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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I was angry. Pissed off. I couldn’t believe what he had done. Never, in 10 years of managing the department store, had I seen what I had just seen. 
 
    Unbelievable. 
 
    I flicked the intercom for my secretary. 
 
    “Lana, summon Eric.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    A moment later her voice came over the store loudspeaker system. “Eric Standish report to administration.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    My back was to a picture of the founder. Emily Standish. Now retired and trusting me. And I felt like I had personally let her down.  
 
    That this could happen on my watch. 
 
    To my left was the big picture window that looked out on the. town. 
 
    On the desk in front of me was proof. Living proof of how I, and the store, and Mrs. Emily Standish had been betrayed. 
 
    I stared at the computer for a long minute. It was split into four screens. One screen showed my office, two were of the sales area outside administration. On the fourth screen I caught sight of Eric sauntering through the corridor leading to my office. 
 
    He was a skinny, little fart. Long hair and sort of feminine looking. Maybe that’s why he did the thing he had done. Maybe he was revolting against people’s image of him. A spoiled fop of little use. 
 
    And he would inherit the store. The day Mrs. Emily Standish dropped dead he would be my boss. 
 
    I prayed for Mrs. Standish to have a long life. 
 
    And I knew I was going to have to straighten out this spoiled idiot. And quickly. 
 
    I sighed, swiveled around to stare out the window, and thought about my options. 
 
    I could see people from the third story window. The street was busy, and in the distance I could see the college. Thousands of kids out there, and I get stuck with— 
 
    Knock. Knock. 
 
    I swiveled towards the door. 
 
    “Come in, Eric,” and I put a smile on my face. 
 
    He was wearing shorts and a hoodie. Totally unprofessional, and another reason to be irritated. Didn’t he understand that appearance was everything? That people judged one on looks, and that meant they judged the store on how he looked? 
 
    He sauntered in, cocksure and dumb as they come. A rich boy who couldn’t be fired, so the heck with me. And, to add to that, he knew that one day he would be in charge, and that if I did anything to piss him off he would be able to fire me. 
 
    “Hi, Joanna.” 
 
    “If you could shut the door?” I asked sweetly, masking my temper. 
 
    He turned and shut the door. 
 
    “And lock it.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly at this unusual request, a frown flitted over his face, but he locked the door. 
 
    “And come have a seat.” 
 
    His smirky smile reasserted itself as he crossed the room. The hoodie was dirty. Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t anybody ever…but, no. They didn’t. I knew that he had been a problem child, and that he had spent time in boarding schools, been a bigger problem, and then his grandmother had taken charge. And she had apparently solved the problem by letting him run amuck. 
 
    I groaned. A problem Mrs. Standish hadn’t been able to handle, and I was expected to do it. 
 
    He sat, a sprawl of loose clothes and sneer. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even ask what this was about. He just sat there and regarded me with arrogance. 
 
    “Eric, we have a problem.” 
 
    “Oh?” As if he cared. 
 
    “Yes. It appears that somebody has been jacking off in Women’s underwear.” 
 
    A blank look, an attempt at innocence, but I could see the flash in the eye, the worry, and he blinked, and perspiration broke out on his forehead. 
 
    “You wouldn’t know who that would be, would you?” 
 
    A sickly smile crept across his face. “Why would I?” He was going to brazen it out. 
 
    I stood up and came around the desk, I turned the monitor so he could see it, I blew up one quarter of the screen. 
 
    The time in the corner said 9:30 PM. The store was closed, but if anybody would know how to bypass the security precautions, the locks and the clocks and all, it would be grandson of the founder. 
 
    On the screen Eric was standing in an aisle in Women’s Lingerie. He looked around to make sure he was alone, then he stepped over to a rack of bras. 
 
    Looking around again, he pulled his pants down. He took out his cock, a surprising large one for such a skinny runt, and he wrapped the bra around it. 
 
    He groaned and began whacking. We couldn’t hear anything, but he tilted his face and closed his eyes, and the camera had him. 
 
    I pressed a button and the image zoomed, showed him, sneer and all, then I backed it off to include his whole body. 
 
    His hand moving like a jackhammer. His mouth open, the way he moved it was obvious he was groaning with pleasure. 
 
    He came, a thick rope escaped the folds of the bra, the rest of his jerky urges went into the cups. 
 
    I backed up, showed the scene a couple of times, then froze it on the moment of squirt. The look of white hot pleasure, the stream of cum in the air. 
 
    I looked at Eric. 
 
    He had turned pasty white. His dark hair looked darker, and there was actually real fear on his face. 
 
    “Well, it looks like we have our stinky, little pervert right here. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    “I…mmmhj…aahuu…” he mumbled. 
 
    “Did you enjoy your little masturbation session? Did you like getting your rocks off in my bras?”  
 
    “I…I…” He was incoherent, but I could see thoughts flashing behind those dark, brown eyes. 
 
    “So what did you do with the bra?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I said,” I spoke sternly, “what did you do with that bra you just shot your filthy spunk into?” 
 
    “I…I threw it away.” 
 
    “So you are not only a pervert, you are a thief.” 
 
    “No…I’m not…I…I’m sorry.” 
 
    That’s when it hit me. I was pushing him around, embarrassing him, and…it felt good. 
 
    I was mad, and righteously so, but there was something about giving this little snot rag his comeuppance that was downright energizing. I decided to draw out my interrogation.  
 
    “Where did you throw the bra away?” 
 
    “Uh…no…I….in a trash can on the way home.” 
 
    Something odd here. He was blinking furiously, and that was body talk for ‘lie.’ 
 
    But what could he be lying about? He was caught, so…but he wasn’t used to taking his medicine like a man. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do with you?” 
 
    “I won’t do it again.” 
 
    “No. That’s not good enough. You need to learn a lesson.” 
 
    “I…you won’t tell grandmother, will you?” 
 
    Oh, I felt a flush of victory. He was scared all right, and here was the big reason. 
 
    “You don’t care that you’re a pervert, do you? You just care about getting caught, and somebody telling Mrs. Standish that her precious baby is nothing but a common, horny, little jacker offer. 
 
    “No, I…” but he was caught, and big time, and I realized that, for the first time, I had a stick I could use. I could use his humiliation and his fear of being exposed. 
 
    The feeling of power ran through me, raged through me, and my knees actually got weak. I felt a thrill in my groin. 
 
    Power. Sexy, seductive power. Was I getting wet down there? 
 
    “Take off your pants.” 
 
    His head jerked up and his eyes widened. “What?” 
 
    “I am going to spank you. And you are going to take it, or I am going to send this video to your grand mother.” 
 
    “No!” he whispered, his eyes glazed over in fear. “You can’t!” 
 
    But I could. I walked over to a chair by the conference table. I turned the chair around and sat in it. 
 
    “Take your damned pants off and get over here.” 
 
    “But I can’t…you can’t…it’s not legal!” 
 
    “You gonna call the cops on me, perv boy?” Geez, my inner thighs felt slick. I wasn’t just wet, I was WET. “Now come here.” 
 
    I growled that last, and he stood up, trembling and shaking, and slowly walked towards me. He stopped in front of me, terror in his eyes, but he still hadn’t taken his pants down. 
 
    I reached forward and gripped his zipper and pulled it down. 
 
    “No…no…” almost like a chant, his voice sounding as if it was far away. “You can’t!” There was begging in his voice and manner. 
 
    I unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. I stared. 
 
    He had on panties. Red panties. Women’s Lingerie panties. Satiny with a little fringe. A bit of liner in the bottom of the crotch. 
 
    I gasped. “Oh. My. God.” 
 
    I looked up at him. Tears formed in his eyes, filled his thick lashes and began to drop. 
 
    “You’re wearing panties,” I stated the obvious. 
 
    He mumbled something, his voice so low he couldn’t be understood. 
 
    The feeling of warmth inside me grew larger, larger. I now felt so wet…if I got much wetter I would slide right off the chair. 
 
    But I didn’t want to slide off the chair. That feeling of power, I wanted to spank that snotty, little kid. 
 
    I grabbed his sleeve and pulled him around. I laid him across my lap and his round bottom was presented perfectly. And, I couldn’t believe it, I actually felt his penis poking through the material. It was half hard, and it pointed right between my thighs. My wet thighs.  
 
    But I ignored it. Some feeling of…what? Respect for another human being? 
 
    He was weak from fear and trembling, and I moved him around on my lap. His penis was getting harder. I raised my hand, paused, and slapped it down as hard as I could. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Tears fell to the rug and soaked in. My hand quickly became sore, but I didn’t stop. The feeling of power had me now. It was like being on the edge of a great cum, and I wanted to go over the edge. 
 
    With each slap of the hand I grunted a word. “You…will…not…steal…” 
 
    He cried and cried, and I knew that under his red panties his flesh was becoming red. Heck, my hand was red, so what must his fanny look like under the slick material? 
 
    Then I noticed something: his hands, in spite of the pain he was feeling, were holding the bottom of his hoodie in place. 
 
    Holding his hoodie in place? Not letting it slip up and expose his upper body…he was hiding something! 
 
    I ripped his hand away from the hem of his hoodie and pushed the hoodie up, and stopped. One more shock in a morning of shocks. 
 
    He was wearing the bra. The bra he had jacked off in. He hadn’t thrown it away. 
 
    Bright red, matched the panties, small cups, and that was why he was wearing such loose clothing. He wanted to hide the shoulder straps, any bulge on his chest. 
 
    I let go of him and he scrambled off my lap, fell on the floor. He sobbed and his face was purple was shame. He pushed with his feet, backing across the floor even as he tried to pull his pants up. 
 
    I stared, my eyes open, my mouth gaping, my ability to think somewhere else. 
 
    “I…I…” he spoke through his sobbing. He cried so hard his body was rippling with shivers. “You…you…you…” 
 
    I watched as he stood up, his dick was large, much larger than the security screen had shown, and it was big and fat and hard and…and it was actually dripping. 
 
    There was something about humiliation that had him by the short and curlies and caused such a reaction. 
 
    And there was something about this scene, spanking him, finding out he was cross dressing, that made me so wet I was afraid I’d gush, right there. On the chair. 
 
    He pushed his cock into his pants and managed to buckle up. He ran to the door, and, at last, I began to move. I ran after him. 
 
    He fumbled with the lock, unable to work it for the tears obscuring his vision. 
 
    I pushed his hand against the lock, flattening it out. I pressed his body with mine, pushing it against the wall. 
 
    He cried, totally defeated, unable to even break loose from my light body weight. 
 
    Of course, he wasn’t very heavy himself. Thin and fragile, girl like…girl like…and it burst through me what I was going to do. 
 
    “Eric,” I whispered in his ear. “Eric…” 
 
    “Wha…wha…what?” 
 
    “Come back to the desk.” 
 
    I grabbed a fistful of hoodie and tugged. Docile, like a beaten puppy, he came with me. 
 
    I pushed him into the chair again. Then I simply walked around the desk, sat in my own swivel, and watched him cry. 
 
    He cried for a long time. He was completely broken. Shattered. His deepest secret exposed. 
 
    While he cried I turned to the sideboard behind my desk. My cell phone was on the charger, and it took two clicks before the video was up and running. I hid this action from Eric with my body, then turned and slid my seat to the side. The camera recorded him sobbing uncontrollably, but missed me. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” He finally asked. 
 
    “Okay, Eric.” I made my voice a bit throaty, an attempt to disguise it. “It’s time for the truth. It’s time to tell me about your cross dressing. 
 
    He sniffled and wiped his nose. 
 
    “When did you first cross dress?” 
 
    “I…when I was in the sixth grade. I was fascinated by mother’s bras. I tried one on. And…and…” 
 
    “What is it like? This compulsion?” 
 
    “It’s…I don’t…it makes me feel good.” 
 
    “Does it make you horny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Now that the secret was out I could detect a bit of relief. His deep dark secret, tormenting him even as it excited him. He began to speak clearly, and it wouldn’t be long before the words just bubbled out of him. 
 
    “And you jack off?” 
 
    He nodded, his hands wiping away the trails of tears on his cheeks. 
 
    “Take your hoodie off.” 
 
    There was no more point in hiding, he hesitated, then pulled his hoodie off. 
 
    There he sat, a delicate boy with a red bra, and the bra fit rather well. Oh, he didn’t have boobs, but he had selected the flattest bra in the Lingerie section. 
 
    But the interesting thing was that, if he had filled the cups, even a little, he would look surprising like a girl. 
 
    He had the long hair, it just needed a good brushing and a little styling. His lashes were thick and long, they just needed a bit of curling and mascara.  
 
    I imagined putting eye shadow on him, and lipstick, and I was shocked by the thud in my heart. It wasn’t just control that was turning me on, it was the idea of the bra, the panties…him being made up to be a girl. 
 
    I felt something give inside, a tremor ran through my body. It exploded out of my cunt, swarmed my senses, and I realized: I had just had an orgasm. Not a big crashing one, but a little shock. But it was still an orgasm. The feeling of heat in my cheeks, the desire of the pelvis to buck. Oh, my, God! There was power here, and sex, and something else. 
 
    There was a piece of me that was perverted. There was something in me that wanted to take this boy and dress him up. Put make up on him. Make him walk in heels and prance and dance and… 
 
    Behind me, the computer watched silently. Sending images into the cloud even as it recorded. 
 
    “What…what are you going to do?” 
 
    Yet he still sat in bra. He hadn’t tried to put the hoodie back on. There was something in him that loved it. That wanted it. 
 
    He was a boy who responded to humiliation. 
 
    “I want you to go to Make Up. Get a basic ‘House of Chimera’ make up kit. Bring it back here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Or I will send the security footage to your grandmother.” 
 
    He turned pale all over again. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    He stood up, then, “Can I put on my hoodie?” 
 
    I almost buckled with laughter. He was so cowed he had to ask. 
 
    “Please do. I don’t want the rest of the world to know that the grandson of Mrs. Emily Standish is sissy.” 
 
    He blushed then. A change from the pale. He turned and, pulling on his hoodie, left the room. And this time he managed to undo the lock. 
 
    While he was gone I rummaged through some of the boxes at the side of my office. Whenever room in the warehouse got tight we placed returns and irregulars in my office. It was convenient, especially when we returned them to the vendors. 
 
    I selected several things, put them on top of the boxes, then returned to my desk. 
 
    On the security cam I watched Eric enter the Make Up kiosk. He spoke to the girl there, who laughed, then he picked up a small box filled with the basics of House of Chimera make up and left the area. 
 
    A couple of minutes later he was back in the office, and I didn’t have to tell him to lock the door. 
 
    “On the conference table,” I told him. 
 
    He placed the kit on the shiny surface and turned to me. 
 
    “On the middle crate there are clothes. Put them on.” 
 
    He froze. “What?” 
 
    “If you wish to survive with your secret intact, without your grandmother finding out about your perversion, you will do exactly as I say, and quickly and without hesitation.” 
 
    Still, it took him a moment to move.  
 
    At the crate he picked up a garter belt. 
 
    “Go on. Take off your hoodie and pants and shoes.” 
 
    “But…why?” his face was a picture of fear.  
 
    “Because if you are going to dress like a little girl, I will help you.” 
 
    Yet there was no nonsense on my face. Even as I told him to do what he so desperately wanted to do, I wanted no mistake about who was in charge. 
 
    Slowly, he took off his hoodie and pants, toed off his shoes. He was beautiful The bra and panties set off his skin color, emphasized his gentle frame. But that hair. I needed to brush it out. 
 
    He stepped into the garter. 
 
    “Nylons are next to the dress.” 
 
    He took the nylons and went to a chair. He sat down, opened the package, and began expertly rolling the nylons up his legs. 
 
    His shaved legs. 
 
    “You’ve done this before,” I stated. 
 
    He nodded his face, his face was so red it looked like the burners of a stove. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    “The dress.” 
 
    He went to the dress, held it for a moment and stared at it. He stepped into it. 
 
    It fit perfectly. It was a shimmery blue with a criss cross top. It was built for cleavage, but there wasn’t much cleavage to show. I wondered what I could do about that. 
 
    “Now the shoes.” 
 
    He stepped into a pair of four inch high heels. I was pleased to see that his knees didn’t bend. Good. He was used to wearing heels. 
 
    I noted, as he stood there, the bump in the front of the dress. One more thing I was going to have to do something about. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    He did so, and I stood up. I rounded the desk and walked towards him. His eyes were round, like a deer’s when the light hits it. 
 
    Slowly, I brushed the tangles out of his hair. I tried to keep my back to the camera, but I knew I was going to have to do some editing with the final product. 
 
    “How long have you wanted to be a girl.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    He was serious. 
 
    “Then why the cross dressing?” His hair was brushing out nice. I tried to give it a wave and was partially successful. 
 
    “It makes me horny.” 
 
    “And you don’t get horny being a boy?” 
 
    “I get hornier being a girl.” He was whispering, but he was answering my questions. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was so red and embarrassed, and trembled every once in a while, we could have been two girls trading make up secrets. 
 
    “So you get horny, then you jack off. Have you ever had sex with a woman?” 
 
    “Yes. Well, sort of.” 
 
    He was getting comfortable with telling me the truth. 
 
    “Sort of?” 
 
    “I came too quick, before…before I could put it in her.” 
 
    I nodded, stepped back and inspected his hair. “So you are a pervert, a cross dresser, and a premature ejaculator.” 
 
    In a day filled with red faces, he was red yet again. 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “But you are, and it’s okay. You’re not a manly man, so you can’t be expected to control your sperm.” 
 
    He was silent at that. I had called him a sissy, told him he wasn’t manly, and, sitting there in full dress he certainly didn’t look very masculine. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” he finally asked. 
 
    “Making your dreams come true. Turn this way.” 
 
    He turned his chair and I sat down in front of him. I cracked the seal on the make up kit and took out items. 
 
    “Are you going to…to…” 
 
    “I’m going to make you up. Any objections.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    There wasn’t anything he could say to that, and I began moisturizing his face. 
 
    “You have wonderful skin,” I said as I cleaned out his pores and creases. 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Soft, good color, no zits to speak of.” 
 
    “I pop them.” 
 
    That was more than I wanted to know. 
 
    “Girls don’t ‘pop’ zits. They use soap and water and clean themselves.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    I put on primer, then a liquid foundation. His skin absorbed everything perfectly. House of Chimera was an excellent product, and this particular kit seemed perfect for male faces. 
 
    Concealer, a little powder, then the delicate job of applying bronzer. 
 
