Just my hard cock sticking out. 
 
    “Do you really think you could look like me?” 
 
    I, of course, fainted. Dead away. It was all too much. Caught. Prison. Revealed as a pervert. My knees just buckled and I slumped down. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up?” 
 
    I was on the floor, and my life was over. Memories of her banging on my door, coming into my apartment and confronting me swarmed through my mind. 
 
    She had a paper towel, run under the water, and was patting my cheeks. 
 
    “Oh…” I looked up at her, kneeling next to me, her beautiful eyes, and my own eyes began to flutter. 
 
    “Come on. Don’t pass out again.” 
 
    I didn’t want to pass out…but I did. I was caught… 
 
    She slapped me in the face. “Wake up!” 
 
    I sputtered and made sounds, and she grabbed my nipple and pinched it and pulled it. 
 
    “Ow!” I found myself sitting up. 
 
    “Okay.” She stood up and looked down on me. “Now that your screaming meemies are over, get up and let’s talk.” 
 
    Slowly, I got to my feet. And I felt so dowdy next to her. Her curves, my fake curves. Her beautiful face. My lank hair and overgrown eyebrows. 
 
    While I had been unconscious she had actually ignored me, went through the kitchen and found some coffee. It was perking on the stove while I looked around, took a last look at my apartment, my beloved collection of Linda pictures, before they carted me away. I’d probably end up seeing a psychiatrist, labeled a sex offender. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said, as she sat down. I could see through the glass top of the table. Her legs crossed at the thigh, the tatty robe hanging so that one leg emerged, so perfect, so smooth and sexy and… 
 
    “You stare any harder and I’ll charge you. Now sit the fuck down.” 
 
    Yet, she was smiling. 
 
    Of course she was smiling. She had caught a pervert, and was going to put him in jail. 
 
    I staggered past her, opened up a cabinet and took down a bottle of bourbon. I put ice in a glass, bourbon, then filled the rest with Coke. I downed a huge gulp, one hand on the sink, then turned around. 
 
    I must have looked ridiculous to her. A man in a flimsy night gown. Fake tits.  
 
    Yet she wasn’t guffawing. 
 
    She tilted her head slightly in question, and I took the hint. I took my glass to the table and sat down opposite her. 
 
    She, with the fine form, her crossed legs, her flesh so…so beautiful. 
 
    And me, a fake crossdresser. My legs apart, my cock hard and exposed, my elbows on the table. And, of course, I started crying again. 
 
    She let me cry. I think she maybe even enjoyed my crying, but, eventually, she said, “Dry up, sweetheart. I’ve got to get to work eventually, and you’re wasting my time.” 
 
    I dried my eyes, kept snuffling, and asked, “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, before I make a decision, let’s talk about you.” 
 
    “What…what about me?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, it’s pretty obvious that you’re a pervert, but the question is…how much of a pervert.” 
 
    I thought about denying it, but the proof was draped on my flesh. I thought about claiming it was the first time, but that would have been ridiculous. I had already seen her looking at the stack of empty Amazon boxes. Empty…and with her name on them. 
 
    “Do you like women? Or are you gay?” 
 
    “I’m not gay!” I spouted, finally showing a bit of spirit. Then, in a lower voice, “I just like to wear clothes” 
 
    “So you get all dolled up, and then you…what? Jack off?” 
 
    Dully, I nodded. 
 
    “Got to speak up, slick. Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes!” I pouted loud enough for her to hear. 
 
    “Good. And what is your name?” 
 
    “Jason,” I whispered. 
 
    “Eh?” she cupped her ear like an old man who was deaf. 
 
    “Jason,” I said more firmly. 
 
    “Well, Jason, second question. If you’re not gay, is it me…or is it the underwear?” 
 
    Now I was stuck, and the truth just sort of blurted out of me. “It’s you…and the underwear.” 
 
    “Me and the underwear,” she mused thoughtfully. Then, a chuckle, and: “I’ve had a lot of guys want to get into my underwear, but you’ve certainly taken that to a new extreme.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’ll never do anything like this again. I’ll…” as I mumbled out my apology my eyes were downcast, and I didn’t see her take her cell phone out of her big robe pocket. 
 
    I talked and talked, and suddenly realized I was hearing little ticking sounds. Real soft. Like a clock. I looked up and then jumped up. She was clicking madly away, recording my…my predicament. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She stopped, “Now, Jason,” her fingers were still tapping the phone. “I’m not sure what I’m going to do to you. Ah, there we go, all uploaded.” 
 
    Aghast, I realized that she had uploaded the pictures she had taken of me. But…to the cloud? To Facebutt? Oh, no! 
 
    “Wait a minute! You can’t do that!” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re telling me I can’t do something that I already did? Jason…Jason.” She shook her head. 
 
    “But I don’t want anybody to know!” 
 
    “And they won’t, if you do everything and anything I say.” 
 
    She leaned forward and those magnificent mammaries nearly fell out. They bulged in the robe, and want to come out, and I even saw a bit of nipple. Not that I hadn’t already seen the excited tips pressing against the thin material. 
 
    “Now then, drink your bourbon and listen up.” 
 
    I sipped another giant gulp. 
 
    “On one hand, I am flattered. After all. You have gone to a lot of work to stalk me. Buying all those mags…I imagine your computer is full of me…” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “…and even wearing the very clothes I wear.” 
 
    She sat back and thought out loud, “You’ve been stealing my Amazon boxes, but it’s obvious you’ve been ordering my underwear on your own. You must have a pretty big collection by now.” 
 
    “I do,” I whispered. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    I stood up, took another giant gulp, and walked to the guest room in my apartment. Except it wasn’t a guest room. It was a wardrobe room. Half of the room had rolling hangers, and on the hangers were clothes. Lots of clothes. Dresses, negligees, wire hangers festooned with bras. 
 
    Linda’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God! This must have cost a fortune.” 
 
    “I invented a computer software program.” 
 
    She walked down the row of outfits, fingered them, then turned to me. “I wondered why a geeky guy—and you are a geek, you have good skin and all, but you act like a geek—would be in in an apartment house like this, an apartment house that caters to models and actors and such. 
 
    She studied me for a long moment. Stared at me like she was memorizing me. And she was frowning. Not a big frown, just a little down curve of those magnificent lips. 
 
    Suddenly she walked back into the living room. She stopped in the middle of the living room. 
 
    More thinking. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She turned to me. 
 
    “Jason, I am more than impressed. On the surface, you look like a nice guy, but underneath…you’re a flaming sicko.” 
 
    My heart was sinking like the sun into the Pacific. I expected everything to turn to steam any second. 
 
    “But, here’s the thing. You have, in your own sick way, paid me quite a compliment. So, what do I do with you?” 
 
    “I’ll never do it again!” 
 
    “”Shut up,” she said conversationally. “Of course you’ll do it again. And again and again. That’s just who you are. To expect you to stop would be like expecting ice cream to stay frozen. It just ain’t going to happen.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, I could get you tossed in jail. I’m sure Spike and Bubba would be fine with that. But…that’s sort of a waste. I mean, so what if you jack off. Everybody jacks off. And you aren’t hurting anybody. So…is jail the place for you?” 
 
    I shook my head and mouthed ‘no.’ 
 
    “So I’m not sure what I’m going to do. But I’ll tell you this…I’m going to do something.” She grinned. “After all, a stinky, little pervert shouldn’t be allowed to get away with it, right?” 
 
    “I’m not stinky,” I whispered. 
 
    She laughed, “As if your smell is all you have to worry about.” 
 
    Nothing I could say to that. 
 
    Suddenly she placed a soft hand under the line of my jaw. She held my head up and stared directly into my eyes. “No. Prison is not the place for you, and…maybe…” Suddenly she stopped wondering out loud and spoke firmly. 
 
    “Jason. You stay home today. You drink your bourbon, but not enough to pass out. And you keep those clothes on. If I come back and you’re not wearing these ‘duds,’ I will send those photos to the police.” 
 
    She whirled and pulled out her camera and snapped a couple of pictures of the pile of empty boxes. She stepped closer to them and focused on the name and address. Then she turned back to me. “Stealing mail is against the law. Big prison time for that. So you do what I say…and I’ll see you tonight. By tonight I’ll have made a decision. And, who knows, if you do exactly what I say you might not end up sharing your cell with a 300 pound convict with a big dick and an insatiable thirst for male pussy.” 
 
    With that she spun and walked out of my apartment. 
 
      
 
    That day was the worst day in my life. 
 
    I sat at my kitchen table and cried. My life was over. 
 
    Then I heard the door to her apartment open and close. I ran to the front window, stood on my balcony behind a big plant, and watched. 
 
    She strode down the street. One of the most beautiful women in the world. Hell. The most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    I watched the sway of her perfect ass. Those round globes were downright celestial in their perfection. 
 
    When she crossed the street I could see her tits lightly jouncing. They were heavy and full and, again, so damn perfect it hurt. 
 
    On the far corner the Uber was waiting, and she slithered in on the driver’s side. I got a glimpse of those perfect gams. 
 
    I sighed, the Uber sped off, and my world crashed in on me again. 
 
    I had been stealing boxes from in front of her apartment, boxes filled with clothes, and now she had caught me. She must have wondered where her deliveries were going, and had seen me trotting down the hall with today’s box under my arm. 
 
    Damn! Damn! Damn! 
 
    I walked in circles. 
 
    I thought about throwing out the boxes, and wondered why I hadn’t already. I mean, why keep a bunch of empty, incriminating boxes? 
 
    But I had, and I don’t know why, and now she had lots of proof of my perversions. 
 
    My perversions. I had started cross dressing when I was a child. Twelve years old and I had discovered the joy of wearing my sister’s bras. 
 
    Oh, it started innocently enough. Just holding one of those wonderful garments up in front of my chest and…wondering. 
 
    But it had, once I discovered that such flimsy garments gave me such enormous boners, accelerated to a fantastic and uncontrollable fetish. 
 
    I collected bras. I wore them. I spewed my cock juices into the toilet endlessly. 
 
    I discovered panties, and the delightful way they never quite contained a man’s package. It seemed like my balls were always falling out the side, and my cock had nowhere to go, and it was so delicious and dirty and…I jacked off more. 
 
    Then, out of college and on my own, I began ordering things off Amazon. Money for my software was coming in regularly, and mounting up fast, and I could afford my kink. 
 
    Negligees, tummy shapers, shoes—I loved high heels—and hose and garters and even wigs and…and I grew my hair long to accommodate my filthy habit. 
 
    Sometimes I would spend a whole weekend just combing my hair in a feminine style, and wear my collection of slinky, kinky under things. 
 
    Then I had found this apartment, filled with movie stars and models, and therein lay the twist. 
 
    I could afford clothes. No problem. But to wear clothes that had been holding a pussy, or large, bountiful tits…it was something money couldn’t buy. 
 
    So I went to the laundry and occasionally scored a nit of underwear. And then Linda Burwell moved in. 
 
    Oh, my God. The perfect goddess. She was one of these people that looked as good in person as she did in a high fashion spread. That shiny hair, those blue eyes. The way she filled her clothes, her…her underwear. 
 
    She was a model, and she was also an underwear model. Sometimes I would see her in a catalogue for a high end department store, looking haughty with an eyebrow raised. And sometimes I would see her in a Playboy, or one of those other magazines, laughing as she flaunted her charms, tantalizing and teasing the horny boys of America. 
 
    And she was al-l-l over the internet. There was even a small cult following. A group of horny college guys had voted her ‘The Model They Most Wanted to be on a Desert Island With.’ 
 
    And I lived right down the hall from her. 
 
    Hell, it was only a matter of time—seeing her in the elevator, down at the laundry, in the swimming pool, just walking across the street from my balcony—before I started focusing on her underwear. 
 
    The problem was she didn’t leave her clothes running in the laundry. She sat and read fashion magazines and wait for her laundry to cycle through. 
 
    And there were obviously no clothes lines in the apartment house. 
 
    But there were deliveries. Lots of deliveries. People who spend their time advertising for the public, or acting, frequently don’t like to go out, and there were boxes being delivered every day. Lots of boxes. And many of the boxes were delivered early in the morning. Before these late nighters got up. 
 
    But I was up. And one day I simply walked past her apartment, as if from picking up a newspaper, and nudged her box away from the wall and out into the hallway. 
 
    I stopped, glanced around, tried to act like I had just discovered an errant box, and picked it up and took it back to my apartment. 
 
    Three pairs of underwear. High cut. Thongs. Silky, soft, stretchy here and there…and perfect to encase her pubic mound. 
 
    And my cock and balls. 
 
    Oh, Lord. I wore those panties until they wore out. And my hard on was constantly poking out. In fact, I think my dick is actually what poked those panties to the breaking point. 
 
    And I stole another box. 
 
    I tried to control myself, to do it only once in a great while. But it was only a matter of time before she got suspicious from all the failed deliveries, and then she had looked out her peephole and seen me sauntering away with her dainty underthings. 
 
    I poured myself another drink. Then I went to the computer and fired it up. 
 
    If I was going to get thrown in prison, if this was my last day of freedom, then I wanted to spend it the way I wanted to. 
 
    I spent the day staring at digital images of the most perfect woman in the world. 
 
    And I kept changing my outfits, running through my great collection of Linda underwear. 
 
    And the whole while my heart was pounding. My cock might have been throbbing, but my heart was destroyed. 
 
    I was going to prison. 
 
    And, worse, in prison I wouldn’t be able to peruse the net for Linda, thumb through the magazines with her image, to wear the clothes that she had worn. 
 
    My life was over. 
 
      
 
    I waited, sitting on the couch, the TV on but not watching it. 
 
    Four o’clock passed. Then five o’clock. That was the come home time for most people, but Linda kept different hours. Models always had different agencies, different photographers, and sometimes she came home late, even after midnight. 
 
    And sometimes she came back home an hour after leaving. 
 
    So I sat on the couch and waited. 
 
    And I went out to the balcony and waited. 
 
    Then I came back in…I was a nervous wreck. 
 
    What was she going to do? 
 
    Had she already called the cops? 
 
    Were SWAT team members already lined up outside my door with battering rams? 
 
    Then I heard her door open and close. 
 
    I went to my door and peeked out. Her door was closed. She had received a couple of packages that day, which I dare not touch, and they were gone. She was home. 
 
    I wanted to run down and pound on her door and beg for mercy. I didn’t dare. 
 
    I was the helpless, hopeless victim here. I had to wait and see what punishment she deigned to deliver. 
 
    An hour passed. A slow hour. 
 
    What was she doing? 
 
    Didn’t she know I was going crazy? 
 
    Of course she didn’t. 
 
    Then I heard a knock. 
 
    I ran to the door, swung it open. 
 
    She stood there, an amused smile on her face. She walked in, brushed past me, and said, “Miss me?” 
 
    “Please…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, shush up with that.” 
 
    She walked into the kitchen, the bourbon was still on the counter, and she poured a Coke high. 
 
    “I don’t drink much,” she explained, sitting at my table. She was wearing sweats. Comfortable sweats. Grey. The logo on the front of her sweat shirt said, in pink, curly letters, ‘Pink!’ 
 
    It was quite a contrast to me and my negligee and fake tits. 
 
    “Pour yourself one and sit down.” 
 
    “I…I…” I went and poured one. I mean, what was I going to say? She was here, and punishment would be meted out. 
 
    I sat down and she studied me. “Good skin. I like the long hair. You could use a bit of moisturizer, though. Have you ever heard of Andrej Pejic?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t think so. He’s quite famous, you might have.” She shrugged. “You have any music in this place?” 
 
    “Only my computer.” 
 
    “Put it on low. We’re going to have some discussion, and we have to do some things…I like good music. Pentatonic is great. I don’t mind Karen Lovely. Better for partying, but that girl can warp a word.” 
 
    I put the computer to one my playlists and Shania started warbling. 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” 
 
    I went back to the table. 
 
    “Go get a towel. Scissors. Wet your head.” She pushed her chair back and turned it slightly. 
 
    Puzzled, I did so. I figured she was going to razor a legend on my scalp. ‘Pervert!’ Or maybe just shave my eyebrows. 
 
    I returned and she said, “Clothes off. All of them.” 
 
    Slowly, I slipped out of the negligee. I was glad. That was all I had worn. 
 
    “Bra and boobs. Let’s see your chest.” 
 
    I took off my bra and boobs. I was naked in front of her. My dick, of course, was like a rod. She ignored it. 
 
    “Sit down here, facing away from me.” 
 
    I knelt, and she placed the towel around my shoulders. She produced a comb from the little front pouch of her sweatshirt and began snipping at my hair. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she murmured. She snipped loose ends from around my ears. She began to run the comb up the back of my scalp, making little snip, snip, snips. 
 
    “Are you…are you making me look like a girl?” 
 
    “Isn’t that what you want?” 
 
    “I…no…I…” 
 
    “Better make up your mind, little perv. ‘Cause when I get done you are going to have the most wonderful set of locks.” 
 
    I sat there, cross legged like an Indian and she kept snipping. She didn’t take much off, just little bits and pieces. I felt that ‘hair raising’ sensation and didn’t know what to do. 
 
    A haircut was my punishment? 
 
    It didn’t seem right. Something was off here. 
 
    She moved my head back and forth, and her hands on my flesh made my cock harder than ever. 
 
    “You have one of those never say die cocks, don’t you?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s called priapism. When a guy’s cock wants to stay hard all the time. Sort of cool, but it gets in the way, too. We’ll have to handle that.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “We could make you wear a gaff. That’s a thing crossdressers or trannies wear to hide the salami. Or maybe we could just tie it down, but that’s always so cavemen. I knew one guy who wore a chastity tube. That’s probably the best, but…we’ll find out. 
 
    I was thoroughly confused. She was cutting my hair, talking about my weenie. I didn’t understand. 
 
    “Okay, turn your head this way…” she pressed gently and i went with the pressure. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I would have stood up, but she placed a hand on my shoulder and jumped up first. “Oh, goodie!” 
 
    She ran to the door and opened it. I was flustered all over. I was naked. It was my own living room, but, still… 
 
    “Linda! Baby!” 
 
    I couldn’t see who was at the door through her body, but she seemed very excited. She hugged and kissed cheeks, then turned and led the newcomer into the apartment. 
 
    He was slender, wore tights and a Russian style coat with two rows of gold buttons up the front. His hair was sleek, blonde and combed back, the flip done with style. 
 
    And he was wearing make up. 
 
    Not a lot, mostly eye liner and a bit of shadow, then he got closer and I could tell it was a lot. It was just so artfully applied it didn’t look so much like make up, but a healthy, robust glow. 
 
    “Hello, dahling,” he tossed at me, placing a large bag on the counter. 
 
    “This is Jason. Jason? Do you have a last name?” 
 
    “Thorne.” 
 
    The newcomer rounded on me and said in a very affected manner, “Ooh. Jason Thorne. How svelte.” 
 
    He was gay. Flaming like a flamethrower. 
 
    “Are you…” 
 
    He looked at me, a piercing look, and I could swear, he read my mind. “As gay as a kite in the summer wind, dearie. You aren’t a homophobe, are you?” 
 
    “Uh. No.” 
 
    “Excellent. And who has been doing what to your gorgeous hair?” 
 
    “That was me. Guilty. I just wanted to spruce him up. He was a rag, not deserving of your genius, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Well, you say the nicest things, and he does have sweet locks. I suppose I could go round and round with him.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “La la,” he laughed. “Who am I…I have often wondered, but the birds in the trees tell me no secrets.” 
 
    “Jason, this is Estelle Harmonious.” 
 
    “You can call me Star,” he opened up his big bag and started rummaging. “I am in harmony with the stars.” 
 
    I figured out the meaning of words, but not much else. What was he doing here? Why had Linda called him? What was going on? 
 
    Estelle, AKA Star, turned from the bag. He held up clippers and a brush and looked like Edward Scissorshands. 
 
    “And if you eat your Cheerios and pray to Tinkerbell on a regular basis… you, too, will look like you are in harmony with the stars.” 
 
    With that, he advanced on me, grinning, smiling, chuckling, chortling, like a pixie on ecstasy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was difficult sitting still. He was gay. He was wearing make up. He was flaming, to say the least. 
 
    But he also wasn’t interested in me. Not in the slightest. He was interested, however, in fixing my hair. 
 
    If I thought Linda was fastidious in her hair cutting attentions, she was a butcher, a serial killer, next to the perfectionism of Star. 
 
    He put me up on a chair and took his time. He turned my head this way and that, his manicured fingernails as gentle as a wind. He snipped not locks, but individual hairs. And the raising of my hair on the back of my neck, I think they call it hackles on a dog, was extreme. 
 
    I mean, one second his made up face was peering into mine as he examined my hair as it hung over my forehead. The next second he was breathing into my ear, with soft, scented breath, as he layered my side burns. 
 
    “Oh, dearie. He does have the sweetest hair. So soft. He needs better shampoo, though.” 
 
    “I don’t think he even uses shampoo?” 
 
    “He doesn’t? And he still has this soft, furry mane? What gods have blessed him?” 
 
    Linda: “Do you think my comparison to Andrej was too much?” 
 
    “Not enough. With the right make up he will make poor Andrej jealous.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” She sighed in relief. 
 
    And he said: “Do you have the backing?” 
 
    “Plenty, if I can pull tonight off. But I can’t shake any of the others off contract.” 
 
    “You will. One show and the kiddies will be clamoring to break contract and lay before your sexy tootsies.” 
 
    I blurted, “Can you tell me what is happening?” 
 
    Star took my chin and turned my face to him. Up close, looking into my eyes so intently, he unnerved me, but, like I say, he wasn’t interested in me. He was just interested in my hair. “Dearie, children should be seen and not heard, and if you are a pleasant goose we will do better than tell you. We will show you.” 
 
    The music on my computer had gone from Shania to Nora and then to my favorite, Katie Melua, and back to Shania. Shania was singing ‘I Feel Like a Woman,’ and Linda and Star began talking about modeling. I just sat there, drifting in and out. It was very pleasant, and if I hadn’t been worried about going to jail—although that possibility was lessening—it would have been a very happy time. 
 
    I was still worried, however. 
 
    Finally, it was about nine o’clock, and Star stood back. “Voila, dearies!” 
 
    Linda came over and walked around me. “Oh, you are a genius.” She licked her lips. “We’ve only got an hour. Make up?” 
 
    “I will do the Star special. She will glow like the sunrise and little cherubs everywhere will giggle and play games. Go pick her out an outfit. Better change yours, too.” 
 
    An hour? 
 
    “What’s an hour?” I asked.  
 
    “You, dearie. So mind your Ps and Qs and life will be wonderful.” 
 
    He began to dig through that big bag of his, and he brought out little boxes. He opened the boxes and they were filled with squares of make up, brushes, tubes and vials. 
 
    “What is that?” I knew what it was. 
 
    “It’s make up, dearie. And we are going to—“ 
 
    “I’m not letting you put that stuff on me!” 
 
    He frowned. “Don’t make me stamp my foot.” 
 
    “Stamp your foot all you want. I’m not letting anybody put make up on me.” 
 
    He frowned mightier, and called out, “Linda, dear. Somebody needs a spanking.” 
 
    Linda rushed out of the guest room. She was wearing nothing on top and underwear was slung over one forearm. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “He doesn’t want to be beautiful,” Star gestured at the make up laid out on the table. 
 
    Linda bent her knees slightly and stared into my face. “Not one iota of shit. You will do what you are told.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “SHUT!” 
 
    I shut. I was almost crying again, but…what could I do? 
 
    Linda ran back into the guest room, throwing the under things draped over her arm onto a chair, and Star bent to my face again. 
 
    “You really shouldn’t be so silly,” he said. “Everybody wears make up. Actors live in it. Models, of course. But even politicians, anybody who wants to go on stage.” He was brushing my face with a little sponge and it was turning black. “Make up gives you color under lights, a glow of spirit when properly done. And I do it properly.” 
 
    Linda ran out of the guest room with a couple of skimpy dresses. One was open down the front. Cleavage to the belly button. The other one had no back. They both shimmied in the light. I remembered ordering them. They were expensive, but I had purchased them on special. 
 
    She asked me, “Do these fit you well?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” Here I was sitting naked while a gay person put make up on me, and I was getting embarrassed. 
 
    “Do they?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Star ignored my sudden flush of red and was applying some sort of primer to my face. 
 
    “You really need to use a better soap,” he mumbled. 
 
    Then Linda came out carrying garters and hose. She held them up for Star. “Yes?” 
 
    “Definitely.” He was dabbing something on my cheeks, rubbing it in with his thumbs. My hard on was very awake, and even gave an occasional little drip of pre-cum. 
 
    “Oh, Lordie,” he mumbled at one point. Then, he called out to Linda. “What are you going to do about his dripping?” 
 
    Linda rushed out, high heels in hand, and stared at my cock. My cock, of course, stared right back. 
 
    She looked me right in the eye. “I’ll blow him before we arrive.” 
 
    Star nodded. I gulped. I was going to get a blow job from my dream girl? 
 
    Linda returned to the guest room for one last time, and I managed to whisper, “Star. What is going on?” 
 
    He chuckled. Painted my eyelids. He had already trimmed my eyebrows and put mascara on me. 
 
    “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime. And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “What?” I jerked my head to look at him and he pushed my face back to the position he wanted.  
 
    “Oh, you silly. That’s a line from King Kong. The original. Don’t you know anything?” 
 
    Linda came out and wasn’t carrying anything. “Okay. Time to start dressing him.” 
 
    “What is happening?” I asked weakly. 
 
    “He’s such a silly,” Star pronounced disdainfully. 
 
    “I’ll tell you in the Uber. Right now—“ 
 
    “You’re going to Uber? With this delicate flower? Nonsense. I’ve got my car outside. Besides. I want to see this.” 
 
    “But…okay. And thanks.” 
 
    “For you, dearie, the sun and the moon,” Star smiled. “Now, be careful. I’m almost done, but I’ve got to pierce him.” 
 
    “Pierce me?” 
 
    “Shut!” 
 
    Star laughed. 
 
    While Star finished putting the finishing touches, which were mostly a touch up to my eye shadow and some lipstick, Linda slid garters up my torso. 
 
    “He does have a wonderful shape, does he not?” 
 
    “He does.” She pulled tiny, stretchy panties up my legs. She began rolling nylons, lifting my legs and telling me to relax. 
 
    Relax. I was being made into a freak. And she wanted me to relax? I swore to the Gods above that I would never look at an Amazon box again as long as I lived. 
 
    She fastened the nylons to the garter, then slipped high heels onto my feet. 
 
    “You really should have painted his tootsies.” 
 
    “We’re running out of time.” 
 
    “Alas. I suppose so. But I’ve got enough time to do his hands.” 
 
    “Oh, could you?” 
 
    My penis stuck out in the panties. Badly. “You better get your lips to work, honey.” 
 
    Linda sighed. “I want to wait as long as possible. I don’t want him recovered and sprouting out while we’re there.” 
 
    “I know Dickie Dixon, and he certainly isn’t going to care about a little chub.” 
 
    “Yeah, but look how big he is?” 
 
    “Bigger than Andrej, I’ll give him that. Hold still, Jason, honey. I’m going to give you some danglies.” 
 
    Then proceeded the moment that I would forever remember. A gay fellow pushing holes into my ears. He wiped with alcohol, I could smell it, moved the pin to position, and spick! I was pierced. I jerked a little, but, really, it didn’t hurt. 
 
    And, in the meanwhile, Linda pulled my panties down and put her mouth over my cock. 
 
    I gasped. 
 
    As I may have mentioned, she has the most perfect lips in the world. And they were red, my favorite color. And curvy and plump. And now they were around my best friend. Sucking, licking, while her hands played with my testicles. 
 
    Star went for my other ear. “Eat with your mouth closed, dearie. I can hear you gobble.” 
 
    Linda stroked me, her hand slithered up and down, and her touch was delicate. 
 
    And I was already turned on. But, and here is the cruel jest of all time, I couldn’t cum. 
 
    Star standing there, everything so weird, me going to prison…I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I wanted to. Lord knows I wanted to. That beautiful face, those gorgeous lips, I should have squirted from a mere look. But…I couldn’t. 
 
    Linda made gulping noises, watched me, but… 
 
    “Crap,” she finally said, raising her head. “You didn’t just jack off, did you?” 
 
    “No! I swear! I don’t know why…” 
 
    “It’s the elephant in the room, dearie. He’ll blow in the car. You can use the backseat, but you’d better not make a mess.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    Then Star said, “And you, young princess, if you don’t cum by the time we get there…I’ll blow you myself. And when I suck cock they stay sucked.” 
 
    I stared at him in horror. A gay man sucking on my cock? I actually felt faint. 
 
    “Okay. Dress.” 
 
    They pulled the yellow dress over me. My front was open and my pale skin shone. 
 
    “Stop sweating,” mumbled Star. He grabbed some powder and patted my chest. 
 
    “Oh, no…oh, no…” Linda worried. 
 
    “You shut, dearie. He’ll do fine.” 
 
    “But everything is riding on this! What if they ask him questions? He’s got no experience.” 
 
    “You just barge in and take control. I remember a meeting in Paris where you handled a room full of sissies. Me being one of them. You are…and you will be, mahvelous. Simply mahvelous. Now, come along Jason.” He said to Linda. “I’ll take the princess, give him some instruction. You bring his change.” 
 
    “Do you think he’ll need a change?” 
 
    “Nope. but better safe than sorry.” 
 
    Star took my hand with one hand, picked up his big bag, and led me towards the front door. Fortunately, I had pranced around in high heels quite a bit, and I didn’t fall on my face. 
 
    Into the hallway, and nobody was there, thank God. 
 
    “Now, when you walk, place one foot in front of the other, on a line, and let your hips swing.” 
 
    He demonstrated. 
 
    Confused, I followed him. I could hear Linda closing and locking the apartment behind me. 
 
    “Excellent, dearie. Now, remember to put the toe down first when you…” he continued talking as we navigated a short flight of stairs to the corner elevator. 
 
    “That’s right. And let your hands move like they are throwing flowers onto the ground, but you don’t want to be seen.” 
 
    We stepped into the elevator and Linda crowded in behind us. She was holding a bag and the second dress. She stared at me with a worried look on her face. 
 
    “If somebody offers to shake hands do it like this,” he offered me the ends of his fingers, adjusted my hand, and it was just a grip of the first knuckles type of shake. “And kiss women like this…” he air kissed first one cheek, then the other. “Now give Linda a kiss and let’s see how much you retain.” 
 
    Dutifully, aware of my cock sticking out under the dress, I did an air kiss to the woman of my dreams. She air kissed me back, and my heart was pounding. And my cock was pounding even harder. 
 
    “Very good, but don’t hold like a man. Just touch the forearms like this.” He demonstrated. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” Linda worried. 
 
    Star rounded on her and glared. “Don’t you dare be negative! They’ll pick that up in a second!” 
 
    “I know, I’m sorry. But he knows so little and we’ve got so much riding on this.” 
 
    Star held her arms then, focused a grim look on her face. “Honey. You won’t fail. You never fail. And that’s why I’m banking on you.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay.” She gulped, and I was astounded to realize that she was now the nervous one. 
 
    Star turned to me then. “I should be yelling at you, but you are the child, the princess, and if you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.” 
 
    We stepped out in the lobby and headed for the front door. Star still holding my hand and dragging me along. Linda following and chewing on those beautiful lips and trying not to worry. 
 
    What the holy heck were they getting me into? 
 
    “My car is right down here. Jason, walk on a line and let your hands sing. Linda. Stop that. Okay. Let’s pile into the old hot rod.” 
 
    Star drove a big Lincoln. It was black and shiny and barely short of being a limousine. He opened the rear door and ushered us in. I crawled across the seat and settled in, Linda crawled in next to me, turned to me, and stared. 
 
    Star went to the front, opened the door, gave a toot of the horn, and swung into the Hollywood traffic. “Row, row, row your boat…” he chortled as he honked his way through the evening traffic. 
 
    We drove up La Cienega to Sunset and turned left. I stared out the window. Beautiful people sauntered along the Strip. We passed the Hustler store, then the Whiskey a Go Go. It was a hot evening and Star turned on the AC so high it was shortly freezing. 
 
    “Got to keep you from sweating, dearies.” Then he passed back a stick of roll on. “And this is extra insurance. Better get to blowing, honey. We’re going to be there soon.” 
 
    Linda wasted no time. She pushed me back and once again devoured my cock with her mouth. 
 
    Now, out from under the eye of Star, a bit more relaxed, even though I didn’t think I would ever completely relax, I felt my cock wake up. 
 
    She reached under my penis and grabbed my balls. She sucked and used her tongue and I was almost over the edge, when she suddenly reached a finger under and poked it right into my asshole. I gave a weird kind of a screech, and began to unload. 
 
    Spurt after spurt. A week’s worth of gism. Pulsing up the tube, out the head, and down into her throat. 
 
    She kept up with me, didn’t spill a drop, and then swallowed. 
 
    She raised her head and watched my cock. She gave another couple of licks when little drops oozed out, but, it was done. I had just received a blow job, a world class blow job, from the woman of my dreams. 
 
    She smiled, licked her lips, and looked at me. 
 
    It just burst out of me then. “I love you.” 
 
    She blinked. I was so sincere. There was no denying I had spoken from the heart. 
 
    “Oh, my,” came from the front seat. “If you don’t marry him I will.” 
 
    Linda didn’t say anything, however, and I suddenly felt embarrassment. I had emptied my heart out, but what right did I have? 
 
    She didn’t know me from Adam. I was just the stranger in the apartment down the hall. 
 
    Heck, I had really stepped into it this time. My dream girl, and I had probably insulted her. 
 
    We followed Sunset out past the big tall buildings and down the long straight. Past the lot where a sheik had supposedly burned his mansion down, and now smaller McMansions were being constructed. 
 
    Into Bel Air, the low mountains just above Sant Monica. These were the rich homes. Not just a quarter acre, but tens of acres, hundreds of acres, and three story mansions with swimming pools and tennis courts. We passed the Hannah Carter Japanese Garden and wound our way up the hillside. The big Lincoln crept through a couple of corners. 
 
    “We’re going to be late,” worried Linda. 
 
    “Fashionably,” agreed Star. At that moment he pulled up to a gate. He leaned out and waited. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Linda Burwell for Mr. Dixon.” 
 
    The gate began to swing back. Slowly, like they were jaws opening. 
 
    Star drove between the gates, around a drive with a brick wall on one side, and came to a parking area. Beyond the parking area was a house, which is to say a mansion that made other mansions look like outhouses. 
 
    Start hopped out of the car and opened the back door. Linda crawled out first, then me. 
 
    I stood in the warm night air and gazed at the abode in amazement. 
 
    Four stories. Columns. Tall windows. World class shrubbery. It was a Mediterranean motif, but incredibly large. 
 
    “This way,” Linda took my hand. 
 
    “Remember,” Star coached. “One foot in front of the other. If you are confused don’t say anything. Believe that anything you do is right and it will be.” 
 
    The sound of our high heels resounded as we came closer to the house, and we mounted a short series of wide steps. The doors were big double doors, and they were open. We simply walked in. 
 
    We were in a big front room, lots of furniture, stairs leading up to the second story in a curve against the wall. To the right I could see a billiards room., straight ahead, through a large opening was what looked like a kitchen. To the left was a dining room, and there were several men sitting and smoking cigars. 
 
    Star guided us to the room and we stepped down a low step. 
 
    There were six men, all sitting in comfy looking Queen Anne chairs. One woman was standing in a corner, peering out a tall window. Through the window I could see several young people playing a swimming pool. Light music drifted in from outside, and the young people looked high school age. 
 
    “Ah, Linda, and I see you have brought Estelle with you. Good evening.” He air kissed Linda, gave that fingertip handshake to Star, and then there was me. 
 
    He was slightly chubby, but I had the feeling it wasn’t all fat. The piercing look of his eyes told me that this was a man who didn’t let himself get fat. He had a thin mustache over his lips, and he was slowly losing his hair. He was wearing informal, sit around clothes. Worth a couple of thousand bucks. 
 
    “This is Jason. She’s the one I was telling you about.” 
 
    Suddenly, I was center stage. Without a script. No clue. 
 
    The man took my hand, in fingertips, and held it, and scrutinized me. He looked me up and down like I was a side of beef and he was a lion. It wasn’t long, but, man, was it thorough. 
 
    Then he smiled, a flash of teeth, “I’m Dickie Dixon, my dear. Quite pleased to meet you.” 
 
    I heard the breath woosh out of Linda, and realized she had been holding her breath. 
 
    “Come now, let me introduce you.” He walked me around the room. An arm linked in mine. “This rascal is Peter Parker. No relation to the real Peter Parker.” 
 
    Parker offered his hand, and I finger tipped it. 
 
    “This is Charles Wister. And this is…” 
 
    I was introduced all around. I reached the woman. 
 
    “And this lovely creature is my wife, Shiela. Shiela as one lovely creature say hello to another lovely creature.” 
 