    His face was changing. Shadows were shifting from the masculine to the feminine. His lips looked fuller under the coloring of his skin, his eyes, so big and expressive, were ready for make up. 
 
    I shadowed them, lightly, a greyish color that made his eyes mysterious. That hair. I needed to do something about it. 
 
    He sat silently, and I wondered what he was thinking. 
 
    I knew what he was feeling. The bump in his lap was throbbing. Visibly throbbing. I knew he wanted to take it out and stroke it. If he made himself horny by wearing a bra, then being made into the full package must be exploding his groin. 
 
    I worked on those delicious eyelashes. Mascara made them even longer, as long as fake eyelashes, but obviously not fake. 
 
    Then I put on the lip stain. 
 
    Lip stain. Longer lasting than lipstick. 
 
    Then a touch of gloss to make the stain stand out brighter. 
 
    I stepped back and inspected him. 
 
    He looked, except for the bulge in his panties and dress, like a girl. A flat girl, but maybe there was something we could do about that. We had falsies in the Ladies Department, but I was thinking more along the lines of real flesh. Maybe hormones. I wanted his cleavage to show. 
 
    “Well, Erica, would you like to see yourself?” 
 
    He nodded. And now he was trusting. He had been made into the image he had of himself. 
 
    “Go into my bathroom. On the back of the door is a mirror.” 
 
    He stood up and walked. “Place your feet as if on a line.” 
 
    He did so, and his ass swayed delightfully. I smiled and licked my lips. I felt close to another mini-orgasm. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror, and I took a position next to him. We stood there, two beautiful women. Actually, I hate to admit it, he was better looking than me. Except that he was flat, and he had that damned bump in his dress, and his hair. 
 
    We turned sideways and my breasts really did make the difference. Hmm. 
 
    “Okay, enough. Come back into the office.” 
 
    He followed me and I pointed to the chair in front of the desk. 
 
    I sat in my own swivel and said, “Cross your legs at the knees. You don’t want to flash anybody.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I turned the monitor and he could see the office…and himself. 
 
    Underneath the makeup he turned ashen. Not just red with embarrassment, but pale with fear. 
 
    “You didn’t.” 
 
    “I did.” I smiled.  
 
    He stared at the screen, I hit a few taps on the keyboard, and the scene shifted backwards. He saw himself, in bra, telling how he had discovered cross dressing. 
 
    We traveled through his humiliation. The dresses, him telling how everything made him so horny and how he couldn’t stop himself from cumming too soon. Then the make up. Finally, the finished product. 
 
    A young, beautiful woman. A woman who, quite honestly, took my breath away. 
 
    Eric was motionless, like a statue, the whole time. He watched himself revealed, discovered, shamed and embarrassed. 
 
    “Lighting is good. I can do a bit of editing. What do you think? Should we upload to Youtube? Let the world know about you?” 
 
    Tears began to seep from his eyes again. He was going to ruin his make up, but I didn’t care. He needed a lesson in make up repair. 
 
    “I tell ya, you’d probably get a million hits in a couple of hours. Girls would love to see a boy changed into a girl. Think of the giggles and titters. 
 
    “And the boys would really love you. Can you imagine? A million boys staring at their computers, their chairs tilted back, their hands inside their pants beating frantically. Can you imagine how much sperm would shoot onto the computer screens of the world?” 
 
    He was sobbing again. And I understood. He felt betrayed. I had taken his secret, exploited it, and now I was cruelly using it against him. 
 
    Never had a boy felt so hurt in the history of the world. 
 
    But I didn’t intend to hurt him. I just needed to soften him up so I could further use him. 
 
    He was better than a vibrator. My insides were shaken, stirred, and ready to pop. 
 
    “Or…” 
 
    He looked up through the film of tears.  
 
    “Or what?” A bare whisper. 
 
    “Or you can do what I say. Everything. Instantly. Exactly. If you do that. then maybe, just maybe, this video won’t find its way onto the net. And maybe, just maybe, your grand mother won’t see what a sissy fop you are.” 
 
    “Please,” he whispered. “Please. “I’ll do anything you say.” 
 
    “I know you will, and I smiled, and I suffered another delightful, little mini-orgasm.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lunch time,” I announced. 
 
    Eric turned and started for his male clothes. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Lunch,” he looked surprised. “I need to change back.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked confused. I walked across the room, bundled up his man clothes and walked out of the office. I didn’t say anything, just left him to stew. 
 
    What would he think? He was dressed like a woman, I knew he would be afraid to leave my office. In fact, if I had my bets down, I would guess that he would hide in the bathroom, or maybe even the closet. If somebody came in and saw him…. 
 
    First, I went to the warehouse and tossed his hoodie and pants and shoes into a dumpster. That handled that. 
 
    Then I went to the salon and talked with the girls there. I arranged for two of them to stay late. I didn’t tell them why, but they would find out. They were happy, too. A little overtime is a wonderful thing. 
 
    Then I went to lunch. 
 
    I had a salad. Bits of chicken, greens, avocados, onions, things like that. Delicious dressing. 
 
    I’m not a big eater, but I ordered a large size, and I had them box up the remains. I tossed a crust of garlic bread into the box, then headed back for the office. 
 
    I was right. He was in the closet. 
 
    I sauntered across the room and sat down behind my desk and waited. 
 
    He peeked out from behind the closet door. Only his beautiful eyes showing, it looked like there was a girl hiding in the darkness. 
 
    Finally, he opened the door a bit, and realized that I had left the door to my office open. 
 
    “Can you close the door?” he whispered to me. 
 
    “Nope.” I smiled. 
 
    It took him a minute, he was so scared, then he darted out, closed the door and locked it. He turned to me. “You left me alone!” He was angry, but I wasn’t worried. The anger of a little girl wasn’t much when compared to the anger of a CEO of a major department store. 
 
    “Why didn’t you come with me? I would have bought you lunch?” I acted all innocent. 
 
    “You know why.” 
 
    I didn’t want to put up with the anger, so I said, “Shut up or I’ll have security drag you kicking and screaming out of my office. 
 
    He shut quickly. 
 
    “Now then, I have—“ 
 
    “I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, I boxed up some leftovers for my cat. I guess you can have them.” I handed him the box of left over salad. 
 
    He took it, opened it up, and blanched. 
 
    “Salad? And it’s already eaten!” 
 
    “There’s plenty left for you. Or I can give it to my cat.” 
 
    What a quandary he was in. To eat somebody’s scraps…but he really was hungry. He said, “Do you have a fork?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He stared at me. He was figuring out his place in the new order, and he didn’t like it. 
 
    But what choice did he have? 
 
    He put the box on his lap and began to pick out bits of chicken. 
 
    “You can take what you want, but eat all you take.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Eat your greens.” 
 
    “I don’t…you…” 
 
    I stared at him with a lifted eyebrow. He broke. 
 
    He lifted up a wilted piece of lettuce and put it in his mouth. 
 
    “Excellent,” I said. “Now, you have to learn to eat like a lady. Try not to muss your lipstick, and eat only small amounts at a time. And eat with your mouth closed. 
 
    Little tears appearing in his eyes, he nodded and complied. 
 
    I watched his fingers put little portions of salad into his mouth, and I smiled. I was going to fix those fingernails, but good. 
 
    “Now then, I have work to do.” 
 
    I picked up the phone and tapped the button for my secretary. “Lana? Could you bring in the Johnson file?” 
 
    Eric was on his feet, staring at me, once again pale and washed out. 
 
    “What, you…” 
 
    He heard Lana’s heels clicking on the vinyl floor outside my office. He turned and ran for the closet. He barely made it. 
 
    Lana strode across the the room and placed a folder on my desk. She saw the remains of my lunch. “Are you done with that?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    She picked up the box and put it in the trash. 
 
    The closet door was open a crack, and I knew Eric was watching. I thought I heard a groan. 
 
    “Let’s go over the procedures for the meeting this Saturday.” 
 
    “Okay, let me get my notes.” 
 
    She walked out of the room. 
 
    The door was open. Eric looked out of the closet, saw the open door and his shoulders sagged. 
 
    “Did you want your lunch?” I asked innocently. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just glared at me. 
 
    “And I better not catch you with your heels off after this.” 
 
    He said a word, it sounded like a curse word, then closed the door. There wasn’t much room in the closet. There was a stack of files, a set of golf clubs, a few odds and ends. He was going to have to stand up. Poor boy. 
 
    Lana returned and we proceeded with our task. 
 
      
 
    We talked for a good two hours and, at one point, I heard something that sounded like somebody moving in the closet. I wondered if he had his high heels on. He’d better. Then I returned my attention to the planning of the Saturday meeting with advertisers. 
 
    Finally, we were done, and Lana headed back to her desk. As soon as she was gone Eric crept out of the closet. He moved stiffly, and was obvious sore from standing in the same place for so long. 
 
    And he had his heels on. 
 
    He went to the door to my office and closed it. 
 
    “Don’t lock it,” I commanded. Seeing him, so sexily dressed, woke up my horniness again. God, I was going to need a good session with a vibrator. The big one. 
 
    “But I have to lock it!” 
 
    “I am not about to shut myself off from the world just because you’re a pervert.” 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    “You can leave now.” 
 
    “Leave?” 
 
    “Go. Vanish. I’m sure you have things to do.” 
 
    “But…I can’t!” he whined. “Not like this.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed.” 
 
    “I look like a girl.” 
 
    “You are a girl,” I spoke emphatically. “Now, get out before I call security.” I put my hand on my phone. 
 
    He broke then. His knees buckled and he knelt on the floor in front of me. “Please! Don’t make me! I…I…” his voice was a whisper, but rising. I knew that I had pushed him too far, and that he was going to have a psychotic break. I backed off. 
 
    “Very well. You may live in my closet.” 
 
    Relief flooded his features. He stood up and went to the closet. He started to take the boxes out. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I need some space!” 
 
    “Then don’t be in the closet. Right now my files and golf clubs are more important that your sissy hide.” I spoke dismissively. 
 
    His shoulder slumped. My pussy felt like it was going to squirt yet again. 
 
    He stepped into the closet. I could see how little room he had. 
 
    He pushed things around, then closed the door. 
 
    I picked up the phone. I had a few calls to make, and the door opened. 
 
    “Do I have to be in here right now?” 
 
    “Of course not. I’m not a jailor. Feel free to wander wherever you wish.” 
 
    He didn’t wish to wander far. He merely stepped out of the closet, pulled a chair over to it, and sat down. 
 
    For the next hour I made phone calls, talked to bankers, suppliers, and one call to his grandmother. 
 
    “I just wanted to touch bases with you, Mrs. Standish. We haven’t spoken for a month, and I thought…oh, of course. Yes, everything is going fine. No, nothing new has happened. A bit of pilferage in the Ladies Lingeries, but I think I’ve got that handled. 
 
    I winked at Eric, who was sitting there with his full attention on my conversation. 
 
    “No, no arrest. But I have plans to make the culprit suffer.” 
 
    The conversation  went on, and shortly I hung up. 
 
    “Your grandmother says ‘hi,’” I said. 
 
    Eric didn’t say anything. 
 
    I stood up and started for the door.  
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Talk to some department heads. Why don’t you come along? It would do you good to learn a little bit about the business.” 
 
    He shook his head and was frozen in place, his face suddenly panicked. The mere thought of being exposed was too much for him. What a shy boy, I thought, and I giggled. 
 
    The afternoon passed. Fast for me, but as slow as death for Eric. He stuck close to the closet, darted in if he even heard footsteps outside the door, and didn’t speak. Doubtless, he was waiting for the day to end, for a chance to get his clothes, wherever they were, and go home. And I wondered if he would even have the courage to return to work on the morrow. 
 
    Finally, I pushed back from my desk. “I do so love 5 o’clock. I have so many things to do tonight.” 
 
    I started for the door. 
 
    “Wait!” panicked again. 
 
    “What?” I had one hand on the doorknob. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    “But what about me?” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “I need to go home!” 
 
    “So…go.” 
 
    “But I need my clothes!” 
 
    “You’ve got clothes on.” 
 
    “But I need my man clothes!” 
 
    “But you aren’t a man. You’re a little girl. You’re sort of cute, too.” 
 
    He blushed. 
 
    “Very well, if you want clothes you can doubtless find some in the returns boxes.” I pointed to the three crates at the side of the room. I knew that they were all ladies clothes. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, and I walked out. 
 
    And went home, had dinner, took a long work out on my Peloton, and watched ‘Breaking Bad’ on the computer.  
 
    Seems like TV is getting worse and worse. All the stupid programs, the canned laughter, and the constant political BS, I had stopped watching TV, even canceled my provider. Now I watched only shows that I selected. And I was MUCH happier. 
 
    Finally, a half hour left, I read a trashy novel. Currently I was into Alyce Thorndyke, and man, she was a read and a half. Such steamy erotica. but I didn’t give in to the urge and tickle off. I still had things to do, and I wanted to keep my edge. 
 
      
 
    I returned to the department store and passed through the gate just before security locked up. 
 
    People were all turning in their registers, heading for the exits. The end of a long day. 
 
    I stepped into admin and entered my office. I opened the closet and found Eric cringing. He thought I was somebody else, that he had been discovered. 
 
    I chuckled and went to my desk. 
 
    He came out of the closet timidly. He still wore the same dress, the same nylons, but he didn’t have the high heels on. 
 
    I looked at his feet and cleared my throat. He darted back into the closet, leaned against the file boxes and slipped his heels back on. He came out of the closet again. 
 
    What a difference a day made. He had been a smirking brat, a spoiled idiot, and now his face was timid and scared. 
 
    And I realized: Boys are rude and obnoxious. Girls are polite and well mannered. 
 
    “Why are you still here?” 
 
    “I was just going to leave.” 
 
    “Well, leave.” 
 
    He crept to the door. Crept, like in scared. He cracked the door and looked out. A few people were still gathering purses and heading for the exits. He closed the door. 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “No. You can’t.” 
 
    He looked at me. “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “First off, I want to compliment you. You make a much prettier girl than a boy. As a boy you were slovenly, wore ragged, dirty clothes, didn’t care about your appearance. As a girl you have much better manners. I think we’re going to keep you a girl.” 
 
    “You can’t!” he breathed. 
 
    “But you like it.” 
 
    “But I’m a boy….a guy! I’m a man!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” I snickered. 
 
    He didn’t know what to say then. He just stood still, stricken, trying to understand what had happened to him. He had woken up this morning with a filthy habit, and that habit had been blown into full transvestism. He had woken up a boy with a sneaky habit, and now he was a full blown girl. 
 
    “Has everybody left?” I asked. 
 
    He looked out the door. “Yes.” 
 
    “Excellent. Come with me.” 
 
    I walked out of the office. He stopped at the door. I stopped and chided him. “Come along. I don’t have all night.” 
 
    He followed me out of admin and down the center aisle. 
 
    The center aisle, main street of the department store. Usually a bustling highway of customers. He crept along, scared, glancing in all directions. 
 
    I walked quickly, loving the sound of my heels on the aisle. Click. Click. Click. I stopped. 
 
    His clicks were more like clish. Clish. Clish. 
 
    “You really have to learn how to walk.” 
 
    “I’m walking,” he returned, a trace of bitterness in his voice, but his tones low. 
 
    “You need to make a clicking sound, not a ‘clishing’ sound. Like this.” 
 
    Click. Click. Click. 
 
    He tried. He got a curious look on his face and tried. And he actually improved. Got a couple of clicks for every couple of clishes. I smiled. 
 
    Through the store we went. Me clicking, and him practicing his clicks. I glanced to the side and caught sight of him in the mirrors lining the big room. He was even trying to walk correctly, his feet in line, his ass moved delightfully with his efforts. 
 
    I turned into the beauty salon. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” 
 
    “Sit down,” I pointed at a chair. 
 
    Hesitantly, he sat down. I tilted the chair back, and lifted his hair into the sink. Laid back like that his bulge was large. I shook my head sadly.  
 
    “Close your eyes so I don’t get soap in them.”  
 
    He did so. 
 
    I began washing his hair, and Sally and Jesse came out from the back room. They wore no shoes and made no sound. 
 
    Sally positioned herself to the side, she was going to do his nails. Jesse stood on the other side of the sink and, at a nod from me, she took over his hair and continued his rinse. 
 
    I waited a minute. He didn’t notice anything. 
 
    Sally looked at Jesse and pointed at Eric’s bulge. They both suppressed giggles. 
 
    “I’m going to go get something.” I turned and took a couple of steps, and it hit him: how could I be washing his hair and walking away at the same time?” 
 
    He tried to sit up, but Jesse had his hair in a firm grip. He merely succeeded in banging his head on the edge of the sink. 
 
    “Hey!” His eyes bulged as he saw Sally and Jesse. 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.” 
 
    He tried to struggle, but Sally pushed his chest down and Jesse pulled his hair back. They had good control of him, so I left. 
 
    I sauntered through the store. The lights, on automatic timer, were clicking off, but there were still the lights over the aisle, and a few other lights to help me see. 
 
    I went to the section where we kept breast forms. I had a pretty good feel for chest sizes, and I selected the largest set of forms that I thought would fit Eric. I then went to the bra section and picked out a larger size. This was going to be delicious. Eric was going to be delicious. 
 
    And, as I walked back to the salon I found that my thighs actually felt slippery. I had had three mini-orgasms, was constantly wet. And I felt like the Queen of the May. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? There is absolutely NOTHING like the sex and power of making a boy into a girl. You don’t even have to fuck them, and they are under your big and heavy thumb. 
 
    When I returned to the salon the girls were chatting away, ignoring Eric as they did their magic. 
 
    “Hi, Joanna. Say, how long did you want his nails?” She had almost finished sanding and fixing the cuticles. 
 
    “Longest you’ve got. And make them bright red. They’ll match his panties and bra. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    Eric gargled, “I don’t want long nails.” 
 
    “But they’ll match your lips,” Sally said. “Besides, it’ll feel really good when you take care of your little pal there.” 
 
    “What pal?” 
 
    “That one,” she patted his groin, the bump in his dress, and he jerked. 
 
    “Careful, girlfriend. I’m doing his highlights.” Jesse cautioned. 
 
    They giggled and I smiled and put the breast forms and bra on a chair. “We need to put these on him when you’re done. And use this glue. It won’t last long and he’ll be able to take the forms off.” 
 
    I held up the bottle of glue and the girl’s eyes widened, then they giggled again. It was the super duperest, strongest glue available. His titties were going to be staying on for a month. 
 
    “What glue? What?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Erica. We’ve got a little something for your flat chest.” 
 
    “Oh.” And there was a world of wonder and fear and anticipation and timidity in that simple acknowledgement. 
 
    I went to my office then, and explored hormones on the internet. There were some strong ones, offered to reduce his penis size, but I didn’t want that. That had to be his choice. 
 
    But his chest was my choice. I selected fast acting hormones that would grow his boobies in a month, and yet not interfere with his ability to get hard. 
 
    Ordering done, I returned to the salon. They were just finishing up. 
 
    He…she, Erica, was thin, but with large boobs. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, gentle swirls of blonde mixed through his dark locks. but it was the eyes that did it.  
 
    In being made over, in looking in a mirror and seeing not a boy, but a woman, his mind had…snapped? Is that a good word? 
 
    His eyes were wide, innocent, like a deer looking up at the hunter and saying, ‘really? You’re going to shoot me?’ 
 
    We all smiled. Then I frowned. “He’s still got that damned bump in his lap.” 
 
    We all frowned then. 
 
    Erica still stood. Mouth slightly opened, she licked her lips, a nervous reaction, but it looked so sexy, like she was licking her lips before…before sex. 
 
    “We could make him wear a couple of pairs of extra tight underwear,” Sally offered. 
 
    Jesse blurted, “We could tie it back, like one of those drag guys.” 
 
    One of those drag guys. Just her saying the words made Erica blink. 
 
    “Oh, hell,” I said. “Why don’t we just get him off.” 
 
    Erica’s head swiveled back and forth between the three of us. He had been feminized, and in the feminization all his perverted, little dreams had shattered. And now we wanted to… 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me?” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “We could make him get himself off.” 
 
    “That’s the chintzy way,” Sally responded. 
 
    I said. “Why don’t you girls just play with him a bit, see what happens. 
 
    They looked at each other in delight. 
 
    “You’re going to play with me?” His voice squeaked. Made him actually sound like a girl. If had drawn out the squeak it would have been one of those excited girly squeals. 
 
    “Unless you’d like us to go sell you on the street,” I stated haughtily. 
 
    I was fooling, he should have known that, but his mind was so messed up he thought I was serious. “No! Please, not that!” 
 
    Sally moved first. She lifted up his dress and nodded at Jesse. Jesse pulled down his panties. His cock, large and actually dripping, stood out like a parking meter. 
 
    “Careful, girls. He’s a premature ejaculator.” 
 
    The redness in Erica’s face was wonderful. Humiliated, embarrassed, even shamed, and now I had said that. 
 
    “Am not,” he tried. 
 
    The girls looked at me. 
 
    I shook my head. “Find out for yourself.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then Sally grabbed his cock. Jesse, no room left on his shaft, grabbed his balls. 
 
    Erica groaned. 
 
    “He’s going to blow,” I warned. 
 
    And he did. Two strokes, that’s all it took, and his knees bucked and his cocked surged. A thick stream of cum came out of the slit and hit Sally on the chest. 
 
    She looked down at her breast in shock. His semen continued to pump out, and shortly her tits were soaked. 
 
    “Told you so,” I chanted with a laugh. 
 
    We all laughed then, and the girls tucked him back into his dress. 
 
    Erica stood, shoulders slumped, a look of shame on her face. She was humiliated and defeated. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Erica is reassigned. She is going to spend the next month being your assistant. Make sure she’s always dressed to the max, that her make up and nails are absolutely perfect. 
 
    The girls nodded. Interestingly, they had each grabbed one of Erica’s hands. My little sissy boy was making friends. I saw, then, that I was doing him a favor. Any time he had a bulge it was going to be handled, and these girls were going to teach him everything he needed to know about hair, cosmetics, and how a woman should look and comport herself. 
 
    I left then. I went out to my car and drove home. I was confident that the girls would take care of Erica. They would get him home, and they would make sure he was at work on time, and perfectly dressed. 
 
    I knew they would because I had seen it in their eyes. I had seen the heat as they dressed him up, and when they had jacked him off, I just knew they were getting all hot and bothered. I knew because, darn it, it was making me all horny. 
 
    So I went home and got my trusty vibrator out. The big one. I pushed that sucker into my hole until I had the biggest cum of the day. The biggest one I had had in years, for that matter. Then I had another one. 
 
    Finally, I slept. 
 
      
 
    The next week was delightful. I watched on the security cams and saw how Sally and Jesse, and the other girls of the salon broke Erica out of her shell. 
 
    It started with a trip to the warehouse. Get some more products. 
 
    Oh, it was hilarious. The way she darted from nook to cranny through the store, tried to stay on the edges of the building and away from everybody. 
 
    When I saw that I hurried out and intercepted her just as she was about to enter the warehouse. 
 
    “Erica, how are you doing.” 
 
    She stopped and stared at me. “”I…I’m fine.” 
 
    The entrance to the warehouse is at a busy junction, workers bring product in and out, the main aisle just a step away. 
 
    “And how is life as a girl?” 
 
    A passing customer glanced at us, Erica felt that glance, and then passed on. 
 
    “She didn’t even care that you are a girl,” I noted. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “You should embrace your femininity. Heck. Unless you tell somebody, they would never know that you’re a…you’ve got some funny apparatus down below.” 
 
    “I…oh…I—“ 
 
    “What is it, Erica?” 
 
    She looked around. then: “Some of the people that work here. they’ve already figured it out.” 
 
    “Well, of course they have. Do you care?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    It was a question she couldn’t really answer. 
 
    “I just do.” 
 
    “Well, let me ask you this…do the people who know care?” 
 
    “Well, they look at me.” 
 
    People look at pretty girls, especially sexy ones, like you.” 
 
    That stopped her. I think that may have been the first time somebody actually complimented her so boldly. Maybe she had been called pretty, but sexy? That twiddled her pork chops. 
 
    “I’ve got…Sally’s waiting for me.” 
 
    “Of course. I didn’t mean to hold you up.” 
 
    I sauntered away. I knew she was staring after me. I could see it in a pillar mirror on my right. 
 
    The look on her face, surprise, an under current of warmth, consideration of my words. 
 
     
 
    The next week she was officially out of the closet. As a transitioning person. She was surprised when guys talked to her, and were even interested in what she was going through. She was absolutely floored when some of the guys even flirted with her,                
 
    And girls seemed to seek her out. They treated her like a pal, like she was one of them.  
 
    Well, of course. She was, wasn’t she? 
 
    The third week it was getting to me. 
 
    I watched her, and knew that when I had set her free, turned her over to the girls, I had given up control of a source of horniness. 
 
    I vibrated myself at the end of the day. I was still horny and wet over the thought of what I had created, but the feeling was waning. 
 
    That heady rush of control, of power transmuting into sex, it was dwindling. 
 
    And, like a junky needing a fix, I needed to reassert myself. 
 
    Yet, what could I do? She was no longer terribly embarrassed, or worried about being discovered by her co-workers. She was happy. 
 
    What could I do? What? 
 
    In the fourth week I discovered what. 
 
    I was sitting at my desk, staring at the computer. I was hot inside. So hot my juices were flowing. I hadn’t played with myself for a few days, a sad attempt to bring my heat under control. 
 
    Erica walked into the office. 
 
    “Ma’am? Sally wanted me to turn in this report on that new hair gel.” 
 
    I stared at her. I wanted to rip my clothes off and jam my fingers into my cooch. 
 
    She stood there, oblivious to the heat welling in my groin. 
 
    “And how is it?” I wanted her in the worst way. 
 
    And, here’s where it gets odd, I had visions of her as a girl, and yet knew there was a gigantic cock just waiting under that dress. Waiting to be released, to be rammed into my pussy. 
 
    “It’s excellent. Customers have remarked how silky their hair feels.” 
 
    Silky. She had been a he, rude and stupid. Now she was a girl, considerate and polite. She minded her manners, was considerate of others, and always looked good. Heck, she had a whole department store of products to choose from. 
 
    I snapped. Call it a moment of insanity and you’d probably be right. 
 
    Suddenly I didn’t care about the store. I didn’t care about stupid Mrs. Standish. I didn’t care about products and vendors and returns and…and anything.  
 
    I just wanted my pussy taken care. 
 
    And I wanted it taken care of by the delicious creature standing before me. 
 
    “Close the door.” I growled. 
 
    I think my voice was so hungry, so growly, that it frightened her. 
 
    Her eyes wide, she ran to the door and closed it. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    She came running. From a brave boy who would jack off in the bras with impunity, she had become a timid, little dove. 
 
    I pushed my chair out from behind the desk. “Get on your knees.” I lifted my skirt. I pulled down my panties. “Well?” 
 
    She dropped to her knees in reflex. I grabbed her wavy hair and pulled her into my box. 
 
    “Eat me good. Eat me right!” 
 
    God, it felt so good. Her tongue lapping at my slit. 
 
    “Suck my clit.” 
 
    She sucked on my button. Her red lips nibbling, her white teeth pulling. 
 
    I pulled my blouse apart, the buttons sailing across the office, and I unleashed my mammaries. I grabbed the nipples and pulled. 
 
    Erica was having a hard time breathing, now that my hands were busy she managed to back off. 
 
    I grabbed her head again. “Don’t stop!” 
 
    She gobbled me then. She had breath and she put her plump lips to work. I felt myself starting to shiver down there. Juices poured out of me, and ignition was here, all I had to do…the only hump, a little one, and I could…I could… 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Erica didn’t hear it, but I caught it, and I tried to sit up, but Erica was eating me so ferociously I couldn’t. 
 
    Mrs. Emily Standish stroke into the office. 
 
    She was ninety years old, yet her back was straight and her eyes were gleaming. She was one of these people with a fixed, dedicated stare. A little unnerving, until you were used to it. 
 
    Right now, I wasn’t used to it. 
 
    “No…no…” I tried to push Erica’s head back, but she was into it now. 
 
    Mrs Standish sat down, leaned forward, her hands on the top of her walking stick, and said, “Don’t stop for me.” 
 
    Erica’s head popped up and she turned around. Her jaw dropped. 
 
    “Hello, grandson. How are you?” 
 
    Erica stumbled and fumbled with words. “I’m….okay…how are…you?” 
 
    The old dowager leaned forward even further. “Imagine my surprise, when I checked the security cams and found a rather interesting event.” 
 
    Oh, crap! I had totally forgotten! The old lady had a direct link into our security system. She trusted me, but always held a little back. 
 
    She looked at me. “You have made my rather worthless grandson into a little girl.” 
 
    I said nothing. My job was gone. My career was kaput.  
 
    “Then I find an interesting order. Somebody used the store account to send for a very specific batch of hormones. It took me a while to figure out what they were for, but I did.” She glared at Erica, then turned her attention back to me. 
 
    “Have you started giving them to him?” She jerked her chin at her grandson. 
 
    “No,” I was defeated, slumped in my chair and in spirit. 
 
    “And why not?” 
 
    “Because it is his choice. I was going to, but then I realized…he might not want to be a girl.” 
 
    “Hunh!” She looked at Erica.  And back to me again. “Imagine my surprise. My rude, little fart of a grandson, can’t get him to do a damn thing, and suddenly he shapes up. He starts being polite. Starts working and figuring out the business.  I couldn’t get him to do that, but you…you did it.” 
 
    “Huh?” My head jerked up. 
 
    She turned to her grandson. “I’m not so considerate as her,” she jerked her chin at me. “You will start taking those hormones. And you will do everything Joanna says. And you will be happy about it. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” polite, like a girl. 
 
    Emily Standish stood up. Straight back, firm, pointy chin, a fixed glare in her eyes. 
 
    “Well, carry on.” She turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    Erica and I stared after her. Stunned. 
 
    Erica turned to me, but didn’t say a word. 
 
    I turned to her. “Well, I guess that’s settled.” 
 
    She said, “I guess I’m going to be a girl.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    Neither of us spoke for a moment, then I said: “Is that okay with you?” If it wasn’t I wasn’t going to administer a bunch of hormones. People have choices. Even rude boys like Eric. 
 
    She got a far away look in her eyes. I realized she was thinking. I hadn’t seen her do that much. “Well, I guess so. I mean, I like it, and everybody treats me better than when I was…you know.” 
 
    “I know,” I answered. 
 
    “And Sally and Jesse, and even a few of the other girls give me lots of hand jobs. In fact, I’m getting so many hand jobs that it’s getting harder for me to cum. I might even be able to stop being so…premature.” 
 
    I listened as he thought his way through the situation. 
 
    “And I think it’s only a matter of time until I get one of them to screw me…” 
 
    “So do you want to be a girl?” 
 
    “Yeah. I think I do.” 
 
    I nodded. It was a good decision, not for everybody, but it was certainly right for him. “Then there’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    I grinned, “Finish eating my pussy.” 
 
    Happily, he agreed. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It started innocently enough; I was turned on by my wife getting dressed. 
 
    We had been married a half dozen years, lot of love there, and a lot of sex. 
 
    Lately, though, the sex had been diminishing. Diminishing in spite of the fact that she was truly coming into her own. She had made partner in her firm, was pulling in high profile cases, and the resulting flush of victory, the power in her stride, the way she smiled, so ‘I rule the world,’ it was turning me on even more and more. 
 
    So why was the sex diminishing? 
 
    Because I was static in my career. I sold cars, and in the beginning I sold a lot, but my interest was waning, she made more money, she was always getting ready, she had knock ‘em dead gorgeous, large breasts (Like I ain’t kidding!) and strutting out of the house like a sexy bombshell. 
 
    And I just didn’t feel worthy. I mean, we had started on a level, but now she was out classing me. She was out of my league, far out, and I didn’t feel worthy. 
 
    And it all came to a head one sunny morning. 
 
    We had just had great sex. For her.  
 
    I had eaten her to a frothy peak, suckled her tits, kissed her endlessly, and then, because I wasn’t pouncing on her pussy with my dick, she pushed me on my back and rode me. 
 
    She bounced, tilted her pelvis, corkscrewed, got every square inch of my dick. She pulled her tits and slapped her pussy, and in the end, she arched her back, tilted her head back, and opened her mouth in a silent scream of pleasure. 
 
    I went over baseball cards in my head. 
 
    I held myself back. I tightened my muscles and tried to act passionate even as I divorced myself from the pleasure. 
 
    I managed it. Just as she was able to throw herself over the top of the mountain and have a glorious orgasm, I was able to hold myself in. 
 
    And, let me tell you, with a woman with the face of an angel and the  body of a goddess it was hard. 
 
    And, not to toss puns around, when she looked down at me, contemplated me, then rose up off me, it was still hard. 
 
    She sat for a moment, biting her lip, studying me like I was a hostile witness about to be interviewed. She sighed, stood up and went into the shower. 
 
    God, I was like steel down there. Being fucked and not cumming, I was standing up like a redwood tree. 
 
    I considered jacking off. I could do it quick, while she was in the shower, or I could do it later, when I had the time to…do things to myself. 
 
    Later. Maybe with a little porn, as if I needed that with her luscious presence in my mind. 
 
    She finished her shower, I watched her take the towel off her head and release those gorgeous locks, they tumbled down over her shoulder like waves on a golden beach. 
 
    She dried her legs, bent over so her breasts drooped, but only for a moment. When she straightened up they rose to their proud position. Big, but not saggy. Oh, Lord. I felt the heat in my groin all over again. It was moments like this that made me wish I had cum. 
 
    She tossed the towel in the hamper, giving me a view of her world class ass. Not too big, but round, firm from all her work outs, a man stopper in the best sense of the word. 
 
    She came back into the bedroom, and, I swear, I almost swooned. I was so damned horny. I wondered if I could hold my cum, not jack off, all day. I would be so fucking hot, and desperate, and as the day drew out it would just get better and better. 
 
    She entered her closet and picked out a pair of panties, a thong, gave her a thrill to have that strip rubbing her rectum all day. She stepped into them, pulled them up snug and wiggled a bit. That wiggle almost drove me insane. 
 
    She took a garter from where they were hanging on the back of the closet door. She stepped into them, took down some stockings and came out of the closet. 
 
    She sat on the back of the bed and rolled them up her sleek stems. I reached out and touched her back. I sat up and massaged her shoulders. 
 
    “Mmm,” she groaned. 
 
    She turned then and kissed me. Her lips were the height of sensuality and my hard cock throbbed as I felt her flesh on mine. 
 
    She pulled her face back and stared at me, contemplative, then finished rolling up her stockings. 
 
    She went back to the closet and took out a bra, a shelf bra. She liked to wear shelf bras in court and in negotiations. She would wear a jacket over, but open in the front. She wouldn’t deliberately flash an opposing lawyer to distract him, or show a bit of tit to a judge she wanted a favorable decision from, or let the jury catch a glimpse of her fullness…like hell she wouldn’t. She was a lawyer who knew her business, she worked all the angles and always came out on top.  
 
    She was a driven woman. 
 
    “I’m going to quit and sell cars on the internet.” 
 
    She came out of the closet, pulled up a pencil skirt and almost killed me with the sheen of her legs. 
 
    “Is that good money?” Told you. Driven. 
 
    “It’ll be better than what I’m making now.” 
 
    “Have you ever thought about opening your own car dealership?” She sat down in front of her make up table. This was the part of the morning that I liked best. I loved to watch her do her magic, to transform her face from merely stupendous to out of this world. 
 
    I walked over and pulled a chair to the side so I could watch her better. 
 
    I loved to watch her apply a little TLC to her perfect flesh, her sparkling eyes, her full lips. 
 
    “Maybe some day. I’d have to deal with car companies, get backing,  it’s a big undertaking.” 
 
    “Will selling cars on the net aid you…or slow you down.” 
 
    I thought about it. “Actually, it will help me. It will teach me things I don’t know, and I can see, if I make certain contacts, it could be a big boost. That means going to seminars and conventions, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    She had applied foundation, was working on blush. Her hands moved quickly, but gently, and the color came into her cheeks. My penis, of course was starting to drip. 
 
    She suddenly looked down at my crotch. She reached down with a soft brush and pulled it over the top of my head. 
 
    I shivered and my cock jerked. I truly thought I was going to cum. 
 
    She put the brush aside and began working on her eyelids. She chose a delicate grey and gently transformed her eyes, made them smokey and mysterious.  
 
    I gave a shiver, which I knew didn’t escape her trained eye, and watched as she picked up her lipstick, but she didn’t apply it. She swiveled on her chair and faced me. 
 
    “Tom, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Wrong? Nothing’s wrong? Why do you ask?” 
 