    The woman wasn’t bad looking. A little heavy in the make up, the nose was slightly large, and she was wearing a very expensive dress that hung perfectly on her frame. I realized that she might be old, but she had once had a body, and a face. More important, she had power. 
 
    She took my left hand, Dickie was linked with my right arm, and she held it, and her eyes were like super magnifying glasses, examining every pore, every hair, all the way down to my grandmother. 
 
    She air kissed me, only on one side, and she whispered, “Exquisite.” then she backed away, gave a single nod to Dickie, and left the room. 
 
    Dickie led me back to where Linda and Star were standing below the stairs.  
 
    “Would you like a drink before we have our little chat?” 
 
    Star said yes and Linda said no. I shook my head in the negative. When Star received his drink he didn’t sip at all, which led me to believe he was just playing for time, slowing the proceedings down. 
 
    Then we were all sitting, chairs were pulled closer together, and a slight bit of chit chat commenced. How’s your dog kind of chit chat. I had the feeling everybody was observing, making subtle judgements. 
 
    Finally, fifteen minutes after we arrived, the real talk started, and it started in brusque fashion. 
 
    Dickie sat back, scratched under his chin. “Tell me, Linda. Why should we invest in you?” 
 
    Linda was ready. “I have been in the business for ten years. I have a resume not only in the modeling end, but in the production end. I have contacts with all major players.” And on and on. She just looked them all in the eye and talked. 
 
    Yet, these were obviously men who played power games. They sat and listened, but they were just feeling her out, gathering data. 
 
    “Star, I had heard you retired.” 
 
    “Oh, dahling, I never really retire. I just threaten to to make my price go up.” 
 
    There were chuckles at that, and suddenly I found myself on the crosshairs. 
 
    “Jason.” 
 
    I snapped my eyes to the man who had spoken. “We have never heard of you, yet Linda and Star trust you enough to bring you here. Tell me, why should we consider investing in Linda?” 
 
    Oh, man. Now I was stuck. I didn’t even know what was happening. Invest in what? Linda hadn’t told me, just rushed me along, and…and I had to say something. But…what? 
 
    Then Star cleared his throat. I glanced at him and he smiled. And I remembered his message: ‘If you just put your nose in the air and realize that you can do no wrong…then you won’t.’ 
 
    I cleared my own throat, a million thoughts went through my head, and I blurted. “Because she can get the job done.” I looked at her. “I have never met a more forceful woman. I haven’t known her long, but she has given me such guidance as I have never known.” 
 
    I faced the men again. 
 
    They faced me. 
 
    And I believed. That’s the only way I can say it. Being made into a woman in an evening, what Star had said…Linda and he were playing a big game, and even though I didn’t know what it was…I believed. 
 
    I could feel it, the gentle sigh in the room. 
 
    Dickie chuckled. “If I didn’t know better, I would say it is true love.” 
 
    Everybody laughed then, and I looked down, embarrassed. And then I looked at Linda. She was staring at me with the most rapt expression. 
 
    Dickie turned to Star. “Estelle, I’ve known you for a lifetime it seems, and I want to ask you a serious question.” 
 
    “No other kind,” Star murmured with a tilt of his head. 
 
    “What makes you think Jason can compete with Andrej Pejic?” 
 
    There was that name. 
 
    Star moved over to me. “Observe the skin. This is not poor quality skin. And the face is perfectly adaptable to the male or the female. Jason is, gentlemen, the complete package, and in both the masculine and the feminine. I say this with confidence and as one who has worked with the wonderful Andrej.” 
 
    No sound in the room now. 
 
    Dickie turned to Linda. “Linda, my dear. You are asking us to bet a pretty penny on an unknown. What assurances do we have?” 
 
    Linda stepped forward and linked an arm in mine. “Jason is under an ironclad contract to me. It cannot be broken. Jason will get rich, but he will do it with me.” She turned to me, “Jason, are you happy with our arrangement.” 
 
    What else could I do. I gulped and said, “Very happy.” 
 
    Arrangement? Ironclad contract? What the fuck was going on? And what had I committed myself to? 
 
    “Well then, are there any other questions?” Dickie looked at the other businessmen. He smiled at Linda and I and Star. “Then let me walk you out.” 
 
    We said good bye graciously, ascended the stairs, and he walked us to the front door. 
 
    At the front door Linda asked, “When can we expect to hear from you?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ve already heard from us.” 
 
    We all looked blank.  
 
    He chuckled. “My wife gave the nod before she retired.” 
 
    We blinked, and he laughed, then he air kissed Linda, shook hands with Star and I, and that was it. The door closed, we retreated, and sat in the limo. 
 
    “Whoa. That was intense.” For a change, there was no affectation in Star’s voice. 
 
    “We’re going to do it.” 
 
    “Yes, we are.” 
 
    And I asked, “What are we going to do.” 
 
    Linda and Star started to laugh then. And they laughed harder and harder until they were literally rolling around on the seats. 
 
    I just sat there and wondered if they had gone coocoo. 
 
    Finally, Star started the car and started down the drive. 
 
    Linda, still chuckling, sat next to me. She put her hand on my thigh and leaned up against me, just like we were boyfriend and girlfriend. 
 
    “The modeling business has been great for me, and I’ve gotten rich. But there is rich, and there is rich. Add to that the fact that I will eventually come to the marketability of my good looks, you will understand why I am about to quit the biz.” 
 
    I actually felt my heart sink. “Quit? Like…no more lay outs.” 
 
    She studied me with a lopsided smile. 
 
    “I have decided to replace myself with you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Yes. At first I thought you were just a pervert. But when I took the time to study your face, your skin, and the way you move, I realized that you could be the next Andrej Pejic.” 
 
    “Who is Andrej Pejic?” 
 
    “Andrej is an androgynous model. He can portray either sex. He has become quite famous, and has spearheaded a whole new look.” 
 
    “You want me to be…androgynous?” 
 
    Star laughed. “You already are. Now you just have to make money out of it.” 
 
    “So I am starting a modeling company, and it will be niche at first, transgender, but with you I can advertise to either sex. So I really have three models in one. Male, female, and…in between.” 
 
    “But…but…what if I don’t want to be a model?” 
 
    “Then you can quit, in five or six years. By then I’ll have made enough money to pay back our investors, and you can go live in a shack in the desert. If that’s what you really wish.” 
 
    “I can…” I stopped talking. 
 
    Star: “It's money, and adventure, and fame. It's the thrill of a lifetime—“ 
 
    I finished, “And a long sea-voyage that starts at six tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he grinned in the rear view mirror at me. 
 
    “And this iron clad contract?” 
 
    “Yes, well, I did stretch, but I’m betting on something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m betting that you aren’t just a pervert, that you really do have feelings for me.” 
 
    “You should have heard yourself, Jason,” chimed in Star. “You declared everlasting love for Linda tonight, and in front of men who know a contract when they see it.” 
 
    I sat there, stunned by what I had heard. It had all been so fast, so crazy, yet… 
 
    “So how about it, Jason. Would you like to work for me? Make a million dollars?” 
 
    Heck. I had a million dollars. The question was…did I want two million dollars. 
 
    And I did. 
 
    But, more, I wanted Linda. I wanted to talk to her, to be with her, to come home to her. I wanted to feel her breasts against me, and her lips on mine. I wanted to go dancing. Skiing in the Rockies. I wanted long vacations in the Caribbean. Just us. 
 
    “Well, we can certainly discuss it. Why don’t you pick me up tomorrow and we can go out and you can tell me what I can do that will make you a happy woman.” 
 
    “Whoa,” blurted Star. “I felt that one.” 
 
    Linda turned to me, stared at me. Then she placed a hand around my neck and pulled my face closer to hers. We just sat there, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Then she kissed me, softly, gently, with her eyes closed.  
 
    It was an experimental kiss, one that asked whether she wanted to pursue this. She pulled back, and the look in her eyes said that she did. 
 
    I said, “And one other thing…” 
 
    “Yes?” her breath was warm on my cheek. 
 
    “I may need a bit of practice being a female. Perhaps I should be a woman tomorrow night.” 
 
    She pulled me to her again, kissed me again, longer, more passionate, and when we parted she was gasping. Hell, I was gasping. 
 
    And she said, “Yes. Perhaps you should.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Have a great month, baby.” Lisa patted my cheek, kissed me a good one, and placed a box in my hand. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Something you can have fun with, my priapic hubby.” 
 
    “Hey, that’s not fair! I’m not priapic! I’m just a little…” I grinned, “horny.” 
 
    “Kyle, you are the original horn dog. In the dictionary look up ‘eternally horny’ and there’s your picture.” 
 
    “But…every guy is that horny!” 
 
    “No. You forget, I’ve been with every guy,” Lisa had worked in porn for ten years before we met, “Well, yeah. But I’m certainly not hornier than all those studs you worked with.” 
 
    “Baby, you’re not only stiffer, you’re stiffer longer, and you recover faster, and you have much more semen than 90% of the guys. In fact, you’re going to love this, one time we were shooting a short to inject into a movie. We filmed dozens of different animals having sex, and you outdid them all.” 
 
    “Now you’re making it up.” 
 
    “Swear!” She put her hand over her heart. 
 
    “Pinkie swear?” 
 
    “Pinkie swear on my mother’s grave.” 
 
    “With a cherry on top.” 
 
    She laughed. “Mother would love that. I’ll have to tell her.” 
 
    “Don’t.” I took her in my arms and tried to kiss her, but she wriggled out. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Sorry, babe. We did it three times last night, and I really have to go, and don’t worry, you’ll be in pussy all month long.” 
 
    That got me curious. What the heck could be in the box? 
 
    Lisa picked up her small bag, so I picked up her big bag and walked her out to the Uber. 
 
    The Uber guy’s eyes, of course, almost fell out of his head. My wife has that sexual glow about her that affects all men that way. 
 
    “Airport, slick,” I laughed. “And try to stay on the road.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” 
 
    Lisa turned to me for one last kiss, and a rough grope. The kind that makes a guy’s knees weak. 
 
    I was almost falling down when she let go, laughed, and got into the Prius. A moment later I watched the little, grey car zoop down the road. 
 
    I looked at the little box in my hand. Hunh! What devilish little present had she foisted on me now? I turned and walked back into the house. 
 
    My wife is the sexiest woman in the world. I mean that literally. For ten years she spread her legs, sucked on cock, and did just about every possible sexual act a gal could do. And she made a LOT of money doing it. And she had a lot of fapsters out there doing it nightly. 
 
    Hell, she had me doing it. 
 
    Then I had met her, and, me the genius, I put the sex out of my mind and just asked about her. 
 
    And me putting sex out of my mind is a BIG deal. 
 
    But I did it, she liked me, we saw more of each other, and, to the dismay of jackers everywhere, she retired. Hell, she had enough money. And, she had me. 
 
    Loving me, and I was totally devoted, would lay down at her feet if she came to a mud puddle. 
 
    Of course, the penis pumpers of the world hated me, but that’s okay. I had her and they didn’t. 
 
    Now, people have asked me, and I’m sure you might be curious, how did I feel having a wife who had fucked half the population of Nebraska? Not Nebraska exactly, of course, just that number of men and women. 
 
    Hell, I don’t care. That was before I met her, and, funny thing, when I started being interested in her and not just sex, I became the only one. 
 
    And, for those idiots who give me ‘the look’ and say, ‘right!’ I’ve got one thing to say. Jealous? 
 
    So, I had the most beautiful woman in the world, and I became, of course, hornier and hornier, and one month a year she had to go to New York and attend to business. She had invested wisely and sat on a bunch of boards. 
 
    So for one month a year I was left to my own devices. So what does a guy who has been tapping the most beautiful woman in the world do when she’s gone?” 
 
    Porn. 
 
    Can you blame me? She’s got me so darned turned on that when she leaves I can’t just turn it off. 
 
    I entered the house, drew the shades, and headed back for the entertainment center. 
 
    That’s right, entertainment center. While the rest of you doofus’s are pumping the peter to little computer screens, or iPads, or even (shudder) iPhones…I’ve got a 120" 4K Smart Laser Projector by Samsung. 
 
    That’s right, while you guys are going blind squinting at those little hand held screens I am laying back in a comfortable recliner with 10 feet of laser sharp image. I’ve got sex toys to the right of me, controls to the left of me, and a popcorn machine in the back corner. 
 
    I can sit for hours and practice the fine art of onanism. Hell, it’s like the big titted beauties are inches from me. 
 
    And now you know how I survive a month without my one, true love. 
 
    I went to the bedroom and put on some whackin’ clothes. These are usually silk jammies. Easy to pull down and the chest can be unbuttoned for nipple play. 
 
    Yowza! 
 
    Then I headed for the sacred palace of pump. 
 
    I poured myself a bourbon and Coke (well, you have to eat that popcorn with something, right?) and plopped my tush down in the recliner. 
 
    Then I remembered the box. 
 
    Oh, fuck. The box. I wanted to fap, but I had put the box on the counter and forgotten about it when I made my drink. I was going to have to get up, walk all of ten feet back to the bar, open the box, and then, what? A pair of socks? 
 
    Still, my imagination was driving me wild. 
 
    What if it wasn’t socks? 
 
    What if it was a free pass to a night with one of her friends? She did that occasionally, and that was better than fapping by far. 
 
    So, sighing, I struggled out of the grip of comfort and headed back for the bar. I turned on the bar lights, and heard voices. I turned. Oh, I had turned the projector on and two women were scissoring madly, rubbing their pussies together until they had frothy orgasm. I smiled. Such a delightful sight, all that pulchritude bouncing and sweating and slithering and…I forgot about the box for a second, watched the thunderous climax, then turned back to the box. 
 
    It was a six inch cube. Regular, old cardboard. Address labels. 
 
    Looked like a chastity tube. 
 
    Now, tell the truth, I am not a fan of chastity tubes. If God had wanted my cock all scrunched up and jammed into a little space he wouldn’t have…well, I don’t know what he wouldn’t have, but I am not a fan of the infernal, little devices. 
 
    Sighing, I picked up the knife I use for cutting butter for the popcorn and ran it down the edges. I opened the flaps and looked inside. 
 
    Yep. A chastity tube. Apparently Lisa wanted me to be pure for a month. She’d pulled this crap before, and I didn’t like it. When you have the world’s most beautiful porn star on her knees, or bent over, or just spread out and ready and willing, you don’t really want to play ‘lock the cock.’ 
 
    I turned the box upside down and the contents fell out. 
 
    A chastity tube, with all parts. Pretty fancy looking, had a wire embedded in the plastic. And a DVD. Huh. What chastity tube really needed instructions? And a note. 
 
    The note was easiest, so I opened it. It was handwritten from my one, true love. 
 
      
 
    Kyle. I love you dearly, but you have changed over the years. When we first met you cared about me. But, over the years, you have become more interested in sex. You are now like one of those pathetic groupies that used to follow me around with their tongues hanging out and their hands in their pants. And I am tired of it. If you want to stay married you will put this chastity tube on and watch the DVD. If you don’t I will know, and I will not be coming home. If you do follow these instructions you will be in for the adventure of your lifetime, and you will fulfill all my dreams. I do hope you make the right decision. I love you ~ Lisa. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the note for the longest time. 
 
    She was…tired of me? I was too sexed up? She was going to leave me? 
 
    Oh, God. I was shivering and close to crying. I couldn’t breath and my heart was pounding frantically. 
 
    My one true love? The finest piece off ass in the world? And she was…she was going to leave me? 
 
    Then I pulled myself together. She wasn’t going to leave me. She wouldn’t leave me if I put the stupid tube on and watched a DVD. And I’d probably have to wear the stupid thing for a month, curb my urges, get myself back under control. All I had to do was put it on and watch something on a DVD. 
 
    Okay. I could do that. I mean, we’re talking about the most beautiful woman in the world. Wouldn’t you do anything you could if you found your one, true love? 
 
    I unpacked the chastity tube and examined it. 
 
    It was made of plastic, but not just any plastic. It was made of a polymer like the ones that go into the construction of guns. This plastic would withstand a bullet! 
 
    The lock was inset and made of titanium. Wow. A bit of overkill, but…at the end of the month she would come home and let me out. And we would laugh and fuck forever and life would be good once again. 
 
    So I put the ring over my package, put my cock into the thing, and closed it. 
 
    CLICK…whirrr! Chinka chinka. Click. 
 
    What the fuck? The ring was tightening, and now I definitely had no wiggle room. I figured I’d be able to slip a finger in and maybe give myself a little pleasure, but that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    And the tube had actually shrunk on the inside. I had felt things moving and the clasp of the thing had tightened up like a hand. Man, I wasn’t going to be getting out of this for a month. Fuck! What had Lisa done to me? 
 
    Well, whatever she had done, it was done. I went to the computer room and slipped the disk into the computer. Hunh! An icon saying, ‘Click on me,’ popped up in the center of the screen. No instructions, nothing else, just ‘click on me.’ 
 
    Well, I could do that. I moved the cursor until it was over the icon and tapped the mouse. 
 
    For a second nothing happened. Then a small window opened up and a loading bar started filling. 10%, 20%, and so on, until the bar was at 100%. Then the bar disappeared and a folder appeared. I opened it and there were options for Windows and for Mac. I clicked on the Mac. The screen suddenly darkened and a message appeared. 
 
      
 
    Connect the USB cable. 
 
      
 
    There was a giff of a guy plugging in a USB cable to the computer, and then to a port on the top of the chastity tube. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Stuff was already happening that I had no idea of, and now I was supposed to download something into the chastity tube? 
 
    Man, this was some high tech bullshit! 
 
    I plugged the USB cable into the two ports and nothing happened. Then a video appeared. 
 
     
 
    Welcome to the ‘Presto Chango Male Editing program.’ As you are doubtless a male, and freshly locked up, there are several instructions you need to follow. To emphasize how important it is to follow these directions let us give you a demonstration. Three…two…one… 
 
      
 
    A shock exploded in my groin. My balls felt like Babe Ruth had taken a bat to them. I couldn’t breath. I was laying on the floor. The shock to my balls had been so severe I had just slid right out of the swivel like I was instant, melted butter. 
 
    I pushed myself back into the swivel and stared at the screen. There was a message on it. 
 
      
 
    Click any key to continue. 
 
      
 
    Yeah, well, fuck any key to not continue. I wasn’t going to wear this thing any longer. I mean, my genitals didn’t need any torture. 
 
    I pulled the cable out of the port and examined the chastity tube. Sure, it was built of space age materials, but I could figure this thing out. I could— 
 
    Bweep! Bweep! Bweep! 
 
    A message appeared on the screen. 
 
     
 
    Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight… 
 
     
 
    What the fuck? I just stared, gawked. What the fuck was going on!? 
 
      
 
    Three…two…one… 
 
     
 
    The chastity tube started buzzing. No big deal, but… 
 
      
 
    Attention! You have ten seconds to plug the cable back in. Nine…eight… 
 
     
 
    The  next buzz was harder, an actual shock, and I suddenly got it. The third would be more, and the fourth…until…until my pecker was nothing more than a crispy critter! 
 
    I waited through the next shock, and it was harder, and hurt more, and I plugged the cable back in. 
 
    The message on the screen stopped, the countdown stopped, and I sighed in relief. The instructional video reappeared. 
 
     
 
    To avoid shocks you must comply with the instructions in a timely manner. 
 
    You must plug the cable into your computer for an hour every day for recharging. 
 
    You must complete daily assignments. 
 
    You may use alcohol to help reduce stress. 
 
    You must… 
 
      
 
    The program droned on, and I thought about it. I was definitely going to be in prison for a month. It was going to hurt, but…at the end of the month I was going to have a serious sit down with Lisa. I mean, this thing was downright devilish. Shocking a man’s balls to make him do things? Hell, she could have just sucked them I would have done whatever. 
 
    Finally, the program came to an end, and I was given two options. On the screen were two boxes. 
 
      
 
    A message from Lisa. 
 
      
 
    and… 
 
      
 
    Your first lesson. 
 
      
 
    I clicked on a message from Lisa. And her face appeared.  
 
    Oh, God. Just looking at her perfection I was struck. Yet…she had put me in this thing. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, lover,” her beautiful, red lips moved and I listened and was in total love. “You have no doubt figured out that you’re going to be locked up till I get home…and that if you don’t follow the program I won’t come home until you do…and that means you’re going to be locked up until you finish the program.” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I muttered at the computer. My cock was trying to get hard at the sight of total and pure sexiness. 
 
    “Kyle, I love you, but you have changed. You have become a dirty, little boy who treats me like a sex object. All you want to do it follow me around and cum…and I had enough of that when I was working in porn. So you are going to have to change. You are going to have to go back to being the Kyle who cared about me. Not the porn star me. But the real me. This program should accomplish that. So I will see you in a month…I hope. I love you with all my might.” 
 
    She blew a kiss on the screen and the program winked out. Again, I had two choices on the screen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    A message from Lisa. 
 
      
 
    and… 
 
      
 
    Your first lesson. 
 
      
 
    So whenever I needed to talk to my honey I could pull her up on the screen, but if I did all I would get would be the advice to follow the instructions. 
 
    My cell phone was to the side and I picked it up and tapped on number 1. 
 
    Ding a ding doot doot came from the other end. Then the message flashed on the screen. ‘This caller has blocked you.’ 
 
    Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck! 
 
    I stared at the computer. On the screen was a timer. Apparently I had fifty minutes to wait for the chastity tube to charge. 
 
    I sat for a half hour, then realized I could work on the computer while I was waiting. I opened up my mail program and sent a message to Lisa. Immediately came a response. 
 
      
 
    The recipient has refused your message. 
 
      
 
    Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck! 
 
    So I read my mail messages, mostly advertisements, then surfed a little porn, which was frustrating because my cock couldn’t grow, and waited for the hour to end. 
 
    Finally, the hour ended, and the message on the screen read, 
 
      
 
    You are fully charged. 
 
    You may charge at any time. 
 
    You must recharge before 24 hours have passed. 
 
    Click here for your first lesson. 
 
    This lesson must be completed within 24 hours. 
 
      
 
    So I would need to report back to my computer within 24. But I could do anything I wanted, run around town, whatever. But I had to report back to the computer before 24, and I had to complete some kind of lesson. 
 
    I decoupled myself from the computer and walked out to the kitchen. I poured myself a large glass of bourbon, and thought. 
 
    Lisa said she loved me. But she wanted to change me. But all women want to change their men. But the Presto Chango Male Editing people had apparently figured out a way to make this happen computer style. 
 
    I couldn’t complain to anybody. 
 
    All I could do was suffer through. 
 
    Son of a be-yotch! 
 
    Standing in the kitchen in my jammies, drinking my bourbon, I realized there was only one way out. Through. 
 
    I quaffed my drink, made another one—I had a feeling I was going to need a lot of bourbon to get through this month. 
 
      
 
    I pressed on the line that said: 
 
      
 
    Click here for your first lesson. 
 
     
 
    The instructions read: 
 
      
 
    Remove your body hair below the neck. 
 
    Click here when done. 
 
      
 
    Huh! Well, that was simple. 
 
    I headed for the bedroom, removed my jammies, then used Lisa’s Nair. Twenty minutes later I was back in my jammies and in front of the computer. 
 
      
 
    Take picture of front of body. 
 
    Take picture of back of body. 
 
      
 
    I did, and uploaded the pictures, and I guess the program was able to detect whether I had hair or not, because balloons and flowers started falling on the screen. 
 
     
 
    Whee! 
 
    He’s a sissy! 
 
      
 
    
What? Sissy? I was no sissy! What the fuck? 
 
    And that was the end of my first lesson. I got rid of my body hair. Big deal. Heck. This wasn’t going to be so hard. 
 
    I poured myself another drink, retired to the movie room, and began watching porn. 
 
    I felt good. It always feels nice to be ‘clean shaven.’ I had done it before and Lisa liked it and…I focused on the screen. I had pre-loaded some of Lisa’s videos, and I watched my favorite woman fuck and suck to her heart’s content. 
 
    It was so funny. In these videos it was so obvious that she liked sex, yet when I liked sex…I guess sauce for the goose is not sauce for the gander. 
 
    I watched, and grew awfully frustrated, my cock being confined and all, and drank, and had a good time until the wee hours. Then I went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day was actually pretty laid back. I had worn a chastity tube before, and it’s all a matter of getting used to it. So I relaxed, went shopping, read a little, and the day passed.  
 
    So much for the big sex program I was forced into. 
 
    Heck, I’d get rid of my hair every day and a month would pass…how was this supposed to make me be less horny? 
 
    At three in the afternoon I was in the kitchen, pounding on a steak, when I felt a light buzz in my groin. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I ran into the computer room, actually had plenty of time, though I sure didn’t want to be across town when the program started up, and plugged myself in. 
 
     
 
    And the timer started counting down. 
 
    I stared at the button. 
 
      
 
    Click here for your second lesson. 
 
      
 
    Well, might just as well find out what’s going on. I clicked on the button. 
 
      
 
    Wear panties. 
 
    They must be female, 
 
    made of lycra, nylon, polyester, satin, or silk. 
 
    Then take a picture. 
 
      
 
    Holy crap! What a bunch of…but I shrugged. Lisa had lots of panties in her drawers, and it was obvious that she wanted me to complete this stupid program, so… 
 
    I waited until the tube was charged, then headed for the bedroom. I found a pair of black satin panties and pulled them up. They were tight, and my balls fell out the side, but the tube stayed in. 
 
    I sighed and went back and took a picture and uploaded it. The return message was interesting. 
 
      
 
    You have been heat scanned. 
 
    Your body temperature will indicate 
 
    whether you are wearing the panties regularly. 
 
    Do you understand? 
 
    Yes 
 
    No 
 
      
 
    What the…heat scanned? Well, I guess. I could always take them off, which I had planned to do after the picture, but maybe I better keep them on. 
 
    I clicked on the ‘yes,’ and cute, little, rubber duckies ran across the screen. They were quaking: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Whee! 
 
    He’s a sissy! 
 
      
 
    Heysoos had a sister who got a sex change! What the fuck was it with this ‘sissy’ message? Getting rid of my hair and wearing panties didn’t make me a sissy! 
 
    At least, I didn’t think they did. 
 
    Fully charged, and horny, and wearing panties on my hairless body, I went into the movie room and watched some more porn. 
 
    Today I avoided watching Lisa. This thing I was doing, this program I was on, it was making me disgruntled, and I didn’t feel like looking at her beautiful face. 
 
    I focused on big titted women. I like women with large breasts who like to fuck. 
 
    I called up Ava Addams and watched her for a while. Man, she was sweet. The way her boobs bounced up and down. Whoo! 
 
    Then I searched for Julia Ann. Oh, baby. I had met her a couple of times, and she was as real in life as she was on the screen. That little heart thing on her boob, whoo! And the way she loves to bend over and take it from the rear.  
 
    It was about that time I became aware of the ache in my groin. Watching all the porn, my cock struggling to erect, and even the threat of shock, it was working on me.  
 
    I suddenly realized how horny this was making me. 
 
    Was this Lisa’s plan? Was she going to cure me of sex by having me have too much sex? Was I supposed to feel this wonderful, delightful, pleasurable pain in my groin until I gave up sex? 
 
    Ha! Not likely. 
 
    I stumbled across Casca, the Jules Jordan clip, with those sensational lips and her breasts presented so stunningly. Heck, if there was a competitor with Lisa for best boobs, this was it. 
 
    By the time I had finished a few clips I had my hand in my groin and was almost literally pounding the chastity tube with my fist. Almost. 
 
    I stopped for dinner, and realized, when I staggered through the house, that I was dripping. There was a little hole in the tip of the tube for pissing, and now it was releasing long drools of pre-cum. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Oh, it felt horny, almost painfully horny, but there is a lot of pleasure in that kind of pain. 
 
    Sitting on the patio, eating my steak, I thought about what I was going through. It had been two days, two lessons, and I was doing okay. I mean, I was hurting, but this idea of making me, or maybe I should say ‘re-making’ me, into a better man. Huh. I wondered if she really thought this stuff was going to work? 
 
    How the hell would making me hornier make me less horny? 
 
    Which thought, it goes to show, revealed how little I knew. I mean, it had only been two days. 
 
      
 
    On the third day I sauntered out to the computer, and was irritated to find out I would have to wait until three o’clock to get to my next lesson. 
 
    Geez. You’d think they’d let me just charge forward and get done with this thing. 
 
    So I worked around the house. Went for a bike ride. Floated in the pool for an hour, and drank some bourbon. 
 
    Hmmm. I was drinking more. I wondered if this was factored into the program?  
 
    Maybe. 
 
    Three o’clock. I poured myself some more of that delicious bourbon—Eagle Rare, ten years old, Kentucky straight ambrosia—spoiled it with some Coke, and headed for the computer. After an hour of recharging I hit the third lesson. 
 
      
 
    Garters and nylons. 
 
    Remember the heat scan. 
 
    Upload picture. 
 
    Click here when done. 
 
      
 
    Huh! Garters and nylons? That’s just kid stuff. Sure, it was girly, but…so what? Nobody was here to see me. 
 
    I headed for the bedroom and picked out some garters and nylons. I put on the garter belt and unrolled the nylons. On my hairless legs it felt really sexy. Damned sexy. I admired myself in the mirror for a while, turning this way and that, and actually thought about putting on some high heels. Heck. Lisa’s shoes might be tight, but they would fit. And wouldn’t that be cool? 
 
    But I held myself back. I went and took a picture and uploaded it, and Zeppelins floated across the scree, Bearded captains shot cannons out the windows and sparkles of fairy dust glittered. 
 
      
 
    Whee! 
 
    He’s a sissy! 
 
      
 
    I snorted, and just clicked off. Sissy. Not likely. I was renowned for the size of my dick and my staying power. 
 
    Then I frowned. What was staying in a super chastity tube for a month going to do to me? Was I going to shrink? 
 
    Hunh! That was something to think about. Had Lisa thought about that? Maybe that was in her nefarious plans. Shrink my dick and make me a laughing stock. 
 
    I went to the net and did some searching. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I actually grew faint. 
 
    My cock was going to shrink if I didn’t use it! 
 
    Then I read some more, and the news wasn’t really that bad. 
 
    It would take months for my pecker to shrink to an any observable degree. And…I came across methods to make it bigger. 
 
    Yowza! I was going to be looking into those! 
 
    So, my lesson for the day done, I headed for the movie room, and somehow got hooked on women who jack off on trailer hitches. 
 
    I kid you not! 
 
    Even I was amazed. 
 
    But, there it was. Some truck would sally into the wilderness, stop on a dirt road or by a run down cabin, and some babe would pop out, run back, put a rubber on the trailer hitch, and descend upon that round, metal knob. 
 
    I watched in fascination as women groaned and moaned, pulled on their tits and bumped up and down. 
 
    And I found a lot of women fucking gear shifts. Wow! Talk about driving yourself into a frenzy! 
 
    And, of course, that led to a variety of things. Dildos, of course. And cucumbers. And bottles, lots of bottles, and hair brushes and…and I was shocked at how many different things women put up their pussies. I mean…lava lamps? 
 
    So I drank myself near to oblivion, moaned and groaned and pulled on my nipples, and realized that this horniness program was really working. 
 
    Yes, I was loving it, but…I needed to cum! I needed to shoot the juice, unleash the seed, slime the walls! 
 
     
 
    Three o’clock. Plugged in. 
 
    Four o’clock. All charged up. I hadn’t had one shocking experience,  yet, thank God! 
 
    I clicked on the fourth lesson. 
 
      
 
    Bra and breast forms. 
 
    Double D. 
 
    Glue them on. 
 
    Remember the heat scan. 
 
      
 
    What? Breasts? Tits? Boobies? I was supposed to wear women’s organs on my chest? What the F? 
 
    Now I was stuck. I was wearing panties and nylons. I was hairless. But if I was wearing tits I couldn’t go outside anymore! I couldn’t go shopping! I couldn’t even go to a bar! 
 
    And how was I supposed to find these things? Yes, I might be able to filch a bra from Lisa’s closet, but…breast forms? 
 
    And I knew enough about the beasts that they had to be fitted. If you just buy some bazumbas off the net they looked stupid! And they could even be unhealthy, cause allergies and reactions and all that sort of stuff. 
 
    Well, no choice. I had to do it before tomorrow, and I didn’t want to wake up and have to go to a boob store before the three o’clock charging. 
 
    I looked up prosthetics. Researched breast forms. Made some calls. 
 
    I ended up going down to Jennette Bras off the 405. I walked in, face redder than a spanked baby butt’s, and said to the girl, “I need a bra and some breast forms.” 
 
    She didn’t blink. And I found out later that LOTS of men were going to bra stores. 
 
    She fitted me out with a couple of very comfortable bras, sold me some state of the art breast forms, and tutored me on glue. 
 
    Glue. I was going to be wearing these puppies for a while, the rest of the month, and so…glue. 
 
    I walked out of the store, and if I thought I had been red before it was like nothing. Horns started honking, and I scuttled around the corner and ran for my car. An old lady glared at me, trying to hold my boobs up as I ran, and three kids on bicycles across the street started laughing and pointing. 
 
    I made it home. Weak and shaking and thoroughly flustered, I ran into the kitchen and poured a big glass to the top with straight bourbon. 
 
    I drank, and didn’t care that it felt like I was swallowing lava. 
 
    I was fucked. I was messed. This was getting out of control. there was no way I could continue with this program. 
 
    I was going to have to call a locksmith and have him pick the lock. 
 
    Or get a saw and risk damaging my best friend. 
 
    Or…give up sex? 
 
    Isn’t that odd? Giving up sex wouldn’t stop the program. I would still be in it for a month. But why did that thought zip through my dazed cranium? 
 
    Later, I would realize that my thought was normal for the program.  
 
    I was supposed to be de-hornicized. I was supposed to be in love and not lust. 
 
    But right then, suffering the horror and confusion of the program, illogical things made sense. And I actually thought about giving up sex as if it would cure me of horniness and embarrassment and having to wear tits on my chest. 
 
    What I didn’t know, however, was that it was going to get worse. 
 
    A lot worse.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The fifth lesson: 
 
    Butt plug. 
 
      
 
    And there were dimensions I needed to adhere to. And the type of material it was to be made of. And the lube I was to use. And a button for when it was done, when I had been plugged. 
 
    What the holy heysoos crucified on a dick! 
 
    I was supposed to wear a butt plug? For how long? 
 
    I had worn butt plugs before. They were great for sex, but after the orgasm I always took them out. 
 
    And, I had to go to a store and buy them. With boobs on my chest. 
 
    People staring at me. I could imagine them staring and pointing and laughing. 
 
    ‘Look, mama! The funny man has tits!’ 
 
    Not that there any kids in a sex store, but…my mind was going, envisioning these things, and I couldn’t seem to stop it. 
 
    But I had to get one. I couldn’t risk another one of those debilitating super shocks to my groin. 
 
    I went into the bedroom and perused Lisa’s clothes. 
 
    I didn’t know anything about dresses. 
 
    So I put on some baggy sweats, and a thick jacket, and…and it sort of looked like I just had one of those barrel chests. Sort of. If I hunched over a bit and mumbled. And didn’t turn sideways. And maybe put a pillow in my gut to make me look downright fat. 
 
    But I didn’t do all that. I was going to be pretty sad looking as it was. 
 
    Wearing the sweats and jacket I went out to the car and headed down the hill to Hollywood. 
 
    Hollyweird. A place where freaks hung out and nobody cared. Because, dammit, I looked like a freak now. 
 
    I walked into a sex shop on Hollywood Blvd and started perusing the butt plugs. 
 
    Oh, God, the mortification. I looked like I had been dipped in red paint and then lacquered up. I shone red. 
 
    “May I help you?” a girl asked. She was used to freaks. Good. Without saying a word I held out a piece of paper with the dimensions written on it. 
 
    She took it, looked at it, and grinned. “You’re on the Presto Chango Male Editing program.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Over here.” She led the way to the back wall and selected a purple plug. It had a rocker on the base. “This is the one you want.” 
 
    Emboldened by the fact that she was in the know, I asked, “Do you get many guys in here on that program?” 
 
    “Not a lot, but they’re regular. And the number is going up. More and more women are discovering that there is a way to make their man into something more…nicer.” 
 
    “Nicer?” 
 
    “Sure. You know. Love instead of lust. Ask before you poke. Don’t cum unless you are requested. That sort of thing.” 
 
    I stared at her and she giggled. “I’m going to have to find out about this program. The look on your face…” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Thanks.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, and I’ll see you later.” 
 
    That was a significant farewell. ‘See you tomorrow.’ Oh, God. 
 
    I headed home with the plug and a mammoth jar of lube. I walked into the house and thought about it. I had 24 hours. Why not wait until the last hour before I sent in the picture? On retrospect that wasn’t a really good idea. It just sort of upset the time between accomplishing tasks. 
 
    But, on the moment, it seemed like a good idea. 
 
    So I washed TV, no porn tonight, and then had a good sleep. In the morning I would put the plug in. 
 
      
 
    In the morning I woke up, and I took the plug and the lube out of the bag and placed them on the kitchen table. 
 
    Sitting with the devious device just a foot from my stare, it looked bigger. But, knowing where it was going, anything would have looked bigger. 
 