    Everything was wrong. I wasn’t cumming, I was jacking off when I did cum, and I was withholding myself from her. 
 
    She leaned forward, her face mere inches from mine, and she applied her lipstick. I watched as the golden tube moved across her lips, leaving a red, moist color. Built in plumper, though she didn’t need it. 
 
    I licked my lips, and realized that I was staring at her lips. 
 
    And she knew it. She was expert at cross examining, and she had just worked her magic on me. I was a trembling, sweaty mess, my dick was surging, out of control, fucking the air. 
 
    “What’s going on, Tom. Tell me.” Her voice was soft, yet penetrated my soul. She had put all her lawyer wiles into it, made the witness, me, love her, which was easy because I already did love her. 
 
    “Nothing’s going on,” I tried, my voice wasn't steady, though. 
 
    She smacked her lips, never took her eyes off mine. “I feel sexier and sexier every day. I am alive with lust for you, yet we make love less and less, and when we do…when we do you usually don’t cum. And if you cum you act all grumpy, like you’ve been caught doing something wrong. 
 
    “Now, Tom. I’m a patient woman, and I love you, but enough is enough. You will tell me right now.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing,” I bubbled in false cheer, trying to get past the moment. “It’s just something I’m handling on my own.” 
 
    “You’re going to handle it with me. Right now.” 
 
    “I’m just going through something, and…no need to bother yourself ab—“ 
 
    “Tom.” 
 
    Still I held on. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my cock. Her soft hands brought a thrill to my heart. My cock jumped. It was already dripping, wanting to spew, and I was out of baseball cards, especially with her incredibly beautiful face inches form mine, and those lips, with that lipstick, and… 
 
    “Tom. If you don’t tell me right now then I’m never going to let you cum again.” 
 
    “UNNNHHH!” I shivered, like a dog shaking off water, and my cock spewed a massive cum shot. It just went out, through her grip, messing her hand, and getting on her nylons. 
 
    “Uh….uh…uh…” I kept roping, but not so forceful. That first shot had been the home run, these were all singles and doubles. 
 
    Stunned, Tammi looked down at the dripping mess in her hand. 
 
    She looked at her nylons, a big glob of goo sliding down her beautiful legs. 
 
    She looked at me. Her eyes were wide, her mouth was open, she was stunned. 
 
    “Huh…huh…” and I finished. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.” I hung my head. 
 
    A moment passed, a long moment, full of…thoughts. 
 
    She gently touched my chin, lifted my head. Surprise was gone, and thoughtfulness was in her features. “I understand now.” 
 
    “No, no…” I protested. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me. A firm lip plant that she normally didn’t do for fear of messing her make up. 
 
    She drew back. “I understand everything. And we can talk tonight.” 
 
    She stood up and took off her stockings. 
 
    “But….I’m sorry… can’t we…” 
 
    She smiled, and it wasn’t a sad smile, and said, “Don’t worry, Tom. I understand, and we’re going to have a good talk tonight. So just relax.” 
 
    She stood up and stepped into her heels. Her calves popped and I stared down at them. 
 
    She giggled then. She touched my face, a light caress of the cheek, her red fingernails making my heart throb. “Don’t worry, Tom. I’m going to take care of you.” 
 
    Then she walked out of the bedroom, picked up a short jacket in the hallway, her briefcase, and…out the front door. 
 
    I, of course was a mess. She was going to take care of me. What did that mean? And what did she think she understood? Well, I would find that out tonight. And it scared the hell out of me. And would scare me all day. And I didn’t even know what it was that was scaring me. 
 
    And that’s how it started. 
 
      
 
    Lawyer’s sometimes work long hours. They get in the middle of a trial, there’s research and planning to do, and Tammi would put in long hours. 
 
    She wasn’t, however, involved in a big case right now. A couple of weeks she had a big one coming up, but for right now she was taking it easy, arranging her schedule as she wished, and today she wished to get off early. 
 
    It was only three o’clock when I heard her Beemer trundle into the garage. That was earlier than usual, and I shut down the computer and went out to meet her. 
 
    She entered the kitchen with a smile and a large bottle of champagne. Expensive champagne. Bollinger La Grande Annee Brut 2012. And, not to draw this out, the official champagne of James bond. 
 
    “Well, what’s this?” I greeted her cheerfully, giving her a quick kiss and taking the bottle. 
 
    “It’s the first day of the rest of your life, baby. Now open that bottle of fizz and let’s get down to business.” 
 
    She went to the bedroom to change and I reached into a drawer and took out a corkscrew. I screwed the pig’s tail into the cork, worked it gently, and…POP! The cork was out. 
 
    I poured two flutes, placed the champagne in the frig and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Tammi was wearing a filmy negligee, her shelf bra lifted her breasts and caused her nipples to rub against the material. She had told me that made her really horny. Just looking at her sitting at her make up table and applying lipstick made me gulp. 
 
    Applying make up? But she was home from work. She usually relaxed and didn’t bother with make up. 
 
    “Have a seat, lover,” she motioned to the chair I had sat in that morning. 
 
    I placed the champagne on the table and sat. 
 
    She looked at me, smiled, and placed one hand over my flute, and lifted the other one to her lips. 
 
    Absolutely enthralled, I watched as her lips nibbled at the edge of the glass. She lowered the glass, and the red imprint of her lips was thick upon the rim of the flute. 
 
    “I’m not going to drink?”  
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re going to drink. Here.” She held her glass out to me. I looked at the lip print, my cock was surging, and I looked at her. 
 
    “Turn it so you have to drink over my lips. It’ll be like we’re kissing without touching.” 
 
    I actually groaned a little at that. I raised the glass and, her eyes fixed on mine, I touched my lips to her…lip print. 
 
    She smiled. “Drink more.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Finish it.” 
 
    I drained the glass, set it down on the table. I felt the cold liquid slide down my throat, burst in my stomach, and within literally seconds I was flushed, feeling the blood rushing through my body, into my face. 
 
    Tammi smiled, and reapplied lipstick, thickly. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    That was easy to do. I stood and shucked my pants, slid out of my underwear, threw my shirt somewhere, and sat back down. 
 
    She had taken a drink from the remaining glass of champagne and she held the glass out to me. 
 
    “Drink, but slowly this time.” 
 
    Her lips were again on the rim, I stared at them, was fascinated. I was kissing her without kissing. It was incredibly erotic, to have something without even touching it. I lifted the glass and sipped slowly. 
 
    “Good,” she said, “let’s go. Bring the bottle.” 
 
    Stood up, and when I stood up she grabbed my penis with one manicured hand. She was holding her golden tube of lipstick in the other. She left the other glass, we would be drinking from only one, and led me out of the room.  
 
    She led me through the house, and I was having trouble walking. My knees were weak and my cock, even though I had cum just that morning, was pulsing. 
 
    She looked back at me, giggled, and led me out to the patio. We sat down on a lounge chair, both of us. She was sitting with her back to the back, and I was sitting facing her. Our legs were spread and she stroked my cock softly. 
 
    I groaned with the sheer, intense pleasure of it all. 
 
    Our faces were close. We drank. Her pouring the champagne, drinking a bit, but having me drink the lion’s share. Shortly I was riotously drunk. 
 
    She kept putting on fresh lipstick, sipping, or kissing me, and continued stroking my cock, stopping when I got too close. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I said, at one point, thoroughly intoxicated and in love. 
 
    “God won’t help you now, buster,” and she giggled yet again. I might be drunk, but she was giddy with…with something in her mind. A hidden secret. 
 
    I was too hypnotized by her beauty, and the scene, to even think about finding out what she knew. But she was going to tell me. 
 
    “Did you look into selling cars on the net?” 
 
    “I did,” the world was slanting slightly. 
 
    “Does it look good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good. Quit your job and give it a try. If you don’t make money I can support us.” 
 
    I stared at her, drunk, in love, and I couldn’t help it, I began to cry. 
 
    She put the glass aside, leaned toward me, and asked, “What’s wrong, Tom.” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing.” 
 
    She was holding my cock, my tears were splattering on it, and she said, “If you don’t tell me then…” she let go and emphasized her words, “I’m never going to let you cum again. 
 
    I began to jerk, my hips thrust forward, fucking the air. I had an orgasm, but without the sperm. I was empty, but my urges couldn’t be denied altogether. 
 
    She watched me, her lips pursed, a quirky smile on her face. 
 
    I bucked, and shuddered, and then sort of caved in on myself. I sat there, all slumped over. Tears gone. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my cock again. She began to stroke it, and it stayed hard. 
 
    I stared down at it incredulously. 
 
    “You had a dry cum, lover. An orgasm without the squirt. Your body is empty, but your mind still wants to cum.” 
 
    It was true, I felt on edge all over again. 
 
    “Now, tell me what is wrong.” 
 
    Still, I couldn’t. But I didn’t deny that something was wrong. I just shook my head and remained mute. 
 
    “Then I will tell you.” 
 
    Huh? how did she know what was wrong with me? 
 
    “Tom, do you remember when I first graduated law school?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “I was doing pro bono work for the county, and I had all sorts of cases.” 
 
    I remembered. We had spent much time discussing them. It had been fascinating. 
 
    “There was one case I never told you about.” 
 
    I tilted my drunk head. Secrets coming out? 
 
    “Do you remember the name Ricardo Lopez?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “He was a bad person. Beat his wife so bad…he ended up on the docket. I ended up interviewing him. A lot.” 
 
    “So?” I was curious. My dick was throbbing, I felt like cumming again, though I knew it would probably be a dry cum,  yet I still wanted to hear what she had to say. There was something here…something I was being set up for. 
 
    “Nearly a hundred hours of sitting and letting him spew, of getting down to his motivations. After that I had countless meetings with psychiatrists who explained things about Mr. Ricaro Lopez.” 
 
    “What things?” 
 
    “Ricardo had started out being a cross dresser. Dressed in his mother’s dresses, wore her lingerie.” 
 
    Now I was frozen. I wasn’t a cross dresser, but her words were piercing me. 
 
    “Do you know what motivated him?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A feeling that he wasn’t worthy.” 
 
    “Wasn’t…” my mind was shocked, and yet in overdrive. She had stated my exact feeling. 
 
    “Now, we don’t know why, or how, but that motivation led to his becoming a cross dresser, and, eventually a wife beater.” 
 
    “But I don’t…don’t understand.” 
 
    “Tom, there is something in you that doesn’t feel worthy. That is causing you to draw back from me. Maybe it’s the disparity in our salaries, maybe it’s something else, but it’s there.” 
 
    I was silent. What could I say? 
 
    “Tom, do you want to wear my clothes?” 
 
    “No.” In truth, I had never even thought about it. 
 
    “Well, you’re going to.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to start making you wear articles of female clothing, and you’re going to come to grips with your feelings of…not being worthy.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Not wear women’s clothes? Or not feel worthy?” 
 
    I was confused, but that’s the way she wanted me. I was drunk, and she was pushing it. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    She was stroking me, squeezing my testicles rhythmically. She kissed me softly, and I tasted her lipstick. 
 
    “You will, lover. Now, I want you to do something.” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “Just follow my instructions and I will prove something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She smiled. She let go of my cock, unscrewed the golden tube and held it to my lips. She slowly painted my lips. 
 
    My heart felt like it was stopping, my cock was throbbing. 
 
    She said, “If you don’t let me dress you up…I will never let you cum again.” 
 
    “UNNNHH!” and this time semen actually dribbled out. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke with a groan. That’s the thing about champagne, it sometimes leaves a nasty reminder of its joys in your head. 
 
    “Well, well, look who’s coming to breakfast.” 
 
    Tammi was already sitting at her make up table. 
 
    “Oh, man,” I moaned. 
 
    She finished her lipstick—I had missed the show, damn it!—and turned to me. 
 
    “Come look in the mirror.” 
 
    I groaned some more, wanted to go back to sleep, but there was something in her voice that compelled me. I stood up and walked into the bathroom, and stopped, and woke up all the way, and even the pounding in my head went away, so great was my shock. 
 
    I was fully made up. 
 
    I had lipstick, eyeshadow, and my face was smooth and blushed. 
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    Tammi came in and stood next to me, one hand on her hip in a saucy pose. 
 
    “Of course, you shouldn’t sleep in make up, we’ll have to wash the sheets, but you can do that today.” 
 
    “I need to get this off!” 
 
    “I know, it’s a bit much for a first time. So I’ll show you how to get rid of it, but first, you have to promise me something.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She reached to the back of the bathroom door and took down the negligee she had been wearing the day before. She held it out to me. “Put this on.” 
 
    “I’m not—“ 
 
    “And you must wear it all day. No other clothes.” 
 
    “But what if I have to leave the house?” 
 
    “You’re working on the internet now, and you don’t have to go anywhere. Unless you want to show off your new uniform?” She giggled. 
 
    “I’m not going to…” but there was something in me that was perking up. Something telling me to…to… 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    She ignored my words and put the sleeve up one of my arms, then pulled it up and helped me insert my other arm. 
 
    She stepped in front of me and bumped into my dick. 
 
    I looked down. She looked down. 
 
    “Mikey! I think he likes it!” She laughed, then reached down and started to stroke me. 
 
    I groaned. Then: “What about removing this goop?” 
 
    “Use the jar of cold cream on my table. You don’t need a lot. There are washcloths on the sink. And I’ve got to go to work. It’s Friday and I’ve got some meetings. I have no idea when I’ll get home.” 
 
    She kissed me, gave me a final squeeze to the nuts, a hard one that buckled my knees, then walked out laughing merrily. 
 
      
 
    All that day I was confused. Yet I was alert and able to think, but the thoughts were…weird. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a girl. 
 
    Did I? 
 
    I didn’t want to wear woman’s wear, but then why did this negligee cause me to be so erect? 
 
    Because it was rubbing my nipples and my cock. 
 
    Still,  mostly on remote, I managed to do some work. 
 
    I called the car dealership and told them to send me my last check. Well, I couldn’t go pick it up, could I? 
 
    I burrowed into the net, exploring the job of selling cars on the net. It wasn’t a big field, but people were doing it, and there did seem to be potential. 
 
    All morning I tried to stay focused, naked but for the filmy negligee, my cock hitting the table under the keyboard, my penis actually oozing pre-cum. 
 
    I had just cum the day before, and cum so much that I was dry. Yet I was already manufacturing baby batter. My cock told me so. 
 
    It was the negligee. It was the rubbing of the sexy material, it was…it was good. It felt so damned good. I found myself thrusting my hips as if I was fucking, and groaning a loud. 
 
    Then, lunch time, I was tired. I had been fighting my urges all morning. I had been struggling against the idea of wearing women’s clothes. 
 
    I closed the windows having to do with finance and car sales and opened up Nudevista. I typed in ‘cross dresser.’ 
 
    A sad window opened up. Yet I knew this wasn’t all. I typed in ‘Trans,’ then ‘Transexual,’ then ‘Tranny.’ 
 
    My interest began to perk. 
 
    There was the usual cock sucking and butt fucking, but there was more. 
 
    Men wanting to be women. Men with tits. (That one made me hard. Or maybe I should say ‘harder.’) Men who looked like women. Men who REALLY looked like women. 
 
    I felt things crashing in me. I felt attitudes shifting. I felt my world thrown into the air and landing in an entirely different position. 
 
    Could it be true? Could I be a closet crossdresser? A Tranny in the making? Was there something wrong with me? 
 
    Yet it didn’t feel wrong. 
 
    I didn’t feel like I identified with being a woman. 
 
    Yet what was happening? 
 
    I began exploring the net, typing in a variety of terms, slowly honing in on various…things. 
 
    Men who took hormones and became women. With a working dick. Without a working dick. 
 
    Yikes! I was a horny bastard! I wanted my dick to work! 
 
    Men who got castrated. 
 
    I almost screamed in my head at that one. 
 
    But it made me understand something: I wanted to be made up, dressed up, and that was what made me horny. 
 
    All those mornings of watching my wife make herself up, get dressed in such sexy clothes…I wanted that. 
 
    I wanted to feel beautiful. 
 
    I wanted to feel worthy. 
 
    I was a guy, and maybe some people would consider me handsome, but I wanted to feel beautiful. 
 
    I wanted the world to be a beautiful place. 
 
    I wanted to feel worthy. 
 
    The phone rang. I checked, and it was Tammi. 
 
    “Hey, lover, have you given much thought to what we talked about this morning?” 
 
    There was so much confidence in her voice. And I could see her in my mind’s eye, sitting behind her desk, powerful, beautiful, Her legs up, the ankles cross, the bottoms of her feet showing. 
 
    I could imagine people, both men and women, coming into the office. Seeing her legs so presented, then she lowered them, hid them behind her desk. 
 
    I could feel the heat of those people. They were in the presence of a powerful, beautiful, worthy person. 
 
    I wanted to be worthy. 
 
    “I’ve thought about it a lot.” 
 
    “Any specific thoughts?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve given my notice, and I am willing to be your canvas. Do you wish to paint? Do you wish to create a work of art?” 
 
    “Oh, lover, do I. You’re making me so hot I’m dripping.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    I love you more, and lover…?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ll be coming home in a while. Get ready.” 
 
    I smiled and hung up the phone. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    A load off my mind, I was able to work that afternoon. I went on chat rooms, sent emails, and thoroughly explored the idea of selling cars on the internet. The big problem was that there were so many big companies doing it. Still, I knew all sorts of ways to get myself to the top of Google, I had connections that would enable me to get any car I needed. It was possible. A lot of work, but…this was starting to look good. 
 
    And it helped that my chest felt so light, and my dick was so hard. 
 
    By 6:30 I was through for the day, and Tammi arrived home shortly after I shut down the computer. 
 
    “Hey, babe, time to get dressed. We have a party!” 
 
    “Party?” 
 
    “One of the partners. Celebrating an anniversary or something. Come on.” 
 
    We went into the bedroom, had a long shower where I tickled Tammi to a cum, and she stroked me to a ‘not cum.’ 
 
    I laughed, feeling so fucking horny, and she threw some clothes at me. 
 
    “What?” I actually blushed as I held up garters and bra. 
 
    “I’m going to be thinking of you all night,” she responded. “And when we come home you’re going to make me squirt my brains out.” 
 
    “And what about me?” 
 
    “What about you?” she spoke humorously, laying on the haughtiness, snapping her fingers dismissively. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later we were dressed and ready to go. She put her hands on my shoulders. “Good. You can’t feel the straps, but I wouldn’t take your jacket off.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I promised. Her bra had big cups, and though the bra was stretched around my chest, and the cups were stretched, there was saggy material on my pecs. 
 
    I placed my hands on her shoulders, let them slide down to her boobs. I hefted them lovingly. “Oh, baby. I am so jealous.” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll let you worship them tonight.” 
 
    “Oh,” I felt my cock throb. This talk of denying me was driving me crazy. 
 
    “Maybe,” she laughed at the expression on my face. 
 
    We set off for the party with her driving. Usually we took my car, but she told me to let her take the lead, that we were changing our relationship, and I should get used to it. 
 
    It was weird being in the passenger seat. I had plenty of time to have my own thoughts, and my mind wandered in different directions than when I drove. 
 
    Still, I was drawn to Tammi, and I wound up sitting half sideways, one leg up, staring at her. 
 
    She was such a stunning woman. And she was confident. She wheeled that car, powered off the stop lights, and hummed with power and self-assurance. 
 
    “What,” she asked, very aware of my admiring gaze. 
 
    “I can’t believe how I feel.” 
 
    “Do you like all that sexy underwear under your clothes?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “You like the way the material slides against your nylons? The way the garter straps hang and hug you?” 
 
    “Heysoos. Women have it great.” 
 
    “And you should have it great, too. I did some research, you know.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Spent my lunch hour researching men who wanted to turn into women.” 
 
    “What’d you find out?” 
 
    She glanced at me, hit the brakes, turned the wheel, and circumvented herself around a stupid driver. 
 
    “The testosterone count of males is dropping. Severely. One per cent a year since 1980. 
 
    I was struck silent for a moment by that figure. then: So I’m at about 50% of what I should be. 
 
    “Maybe, depends, but, judging from the changes you are going through, your mental attitudes, I’m no psychiatrist, but…I would sat yes. Maybe more than 50%” 
 
    “Why more?” 
 
    “Because I put a lot of soy in your diet, other things that girls love, but men don’t, but which you, poor, trusting you, ate.” 
 
    “Wow.” I thought about that. 
 
    “And maybe that explains what you feel. Simply, call it diet, call it adverse effects of medicines and vaccinations or whatever, you are losing testosterone, and estrogen is effecting you.” 
 
    “Double wow.” 
 
    “Which leads me to this: Do you want to beef up your testosterone? Or your estrogen?” 
 
    That stopped me. I hadn’t thought about hormones, but…but that was the choice. 
 
    But, honestly, I felt it was more than simply chemistry. I think what happened to me was natural. Heck, who was to say: did my testosterone level effect my ‘female mind?’ Or did my mind effect my testosterone level? 
 
    I thought it was my mind effecting my levels. 
 
    “So what are the yays and nays?” 
 
    “Testosterone will work, but there is impact on the heart. There is a danger of heart attack. Estrogen may be safer, but there is a danger of shrunken penis.” 
 
    “God, I don’t want to lose my peeny!” 
 
    She chuckled. “I think, if we are careful, and very selective, we can avoid the shrunken penis possibility. And, to tell the truth…my little, dirty secret?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve always had a hankering for a woman.” 
 
    I stared at her. We were getting close to the party. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t mean like lesbian. I just love the idea of making love to a woman, and the fact that that woman will have a big, strong erection, well, if I was much wetter I’d slide right off this seat.” 
 
    My turn to laugh. What a way to express herself. 
 
    “So what do you want? Testosterone or estrogen?” 
 
    “Sounds almost like a ‘tits or dick’ choice.” 
 
    “I suppose so.” 
 
    We were on her partner’s street now, and I decided. “I think I’d like to explore the estrogen angle. We can always back off if we need to. It’s hard to back off from a heart attack.” 
 
    “Okay. I know some doctors and they will be free with their advice, and I think we can find our path on this little adventure.” 
 
    She pulled up behind a car. Her partner’s house was a two story affair and all the windows were bright with light. We could see people chatting and drinking. It looked like a good night. 
 
      
 
    The party was a good one. Lots of people, lots of liquid cheer, the kind of party where people asked, ‘Did you really do that?’ the next day. 
 
    I knew a lot of the people, and I renewed acquaintances, listened to people expound, laughed at a couple of lawyers talking about Repub vs Dem, and generally had a good time. 
 
    I didn’t, however, drink much. My policy, in soirées like this, was to drink one bourbon and Coke fast, then sip Cokes for an hour or two, then another shot, and so on. 
 
    Besides, it gave me the wherewithal of mind to appreciate the feeling when I walked. Tammi had threatened to make me wear high heels, and I thought about that. Being taller, looking down on people. Definitely a powerful concept, and I wondered if that was why women wore the things. I mean, they aren’t the most comfortable shoes in the world, but it did raise women to the level of men, physically. I would have to ask her. 
 
    A tap on my arm. “Hey, handsome. Let’s dance.” 
 
    It was a girl I had seen from a distance, but didn’t know, and didn’t know anything about. She was shorter than Tammi, had dark hair in a sort of elongated bubble cut, and large boobs. I liked that, so I took her in my arms and we whirled out onto the patio. 
 
    We danced for a moment, I saw Tammi over her shoulder, leaning against a post, and winked at her. She winked at me. 
 
    “My name is Lisa.” 
 
    “I’m Tom. A pleasure.” 
 
    She was dancing close, maybe a little too close, but I was high, and how can a guy feeling large breasts pressed against him object? 
 
    “Say, is that a bra under your jacket? Do you want to turn into a woman?” 
 
    My mouth was open, my face was frozen, I turned so red you could have hung me on a Christmas tree. 
 
    She giggled, she was hugging me now, I could dance, but not escape. 
 
    “I just love men who embrace their feminine side. I’d like to see a man with big tits. Would you like big tits?” 
 
    She looked up at me, but I was helpless, speechless. I wanted to lay down on a rug, roll it around me, and jump out to a dumpster. I have never, never, in my whole life, felt so bared, so embarrassed, so befuddled. 
 
    Then she was laughing, and turning me, and we were right next to the post. Tammi started laughing, really laughing, and Lisa laughed, and, finally, I laughed. 
 
    I wasn’t laughing as hard, and I was still embarrassed, but it was plain they had pulled a major ‘gotcha’ on me. 
 
    Finally, they went to a chortle, then just stood there grinning. 
 
    “Man,” I muttered. “I don’t ever…” I shook my head. 
 
    They chuckled some more, high fived, then Tammi said. “This is Lisa Rothberg. ‘Doctor’ Lisa Rothberg. 
 
    “Glad to meet you, Doctor Lisa.” 
 
    “That certainly was my pleasure.” 
 
    “I’ve known Lisa for years, and she is the doctor I had in mind when we were talking about testosterone and estrogen and the hormones you might need. 
 
    “Wow. Things happen fast, don’t they?” 
 
    “They do, if you want them to,” said Lisa. “Let’s talk about you and figure out a basic game plan. I can schedule tests in the next couple of days, and we’ll find the bestest, fastest way to get you big titties, and yet not interfere with that big cock of yours? 
 
    I blushed. 
 
    “You could feel that?” 
 
    She laughed. “If I had been any closer I would have been behind you, and yes, I felt your big bruiser poking into me. I can’t wait to ‘examine’ that.” 
 
    And so the die was cast. 
 
      
 
    That weekend was one of the most interesting of my lives. 
 
    Saturday morning Tammi had me do the Nair thing. I washed every hair on my body, under my chin, into the drain. God, it felt wonderful when I slipped into a dress after that. I could feel the material brush against my skin, electric, and Tammi merely said, “Wait until you put some nylons on. You’re going to cream your panties.” 
 
    Speaking of panties, I wore a tummy shaper. I wasn’t a fat person, and I didn’t have much of a belly, but it helped me see the potential when I looked in the mirror. I could see myself with the hips flared and the big bosom. 
 
    Saturday afternoon Tammi and I had a few drinks and played with make up. 
 
    She taught me about colors and blending and all sorts of things. She taught, but I knew it was going to be a while before I learned. But it was absolutely fascinating to see myself in war paint, my eyelashes thick and  long, my eye shadow matched to my skin color and hair. 
 
    And the lips. Oh, my Lord. I have always had a thing for moist, red lips, and I thought my cock was going to pop when she plumped them up and applied lip stain. 
 
    “Lip stain?” I asked. “What’s the difference between stain and regular lipstick? 
 
    “Lip stain lasts longer. You can make your lips bright and juicy with a little gloss, and stain lasts longer.” 
 
    “How much longer?” 
 
    “It’ll start wearing off right away, but you’ll probably have redder lips than usual when you go see Lisa.” 
 
    “Hmmm. And double hmmm.” 
 
    She laughed. “Chicken Little?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I am. I guess I’ll have to work my way through it.” 
 
    She nodded, kissed me gently, then looked at me, then kissed me long and hard. 
 
    I was in a dress, with female underwear, fully made up. My chest was flat, but my dick was a huge, old bone. The tummy shaper wasn’t going to cure that. 
 
    We broke for air, and she gasped, “I’ve got to try something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got to fuck you.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “As a woman. I have to see how I feel. And there’s something else I have to do.” 
 
    What that something else was I had no idea, and no chance to find out, because she was suddenly all over me. She pushed me onto the bed, took the female superior position, felt my flat chest as if it was stacked, and groaned and stuck her tongue halfway down my throat. 
 
    “Ah….god!” I finally managed. “You’re fucking serious.” 
 
    For an answer she spoke hoarsely, “I’m seriously fucking. Can you fuck me without cumming?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” I was hornier than moose in mating season. 
 
    She frowned. Then: “Okay. I’m going to fix you up.” 
 
    I leaned on my elbows as she ran into the bathroom. She came out a few seconds later with a can and a handful of rubbers. 
 
    “What the…?” 
 
    “Shush. Let me work.” 
 
    She lifted my dress, pulled my shaper off. My dick sprouted up like the Statue of Liberty. Or maybe Washington’s Monument. Whichever one is bigger. 
 
    She sprayed my penis with a mist, then began unrolling rubbers onto it. 
 
    I could feel my dick, and then I couldn’t. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. It’s numbing spray, makes men last longer.” 
 
    “I guess I’ll last longer if I don’t feel anything.” 
 
    She had three rubbers on me now, and was unrolling a fourth. She giggled. “You’re not supposed to feel anything. Only I’m supposed to get off…this way.” 
 
    “This way?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    She had a half dozen rubbers on my unfeeling cock. The rubbers helped hold the blood in my penis and it felt huge. It sort of looked huge, too. 
 
    She greased my penis with lube, then squatted over me. A look of sublime pleasure on her face, a smile bigger than a six year old’s on Christmas, she slid down my pole. 
 
    I didn’t feel a thing. 
 
    It was obvious that she felt everything. 
 
    “How are you doing, Mister King-Sized Dildo?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, this is frustrating.” 
 
    “It’s going to get worse,” and she started to ride me. 
 
    I was helpless under her weight, and she bounced and twisted and moaned and groaned. She pulled her nipples, then leaned down and spoke into my face, “Suck them, you asshole.” 
 
    I sucked. Baby, I sucked, and I used my teeth and pulled them. With my hands I squeezed them and pulled them. 
 
    Then she straightened up and continued fucking me. 
 
    On one hand it was a total blast. I was fucking, and the woman I loved was getting massive amounts of pleasure. On the other hand I couldn’t feel anything. I truly was nothing but a human dildo, existing for my wife’s pleasure. 
 
    For long minutes she rode me, and I could tell it was good. 
 
    “Heysoos!” she moaned. “You feel bigger! You’re stretching me!” 
 
    Then, quickly, she sat straight up, her eyes opened, her mouth opened, and she gasped. 
 
    “Fu…” And she began to cum. Long, hard. The look in her eyes glazed, and her eyeballs actually rolled up a bit. 
 
    I held her, and she kept jerking and twitching. Her pussy muscles held onto me. I couldn’t feel sensations, but I could feel that I was  being gripped by her pussy, and I just lay there and waited. Fascinated. Astounded. Amazed at how horny I was, and how little I could do. 
 
    Slowly, she collapsed. Her backbone just went out of her and she slooped down against my chest. She lay there, breathing hard, trying to recover, gulping uncontrollably. 
 
    For a long few minutes we lay like that, then she began to recover. “Oh, God. That was the best cum I ever had.” 
 
    “Hey, Mikey! I think she likes it.” 
 
    She pinched my nipple. “I think she LOVES it!” 
 
    She rose up off me, as she rose my dick left her pussy, my dick still fully engorged, trapped by rubber and as erect as I had ever seen it. I looked at my penis. “Heysoos.” 
 
    She smiled. “Don’t worry, lover. I’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “For a dick that has no feeling?” 
 
    “Only for a half hour or so. You’re going to have plenty of feeling, probably about the time I get these rubbers off you.” 
 
    She began unrolling the stretchy, little things, one at a time, and it wasn’t long before it was just me, not rubber, standing up from my body. 
 
    “Now comes the fun,” she murmured. “Just lay there.” 
 
    She sat down on a chair and pulled me down so my legs were on either side of her, but my cock was right in her face. She began to stroke me. “Tell me when you can feel something.” 
 
    “Okay,” I gulped. Just because I couldn’t feel didn’t mean I couldn’t see, and the sight of my dick being stroked made me hornier than ever. 
 
    She stroked for long minutes. Took a break to rest her hands, turned on some soft music, and then continued. 
 
    I felt something. I felt a dull something far away, as if it happened to somebody else. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Very lightly,” I answered. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She then held my cock in one hand and rubbed one finger against the underside of the head. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, sensations came back. 
 
    I felt life seep into my tool. I felt the warmth wake up. And I began to feel her single digit rubbing under my head. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” I murmured. 
 
    “It’s going to get better and better. It’ll be best if you just try to ignore it. Take your mind off it.” 
 
    Take my mind off it? Hunh! Okay. 
 
    For a long minute, sensation was back, I managed to ignore the finger insistently rubbing my cock. Then, out of nowhere, I bucked. 
 
    “No, no.” she said. “Don’t do that. Just lay still and feel, and try to ignore me.” 
 
    I couldn’t ignore her however. My head started to grow very hot, and my cock pulsed. 
 
    She wasn’t stroking me, or fucking me, but that magic spot was working. 
 
    I tried to thrust again and she let go. 
 
    “You hold still…or else!” 
 
    “Or else what?” I grinned. “You’ll never let me cum again.” 
 
    She just grinned at that, and rubbed her finger on me. 
 
    Rub, rub, rub. 
 
    When it happened it took me by surprise. One second I was just feeling the throb, the heat, and a cum was far away, then sperm suddenly shot up my shaft. It didn’t squirt, however, it just bubbled over and flowed down the sides of my cock. And even though I didn’t have an explosive cum, I had a long lasting golden feeling. It was very different from what I was used to. 
 
    Tammi giggled, kept rubbing, and then leaned forward and began sucking. She licked the sides of my cock clean, took the head in her mouth, and devoured every last bit of sperm. 
 
    I groaned, and then it was over, and I was left with nothing but that hot and heavy feeling in my cock and in my chest. 
 
    For a long minute we just sat there. Well, I laid, she sat, and then she asked, “How was that?” 
 
    “Hesoos Xristo in a swimming pool filled with sharks. That was the sneakiest, weirdest, most enjoyable cum…” 
 
    “Good. Now, let’s fix your make up.” 
 
    She helped me off the bed, and it was weird. I had just laid there, she had done all the work, for both of us, and yet my body was slow to respond, sluggish. 
 
    She sat me down at the table and worked on me. 
 
    I was a little mussed up, but not bad. 
 
    I said, “So much for not letting me cum.” 
 
    “That was a freebie, for science’s sake.” 
 
    “Science?” 
 
    “Yes. Go put your tummy shaper on.” 
 
    I admired my feminine look for a second, then went to the bed. My tummy shaper was on the floor and I picked it up, stepped into it, and realized something. I looked at Tammi and blurted, “I’m hard.” 
 
    She grinned. “That was what I wanted to find out. And it was probably your last test. If you stayed soft after that, or even felt a desire to put man clothes back on, then we would have needed to re-evaluate. But you not only got excited to have your make up back on, you went right back to being hard. Honey,” she looked into my eyes, “I believe you have the makings of a real woman.” 
 
      
 
    We worked on me the rest of the weekend, and she showed me things about walking, sitting, facial gestures, and subtle things that women know and do. It was quite educational. 
 
    Monday and we got up early. She helped me get ready, then got ready for her day. 
 
    She went to work, drove off in her Beemer, looking sexy and powerful. 
 
    I cleaned the house. 
 
    That’s right. Cleaned the house. 
 
    She told me I had to do it, all day, and in heels. And if I got tired and needed a break, I could read one of her fashion magazines, or maybe watch one of the shows for women on TV. 
 
    Not being a fan of TV, worthless stuff, that, much better to read a book, I read magazines. I envied the models with their sleek looks, I studied the way make up worked on their faces, and I thought about nails. 
 
    Nails. I needed nails. 
 
    Tammi came home for lunch, and to check on me, and we managed to put some long nails on me before she went back to work. Real long nails. And she told me, giggling, before she went back to work, “If you break a nail I’ll never let you cum again.” 
 
    That caused me to laugh, even as my dick grew hard under my dress. 
 
     
 
    Tuesday, and I went to see Doctor Lisa. We discussed everything from family history to RuPaul. When I left I had a hefty list of prescriptions, and the promise that these were not the silly weak ones that were sold on the net, but the real thing. 
 
    I began taking them the very next day. 
 
      
 
    Three months later… 
 
    Internet car sales were up, way up. I was looking for people to hire, and looking for office space to rent. I drove around town, my long hair in the wind. 
 
    Tammi liked to go with me, as long as she got to drive, which I didn’t mind. Heck, it was fun just sitting there and letting people watch me. 
 
    I had C cups, and they were still growing. Definitely a bounce or two, and a lot of admiring looks. 
 
    My dick went through a soft phase, then stiffened up. To control it I usually wore a gaffe, like the female impersonators do, or just wrapped a bit of material around it and tied it back. It was not always comfortable, but it did the trick. No more bulge in my dresses. 
 
    And I hadn’t cum for three months. 
 
    I asked Tammi why, and she said to be patient. So far she hadn’t led me wrong, so I learned patience. Though, I have to say, I was so horny…I was like a goat. I wanted to rub up against things or even hump a leg. 
 
    Which Tammi thought hilarious. 
 
    Still, we were living like two girls, and she had the most glorious cums. Sometimes making me wear a strap on, sometimes using the numbing spray and rubbers. 
 