    I opened up the lube and slathered gobs of goo on the plug. It sat there and rocked back and forth and waited to be used. 
 
    Oh, God. I took my clothes off and scooped out a big glop of goo. I bent over and reached between my legs and applied the stuff. It felt sort of good, it always feels good to have one’s asshole massaged, but…it wasn’t something that I wanted to do every day. 
 
    The plug wasn’t that big, about the size of two thumbs, and it went in rather easily. Plop! And it felt good. Filling, sort of. 
 
    I straightened up and took a few steps. Made me walk funny. Felt kinky good, but…I’d rather have good, old, missionary sex. Or even doggy style sex. Hell, any kind of sex! 
 
    But I was stuck with the plug, and I waddled into the computer room and sat down. Gently. And, it kind of gave me a thrill to have that plug pushed up into me even harder. And sitting on the rubber rocker, it must have been touching my prostate or something. Because I felt a pingy sensation. Pingy. I know, a weird word, but that’s the one I think of when I think of sitting on the butt plug. 
 
    And I found myself tilting back and forth, rocking, intuitively. Man, this plug woke up things in my butt that I didn’t want woken up. 
 
    I pressed on the button for when I had accomplished the task. 
 
      
 
    You are being heat scanned. 
 
    Rock back and forth until you cum. 
 
    You may watch porn. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh, geez. Heat scanned? For an orgasm? Who invented the computer, anyway? Whoever it was, I’m sure they never thought of their stupid machine being used for such infernal purposes. 
 
    
Or, maybe they did. 
 
    Well, fuck. 
 
    And, whatever. 
 
    I began to rock back and forth. It was very easy, the swivel chair leant itself to such actions, and the thing inside me moved back and forth, and I could feel it rubbing my prostate. And, oh, God! Did it feel good! 
 
    Slowly rocking, I pulled up the porn and began to look at…you guessed it…prostate orgasms. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Men! I didn’t want to see men! I wanted babes! I wanted to see tits and pussy!  
 
    But when I looked for prostate orgasm the computer gave me what it gave me, and that was men. 
 
    Yes, women had their fingers in the men, and strap ons, and even their fists, but all I really got was the sight of penises squirting and dripping and drooling. 
 
    And I would have turned away, but that feeling inside me was just turning into molten gold. 
 
    It’s funny, I once read an article that claimed that all porn did was teach men how to give blow jobs. Sitting there, feeling the growing glow in my asshole, I was reminded of that. It didn’t apply…not totally…but there was something to it. I mean, what was I learning when I watched men and women fuck? 
 
    I rocked faster and faster, and now it got bad. I wanted to grab my dick and stroke. I wanted to pump that peter until it spit, but I couldn’t touch it. So I was going to have to get to that orgasm without the help of my good, old trusty hand. 
 
    Back and forth…I managed to slow down enough to do a different search and I put in ‘bit-titted’ women. And, low and behold, I hit the jack pot. Sandra Otterson. Wifey. The world’s most orally obsessed housewife. 
 
    Sighing in delight, I focused on her, pulled up scene after scene of her bent over, on all fours, using those luscious lips of hers. 
 
    The feeling in my asshole grew and grew. Inhibitions in my mind began to shatter, and then I felt it ignite. I felt that white-hot heat that triggered the pulse of sperm. 
 
    A wave of hazy gold enveloped me. I felt like I was a giant penis…and cumming. For a long minute I just sat there, impaled and glowing, and the semen dribbled out the slit on the head of the cock cage I was wearing. 
 
    Then I slumped. I felt golden, and satisfied. I stared at the screen. A bunch of monkeys swung by their tails on tree limbs. They had baskets on their arms and they flung stars like it was the fourth of July. 
 
      
 
    That’s what it feels like when a woman cums. 
 
    Wee! 
 
    I’m a sissy! 
 
      
 
    I just sat there, a glowing bundle of excited but tired nerves, and watched the monkeys singing around. 
 
    Heysoos Xristo. What the fuck was happening to me? 
 
    I loved feeling that way in my butt. 
 
    I finally managed to stand up, though my legs were wobbly. 
 
    I walked back to the bedroom and collapsed. Oh, fuck, did I feel good. 
 
      
 
    I woke to a buzz in my crotch. I didn’t want to get up, but I knew I had to. It was time to charge up. 
 
    I staggered into the computer room and plugged my dick in. The screen opened up to my usual choices and I stared at it. The number in the corner counted down. 59 minutes to go. 
 
    I sat back and watched the numbers. I felt sort of stupid. I wanted to cum with my asshole again. 
 
    After a while, three minutes by the counter on the screen, I pulled up some porn. 
 
    I had just cum, even expended semen, and I had finally had enough sex. I just wanted to go to sleep and wake up and have the month be over. 
 
    But the ladies on the screen kept fucking, and the men kept pumping out white glop by the gallon, and I had to sit there and get all charged up and…and I couldn’t help but watch the men and the women on the screen.  
 
    In and out. Up and down. Back and forth. Endless slitherings of flesh. Ah, God. My pecker started to struggle once again, trying to defeat the undefeatable chastity tube, and I realized something. 
 
    You can’t exhaust a penis. It’s the gift that keeps on giving. It will never run out of semen. And I would never run out of horny. Even if I grew to hate horny—and that was conceivable in this program—my penis would always return, wake up again, no matter how well abused. 
 
    I was a prisoner to my penis. 
 
    My penis was a prisoner to the cock tube, but I was prisoner to it. 
 
    I suppose this was a profound realization, the state of man and all that, but on the moment it was just a tired blurp of ‘ohmygod!’ 
 
    Then I was back to wallowing in the endless ruttings of flesh, with my cock driving whatever I had that goes for intellect. 
 
    I pushed back from the chair when the hour was up and staggered out. I took out the butt plug and put it aside. I went to the kitchen and tried to forget about sex. I fixed a big steak and mashed potatoes. I put a half of cube of butter in the potatoes and poured grease over the mountain. I ate. Mindlessly, enjoying the taste of steak because, dammit, it reminded me of sex. 
 
    A man puts his penis in a woman. A man puts a fork in his mouth. A man craps out his rear. And a woman puts stuff in her…what? What kind of a thought was that? 
 
    I was lamenting men and the sexual urges they endured, and suddenly I was thinking of…of women stuffing their holes? 
 
    What was happening to me? 
 
    I pushed the steak back. Then I threw it out. And I didn’t even eat the ice cream. Something weird was happening to me.  
 
    Was that…had that been…a female thought? 
 
    Men put their dick in holes. 
 
    Women put dicks in their holes. 
 
    But there was something backward, and I shouldn’t have been thinking of the women’s version of the universe. 
 
    I stood up, and was now determined to get to the end of the program. If it was weirding me out this much then I needed to. 
 
    I walked back into the computer room and hit the button for the next lesson. 
 
      
 
    Heat scan reveals you took the butt plug out. 
 
    You have ten seconds…nine…eight… 
 
     
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I grabbed the butt plug, ran to the bathroom and washed it. I felt the buzzing sensation. I ran back, sprinting as fast as I could, and stuck my hand into the lube. 
 
    Oh, fuck! I felt the light pain of the third level. I bent over and inserted the thing. I sat down and stared at the computer screen. 
 
      
 
    four…three…two… 
 
      
 
    “Come on! Come on! Stop, dammit! Stop!” 
 
    SZZZZZT! fourth level, and I yelled with the pain. I had six levels to go, according to the instructions, but how could anybody stand it? There was no way… 
 
      
 
    You have ten seconds…nine…eight… 
 
      
 
    Then it stopped. I sobbed with relief. Apparently the computer took a moment to to its heat scan thing and figure things out. 
 
    But I realized something. I had to report for lessons, but I also had to make sure I was always in panties and nylons and boobs, and that I had the butt plug in all the time. There was no way around it. If I showed up without being plugged, or dressed, I got shocked down there. If I didn’t show up I got shocked. 
 
    It was the perfect Catch 22, if Catch 22 had been designed by the devil. 
 
    On the screen I saw my choices, and after a minute I clicked on the next lesson. 
 
      
 
    You may eat salads, and that’s all. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the screen in horror. Salads? 
 
    And suddenly I realized that I had thrown half a steak out. 
 
    I jumped up and ran for the kitchen. I opened the garbage can, and there it was. Juicy, half eaten, covered with splashings of mashed potatoes. I reached for it, and stopped. 
 
    If I ate it now the program would heat scan me, and then what would happen? 
 
    More shock. Level five shock. Level six. And on and on until my penis fell off! 
 
    And, at that moment, I was sure that was the plan. They were going to shock me until my poor, little best friend charred around the base, then…fell off. A crumpled up, crispy critter. I would be free of the chastity tube then, but…the price! 
 
    No penis! 
 
    I felt like sirens were screaming in my head. 
 
    No penis! No penis! No penis! 
 
    I staggered back from the garbage can, as if repelled by its contents. And, let me tell you, I was. 
 
    I got dressed in sweats and bulky coat and went to the store. I picked up a dozen plastic bowls of pre-made salads. Chef’s Salad. Bacon Salad. Cobb Salad. Whatever they had. 
 
    I walked through the store, all the salads in my arms, and placed them on the endless roll. 
 
    People were staring at me. I was wild-eyed. My hair was sticking out. Most important, I was standing up and my coat was not zipped. 
 
    My boobs stood out like Mount Everest. Monstrous twin peaks. 
 
    I looked around, shamed, humiliated, and yelled, “What are you looking at:? Haven’t you ever seen a man with boobs?” 
 
    Well, of course they hadn’t. Who had? 
 
    But they all looked away. It was Hollyweird, you know, just one more freak. And so what if I had tits? 
 
    The checker put the salads in a bag and I paid and trundled out. 
 
    I walked to my car, got in, and sat there. Tears began leaking from my eyes. 
 
    What terrible program was this Presto Chango thing? 
 
    What had Lisa done to me? 
 
    How long does a man sob all by himself in a lonely car at the back of a parking lot? 
 
    How long before he realizes that sitting there crying doesn’t do anything. 
 
    I came to myself, started up the car, and headed for home. 
 
    I put the salads away, then went in and sat in the movie room. 
 
    I had left it on, and it had cycled through tons of porn, and now was showing MILFs fucking young men with big dicks. 
 
    Once I had been a young man with a big dick. 
 
    Now I was a hopeless victim.  
 
    And, unable to help myself, I began to focus on the sex on the screen. 
 
    I watched penises go in and out. I watched endless breasts bounce and sway and swing and…and the nipples…the nipples…I stopped thinking and just watched. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and the movies were still going. I turned the projector off and struggled to my feet. The butt plug was still in place, and starting to feel good again. As I said, the gift that keeps on giving. 
 
    I walked out to the kitchen, dreaming of bacon and eggs and hash browns and waffles and…saw the salads. All stacked nice and neatly. 
 
    I would have cried, but I was cried out. I took one of the salads to the table and put it together, which meant pouring pre-packaged dressing over pre-packaged greens and stuff, and then ate it with a pre-packaged plastic fork. 
 
    It was like eating seasoned cardboard. Mmm. Yummy. 
 
    I put down my fork half way through and just sat there. 
 
    Salads. 
 
    Guck. 
 
    Bleh. 
 
    Puke. 
 
    I pushed the salad away and went to the bedroom. I was filthy. I had been so driven I hadn’t washed, and I undressed, got in the shower, and soaped and rinsed myself. 
 
    Inside my cock cage my dick tried to stand up. I could hardly feel it now. It was struggling, but I was numb. 
 
    Is it falling off? I wondered. Is this what it’s come to? 
 
    But I didn’t care. I can honestly say that, at that point, the program had worked. I had lost interest in sex. I was dying of salad starvation. I was willing to give up my dick. I was done. 
 
    But, done or not, I moved like a rather bored automaton. I put on fresh panties and bra. I rolled the hose on and snapped it in place. 
 
    And I put on high heels. 
 
    Lisa had a pair that were too large for her, but were almost perfect for me. 
 
    Why did I put on the heels? 
 
    Because it felt like the next step. I wanted to get ahead of the program. I wanted to show a hint of initiative. I wanted to make a decision before the program made it before me. 
 
    I went in and clicked the next lesson. 
 
      
 
    Make up tutorial 
 
      
 
    I went and got my wife’s make up. I brought it in and followed instructions. It took me hours. I had to clean my face, and the heat scan told me if I did it wrong, or if it wasn’t complete. 
 
    I had to prime my face, and the screen showed a dummy face with heat highlights, and I used brush and powders and liquids and whatever to duplicate the face on the screen. 
 
    I had to apply blush. 
 
    I had to figure out how to apply the eyes. To put on mascara. I trimmed my eyebrows. 
 
    On one hand, I think I could have stopped. I was exhausted. But the program kept running, and I was terrified of getting shocked, and the lesson was the lesson, so I kept going along, learning how to make myself beautiful, and…and…I was stunned when the lesson was over. 
 
    A vast panorama of people cheering on the screen. 
 
      
 
    Wee! 
 
    I’m a sissy! 
 
      
 
    I would have cried, but that would have messed up my make up. 
 
      
 
    I wandered through the house. I read fashion magazines. I watched Joy Behar, who I had once considered the ultimate when it comes to hair-brained bitches, and thought she made perfect sense. 
 
    I ate salads, picking and choosing the delicacies. Bits of tomato, specks of walnut, a bit of dressing. 
 
    I sat with my legs crossed at the thigh. Somewhere in there I began wearing dresses. Lisa had a ton of them, and I was sure she didn’t mind. 
 
    And, always, the lessons. The lessons. 
 
    Walk this way, one foot in front of the other. 
 
    When getting out of a car you must extend one leg and… 
 
    Blot your lipstick like this. 
 
    I became practiced with cleaning the house. I grew to love the vacuum. Feather dusting in heels was sublime.  
 
    I wore make up everywhere, and left the house freely as a woman. People paid me no attention, for I looked like a woman. the program had accoutered me with a wig, with jewelry, with ear piercings. 
 
    Sometimes I even got an appreciative wolf whistle. 
 
    And I loved it. 
 
    And I didn’t think about sex at all. 
 
    Not at all. 
 
    I didn’t even think of myself as a man. 
 
     
 
    I entered the room and sat down. The butt plug pushed into me, giving me a thrill. I gave a tilt of the hips and it felt so good, then being a little too busy for sex, I clicked on the day’s lesson. 
 
      
 
    Last lesson. 
 
      
 
    My eyes went wide. Last lesson? but…but…but I needed my lessons! 
 
    I clicked on it. 
 
      
 
    Take out the butt plug. 
 
    Remove your breasts. 
 
    Put aside your garments and dress like a man. 
 
      
 
    Dazed, I followed the instructions. Not because I wanted to, but because I was used to following the instructions. 
 
    The program had become my God. Or Goddess. And I followed the instructions of my God. 
 
    But now my God had told me to dress like a man. 
 
    I entered my room and dug out some shorts. A tee shirt. I put on scratchy socks, and tied my dirty, old, athletic sneakers. 
 
    It was a memory of times I had forgotten. 
 
    It was alien. 
 
    I was lost. 
 
    I stood up and walked out to the kitchen. To walk without high heels…I have never felt so strange in my life. My whole body protested. 
 
    And, on the front of the refrigerator was the note I had placed there thirty days ago. 
 
      
 
    Pick up Lisa 
 
    Airport three o’clock. 
 
    Flight 4357 
 
      
 
    I looked at the clock on the stove. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I ran out to the garage, and I felt like I was going to fall down the whole way. My body was used to the elevation of high heels! People weren’t built to move in this fashion. 
 
    I drove down the freeway, I wanted to go 90 MPH, but my program demanded that I follow speed limit. 
 
    I drove up to the terminal just as she stepped out to the curb. I skidded to a stop, leaped out, and knelt on one knee and kissed her hand. 
 
    She smiled and raised me up. 
 
    I put her bags in the trunk, then held out the keys to her. “Would you like to drive?” 
 
    “I would.” She took the keys and she took the driver’s side. I sat in the passenger’s side and gazed at her adoringly. 
 
    “And how is the chastity tube?” she asked, as she wheeled through the traffic. 
 
    “It’s wonderful,” I said. 
 
    “Did you like putting on make up?” 
 
    “I loved it.” Once that would have been a lie. But it was no longer. I missed my make up. 
 
    “Excellent. Then I suppose you don’t need this any longer.” She held up a fob and pressed it. 
 
    Click. Chinka chinka. Whirrr! CLICK! 
 
    I felt the device come loose! I looked down at my pants. 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    “Go on. Take a look,” Lisa urged. 
 
    We were going down the freeway, but I undid my pants, pulled them down, and…and the chastity tube fell off! 
 
    There sat my penis. It wasn’t hard, but it looked like it hadn’t shrunken. 
 
    I looked up at Lisa. 
 
    She smiled at me. “Good boys deserve rewards.” 
 
    I took the tube in my hands and began to sob. 
 
    She patted my head, and we continued on home. 
 
     
 
    We pulled into the garage I put her bags in the house. She walked through the house.  
 
    “I so much missed this place.” 
 
    “Yes, dear. And we missed you.” 
 
    She directed a level gaze at me then. “And I missed your cock.” 
 
    “And my cock missed you.” I was responding perfectly. The program had really given results! 
 
    “Then let’s go to bed.” 
 
    I let her lead the way, holding my hand. 
 
    She stood by the bed and took off her clothes. I smiled dutifully as she tossed her blouse aside, then I scampered to pick it up. I hung it up carefully. 
 
    Then her skirt, thrown on the floor. I placed it in her closet carefully. 
 
    Her shoes. Which I placed in the closet in the right place. 
 
    Her panties, which I placed in a dirty clothes hamper, and got out a fresh pair for her. 
 
    Her bra. into the hamper. Fresh bra ready. 
 
    “Well, are you going to get undressed? 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    I took my clothes off and placed them in the proper places. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and waited. 
 
    I went to her then, and she held out her arms, but I ducked down and applied my mouth to her pussy. I kissed and sucked, and she laid back and moaned. “Oh, that’s good. But can you put that big dick in me?” 
 
    I knelt above her and began hitting my penis, the way I had struck my chastity tube back in the beginning. 
 
    She stared, finally realizing that something was wrong. 
 
    After a couple of dozen hard punches my dick was erect, and I leaped upon her to drive it in before it could go soft. 
 
    Too late. It was limp again, and I couldn’t get it in her. 
 
    “Kyle?” she asked, with a tremble in her voice. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, and I began punching myself in the groin again. 
 
    Things were hazy after that.  
 
    I remember some nice men coming to the house. They stopped me from punching myself, and they put me on a stretcher and wheeled me out to the ambulance. I wanted to punch myself some more, it wasn’t getting hard, but they wouldn’t let me. 
 
    “You’ll be all right, fellow. Just take it easy.” 
 
    And Lisa was sitting next to me. I heard her talking on the phone. 
 
    “He’s punching himself in the groin and won’t stop…yes…okay…but I didn’t want…but…I didn’t order the sissy program! I just wanted him to lose a little male aggression…but…” 
 
    Then it faded out. 
 
     
 
    I awoke some days later. I had had nightmares, and I knew I was on some kind of drug, but I remembered who I was. 
 
    “Hi, Kyle, are you ready to go home?” 
 
    I looked at my lovely owner. She was so beautiful. I could never hope to be so beautiful, even though I would try…I would try. 
 
    “I guess so.” I was confused. 
 
    “Excellent. I brought you some clothes to wear.” 
 
    I looked at her arm. A dress, bra and panties. Garter and nylons. And…of course…my wonderful high heels. I loved my high heels. 
 
    And I looked at my wife. 
 
    “Did you bring my make up?” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” she nodded. 
 
    I smiled and laid back. 
 
    I was going home. 
 
    How wonderful. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized for a Month! 
 
    A man faces the ultimate challenge! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “A whole month?” 
 
    “Sorry, hon. But the London office is in trouble, and I’ve got direct orders from on high. ‘Go fix those sons of bitches!’” 
 
    We chuckled at that. The boss of her company could be pretty hard nose in his demands. But he pays well, and Sara loves the work, and she really likes being hard nosed and in charge herself, so…a month. 
 
    Which was fine with me. While the pussy’s away the cock will play, if you get what I mean. 
 
    “So what are you going to do for a month.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Watch a little porn. Drink some bourbon. And then I might watch a little porn and drink some bourbon. And then I might wa—“ 
 
    “All right!” Sara laughed.  
 
    “Well, you can’t blame me. The sexiest woman in the world leaves me…what am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Keep yourself pure. Eight hours of zen meditation every day. Eight hours in the hair shirt, whipping yourself. Eight hours of… 
 
    “And then can I watch porn and drink bourbon?” 
 
    “Honey, I leave tomorrow, and I am going to give you so much pussy, and so much bourbon, that you won’t want to even think about booze and sex for the whole month.” 
 
    “Ha!” I yelped. “Ha! Yes! When do we start?” 
 
    “Right now. Now go get the bourbon and I’ll make myself desirable.” 
 
    I sprinted for the kitchen.  Yes, sprinted. When a woman as beautiful and bounteous and curvaceous and beautiful as my wife offers me booze and sex…I acquiesce. 
 
    And who wouldn’t? Five foot six, blonde, 36-24-36, and loves to suck cock. Man, I was off for that kitchen like a shot. 
 
    Humming, I got down the Kentucky Owl Straight Bourbon, $300 a bottle, and worth every penny. It’s a small batch bourbon and tastes like caramel and vanilla and oak. 
 
    I put ice in two glasses, half bourbon and half Coke, and here you might be wondering why I would ruin a delightful bourbon with canned cola. Because I like to make it last. That is the sole reason. So sue me. 
 
    I toted the drinks down the hallway, and yelled out, “Knock knock! Mail man here. Got a special delivery!” 
 
    I entered the bedroom and Sara was laying like an odalisque. Sheer nightgown, a half bra under the negligee exposing and making bulge her incredible bosoms. And her erect nipples. 
 
    My tongue hung and I almost dropped the bourbon. 
 
    “Come here, ‘post’ man, and put your package in my box.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordie, lady. I forbid you to go to London.” 
 
    “Eek! I’m being held prisioner by a sex maniac!” 
 
    “And no one to rescue you,” I leered.  
 
    “Who wants to be rescued?” she quipped. “I want to know if you have six brothers?” 
 
    I approached the bed and she giggled and sat up. I handed her the bourbon and she sipped. “Ah, the good stuff. Coke.” 
 
    “Argh!” 
 
    “Just kidding,” and she handed the glass back to me. 
 
    “Not drinking?” 
 
    “Just a sip here and there. I still have to pack. However, you are going to drink and drink and drink. And just when you think you can drink no more…we’re going to fuck and fuck and fuck.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s only one thing wrong with that scenario…not that I’m complaining, mind you.” 
 
    “Oh, never. But go ahead and ruin my night.” 
 
    “Well, it’s just that you know that if I drink too much I can’t cum.” 
 
    Her eyebrows furrowed briefly, then she smiled and the world became light and golden. “So we won’t have you drink that much. Now take a good gulp and get down on your knees and commit cunnilingus.” 
 
    I grinned. I took a big gulp, and I did as requested. I knelt next tot the bed and spread her legs and moved my mouth forward. 
 
    She was ambrosia, even better than my $300 whiskey, and I spent a long time licking and slurping. I put my mouth around her clitoris and nibbled until she was trying to push my head away. 
 
    “Make me cum or get away!” she cried. 
 
    I had my hands under her legs and I had a death grip. I kept gobbling, and she stopped trying to push me away and leaned forward and hugged my head. I could feel here massive tits on the top of my scalp. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she whimpered. Holding on as the first shudders began to rip through her body. 
 
    I, of course, feeling the rush of an orgasm beginning, doubled my effort. I pushed my face in and French kissed her pussy. I got my arms unentangled and reached up and grabbed her boobs. Within seconds she was arching her back, pumping her hips, and moaning mightily. 
 
    Then, the first round over, she did managed to push me away. “Oh, you motherfucker,” she breathed. 
 
    “Yes, mommy?” 
 
    She giggled, pushed me away and got up. “Drink. When you finish a glass I’ll let you do me again.” 
 
    Dutifully, I sipped madly, while she wandered around the room and began packing her bags. 
 
    Several hours later I realized her nefarious scheme. I was balls deep, rutting like a Tasmanian devil, and I couldn’t cum. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I moaned, my stiff rod scouring her depths. “You got me too drunk.” 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” she pounded on my back with her little fists. “Fuck! Of course I did! When you can’t cum I get extra attention.” 
 
    “But it’s a whole month! I can’t wait! I won’t survive!” 
 
    “Who cares as long as I get what I want!” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    “AH…AH…YES…!” She monkey hugged me, didn’t let me go, kept her pussy pressed hard against me. 
 
    More drinks. More sex. Her bags were packed and she carried them out to the car herself. I, unfortunately, couldn’t walk. 
 
    Oh. I tried. I stepped out of bed and fell on the floor. Laughing, I rolled over on my back. My cock, which still hadn’t and definitely cum this night pointe towards the ceiling. 
 
    Laughing, relatively sober, she lowered herself on me once again. 
 
    “Make me cum again,” and she bounced up and down on me. 
 
    Slices of images…hysterical laughter…her holding my face and putting lipstick on my lips. 
 
    “It’s lipstain, honey. Should last the whole month.” 
 
    “Cool!” I slobbered, the world dancing around me and my insides feeling like a carousel. 
 
    More slices of the world gone crazy…clothes…alcohol…and…then…I… 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    Oblivion is a wonderful thing. It makes you not know that your head  is pounding like a blacksmith’s hammer. It doesn’t let you know that the world is spinning like an out of control top. It hides the fact that your belly is threatening to turn inside out. 
 
    Unfortunately, oblivion doesn’t last long. No matter how bad a person you’ve been, no matter how much alcohol you’ve drunk, oblivion ends and the sad truth reasserts itself. 
 
    I was on my back on the floor. Somebody was groaning in pain, and it was me. My head felt like somebody was throwing thunderbolts through my ears, right through the grey matter and out the other side. I watched the ceiling nose dive and end up under me, then over me. I felt…I felt….GAH! I struggled to my feet and headed for the bathroom, which was a journey in itself. The walls threatened to fly at me and smack me. I felt like my feet were running on the ceiling, the wall, the floor, the…and I held my twisting belly and struck the bathroom door on the way through, and then I was down on my knees and wondering why this gossamer stuff was all over me. And why was my hair hanging down? 
 
    I felt my stomach go through the rapids, and the bowl filled up. 
 
    After an hour I found myself sitting on the bathroom floor, leaning over the toilet. My hair hanging in the…my hair? How had my hair gotten so long? 
 
    I straightened up, and looked at myself. I was wearing Sara’s nightgown. And her…her bra? What the fuck? And she had put a pair of breast forms in it. And the memories rolled over me. 
 
    Holy fuck! What a night! I had drunk and drunk, imbibed endless amounts of bourbon, and that bitch, she had not. And she had deliberately gotten me to the point where I couldn’t cum…so she could use my poor dick again and again and again…and…I had a month of waiting. Totally hornicized, before she came back and gave me relief. 
 
    So realizing, I looked down, and the sight I saw caused my whole body to jerk. 
 
    She had put the chastity tube on me! 
 
    Oh…fucking…no! She couldn’t have! Not after fucking me until I was in this…this horny state! 
 
    I staggered to my feet, weaved about, and examined my body. I was wearing her negligee, and the boobs, and my cock was locked, and…and…I looked in the mirror, and nearly fainted. 
 
    She had painted my lips a bright red. 
 
    Bright red, my favorite, sexy color…but on her! Not me! 
 
    I staggered out of the bathroom, across the room, and fell into bed. 
 
    Dully, I actually thought that it would be all right, that she had left a key somewhere, that it was all a joke. then I drifted off to sleep. 
 
    I think I dreamed. Sexy women dancing around me and laughing. Pointing at me and chanting, “You can’t cum! You can’t cum!” 
 
    And then I didn’t dream. And then I was aware that I was awake. 
 
    I wasn’t sober, yet, but I was not feeling the pain of the hangover. 
 
    I moved a hand. No pain. Good start. 
 
    I moved a foot. Yep. Everything working. 
 
    I rolled over. Hair in my eyes. Long hair. What the fuck? Then memories began zooping in on me. 
 
    Drunken revelry. Laughing and dancing, and more fucking than I could do in a month. All in one night. 
 
    But, of course, the bitch had doused me with liquor and used me for a fuck stick. So I hadn’t cum, I had a big old rod sticking out and…except I didn’t. 
 
    I reached a hand under my body and felt myself. Oh, crap. It was the metal one. Not a plastic one, which I could just break. This one was expensive, hard metal, an inset lock. And then I started to wonder if she had left a key. I mean, she couldn’t have just taken the key with her? Could she? That would be cruel and unusual…and then I thought what i was wearing, and my long hair. What was up with that?” 
 
    I sat up, groaned a bit, but the major effects of the hangover were over. I felt my head. I looked at the long hair. It was a wig. Okay. I could get this off. Hell, I could cut it off. No problem. But the dick cage, that was a problem. And the problem was beginning to hurt. I had to pee. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I got out of bed, experienced a surge of dizziness, then headed for the head. I walked into the bathroom, the long hair hanging on my head, and so I missed seeing myself in the mirror.  
 
    I placed one hand on the wall, leaned forward and grabbed for my dick, and missed. Oh, the damned chastity device. I was going to have to sit down for a month. 
 
    I sat, lifting up the negligee so it wouldn’t end up in the toilet, and leaned forward a little. 
 
    I had breasts. And I felt them. She had given me nice ones, but…it felt like they were glued on. She had never done that to him. Sure, they’d played a bit of role reversal, but never with glue on the boobs. And he had never woken up with long hair and…and a chastity tube in place. 
 
    What was that woman doing to him? 
 
    The pee trickled out, made a tinkling sound. Usually I stood and sprayed, like a fire hose, and the sound was a healthy splash. 
 
    Fuck. I was going to have to sit like a woman for a month. 
 
    I finished, shook the tube a bit, and stood up. I flushed the handle, then, to see what the wig looked like, I stepped over to the mirror, and he froze. My eyes bulged. My heart stopped. And I remembered. 
 
    My lips were bright red. The sexy red I loved so much…but on her. Not on me! Even in role playing we had never…she had never…. 
 
    I turned on the hot water and scooped a hand under the stream and brought it to my mouth. I scrubbed thoroughly, raised my head, and the lipstick was still there! And there wasn’t even a mark on my hand! 
 
    What kind of lipstick was this? 
 
    Looking at my hand, feeling my lips, I walked out of the bathroom. Maybe I could use alcohol, or the peroxide crap. Maybe…I saw the tube standing up on her vanity table. She had used it on me, then just put it down. I picked it up and examined the label. 
 
    Maybelline SuperStay Matte Ink Lip Color. 
 
    I went down the hall to the computer room. I glanced at myself in the mirror, and then stopped and just looked at my lips. 
 
    Hunh. They were kind of sexy. But…but I couldn’t wear lipstick.  Or lipstain, or whatever this was. People would laugh, and I would be housebound until it wore off. But they were kind of sexy. I made a kissy pose, tried to ignore my male looks. 
 
    I pulled my hair around my face, covered my jawline, and I did look sort of feminine. With the beginnings of a beard. 
 
    I shrugged in disgust and continued to the computer room. 
 
    I looked up lip stain. Stayed on a day or so. Okay, I could handle that. Just keep myself locked up for a day. 
 
    Sitting in front of the computer I realized something. I was still wearing the negligee. And the tits. Of course, the tits. I tried to lift one of the boobs off my chest and, yep, glue. 
 
    That be-yotch! 
 
    And, finally, I did the thing that I should have done sooner. I picked up my cell phone and hit the one. 
 
    “Morgan! My one, true love!” Her voice was sweet, ripped me into shreds just to hear it. “Have you found your little surprises?” 
 
    “You mean the wig and the boobs and the lipstain?” 
 
    “Aren’t they wonderful? You’re going to have such a sexy month. You won’t have me, but you’ll have the next best thing…you.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. But…I need the key.” 
 
    “What key? Oh, that key? Oh, now where did I put that pesky key?” 
 
    “Come on, honey. I need a little relief. After what you did to me last night, I am desperate. My cock is oozing pre-cum, and it’s trying to get out and…it’s frustrating!” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Just think how great it will feel in a month.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “Or maybe two months.” 
 
    I went very quiet. 
 
    “I could talk the boss into leaving me here for an extra month. Even two extra months. Would you like that? To be chaste for three months? Oh, you would be crawling up the walls and across the ceilings. And I could send you sexy pictures every day. Sexting it’s called. Me in the buff, spreading my legs and showing you my hungry pussy, holding my tits, maybe even hiring some gigolo to eat me or fuck me.” 
 
    “Honey?” My voice held a desperate whine. 
 
    “I’m just kidding. I would never let another eat me. Maybe fuck me. But not eat me!” 
 
    I whimpered, “This really isn’t that funny!” 
 
    “But, Morgan…it is funny! I’ve been reading up on porn, I wondered why you liked it so much, then I found out that there are so many things you can do to a man, and almost anything you can do will be sexy. Man’s brains are just wired that way. You say catfood and he thinks pussy. You say Mt. Rushmore and he’s thinking boobs. So, honey, for the next month, hopefully it’s only a month, I am going to be sending you instructions, and I want you to follow my instructions.” 
 
    “I’m going to cut this chastity thing off.” 
 
    “That’s the metal one. Good luck with that.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll…I’ll go to a blacksmith.” 
 
    “No, you won’t. It would just be too embarrassing.” 
 
    “But…Sara…you’ve got to let me loose!” 
 
    “Nope. Now, I want you to put on my garters and some nylons. No, wait. I need you to get rid of your ugly hair. Then get dressed again, and with the garter and the nylons. Ooh! Isn’t this fun?” 
 
    “But…I…no!” 
 
    She pouted over the phone. I know. How can you see a pout over the phone? But there was just this attitude that transmitted through the air. 
 
    “If you don’t do this for me then…then I won’t bring the key home. I’ll leave it in a drawer in the London office. The next person who uses that desk will wonder what that key is for, and finally throw it away.” 
 
    “You won’t do that.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then: “No, I wouldn’t. I like your cock too much. But I would come home and refuse to let you out until you have done everything I say. That would be like adding a month to your sentence.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, that I would.” 
 
    We were both silent for a minute, and then she delivered the coup de grâce. “Morgan, I’m having fun with this, and I think you will, too. And if you do this for me…”               
 
    “What.” 
 
    “I’ll buy you an Atom.” 
 
    Oh, deadly silence on my end, and all my thoughts suddenly turned upside down. 
 
    “An Atom.” 
 
    “You’ve wanted one for years, and I could probably pick one up over here and ship it home.” 
 
    My mind raced…about as fast as an Atom. 
 
    The Ariel Atom, a two seater race car built for the street. A ridiculous luxury, and it makes the grown up boy lust almost as hard as he would for pussy. 
 
    “The whole thing?” I could hardly breath. 
 
    “From tail pipe to 60 MPH in less than three seconds.” 
 
    “Red and black?” 
 
    “As red as my lips. Or…” she giggled, “…yours. And as black as a raven in a coal mine at midnight. 
 
    “An Atom,” I breathed. “But that’s going to be your whole Christmas bonus!” 
 
    “Maybe you fucked me that good last night.” 
 
    “Holy…” 
 
    “So do we have a deal?” 
 
    I didn’t even have to think. “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    “Then you follow my instructions, I will email them to you as the whim permits, and you send me back pictures. If you do everything I say…it’s an Atom for Christmas.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. Thank you.” 
 
    “Don’t thank me, yet, slick. The month has just begun. And I intend to make you jump through hoops, and you are going to be so horny you think your dick will explode. Baby, when I’m through with you you are going to be cumming in your pants every single day!” 
 
    “Bring it on, bitch,” I said happily. 
 
    And she said, “I will.” 
 
     
 
    Okay. I can do this. I thought, hanging up the phone. And the game was on. 
 
    Ten minutes later I received my first official instructions. Nair, garters, nylons, put on a dress and go buy some high heels. 
 
    What! screeched my mind. Buy high heels? I would have to leave the house! And I would be looking like a woman! 
 
    I almost called Sara to complain, but I didn’t. I had a vision of a red race car in my cranium. I had to do this. 
 
    So, I hopped in the shower. Scrub a dub dub, and watched my curlies go down the drain. 
 
    Okay. Naked. Really naked. Like no hairs but my eyebrows and wig. I pulled up a pair of panties. Nice and tight. Stretchy, but perfect for holding a caged cock. And that was one good thing. Wearing the cock cage I wouldn’t have my prick pushing a dress out. 
 
    I put on the garter belt, unrolled the nylons onto my legs, and headed for the closet. 
 
    Sara had lots of clothes. I had always wondered why, but now it was working to my benefit. I went through the clothes, holding them in front of myself, and picturing how I would look. 
 
    And I wasn’t happy. 
 
    Now, truth, I wasn’t a woman, and I didn’t look like a woman, and I didn’t understand one simple factor…I didn’t look lilke a woman in my mind. 
 
    If I had understood that, that the whole thing is all in the mind, I would have gone right to a dress. 
 
    But, suffering ill self image, I grabbed sweat pants and sweat shirt, and a bulky jacket, and headed out the door. 
 
    And, being even more clever, I zooped down to Sunset Blvd and a Goodwill Store. 
 
    Zingo bingo. I would be able to walk into a store where there were a lot of freaks, and one more freak in Hollywood isn’t a big deal. And I could take my time, try on some shoes, and find some worn and comfortable high heels. 
 
    And that’s what I did. Nobody looked at me a second time, and I picked out a pair of two inch pumps. Nice and comfy for the man about town. In this town. 
 
    I went home and took a picture of myself, and sent it off. 
 
    Grinning, pleased with myself, I thought I had this whole thing figured out. I would simply haunt the Goodwill, and make it through the month. Wasn’t I clever? 
 
    Well, I wasn’t. And Sara soon let me know. 
 
      
 
    ‘Wonderful. Thank you. And do you really think you’re going to get away with going to the Goodwill to be a woman? HAH! Instructions will follow.’ 
 
      
 
    Oh, crap. Misgivings filled my head, and I waited the next instructions with a bit of fear in my heart. 
 
    An hour later…DING! The computer let me know I had a message. I opened it up a bit apprehensively. 
 
      
 
    ‘You have an appointment tomorrow at nine o’clock at the Chaz Dean Studio. Plan to spend all day. Your date will pick you up at 6. He will bring you a present, and you MUST wear it.’ 
 
      
 
    Chaz Dean? Oh, fuck! He was a top of the line celebrity stylist. And what was this date thing? And a present? Oh, geez! What had I gotten myself into? 
 
    With shaking hands I poured myself a drink. Then I went in and watched some porn. I had to get my mind off this. What was Sara going to do to me? What was Chaz Dean going to do? And this date thing? What was going to happen to me. 
 
    Well, whatever Sara had planned, I was going to have to do it. I had an Atom to win. 
 
      
 
    I showed up at the Dean Studio at 10 to 9. I was nervous, finding it hard to breath, and…my damned cock was going crazy inside my cage. It kept pushing out and trying to get loose. 
 
    Fat chance. 
 
    I waited in my car until a fashionable, little peach unlocked the front door, then I sauntered across the parking lot and entered. 
 
    It was cool inside, and quite fashionable. There were pictures of celebrities, a hallway that led back to working rooms, and the little peach. 
 
    “Hi!” she chirped cheerfully. “You must be Morgan.” 
 
    “I am.” I looked around fearfully. 
 
    “I’m Leslie, You are going to have so much fun. I received your wife’s instructions, and…you’re going to have fun!” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Come on, cheer up. It’s going to happen, so you might as well relax and enjoy.” 
 
    “Okay.” Might as well ask a priest not to pray. 
 
    “Come this way and we’ll get you started. I want to finish everything before the doctor gets here.” 
 
    “Doctor?” 
 
    She giggled as she led the way down the hall. “She said you didn’t know, and that I shouldn’t tell you. Did you really agree to do anything she said?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Wow. You’re brave. Right in here.” 
 
    The room was small, but equipped with every beauty tool known to man. Curlers, dryers, rolling tables with finger polishes and fake nails and everything. The shelves had shiny, little boxes of hair dye. The counters had scissors and razors. 
 
    I sat down and she pulled a white cloth over me. “We’re going to start with the hair. Okay doke?” 
 
    “Donkey,” I said, and she giggled again. 
 
    She tilted me back and undid my wig, and washed my hair. And trimmed it. Then she mixed in some stuff and I figured she was extra washing it, but she was really dying it. I wouldn’t know it until she was done, but I was now a dirty blonde. 
 
    Then she stuck my head under a big dryer and began doing my nails. 
 
    My nails? 
 
    Yes. My nails. And not just my fingernails. She took off my shoes and painted my tootsies. Then she shaped my fingernails and began gluing fakes on. And, finally, she began to paint my fingernails. 
 
    I sat under the dryer, and my mind was going crazy. What was going on? I figured I would have to wear a dress or something. But this…this was a complete make over! 
 
    My hands done, she took the dryer off and started putting extensions on me. 
 
    By now I had an idea that my hair had changed color. I caught my reflection in a side mirror as she spun me this way and that. I saw the blonde, and caught my breath, but…in for a penny and in for a pound. 
 
    Finally, she began to work on my face. 
 
    Oh, Lord, my hair stood on end. Her little fingers powdered and rubbed and I knew that my face was changing. 
 
    “We’re going to shadow out your masculine lines. When we’re done you are going to be perfectly feminine.” 
 
    “Great,” I muttered, and she giggled yet again. 
 
    A half hour later I was a girl. In face. And sort of in body. Probably a pretty ugly girl, but that was the canvas Leslie had to work with. 
 
    “Okay, a little piercing and we’ll be done.” 
 
    “Piercing? I squeaked.” 
 
    “Of course, silly. There isn’t a girl alive who isn’t pierced.” 
 
    I wanted to object then, but…I couldn’t. I really wanted that Atom. I just hadn’t figured I would have to work that hard to get it. 
 
    She gave me two piercings on each ear, and she put in two silvery hoops on each. 
 
    Zowie. 
 
    Then she pulled out some junk jewelry and put rings on three of my fingers. Big, gaudy rings. Cheap, but…it worked. 
 
    Finally, she was done, but I wasn’t. 
 
    “I’m going to eat now. Do you want me to bring you back something?” 
 
    “Why can’t I go out and eat?” 
 
    “The doctor will be here any minute,” she said, and she lowered the chair I was in until it was flat. 
 
    “Doctor? Why do I need a doctor?” 
 
    She just giggled and patted my forearm, then went out. I didn’t feel like eating. I had a burning pit of excitement in my belly. 
 
    After she was gone I looked at the clock over the door. Noon. I watched the clock tick for a long moment, then, at 12:15, the doctor walked in. 
 
    “Hi, Morgan. I’m Doctor Johnson. I understand you want to get some vacation boobs.” 
 
    My mouth opened in shock. 
 
    He set a black bag down on the counter and leaned over me. He opened my shirt and gazed at my fake boobs. 
 
    “Hmmm. Sara said big, and I think I can do that. Your chest is of good width, and I brought some extra biggies. We have to watch the skin stretch, but that shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    “What are vacation boobs, Doc?” 
 
    “Temporary. Lasts a month or six weeks. We inject a solution into your chest. Wonderful stuff.” 
 
    I thought of Atoms. I pictured Atoms. I had to have an Atom. I was going to have an Atom. 
 
    “Okay, let’s take this off…” he unfastened the bra, which had the clasp in the front, and put the ends to the sides. He used a solution to dissolve the glue, and suddenly I was flat again. 
 
    But, not for long. 
 
    He took a set of syringes out of his bag and set them on a small rolling table. He placed a couple of canisters on the table. He began to suck fluid out of the canisters and into the syringes, and he began giving me shots. 
 
    “Hmm, Tumdy tmmm.” He hummed and put needles in my chest in a circle around my pectorals. He kept pressing the little plungers, refilling them, and squirting more and more fluid into my chest. 
 
    Amazed, I watched as my chest grew. Slowly. Just a pair of humps. Then a pair of bumps. Then the bumps began to get larger and larger. 
 
    “You’ll find that these hold up well, you can treat them like the real thing. I can always give you more permanent boobs, should you wish. 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    Then the big bumps became mounds. Larger and larger. 
 
    Leslie came back from lunch, and I was now double Ds. Or bigger, and still the doctor injected and injected. Finally, at about two c’clock, he was done. And I was really done. 
 
    He fastened the bra clasp. “You want to wear a bra always. You don’t have the musculature to support the weight, so you need a bra. Understood?” 
 
    “I do,” I whispered, staring down at the huge mountains I was suddenly blessed with. 
 
    “Okay, then. All done.” To me: “Your wife will get my bill,” to Leslie: “have a great day, young lady,” and he was gone. 
 
    And I was done. 
 
    I was a woman in shape and feature, I had monstrous boobs, and…and I had a date that evening. 
 
    I almost fainted right then.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Wearing boobs, real boobs, after a lifetime of being flat, was insane. Now the bra had something to hold, and I really needed that bra. If not for the bra my skin would have sagged wa-a-a-y down. I would have had hangers in the worst sense of the word. 
 
    And, it really messed with my sense of balance. I got up and staggered and Leslie grabbed my arm and…squeezed one of my tits. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped. I could really feel her hand! And I could feel my nipple under her palm. 
 
    She giggled. She certainly was a giggler. “Sorry, I just couldn’t resist. Stand over there and let me take a picture.” 
 
    “But I don’t have a shirt on.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Your wife wants a picture before we put you in a dress.” 
 
    Glumly, I posed, and she snapped a few and sent them. 
 
    “Okay, are you ready?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “We’re going shopping!” 
 
    “Shopping?” 
 
    “Of course! You don’t want to be a dowdy, old plain Jane, do you?” 
 
    “I want to hide and never see the light of day.” 
 
    Once again with that giggle. 
 
    “Silly. Sara told me to take you shopping and get you a few outfits. Some real high heels, stuff that show off your new boobs, things like that.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I was dizzy, felt like I had tried to crawl under a steam roller. 
 
    We went out to my car and I got to experience driving with boobs. 
 
    I mean, they were big! 
 
    And I was excruciatingly aware of them as I turned the wheel. Big honkers getting in the way. How did women do it? Even the simple things in life were…awkward! 
 
    We went to, of all places the Beverly Center. Acres of high end shops. A zillion people walking around, and every last one of them stopped, turned their heads, and stared at me. 
 
    Leslie just pulled on my hand and we went in and out. 
 
    The good news was that Leslie knew about the deal between Sara and I. So I wasn’t totally embarrassed when she would say to a clerk: “His wife is going to buy him a race car if he dresses like a woman!” 
 
    The reactions to this were varied. Some clerks snickered. Some got on board and made suggestions and were all excited. 
 
    And some. were like, meh! So what. 
 
    Or, I figured it out in my head: another guy that’s into kink! 
 
    So I went into store after store. I ended up carrying big bags with underwear, dresses, cosmetics, and…high heels. 
 
    Thank God we bought them last, because Leslie insisted on me wearing them, and I tottered out of the store like a giraffe on rubber stilts. I mean, I waggled this way and warbled that way. My ankles felt like somebody had put silly putty in them. I almost fell down a hundred times. 
 
    And, by now I actually had people following me around! People overheard of my deal with my wife in stores, and they followed around, even made suggestions, and there was all sorts of laughs and cheers. 
 
    I, of course, felt like an inch tall. I could have pogo sticked under a cat’s belly and not touched a hair. 
 
    And my face, it was permanently red. It was so red you couldn’t tell where my lipstick started and stopped. 
 
    But, like oblivion, all bad things must come to an end. It was about five o’clock when we staggered out of the mall and pushed all the purchases into my trunk and backseat. 
 
    Man, that was a lot of swag! 
 
    I dropped Leslie off at the studio and headed back for the house. I was tired, and it was almost time for my date. 
 
    My date. What the hell had Sara done to me? She knew a lot of people, and I was afraid. I figured she had called one of her gay friends, and I was going to have to put up with a man holding my hand, squiring me around. 
 
    Or maybe it was actually a manly man! Oh, God. Gay was bad enough, but a guy who got hard at the sight of me? Oh, crap! 
 
    But, when the doorbell rang at six o’clock I got the surprise of my life. It was an actual porn star! A female porn star! One of the women I had actually whacked off to on the net! 
 
    Her name was Lotta Boobs. I’m not kidding. And I opened the door and my jaw dropped. 
 
    Boobs bigger than mine. A dress that showed off pulchritude by the acre, and which I could never hope to wear. Lips that had sucked more cocks than Carter had liver pills. A pussy, showing right through her skin tight outfit in a perfectly outlined monkey knuckle, that had been plumbed by the biggest cocks in porn. 
 
    She grinned at my reaction, let me gawk for a second, and blather, then she reached in, grabbed my hand, and pulled. “Come on, beautiful. Let’s go fuck!” 
 
    She dragged me down the steps, and I kept almost falling on my heels, and then she pushed me into the back of a limo. She crawled into the back, snuggled up against me, and told the driver to get the lead out. 
 
    As the car pulled out of the drive she cooed to me: “You’re really going to get a race car for this?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Wow! You must have a really big set of balls.” 
 
    She reached down and snaked a hand under my dress. I tried to push her hand away, but she was quick and knew where she was going.               “Wow! They are big! And that chastity thing. Oh, brother…no, your name is Morgan…oh, Morgan, when I get done with you your nuts are going to feel like popping. I mean exploding, not just cumming.” She giggled, and massaged my balls. Inside the tube my cock felt like it was a foot wide and being squeezed through a one inch pipe. I mean, it hurt! 
 
    But she didn’t let up. She took the look of anguish on my face for victory, and celebrated all over again. Suddenly the limo stopped. Before the driver could get out and open a door the door opened. And another girl crawled into the back seat. 
 
    OhmyGod! Another porn star! Her name was Lovely Box! She was even bigger in the chest than Lotta. She was older to the business, and she had fucked and sucked many more men and women than Lotta. 
 
    “Hi, Lotta! This is the goof, eh?” 
 
    Lotta had her hand still under my dress, and Lovely took this as an invitation. She reached under and they fought for my balls, then each one had one. 
 
    “Oh, he’s horny. You feel how full this sucker is?” 
 
    I was faint as they palpated and fondled my balls. 
 
    “Too bad his cock is locked. It looks like a good one.” 
 
    “He’s gonna get a race car if he survives tonight.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “A month,” I gasped. I have to be a woman for a month.” 
 
    “Really? Wow! I don’t think you’ll make it.” 
 
    I was gulping and my body was jerking and Lotta moved her free hand to my breasts. Lovely duplicated her and grabbed my other breast. As the car rolled down the street they pulled on and twisted my balls and felt my new tits. 
 
    “These are great tits. And they’re only vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gurked. I was finding it hard to do much more than make gargling sounds. 
 
    Then Lotta said, “You take his boobs.” 
 
    My dress was low cut, a crossover, and Lovely pulled the material apart and dove in to suck my nipples. My boobs were in a half bra, and she had no trouble at all. 
 
    Meanwhile, Lotta had lifted my dress and was sucking on my balls. She was on her knees in the limo, and her hands were under my buns. She lifted and squeezed as she moved my balls around in her mouth like they were ben wah balls. 
 
    I was groaning. My cock felt like it was trying to squeeze through a keyhole. This went on for long minutes, a couple of miles, through stop lights and turns, then the car bumped over the lip of a driveway. The girls heads popped up and they looked around. 
 
    “We’re here!” chortled Lotta. 
 
    Here was Charley Coyote’s, the absolute top when it came to crazy nightclubs. 
 
    The chauffeur got out and opened the door and Lovely got out, followed by me, with Lotta’s hands holding my balls for me, and then Lotta. 
 
    Man, heads turned. People stopped and stared. 
 
    “Straighten your dress, Morgan, and try to look like you know how to fuck.” 
 
    Lotta laughed at Lovely’s advice, then hooked her arm into mine. Lovely took my other arm. 
 
    We crossed the parking lot, three gorgeous women, with me in the center. Cameras began to flash, and several men came up and tried to engage us in conversation. A couple of them recognized Lotta and Lovely. 
 
    “Can I have your autograph?” asked one fellow. 
 
    Another held up his camera and asked for a selfie. 
 
    Lotta signed her name on the first fellow’s ass with eyeliner. Ahe just pulled his pants down a little and started scribbling, and he was totally pleased with that. He even got a picture of his half exposed ass and Lotta slapping it. Then he stood between Lotta and I, with Lovely on my other side, and a friend snapped some more quick shots. 
 
    Then the other fellow, and Lotta and Lovely each kissed a cheek as his picture was snapped. 
 
    Then, oh, God, somebody asked me for a picture. 
 
    “I’m not anybody,” I blurted. 
 
    “Oh, yes you are,” grinned the girls, and they took my arms and we posed. 
 
    Finally, I was redder than a cherry, we made it past the line and into the club. 
 
    It was slammin’ in there. The bar was packed, waiters ran out to the patio, waitresses served drinks to the tables inside, and Lotta called to one of the girls. “Is Charley here?” 
 
    Oh, God! She actually knew the owner of Charley Coyote’s! 
 
    “Who’s asking?” shouted the girl over the uproar and the music. 
 
    “Lotta Boobs.” 
 
    “Really?” the waitress raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We’ve got your table over here, Miss Boobs!” 
 
    She led us to a table right in the center of the room. Right in front of the parquet dance floor. A bright light shone down on the table, and the girls pushed me into a chair, then sat down. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke for our friend,” stated Lovely. “I’ll take a ginger ale, and…Lotta?” 
 
    “A Coke for me.” 
 
    “You aren’t drinking?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah. We’re working girls. It’s harder than shit to shoot porn with your head slamming. But you can drink for us. That okay with you?” 
 
    I nodded and they laughed. It was obvious I needed a drink. 
 
    Two minutes later out drinks arrived, and I dove into my Coke High with delight. Lotta and Lovely sipped, and the crowd swirled, and people kept coming up and asking for pictures. And, like as not, not knowing their porn, they even wanted me in the pictures. And the girls made sure I complied. 
 
    Then Charley Coyote, the man himself, actually stepped up to the table. He was a dapepr fellow with a happy grin, and he pulled up a seat and chatted for a while—he seemed to know the girls, and they talked of common friends. Then he excused himself, kissed their cheeks, and shook my hand…with a wink. He knew what I was. 
 
    Then Lotta handed me her cell phone. 
 
    “Hey, hon! how’s the date?” Sara’s laughing face looked at me. 
 
    “Oh,  my God!” I blurted. “I…I…” 
 
    “I can hardly hear you, but it looks like you’re dazed and confused. That’s good. Are you going to get that Atom?” 
 
    “Yes!” I yelled over the crowd noise. 
 
    “Good, but get ready, it’s going to get worse!” 
 
    “What?” I heard her, but I was scared that I had heard her. 
 
    “I gave Lotta special instructions, and…and we’ll see if you survive the night.” 
 
    “Special…” 
 
    But it was too late. The connection failed and I was left looking at a blank screen. I handed the phone back to Lotta. I had to lean in and talk loud in her ear. “She said you have some kind of special instructions.” 
 
    She leaned in and spoke into my ear. Her lips were touching my ear, and it was almost as hot as when she had had my balls in her mouth. 
 
    “You must dance with ten men, and then we will give you your big surprise?” 
 
    “What kind of a surprise?” My lips were against her ear, and it was like kissing. 
 
    “Ten men and you’ll find out. And it’s okay if you get a little drunk to do it.” 
 
    Oh, God. Ten men. I wasn’t much for dancing, though I wasn’t loath to press my male body against a female body for a while, but…to dance with a man? 
 
    Lotta was watching my expression as I thought through this. She gave a laugh, “Don’t worry. It won’t make you gay. Unless maybe you’re already a little gay. How about it, Morgan, are you a gay boy?” 
 
    I shook my head vehemently and she laughed some more. Then, my worse nightmare came true. 
 
    A handsome, young fellow came up to the table. He was a little shy, but it was obvious that his friends, at a nearby table, had egged him on. 
 
    “Miss…uh…Boobs?” To say that alone must have taken a lot of courage. “Is it possible…could you dance with me?” 
 
    His voice was rising at the end, but it wasn’t too bad. 
 
    “Honey, if you dance with my friend here, I’ll take you in the back and suck on your hog until the little piglets run free.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. His mouth worked up and down. 
 
    Lotta pushed me. “Go on. This is your first. I’ll have a drink ready for you.” 
 
    I wanted to run screaming out of the nightclub. My mind was shrieking like a screaming meemy. 
 
    He stepped up to me and raised a hand. Behind me, snickering, Lovely pushed my tush and I staggered in his arms. Boobs first. 
 
    He held me, and my tits were tight against his chest. He moved me the step out onto the parquet and…I danced. 
 
    The weird thing was that I had to figure out how not to lead, and to do it within a half a second. 
 
    He turned me slowly, and I actually felt his cock in his pants. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    And then he pulled me tighter. “Thank you for dancing with me,” he said into my ear. His breath was warm, and I was even more freaked out. 
 
    “Okay,” I blurted. In the roar of the crowd he couldn’t hear that my voice was a little deep. 
 
    Slowly, we moved in a circle, shuffling a bit, around the floor. At one point he was holding me, hugging me, actually, and I could feel him making faces at his table of friends. 
 
    Finally, we were back at the table and he thanked me and I sat down. Lotta popped up, grabbed his hand, and pulled him through the crowd. They were heading right for the rest room, and I knew he was about to get his real reward. Lotta was about to do the lip dance on his cock. 
 
    On the table in front of me were two drinks. I tossed one back in a gulp, the whole thing. As the cold hit the bottom of my gullet, and started a roaring fire, I felt the booze lift the top of my skull off. I picked up the second glass and started sipping. 
 
    Lovely, next to me, finished tapping her phone, and said, “There, I just sent the video to Sara.” 
 
    “What??” I squeaked, but she just laughed. 
 
    Lotta came back with the kid. He looked dazed, a big grin across his face, and she whispered into his ear. He was smiling, then he wasn’t, and he was looking at me. Then Lotta talked some more, and he started grinning again. It wasn’t as big a smile, but she had salvaged something out of the fact that he now knew I was a man. 
 
    He knew I was a man. I knew it. It was in his eyes, and in Lotta’s eyes when she sat down. 
 
    “We‘re going to see some action now,” she muttered. 
 
    “Did you really blow him?” 
 
    She opened her mouth and there was a trace of semen on her tongue. 
 
    Then a tap on my shoulder. It was another of the boys from the table. 
 
    I stood up, and realized something. The first one knew, but the others didn’t. They still thought I was a woman. And…there was something delicious in that thought. They way they looked at me. The tentative way they talked, and then moved to take me in their arms. They didn’t know, and I could carry this off, and…and, oh, fuck…it was fun! 
 
    He danced me around the room, and I felt his cock pressed against me, and he put hand on my boob. Right on my boob, brazen as the sun at noon. Then I was deposited, and he was gone. 
 
    I didn’t even have a chance to sit down, and the third boy was at my side, asking for a dance. I took a quick sip, and stepped back out on the dance floor. 
 
    This one was even more forward. The music was a little faster, but he held me tight and snaked a hand up the front of my chest and felt me. And he looked me dead in the eye while he did it. 
 
    And, as he had his shabby way with me, I glanced at the table where the boys were gathered. The first one was talking up a storm. And the one that had danced with me was sitting back all proud and happy. 
 
    And I knew that this one was going to brag about feeling my tits. 
 
    I was face to face with the crude behavior of horny men. It was a slap in the face, a bucket of ice water poured over my head. And a tweak to my cock. 
 
    I was just an object, a sex object to be felt up and bragged about. 
 
    And the only reason I didn’t punch the boy currently feeling my breasts was that…I wanted an Atom. 
 
    I would do anything for a race car. I loved to drive fast. I…had to do it. Let them feel me up. Let them grope me. They had their shabby, little lives to lead, and I would be driving the coolest car this side of a race track. 
 
    So I danced dance after dance. A couple of them twice, and I gulped bourbon and Coke in between, and the countdown came to an end. 
 
    “Okay, baby,” grinned Lotta. “That’s ten. You ready for your reward?” 
 
    “Sure,” I slurred. Mind you, I wasn’t totally drunk, but I was impaired. Much more and I would be drunk. If I stopped now I would be okay, aware enough for whatever my surprise was going to be. 
 
    “Okay, but there’s one thing we have to do first.” 
 
    The girls stood me up, and I wavered, and they linked arms with mine and walked me to the table of boys. 
 
    The boys all stood and sat. Grinning lasciviously. They had had their way with me. I was nothing but boobs on legs and they had treated me like that. 
 
    Then Lotta whispered in my ear, and though I was drunk, I got it. I lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties. 
 
    For a second it was like there was no music. No sound. Even though the nightclub was rocking. For a moment there was only eight boys, young men who have not grown up, staring at my crotch. 
 
    Balls. My big, hairy balls hung down. Sure, there was a chastity tube, too, but it was the balls that got them. 
 
    They had danced with a man. 
 
    Suddenly, one of the boys turned to the first one who had danced with me, the one who had taken the dare, then found out and talked the others into dancing with me. He swung his fist and popped the guy right in the mouth. Then another one swung a fist, and then we had a real donnybrook going on. 
 
    Lotta and Lovely walked me to the front door, and I looked over my shoulder as the bouncers rushed in and threw men aside, grabbed arms, applied joint locks, and started the boys out the back door. It was like a herd of spoiled brats being tossed out on their ears. 
 
    And I started giggling. 
 
    Not laughing, like a man, but giggling like a girl. 
 
    Lotta and Lovely exchanged grins over me, then we were out the front door and heading for the limousine. 
 
      
 
    The limousine crept slowly up the hillside. 
 
    Lotta was pressed against me on one side, and her lips were pressed against mine. 
 
    Lovely was down on her knees, my dress was up, and she had my balls in her mouth. 
 
    Lotta squeezed my breasts, played with my nipples, and the chauffeur watched his GPS and ignored us in the back. 
 
    We pulled up to my house and the girls got out and headed me up the walkway. They held me, made sure I didn’t fall, and we entered the house. 
 
    It was quiet. Hollywood might be going crazy, but it was nature quiet up here on the hillside. 
 
    I was a little drunk, but not bad. We went back to the bedroom, and they took turns kissing me. One, then the other, pulling me out of each other’s arms and doing their best to out kiss each other. 
 
    I was hornier than I had ever been in my life. My cock felt like it was an orange stuffed in a thimble. My balls were bluer than frostbitten toes, and hotter than scorched hotdogs. 
 
    They were making love to me. Fucking without the fucking. 
 
    It was okay because I had the chastity tube on, and there was no way out. And I knew that this was what Sara wanted. 
 
    What better gotcha than to make a man so horny he’s about to explode…and keep him there? 
 
    But, I didn’t plan on the nefarious nature of my loving wife. There’s fucking, and then there’s fucking. 
 
    We were all three in my big bed, kissing and hugging and feeling each other’s boobs. I even had my fingers in one or the other of them at various times. Then Lovely pushed me back and Lotta got out of the bed. Lovely sat on me, exactly like where her pussy would have engulfed my cock, if my cock had been able to stand up. 
 
    I started to look over to where Lotta was doing something next to the bed, but Lovely pushed my cheek back so I was looking up at her. 
 
    “Honey, if you get through this next part then I know you’ll make it to the end of the month. You‘ll get your precious Atom, and you can come by and give a working girl a ride some day…but you have to get through the next half hour.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I asked. 
 
    Lovely smiled, and slid off me. 
 
    I looked to the side and Lotta stood there. Lovely face, big boobs, wet snatch, and…and what was that? What was she wear—SHE HAD A DICK!               
 
    My eyes went wide and I leaned over, almost fell off the bed, and looked closely. 
 
    It was a dildo, held in place by a strap on. It jutted out and looked me right in the eye. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    “That’s right, Morgan. You’re a woman. And if you can do what a woman does, then you’ll be driving that sweet ride come Christmas.” 
 
    “You…but…I can’t…” 
 
    They waited, Lovely placed her cell phone on the table so it could capture the action, then they moved forward. 
 
    I suppose I could have outwrestled them. I could have fought my way out of this predicament. 
 
    But…did I want to? 
 
    I had danced with men, felt their cocks pressed against me. I was dressed like a woman, and the world had accepted me as such. 
 
    And, Sara had played with my asshole a few times. She had put her fingers into me, and once an ice cube. 
 
    Could I do this? 
 
    For an Atom? 
 
    I could. 
 
    So though I struggled a little, it was half hearted, and they knew I didn’t mean it. 
 
    Lovely grabbed my balls and moved me around. Lotta slapped my ass, and they bullied me onto all fours on the side of the bed. 
 
    Lotta had the lube ready, and she slapped it into my asshole and smushed it in. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. 
 
    It felt good to have my tits massaged, as in felt up by horny boys. And it felt good to have fingers massaging my rectum. 
 
    Then I felt the tip of the cock pressing against me. 
 
    Even then I could have revolted, used my muscles and stopped the scene, but, truth…I was curious. It felt good to have fingers back there, so…why not the real thing? Or, at least a facsimile of the real thing? 
 
    She entered me. Lovely crawled around to my front and laid down in front of me, with spread legs. Lotta pushed her cock into me, and my head went down into Lovely’s lovely bush.  
 
    Lotta rammed me, and I felt the veins on the plastic peter rub against my canal. My butt nerves began to sing, and my mouth was forced against Lovely’s pussy. 
 
    Lotta began to talk to me then. Soft, cooing phrases. “That’s it, honey. It’s good. Take it and like it.” 
 
    Lovely was murmuring things, too. “Eat me, handsome. I wish it was your big cock, but I’ll take what I can.” 
 
    For about fifteen minutes Lotta fucked me, and my mind was opened and my body became a soft plaything for these wonderful two women. 
 
    Then Lovely put the strap on on and fucked me. Long, loving strokes, while Lotta got under me and played with my balls. I began to groan with the pain of the pleasure. I was truly being pushed over the edge. I wanted it, I needed it, and I was getting it, but I wasn’t going to get to cum. 
 
    That was the most wondrous night of my life. I was fucked to stupidity and beyond, and when they were done I was a puddle of horny. Just laying there, on my belly, scrunching my butt up and searching for more cock. 
 
    But they were done. At least for that night. 
 
    And I was certainly…not done. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    They delivered the Atom on the second of January. It was shiny red and black. I started it up and listened to that wonderful engine roar. 
 
    Lotta and Lovely came by to see it, and I gave them rides. I was out of the chastity by then, and they reached over and felt my cock as I drove, but we didn’t fuck. Oh, they were willing, but there was no way I was going to mess up with the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    And, after I had driven over half of LA and was back home, I was sitting in the living room with Sara and we were sipping drinks, and she asked, “Well? Was it worth it?” 
 
    I grinned, and started to tell her how wonderful it was, then I stopped. 
 
    “Is that the phone ringing?” I asked. 
 
    She looked puzzled. “There’s no phone ringing.” 
 
    I leaned over and picked up my cell phone and pretended to answer it. I said, “London? Sure. Okay. I’ll tell her.” 
 
    I pretended to hang up the cell and placed it to the side. 
 
    Sara had the most wonderful curiosity stamped on her face. 
 
    I said, “It was London. They need you back for another month.” 
 
    She began to laugh, then she began to take her clothes off. 
 
    “Come here, you fucker!” 
 
    I did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Made to be a Maid! 
 
    My Mother-in-Law caught me en femme! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You don’t seem that concerned that I’m going to be away for a month.” 
 
    I sighed, stared at Amy’s hourglass figure, her long, blonde hair, her blue eyes and sexy, red lips, and exulted. I mean, how many guys get the best of both worlds? 
 
    “Honey, I will miss you more than life itself. It just doesn’t do me any good to get all weepy about it.” Sure, I would miss her. But…life itself? Come on! I was just pouring it on thick to distract her. Nothing is worse than when women get all weepy. 
 
    “Well, but you know I have to do this tour once a year. I have to visit every store and analyze and recommend procedures and all that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I know. It’s the saddest month of my life. Believe me. I look happy on the outside, but inside I am a wreck. For a solid month I will be wandering the house, looking for an Amy fix. Distraught. I will cry myself to sleep at night. I will—“ 
 
    “All right,” she grinned. “Now I know you’re full of shit.” 
 
    “Well, maybe a little. But I will miss you.” My lies, even though they were blatant, were working. What woman cares if you’re sincere or not as long as you kiss their asses? 
 
    “Well, okay. But listen…when I came home last year the house was a mess. You’d better pick up after yourself this year. I’m not your mother, you know.” 
 
    “I’ll try. I’ll really try.” 
 
    She patted me on the cheek and peered into my eyes. This close always took my breath away. 
 
    “Elliot…I don’t doubt that you love me, but I always get the feeling that you’re hiding something.” 
 
    I put my arms around her and moved in for a kiss. 
 
    “No!” she put her hand up and stopped me. “I don’t want to mess my make up!” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    She laughed. “You are so incorrigible!” 
 
    “I’m married to the most beautiful woman in the world, and she never wants to make love!” I was starting to whine. Not a good thing, but how could I help myself? 
 
    “Don’t start that again. You know I’m a working girl, and I have a lot of responsibilities. I just don’t have the time to cater to your wicked, little ways. 
 
    “Wah!” I cried, sounding like a spoiled, little baby. I put my hand in my pants and whimpered, “It’s not little!” 
 
    “You, idiot,” she placed both hands on the sides of my face and barely—I say barely—touched her lips to mine. “When I get home we’ll take a couple of days off and I’ll take care of you once and for all.” 
 
    I sighed. My cock was poking against my pants painfully. 
 
    “Now take my luggage out and let’s get me on my way.” 
 
    Defeated, but quite happy for that defeat, I picked up Amy’s bags and toted them out to the car. Ten minutes later, her already yakking on her cell phone, she gave me a wink, got in her car and drove away. 
 
    Not even a kiss good bye. 
 
    But, that’s okay. In fact, it sort of fell into line with my plans. Heh heh heh. 
 
    I sauntered back into the house, and felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels. 
 
    I sashayed into the kitchen, took down a bottle of bourbon, the good stuff, Woodford Reserve Straight Bourbon Whiskey, $115 a bottle. Just read the tasting notes on this baby: 
 
      
 
    TASTING NOTES: Clean, brilliant honey amber color. On the nose, heavy with rich dried fruit, hints of mint and oranges covered with a dusting of cocoa. Faint vanilla and tobacco spice. Rich chewy, rounded and smooth with complex citrus, cinnamon and cocoa. Toffee, caramel, chocolate and spice notes abound. Silky smooth, almost creamy at first with a long, warm satisfying finish. 
 
      
 
    Can you imagine all that in your mouth? And then, to prove that I’m not a complete connoisseur, I mixed the ambrosia with Coke. That’s right, straight off the shelf Coca Cola. God, am I slob, or what? 
 
    But, slob or not, I swirled the glass to mix the combination of heavenly firewater and swamp essence, and sipped delicately, and ambled out to the garage. 
 
    I looked at my watch. Five minutes had passed. I usually waited a half an hour, then checked to make sure she was truly zooping down the freeway, before beginning my playtime. 
 
    But, that didn’t mean I couldn’t get everything out and ready. 
 
    I climbed up on the washing machine and pushed a few boxes to the side and lifted down my special box.  
 
    My special box isn’t heavy, but it is sizable. I have a lot of things in it. 
 
    Balancing my drink in one hand and the box in the other, I strolled back through the kitchen, down the hallway, and up the stairs to the room above the garage. 
 
    I usually live in that room when my wife is gone. I only have to clean the upstairs room and the kitchen when my wife gets back, and I ignore the rest of the house. 
 
    It is a big room with a big poster bed and a bathroom and even a small fridge. 
 
    I put the box down on the bed and reached into it for the bottle of Nair. I smiled. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, I popped my nekkid body out of the shower. I was baby butt smooth. Not a hair below the neck. I even dabbed Nair on my cheeks to aid in the facial depilation. 
 
    I smiled at my oh so clean features in the mirror. What a babe! I thought. My cock thought so, too. It stuck out over the sink, and there was no hair to distract from how big and beautiful I was. Heh heh. 
 
    I meandered down to the kitchen, fixed a plate of sausage and hash browns, poured a bit of syrup over the plate, and fed myself. I took my time, used my fingers on the sausage and then licked them, and…it was time to call my sweety pie. 
 
    “Honey? I miss you so much I could die!” 
 
    “You are such a goof!” she fell for my line of patter. “I think…oh, no…my hand…” 
 
    “Don’t start that guff!” she shouted. 
 
    “I can’t stop it…it’s reaching for my…my cock!” 
 
    “Elliot!” 
 
    “Oh! My hand is raping my cock. Up and down, back and forth. If only I had a woman to take out my love on.” 
 
    She was laughing now. She knew I whacked off when she was gone. She didn’t like it, at first, but she got used to it, and even put up with some of my phone sex. Heck, I think she even liked it. 
 
    “Oh…oh…stop it, hand! I must be true to my wife…” 
 
    “Elliot! I’m going to spank you when I get home!” 
 
    “Oh…oh…that did it! You made me squirt! Oh…oh!” 
 
    “Stop that!” She laughed. “I’ve got to make the turn for the airport.” 
 
    “All right,” I chuckled and backed off. “But now you know how much I miss you.” 
 
    “”Elliot, you are a horn dog, and some day I am going to get you back for all the abuse you give me.” 
 
    “Abuse? I don’t abuse! I—“ 
 
    “I’ve got to go! Good bye! And leave your dick alone! I want it a virgin when I get home.” 
 
    “It’s too late for…” 
 
    She had hung up. 
 
    I grinned. 
 