    I loved sitting under her, being under her control, as she rode me to a frothy squirt. I loved how she sat astride me and controlled me. I loved being beautiful, and sexy, and powerful. 
 
    I, at last, knew what it was like to feel like I was worthy. 
 
     
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” She strode into the kitchen and I went out to meet her. She wore a power suit, manly, strong, and carried a bag. 
 
    “Ooh, what’s in the bag?” 
 
    “I brought you a little present.” She lifted a bottle of Black Maple Hill Small Batch bourbon.” 
 
    I clapped my hands. 
 
    Tell the truth, I preferred a little wine, but since she had made senior partner she had discovered a taste for expensive bourbon. 
 
    She went to the cupboard and took down two glasses. She put a few ice cubes in them. 
 
    “Just a little for me,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and poured half a glass for me. A whole glass for her. 
 
    I went to the frig and pulled out some Diet Pepsi. “I hope you don’t mind, but that’s a little strong for me.”  
 
    I filled the remainder of the glass with Diet Pepsi. 
 
    She smiled at me and said, “Anything my little honey wants…she gets.” She took a big slug of whiskey, rolled it around in her mouth, and swallowed. “Oh, yeah.” She smacked her lips in appreciation. 
 
    I sipped my drink and we walked through the house, arm in arm. 
 
    We went into the bedroom where she took off her clothes, folded them neatly, and hung them up. I watched, loving the sure and positive way she moved. She was so powerful. 
 
    She pulled on a robe, her breasts were big, but she left her high heels on. She liked to be taller than me. 
 
    We walked back out to the dining room and stood, staring out the window that looked out the back of the house. We could see low hills, a few structures above the tree tops. It was a gorgeous day. 
 
    Suddenly she pulled me around, took my breath away, and kissed me. She was strong and forceful, and she felt my tits with one hand. 
 
    “Oh,” I nearly swooned. 
 
    She held me, slightly bent back, and smiled at me. “You sure do turn me on.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. If you knew what you did to me,” I gasped. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to do something to you right now.” 
 
    I looked at her quizzically. 
 
    She finished off her drink, then took my hand and led me back through the house, back to the bedroom. She pushed me down on the bed. 
 
    I sat there and looked at her, wondering what she was planning. 
 
    She threw back the robe and stood there. A powerful woman with large breasts, the heels giving her so much height she seemed to tower over me. I felt so small and helpless. 
 
    She walked into her closet and came back putting something around her waist. 
 
    It was a type of harness and…a dildo? A dildo! 
 
    “Oh, my Gosh!” I whispered. 
 
    “Honey, we’ve been playing around long enough. It’s time we put the finishing touches on.” 
 
    “But…but it’s so big! It’s going to hurt me!” 
 
    “Nonsense. Only for a moment, then it will be the most wonderful thing you ever felt. Now sit up and give me a blow job.” 
 
    Timidly, I sat up and put my hand out. I put it around her penis and pulled it closer to me. I opened my mouth and took in the great shaft. 
 
    At first I gagged, and she chuckled a little bit. “Take it slow,” she advised. “I know how big I am.” 
 
    I did take it slow, I worked my mouth over her penis, getting more and more of it into my mouth. I tried to overcome the gag reflex, and was partially successful. 
 
    Tammi helped me, held on to the back of my head and soothed me and controlled her thrusts so I wouldn’t be overwhelmed. 
 
    Finally, she stepped back and said, “Turn over. All fours. Like a dog.” 
 
    I scampered to comply, and was shortly on all fours, my butt in the air. 
 
    “Nope, won’t work. Feet on the floor and bend over. 
 
    I slid my back feet off the bed and bent over. Tammi put a pillow under my midsection. “There we go.” 
 
    I felt her cock touch my button. 
 
    She pulled back. “Not yet. We need lots of lube.” 
 
    Shortly she was slathering lube in my crack, on the head of her penis, and deep into my hole. 
 
    “Now then, I need you to relax. If you relax it won’t hurt. If you resist then you’ll be fighting me, and we don’t want that. You don’t want to fight me, do you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” I answered, my voice muffled a bit by the mattress. I was face down, scared. 
 
    “Come on, now. Don’t be frightened. This will be quick and easy, and then you’ll know what a real woman feels like.” 
 
    I lay, shivering, my cock hanging over the side of the bed, my ass, and asshole, tilted up. She stroked me for a minute, then moved forward. She placed the tip of her cock against me, and I knew that this was it. We had started with a little crossdressing, and this was where it had led us. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, she moved forward. 
 
    I tried to relax, I counted baseball cards, I kept unclenching my hands, and the head slipped in. It just sort of popped in, and I knew I was impaled. I was fucked. I was doing it! 
 
    Tammi moved forward slowly, and I felt the big, ribbed thing slide through my anal canal. My pussy. 
 
    I could feel the ribs of my hole as her veins rubbed against them. I couldn’t breath, and then I felt her pulling my cock. 
 
    “There, there. You’re doing good. Just relax for a moment.” 
 
    I relaxed, and the feeling was all good. She hadn’t given me much pain anyway, and now I was feeling the exquisite deliciousness of it all. 
 
    I was being fucked. I had a dick in me. I was a woman! 
 
    She pulled out, and I gasped and my heart fluttered. 
 
    She pushed in, and I groaned, and her plastic balls snuggled up against my own. 
 
    In and out. Pulling me inside out, stuffing her dick back in. I couldn’t breath, I was light headed, and I began to move against her. She pushed and I went to meet her. She pulled and I went away. 
 
    For long minutes we did that, then she pulled out. “Turn over,” she said throatily. 
 
    I turned over on my back. She positioned herself and moved the strap on into me. 
 
    Now we could see each other. I could see her breasts and she could see mine. 
 
    “Yours are so much bigger,” I gasped. 
 
    She knew what I was talking about. “Don’t worry, yours will get there.” 
 
    She plowed me for a minute, then, “When they get bigger than mine I’ll let you fuck me.” 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned, dreaming of the time. Tits made the woman. Tits were power. I wanted my own power. 
 
    She took my cock in hand hand, and stroked me. 
 
    In and out, stroking, and I felt myself build up. 
 
    Then she began touching her finger to the underside of the head. I arched my back, but she controlled me, held me down, and focused on fucking me, and touching my cock with her finger. 
 
    I came hard, a massive cum that shook my bones and made my eyes roll all the way back. Great ropes spewed into the air, splattering on me, getting all over Tammi. 
 
    She just smiled, and kept fucking me. 
 
    And, I was done. 
 
    She let go of my cock and drew her penis out of me. 
 
    “Oh, God!”  
 
    She lay next to me then, and I hugged her. I hugged her and held on and didn’t want to ever let her go. 
 
    She pried my hands loose, I wasn’t as strong anymore, and sat back. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Honey. How’s the car business going?” 
 
    “It’s fine. Georgette is learning quickly. I’ve got two more people to be trained. Why?” 
 
    “Well, I have some investors, and I’d like you to turn the company over to them. They’ll probably have Georgette run it, and…” 
 
    She blathered on, and I grew concerned. 
 
    “But I wanted to run it!” 
 
    “No need. We’ll have lots of money.” 
 
    “But why can’t I run it?” 
 
    “Because I’d like you to stay at home. Take care of the house.” 
 
    I stared at her, and finally I managed, “When I started out, when we began this…I wanted to be like you. Worthy, powerful, beautiful.” 
 
    “You are beautiful!” 
 
    “But if I give up my company I won’t be powerful, like you!” 
 
    She smiled. “Power is not all it’s knocked up to be. There are a lot of things I have to do, decisions I have to make. I think it’s better if you stay home.” 
 
    “But I…I don’t—“ 
 
    She shushed me, placed a finger against my lips. “Just do as I say. Clean the house. Grow your tits.” 
 
    I was silent then. This was going to take some getting used to. But I had gotten used to a lot already, right? 
 
    “Oh, and honey?” 
 
    I looked at her. “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ll be out late this Friday night.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “There’s a junior partner in the firm I have to see. We’ll have a little dinner, maybe some dancing.” 
 
    It struck me then. “Are you going to fuck him?” 
 
    She turned and smiled at me. “Well, it’s been a long time since you fucked me, and I have the funny urge to feel a big cock in me. You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Rogers, your transfer came through.” 
 
    “Yes, sir!” 
 
    “Report to Captain Thompson, Vice.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    I turned and left the room. The other patrolmen wouldn’t meet my eyes. 
 
    As I walked through the station I thought about my situation. 
 
    I was 24, youngest guy on the squad. And I was also the shortest. And because I trained for triathalons I was the skinniest. And no one wanted to partner with me because they didn’t feel I could hold my own. 
 
    In a firefight I wasn’t strong enough to tote a buddy off the field. If a couple of gang bangers decided to wrestle, I wasn’t going to be strong enough to do the job. 
 
    It didn’t matter that I had devoted my life to being a cop, and it didn’t matter that I was trained in hand to hand, 8 years of some very brutal karate, they didn’t perceive me as big and strong, and perception is everything. 
 
    So I had volunteered for vice. I would have to wear greasy clothes and smoke dope to do my job. 
 
    Sheee-it! 
 
    But at least. I wouldn’t be looked down or even avoided. 
 
    I arrived at vice and walked in. 
 
    “Yo?” asked a guy who looked like he hadn’t shaved in a month, and whose hair was down to his shoulders. 
 
    “Captain Thompson?” 
 
    He looked up at me. “New guy, eh? Tommy’s across the hall. She’s waiting for you so just go on in.” 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    He stopped his paperwork and looked up at me. 
 
    “What’s it like working here?” 
 
    He smiled. “Best fuckin’ job in the universe…if you can handle it.” 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” 
 
    I turned, crossed the hall, gave a knock on a frosted window and entered a small room. 
 
    “Captain Thompson, Tommy, was a damned knock out. She wore long, auburn hair, definitely not regulation. Her uniform was pressed to a crease, her breasts stretched it. Made up like a movie star, but better looking. Blue eyes, long hair, and killer, red lips. You know the kind I mean, that sensuous curve that makes her look like she loves you every time she smiles. 
 
    “Sam Rodgers, ma’am.” I saluted. 
 
    She laughed, pointed at a chair. “Sit.” 
 
    I sat. At attention. 
 
    She shook her head, gave me one of her killer smiles. “We don’t stand on a lot of formality here. If you see me in uniform outside this office you should salute. I’ll chew your ass out if you don’t. 
 
    “In here, behind doors, or if you see me dressed like a slut, I’m Tommy. It helps keep everybody in persona.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, Tommy,” she pointed those blues at me and I knew there was a bite behind the smile. 
 
    “Yes, Tommy.” 
 
    She smiled. Whew. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve read your record, and the watch commander and the captain…they’re full of shit.” 
 
    “Ma—“ I caught myself, “Tommy?” 
 
    “They don’t really see people as they are, they look for the big frames, the ability to rassle some dirt bag to the ground, that sort of thing. All things that real police should never do. You want to get in a wrestling match with some 300 pound asshole on crack?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Good. Did you study jointlocks and takedowns when you learned Karate?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s what we want. If you ever have to use your shit then we want it clean and smooth. Not a lot of bruises, and in condition to see a judge without worrying about charges of police brutality. 
 
    “Yes.” It felt so weird to not say ‘ma’am.’ 
 
    “How do you feel about sucking cock.” 
 
    That was a blinker. 
 
    “I’ve…uh…never…” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. You probably won’t. But if you do, then just remember it’s just a piece of flesh. Like a finger or a toe. You do it, you swallow, if you’re that good, and you don’t compromise your cover. Got it?” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “You think you can suck cock if you have to?” 
 
    “I…I guess I’ll have to try.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “We’re going to make you into a tranny.” 
 
    “A…” my jaw just sort of hung there, showing my tongue and fillings. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll like it. Every guy does. 
 
    “Now, we’re infiltrating a gang called the Cyclops. The one eye they  wish to be known for is on the end of their dicks. Don’t underestimate any of them, they are bad ass. They like to keep a few women around, and they especially like to keep a couple of trannies around.  
 
    “Are you ready to put on your new identity?” 
 
    “Yes…Tommy.” 
 
    She stood up, and blew me away. Sitting down her posture didn’t present her tits, sort of covered them. Standing up I could see she was one of the most well endowed women I had ever seen. And she wasn’t so big to be too big. She was just right, plus a cup size or two. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend, time to teach you the tricks of the trade.” 
 
    She walked down the hall and keyed into a room. She locked the door. 
 
    A long table stood against one wall. On the wall above it was a mirror, above the mirror were a row of bright, round light bulbs. On the table were trays of potions and lotions, creams and brushes and lipstick and…everything. 
 
    Along the other side of the room was a rack filled with clothes. On a shelf over the rack a row of wigs stood on little stands. 
 
    At the end of the room was a bathroom. 
 
    A man was sitting at the far end. He was wearing a dress and running a pencil under his eyes. He glanced at us. “Hey, Tommy. New guy?” 
 
    “Hi, Jackson. Yeah. Meet T-Rex.” 
 
    Jackson turned and inspected me. He nodded approval. Great name. Tranny?” 
 
    “The biggest and the best.” 
 
    He laughed and went back to his eyes. 
 
    “Here’s where we do our magic. Strip.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Take off your clothes, all of them.” 
 
    I did, and was a little embarrassed by my hard on. 
 
    She laughed. “Hey, Jackson, he hasn’t even started and he’s growing.” 
 
    Jackson laughed, then began putting on lipstick. 
 
    I turned red. 
 
    “Don’t worry, lover. You’re going to get that shit all the time.” 
 
    “And you’ll love it.” Jackson quipped. 
 
    “Yep. You’ll love it. Now, put this all over your body.” She handed me a bottle of Nair. 
 
    Dutifully, I slathered the goo on my body. I wasn’t a hairy sort, anyway, but I would have no hair after this. 
 
    “Get your balls better.” 
 
    I did, my erection wasn’t going away. Tommy didn’t seem to care. 
 
    “Okay, just stand there, tell me when it burns.” She sat down in a chair. “Your non-gang name is Johnny Rogers.” 
 
    “That’s close enough to your real name you won’t have trouble remembering it. You have the same birthdate, the same town you grew up in, but you went to Standish High, not Gregson High. 
 
    “We try to give you a cover that’s easy to remember, but don’t worry. All your records will be changed, your history will be altered, by this time next week your history will be changed all the way back to the day you were born. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    Jackson stood up, put on a wig, and sauntered past us. He winked at Tommy. “Put me in, coach, I’m ready to play-ay-ay-ay.” Huey Lewis and the News. 
 
    Tommy slapped his ass and told him to have a good life. 
 
    She never told anybody to be careful, because, I was to find out, you didn’t succeed if you were careful. Your cover got blown and at best you would be beaten until all your bones were broken. At worse…you don’t want to know worst. 
 
    “It’s burning.” 
 
    “Take a shower. And jack off while you’re in there.” 
 
    “Jack…are you serious?” 
 
    “We’ve got to get your monster down if we’re going to do this. Later I can get you some pills, if it’s a problem. It usually is. Men who dress like women tend to get the biggest boners. Go on.” 
 
    I walked down to the bathroom, feeling really weird, my skin heating up. 
 
    In the shower I watched as my hairs went circling down the drain. Heysoos Xristo. What the heck I had I sign up for? I mean, I had volunteered, everybody told me my height wouldn’t work against me in vice, might even work for me, but…Heysoos! 
 
    I stepped out, dried myself off with a towel that was on a rack and looked fresh, and returned to where Tommy was working on her nails. 
 
    “I sure wish they’d invent a nail that wouldn’t break.” She held her hands up and inspected her work. She turned to me. “Sit there and give me your hand.” 
 
    “I’m going to…okay.” 
 
    I sat, and watched as she painted my nails. She noticed my erection standing up in my lap. She shook her head. “Couldn’t do it, eh?” 
 
    “I…sorry. It’s just too weird.” 
 
    “With me in the same room? Don’t my big tits excite you?” 
 
    I opened my mouth, closed it, opened it, and she laughed. 
 
    “I told you, get over your shit. You can’t be blushing and all embarrassed if you’re going to be T-rex. You have to be a mean ass tranny, ready to fight.” 
 
    “Ready to fight?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you a secret. If you’re ready to fight, you won’t have to. If you’re not ready, you’re going to be fighting. A lot. Other hand.” 
 
    I put my other hand on the table and looked at the one she had just done. 
 
    She had repaired my male nails, given me fake nails that were sharp and pointed, and painted them blood red. 
 
    “Fuck,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed as she worked on my other hand. “I bet you say that to all the girls.” 
 
    A few minutes later, I was always amazed at how fast she worked, both hands were done. 
 
    “Hard shell finish, baby, but they can break. Try to take care of them. Now put these on.” She handed me a thong. 
 
    I inspected the thong. It was like a triangular band aid with a couple of strings. I stepped into the thong. My boner, of course, pushed the material out and made wearing it impossible. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Told you. When I say to jack, then you jack. Stand here.” 
 
    I stood in front of her. My eyes opened when she reached forward and touched my cock. My cock bounced, hard, and she grabbed it with her whole hand.” 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted, my knees growing weak. 
 
    She stroked me, and with her other hand trailed her nails around my head. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Now pay attention. If you have to do this it’s best to get the subject off as quick as you can. Saves on the make up, and if you have an aversion it helps to get it over with.” 
 
    She then grabbed my testicles, squeezed them, and began sucking on the head. Her red lips were bright against my skin, and I watched in fascination as her head bobbed back and forth. Her mouth was moist and I shortly felt the urge growing. 
 
    The door opened and a man walked in. 
 
    “Hi, Tommy. New guy?” 
 
    “Ummm hmmmph,” she acknowledge, around a mouthful of my cock. 
 
    The man sat down at the other end of the make up table and began applying his own make up. “You think the Dodgers will win this year?” 
 
    “Uh mmmuh.” 
 
    “I take it that’s a no.” 
 
    I let loose. My knees buckled and she placed one clawed hand around one of my buttocks and steadied me. Rope after rope shot down her throat. 
 
    “Ahhh….uh…uh…” 
 
    The guy down the table ignored the sounds of my release. 
 
    “They got a new pitcher. I think they’re going to be strong.” 
 
    Tommy moved her head away, swallowed. Licked her lips and swallowed again. “Yeah, but they don’t have any base runners. The Dodgers never win unless they have a good base stealer or two.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Maybe.” 
 
    Talk ceased then as Tommy returned her attention to me. 
 