    ‘Baby, baby, can’t you hear my heart beat,’ I hummed the old tune as I put my dirty dishes in the sink and left them. I liked to fill the sink with dishes before getting all that nasty soap stuff on my hands. I mean why wash thirty times in a month when you could wash just once, right? 
 
    I walked, buck naked and my cock leading the way, back up the stairs to the garage room. I went to the bed and turned the box over to empty the contents, and my fetish fell all over the spread. 
 
    Yippee! 
 
    Panties, bras, garters, hose, a couple of dresses, a make up kit, a couple of wigs, a couple of pairs of high heels…everything the dedicated crossdresser needed to have a little fun. Or a month’s worth of fun. 
 
    Did I miss my wife for this month out of the year? Of course I did. I mean, I didn’t want to do the dishes and the laundry and clean the house and mow the lawn and all that sort of stuff myself, right? 
 
    Which sort of explains why sometimes the house wasn’t clean when she returned from her business trips. I mean, it takes a while to get everything super clean once you let it all set for a month. 
 
    But, enough explanations. It was time to make Elliot into Ellie. 
 
    I got out some body cream, rubbed it all over my body. I soon had a delicate scent filling the room. Mmm. I smelled good. 
 
    Then I pulled out a pair of tight panties. I didn’t want to wear the chastity tube. I only wore the tube after I had whacked off. When my cock was fair limp and I felt like a little sensation without the almost painful containment of the cock prison. 
 
    I pulled the panties up tight, pointing my dick up, and it hurt a little, but not too much. And I certainly didn’t care about a little cock bump in my dresses. Heck, I thought it was so sexy to be all dressed up and have my cock pressing out against my dress. 
 
    After the panties I put on the breast forms. With good glue. Nobody was going to be coming over, and if they did I just wouldn’t open the door. 
 
    Once the boobs were glued on I put on a half bra. The boob forms were good quality, and they had erect nipples. The half bra would really show my fake nipples when I wore blouses and sweaters and stuff. 
 
    Then the garter and the nylons. I almost swooned as I rolled that sheer stuff up my gams. My cock pounded even harder under the confines of the tight panties. 
 
    And, the skirt. I had elected to wear a simple, plaid and pleated skirt for the first day. That and a blouse, and, of course, some high heels. Mmm. 
 
    I tightened the skirt and was glad that I had dieted for the previous month. I wasn’t a heavy type of guy, anyway, but I wanted to look my best when en femme. 
 
    I took out a silk, purple blouse and put it on. I buttoned up enough to hide the fact that my boobs were fake, and that still left plenty of curvature on display. 
 
    Then, the high heels. I love high heel sandals, and I love the way they show my red painted tootsies. 
 
    Yes, red painted. I had painted them the day before and simply hid them from Amy. She never had a clue that I was already prancing and dancing right in front of her. 
 
    I buckled the sandals on, and put the little locks through the top hole in the strap. I loved to pretend I couldn’t get out of my sexy shoes. 
 
    All right. I stood up, and walked across the room. I had practiced walking in high heels a lot, and I had it down. One foot in front of the other, let the ass sway. My, God! I was sexy! 
 
    Okay, body done, it was time for the face. 
 
    I laid out the make up on a card table I had set up in the corner and began applying it. 
 
    I had learned about make up the hard way. I had followed instructions on the internet, gone through the crazy drag looking guy stage, and now was pretty good at it. In fact, sometimes I watched my wife put on her make up and knew that I could have given her pointers. 
 
    I took my time and cleaned my face, moisturized and prepare it. 
 
    I applied primer, created the canvas, and then began the heavy lifting. Make up is very delicate work, very appropriate for gentle female hands, not so for clumsy male hands. But I had trained my big, clumsy male mitts to apply the creams and potions with the greatest of care. 
 
    I spent a lot of time on the eyes, for the eyes are the windows to a man’s soul.  
 
    Of course, in my case the eyes were the windows to a crossdresser’s soul. 
 
    Then, the lipstick. Mmmm. I tasted that wonderful waxy feel, and I smacked my lips. 
 
    In the mirror I was perfect. Except for the hair. Hmm. Did I want to be a blonde, redhead, or brunette? Red didn’t go with my skin, and my make up was pretty bright, so I decided to go with blonde. I pulled the wig over my scalp, tucked up stray strands, and fastened it. 
 
    Then a few baubles I had collected over the years: clip on earrings, rings, a few silver bangles for my delicate wrists, and I was almost ready. Only one thing left to do, and that was my nails. 
 
    I saved my nails for last for a simple reason. It was easier to get dressed with my stubby male nails. But, for the true and pure en femme look, I needed pretty, long nails. 
 
    I picked out some long ovals and glued them on. I didn’t bother with paint right then, I used the pre-colored, bright red nails. To tell the truth I was getting too excited to take the time to paint my nails. I was breathing hard and trembling. 
 
    Finally, I was done. Totally and truly done.  
 
    I pushed back from the card table and stood up. I caught a bit of my reflection in the big window, and was so pleased. I did have a bump on my dress, but, can you blame me? I mean, there is absolutely nothing like being made horny by dressing up! 
 
    I sauntered across the room. I was a babe. I was sexy. My blood was rushing and my heart was racing like a rabbit on the run. 
 
    I descended the stairs, listening to the sound of my heels on wood. Then I reached the kitchen and the wood halfway floor and I rally heard the sound. Click, click, click. 
 
    If there is anything sexier than listening to a woman’s heels clicking, it is listening to your own heels clicking. 
 
    I walked up and down the hallway, just listening, and my cock got harder and harder. I now had a king sized bump. Maybe I should have put on the chastity tube? After all, in the state I was in it was going to be a while before I got that puppy down enough to squeeze it into the tube. Unless i jacked off. But it was too soon to masturbate. 
 
    I went out to the living room and sat down. I watched my long red nails as I picked up the remote and turned on the big screen. So sexy. 
 
    I sat down on the couch and crossed my legs. I rubbed my nipples and pretended I could feel the exquisite sensations. 
 
    I used the remote to find a porn channel. Amy didn’t like it when I watched porn on the big screen, or any screen, for that matter. But she wasn’t here, and, darn it, a girl’s just got to have fun! You know. 
 
    So there I sat, watching a wonderful and well made bit of porn entitled, ‘I Love my Mother-in-Law.’ 
 
    Ha. I didn’t love mine. Oh, she was okay, but she always had a pinched look on her face, and she seemed to be looking down on me, almost as if she knew my deep, dark secrets. But that was ridiculous. Nobody knew my deep dark secrets. Nobody knew I was a flaming cross dresser. Nobody…I blinked. There was something wrong with the big screen. I peered closer, and…OH MY FUCKING GOD! IT WAS MY MOTHER-IN-LAW!               
 
    She was behind the couch, and she had her cell phone out, and she was taking pictures! 
 
    I jumped to my feet, and promptly fell over! I was so flustered, and I was wearing heels, and I tripped and twisted a bit and fell down. My legs went up and my skirt fell up and my panties were plain to see! I scrambled across the room on all fours, and she followed me, tapping her phone, taking picture after picture. 
 
    I managed to get to my feet. I tried to go around the couch, but she stepped in the way, and I realized she had gone to video mode! She was actually taking a moving picture of me! 
 
    I ran to the other side of the couch, but she managed to cut me off again. The damn cell phone was aimed right at me. 
 
    “Let me go!” I sobbed, and I managed to get past her…but I tripped. And then I realized that I hadn’t just tripped, she had stuck out her foot and deliberately tripped me! And now I was flat on my…boobs…on the floor. 
 
    I got on all fours and scrambled some more, her following me, and I made it to the stairs. I ran up them, and she followed me. Taking a video of me scrambling up the stairs awkwardly in my heels. 
 
    Then I was in the big room over the garage, and she was still taking the video. 
 
    I rushed into the bathroom, closed the door and locked it. 
 
    I stood there, my breath heaving, which made my boobs rise and fall. What was she doing here? Why had she come in the house? Had Amy given her a key? What was I going to do? 
 
    My Mother-in-Law was…disapproving, to say the least. She was a good looking woman, heavy in the boobs department, which was only logical because her daughter had big boobs. 
 
    She had a pretty enough face, and she did wear sexy, red lipstick…but…but…what was she doing here? 
 
    “Elliot?” 
 
    Her voice came through the thin door and I held my breath. How had this happened? What was I going to do? 
 
    “Or should I call you Ellie?” 
 
    “Go away,” I whispered, putting my forehead against the door. 
 
    “I will be downstairs. I’ll give you a few minutes to collect yourself, then I want to see you. And make sure you stay as you are. I have uploaded all the pictures and the video, and if you aren’t exactly as I have just seen you…well, let me just say that the world will know your dirty, little secret. 
 
    I heard her moving away, then descending the stirs. 
 
    I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    What a difference a few seconds could make. I no longer felt beautiful, I was no longer the proud en femme boner guy. Now I was caught, and my beauty was a memory. Now I was just haggard and scared. 
 
    There was no telling what Belle, that was her name, would do. She could easily send the pictures to Amy. She could expose me to the world. And the only hope now was that she hadn’t…yet. She wanted to talk to me. So maybe…maybe there was a way to get out of this? 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror again. I tried to put on a proud front, but…I sagged. It was hopeless. I was caught. 
 
      
 
    I descended the stairs, and the sound of my heels was muted and sad. 
 
    Belle was sitting at the kitchen table, looking at her phone, a glass of wine in front of her. She smiled when I entered the room. “Have a seat…Ellie.” 
 
    I felt like I was on another planet. I felt like I had been kicked out of my body and couldn’t get back in. I sat down opposite her. 
 
    “Well, well. Look what I have found.” She turned the phone on the table so I could see it and pressed play. 
 
    I watched myself jump up and spin around, and fall down. I watched myself scramble across the room, my panties showing. I ran to one end of the couch, then the other. My face, of course, was a study in shock and dismay. I was crying, I was redder than a sunburned cherry, I was the picture of total and utter panic. 
 
    Across the room, up the stairs, my panties again on display. And…into the bathroom. Then the picture wobbled around, and ended. 
 
    I sat there in shock. Tears were actually running down my cheeks all over again. 
 
    “You really are quite lovely, you know. If your own mother saw this she would be sorry you weren’t born a daughter.” 
 
    “What are you…what are you…” my voice sounded like I was gargling syrup. I was totally discombobulated. 
 
    “I have uploaded these pictures to Youtube. Private channel. I can see them, and whoever has the link can see them, and…would you like me to send the link to Amy? Or perhaps just put it on Facebook?” 
 
    “No…no…please…you can’t…you can’t…” 
 
    “I can’t what?” she mused, a moue on her face. “Are you telling me what I can and can’t do?” 
 
    “No…I didn’t mean…” 
 
    “Because the situation is that I will tell you what you can and can’t do.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    “Yes, my little crossdresser, if you don’t want Amy to find out what a filthy, little pervert you are you are going to have to do everything and anything that I say. Is that clear?” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    “Is that clear?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. We’re off on the right foot then. Now then, fist things first, My daughter is away, and you have a dirty house.” 
 
    “But she isn’t coming back for a month!” 
 
    “That will give you plenty of time to make this place spic and span. Spic and span! Do you understand?” 
 
    Again, I nodded. 
 
    “Good. Now, I want you to wash every dish in here, by hand, use steel wool, and place everything in the dishwasher. It may take several loads, so get started. 
 
    “Why do I have to wash everything by hand and machine?” I whined. 
 
    “Because I don’t believe you have done a sufficient job in the past.” 
 
    “But Amy does the dishes!” 
 
    “You make my daughter do the dishes?” 
 
    “Well….but she does them! She likes doing them!” 
 
    “So she cooks for you, then she cleans for you, and you prance around like a little gay boy.” 
 
    “I’m not gay!” 
 
    “Then what are you?” 
 
    “I’m a…I’m a cross dresser.” 
 
    “And now you are a dishwasher, and vacuumer, and lawn mower, and everything else this house needs to be spic and span!” 
 
    “But Amy isn’t going to be home for a month!” 
 
    “You’ve already said that,” she sniffed. “Now, get to work.” 
 
    Defeated, wondering where this was going to end, I went to the sink. There were only a few dishes in there, but…I was going to have to wash everything? 
 
    I picked up the yellow gloves—even busted I wanted to take care of my nails—and turned on the hot water. 
 
    Behind me Belle was doing something with her phone. Suddenly: “Hello May. Have you seen the pictures and the video?” 
 
    Stunned, I turned and stared at her. 
 
    She made a fingers down waving motion at me: go on about your work. 
 
    “Yes. It’s Elliot, you can imagine my surprise. He’s just a darling, little girly man.” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “I know…can you imagine what Amy would say if we showed her the evidence? No. We shouldn’t. At least, not if he doesn’t shape up.” She giggled. “Or maybe I should say not if ‘she’ doesn’t shape up.” 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “Anyhoo, the reason I called, do you have a spare maid outfit? Yes. I think it will be a perfect fit. 
 
    Pause. 
 
    “Of course. You will? Excellent. I knew I could count on you. See you then.” She hung up. 
 
    “You told Aunt May?” 
 
    “My sister can keep a secret,” she brushed off my concerns. “Unless, of course, it is necessary to apply a little pressure.” She gazed at me sternly. 
 
    “But…can’t we forget about all this? You take down the videos and pictures and I’ll clean the whole house cleaner than it’s ever been.” 
 
    “Yes, you will, and I need not give up any of my. leverage over you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “The dishes aren’t doing themselves.” She glared at me once again, and I was forced to turn back to the sink. 
 
    I had barely finished loading the first load into the dishwasher when Aunt May’s Prius swung into the driveway. 
 
    I, of course, panicked. I started to run for the stairs, and Belle reached out and snagged my dress. “Keep working.” 
 
    “But she’ll see me! She’ll—“ 
 
    “She’s already seen you on the net. So just get back to work.” 
 
    “But I…I can’t…” 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    I shut. 
 
    I heard the car door slam, her heels clicking on the walk. I stared down into the sink where I was hand washing the second load. 
 
    The door opened and I heard her heels in the hall. She entered the kitchen. 
 
    “Hello, Belle.” 
 
    “Hi, May.” 
 
    A pause, then a snickery sort of, “Hi…Ellie.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was crying in the sink. Big tears that splashed in the soapy suds. 
 
    “Your aunt gave you a greeting, Ellie. What do you say?” 
 
    My throat was all bound up, I managed to gurgle out, “Hi Aunt May.” 
 
    Then they were both snickering. I continued washing and Aunt May sat down at the table. 
 
    “I brought the maid’s outfit. A couple of other things I think she’ll need.” 
 
    She. Aunt May had called me ‘she.’ And for the next month they would often refer to me as ‘she.’ 
 
    I finished a dish and rinsed it and put it aside. The washing machine was purring along. 
 
    “Now then, there is one thing we do need to do.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    “Well, when my Ronald was cross dressing, before I made him see the doctors, he had a filthy habit of playing with himself. He would hide somewhere and stroke his little weenie until he made a disgusting mess. And it really was disgusting.” 
 
    I had stopped moving. I had met Uncle Ronald, and he seemed an okay guy, but a little reserved. And he was always bowing down and kowtowing to Aunt May. 
 
    “Poor Ronald,” mused Belle. She raised her voice and spoke to me. “Ronald was like you, Ellie. Drugs didn’t work, therapy didn’t work…” 
 
    “Well,” said Aunt May, “It’s a disease. At least as far as I am concerned. Can you imagine a perfectly good man, and he was perfectly good, he had a wonderful weenie, wasting himself in dresses and onanism?” 
 
    “What is the world coming to,” agreed Belle. 
 
    “Anyway, I was finally able to cure him, though it took a lot of work.” 
 
    “And how did you cure that poor man of his disgusting habits?” 
 
    “I gave him what he wanted. I made him wear dresses and do housework. When he finally realized that work is work, and that dresses are just another form of clothing, he gave up his foolish ideas. Except for Halloween, of course. He always gets dressed up like a little fairy on Halloween, and I let him. After all, he is sort of cute when he’s all dressed up.” 
 
    The sisters giggled, and I washed dishes slowly. 
 
    “So you are onboard for the next month?” 
 
    “I would love it. Ronald’s home cleaning the house, and that should keep him busy for a month, and I brought his outfit, and I can stay in the guest room. I assume you’ll be in the master bedroom.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. I couldn’t tell them not to stay, they had the goods on me. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “Then I only have one other thing to say.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Ellie.” She was addressing me and I turned around. I was red-faced and so very aware of having splashed water on my blouse. My fake nipples were clearly outlined. 
 
    Aunt May’s mouth moved slightly, and I knew she was withholding a laugh She said, “Go get your chastity tube.” 
 
    “My…what?” 
 
    “Your chastity tube.” She turned to Belle. “Sissies always have a chastity tube or two.” She turned back to me. “Well? Hip hop, let’s go.” 
 
    “But I don’t…” 
 
    May frowned. “Ellie, I am going to go through your things, and if I find a chastity tube when you claim you don’t have one, well…you will be over my lap faster than you can say ‘Sissies suck cock.’ In fact, before you go get your chastity device. Say, ‘Sissies suck cock’ five times.’” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said,” she growled, “Say ‘sissies suck cock,’ five times in a row, real fast.” 
 
    Oh, crap. Heysoos on a motor scooter without a motor. 
 
    I turned to her, took off my gloves and wiped a strand of hair out of my eyes, and I tried. 
 
      
 
    “Sissies suck cock 
 
    Sissies sick cock 
 
    Sissuckcock 
 
    sishiessuck…shuck..cock. 
 
    Shisshieshushushu…cock.” 
 
     
 
    The sisters were laughing hysterically now as my lips failed to pronounce the tongue twister. They were actually pounding the table, and May said, “Go…go…go get your chastity tube!” 
 
    Totally red-faced—I looked like a stop sign without the white letters—I walked past her. I tried to look haughty, but in my heels, with my red-face, they began laughing even harder. 
 
    Slowly, I trudged up the stairs. I was broken. I was bent into a shape never to be recognized, and certainly never to be recovered from. I crossed to the box and took out the chastity tube. 
 
    Defeated, shamed, relegated to mortification and having to follow the sisters’ commands, I descended to the kitchen. I placed the little bag with the chastity tube on the table and stood there. 
 
    I was so far beyond my comfort zone I was unrecognizable. I was distraught, and hopeless. I looked at the sisters, who looked at me with glee in their eyes, and I knew it was the end of my life. 
 
    May smiled and picked up the chastity tube. “Now then…”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “All of them. All the way off.” 
 
    The sisters watched me like they were hawks watching a particularly slow mouse. 
 
    “I can’t do that!” my voice was shrill. 
 
    “You not only can…you will. And now.” 
 
    “Come now, Ellie, it’s not like we haven’t seen an undersized penis.” 
 
    I wanted to object to that. My penis is not undersized! 
 
    Belle lifted her cell and her finger hovered over the face. One click and my secret was out. 
 
    I was gasping for breath, my face redder than a spanked tomato, and I began undressing. 
 
    First the shoes. I wiggled the locks on the shoes and looked up. 
 
    “Oh, my God! The little sissy has locked herself into her shoes!” 
 
    “Have you ever seen anything so cute in your life?” 
 
    “Okay. Lift your dress and pull down your panties.” 
 
    “No. She needs to be naked before us.” 
 
    The sisters exchanged glances, then May said, “Go unlock your shoes, remove the rest of your clothes, and return. Do not take any of that delightful make up off.” 
 
    “Or the wig,” added Belle. 
 
    I walked past them, not clicking, but scuffing. 
 
    “And let me hear those heels sing.” 
 
    I forced myself to walk properly and the tapping started. I clicked my way up the stairs. 
 
    I found the key to my shoes and unlocked them, then took off all my clothes, except the bra, which I needed to hold my boobs up. I loved my female clothes, but right then I wished I had never seen them. 
 
    I went to the stairs and descended. I could hear the sisters talking, a bare murmur, and I took a deep breath and stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    The sisters shut right up. I have a big, healthy cock, and it was at its healthiest right then. It stuck out eight inches, and throbbed. And there was something about standing naked in front of my aunts that was making my cock harder. 
 
    “Well,” said May. 
 
    “I understand why she doesn’t leave him.” 
 
    “I’ve always wondered.” 
 
    “It’s a pity it belongs to Amy. I wouldn’t mind hopping on that for a little fun.” 
 
    “Yes. Maybe a lot of fun.” 
 
    They were eyeing my cock and speaking as if I didn’t even exist. 
 
    “Yes. Well. Come here, Ellie.” 
 
    I stepped up to the table. My cock was on a level with the surface of the table. 
 
    “Step closer. Put your cock on the table.” 
 
    I did. The table felt cool on my hot penis. 
 
    Belle had a bag of frozen peas waiting, and she slid it under my penis. May put a bag of frozen carrots on top if it. My pecker was now the meat in a frozen sandwich. 
 
    “AIE!” I yelped. 
 
    May grabbed my cock as I started to pull back. She jerked it forward, which almost made me cum, and put it back between the bags. 
 
    “Now you just hold still.” 
 
    I stood there, shivering, my cock hurting, and they continued talking. 
 
    “I told Martha that she should leave that worthless bastard, but you know those people wouldn’t…” 
 
    “I can imagine your frustration when they…” 
 
    On and on. 
 
    Then, finally, blessedly, my cock was down. 
 
    Belle took note and quickly stuff my cock into the tube. May put the ring around my package, and then I heard the CLICK! 
 
    Oh, God, I was in prison, at the mercy of my mother-in-law and her evil sister. 
 
    “Okay, Ellie. Your new clothes are in the back seat of my car. Go get them and put them on. And I mean everything in the bag.” 
 
    “But…but that’s outside?” 
 
    They both blinked at me like I had said something unintelligible. 
 
    “So what?” asked May. 
 
    “So what if somebody sees me?” 
 
    “Oh, piffle. Be a ninja, or something.” 
 
    They scoffed at me, wouldn’t listen, and once again a finger hovered over the cell phone. 
 
    I tried one last beg. “But if somebody sees me I might get arrested!” 
 
    May turned to Belle, “I wonder if it would be worse for him to be be arrested for public nudity, or found out as a crossdresser?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe we’ll find out.” 
 
    And they snickered mercilessly. 
 
    I went to the garage and out the side door. We had side hedges in the front lawn, and if I could run to the doors and open them, they would block anybody’s sight of me. If I was lucky. 
 
    So I darted through the side gate and along the edge of the driveway. I opened the door and leaped into the car. 
 
    There was a bag on the back floorboards, and I picked it up and glanced inside. Black and white material. Panties. A corset? Oh, my God! I had always wanted to wear a corset! 
 
    But I didn’t want to wear one now! Not under these circumstances. 
 
    I picked up the bag, waited for some old guy to walk his stupid dog out of sight, and I ran for the side gate. 
 
    Breathing hard, sweating, I leaned against the side of the garage in relief. I had made it.
I entered the garage and walked to the kitchen. When I stepped into the kitchen, however, they glared at me. 
 
    “Are you deliberately being obtuse, girl?” 
 
    “I thought we told you to put those clothes on.” 
 
    “We don’t feel like having to put up with the sight of that disgusting male body. We want to see your female body.” 
 
    “Although that cock is tempting.” 
 
    “Maybe we should show Amy the video and ask if we can fuck him.” 
 
    “No!” I gasped. 
 
    “It is something to think about.” 
 
    “Please!” I begged. I was starting to cry. Big drops fell on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, isn’t that cute? He’s crying for us.” 
 
    “It is, but…ELLIE! GET DRESSED!” 
 
    I reached into the bag and pulled out white panties. I pulled them on frantically. 
 
    “You may leave your own bra on. It is much nicer than the one I brought.” 
 
    I nodded. I tried to put on the hose while standing up, but lost my balance. I ended up trying to unroll hose up my leg while lying on the floor. 
 
    The sisters, of course, went into gales of laughter. They thought it was hilarious that I had fallen onto the floor. 
 
    I managed to get the nylons up, then I tried to get into the corset. 
 
    Tried. It was tight, incredibly tight. 
 
    “Oh, come here.” 
 
    Snuffling, I went to the sisters and they pushed and pulled and managed to get me into the terrible torture device. 
 
    “I can’t breath!” I gasped. 
 
    They ignored me. I found myself taking little gulps of air. 
 
    “Now fasten your nylons and get into your shoes.” 
 
    I snapped the nylons on to the straps, then looked in the bag for shoes. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I yelped. 
 
    They looked at me. 
 
    “I can’t wear these! They’re too, too…” 
 
    “They’re only six inches. Surely you can wear those. What kind of a sissy are you?” 
 
    “I’m not a sissy,” I whimpered as I tried to get my feet into the shoes. 
 
    “Nonsense,” murmured Belle. “You’re as sissy as they get.” 
 
    I managed to get one shoe on, then I walked, one foot up in the air and the other foot flat, into the living room. I sat down on the couch and managed to get the other shoe on. 
 
    The sisters had followed me and they watched my efforts with satisfaction. 
 
    “See? I knew you could do it.” 
 
    “That’s a good sissy.” 
 
    But when I tried to stand up the world came undone. My feet wouldn’t straighten out that much, and my knees were bent at a 20 degree angle. 
 
    “See?” I said, indicating the bend of my knees. 
 
    “Oh, piffle. You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    “In a month your legs will be cardboard straight and you’ll wish you had even taller heels. Now, get your dress on.” 
 
    The dress consisted of two items. One was a white blouse. The other was a black skirt that rose up to just under my boobs, and showcased them. I had two thick straps running over my shoulders to hold the outfit up. 
 
    “Now that is a sissy!” remarked Belle proudly. 
 
    “It certainly is.” 
 
    “I’m not a sissy!” 
 
    “Could you stamp your foot when you say that?” and they both giggled. 
 
    Belle: “Now then, sweet, little Ellie, it is time to finish cleaning house. Resume your dish washing, and May and I will make up a list for you to do every day.” 
 
    My head slumped forward. My shoulders were lowered. I was in pain with the shoes, and my cock certainly wasn’t feeling joy, and then…then friends…have you ever had a terrible, awful, excruciatingly bad day…only to have it grow ten times worse in an instant? 
 
    Maybe you caught a cold, which turned into the flu, and became pneumonia, and then the doctor says your ED is permanent? 
 
    Or maybe you took a flight and the motors quit but before you could glide to the earth the wings fell off, and when you jumped out you found out that your parachute was really a napsack full of dirty laundry? 
 
    Or maybe you got pulled over so the cop could give you a ticket to repair your license plate light, and the trunk suddenly popped and the cop saw all those nasty photos of you making love to a naked woman, and he laughs until he realizes the woman is his wife? 
 
    Or maybe you went into a field to pick daisies and stopped to pet the cow and the cow turned out to be a bull and you were wearing red pants and the bull stuck his horn right up your… 
 
    Have you ever had one of those days? Have you? 
 
    Well, of all those examples I just gave you, none of them was even one tenth of what happened then. 
 
    I was standing in the living room, head down, little tears trickling from my eyes, thoroughly trapped. 
 
    And the sisters were chortling and giggling. 
 
    And…Amy walked in. 
 
    Amy. You remember her? My wife? Who was supposed to be on an airplane and zooming through the stratosphere. 
 
    She stood in the foyer, looking gorgeous as ever, except that her face was slack, her jaw dropped, her eyes bulging. Looking at me in my new maid’s outfit. Big boobs. Red lips. Nylons. A corset. 
 
    Nobody said anything for about ten seconds. Then Amy managed to blurt: “What?” 
 
    May and Belle looked at each other. Then they looked back at Amy and Belle said, “We came to visit and look at what we found.” 
 
    “What the hell…”
May said, “We were stunned to find Elliot prancing around like a little fairy.” 
 
    “Can you imagine? A grown man crossdressing?” 
 
    “We were stunned and about to read him the riot act, but—“ 
 
    Amy: “What the hell is going on!” 
 
    I stood, frozen. Not an atom moved in me. Blood had stopped flowing. My heart was on hiatus. 
 
    “Apparently he has been doing this for years…” 
 
    “And we just discovered this, and…” 
 
    The sisters kept blabbering on. 
 
    Amy looked a them, she looked at me, she looked at them. 
 
    “And we had no idea…” 
 
    “If we had we would have…” 
 
    “SHUT UP!” 
 
    Belle and May actually shut. They closed their mouths and looked at each other and just stood there. 
 
    Amy looked at me. “Well, mister, you’d better explain this.” 
 
    The silence, at that moment, was deeper than the sound of a snail crawling in the Mariana Trench. 
 
    And…I broke. Totally and utterly broke. All the lies over all the years, my secret jacking off, my cross dressing, it all just fell apart. 
 
    I grabbed my wig and tried to pull it off so I could throw it on the floor, but it was fastened too well, and I ended up just stamping my feet and yelled. “DAMMIT!” 
 
    Amy’s mouth opened in stunned surprise. I never swear. 
 
    The sister’s stepped back. They might be big brave bullies when it came to fairies and sissies, but I was suddenly sounding like a man,  and it even looked like I was going bonkers. 
 
    “Elliot?” asked Amy, blinking in surprise. 
 
    I held up a finger and walked past her. Stumbled past her. I really wasn’t used to these skyscraper high heels the sisters had put me in. 
 
    I stumbled into the kitchen and reached for the bottle of bourbon. I lifted it up, took a big gulp. Damn stuff near tore my throat out. But it was good. “Whoo!” I yelled. Then I took another gulp. Didn’t even chase it with a Coke. 
 
    Then I staggered to the table and sat down. 
 
    Any was at the kitchen door, staring at me. The sisters were right behind her, looking pretty damned worried. 
 
    “Sit down, honey. I’ve got a confession to make.” 
 
    Amy took a step to the table, lowered herself to a chair, and I began. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I am a cross dresser. I love you with all my heart. That is the simple truth, but I have a problem. A fetish. When you leave for a month I prance around like a damned fairy. I get dressed up and it makes me horny and I have a great time just…just being me. And then I jack off. I usually jack off several times during that month. And then I’m sated. Good for a year. A year of living the manly life as your husband. 
 
    “Now, you have come home and caught me, but you’re not the first. Belle came in and caught me earlier this morning. Caught me in the living room and took pictures and even a video of me trying to get away. Then she called her sister. And these two…bitches!…there I said it. They’re nice people and I know you love them, but they were bitches to me. These two bitches blackmailed me. Threatened to expose me. They took me out of my little prance around clothes and put me in this maid outfit…and these stupid, fucking shoes! And they were going to make me clean house for a month, like they did to Uncle Ronald to cure him, and they made me wear a chastity device,” I stood up and pulled my dress up and my skirt down, “which I admit is mine but I hadn’t planned on…anyway… and…and…and that’s what happened.” 
 
    I took another drink out of the bottle and stared at her defiantly.               
 
    Another long silence. Deeper than the Marian Trench. Maybe as silent as Pluto in the winter. 
 
    Then she began to laugh. First a twitching of the mouth. Then a wiggle of the lips. Then a blurt of a laugh, then…outright hysterics. She laughed and she laughed. She pounded the table. She fell on the floor and held her belly. She laughed until she turned blue and I was afraid I had pushed her over the edge and right into a loony bin. 
 
    The sisters looked at each other once again. 
 
    “Honey?” I tried. 
 
    She just put a hand up to stop me and kept right on laughing. 
 
    For a full fifteen minutes she kept laughing. Fifteen minutes, and she was crying so hard her mascara was running all over her face. And when she tried to wipe the tears off the smudges got all over her hand and her sleeve. And that even caused her to laugh. 
 
    Finally, however, finally, she came down. She just chuckled intermittently, and wiped her eyes, and regained her seat at the table. 
 
    Belle and Aunt May crept to the doorway of the kitchen. 
 
    “Honey,” said Belle. “I’m sorry if I’ve—“ 
 
    “Shut up, Mom.” She laughed while she said it. “I’ll get to you and Aunt May in a minute. First, Elliot, fix me a drink. Make it a stiff one.” 
 
    I quickly got up and stumbled around on those ridiculous heels. I was up on my toes, trying to pour liquid and get ice cubes to stay in a glass. I finally succeeded and placed the drink before Amy. 
 
    Amy took a sip, still chuckling, and placed the glass in front of her. She looked at me. 
 
    “So you’re a cross dresser.” 
 
    “I am. I’m sorry. If you want me to get professional help I will, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “But you like it.” 
 
    “I do. I look forward to it all year.” 
 
    She turned to May. “Aunt May, I have always wondered about Uncle Ronald.” And there was, in her simple statement, a world of condemnation. 
 
    She turned back to me. “Do you think I care if you prance around in dresses? I know women whose husbands are alcoholics, drug addicts. Husbands who beat their wives and…and cross dressing is so very low on the list of things I care about…” She shook her head slowly, a smile on her face, and took another sip. 
 
    Bingo, a hundred years of heavy weights left my shoulders. My wife wasn’t going to leave me. And the blackmail was over. 
 
    “I love you so much it’s it’s…hard to describe how much I love you. I even love that ridiculous schlong packed away in that…it’s called a chastity device?”  
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I love that big hunk of meat that you give me so much pleasure with.” 
 
    She was holding my hands now, and looking at me with those incredibly beautiful blue eyes of hers. 
 
    Then she let go of my hands and turned to her mouther and aunt. 
 
    “Now then, mother. It’s time we had a little talk.” 
 
    “Now, Amy. I’m your mother, and—“ 
 
    “Shut your trap.” 
 
    She didn’t yell this time, but the effect was even greater. Her mother shut right up so fast her tongue must have rolled around inside her head. 
 
    “So you have a video. Let me see.” 
 
    Belle handed her cell phone to Amy and Amy looked down at the frantic, little scene. 
 
    She saw my surprise, falling over, running around, my skirt up and my panties plain to see. 
 
    And she kept bursting into giggles. Then the video ended. 
 
    She handed the cell phone back to her mother. “And you were going to blackmail Elliot.” 
 
    “I just wanted him to clean the house a little bit. Men are so…” she blathered on, and Amy listened, a slight, lopsided smile on her face. 
 
    When Belle ran down Amy just nodded and said. “I want you two to wait her for me. I need a few private words with my husband.” 
 
    They nodded. Amy stood up and held out her hand. I took it and she led me into the foyer, then whispered to me, “Where is the key to that stupid thing?” 
 
    I knew what stupid thing she was referring to. I glanced up the stairs to the room over the garage. 
 
    “Come on,” she pulled me up the stairs. At the top she stopped and locked the door, then spun around to face me. She was smiling, but she was also serious. “Buster, you are in big trouble.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Not for crossdressing, but for lying to me all these years. Hell, you could have been crossdressing this whole time and I wouldn’t have cared.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Now, I look a mess. My plane was delayed for six hours, but I’m starting to get short on time. I need to repair my face, change my clothes, and get back. But, first I need a dick injection.” 
 
    “A dick…” 
 
    “Yep. I felt so bad when I left that when the flight delay was announced I decided to come back here and haul your ashes.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “But I intend to get my ashes hauled, instead. That’s right. I’m cumming, and you’re not. And that’s only part of your punishment.” 
 
    She lifted her dress up and pulled her panties down and off. She placed her hands on the bed and bent over. In her heels her ass was high and tight and I had perfect access to her pussy. 
 
    “Now shove that meat into me, and don’t you dare fucking cum!” 
 
    I pulled my panties off, found the key, and released Mr. Happy. I literally ran across the room and slammed it into her. 
 
    She groaned, as my balls hit her thighs, and said, “Now that is what I’m talking about.” 
 
    She began to move her ass in a circle, and I swirled and drove and corkscrewed. I rammed it in and out, and the feel of those sexy pussy walls was driving me over the edge. 
 
    Except, she had told me not to cum. And I was so frightened that I had screwed up my marriage I followed her directions. 
 
    I slowed down sometimes, and once I even pulled out and fell to my knees to gobble her, but I managed not to cum.               
 
    “Oh, fuck…baby…oh…fuck!” Her back arched and she grabbed her tits and clawed them. Her pussy muscles tightened up and her hips spasmed again and again and again. 
 
    And…I…didn’t…cum. 
 
      
 
    She pulled up her panties and laughed at the squinchy expression on my face. “We’re going to have to do it like this more often. I love not having you drip out of me for an hour. Why, I can go get on the plane and sit for a few hours without sitting in a wet spot.” 
 
    “I am sorry about the crossdressing.” 
 
    “Oh, knock that off. It’s out now, and we’re going to have fun with it. Now have a seat for a minute. You don’t mind if I use your make up to clean myself off?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I guess not.” 
 
    She grinned at me. Talk about breaking new ground. 
 
    So we sat there and she cleaned her face, repaired it, and she kept stopping to laugh every once in a while. 
 
    At last, she was back in fighting form, and she went to the door, unlocked it, and we traipsed down the stairs. I had taken off the stupid super high heels and was able to walk normal. 
 
    Belle and May were in the living room, sitting on the couch and facing each other. It was obvious that they were talking about the whole scene, but what they were saying I had no clue. Their faces had sort of shuttered up and they were keeping their thoughts to themselves. 
 
    Amy put on her game face and was back in charge. 
 
    “Elliot, sit over there.” 
 
    I sat. 
 