    “That was a freebie. Next time you’re going to have to do yourself. Pull up your panties.” 
 
    I did, and found that my package was now secured behind the little triangle of material. 
 
    “Okay, here’s the tool you need to use.” 
 
    She held up a small piece of material. It looked like a ribbon. She pulled my panties down and tied it around the head of my dick. 
 
    “Don’t cut off your circulation, then thread it under the ass up the crack like this.” 
 
    She pulled the ribbon and my dick went down and between my legs. She then tied the ribbon to the back of my thong. 
 
    “Your panties have been selected for strength, so this shouldn’t break. But if it does, the worst that will happen is the gang will want to bang you. All of them. So make sure you use new panties often.” 
 
    Then she put her hands under my balls and…lifted. 
 
    “Huh!” I grunted, then they suddenly slipped into my pelvis. 
 
    “Your balls are in the pocket they were in before you grew up and they descended. It feels weird now, but you’ll grow to like it. A smooth front is a blessing. 
 
    She pulled my thong up and told me to go look in a mirror. 
 
    I did, and I was amazed. My front was flat, I had no package to speak of. 
 
    “Not bad, eh?” she stood next to me and grinned. “You can try out gaffes, tummy shapers, things like that. But whatever you do, make sure you masturbate before you go to work. 
 
    I shook my head wonderingly, and admired my now girlish front. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s pop some titties on you.” 
 
    She went back to the bathroom and returned with a pair of falsies and a bottle of glue. 
 
    She put a bra on me and positioned the falsies. She made little marks with an eyebrow pencil, then took the bra off, rubbed glue into my chest and on the back of one of the falsies, then pressed it onto my chest. As she held it in place she said, “We use strong glue. You don’t want to have no stinkin’ accidents. You’ll have to sleep on these puppies at night, but you’ll get used to it. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    She did the other one, and when the glue was dry she told me to go look in a mirror. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I had a boy’s body, but no groin and a pair of nice sized boobs. 
 
    Oh, they looked fake, but Tommy reassured me. “You can blend make up and go low cut if you wish, but I don’t recommend that. You’re going to have enough to worry about without somebody getting upset because you’re not real.” 
 
    That was food for thought. 
 
    The guy at the end of the table suddenly stood up, now a woman, and I realized that these guys worked fast and knew their stuff. He slapped Tommy’s ass and left the room. 
 
    “Now. Make up.” 
 
    Expertly she creamed my face, cleansed it, brushed it, sponged it, and did all the things a woman has to do to look beautiful. And she made it look easy. 
 
    And she explained everything as she went. Finally, starting to work on my eyes, she said, “Don’t worry. In a week you’ll be doing this yourself. It’s not difficult.” 
 
    She painted my eyelids a soft charcoal color, then mascara-ed my eyelashes. She hovered over me as she did this, and I was uncomfortably aware of how close her lips were. 
 
    Finally, she pulled out lip stain. 
 
    “We’re going to make you bright red. It’s lip stain, and it’ll last longer than normal lipstick, and if it fades you can always pop it up with a little lipstick or gloss.” 
 
    She stood back. “Oh, yeah. Miss Knock Out 2018.” 
 
    I looked in the make up mirror and didn’t recognize myself. She had plumped my lips and they looked larger. She had plucked my eyebrows and they were a delicate arch. She had shadowed my cheeks and artificially redistributed my face fat. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry, you’re not my type,” she laughed, was pleased with her handiwork. “Okay, let’s talk clothes.” 
 
    As I tried on dresses, became familiar with the different styles and how to wear them, my mind was working. 
 
    I was a cop. Or was I? 
 
    I was a man. Or was I? 
 
    Or was I a woman? 
 
    Oddly, though it had been kinky and erotic and wild, I felt like it was sort of…normal. 
 
    Like putting on make up and wearing beautiful clothes was something I should have been doing before this.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We were driving past a dirty, dingy gas station with seven bays. The bays had been boarded up, and the boards graffitied, and a half dozen cars were on blocks at the back of the building. Tommy was driving her own car, a 90’s Mustang with a few dings. 
 
    “We’re going in there?” 
 
    Tommy ignored me and continued with her briefing. 
 
    “A tran named Obama Baby told you about this club. You just arrived in LA. Don’t appear desperate or they’ll turn you into a hooker. Be arrogant, talk back, but try to be funny. Make ‘em laugh and they’ll figure you’re good. 
 
    Make them laugh. Holy heysoos on a roller coaster with broken seat belts. Here I was, dressed up and ready to go, and I was supposed to be a comedian. 
 
    “I’ll have a couple of fellows on the outside the first night, but we can’t wire you, or even come in while you’re there. When these boys check people out they get pretty paranoid.” 
 
    “Anything I’m supposed to be looking for? Drug deals? Car theft? Anything?” 
 
    “No. And don’t think about it. Get in the frame of mind of somebody who is looking for a place to settle. That stuff can come later. And, I’ll tell you the truth, we often don’t know what we’re looking for. But this gang is well connected, rumors will fly, so you just make friends and keep your ears open. Got it?” 
 
    “I guess so. Yeah.” 
 
    Tommy grinned. “Don’t look so worried. You have a good feel to you. You just relax, let your ass sway, but not too much, and they’ll be interested.” 
 
    “And rape me.” 
 
    “If you think they will then you’ll put out that kind of vibe, and they will. If you don’t put out that vibe then you’re good to go.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She drove back to the station then. She stopped in the parking lot and turned to me. 
 
    “The first night is always the roughest. You get through the first night and you’ll have a home in vice for along time. We need people who can put on fake identities, and we really need people like you, who can play a tranny. Any questions?” 
 
    I shook my head, and I considered her words. 
 
    People who could look like me. Apparently not too many cops could put on a dress. I could. On one hand that made me special. On the other hand…I constantly found myself enjoying the game. 
 
    Make up, tight fitting clothes, learning the mannerisms that girls, and especially trans girls, effected. 
 
    “Okay, then. Give me a call at 9 tonight. The fellows will be in place, and I’ll have my ear to the ground.” 
 
    “But I’m on my own.” 
 
    “You always were.” 
 
    She touched my cheek then, a curious gesture of friendship. 
 
      
 
    Nine ten. A shabby four by eight piece of plywood was hand painted with the name. The Adonis Club. 
 
    Adonis was supposed to have been a beautiful boy who was killed by a boar. I hoped that wasn’t a harbinger. 
 
    I stepped off the bus and stood on the sidewalk and looked around and mentally prepared myself. I wore brown leather boots, a plaid skirt that was too short, and a jacket over a black tee. In addition I had bangles, ear rings, and a thin, silver choker. Tommy had helped me pick out my ensemble, giving me advice on everything. 
 
    It had been a month since I started learning the trans ropes, and it was fascinating. Pads to round out the hips. Speech that could slur but had to include ‘darling,’ or some other feminism. A free swinging way of pronouncing my freedom from the constrictions of society. 
 
    I had been on several dry runs, talked with real trannies, and been briefed and de-briefed until I was nauseous.  
 
    I walked across the pavement, my purse swinging from my shoulder. The sound of music grew louder. 
 
    And it was good music. Tommy had told me the Adonis was a special place, ugly on the outside, but classy on the inside. 
 
    I noted a couple of girls standing to one side of the entrance. I nodded to them, but when they pointedly ignored me I lifted my head and passed them by. 
 
    There was no doorman, but I was watched. I was watched so hard I could feel the hair on the back of my neck prickling. 
 
    A long bar. Every kind of alcohol known to man on the wall behind the bar. Three bar tenders. Six waitresses buzzing amongst the tables. 
 
    I paused and scoped the place. 
 
    A live band, the Agnostics. How cute. A piano player, a bass player and a lead guitar. Not a lot of weight there, but they made it work. The bass man laid down the beat and the piano player futzed around, seemingly going off on his own. But the guitarist reined him in, kept him in check, and two of the fellows sang a sweet harmony. 
 
    “You need something?” 
 
    A fellow with greasy hair and a big zit on the side of his face spoke to me. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You here for the job?” 
 
    Aha! Opportunity. But don’t appear eager. 
 
    I turned to the fellow, leaned my face closer to his. I spoke familiarly, but without pushing. “I didn’t, but I might. You have a corner table where I can just watch for a few minutes?” 
 
    He considered me, and he liked what he saw. “Come on.” 
 
    He led me through the tables to a small, round one at the end of the bar. It was back from the traffic lane to the bathrooms, and alone enough for me to watch, and be watched. 
 
    “I’ll bring you a beer. Jimmy’s at that table over there,” he pointed with his chin. “You feel like it you can go talk to him.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    He disappeared, a beer appeared, and I sipped like a lady, and wanted to guzzle like a gorilla. My heart was pounding, my blood was racing, my head felt like a race track. 
 
    But I kept calm, tried to look a bit snooty, without being too snooty, and watched the action. 
 
    And there was action.  
 
    The girls were subtle, but I could see they were palming packets of white powder. I could see runners keeping them supplied. Yet it was all so low key, and they shut it down at the slightest provocation, somebody unfamiliar coming through the door and people around the bar shifted and packets disappeared. 
 
    I considered the way this worked. 
 
    A guy with a bag of dope in the hallway. He could hit the bathroom fast and dump everything. And a back door that led to an alley enclosed by a fence. With cameras. 
 
    For that matter cameras all over the place. The girls were being watched, the bar people were being watched, and I knew I was being watched seven ways from go. 
 
    It was a careful operation. Low key, dealing only with proven people. 
 
    After fifteen minutes, my beer empty, I stood up and crossed the room to the man named Jimmy. I made sure I let my ass sway and I looked at him with fluttery eyes. Enough so he would know I was checking him out, but trying to be subtle. 
 
    He had snake eyes. Black pits that just stared at you. His complexion had a few pock marks on it, but nothing to indicate heavy usage. A black tee, tight, like one of those copper compression shirts. But it was probably just his muscles. He had a lot of them, and they were adorned with tats. 
 
    A skull winking, a woman kneeling in front of…him? God, the vanity of the man! A motorcycle. Roses with vines festooning. A legend: ‘It ain’t over till I say it’s over!’ A heart with an ax in it, dripping blood. 
 
    It was all good work, no prison tats, just real artistry. 
 
    Yet, for all his ominousness, he greeted me with cheer. “Hey, babe. How you doing?” 
 
    “Right as rain, sweetheart. Bar man told me you were Jimmy.” 
 
    “The one and only.” He slid to the side and patted the seat. “Plant yourself and let’s see what grows.” 
 
    I let loose a blurt of a grin. I was an amateur and wanted to look like it. 
 
    Jimmy raised a finger and the bar man nodded. Shortly another beer was planted in front of me. 
 
    “You new in town?” 
 
    “Just got in. Texas.” Not many strippers came from Texas, they usually went there. 
 
    “Anybody recommend you?” 
 
    “Obama Baby.” 
 
    He laughed. “Names always crack me up. That guy behind the bar, the one that’s a girl, her name is Harpo. She told me she figured it out watching Oprah.” 
 
    I blinked at the stupidity of that, and covered it up with a giggle. 
 
    “The guy who let you in. Johnny Quickdraw. We don’t let him have a gun, but he likes to think big of himself.” 
 
    “Don’t we all,” I murmured. 
 
    “So what’s yours? I won’t laugh.” 
 
    “T-Rex,” I said proudly. I had worked for a week to be able to pronounce that silly name with pride. 
 
    He nodded. “That’s not bad. Better than Obama Baby.” 
 
    A customer came in then and looked around. He looked like a biker, plenty tough, and had the cut off jean jacket on. He spotted Jimmy and came over to him. 
 
    “Hey, Jimmy.” 
 
    “Hey, Rube.” There was something suddenly cold in Jimmy’s voice. 
 
    “I wanted to apologize for the other night. I had too many. I won’t let it happen again.” 
 
    Jimmy lightened up, but his face didn’t crack a grin. “We all do it, why don’t you go get a beer. On me.” He motioned to the bar man, who nodded. 
 
    Rube sighed in relief. “Thanks for understanding.” 
 
    “No problemo. But it ain’t gonna happen again.” He squinted his eyes. 
 
    “No, sir. And thank you.” 
 
    Jimmy waved a hand dismissively and the biker walked away. I could see the Hell’s Angel death head insignia sewn on the back. 
 
    “That was a Hell’s Angel,” I murmured, letting a touch of awe into my voice. 
 
    Jimmy smiled. “He’s okay. Just got a little drunk the other night.” 
 
    “What’d he do?” 
 
    Jimmy showed his teeth to me. “Some things little girls shouldn’t ask about.” 
 
    “Oh.” I drank some of my beer. 
 
    Then he got a far away look in his eyes. “‘Sides, I got an agreement with the bikers.” 
 
    I thought about that. That was something to be on the look out for. Deals with bikers, and I knew that most bikers dealt in drugs. 
 
    “Johnny Quickdraw said you might be looking for a job.” 
 
    “I am. I just got into town and…Oh, I already said that.” I looked abashed. 
 
    He laughed. “Long as you don’t forget orders you’re fine. “Start tomorrow?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s great,” I showed relief. 
 
    “Need coin, eh?” 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Yeah. Okay.” But he knew I wasn’t. “You’re one of my girls now. Nobody gives you shit. You want to fuck somebody, or blow them, get a little extra cash, it’s okay, long as the customers don’t go thirsty. Work it out with the other girls.” 
 
    “Okay.” That was a relief. I wasn’t looking to be a member of the blow job club, let alone the ‘take it up the ass’ club. 
 
    He regarded me for a long moment. “You don’t mind me asking, how long you been a girl?” 
 
    I lowered my head as if blushing. He wouldn’t be able to see my color, but he would think I was. “I was a boy last month.” 
 
    “Then you took off and came here. Gutsy, girl.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    We had another beer, then I excused myself. He was fine with that. The night life was starting to explode and he was going to be busy. I left the club, hopped a bus, and made sure I wasn’t followed. 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Tommy. She was sitting in the make up room. Jackson was there and it looked like they were just bullshitting. 
 
    “Went great. He offered me a job.” 
 
    “Ha!” She turned to Jackson, who sadly put a fiver in her hand. 
 
    “I told Jackson you were good. Walks in cold and gets a job. Ha!” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” Jackson groused. But he wasn’t really unhappy. I was sure he’d get his money back on some other bet. 
 
      
 
    The weeks went by fast. Work was actually fun, though it was not what I had expected, though I should have. 
 
    I had hand prints all over my ass. 
 
    I had men slobbering all over me, asking for dances. 
 
    Even Johnny Quickdraw was trying to get into my pants. 
 
      
 
    Tommy had me wear a wire one night. Dry run. Concealed it in my bra, miniature stuff that even if anybody saw it they wouldn’t suspect. Then we decided it was too risky. 
 
    A couple of cops came in, undercover, and Jimmy saw them right off. A few hand signs and the cops were waited on politely, but had no chance to do anything. 
 
    One of them, a couple of days later, told me he didn’t understand how I did it. “I been in and out of every mess there is, never got caught. But those bozos sized me up before I took three steps. 
 
    “I just got lucky,” I told him. 
 
    And the guys were betting money as to when I could join the Blow Job club. Tommy laughed at them, said it would happen, but she wasn’t about to bet. She did hold the money, though, and told me when the kitty was up to a thousand bucks. 
 
    A thousand bucks! I couldn't believe it. Just for a blow job. but I still had no intention of giving one. 
 
    I was a guy, damn it! 
 
    But Tommy said otherwise. 
 
    “Look. They’re going to get suspicious. They’re all making money on the side, lots of money. And if you don’t do it you’re going to blow your cover. 
 
    “Better my cover than some sleazy dick.” 
 
    She reached into my pants then, I wasn’t in ‘uniform,’ and said, “When you blow a guy you have to make it fast. The hotter you are, the sooner he goes, the sooner you get his cock out of your mouth.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Then she started talking about wrist motion, what to do with your tongue, the sensitive spots on a dick. How to squeeze the balls to get the most milk out. 
 
    With one mind I listened, with another mind I resisted. I did NOT want to blow somebody. 
 
    A few weeks later I changed my mind. 
 
      
 
    Jimmy talked to everybody. He poked into their lives. If somebody was short he’d give them an advance. When one of the girls had to go to a funeral he paid for her flight, her hotel, everything. If one of the guys got beat up outside the club, a couple of Jimmy’s boys went a’calling. 
 
    But it was business, all business. He didn’t have a heart of gold, he had the shrewd knowledge that a happy ship won’t capsize. 
 
    “T-Rex!” 
 
    I turned to Quick Draw. “Hey, honey.” 
 
    “Jimmy wants to see you.” 
 
    I went to see him, but he wasn’t at his table. 
 
    ‘Upstairs,’ one of the girls mouthed, and she pointed towards the stairs just inside the back hallway. 
 
    I went up the stairs, knocked on the door, and walked in. 
 
    Jimmy was there, along with a creep named Russo, and a big fat guy, one of those kinds with the hairy ass crack showing above his backside. 
 
    “Hey, T-Rex. How you doing?” 
 
    “Pretty good. What can I get you guys?” I thought they wanted a steak sandwich or something. Shows how stupid I was. 
 
    “A blow job.” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    They were watching me. Mean, reptilian eyes. Gauging me. Seeing what I was going to do. 
 
    There was nothing else for it. I shrugged. Okay, who’s first.” 
 
    The big fat guy stood up. He was not just fat, he was tall. Six foot six, probably 350 pounds. He unzipped his fly and took out a nice-sized hog. 
 
    “Do me good and you can do me twice.” He grinned, showing dirty teeth. 
 
    I went over the things Tommy had told me. I tried to remember all the subtle points. I had to make it look like I knew how to blow cocks. something inside of me was shrieking. My heart was pounding. 
 
    I went to the couch and lifted up a pillow. I threw it on the floor and knelt on it. 
 
    The big, fat biker moved forward. 
 
    I took his cock in my hand, and suddenly, I wasn’t nervous. I was fascinated. I had never held another man’s cock in my hand before. I had never seen one up close, smelled it, felt it. 
 
    It was a sausage and a half, but only a chub. 
 
    “Geez,” I whined. “This is a club!” 
 
    The biker laughed, liking the appreciation. Jimmy and the other man just watched. Their faces were solemn and I knew they were judging me. 
 
    I stroked the cock for a short minute, felt his balls, which were quite big, by the way. Blood pulsed into his penis and it rose up, and it really was a club. 
 
    “It’s too big,” I murmured. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. 
 
    Jimmy was watching. 
 