    Amy stood in front of all three of us. “You three children have finally done it. Mother, this is my marriage, and I love that bone brain sitting over there with all my heart, and you are trying to screw it up. Your punishment is to clean my house. Stem to stern. Top to bottom. To your standards.” 
 
    Belle started to open her mouth, but at the look on Amy’s face she stopped, closed her mouth and nodded. “Yes, dear.” 
 
    Amy turned to Aunt May. “Aunt May, I love you dearly, and I can forgive you for falling in with this wicked witch’s evil plots.” She darted her eyes at her mother. “But what the fuck did you do to uncle Ronald? He used to be the happiest goofball on earth, and you have destroyed that. I’m not giving you a punishment so much as an assignment. You are to explore Uncle Ronald’s crossdressing habits until he gets that smile back on his face. If I come home and he isn’t singing and dancing around like a born again fairy…well…” she glared at Aunt May so hard that Aunt May just looked down at the floor and mumbled an apology. 
 
    Then she looked at me. “And that brings us to my bone headed, hair brained excuse for…an eight inch cock. Elliot, the punishment I have set aside for you is…you have to do everything Mother says for a month.” 
 
    My grin suddenly disappeared. Belle’s head bobbed up in shock, and a grin began to show. 
 
    “And I expect complete reports. I want videos every day. I want to see you in your crossdressing best. I want to see you working. And when I come home this house better be the cleanest house this side of the White House. Is that clear?” 
 
    “But…but…” I blathered. I had to be under my mother-in-law’s thumb? I had to do what she said? That was too much! That was imposs— 
 
    “Elliot?” Amy growled, and I submitted. I nodded and lowered my head. 
 
    Belle blurted: “He has to do anything I say? For a whole month?” 
 
    Amy looked at her mother. 
 
    “Anything?” Belle repeated, and she had a strange look in her eyes. 
 
    Amy turned to me. “Elliot. Go lock your cock up and bring me the key.” 
 
    I stood up, but before I could leave the room Amy faced her mother again. “Almost anything.” And she grinned. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered. 
 
    “I believe that’s my line.” 
 
    “Come on! Bet! 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said. 
 
    I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.  
 
    George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs. 
 
    And I had no idea what any of it meant. 
 
    Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me. 
 
    “Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George. 
 
    “Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said. 
 
    “Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.” 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again. 
 
    Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter. 
 
    More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’ 
 
    I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant. 
 
    “Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.” 
 
    “But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts. 
 
    “Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George. 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes to me. 
 
    “Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said. 
 
    Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him. 
 
    “Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on. 
 
    “It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot. 
 
    Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing. 
 
    Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters. 
 
    “Okay, time to turn ‘em over.” 
 
    “I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped. 
 
    “It’s over. No more raises.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.” 
 
    “Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.” 
 
    “Come on,” Roy complained. 
 
    We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!” 
 
    George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind. 
 
    “Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.” 
 
    Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me. 
 
    We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it. 
 
    Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now! 
 
    “Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said. 
 
    “He’s always got the luck,” said Lily. 
 
    “That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself. 
 
    “Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something? 
 
    “Roy,” George said, and everything stopped. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off. 
 
    George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house. 
 
    “Not in poker,” whispered Roy. 
 
    “But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But the wind had gone out of my hubby. 
 
    “You mean I won?”  
 
    George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped. 
 
    Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.” 
 
    “I’m not going to play anymore,” I said. 
 
    “Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people. 
 
    “You take that back, Roy.” 
 
    “Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.” 
 
    “Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.” 
 
    I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot. 
 
    It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off. 
 
    He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.” 
 
    “Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.” 
 
    Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry. 
 
    “Now you take that back.” 
 
    “Four flusher!” I snapped. 
 
    He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!” 
 
    We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards! 
 
    Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“ 
 
    “Four flusher,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Guys…” 
 
    “Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.” 
 
    “Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down. 
 
    “George, get out your cell phone.” 
 
    After some argument, George did, and he set it to record. 
 
    “I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.” 
 
    Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.” 
 
    “But what do you want?” asked Lily. 
 
    “Only one thing,” I said. 
 
    George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!” 
 
    Lily grinned and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money. 
 
    “Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.” 
 
    Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy. 
 
    “Well, four flusher?” 
 
    Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Do it,” I snapped. 
 
    “But if he loses Roy will be mad!” 
 
    “I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes. 
 
    “Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.” 
 
    Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Do it,” said George. 
 
    “Shovel the deck.” 
 
    “That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory. 
 
    “Whatever. Four flusher.” 
 
    Lily shuffled the cards. 
 
    “Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.” 
 
    Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled. 
 
    Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts. 
 
    “HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.” 
 
    “What’s he mean?” I asked George. 
 
    “The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.” 
 
    “You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?” 
 
    George nodded.  
 
    Lily sighed a big sigh. 
 
    Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together. 
 
    “Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.” 
 
    Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over. 
 
    “Fuck!” whispered George. 
 
    “No!” said Lily. 
 
    Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast. 
 
    It was the king of spades. 
 
    Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne. 
 
    “No,” whined Roy. 
 
    “Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him. 
 
    Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!” 
 
    “Wooo!” Lily and I yelped. 
 
    Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades. 
 
    “So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.” 
 
    “You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.” 
 
    “Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically. 
 
    Lily sipped a big sip. 
 
    I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.” 
 
    “No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster. 
 
    “Give me that,” whimpered Roy. 
 
    “I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!” 
 
    “What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip. 
 
    “See for yourself,” he handed her the paper. 
 
    “You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.” 
 
    “What stuff?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown. 
 
    I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy. 
 
    George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.” 
 
    “I can’t do that stuff!” 
 
    “If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.” 
 
    “But…George!” 
 
    “And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!” 
 
    Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it. 
 
    I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud. 
 
     
 
    Item one. Shave your pussy. 
 
    Item two, wear nylons all day every day. 
 
    Item three, wear high heels all day every day. 
 
    Item four, full make up all day every day. 
 
      
 
    It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us. 
 
      
 
    Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds. 
 
      
 
    I read that one and George and Lily started hooting. 
 
    “I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!” 
 
    I looked at him. “You would have made me.” 
 
    “But…but I was just joking!” 
 
    “Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally. 
 
    “But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!” 
 
    “It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.” 
 
    Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.” 
 
    Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?” 
 
    George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy. 
 
    “A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?” 
 
    Roy just sat and stared at the table. 
 
    And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter. 
 
      
 
    He started in on me as we drove home. 
 
    “You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was. 
 
    “I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!” 
 
    Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word? 
 
    “And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.” 
 
    But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way. 
 
    “So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“ 
 
    “You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.” 
 
    “But, honey, you—“ 
 
    I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.” 
 
    Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!” 
 
    I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard. 
 
    “Stop it!” he whispered. 
 
    “Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?” 
 
    “Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Why, is he giving you trouble?” 
 
    “No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds. 
 
    “Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.” 
 
    “I will, George, and thanks.” 
 
    “No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.” 
 
    I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim. 
 
    “You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered. 
 
    “Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet. 
 
    “It starts tomorrow.” 
 
    He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off. 
 
    “And that breast enhancement you wished for me?” 
 
    “Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.  
 
    “Who were you going to get to do it?” 
 
    “Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…” 
 
    I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered. 
 
    “Hey Martha!” 
 
    “You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy. 
 
    “Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?” 
 
    “I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?” 
 
    “Sure. Sam!” 
 
    A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.” 
 
    “Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.” 
 
    A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.” 
 
    “Oh, well, okay…” 
 
    I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation. 
 
    “But we want it for him.” 
 
    A second of blinking silence. “What?” 
 
    “Sam wants to get breasts.” 
 
    “What? Wait. What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And we’ll pay for them.” 
 
    I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying. 
 
    “Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.” 
 
    I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud. 
 
    Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “What are Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    “Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.” 
 
    “Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.” 
 
    “Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!” 
 
    He was laughing when he hung up.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Believe, baby. Believe.” 
 
    I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open. 
 
    Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming. 
 
    “Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him. 
 
    “Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet. 
 
    “This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.” 
 
    “That’s going to take my hair off?” 
 
    “Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed. 
 
    Ring ring! 
 
    I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug. 
 
    “Margie! How are you girlfriend?” 
 
    “I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…” 
 
    Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped. 
 
    “…so if you need it I can bring it over.” 
 
    “Margie?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours! 
 
    “I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.” 
 
    Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there! 
 
    I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification. 
 
    “Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.” 
 
    “You’ll…okay.” I was dazed. 
 
    She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…” 
 
    I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.” 
 
    Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle. 
 
    I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes. 
 
    The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened? 
 
    I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties. 
 
    He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a bra. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.” 
 
    I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers. 
 
    I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him. 
 
    He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body. 
 
    He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too? 
 
    “Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.” 
 
    His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs. 
 
    Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago. 
 
    I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“ 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door. 
 
    It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.” 
 
    Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?” 
 
    On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.” 
 
    They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?” 
 
    “He’s in the back room. Come on.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil. 
 
    And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun. 
 
    Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it. 
 
    So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Roy, of course was under the bed. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy! 
 
    “Roy! Come out of there!” 
 
    I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed. 
 
    Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra. 
 
    The girls just giggled. 
 
    “Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled. 
 
    “Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine. 
 
    And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him. 
 
    “Oh, these are perfect.”  
 
    She did one, then the other 
 
    Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine. 
 
    “Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie. 
 
    Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet. 
 
    The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner. 
 
    The other ladies noticed it, too. 
 
    Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.  
 
    They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem. 
 
    “What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy. 
 
    We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “How about a tummy shaper?” 
 
    “With a dick that size?” 
 
    “Hmm. I see what you mean.” 
 
    “Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?” 
 
    There were some nods at that. 
 
    “I’ve got a chastity tube.” 
 
    Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.” 
 
    There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube? 
 
    “But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off. 
 
    The women looked at Roy’s cock some more. 
 
    “We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.” 
 
    “But that would still show in some outfits.” 
 
    “The chastity tube,” I blurted. 
 
    Roy looked at me like I was a traitor. 
 
    “It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.” 
 
    “Hey?” Roy squeaked. 
 
    “Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled at that. 
 
    “Okay,” said Margie. 
 
    “I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy. 
 
    Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it. 
 
    “Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?” 
 
    Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move 
 
    To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years. 
 
    I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do. 
 
    And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping. 
 
    As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies. 
 
    Heh heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days. 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    He asked. 
 
    Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch. 
 
    And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties. 
 
    I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices. 
 
    The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled. 
 
    “Let’s get a blonde wig.” 
 
    “His skin is wonderful for make up.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to plump his lips.” 
 
    I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing. 
 
    “Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.” 
 
    So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all. 
 
    A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.” 
 
    “Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.” 
 
    All the girls giggled. 
 
    “I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said. 
 
    We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big. 
 
    The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?” 
 
    “You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda. 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “I wasn’t serious.” 
 
    Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room. 
 
    Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him. 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me. 
 
    “Oh, knock yourself out.” 
 
    Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly. 
 
    She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table. 
 
    “Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy. 
 
    Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies. 
 
    “I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!” 
 
    Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor. 
 
    He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned. 
 
    Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.” 
 
    “Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband. 
 
    I mean, ‘trained?’  
 
    But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this. 
 
    “Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.” 
 
    “Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in. 
 
    Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things. 
 
    She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small. 
 
    Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water. 
 
    And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune. 
 
    Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good. 
 
    I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.” 
 
    We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile. 
 
    But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm. 
 
    But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she? 
 
    “Okay, what next?” 
 
    What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool. 
 
    In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work. 
 
    Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him. 
 
    Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.  
 
    Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want. 
 
    One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay! 
 
    And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow. 
 
    She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop. 
 
    Oh, baby. Did he look good! 
 
    I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick. 
 
    But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman. 
 
    Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman. 
 
    And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…” 
 
    She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.” 
 
    Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?” 
 
    I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy. 
 
    “Can we be there?” 
 
    Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking. 
 
    The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend. 
 
    And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes. 
 
    So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out. 
 
    But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him. 
 
    I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word. 
 
    As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly. 
 
    But he wasn’t bullying me anymore. 
 
    In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective. 
 
    More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing. 
 
    And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time. 
 
    Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat. 
 
    A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy. 
 
    And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too. 
 
    Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of. 
 
    At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside. 
 
      
 
    “I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin. 
 
    Roy hung his head. 
 
    I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.” 
 
    “Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.” 
 
    His droll manner had me chuckling. 
 
    “So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?” 
 
    Roy grunted. 
 
    “That’s Roy-speak for yes.’ 
 
    “I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.” 
 
    Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening. 
 
    “Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started. 
 
    Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers? 
 
    Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob. 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.” 
 
    He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest. 
 
    Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger. 
 
    “What about those China things?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?” 
 
    Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.” 
 
    Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.” 
 
    I laughed for him. 
 
    Roy cried. 
 
      
 
    I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine. 
 
    I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.” 
 
    “It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.” 
 
    “Yippee,” Roy grumped. 
 
    I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt. 
 
    “I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard. 
 
    “Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?” 
 
    Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer. 
 
    Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there. 
 
    Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!” 
 
    We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse. 
 
    He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed! 
 
    After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him! 
 
    I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car. 
 
    Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot. 
 
    As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby. 
 
    We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door. 
 
    Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying. 
 
    Oh, God. What had I done? 
 
    I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying. 
 
    I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man? 
 
    I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him. 
 
    And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over. 
 
    We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there. 
 
    Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.” 
 
    He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed. 
 
    Oh, thank God, he laughed. 
 
    I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily. 
 
    I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.” 
 
    We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him. 
 
    “I’m different now,” he said. 
 
    I nodded. “That’s obvious.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry I was a bully.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    “I’ll try to control myself after this.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.” 
 
    “You really make me horny.” 
 
    That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.” 
 
    He grinned. “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.” 
 
    We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Yes. He was different. He was softer. 
 
    No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said. 
 
    We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too. 
 
    I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers. 
 
    He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.” 
 
    Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’ 
 
    Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it. 
 
      
 
    Be careful. 
 
    Being a woman isn’t for sissies. 
 
     
 
    “George as a woman?” I quipped. 
 
    “I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled. 
 
    Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.” 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly. 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…” 
 
    I knew what he was going to say. 
 
    “Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.” 
 
    He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    “In for a penny…in for a pound.” 
 
    “But that’s…” I trailed off. 
 
    “I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.” 
 
    “You realized what you’re saying?” 
 
    “I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were. 
 
    He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “I am.” He nodded. 
 
    I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“ 
 
    “Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.” 
 
    “Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.” 
 
    He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.” 
 
    “The one we never used?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I stood up and pulled his hand. 
 
    We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse. 
 
    He reached out to undo the buttons on mine. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.” 
 
    He nodded, and knew I was right. 
 
    I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he smiled. 
 
    I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor. 
 
    I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go. 
 
    That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty. 
 
    I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss. 
 
    I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me. 
 
    I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket. 
 
    “God,” he said. “It looks huge.” 
 
    “It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.” 
 
    He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too. 
 
    I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.” 
 
    He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.” 
 
    I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.” 
 
    For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat. 
 
    Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin. 
 
    He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again. 
 
    He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    He made it to his feet and turned around. 
 
    I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready. 
 
    I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed. 
 
    I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole. 
 
    “Lube,” he gasped. 
 
    I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, bitch?” 
 
    He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined. 
 
    I pushed into him. 
 
    He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered. 
 
    I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him. 
 
    He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again. 
 
    He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.” 
 
    He gulped loudly. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us. 
 
    He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him. 
 
    And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen? 
 
    But, then, he really wanted to submit. 
 
    His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely. 
 
    I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.  
 
    And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me. 
 
    And I wondered how many more men I could do this to. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Okay, honey, don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    “And this is just a…a ladies meeting?” 
 
    “For the tenth time…yes!” 
 
    Lisa turned to me, aggravated, and fair took my breath away. She’s easily the most beautiful woman in the world. Five six, dark hair, green eyes that look almost cat-ish, and a body that never quits. I mean, 36-24-36. And the nipples…ooh la la! 
 
    And I am so lucky I got her that—I admit it—I’m jealous. Like, REAL jealous. 
 
    I mean, how do I know she’s not seeing some guy? 
 
    She doesn’t come home smelling of sex, or booze, or anything like that, but she’s always going out to this female club of hers. Or so she says. But why would she make herself all beautiful for a bunch of women? 
 
    “Sam, I do this every week. I meet with my friends, we chat about the problems of the day, we—“ 
 
    “What problems? Like what kind of problems?” 
 
    She gave a sigh. “Well, sometimes it’s about politics, sometimes it’s about personal relationships, sometimes—“ 
 
    “What about personal relationships?” Aha! Now I would find out. 
 
    “Oh, Maisy has a little boy who’s potty training. Shiela has a husband who tends to be a little pushy. We just talk it out, give each other advice…that sort of thing.” 
 
    “And nothing else?” 
 
    “Sam! What is this? An inquisition?” 
 
    Aha! She avoided answering! There’s got to be something there. 
 
    She came towards me then, and I felt my manhood surge. I really loved her, and it would kill me if she was cheating on me. 
 
    She patted my cheek. “Sam, we can talk about this when I get home. But right now I’m going to be late.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “She air kissed me, then walked out the front door. 
 
    I stared after her. She had the most beautifullest, roundist, swayingest ass on the planet. And I was so terrified that somebody else was tapping into it. 
 
    I made up my mind. 
 
    She closed the car door and I grabbed my motorcycle helmet. 
 
    She started the car and I went to the garage. 
 
    She backed out and zoomed, and I opened the garage door, started my bike, and zoomed after her. 
 
    I was going to find out. Once and for all.  No way she was going to be cheating on me! 
 
    I edged forward with no lights and peeked around the bushes at the side of the yard. She turned onto the next street. 
 
    Vroom! I had my bike up to eighty, then slowed down. She was at the stoplight, and I waited, and, finally, the light turned I moved into traffic, and I turned my lights on. 
 
    It was easy. I stayed a half a dozen cars behind her. If I was caught by a light I could easily power through traffic and catch up. If the traffic slowed I could just hunker down and all she would see would be a helmet. In the gloom of the evening there was no way she could tell the motorcyclist was her own sweet, loving husband. 
 
    Heh heh. 
 
    She headed for town, down the Main drag, and into the parking lot at the Ford building. The Ford building? I had been in there, did some duct work for them last year. The top floors were apartments, the bottom floors had a few businesses. But the businesses were closed at this time of night, so she had to be going to somebody’s apartment! 
 
    I waited at the side of the street and watched. Cars zoomed by, but I had a clear view of the lobby and the hallway leading to the back. 
 
    Lisa had parked her car towards the back of the parking lot, and she came striding out of the shadows. God, what a sexy woman. Click, click, click, I could almost hear the heels tapping. I could certainly see the curve of her calves, and the thrust of her bust. 
 
    Lust filled me, and jealousy. I was almost ready to cry, seeing her sexy and…and going to meet somebody. Somebody other than…me. 
 
    She pushed through the front door. There weren’t any other women, so that had to be lie. She wasn’t at some woman’s meeting. 
 
    She walked through the lobby and down the hall. She stopped at a door and looked around. Checking to see she wasn’t followed, no doubt, and then she pushed on the door and entered. 
 
    I sat on my bike and considered my options. I could wait for her at home. Or I could confront her in the parking lot. Or…maybe I should go in and see what that door led to. 
 
    I parked my bike in the parking lot on the other side of the building. I locked the tires and the helmet, and sauntered along the sidewalk. 
 
    As I said, shops. A flower shop. A high end bicycle shop. A dress shop. 
 
    I rounded the corner of the building and went through the entrance. 
 
    It was quiet. After hours. Just perfect for some girl to cheat on her husband. Oh, Lord, I was messed up over this. To be so in love, and then find out that…that my wife was cheating! 
 
    I walked down the hallway and came to the door she had gone into. Huh! This was nothing more than a large room? Sometimes used for storage. But, wait a minute, that made sense. They stored beds in there! 
 
    The sign on the door was just taped on.  
 
      
 
    LSS  
 
    Meeting tonight! 
 
      
 
    LSS? what the heck was LSS? Latter Day Saints? No, that had a D in it. Last Song Syndrome? No. that made no sense. 
 
    I stood there, my hand on the knob, and considered busting in. 
 
    But what if I was wrong? What if it was something else entirely. 
 
    I had to find out. But I was loath to bust in. What to do? What to do? 
 
    I snapped my fingers. Aha! I had it. 
 
    Like I said, I had done duct work at this building, and the main duct was easily accessed through the maintenance room. 
 
    I quick walked back down the hallway, over to the side of the lobby, and…the door to the maintenance room was unlocked! 
 
    I stepped inside and looked around. Yep, everything was just as I remembered it. Work bench over there, heating over here—oh, good a flashlight—and a ladder to…the ducts! 
 
    I set the ladder, grabbed the flashlight and climbed up. The grate swung open and I looked down the darkness. 
 
    It wasn’t bad. Ducts are usually pretty clean, nothing but filtered air runs through them, so I began the crawl. 
 
    I passed by a couple of businesses. Cool and dark, all closed up, and if i was a cat burglar I could make off with the loot. Heh heh! 
 
    I went through a couple of junctions, and was very careful not to make a sound. The grate to the storage room was just ahead. I crawled over the thin metal extra careful now. I heard a squeak, somebody needed to screw in the supports better, and then I was there. I lay on my side and looked into the room. 
 
    It was no longer a storage room. They had made it into a meeting hall. There were chairs in a row, a raised dais for a speaker, and…women! 
 
    Just a bunch of women, sitting in the chairs and listening to some babe give a talk. All dressed up and…and I couldn't see Lisa. 
 
    I peered this way and that. I studied the backs of heads. No Lisa! 
 
    But this was the right building! That was the door she had entered. 
 
    Oh, there she was! She had been leaning forward and I hadn’t had a full view of her. I smiled. 
 
    God, she was so beautiful. My heart swelled with love. 
 
    And she wasn’t cheating on me! I felt a huge surge of relief wash through me. Then I began to listen to what the babe at the podium was talking about. 
 
    “…the statistics are rising, more and more men are being confirmed.” 
 
    Confirmed? For what? 
 
    “Fortunately, in spite of this rise, we are able to isolate the truly alpha men. They will be our breeders, and we will even be afforded a bit of pleasure as the new society takes shape.” 
 
    There were a few handclaps, and giggles, and I wondered what she was talking about. Breeders? Alphas? 
 
    “I do want to caution you, however, to be VERY strict in your assessments. The man MUST show a predilection for cross dressing, or have an obvious set of mannerisms before he is selected for change. We are not here to change men against their will. Yes, once a softer man is targeted we may use all means necessary, but the number of Alphas is so low that we must err on the side of caution. Once we have identified a subject, however, we must act firmly and surely.” 
 
    I listened for a while, but she really wasn’t saying much. At lest, not much that I could understand. Changing men? What did that mean? And identifying targets? Sounded like so much gobble de gook to me. 
 
    I started to back up, then stopped. I heard that squeak again. Metal rubbing against metal. If I moved they might hear me. So I just relaxed and laid on my back and waited. 
 
    I could hear the murmurs of voices chit chatting. Bunch of stupid women. Talking about relationships and stuff, and changing their men. Hunh! Silly. 
 
    Time passed, but I wasn’t bored. I had found out that my wife was true to me, if just a bit wacky about this club of hers, but that was all right. Everybody needs a hobby, right? The main thing, the most important thing, was that I now knew she loved me. 
 
    “I’m lucky,” that was my wife’s voice! The meeting had apparently ended and she was standing right under the duct talking to somebody else. “My husband is a real Alpha. He is not only excellent at making love, but he is kind and considerate.” 
 
    “You are lucky,” responded another another voice. “My husband turned out to be a real milquetoast. He was one of the first men the LSS ever changed.” 
 
    “And how is it…” their voices faded and I realized they had moved away. 
 
    Well, that was okay. I had found out what I needed to know. My wife loved me, and she even thought I was one of these Alpha guys, whoever they were. Fine with me. I would be an Alpha Dalpha gravy or whatever…it was time for me to leave. 
 
    Beneath me the women all moved around nibbled on Danish cookies and drinking herbal tea and crap, they would never hear the squeak as I backed out. Heck, I could be on my bike and home in minutes, and nobody would ever— 
 
    CRASH! 
 
    The damned duct gave way! The squeaky bolt had broken or come out, or whatever, and the duct fell and split apart. It collapsed slowly enough that I wasn't going to be hurt, but I felt a sinking sensation as I plummeted, then I fell out of the end of the duct and onto the floor. I sat there in shock and listened to the yelps and screams. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    “It’s a man!” 
 
    “Who’s he?” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    The voices rose into a roar, then subsided, and an ominous silence grew. 
 
    I was surrounded by women. Hard-eyed, stony-faced women. 
 
    The woman who had been speaking pushed through their ranks and stared down at me. Up close, she had grey hair, but you would never notice. She had a young woman’s body and no wrinkles. 
 
    “Well, well. What do we have here?” 
 
    “Sam!” Lisa burst through the crowd. Stopped and stared down at me. “What are you…why did you…” and she stopped. Officially speechless. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I muttered, I moved slowly, checking out body parts, and got to my feet. I rubbed my butt where I had landed. A little sore, but no big deal. 
 
    “Is this yours?” asked the grey haired woman with the big boobs. 
 
    “He’s my husband, Sam.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. But…I guess I got a little jealous.” 
 
    The woman with grey hair. “Jealous?” 
 
    I turned to her, it was none of her business. 
 
    Lisa looked down at the floor. “Yes.” 
 
    “And does he exhibit any other traits?” 
 
    “What is this?” I asked, frowning. 
 
    “He…he rides a motorcycle.” 
 
    “Aha! Putting on a manly demeanor, showing that he is really unsure of himself. Anything else.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    The grey-haired woman moved closer to my wife, “It’s for the better, dear.” 
 
    “Lisa, I’m sorry, but I just had to know—“ 
 
    “Quiet down, Sam. We’re deciding your future.” 
 
    “My future,” I blustered. “I make my own future.” 
 
    She gave me a look then, sort of a…snickery…look. She asked my wife, “Lisa?” 
 
    “Well, he…he shaves his legs.” 
 
    The women standing around me all gasped. 
 
    The grey-haired lady turned to me.  
 
    Lisa looked up at me. “Oh, Sam. If only…” then she was quiet. 
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” I asked. “What are you trying to pull.” 
 
    The grey-haired lady spoke to the women around her. “Ladies, set up the chair.” 
 
    Huh? 
 
    Several ladies moved away, the crowd shifted, I had a sinking feeling. 
 
    “Oh, Sam…if you had just waited at home, like a good husband,” Lisa’s voice was so soft I could hardly hear her. 
 
    “I am a good husband! Come on, now. Let’s get out of here and go talk. I mean, I just got a little jealous, and—“ 
 
    “Sam?” The grey-haired lady linked her arm in mine. She wasn’t showing any strength, but she deftly moved me around. “I’m sure you have lots of questions, and we have lots of answers. So come over here and you can sit down and we can have a talk.” 
 
    She moved me away, women were moving around me, and I looked over my shoulder at Lisa. 
 
    She was just standing there, looking at the floor. She was so sad. Her hair hanging down. Even her beautiful boobs seemed to be drooping. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I protested. “I need to talk with my wife, and—“ 
 
    “Oh, you’ll be talking to her,” she made it sound cheerful. 
 
    In front of us the women moved aside and I saw what looked like a doctor’s chair. It had those split legs things and it was sturdy, and…and the grey-haired woman turned me.  
 
    “Just have a seat, and I’ll have a seat, and I’ll explain everything.” 
 
    She was using a calming voice, and I didn’t feel threatened anyway. She pressed my chest gently and I found myself sitting down. I placed my arms on the rests and…and two ladies were waiting. They flipped straps over my wrists, velcro connected, and I was suddenly confined to the chair. 
 
    “Hey!” I tried to get my arms loose, and two ladies snapped two more straps around my ankles. Now I couldn’t even kick anybody. “What the fuck is this!?” 
 
    A final strap was pulled around my abdomen. Now I couldn’t struggle much at all. 
 
    “Let me loose!” I yelled. “Get me out of here!” 
 
    The ladies all just stepped back and waited. 
 
    I struggled, but there was no way I was getting loose. The chair was solid, and I was caught. 
 
    Finally, I looked up. Lisa was standing in front of me. “Oh, Sam, if you had only been a good husband and waited for me at home.” She shook her head. 
 
    “Lisa! Call the police!”
She moved forward, she kissed my cheek. “Things will be different now, Sam. You do what these nice ladies say, and I’ll see you at home.” 
 
    “Lisa?” 
 
    She turned around and shuffled away. Shuffled, in high heels. I had the feeling that I had really hurt her.  
 
    “Lisa, wait!” 
 
    The crowd closed behind her, and over the heads of the women I could see a far door open and close. I was alone. Except for fifty crazy bitches! 
 
    “Okay, you fucks! Let me loose!” I snarled. 
 
    The grey-haired lady moved to a place in front of me. She had a folding chair, and she unfolded it and sat down. She looked at me with level, grey eyes. Sparkling eyes. Even though she was older, there was a sexy command presence to her. 
 
    “Hello, Sam. My name is Matthilda, and I am the leader of this chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    LSS! So that’s what the sign on the door meant! 
 
    “If you’ll be patient, and maybe polite, I will explain what has happened, and what is going to happen to you. You would like to understand wouldn’t you?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Understanding will make this procedure more….endurable. And when it is done, you will be in a much better place.” 
 
    “Lady…” 
 
    “Matthilda.” 
 
    “Matthilda, I am going to sue you for everything you’ve got. This is false imprisonment. Kidnapping. I’m going to own you when I’m done.” 
 
    “Please note, ladies, the bluster. This is common when a potential sissy has been found. A real Alpha, aside from not getting caught in the first place, would never bluster. They deal in action, not mealy mouth threats.” 
 
    The surrounding ladies all nodded their understanding. 
 
    “You’ll see how mealy mouth I am when you’re in a cell looking out.” 
 
    “Sam, society is changing. There is less testosterone in the males, the women are becoming more Alpha, and yours is a shrinking breed.” 
 
    “Let me go!” I demanded. 
 
    Matthilda turned to the ladies and said, “Since Sam can’t control his mouth, we will have to control lit for him. Penis gag, please.” 
 
    Hands touched my head, something went over my head, and then they were pushing something into my mouth. I struggled, I sputtered, I held my lips tight, but then one of them grabbed my nose and held. A long minute passed, my heart was pounding, I was getting weaker, light-headed, then I gasped for breath, and the penis gag went into my mouth. 
 
    The thing was actually shaped like a miniature penis, it filled my mouth and all I could do was sit there, stunned, as they fastened the strap in the back. 
 
    “MMMMPH MMMPH!” 
 
    Matthilda just watched and waited. Finally, nothing to do, I stopped trying to yell past the penis. 
 
    “Well, Sam, you are now holding a penis in your mouth, and you have been effectively stoppered. I want to say we can get worse, a lot worse, unless you comply.” 
 
    “MMMPH!” 
 
    She waited. I stopped trying to talk. 
 
    “As I was saying, society is breaking apart. This is actually a real and physiological change. As the need for men decreases, and the need for women increases, a third sub species is created. Sissies. Sissies will do the housework for the new society. They will offer oral pleasure to women, those women who don’t have access to one of the Alphas. 
 
    “Alphas are studly men, big cocks, and the mindless yet focused desire to please women. Sexually.” 
 
    My eyes were open, staring, she was talking nonsense. A new species? Men dying out, except for a few…a few breeders? This was all bullshit! 
 
    “You are currently sitting in a state of the art Sissy Chair. It has come to us straight from Stepforth Valley, and you should be honored that you will be the first to experience it. 
 
    “Since you have exhibited the traits of a sissy, we are going to help you transform. This will include super hormones to change your physique at a much faster rate than is normal. We will also outfit you. This includes a complete make over. By this time tomorrow morning you will be a woman. Sort of. You will look like a woman, but your penis, unless you are very fortunate and have a bit of Alpha in you, will be quite shrunken. In fact, you will have taken the first steps to transforming into a woman. Unfortunately, it is extremely rare that men undergo a complete change. That takes time, and then you must be deemed worthy. You must prove to be a good sissy before we will administer the procedure that will change you all the way.” 
 
    I glared at her. That was all I could do. She was obviously a nut case, escaped from the local looney tunes bin. 
 
    “Let me just finish this—I guess it is an orientation—by saying that yours will be a frustrating existence. While you will love being a sissy, serving womankind, you will also be frustrated. After all, your penis will be shrunken, your pussy will not be obvious nor functional, yet you will respond to sexual stimulus. 
 
    “You will see a woman and want to fuck her. You might even respond to men, and want to fuck them. But you won’t have the apparatus, and unless you are of the ilk that enjoys your man pussy, you will be very horny. We’re going to remove your gag now, and you will be free to ask questions. If you get abusive we’ll just gag you again. So, are you ready to start your transition?” 
 
    I didn’t try to say anything. 
 
    They unfastened the penis gag and I spit it out. I was ready to give them a piece of my mind, but the looks in their eyes…I bided my time. Showing much control, I said, “You’d better let me go.” 
 
    Matthilda nodded. “Good.” Then, to somebody behind me, “The first shot, please.” 
 
    I tried to wiggle my arm, but several hands were placed on it, and the weight of bodies held it down. I turned my head, but somebody held it so I couldn’t turn all the way. I did see a female hand, long nails, move a syringe to my arm, and I felt the needle slide through the epidermis. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered desperately. “I’ve been vaccinated!” 
 
    Matthilda chuckled. “Those shots don’t do much. Destroy your white blood cells, inject you with marking dye so you can be tracked, insert some graphene oxide into your body to make you more amenable…but that’s the government for you. Trying to solve a problem that is already passed, and messing it up. No. You will find that our chemicals, designed by the House of Chimera, will work wonders. Your DNA will be enhanced, the metamorphosis will accelerate…you’re in for a real treat.” 
 
    The needle was pulled out and everybody waited. 
 
    “A treat? Being kidnapped and having my DNA altered? Don’t I own my own body anymore?” 
 
    “Of course not,” she answered easily. “Heck, you live in the United States. You haven’t owned your own body for a long time.” 
 
    I had nothing to say to that. The US, with all their vaccine mandates, was proof of what she had said. 
 
    “Now, you should be feeling a bit of warmth shortly. It takes a few minutes, and then the warmth will become a very sexual feeling. You will experience one of your last true, full-sized erections. Would you like to be masturbated one last time?” 
 
    She tilted her head. She was actually curious. I felt like a lab rat. 
 
    “Sometimes some of the ladies would like to experience a last dicking of the sissies to be. You will feel quite amorous and be very hard and it will be one of the last chances for you to actually experience a male orgasm. Would you like one fo the ladies to fuck you?” 
 
    “What? This is like a last meal? A cigarette before the firing squad?” 
 
    “I guess you could say that. But many men appreciate the gesture, and it gives them fond memories in the years to come. 
 
    “Lady—“ 
 
    “Matthilda.” 
 
    “Matthilda, you are the last lady in the world I’d fuck. I wouldn’t fuck you with another man’s dick. I wouldn’t fuck you if we were on a desert island and my dick was about to fall off.” 
 
    She nodded, a small smile crossed her lips. “An apt analogy. Well, okay. I understand your situation, and I take no offense. Are you feeling anything?” 
 
    I was. I was feeling like something warm was shooting through my veins. 
 
    “Take off his clothes.” 
 
    I blinked. Suddenly I was dazed, like somebody had hit me with a stupid stick, but it was a very pleasant stupid stick. It didn’t even alarm me when a knife appeared and they started cutting my clothes off. 
 
    In fact, I giggled as they slit the material and pulled it off me. My jeans left, my shirt left, my underwear went away and nothing was left but my boots, and they started cutting the laces to them. I looked down at my lap. My penis stuck up, big and red and dripping. 
 
    “Look at that,” I marveled. “Ain’t it fun?” 
 
    “It certainly used to be. Are you sure you don’t want a last hoorah?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Well, I did. I had a boner, and the purpose of boners was to fuck. Besides, Lisa had gone home, and, somehow, in some odd way, I didn’t think she cared. It was just a resigned look in her eyes when she had left. 
 
    Matthilda looked around: “Any takers for this man’s last farewell?” 
 
    Several ladies moved forward. A couple of them were red-faced, and a couple of them were grinning and their eyes were glinting. 
 
    “Jamey, how about you? Can you hurry? Maybe we can let a few of the other ladies have a turn.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best,” giggled a blonde, stripping off her light sweater. Then her bra, and then her skirt and panties. 
 
    “You could have just dropped your drawers and lifted your skirt.” 
 
    “Oh, where’s the fun in that?” She climbed on to me, and somebody worked a mechanism at the bend of the chair I was in, and the thing folded out, went horizontal. 
 
    I laid there, looking at the ceiling. My penis looked at the ceiling. how fun. 
 
    Jamey squatted over me, then quickly lowered herself.  
 
    In my dazed state, feeling hot giggles swarming through my veins, my bones knocking with laughter, I felt extra everything. I felt her pussy slide down my shaft, and it…was…absolutely…exquisite! 
 
    It felt like the universe had turned into something warm and wonderful and gluey. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she muttered. 
 
    And it suddenly felt like my dick was super-sized, and drunk, and it was wobbling all around, pulsing and throbbing. “Whoa!” I laughed. “How de doo!” 
 
    Matthilda laughed, the other women were laughing. It was all fine, everything was good. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” 
 
    Jamey was pulled off and a redhead named Rhonda took her place. 
 
    So weird. All pussies were the same…and yet they were all different…and the women used them all differently. 
 
    I groaned and arched as best I could. 
 
    “Yes!” Rhonda cried. “Give me that big peeny!” 
 
    I wished I could reach up and grab her large tits. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to cuddle and coo and just enjoy this moment forever. 
 
    She, however, just wanted to fuck. 
 
    She squeezed me with her pussy muscles. She corkscrewed her hips, and it felt like like my dick was a barber pole, swirling a line of sensation forever upward…then forever downward…forever upward. 
 
    “Hurry up, Rhonda. There’s a line.” 
 
    “Oh…fuck…fuck!” She blurted, and her hips spasmed back and forth. It felt like she was ripping my cock out by the roots, and it felt so-o-o good. 
 
    Another woman. Bouncing, pulling on my nipples, pulling on her nipples, then her back arching, rippling, her pussy jerking and snapping about my cock. 
 
    “Fuck….yeah!” 
 
    Another one. 
 
    They sat upon me, one after another. My penis felt gigantic, and yet like a balloon. My body was swarming with heat, it felt like a bathtub being lifted up and shaken and the water, hot, sexy, nerve exploding water, was sloshing back and forth within me. 
 
    “Yes!” I cried as a woman came. I hadn’t cum, but I could feel them cumming, and the joy of them cumming superseded even my own desire to cum. 
 
    I was a toy. A fuckstick of gigantic proportions. I was a dildo and a sybian and tool to be used by all women. 
 
    Matthilda watched, content to see me content. 
 
     At one point, somebody gave me another shot, and I began to feel different. Real different. My dick was still hard, but it was numb, and they continued to use it. And then I began to come down. To drift downwards into the chair I was sitting in. Sitting. The fucking had stopped. The women had moved back. The chair was upright and I stared at my cock. It wasn’t as hard. In an odd way it felt bigger, but it was like it was a condom, filled with sexy water, and the water sloshed back and forth, and my dick stood up, but it wobbled, like one of those ‘air men’ at car dealers. The kind that are nothing but clothe tubes and a machine pumps air into them and they shimmy and dance but can never quite stand up straight. 
 
    “Well, Sam, it’s been fun. But now the real work starts.” 
 
    She was standing in front of me. Slice of reality were skipping me. I hadn’t seen her move. 
 
    I looked around at the ladies. They were watching me. And I, in a last gesture of delighted resistance, blurted. “Sissy Society? Prove it!” 
 
    So they did.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    I had arrived at the LSS meeting at approximately 7:15. I received half a dozen shots, and my final fucks, by three in the morning.  
 
    I sat in the ‘changing chair’ and was dazed. I was naked and incredibly horny. Maybe a dozen women had had orgasms on me, and I had not cum. Yet my dick was all out of hard. It was wavering, a once proud oak and now a sausage full of slush. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, are we ready for the accoutrements?” Matthilda was sitting in the chair in front of me, pleased, and the other ladies were either standing to the side, or sitting in chairs behind her. A few had gone home, but most had stayed. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, my head feeling like sex pudding. “You’re really doing this.” 
 
    “Absolutely. Though, to be sure, you are doing this. You are the one who showed less than manly traits, and thus you are the one predisposed to sissification.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I felt like I was on a super drug that changed me into a balloon full of jello, and especially my dick, even as it made me more sensitive, more horny, and less able. 
 
    “Okay, Linda, you and Barbara do his fingernails. “Sue and Nan, his feet.” 
 
    Four women quickly knelt and began working on my extremities. I watched as they slid trays under my hands and feet and began pushing the cuticles back, sanding and trimming. Shortly they were gluing, with superglue, long red fake nails on my digits. 
 
    I looked down to see what was happening to my feet, but I kept getting distracted by my wavering cock. It didn’t look so big now. And, in a weird way, the skin appeared to be getting tighter. Like it was shrinking, or the skin was shrinking, and packing my man meat into a smaller and smaller space. 
 
    “Beautiful,” remarked Matthilda. “Annie. Get his hair ready. I’ve got extensions coming in.” 
 
    A girl named Annie moved up behind me and started stroking my hair, brushing it out, and giving it little snips. A few minutes later a woman came rushing into the hall. “Ah. Just in time,” murmured Matthilda. Look at this, Sam.” 
 
    The woman held up hair extensions. They were the color of my own hair, I was about to have waterfalls over my shoulders. 
 
    “Ooh, pretty,” I said, not really knowing what I was talking about. 
 
    “How’s his chest coming?” 
 
    A woman in a white coat was standing behind a large tray. She had an array of extra large syringes, super syringes, in neat order on the tray. “Soon as his nails are done.” 
 
    Matthilda stood up and came to me. “How are you doing, Samantha? Or should I call you Sammi?” 
 
    “Sammi,” I giggled. I sure liked being this high. I wished I could be this high all the rest of my whole life. 
 
    Matthilda smiled. “How did you get here?” 
 
    “Motorcycle,” I burbled. It’s in the parking lot over there,” I moved my head to indicate behind the building. 
 
    Matthilda turned to a woman. “We can use a motorcycle. Go get it.” 
 
    “Hey,” I said, quite conversationally, “that’s my motorcycle.” 
 
    “Sammi, you should know that sissies don’t ride manly machines.” 
 
    “But I paid for it!” 
 
    “And you donated it. Thank you.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, a little bit confused, but that was okay. I liked how everybody was fussing over me. Even my dick, now only half sized, was happy. 
 
    “Now, Sammi, we’re going to give you breasts. They won’t be huge, sort of in the middle. They’re temporary. They are called vacation boobs.” 
 
    “Ooh, goody. I get titties!” 
 
    She smiled. “That’s right. When your own come in they might be smaller, or they might be bigger.” 
 
    “Ooh, cool! I want bigger. I want big titties!” 
 
    Several of the women listening chuckled, and one of them said, “He was really ready, wasn’t he.” 
 
    “Yes,” agreed Matthilda, “he certainly was. We probably got him just in time.” 
 
    One of the ladies working on my feet stood back. “Just has to dry now.” Then the other one stepped back. 
 
    A few minutes after that the ladies working on my hands stepped back. I stared down at my hands. They were long and slender looking, and feminine. They felt so warm and good, and I had the sudden urge to…to…do dishes. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    “What is it, Sammi?” 
 
    “I just had the thought…I wanted to…this is weird.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “I want to do some dishes.” 
 
    Smiles all around. 
 
    “I can just see myself standing at the sink, wearing big rubber gloves, soapy waster splashing up and getting my bosom all wet, and the dishes…the dishes…” I moaned and sort of swooned. The girls working on my hair held my head still and continued working. 
 
    “That’s wonderful, Sammi. And you can do all sorts of other things, too.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like vacuuming. That’s always fun. And polishing woodwork. You’ll love the smell of lemon pledge.” 
 
    “And don’t forget mowing the lawn and trimming bushes.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’ll get to do all that, Sammi. Isn’t it wonderful!” 
 
    “Whee!” I cheered, and I wished I could have clapped my hands. 
 
    “Okay, ready here.” The woman in a white gown pushed her tray next to the chair. She began measuring my chest, making little marks with an eyebrow pencil. As she marked she concentrated and said things like, “This will give a bit of lift…but not too much. Better put a little extra here. He’s still got a wide chest. Oh, this will give him super good cleavage.” 
 
    I listened, quite happy and sappy, and my penis wavered about, growing smaller. The cute, little thing was shrinking faster and faster. 
 
    Then she stopped, picked up a big syringe, and stuck it into my chest. She went in a circle around my pectorals, pressing the syringe, and I felt my skin stretching. Funny, it was like the feeling my dick feels when it’s getting hard, and very sexy. 
 
    Slowly, she pumped up one breast, made a perfect boob, and I stared at my chest in wonder.  
 
    “This is just a simple solution, a little additive, but your boobs will last about a month, and by then you’ll start to have your own little blessings.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, fascinated by the way my pecs were growing, changing into tits. 
 
    I heard ladies coming into the room, and there were a lot of oohs and ahs, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my growing voluptuousness. 
 
    The doctor, I guess she was a doctor, stepped back and everybody began clapping. 
 
    “Wonderful,” cheered Matthilda. “They look positively real. 
 
    I moved my chest back and forth and my instant tits waggled. It looked like some of the solution had found its way into my nipples, for they were standing up, nice and stiff, and sensuous. They made me so warm and fuzzy. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, it’s time for make up.” 
 
    I blinked. Make up? Wow! And I had sudden thoughts about what was happening. Over the warm and fuzzy feeling I saw myself as a woman. My face changed. My image of myself was actually changing. 
 
    “Two women stood on each side of my face and worked on my make up. I was moisturized and cleansed, primed and prepped and blushed and bronzed. Then they told me to close my eyes and they worked on my eyelids. God, it was sexy. And even though my dick was smaller, and now even softer, it felt the excitement of the moment. 
 
    “How big is he?” asked someone. 
 
    “Down to two inches.” 
 
    Mutters of voices discussing me, bits of conversation. Then I felt something running over my lips.  
 
    Matthilda: “We are using permanent make up, won’t wash off for weeks. You can use it for a template as you learn to apply your own. You might want to consider getting your make up tattooed on. Saves a lot of bother in the morning, and you’ll have that much more time to do the dishes.” 
 
    “Oh,” I suddenly felt sleepy. 
 
    “Okay, she’s ready to go. 
 
    She said ‘she,’ not ‘he.’ Made me feel good. 
 
    “Okay, wake up, Sammi.” 
 
    I opened my eyes. I yawned. “I wanna go sleep.” 
 
    “I’m sure you do. Your body is going through lots of changes, and you haven’t even started feeling your hormones, yet. But we need to get you dressed and take you home.” 
 
    I had a sudden thought. A real thought, considering my chemically induced haze. “What about my work?” 
 
    “Not to worry. If you can’t do your contracting we can get you a job as a secretary or something, if Lisa doesn’t want to just make you into a full time house person.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be nice.” 
 
    I smiled and closed my eyes. Lisa. I remembered her. She was my wife…I frowned…my…wife? I opened my eyes. “Am I still married?” 
 
    All the ladies stopped talking then. Matthilda came close to me. She placed a gentle hand on my forearm and asked, “What do you think?” 
 
    “I was married, but I was a man then.” I started to sniff. “I liked being married, but…now I’m a woman, and my vows were…am I still…” I began to cry. 
 
    I felt tissues being pressed against my eyes. One of the make up ladies said, “Careful now, you don’t want your mascara to run. 
 
    Matthilda spoke very gently to me. “You’re experiencing hormones now, Sammi. You were married, and possibly you still are. That’s up to your wife to decide. Whatever you decide, however, you will be allowed to live in your home and take care of your wife. 
 
    “Oh,” and I started to sniff less, then I stopped. I smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Matthilda patted my arm. We’re going to release you now. It’s time to get dressed. Are you fine with that?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “We don’t want you to struggle or fight. We’re just helping you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She moved away and I could just barely hear her speaking to another woman. “She seems to have adjusted well. Let’s go ahead.” 
 
    “She’s awfully fast. I don’t think I’ve seen anybody adjust that well or that fast.” 
 
    “She is a charm, isn’t she?” 
 
    Then I felt hands undoing the straps around my belly, my wrists and my ankles. I felt good to be free. I hadn’t realized that I had missed it so much. 
 
    Somebody was rolling nylons up my legs. It felt so weird. I was getting encased, like a sausage, and it was so…sexy. 
 
    “Here we go, Sammi.” Hands handled my legs, I felt them lifted, then they were putting shoes on me. But not just any shoes…they were giving me high heels! 
 
    I looked down and clapped my hands in glee. My very own first set of high heels! 
 
    “Up we go,” hands held my arms and helped me out of the chair, onto my feet. 
 
    I stood wavering, and struggled for balance. 
 
    “Easy now, let us help you. You’ve still got some chemicals in your system.” 
 
    They moved me away from the chair, then held fabrics and clothes up to me. 
 
    “A bigger bra,” somebody said. 
 
    “I thought they were going to mid-size,” observed another woman. 
 
    “I guess people have different ideas about what’s mid-sized.” 
 
    A woman reached around me, fastened a bra. The material was scooted around me, then lifted. My arms were put in straps, and I was the official and proud possessor of an over the shoulder boulder holder. 
 
    Funny, I used to laugh at that phrase when I was younger. Over the shoulder…hah. 
 
    But now, wearing one, feeling the functionality of the thing, I wasn’t laughing. Bras were serious stuff. 
 
    “Step into these.” Hands guided my legs up and into panties. As the panties passed my weenie I looked down. It was an inch long now, and soft, not a trace of hardness in it. It looked almost like a clitoris. My balls were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Matthilda said, “You’ll be wanting to wear tummy shapers until you lose some weight, but it won’t be long. But we can’t let you wear one now because it might displace your new boobs.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I was dazed and dizzy, and happy, and confused. I think the sudden motion of getting out of the chair was making my blood rush faster, and that caused a bit of a swirl to the chemicals in my system. 
 
    They pulled a dress over me, and there I was. I hadn’t seen myself yet, but I was a woman. I had long hair, long nails, beautiful red lips. My hips felt soft and round and I had large breasts. Most of all, I was tottering on high heels. there is just something about high heels that brings out the woman in a man. 
 
    “All right, Sammi, are you ready to go home?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Six in the morning, and the LSS meeting finally broke up. I was walked out of the room, then out of the building. All around me ladies were high fiving and congratulating each other on a job well done. 
 
    I stood, wobbly, and stared at the growing light. Dawn. The dawn of a new day. The dawn of a new me. 
 
    “Come along, Sammi.” 
 
    Matthilda linked her arm with mine, like she had at the beginning of a very long night, and walked me across the parking lot. We got into her car, a high end Beamer, and she drove through the waking streets of the city. 
 
    I sat in the passenger seat and took note of my new life. People on the streets, a homeless man going through a dumpster. A police car waiting at a light. 
 
    “How are you feeling, Sammi?” 
 
    “I’m okay.” My voice was filled with wonder. 
 
    “Do you like the new you?” 
 
    “I…don’t know. I feel so sexy, but it’s all so new. So strange.” 
 
    “It will feel strange for a while, but you’ll get used to it, and you’ll really enjoy the benefits.” 
 
    “Oh.” I didn’t see the benefits of my penis shrinking, but if Matthilda said so… 
 
    We arrived at my house and Matthilda parked in the driveway. We got out and I stared around the old neighborhood. It was the same, but I was so different that it was different. How could that be? 
 
    I heard the front door opening and I turned. Lisa stood, framed in the doorway, and stared at me. 
 
    Matthilda walked halfway up the walk and stopped. She was between me and Lisa. She motioned to Lisa. “Come, dear. Say hello to your new sissy.” 
 
    Lisa stepped out on the stoop, and I began to take mincing steps—I wasn’t capable of much more—up the walk. 
 
    “My gosh,” she muttered. 
 
    “I know, it’s a surprise.” 
 
    “It’s a shock,” Lisa answered. 
 
    “Well, let’s go in. I have a few more things to say, and then you can start your new life.” 
 
    Lisa turned and Matthilda followed her. I followed Matthilda. 
 
    In my own house. And everything was the same. And not same. 
 
    I stopped in the foyer and turned to the big mirror. 
 
    I had lost weight. The chemicals must have done that, but I wasn’t shorter. I was still a couple of inches taller than Lisa, and more because of my heels. 
 
    My figure was hourglass, my face a lady’s.  
 
    Wow. 
 
    I turned and found that Lisa and Matthilda were watching me. I realized they were being very patient. 
 
    “Come have a seat, Sammi. We need to go over a couple of things.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I walked into the living room, and Lisa was staring at me, was transfixed by my new appearance. 
 
    “He…she…really is a sissy.” 
 
    “Through and through. Sit down, dear.” 
 
    Then we were all sitting. Lisa and I sat on the couch, though apart. Matthilda sat on a chair. 
 
    “Good morning,” she grinned at Lisa. 
 
    “Yes…yes, it is,” Lisa answered. 
 
    “You are now the proud owner of a sissy.” 
 
    I blurted, “Are we still married?” 
 
    Matthilda answered me, repeating her previous answer. “That will be up to Lisa. But regardless, you are partners. The rules of this new partnership, however, are different than simple marriage.” 
 
    She turned to Lisa, “She is your responsibility, and it is not to be taken lightly. You may have residual feelings, you certainly will explore new feelings, but this is not a man who cross dresses, or something like that. This is an evolution. Sammi is the beginning of a new species. Homo Sissy.” 
 
    “What will I do about sex?” I think that was a giant faux pas, but Matthilda just smiled and patted my hand. “Lisa will let you know about that. And, Sammi…?” 
 
    “Yes?” I stared at her with wide eyes. 
 
    “Whatever she says goes. Even if you stayed a man, were an actual Alpha, you would have to do what Lisa says. She is an actual woman, a real woman, and she has inherited the world. Women are now in charge, and you must follow the directions of women, and especially of Lisa. 
 
    “Oh,” I looked at Lisa, and she stared back at me. 
 
    I was assailed with thoughts then, images of me watching the game on TV. Talking man talk with my buds. Driving. Those things were…no longer. Somehow, I understood that. I sniffed. 
 
    “Hormones, Sammi. Control yourself.” 
 
    I nodded and tried not to cry. They waited patiently. Well, Matthilda was patient. Lisa was fascinated. No doubt she was going through thoughts as quick and deep as mine. She now owned a sissy. Ba da boom! 
 
    “Okay, Lisa, since Sammi brought it up we might just as well discuss it. Sex.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    From the look on her face I could tell she wasn’t looking forward to it. When I was a man I was very aware that Lisa wasn’t…didn’t have…any Lesbian tendencies. She had nothing against them, just not for her. And now, the thought of making love to her man who was no longer a man but a woman…that had to be a bit much. 
 
    “Sammi is tired now, and he will nap, but when he wakes up he will be VERY horny. He was given his last fuck, and he couldn’t cum, but the juices are in him. His testosterone is transforming into estrogen, and he is going to need sex. If he doesn’t get it he is going to suffer the worst hormone attack you have ever seen. It will be ten times worse than when you went through puberty. 
 
    “Oh,” and this time there was surprise on her face, and a bit of dawning realization. 
 
    “So, while she is napping I suggest you go out and get some things. You can get a maid’s outfit at your local sissy store, they have them in all sizes, and you can see to make up and some clothes to wear around the house. You might also consider, in the next few days, going to a lawyer and seeing about name changes, the DMV for her license, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Lisa was nodding her head. 
 
    I was watching Lisa. I had loved her when I was a man, and that love was still there, and it was growing. I was tired, but I could feel this warmth inside of me, directed at the person who was once my wife, and might still be and…I was confused, but these feelings were swarming me. 
 
    You should also, and this is imperative, stop at your local sex shop and purchase the items you will need to relieve poor Sammi. You really don’t want to experience a sissy’s hissy fit.” Matthilda actually gave a small shudder. 
 
    “Now, here’s my number, and don’t hesitate to call.” 
 
    She looked at me. “Sammi. You are a true poster child for Sissification. You make sure you do whatever Lisa says, and everything will be all right.” 
 
    I nodded, then, I know it was sort of silly, I couldn’t help it, I asked, “And I’m not going to get to ride my motorcycle anymore?” 
 
    Matthilda gave me a sad smile. “No, Sammi. Those days are over. Now, I’m off, do you have any questions for me?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, if you do, you, too, may certainly call me. All right?” 
 
    Matthilda stood up. A confident woman with grey hair and a large chest. She smiled. She walked out. 
 
    Lisa and I turned and looked at each other. 
 
      
 
    I slept. I was tired. Going through a night of transition, the changes in my body, heck—the changes in my psyche. And there were changes in my psyche. 
 
    I had a woman’s body, a bit artificially, but also naturally. An actual evolutionary change, if Matthilda were to be believed. 
 
    So I slept.  
 
    When I woke up Lisa was back. She had a trunkful of bags and boxes, and she was waiting for me to go unload the car. 
 
    I was grateful for the little task, so I thanked her and went out and began bringing everything into the house. 
 
    “Let’s put you in the guest room for the time being,” she said, “until we figure everything out.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    She snapped her eyes over to me. 
 
    I was almost sniffling. She could see it. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “It’s nothing,” sniff. “I just thought…I would…never mind.” 
 
    “You thought you were going to sleep with me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but” sniff, “it was my bedroom, too. And…” 
 
    “Sammi,” she had no trouble adapting to the feminine of my name. “You are a sissy. You have your place, and I have mine.” 
 
    I started to cry. I covered my face, I dabbed at my eyes with the hem of my dress, trying to protect my mascara, but…I was crying. 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    Which made me cry harder. 
 
    “Oh, damn!” She stood up and came to me. “Stand up.” 
 
    I did, sniffling, sobbing. 
 
    She held me then. “There, there. That’s a good sissy.” 
 
    “Then…then you’ll let me sleep in…in our bedroom.” 
 
    She was silent, patting my back and letting me cry. She didn’t answer. But her consoling calmed me down, even if I didn’t get an answer. 
 
    “Now, go put all your pretty dresses away.” 
 
    “In the bedroom?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    She sighed. “There’s not enough room in the bedroom with my clothes and your male clothes.” 
 
    “I’ll throw my old clothes out!” I begged. 
 
    “For now, put them in the guest room.” 
 
    At least she called it the guest room, and not my room. 
 
    I toted all the dresses and shoes and underwear and stuff into the guest bedroom. I hung everything neatly, arranged all the shoes according to their height, put my dainty, little underthings in a white dresser, and stood back and smiled. 
 
    I was hoping it wasn’t my room, but, whatever, it was neat and tidy. The way I like things. 
 
    “Sammi? Are you through?” 
 
    I ran back through the house, my heels clicking on the wood floor. I was getting better at walking in them. “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    I don’t know why I called her ma’am, but it seemed appropriate. 
 
    She was sitting at the kitchen table, a sheet of paper in front of her, touching her lip with the end of a pen. She looked up and said, “Fix me a bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    I smiled, happy to be of service, and got down the glasses. 
 
    “One glass,” she corrected me. 
 
    I looked at the two glasses, and felt a bit of hurt. I always drank with her. Now she didn’t want me to. 
 
    I fixed her drink and sat it on the table and waited. 
 
    She sipped and nodded. “It’s good to see you haven’t forgotten everything. Now, sit down. We have to have a talk.” 
 
    Now nervous, I smoothed my skirt sat down. 
 
    She took another sip and considered me. She pushed the paper to me. “Here are your duties. When you’re not working I expect you to stay in your room. I’ll get you a TV, and you can subscribe to fashion magazines. I know sissies like those.” 
 
    “Oh,” I felt my heart sinking. 
 
    “You won’t be driving the car anymore. That’s reserved for real females. Me.” 
 
    “Oh,” my heart sank even lower. My shoulders started slump in depression. 
 
    “Now, I will be handling your sexual needs once a month. If that isn’t sufficient we can discuss a different schedule. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Well, I do, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But…how do you handle my sexual needs?” I was honestly confused. “I don’t have much of a penis anymore. I don’t understand.” 
 
    She sat back, quaffed the rest of her drink, and said, “Better to show than explain. Come with me.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. I was so happy to be taken back there. I was so afraid of not being allowed to sleep in our bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, on all fours on the bed.” 
 
    I looked at her curiously, then climbed onto the bed. I knelt on my hands and knees and waited. 
 
    “Turn this way, butt towards me. That’s right. Now hold that position.” 
 
    I watched her, as she went to a bag next to the bed. She reached into the bag and took out a mess of straps and a dildo. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked, curious, and slightly aghast. I mean…a dildo? 
 
    She ignored me, stepped into the straps and fastened them around her waist. She screwed the dildo into the thing and reached into the bag for a jar of lube. 
 
    “Sissies,” she said, “have undergone a slight sexual readjustment in their bodies.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Matter of factly, she said, “Your penis is no longer as sensitive, but your prostate has shifted and become very sensitive.” 
 
    My prostate? But isn’t that in my butthole?” 
 
    “It certainly is.” She pulled down my panties and lifted my dress with one hand, with the other hand she began massaging lube into my rectum. It felt really good. 
 
    “But what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to stimulate your prostate. You likely will have an orgasm. I am told they are quite intense, hard and fast like a male’s but big and overwhelming like a woman’s.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I remembered things about anal sex, but I didn’t remember all this. Besides, I had never had anal sex, so how should I know? “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Relax,” and she put the tip of her plastic peter to my brown star and pushed. 
 
    Sissies are apparently very loose back there, and she slid in easily. I grunted and it felt like my head exploded with light and warmth and lightening and unicorns and little spaceships flying in circles around my head. 
 
    “That’s it,” she grunted, and she began moving in and out. 
 
    Oh, God, if I had only known I would have become a sissy long ago. The pleasure as she reamed me was mind boggling. I felt like I was blown halfway to outer space. And it just didn’t stop. 
 
    In…out…in…out…again and again. A nice rhythmic feeling that slid along all my nerves and woke up all my pleasure centers. 
 
    I began to push back, I corkscrewed my hips and fucked back. I tried to reach back and grab her hips and pull her into me. 
 
    I felt the pleasure exploding within, and the prostate felt it, and the next thing you know, like she had said, hard and fast, I orgasmed. 
 
    My whole body shuddered and quaked and froze up. It felt like somebody had stuck fireworks up my heinie and set them off. 
 
    Finally, I flattened out. I lay on the bed, gasping, trying to figure out who I was. 
 
    Lisa crawled off the bed. She wiped her dick on my skirt and said, “You will be sleeping in the guest bedroom, and now that we’ve handled your hormones you will mind your manners and obey. Is that clear?” 
 
    I mumbled, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Furthermore, I’ll be going out tonight, and I’ll be bringing home a male friend. I expect you to stay in your room until he leaves. Is that clear?” 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at her. I was shocked. She was my wife, my…but, no. She wasn’t. Not really. Not anymore. And she had needs that needed to be attended to. 
 
    She looked up at me, tossed the dildo on the floor and said, “Is that clear?” 
 
    “I…I…yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now clean up that mess,” she pointed at the dildo. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Then clean the house and fix dinner.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl.” She patted my ass, smiled, and left the room. 
 
    And I, pulling up my panties and feeling the afterglow of being wonderfully drained, smiled. I had a feeling I was really going to enjoy my new life. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to go!” 
 
    “Well, you have to.” 
 
    I stared my wife. Joanie is always getting me into these things. She likes getting involved in the hug the trees, or cure the cancer victims, or any other cockamamie ‘save the whatever’ that comes along. 
 
    She is so beautiful, built like the original brick shit house, if that shit house had a 36-24-36 frame, and the top of that frame had double Ds, and a face that would have put Marilyn Monroe to shame. I mean, the long blonde hair, the pale blue eyes that warmed you to the cockles of your heart…which are little valves inside the heart for those of you not in the know…she could make a snowman heat up. 
 
    “I don’t have to!” 
 
    “Why don’t you want to go?” We were in the kitchen, sitting at the table. 
 
    “First, because I don’t know any of those people—“ 
 
    “Chuck Knowles will be there. In fact, he’ll be speaking.” 
 
    “Great. Chuckles, who lives to play practical jokes on me.” 
 
    “So he has a great sense of humor,” Joanie was grinning. 
 
    “Oh, you would like to have some itching powder in your panties?” 
 
    She snickered. 
 
    “Or, how about the time he covered my car, my whole car, inside and out, with post it notes?” 
 
    She laughed out loud. A guffaw, then she put a hand over her mouth. 
 
    “Or, yes, dear, old Chuckles…the time I got drunk at the frat party and he put lipstick on me. I woke up and everybody at the party was grinning at me, and I was so out of it…” I shook my head. 
 
    Joanie was laughing her ass off by now. She put a hand on my wrist and managed to say, “Honey, I know Chuckles has a sense of humor…” 
 
    “And I happen to be the favorite butt of his jokes,” I grumped. 
 
    “But he also inherited freight cars full of money, and he is very free in donating to good causes.” 
 
    “So let him donate. I’ll be home watching TV.” 
 
    She stopped laughing, although there was still a smirk or two left in her beautiful soul, and said, “Honey. I will talk to Chuck…” 
 
    “Fat lot of good that’ll do.” 
 
    “…and I’ll stay by your side and watch out for you. He tries even the slightest trick…I will intervene on your behalf.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Now my wife is devious. She studied me closely, realized I was going to stand my ground, and sighed. Then she stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. 
 
    I watched as she got down the amber bottle of W.L. Weller Special Reserve Bourbon Whiskey. $83.99 a bottle, and tastes like eight hundred a bottle. 
 
    She moved to the refrigerator and put a glass under the ice maker. She waited while the ice made little cubes, then poured the bourbon into the glass. 
 
    God, I was already thirsty just watching that beautiful, brown liquid splash over the cubes until it was half full. Then, I know it is a sin to dilute such ambrosia, she popped a can of Coke and filled the rest of the glass. 
 
    Bourbon and Coke. A Coke high. A drink that I love so much I force myself not to drink too much; it would be too easy to become a drunk. 
 
    She sauntered across the kitchen, a pursed, little smile on her full, red lips. She placed the glass on the table. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    “No?” My voice was weak. She was using one of the only two weapons that could shatter me. 
 
    “Go on. Drink. I’ve got another one, if that’s not enough.” 
 
    Then she took hold of the bottom of her sweater and started lifting. 
 
    I picked up the glass and took a big glug. 
 
    She was using the other of the only two weapons that could shatter me. 
 
    She raised the bottom of her sweater slowly, watching me, smiling like a damn Mona Lisa. 
 
    I glugged again. She was so exciting I could hardly taste the bourbon and Coke, but it was already having it’s effect. I felt the cold liquid splash on the bottom of my stomach, and the fire started. 
 
    She pulled her sweater over her breasts. Those wonderful, stupendous, incredible mounds looked at me. She had a black bra on, and I stared, stupified, as her pale, milky skin began to appear. 
 
    Glug. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    She pulled the sweater over her head and her hair suddenly fell out, in disarray, undone, sexy, like what it looked like after a night of making love. 
 
    She tossed the sweater aside and was grinning openly at me. 
 
    “You dropped your sweater,” I could hardly breathe. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I couldn’t resist. I glugged. Half the glass was gone, and I had absolutely no defenses for what she was doing to me. 
 
    She reached behind her waist and undid her skirt. 
 
    I thought my eyes were going to pop right out of my orbital sockets. 
 
    “Not fair,” my voice was about as loud a snake’s belly sliding on the ground. 
 
    She dropped her skirt. There she stood. Tight panties showing her camel toe. Bulging bra. Hair falling loose over her shoulders. Those beautiful blue eyes laughing at me. 
 
    I reached, but she stepped back, her smile was so teasing and tantalizing. 
 
    “Come on,” I whined. 
 
    “Not until you admit that Chuck is a good guy, even if his sense of humor is a bit…unorthodox.” 
 
    I grumbled something that was an admission, but not in intelligible words. The fire in my belly was building. My cock was already built. Under the table it was pressing against my pants like the weasel that wanted out of the bag. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I drank. 
 
    “And then say you will come to the event with me.” 
 
    Oh, I tried. My refusal was in my throat, trying to come out, trying to assert itself, but my throat was only making an ‘urk’ sound. 
 
    She undid her bra. I stared at those wonderful mammary glands. Full, and robust and tipped with large, erect nipples. She tossed the bra aside. 
 
    “I think it’s a fair trade.” 
 
    I glugged. Down to one quarter of a glass. 
 
    “I’ll lie down and let you rub my whole body. Stem to stern. Tootsie to—“ 
 
    “Tit,” I blurted. My voice sounded hoarse. It was hoarse. 
 
    “Yes, tootsies to tits. And I’ll even let you suck them. Put your mouth on my nipples and lick them and pull them with your teeth. Oh, I would love you to pull on my nipples with your teeth.” 
 
    I gulped. Then I remembered to put some bourbon into my mouth and gulped again. 
 
    “And then there’s this,” she placed a hand on her pussy. “You call it a camel toe. Or…what’s that other name you have?” 
 
    “Monkey knuckle,” I couldn’t breath. The fire in my belly was roaring. My penis was so hard it hurt. 
 
    “Yes. I’ll let you massage my monkey knuckle. First with your hands, maybe put a few fingers in me—you know how I like that—and then your mouth can take over. 
 
    I made more unintelligible sounds. 
 
    She stopped talking, leaned forward—her breasts drooped down and I stared at them with my tongue out—and she took my glass. 
 
    Oh, my God. It was empty, and I hadn’t even noticed. She was stronger than bourbon! 
 
    She walked to the far counter, where the bottle of bourbon waited. She had lost her underpants somewhere in the last minute, and I stared at those perfect, round globes. 
 
    Her svelte and slender waist. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed. 
 
    She collected ice, poured bourbon, added Coke, and sashayed back. Every inch of her was a musical symphony, swaying and jiggling and making me a wreck and a ruin. 
 
    She placed the glass in front of me, her boobs fell in front of me and touched the table. I reached, but she stood up and backed away. 
 
    Without taking my eyes off her, I gulped more bourbon. 
 
    She said: “Maybe I’ll even get out my vibrator and fuck myself for you. Would you like that?” 
 
    Oh, God! She knew me too well. There was nothing I liked more than seeing her get herself off. I know, I’m a pervert, but…I liked seeing her give herself a self-induced orgasm better than…than…than I even liked fucking her. With my own dick. My poor, hard dick. 
 
    “What do you say, honey? Can I put on a show?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Or should I get dressed, put the goods away, and be all frustrated…knowing that I want you, I want your fingers in me, your tongue, maybe even your cock…except…except…” 
 
    “I’ll go!” 
 
    Where did that come from? I had intended to hold firm! To take a stand! How had I agreed to…but it was too late. 
 
    She reached for my hand, pulled lightly, and I popped out of my seat. 
 
    She looked down at my pants, then licked her lips. “Oh, God, I like fucking.” Then she looked at me. “But, today, since you’ve been a good boy, I am going to let you rub every square inch of my skin. Then lick my privates until I’m screaming. And then I’m going to fuck myself. You have to sit back and watch, so close to paradise, but doomed to be a horny, quivering mass of sexual urges. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whimpered. 
 
    And I’ve got a serious question for you here: why do men like to be denied? Why do they like to walk around with monster dongs, lusting for that which they could have, but which is even more delightful denied? 
 
    I didn’t bother to answer, I knew the answer…because we’re perverts. 
 
    She took me by the cock and led me down the hallway, towards the bedroom where, true to her word, she made me love her whole body, eat her to an orgasm, and then, with me at arm’s length, jilled herself to several more. 
 
    It was terrible. And wonderful. And I would be in heaven for a day. Maybe longer. Then she would get me off and it would be ten times better. Anticipation makes the hard grow fonder. Or something like that. 
 
      
 
    The event was a breast cancer thing. 
 
    I’m a crude asshole sometimes. I stare at boobies, I think lewd thoughts, and sometimes I even voice them if I’m around guys or my wife. 
 
    “Oh, baby, look at the knockers on that bitch. I sure would love to bury my face in those bazoombas.” 
 
    The guys would snicker. My wife would sigh, and smile. After all, a horny me was a considerate me. Even if it was some other woman that made me horny, she would reap my politeness until she deigned to let me get off. 
 
    So, I’m a crude asshole, but, given my obsession with boobs, I agreed with the seriosity of this event. 
 
    Nearly 300,000 women will contract breast cancer in a year. Nearly 45,000 will die. 
 
    Yeah, I’m an asshole, and a pervert, but those statistics are really not fair. That many woman who suffer…I don’t make jokes about that. 
 
    So I was on my best behavior at the Breast Cancer event. I had even put together a thousand bucks for a donation. I hadn’t told Joanie, but I had made a quick call to encourage Chuck—he’s got the bucks—and I had told him what I planned. A thousand bucks is a hell of a lot for me, but it’s better donated to such a cause than to be wasted on a set of golf clubs for a duffer like me. 
 
    We arrived at 11:00 enjoyed a buffet, sipped some of that disgusting Apple Cider stuff they palm off on you instead of liquor, and mingled. 
 
    Joanie was looking a million dollars. Her dress was tight. A blue, shimmer thing with some serious cleavage. And she hadn’t worn a bra; I could see her erect nipples under the slithery material, rubbing and sliding and making her nips even more erect. 
 
    Drool, drool. 
 
    I was even looking pretty spiffy. I had worn slacks and a jacket—no stinkin’ tie, thank you—and my hair was combed and my teeth brushed. 
 
    So we mingled, and chatted, and sipped the spoiled apple juice, and the clock ticked down to 12:00. 
 
    Suddenly we heard the sound of somebody making a bell out of glass with a spoon. We looked up to where Chuck was behind the mike on a dais. Everybody moved forward to listen. 
 
    Chuck is a handsome dog. All that money and handsome, too. Sometimes it just ain’t fair. 
 
    He smiled, exchanged greetings and couple of quips, and then we were all ready for his speech. 
 
    “Friends and fiends,” we all chuckled, “we have come together for a most worthy cause. Last year nearly 300,00 women contracted…” 
 
    He talked, laid out the statistics. then he got into a few personal stories. Joanie was on my arm, so gorgeous, and she listened closely. She had a friend who had died of breast cancer, and she really felt what he was saying. 
 
    Hell, even I felt it. Me, big, strong man who laughs at adversity. But this was no laughing matter. 
 
    Then Chuck wound up with an intro, for me, and it was a doozy. 
 
    “You know, I’ve been pretty serious here, but you know it’s a good cause. But to introduce this next fellow I need to tell you a story.” 
 
    Everybody cocked an ear. 
 
    “When I was in college I had a roommate. Great guy.” 
 
    Oh, fuck…was he talking about me? 
 
    Joanie squeezed my arm and a side glance told me she was grinning. 
 
    “He used to do things like taping an airhorn to the wall. When the door was opened it would swing back, hit the airhorn, and I would jump right out of my pants. 
 
    “And then there was the time he filled up my car with balloons. That was a great one. I had to get to work and I ended up driving through town with balloons flying out the window. Got stopped by a cop, and the cop was laughing so hard he didn’t give me a ticket…” 
 
    Everybody was chuckling now. 
 
    And, I admit, I was laughing. Well, hell. You didn’t think I was going to let Chuckles get away with putting an airhorn under my chair, did you? 
 
    “So,” he said, “without further ado, but without any less, let me introduce you to my best friend, Brian Lessings.” 
 
    Tell the truth, I hadn’t expected that. I hadn’t expected to be singled out and called up. But, I smiled at people, Joanie pushed me a bit, and I wound up walking up the steps to where he stood waiting. 
 
    The crowd cheered, we shook hands, and Chuck whispered in my ear, “Do you have that check?” 
 
    “Yes,” I nodded. 
 
    “I’m going to use you to encourage people to donate, is that all right?” 
 
    What could I say? But I didn’t know the half of it. 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Chuck turned and faced the audience and raised his hand. The hubbub de-bubbed and everybody listened. 
 
    “We all know how hard money is to come by, and sometimes it’s hard to put together a few bucks, even for a cause as worthy as this. I talked to Brian earlier this week, and I found out that he planned on making a donation.” 
 
    In the audience Joanie tilted her head. I smiled at her. I was going to get lucky tonight. Baby, was I going to get lucky. 
 
    “Brian, the check please?” 
 
    One of the people in the audience stamped his feet and started going “Woo, woo, woo.” Chuckles must have planted him. 
 
    The woo woo caught on, and I stood there with a check in my had for a long minute. Joanie was clapping and her eyes were moist. Man, I was making points with my babe. 
 
    Chuck raised his hand and the roar died down. He extended his hand and took the check. He looked at it, held it up and announced, “One thousand dollars!” 
 
    Man, the roof was lifted then. Eyes opened up in pleased surprise. Joanie clasped her hands over her chest. And I stood there and took it like a man. It wasn’t hard, actually. I was doing a good thing. 
 
    After a long minute Chuck raised his hand. The crowd quieted and he began to speak. I expected a quick thank you, shake my hand, boot in the butt get off my stage. What he said, however, shocked me. 
 
    “Guys? Gals? This is generous. This is why Brian is my bestie. But, in the interests of friendly competition, I want to do him one better.” 
 
    Uh, oh. I could feel it coming. He was about to deliver a gotcha. And knowing Chuckles like I did…it was going to be a good one. 
 
    I want to bring attention to our mission here, I want the world to be aware. So I will…” he lifted a finger and cautioned the crowd, “…hear me out entirely before you cheer or boo or whatever,” he had that crowd in his hand then. The world was focused on him…and therefore me. 
 
    And, oh, fuck. He was going to get me. 
 
    “For every month that Brian wears breast implants I will donate $5,000.” 
 
    Stunned, I spun on him. My face displayed all the shock I felt. 
 
    The crowd was even stunned. It took them about five seconds to absorb it. 
 
    Chuckles repeated. “If my best buddy allows himself to be implanted with fake boobs I will donate $5000 a month. He’ll have to last an entire year, but that’s $60,000.” 
 
    Then the crowd started mumble. It was stunned exclamations at first. Then somebody started clapping. 
 
    And old man Foster, who owns the bank, and whose wife had had cancer at one time, yelled out, “I’ll double that!” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    A voice yelled out, I don’t know who it was, “I’ll do a thousand a month!” 
 
    And more voices, more donations, and I stood there with my mouth open. I had never been more flabbergasted, more flummoxed, more ‘gotcha-ed,’ in my life. 
 
    Chuckles raised my hand in victory. 
 
    I looked at him, and he laughed at the stupid expression on my face. Then he pointed into the crowd. I followed his finger and saw…Joanie. My beautiful wife. She was crying, and blowing me kisses. 
 
    Oh, my God. 
 
    I looked at Chuckles. What the fuck had he done to me? What the fuck? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t drive home. I let Joanie drive. honestly, my mind was in such a state I didn’t think I could drive. 
 
    She wheeled the car through town, and all the way she kept looking at me, and…and crying. 
 
    “That is the bravest thing I have ever heard. You are such a man. I love you with all my heart.” 
 
    And, “Did you know he was going to do that?” 
 
    “What? No! I had no idea…” I just dribbled off. 
 
    “Well, it was just the bravest thing I have ever seen. And, you know what?” 
 
    “What?” Scenery was passing and everything was a blur. I slowly looked at her. I had never seen her this happy. 
 
    “You know I don’t always like jilling off for you, making you wait, even though I know you love it.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    She was talking, and slowly I figured out the words. 
 
    “And, since you have been so brave and giving, I’m going to do something for you.” 
 
    “Oh…?” What was she talking about? 
 
    “Honey, I am going to give a month of no cums. I am going to make you as horny as you have always wanted. When I finally let you cum it is going to be the most glorious, wonderful orgasm you have ever had. In fact, if you want to go ahead and buy a chastity tube…I’ll even get into that.” 
 
    I was confused. I was supposed to have…tits? Chuckles had done the supreme ‘gotcha,’ and now…I wasn’t going to get to cum? And she might even put me in chastity? 
 
    But…I didn’t want to not cum forever…I liked to cum. I just liked to build it up for a few days…what was she talking about about a month? And…and why the chastity tube? 
 
    “Isn’t that wonderful, honey? And I’ll start making you horny this very afternoon. Oh, this is going to be so much fun. But you are so generous and…well, you deserve it.” 
 
    I deserve not cumming? And, yes, I liked that…but…a month? A month? 
 
    I wanted to speak then, to say something, but I couldn’t. My mouth was flabbergasted by the fact that I was going to have tits. Real tits. Well, real fake tits. And nothing came out of my mouth but confusion. I was well and truly and totally overwhelmed. 
 
    Fucking Chuck! 
 
      
 
    We reached home, and there were already reporters there. Oh, my God! He had said he wanted the world to know about our cause…but this…so soon. 
 
    I sat in the car and the reporters, there were actually dozens of them, clamored outside my window. 
 
    Joanie ran around and pushed through. She was laughing, pleased with the sudden popularity and celebrity, and she made quips and answered questions. 
 
    “Yes, he is…” 
 
    She opened the door and pulled me out. She pushed microphones away form my face, but not hers. 
 
    “Transitioning? Oh, no. He is a most manly man. At least he will be after a year,” she giggled. 
 
    She pulled me through the crowd. My face was red and I was speechless. 
 
    “Maybe. He’d look cute as a woman. But the main thing…” she stopped on the doorstep and faced the mikes and cameras, “…is people should be aware of breast cancer. We can beat it, and I encourage men everywhere to do what my husband has been brave enough to do.” 
 
    Then we were inside the house and she closed the door. I stood in shock in the foyer, and she leaned her butt against the door. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she breathed out. Her eyes were glinting, and I had never seen her so exuberant. “I cant’ believe you agreed to do this.” 
 
    I wanted to say no. I wanted to explain that it was just one of Chuckles ‘gotchas,’ but words wouldn’t come out. 
 
    I was stunned, I was shocked, but I might have been able to say something, but the way she looked at me…. 
 
    My wife loved me, and she always looked at me with a certain amount of pride and happiness, but never with anything like this. 
 
    I felt like Elvis. I felt like the Beatles. I felt like I had finally done something so right that her love was justified…and I let the moment pass. 
 
    I looked down at my chest. It was flat. Good musculature. I had worked on my pecs with weight lifting so I had good skin texture, and I knew my skin would even stretch well. 
 
    Fucking Chuckles. 
 
    I was going to have boobies. For a whole year. And there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
      
 
    A week later I went to the local hospital to get my implants. It had been a wild week, with reporters and even a TV appearance on Good Morning America. Of course, Joanie had done most of the talking. I was walking around in a daze and wasn’t capable of much coherent speech. 
 
    We met with the doctor in his office, and there was even a pool reporter there to report on the meeting. Man, the Cancer Society was milking this. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Lessings, I’m happy to report that your chest is perfect for implants. And this is good because we have to put large ones on you.” 
 
    “How large?” I asked. 
 
    “Pretty large. Your chest is a bit wider than a female chest, and if we put small implants on you it would look ridiculous. Fortunately, we have some Chyna 2000s here, and they should fit you perfectly. 
 
    “Chyna 2000s?” asked Joanie. 
 
    “She was a professional wrestler, ‘the ninth wonder of the world’ was her billing. She had large breast implants because she was a large woman. Those implants are now quite popular among women who want a large lift, and the occasional transgender person who requires a bit more up front.” 
 
    He smiled while he said all this. Very professional, even as my heart sank in my chest. 
 
    The reporter had a couple of questions then, but I barely heard them. Joanie looked at me and patted my hand. 
 
    God, I loved my wife. True to her word, she had teased me and tantalized me for a week, and hadn’t let me cum.  
 
    The reporter turned to me. “Have you decided to wear a dress?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “There will be times he will be in a dress, and times when he isn’t,” Joanie answered. “It depends on the situation, and, of course, he must be comfortable.” 
 
    “Mrs. Lessing,” asked the reporter. “I don’t mean to be out of line, but have you, as a well endowed woman, discussed with him what it will be like for him to have large breasts?” 
 
    Oh, had she! She would tell me how much I was going to love my new tits, how much fun she was going to have picking out outfits for me. 
 
    Tactfully, she said, “We have discussed it. We’ve even begun a regimen of exercises to strengthen certain muscles.” 
 
    I sat and listened, and it was surreal. I was a man. I was going to have boobs. What crazy world had I just woken up in? 
 
    “Well,” said the doctor, “if there are no further questions perhaps we should begin the procedure.” 
 
    We could. Joanie said we could. I just shut up and tried to figure it all out. 
 
    I was taken to a small room where the reporter was kicked out and Joanie watched. The doctor measured me time and again, and made little marks on my chest. 
 
    I sat there, and Joanie smiled at me in the most encouraging way. I wanted to tell her that I was tired of not cumming, that I wanted to squirt my brains out, but the doctor was there 
 
    I was then taken to a larger room where people waited for operations. Nurses zipped here and there, wielding clipboards like they were shields, and asked pointed questions. 
 
    “Allerges? Previous operations? Anybody in your family had cancer?” 
 
    I put up with the stupid questions. I had answered all those questions for my last physical, but doctors seem to think that your family history of fifty years ago is going to change every week. Or maybe they just don’t like nurses and want them to do busy work. 
 
    Anyway, it wasn’t long before I was wheeled out of the room, down a corridor, and into an operating room. It wasn’t a big operating room, but then boob implants weren’t a big deal. In my Googling of the procedure over the last week I had discovered that almost 300,000 women got implants in 2019. 
 
    That’s a lot of boobs. Each boob weighs about 2 pounds, so that 600,000 pounds of silicone. That’s a lot of silicone for a bunch of silly cones. Heh. Good joke, eh? 
 
    Anyway, I had looked at the Chyna 2000s I was going to receive. Eight and a half pounds. Four and a quarter per boob. Man, I was going to need a bra. 
 
    Then the anesthesiologist put a cup over my face, started counting backwards. I got to 7. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, groggy, but happy. I think they must put some kind of happy juice in the gas. 
 
    “Honey? Brian?” 
 
    “Umm,”I said. My throat was dry, and I moved my lips. 
 
    “Here, drink some of this.”  
 
    A straw was pushed into my mouth and I gulped. I was still out of it a bit, and I said, “Why don’t they have bourbon?” 
 
    Joanie laughed a little, and I became aware of something looking at me, shoved in my face, what was…I opened my eyes. 
 
    Joanie was next to me. The reporter had a mike in my face, a cameraman was pointing a television camera from the foot of the bed. 
 
    “How do you feel Brian?” 
 
    “With my hands,” I quipped. A bad joke, but tried and true. 
 
    “And how do you feel about your new breasts?” 
 
    Everything rushed in on me then, and I started to push the daze back. I looked at Joanie. There was a nurse behind her. 
 
    “How’d it go.” 
 
    “We’re asking you that, dear.” 
 
    Oh. Yeah. I was the one being operated on. Correction, that had been operated on. 
 
    I started to sit up, then stopped. I felt unfamiliar aches and pains, and a huge weight on my chest. 
 
    “Here we go,” the nurse cut in and helped me sit up. The sheet fell down, and I had my first view of my new tits. 
 
    They were big. Monstrous. I had held them in my hand, but now, on my chest, under the skin…they were humungous mountains. 
 
    They were bigger than my wife’s, or even any woman I had seen. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    The cameraman bent at the knee a bit and focused his camera on my stunned face. 
 
    “Brian?” asked the announcer. 
 
    I said the only thing I could say. “Wow!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The doctor was a genius. There were only two, little scratch marks near my armpits. He had actually slipped the implants in, then filled them. It was a bit unorthodox, and it had taken some time, he had to constantly adjust and measure, but he had done the deed. 
 
    And I was now an official bra wearer. I had to wear what I used to call, when I was a callow youth, ‘over the shoulder boulder holders.’ 
 
    And the bra I wore, especially in the beginning, was thick and sturdy. Every day Joanie applied aloe vera lotion to my breasts and to the two scars. It felt good, really good, when she placed her hands on my tits and gently rubbed. I especially loved it when she rubbed her palms across my nipples. And it seemed like my nipples were always distended. 
 
    But, then I was always horny. 
 
    I hadn’t even gotten home from the hospital before my penis was back at full flag. I went to bed, Joanie made me, but I really wanted to sink my cock in her most wonderful pussy palace. 
 
    And when I woke up I asked her for sex, but she said no, that I had just had an operation and I needed to take it easy. 
 
    And a few days later, when I was up and about, she still refused. 
 
    “This is so much fun,” she said, as she played with my cock with her hands, “If I had only realized that it was this much fun to make you horny I would have been doing it all along. 
 
    So there I was, an over endowed woman in the chest, and a priapic man in the groin. I mean, that sucker was getting hornier and hornier, and just didn’t want to go down. 
 
    A week after the operation I was done with being chaste. I needed an orgasm. 
 
    So I got up one morning, stepped into the shower, and began stroking Mr. Happy. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. Joanie had been playing with me every day, giggling and laughing at how big and red I was getting, and marveling at the amount of pre-cum that was coming out of the slit in the head of my cock. 
 
    The shower was running hot, I was feeling relaxed, water was streaming over my chest, my boobs, and with one hand I began to tickle my nipples. 
 
    Oh, God. This felt good! I was going to finally get to cum! I was going to— 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I opened my eyes as the shower door swung open. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She slapped my hand off my dick, and happened to slap my dick in the process. My knees buckled and I almost came right on the spot. but I didn’t, and Joanie reached up and grabbed my ear and tugged me out of the shower. 
 
    “Honey! You’re going to ruin everything!” She dragged me out of the bathroom, soaking wet, and pushed me onto the bed. 
 
    “Now, I told you I was going to make you super horny, and you are obviously feeling it. Don’t you want your reward?” 
 
    “Well, I really d—“ 
 
    “Honestly. I am looking so forward to this. When I finally let you cum you are going to cum so hard! You’re going to be a volcano! And I really want to measure your semen. I mean, you’re going to be cumming gallons!” 
 
    “But, honey, it’s long enough. I am so horny I can stand it. I really need to cum!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Now, dry yourself off. I’ve been wanting to do this, but it’s obvious that it’s time.” 
 
    She tossed a towel at me and I began to dry my skin, all too aware of how my cock stood at attention. It had never felt so big, throbbed so hard. And I had a constant stream of pre-cum. 
 
    While I dried off she opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out a small box, maybe six inches cubed. 
 
    “Okay, come along,” she took my hand and led me to the kitchen. She sat me down and put the box on the table. “Put this on.” She opened the box and took out a ring, a tube in the shape of a large cock, and a padlock. 
 
    I stared at the gadget. “What is that thing?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    I knew that, I just…didn’t want it on me! 
 
    “But what’s it for?” 
 
    “To control you. Give you a little self control.” 
 
    “But I don’t want…” 
 
    She didn’t even let me finish. She put a finger over my lips to shush me, then went to her old stand by…the liquor cabinet. 
 
    “I don’t want to drink,” I stated firmly. I want—“ 
 
    She took out a bottle A new bottle. One I had never seen before…except in ads. It was round, a light-brown, rich color, with planes scalloped into the top and bottom. 
 
    “This is Blanton's Single Barrel Bourbon. $185. It was a gift from an admirer.” 
 
    I licked my lips. 
 
    “I presume you still want to ruin it with Coke?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” I nodded. 
 
    She performed the ritual. A tall glass with ice cubes. Half of the glass received the beautiful, colored water. Then she poured in the Coke. 
 
    She placed it in front of me, amongst the pieces of the chastity tube. 
 
    “This really isn’t fair,” I said, as I picked up the glass, felt the cool condensation already forming. 
 
    “I know,” she said, and she meant it. “But a woman has to do what a woman has to do.” 
 
    I took a sip. 
 
    Oh, there is a God. He is on my tongue, exploding my taste buds and showing me paradise. 
 
    I lowered the glass. 
 
    Joanie didn’t say a thing. She just watched me. 
 
    I sipped again, and my eyes actually rolled back. I had never in my life tasted such ambrosia, such nectar of the Gods, as this. 
 
    “I want to get my rocks off,” I said, taking yet another sip, rolling it around, understanding what heaven was. 
 
    “I know,” she said, “But I have a confession to make.” 
 
    I sipped yet again. I was already light-headed. “What’s that?” 
 
    “You turn me on.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good. Every man wants to know that—“ 
 
    “You don’t understand.” 
 
    I looked askance at her. She was staring at me, so very, very sincere. 
 
    “I’m turned on by your tits.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “I didn’t think anything like that would happen. But when they rolled you out of the operating room and I saw the mountains on your chest…I knew.” 
 
    “You knew what?” I actually squeaked a little, I sipped quickly to cover up my embarrassment. 
 
    “I knew that I wanted to see you as a woman.” 
 
    “A…woman.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. A woman. I want to see you in a dress, high heels, stockings. I want to see you in make up. It’s all I dream of. I jill off almost every single night dreaming of this.” 
 
    “But, honey, I don’t want to be a woman.” 
 
    “I know, and I’m going to say something now that might seem a bit selfish. “I want you as a woman. You’ve got me so horny my monkey knuckle is seeping juices. My pussy is on fire at all times, every time I look at you I feel a little flush down there, like a miniature orgasm, but it’s not an orgasm, it’s the promise of one. A big one.” 
 
    “But then why?” I gestured to the pieces of the chastity tube waiting on the table. 
 
    “I don’t know. I can’t help it. It’s just that I want you as a virgin. Like you’ve never cum before. Sometimes I even imagine myself as a man, about to deflower you, and I want you pure, unfucked. A…a virgin.” 
 
    I shut my mouth, except for my constant sipping. The glass was half empty now, but I was half blasted. This stuff was strong! 
 
    But, in a way, I was almost sober. I mean, my wife was asking me to…to transition for her. To be a woman, so she could take me. 
 
    “Are you talking about a strap on?” 
 
    For a long moment she said nothing. Just stared at me. And I knew. She was. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “You’ve always been a manly man, and here I am asking you to give that up. For me.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be gay.” 
 
    “It’s not gay. Being gay is a decision a man makes. Anal sex is a sensation that any man can experience.” 
 
    “By dressing up as a woman.” 
 
    She said nothing for a moment, and I thought she was done, but then she said, “That’s part of it. That’s what makes me horny, but you know what sex is like. You get hard, you get desperate, and then…well, that’s what seeing you as a woman does for me. I get wet, I get desperate, and then…then I want to…fuck you.” 
 
    “I don’t want anything up my ass.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    A simple acknowledgment, but she wasn’t backing off. And I knew then…she was just biding her time. 
 
    “So you’re going to make me so horny I finally give in.” 
 
    “Yeah,” and she actually shivered. I had a feeling she had just had one of those little ’flushed’ moments. She hadn’t had an orgasm, but the promise of an orgasm. 
 
    I finished my bourbon, then stood up. I did the unbelievable. I refused a second glass. I said, “I don’t think so.” Then I walked out. 
 
      
 
    I had finally made my stand. I had refused, and that emphatically. 
 
    Joanie, wise girl that she is, didn’t push it. She had stated her case, and was content to let my desperation bring me around. 
 
    She watched me closely, was Janey on the spot when I took my cock in hand, and two days later she got me drunk enough to put the damned cock tube on. 
 
    She didn’t try to butt fuck me, she just laughed and joked and fed me bourbon, and without the threat of anal sex I was content to drink. 
 
    She is trustworthy, after all. She wouldn’t do anything to me without my permission. She’s just awfully good at getting my permission. 
 
    So she got me drunk, got me laughing about the chastity tube, and I woke up the next day without the option of masturbation. 
 
    Oh, I complained, but I had let her put it on me, and therefore had tacitly agreed, and therefore had given my permission. And life got a lot more interesting. 
 
    I was horny, and becoming more compliant. 
 
    She played with my chastity tube every day. Especially on waking up—I frequently awoke with my package in her mouth—and on going to sleep. I would lay awake for hours after an hour of her playing with my cock, sucking my nipples, fondling my breasts. 
 
    And I tried to retain an even frame of mind. I tried to keep calm and level headed, but the constant accumulation of horniness was getting to me. 
 
    And she started dressing me up. 
 
    Well, why not? I had a woman’s body, so…why not dress me like a woman? 
 
    She shaved my legs at first, then got tired of that and started making me use Nair. I had no hair on my lower body at all. 
 
    Then she slid those nylons up my legs, and man, I thought I was going to cum right in my chastity tube. Feeling that slither as the material  rubbed up legs…oh, God! I was shivering and actually jerking my hips a bit before they were properly fastened to my garter belt. 
 
    So I would get up, get dressed, including a dress, and…she started making me wear high heels. 
 
    I was shocked to find out how much I loved high heels. 
 
    And so was the world. 
 
    I was practicing on the patio and some slum dog paparazzi snapped some photos, and there I was National Enquirer. 
 
    Joanie laughed at that, and I found a new flock of reporters on the front doorstep. 
 
    After a couple of days of them hanging on the doorstep, ringing the bell, calling on the phone, and just shouting at the windows, “We want to see Bryan!” Joanie convince me. These guys weren’t going to leave unless I gave them something. 
 
    On a Thursday morning I dressed up. The full works, and Joanie even put some powder on my face, and wanted to put eyeliner and lipstick on me, but I drew the line. 
 
    Then we went to the front door and I stepped outside. 
 
    Oh, the roar. I had always heard that stupid phrase, ‘And the crowd goes wild!’ But I had never thought about it. I was thinking now. Those newsies were shouting and whooping, and Joanie just stood there, her arm linked with mine, and we endured the attention. 
 
    Correction. I endured the attention. Joanie loved it. Man, she was feeling like the belle of the ball. 
 
    And we came back in, and I thought it was over. Until Cosmopolitan called and asked for a photo shoot. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    The shoot was on a Monday, and the only reason I agreed to it was because they agreed to donate to the Cancer people. And here is the cruel twist. I had refused to put make up on, but I had to wear make up for the photo shoot, and they really made me up. They did my eyes,  my lips, shadowed and blushed me. They even gave me a wig! 
 
    I sat there, under the hot lights, and wondered what was happening to me. And then it got worse. 
 
    After the shoot we were talking to the gal who was writing the article, and she said, “I notice he has no bump.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, and Joanie cut in with, “He’s wearing a chastity device.” 
 
    The world stopped. Dead silence, then the writer grinned. 
 
    My mind was roaring as Joanie answered questions for me. 
 
    “Oh, he has normal urges, but a woman always has to help keep her man’s urges down.” 
 
    And: “He’d like to, but I’ve sort of taken over in that department.” 
 
    The writer gal knew I wasn’t forthcoming, but she was getting phenomenal copy from Joanie. 
 
    “A lifestyle without the messiness of sex is quite exciting. It is an untapped energy source, and he is so much more loving.” 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    And I knew, as we left the studio where we had shot the article, that I was dead meat. After that debacle every woman was going to try and get every man into chastity. 
 
    Girlfriends would hound their boyfriends, claiming that true love would be proven if he would just ‘give her the key.’ 
 
    Wives would bully their husbands until they had them firmly and securely locked up. ‘You won’t be able to cheat on me, dear.’ ‘But I never cheated!’ ‘And you won’t now. That will prove how much you love me!’ 
 
    Mothers would even demand that their male children become chaste and they would have the key…until the young man got married. No more masturbation. No more unwanted pregnancies. It was a perfect solution for an imperfect world. And I had started it. No, I wasn’t going to have a friend in the world when this magazine article came out. 
 
    Oh, the women would love me, hold me up as an inspiration of devotion. but the men…they wouldn’t play darts with me if I was the target. Well, maybe they’d do that. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home, and Joanie, after blabbing her mouth so much at the magazine interview, was strangely quiet. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and made myself a drink. We had gotten more free bottles of bourbon. Chuckles had mentioned, in an interview that he had done, that bourbon was my drink of choice, and now we even had a bottle of Elijah Craig 18 Year Old Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey. $389.99 a bottle. And the first taste of that had blown my fool head right off. I had never known people could make that kind of firewater! 
 
    And, of course, I mixed it with Coke. I know! I know! But…under my dress and over my heels and under my wig…I’m a slob kind of guy. 
 
    Joanie came in and sat down. “Mix me one, too. Will you?” 
 
    I did, and delivered it, and we sat opposite each other, sipping, thinking. 
 
    I was a woman. She had me in a corset today, for the photo shoot, and that gave me an hour glass figure. 
 
    My nails were done. They had insisted on that, to, for the photo shoot. 
 
    I watched my fingers as I held the glass of bourbon. I rolled the glass, and was amazed at how sexy my now long and slender fingers were. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    And we were silent. 
 
    I think that was the moment that changed it all. But I still had some resistance left. 
 
    “I’m not going to let you out of that chastity tube until you let me fuck you.” 
 
    “I know,” I agreed. 
 
    “And your days of running around like a man are over.” 
 
    “I figured,” I said. I was leaving little traces of lipstick on my glass. 
 
    “I love you, but this has got to happen.” 
 
    I finally responded with, “If I let you fuck me you’re going to steal my manhood.” 
 
    “Hell! I’ve already got your manhood. You are the woman, and have you noticed how I’ve been dressing lately?” 
 
    I had. She wore pants as often as not. She wore very little make up, or severe make up. She was pulling her hair back in a bun, and I had the feeling that she was going to get it cut short. Long enough to still be a woman, but short enough to be a butch woman. 
 
    “I’m going to go even more masculine. I’ve been thinking about taking up weight lifting. I want you to eat salads and do Yoga.” 
 
    I looked up at her. We could feel things shifting around, our psyches making adjustments. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Because the world is changing and I want to be in charge.” 
 
    “Why do I have to be a woman? Why can’t you be in charge and I be a man?” 
 
    “Because that is the way the world is built. Men fuck women, and woman lay there and take it. I want to be the fucker, and I want you to lay there and take it.” 
 
    I nodded. Then, “Something stops me. I can’t quit. I can’t just give up like that.” 
 
    We had another drink. God, I loved that stuff. 
 
    She said, “Okay. Then do something for me. It’s a little something, but I think you’ll be able to give up that much.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Wear a butt plug.” 
 
    I blinked. I was wearing a chastity tube. I was in make up, and I had the feeling that she was going to keep me in make up, and even make me do my own make up. 
 
    “It won’t hurt, but it’ll get you used to being able to have something in your ass.” 
 
    “What kind of butt plug?” 
 
    “There’s different kinds. We can start off with simply jewelry, you’d look fucking gorgeous with a big, blue diamond in your rectum, showing whenever you bent over.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll think about it.” 
 
      
 
    Thinking, in this universe, is considering, and considering is halfway to an already made up mind. 
 
      
 
    On a Tuesday we sat down in front of the computer. She selected three butt plugs. One of silver with a beautiful, blue diamond on it. One called a prostate massager, and one a big bulbous thing. 
 
    And they arrived on Thursday. I will always remember the day I went on all fours on the bed and she placed my first butt plug into me. 
 
    The diamond. Firm, but filling. And exciting. 
 
    She lubed me up excessively, slid the thing in, and there I was. 
 
    I stood up, and immediately found the world different. Every step I took was awkward, and a thrill. That plug rubbed me the right way right from the get go. 
 
    Joanie grinned. She saw the look on my face. Shock and awe, and…hap-hap-happy! 
 
    “Come on, let’s go for a walk.” 
 
    We walked around the block. It was dusk and not too many people recognized us, and we were almost home when we passed the Johnson’s house. 
 
    Billy Johnson. I had played golf with him. And now he stood in a skirt, a male shirt, and heels, and watered the lawn. 
 
    He squinted at us. “Hey, Brian.” 
 
    Joanie pulled me to a stop. 
 
    “Hi ,Billy. Where’s Samantha? 
 
    “She’s right here. “Hey! Sam! Come out?” 
 
    In a minute Samantha Johnson was on the lawn. Billy turned the water off and the two women engaged in chit chat, but it wasn’t just any  kind of chit chat. 
 
    “Why don’t you sign up for weight lifting with me?” 
 
    “Oh, Billy didn’t like the skirt at first, but he’s coming around.” 
 
    “He’s going to love make up. When he’s ready, of course.” 
 
    And I noticed that Samantha was wearing slacks, and it looked like her breasts were bound. Her chest was flat. And Billy…did Billy have bumps?” 
 
    Oh, my God! He did! 
 
    While the girls were talking I asked Billy, “Do you have breasts?” 
 
    “Half the guys on the block have breasts,” he answered in a docile way. “But mine are going to be real. Hormones can do such wonderful things…” 
 
    I goggled, but it was dark enough that he didn’t notice my shock.  
 
    Billy Johnson. The original stud. Brought cheap ass beer to all the football games. His wife always walked three feet behind him. 
 
      
 
    Later, at home, I thought about it. Half the guys on the block were getting boobs, or wearing dresses, or…or engaged in some act of femininity. 
 
    What the hell had I done? 
 
    And yet, I hadn’t done anything so much as provide an ignition point. 
 
    Men didn’t become feminized unless they wanted to be feminized. I was the outlier, the anomaly, because Chuckles had tricked me into it. But now that I had done it, others were following along. So they must have wanted to be feminized all along. 
 
    I was just the excuse for them to release their inner demons. Or maybe I should say ‘demonesses.’ 
 
    Huh. 
 
    At that moment I was sitting on the swivel chair in front of my computer. Joanie was getting us a couple of more drinks, and I felt a warmth engulf my ass. A heat. A wonderful, exciting, life giving heat. 
 
    Almost like an orgasm, but soft, gentle, and fulfilling. 
 
    The butt plug. I was sitting on it, and it felt so good that I was actually squirming a bit, and in the squirming was trying to get more feeling, and I was. 
 
    Oh. I felt another warm, little flush back there. Down there. Wherever my asshole was. I wiggled again, and again I felt that electric warmth just sort of explode through my body. 
 
    Joanie entered, carrying the drinks, and she saw the look on my face. “What?” 
 
    “I think I’m having some sort of anal orgasm or something.” 
 
    I described the sensations, and she said, “That’s like what a woman’s orgasm feels, except a lot stronger.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” My eyes glazed over. 
 
    “Brian. Do you want to drink this drink? Or do something about those little almost orgasms you are having? 
 
    And I did something I never expected. I turned down bourbon. “Do something about it,” my teeth were actually shivering with the sensation warming up my hole and my whole body. 
 
    She put the drinks down, took my hand and helped me up. And I did have to be helped up. These wild surges of ‘almost’ orgasm were getting stronger. 
 
    She led me down the hall and into the bedroom. She felt my head. “Baby, you are burning up.” 
 
    “I’ve got the fever,” I moaned. 
 
    “Climb up on the bed and let me put my dick on.” 
 
    I climbed on to the bed. I knelt on all fours, facing in, and waited. 
 
    Joanie took out a strap on and put it on. She adjusted the buckles, then took out a dildo. 
 
    “How about this?” she asked. 
 
    It was about the size of my cock. My cock when it wasn’t bound by a chastity tube, that is. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Let me get some lube now…” 
 
    She took out the butt plug and slathered the goop on my ass. She smushed it into my hole. She was gentle and stroked my thighs as she lubed me. 
 
    The warm, little sensations stopped shivering me, but now I was shivering for another reason. I was shivering because I was a virgin about to get plowed. 
 
    “I’m going to be very gentle,” she explained. “I’m going to go very slowly, and you have to talk to me, let me know what you like and what you don’t. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I gulped. 
 
    She moved up against me, and I could feel the big penis, it sure felt big, touching my crack. Then she lifted it with her hand, aimed it, and it was touching my brown hole. 
 
    “Here we go, lover. It’s just like the butt plug, but a little longer.” 
 
    I felt the head slide in. For some reason, probably because I didn’t know what was going to happen, I wasn’t rigid, or tight, and it felt good. 
 
    It felt like somebody was stretching it out, opening it up, and the nerves liked it. Heck, the nerves never felt anything like that, so why wouldn’t they like it? 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. 
 
    She waited. She massaged my back. She rubbed my thighs. “How’s it feel, lover?” 
 
    “Oh, God. I can hardly breath.” 
 
    “It’s going to get better,” she whispered, and she slid an inch into me. 
 
    I arched my back, surprised at how good it was feeling. 
 
    “Breath, baby. Relax. And open up for Momma.” 
 
    She pushed another inch into me. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my chastity device. She held it, moved it around, let me feel the pale sensations of my dick, then she shoved another inch into me. 
 
    “We’re almost there, honey. You’re going to be a woman, in the truest sense of the word. How does that make you feel?” 
 
    My constant and increasing horniness, being trapped and desperate and wanting it so bad, the next words popped out of me. 
 
    “Oh…oh…give it to me.” 
 
    She slid all the way in. I felt her thighs against the back of mine. I felt the fake balls of her dildo. Most of all, I felt that warmth I had felt, those little ‘almost’ orgasms, started to build. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” I blurted. The words were forced out of me by the intense pleasure in my rectum. 
 
    “That’s it, baby.” She began to pull back, to move it out of my ass. Slowly, gently. I felt the big, plastic veins on the side of the cock slither along the sides of my hole. All the nerves were firing. I grunted, and pushed my hips back. Don’t take it out! I want it! Give it back! 
 
    She did give it back. Gently, she pushed it in. I began trying to figure out how to move my hips to increase the sensation. The warmth was building, building, and I was having trouble thinking. 
 
    I wanted that ‘almost’ orgasm to become a real orgasm. 
 
    Was it an anal orgasm? A prostate orgasm? Something else? I didn’t know. I just knew that I wanted it. 
 
    “Honey, I know what you want,” she whispered as she fucked me. “And the only way to get it is to submit. Give me your power. Admit that I am in charge. If you do that then you will receive your true reward.” 
 
    I was grunting and groaning now, and even starting to slam backwards, engulfing her cock, then almost spitting it out. Engulfing and receding. 
 
    The warmth grew and grew. I felt my thighs trembling, jerking violently, and then it hit. 
 
    The warmth became a bright, beautiful sun. As I was engulfing cock with my man pussy, so the sun of orgasm was engulfing me. 
 
    I collapsed forward, and she rode me down, keeping her cock in me, driving it deeper with her weight. I lay there, my whole body shaking, and let the feeling go through, a vast ocean, warm, deep, never ending. 
 
    Finally, Joanie pushed off me, withdrew her cock. 
 
    I sighed, suddenly feeling empty. 
 
    She took off her strap on, smiled, and said, “Okay, honey. It’s all done now.” 
 
    And it was. She had my power. I felt rendered, taken apart, and what was left was soft and glowing. 
 
    I asked her, in a soft voice, “Will I ever get back inside you? Will you ever let me fuck you again?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Do you really want your power back?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “But don’t worry, I’ll keep fucking you. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    And she smiled and helped me off the bed. 
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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.               
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