    I licked the head. A slow lick that roughed up the underside of the head. Tommy had told me this was the most sensitive area, and it really was. The big guy groaned and his whole body gave a shiver. 
 
    I put the head in my mouth. I closed my jaws and opened them. He felt the pressure and liked it. He grabbed the sides of my head. He began to rock back and forth.  
 
    His big penis began to slide in, pull out. For a big guy he was pretty darned gentle, and I actually enjoyed the sensation of his shaft brushed against my throat. 
 
    “Mmm. This bitch is good.” 
 
    I sucked, I nibbled on the head. He wasn’t clean, but it wasn’t just my cocksucking skills that were at issue here. It was my life. 
 
    I lost track of time. I became immersed in the problem of making the biker cum. I gripped his fat ass with one hand and squeezed. I brushed a digit up his crack, making him shiver and moan. 
 
    He was really hard now, and I could feel him pulsing. 
 
    Only one thing left to do now, swallow his cum. 
 
    I couldn’t gag. I couldn’t back off. I had to take his squirt in my mouth and drink it. All of it. And wipe my lips like I wanted more. 
 
    “UNNH!” He reared back slightly, his cock pulsed, and the first splash of semen hit the back of my throat. 
 
    I felt like I wasn’t there. Like I was a ghost on the other side of the room. Yet I felt the semen shooting down my throat. 
 
    And yet, for a guy who was removed emotionally, I liked it. I liked the warm, salty ooze that had hit hard, and then trickled down. I felt the warmth seeping downward. He kept shooting. I kept swallowing, gulping, and when he was done I loved that cock some more. I licked it and sucked it, and I wasn’t faking. One of the guys back at the station was a thousand dollars richer. But I knew I was going to make a lot more downstairs. The door to making money by blow jobs was officially open. 
 
    “You next?” I asked Russo. 
 
    He didn’t smile. He was a cold bastard. He just stood up and came over, unzipped himself, and poked his meat in my face. 
 
    The biker stuffed his sausage back in his greasy jeans and went back to sit down next to Jimmy. 
 
    Russo was medium. Nothing special. I took his cock in hand, slurped it, ran my lips back and forth. And he came rather fast. Which was actually a disappointment to me. I wanted to experience more cock. I wanted to suck for a long time and feel massive amounts of sperm shoot into me. He just fucked my mouth a little gave a couple of squirts, and was done. 
 
    I sat back on my heels and wiped my mouth. My lipstick was messed. I had cum stains on my cheeks and under one eye. 
 
    “You want me to do you? Jimmy?” 
 
    Jimmy turned to Russo and the fat biker. “Talk to you next week.” 
 
    They left. I looked in the mirror over his wet bar and said, “I’m a mess.” 
 
    “You did good, honey.” 
 
    “How come? How come you had me blow them?” 
 
    Jimmy poured me a shot of bourbon. Good stuff. Sipping bourbon. He handed it to me. After all the cum I had just ingested I needed to wash my throat out. It didn’t taste bad, tasted pretty good, actually, but there is always  a slimy residue when you suck cock. 
 
    He sat back and watched me sip. I made sure I coughed.  
 
    “You don’t make extra money like the other girls. Makes me suspicious.” Just like Tommy had said. I groaned inside. 
 
    He said, “So why don’t you?” 
 
    Reasons. I had to give him a good reason. I fluttered my eyelashes gently. I then gulped the last of the bourbon, coughed, and placed the glass down. 
 
    “My daddy.” 
 
    “Your daddy?” confused. 
 
    “He used to come into my bedroom. He…did things.” 
 
    Jimmy said nothing, but the room was electric. 
 
    “I…I just don’t….but,” I shrugged. “It wasn’t bad. I really should make some extra money. I could use it.” 
 
    “‘Sup to you.” He shrugged. 
 
    And I knew he wasn’t totally convinced. I had to get him on my side. I had to. 
 
    I whispered, “Jimmy?” 
 
    He tilted his head. 
 
    “Am I messed up?” 
 
    He sat still. 
 
    And I, genius that I am, started to cry. Oh, not big tears, but little drips that filled my eyes and didn’t quite overflow. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. “None of that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, standing up. I wiped my eyes and looked at him. 
 
    He said, “You ain’t messed up. Whole fuckin’ world might be messed up, but you’re okay.” 
 
    Sniffing, I nodded and left the room. Victorious. I had him. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    I had been working at the Adonis for five months. I gave an occasional blow job, which paid more per blow than I made per hour as a cop, and things were looking hunky dory. 
 
    It was decided to let the club continue as it was proving to be a gold mine of information. By listening carefully, reading a few lips, I was able to spot a couple of car thieves, which led to a large ring being busted. 
 
    And we busted half a dozen small drug dealers. We tried to space them out, not make Jimmy suspicious, and it seemed to be working. 
 
    Then came the big one. I was walking past Jimmy’s table. He was in deep conversation with a Hell’s Angel, and they were discussing guns. Lots of guns. 
 
    They looked up at me as I passed, then lowered their heads and spoke in even softer tones. 
 
    But I knew what was up. Military grade weapons, for somebody. 
 
    Who I didn’t know, but I watched the traffic going through the club, and it was obvious that the Angels were going to bring the weapons through. 
 
    I talked it over with Tommy and the others, and we discussed wire taps and other eavesdropping devices, but it was too risky. I had seen an electrician working on the front door, and I watched surreptitiously as they tested out some kind of metal detector.  No way I wanted to mess with that. 
 
    So we decided that we would simply watch. If they brought stuff in it would have to be in trucks. Big and obvious and hard to hide. 
 
    The atmosphere in the Adonis got more intense. Hell’s Angels dropped by more and more. And they seemed to like my mouth. A lot. I remember the week the bust went down I made over a thousand dollars. I had to buy lipsticks by the gross. I was always licking semen off my lips, rubbing my lips against their cocks. It might have become old, but, like I said, I was making money. 
 
    On Tuesday several Angels came in and ordered beer. Jimmy set them up, joined them, and they all talked, thick as thieves. 
 
    One of the Angels saw me and licked his lips. He nudged Jimmy. “She good?” 
 
    “I hear she’s the best,” Jimmy smiled. “Be gentle, though. She had a mean old man and I don’t want her messed.” 
 
    “Why, heck,” grinned the Angel. “I’ve got the gentlest cock in town.” 
 
    There were a few guffaws at that, and the biker stood up and walked over to me. 
 
    “Hey, sister. Can we make a deal?” 
 
    I told him the price and he didn’t blink. That was the thing with bikers, they always had money. 
 
    We went into the hallway and he unzipped his pants. I threw a bar towel down and knelt. “Ooh, goody!” I squealed. “I need a good meal!” 
 
    He laughed, and then I was sucking on his dong. I slurped the head, got it wet, let him see my lipstick as I devoured his hog, and he groaned. 
 
    “So this Wednesday night.” 
 
    I realized that Jimmy was talking to one of the Hell’s Angels, the leader, and they had leaned their heads together, and by some fluke of acoustics their voices came to me plain as day. 
 
    Oh, shit! The guy I was sucking was ready to cum, but I had to stay here and listen. I slowed down. He groaned mightily and urged me to pick it up. 
 
    I looked up at him and smiled through smeared lipstick. “Honey, I’m going to make you suffer. Now hold on.” 
 
    He blinked, then grinned. 
 
    I moved slowly, running my tongue along the bottom of his penis. I squeezed his balls. But everything I did was just a little bit off. Designed to make him hornier, and yet slow down his progress. 
 
    “Come on,” he gritted. 
 
    “Won’t the trucks be a problem in the parking lot?” 
 
    “Nah. We’ll leave space at the back. Just drive over the curb. We’ll be all set up.” 
 
    “What about a forklift?” 
 
    “Got one coming in. Got a couple of extra bodies.” 
 
    “Get me off, bitch. This is killing me!” 
 
     I smiled at him and gave him a few hard strokes. He stayed on the edge, got closer, and groaned. 
 
    “What time?” 
 
    “Ten o’clock. Just be a couple of girl on duty then. In and out.” 
 
    I almost laughed then, ‘in and out,’ while I was doing the ‘in and out’ with a biker just a few feet away. 
 
    And I realized they were done. 10:00 PM on Wednesday. I picked up the pace and made the Hell’s Angel squirt. He sagged and his penis shot, and he fell against the doorway. He looked at me. “They were right. you’re the fuckin’ best!” 
 
     
 
    I took the intel back to Tommy and we had a major planning session. We contacted SWAT for some extra fire power, we requisitioned needed materials, we cleared everything with the higher ups. 
 
    Ten PM on Wednesday. A major bust. A big weapons haul. We didn’t even know what we were going to get, but if they needed trucks to bring it in… 
 
    “You really did it, T-Rex,” Tommy pulled me aside. We were close together, head to head, and it was intimate. We had actually built up a pretty good relationship, and I often wondered what would happen if she wasn’t my boss. 
 
    “Lucky, boss.” 
 
    “Luck doesn’t just happen. It’s people that make it happen.” 
 
    “So what’s going to happen to me after the bust?” 
 
    “You’ll be getting commendations. Police chief is going to want you to come to a couple of parties, politics you know, and you’ll be good for a few donations.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “What? doesn’t appeal to you?” 
 
    “Well, I wanted to keep working undercover.” 
 
    She considered me thoughtfully. “You really like it.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I do. Is there any way to keep me on?” 
 
    She paused for a long time. I would have thought she forgot about me, except that she was staring at me very intently. 
 
    “T-Rex, do you like playing a tranny?” 
 
    Oh, Lord. A question that I had thought about a lot, and which, now, between Tommy and I, I had to answer honestly. 
 
    “I think I do.” 
 
    She nodded. “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “With this job? Not a chance.” 
 
    “And you don’t mind?” 
 
    “I never actually think about it. I’m prancing around, flaunting my wares, and it doesn’t enter my mind. Why?” 
 
    “And you don’t have a boyfriend.”  
 
    I almost laughed in her face. “Hey,” I protested. “I like women. When I’m all in drag all I think about is women.” 
 
    “What about blowing men?” 
 
    “Well, it’s not bad, the money’s good. But I think I’d rather eat pussy, if it’s all the same to you.” 
 
    She grinned, seemed about to say something, then a Captain entered our office and wanted to talk. 
 
    Damned talkers. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday came. The Adonis was tight, nervous. Even the girls, who knew nothing, were nervous. 
 
    The Hell’s Angels stationed a couple of men there all day. 
 
    Jimmy was on the phone constantly, and he had a far away look in his eyes. 
 
    I had dropped by for a paycheck, then came back at four for the night shift. I usually ate, the place actually had a pretty good cook, went on at five, got a break at ninish, and went until two in the morning. 
 
    Jimmy looked at me when I came in, started to say something, then didn’t. I think he was going to tell me to go home, and I sure didn’t want that. 
 
    The night was slow. The band was sent home at seven, and it was like the bar was deliberately discouraging people from being there. 
 
    A large group of Angels showed up, and me and one of the other girls were kept hopping serving them. They didn’t drink anything hard though, just beer. 
 
    The night slowly passed. 
 
    9:00. An intense telephone discussion. I noticed that the Angels were going out to a parked car and coming back, and then I realized what they were doing. Guns. They had pistols stuffed in their belts, a couple of them had shotguns, and they looked like they meant business. 
 
    Jimmy’s people started showing up, and they were carrying guns, too. 
 
    Shit. This was bad. I didn’t want the cops to show up and be outgunned. 
 
    I went into the little nook where we girls kept our purses and jackets and phones and stuff. I picked up my phone. 
 
    “Hey!” Quickdraw reached past me and took the phone out of my hand. 
 
    “Gimme that!” I whined. 
 
    “Jimmy’s orders. I’ll give it back at the end of shift.” 
 
    Quickdraw disappeared with my phone, and I stood there, frustrated. 
 
    I had to warn the cops! 
 
    I walked back into the main room and headed for the front door. It was guarded by a skinhead I had never seen before. 
 
    And there I was, stuck, unable to do anything but wait. 
 
    I heard the far away grind of gears and squealing brakes. I couldn’t see out, but I knew the trucks were here. 
 
    Talk in the bar. 
 
    Everybody tense. 
 
    The angels stirring, going to the back door.  
 
    The sound of motorcycles, probably accompanying the trucks. 
 
    Somebody rushed to Jimmy and blurted, “They’re here.” 
 
    At ten and one minute by the Adonis wall clock, the police burst through the front door. SWAT. Full armor and riot gear. Shot guns and military style weapons. Screaming. 
 
    “DOWN! EVERYBODY DOWN! POLICE!” 
 
    The bikers, who were at the back door, turned and fired. 
 
    I could hear the boom of rifles in the back parking lot. 
 
    Bottles and glasses were exploding. The girls all screamed and ran for the back hallway. 
 
    Me. Stupid me. Was standing near the boarded up front windows. I had gone there to listen to the trucks, and now I was caught in the cross fire. 
 
    Screams, bullets whizzing, smacking into tables and shattering chairs. 
 
    Quickdraw came down from the office with a semi and began spraying shots around the room. It was almost like he didn’t care what he hit, as long as he got to shoot. 
 
    I was screaming, trying to crawl across the floor. 
 
    More gunfire, it was growing in volume, not lessening. I was almost to the back hallway. I got my feet under me and sprinted, and found myself wheeling around, looking at walls and chairs from a weird viewpoint. then I was lying on the floor, curled up, and I knew I had been hit. And hit bad. 
 
    For a long minute the firefight continued, then more police entered. They came in from the back, and bikers started throwing their guns down and their hands up. 
 
    The fight was over, and so was I. 
 
    I was bleeding everywhere. I could feel it under me, a big pool. I couldn’t figure out where I had been hit, but I knew I was messed up. 
 
    The cops began putting handcuffs on the bikers, and they started checking casualties. 
 
    Several cops had been hit. Several more bikers had been hit. The cops had come off on top, but what is ‘on top’ when so many people die? 
 
    And a lot of people were injured, bleeding, moaning, crying. 
 
    I wasn’t moaning. I was just laying there. I had decided that I was going to die, and that it was all right. Bodies moved around me, and maybe they just assumed I was dead, or maybe they were just busy and confused with the chaos. 
 
    “T-Rex! Where’s T-Rex?” Tommy shouted from the door. 
 
    “Here,” I whispered. 
 
    Nobody heard me. 
 
    “Have you seen T-Rex? Undercover? Have you…” 
 
    I heard the voice pass me by. I was starting to feel a little cold, but, in an odd way, warm. Blood was leaving me, and I didn’t have enough to stay warm, yet my state of mind, I was going to leave my body any second. I just knew it. 
 
    Then somebody started screaming. It sounded real close, like right in my ear. “T-Rex! T-Rex! He’s hit! I need…” 
 
    Voices faded in and out. Still screaming. Somebody moving my body. 
 
    I stared at the ceiling. I could see the cobwebs and the dust. 
 
    “T-Rex! Hang on! Stay with me! Stay with…” fading in and out, and I watched the world change, tilting as I was lifted, sliding over me as I was rolled, then I was shoved into an ambulance. Hands worked on me. I was given shots, but I felt very little. I just watched the world swing around me, then it sort of disappeared and I floated away and became nothing. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, but it wasn’t like any wake up I’ve ever had.  I was dazed, disoriented, and couldn’t figure out where I was. 
 
    Nurses swirling around me, tubes in my arm, the sounds of machines beeping. 
 
    “He’s awake.” 
 
    Then I wasn’t awake. I was drifting on the far cloud again, happy like a baby in his mother’s womb. 
 
      
 
    I awoke again, and this time I wasn’t so confused. Still a little dazed. I was in an ICU. Again, nurses hovering, doctors touching me. 
 
    “Where are the monkeys?” I asked. Hey, it sounded right to me. I mean, monkeys have to be somewhere, and I was sort of curious. 
 
    Somebody chuckled. “Monkeys, eh?” 
 
    Slowly, everything started to come back to me. The gunfight. Being hit. 
 
    “How bad?” I asked. 
 
    A pleasant voice said, “You’re doing well.” 
 
    I frowned. I could tell an obfuscation when I heard one. 
 
    “You can tell that officer he woke up.” 
 
    Somebody went away.” 
 
    People moving about, all dressed in white. 
 
    “Officer Rogers,” a voice said. “How are you feeling.” 
 
    I focused on a thin doctor. He wore the thickest glasses and had an amused expression on his face. 
 
    “Ready to dance,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Be a while for that. Do you remember what happened to you?” 
 
    “Gunfight.” 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    “I got shot.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, we’re going to—“ 
 
    “How bad?” 
 
    “Pardon me?” 
 
    “How bad was I hit?” 
 
    “You gave us a time there, but you’re going to be all right.” 
 
    But he hadn’t told me how bad I was hit, so it must be really bad. Shit. 
 
    He babbled on then, and I sort of listened, but I was still confused, and I was tired. Imagine that. Awake for a minute and I needed another night’s sleep. 
 
    I dozed off. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and this time I was awake. Solidly. I was Sam Rogers. Police Officer. Undercover. And I had been shot up. Bad. 
 
    I stirred slightly, and somebody on the side of the room stirred right back. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. My throat was so dry it felt like I had been gargling cement mix and crackers. 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    I looked around, my eyes starting to work. 
 
    Tommy. Gorgeous. Big boobs. I liked her. I smiled. “Hey,” which came out, “Hrggi.” 
 
    She put a plastic glass to my chin, guided a straw into my mouth. I sipped. 
 
    Somebody entered the room. A nurse. She moved around and made nurse noises. 
 
    “Tommy,” I sounded better, but a long way from normal. 
 
    “I’m here,” I could feel tears splattering on me. 
 
    “Hey, don’t.” 
 
    “Sorry,” but she kept crying. 
 
    “How bad am I?” 
 
    She laughed, one of those desperate laughs, like right before you do something really stupid. 
 
    “They won’t tell me. How bad was I shot?” 
 
    “I’ll let the doctor tell you.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. It must be really bad. 
 
    An hour later the skinny doctor entered the room. He greeted me, looked at the chart at the bottom of the bed, and faced me squarely. 
 
    “How are we doing?” 
 
    “I’m doing fine, but I don’t know about you.” 
 
    He smiled, a bedside smile. “Well, you have some questions?” 
 
    “How bad was a I shot?” 
 
    “Pretty bad. You lost a lot of blood, your heart stopped beating for a couple of minutes, but you’re a strong young man.” 
 
    I sighed.  
 
    He knew what was on my mind. He sat on the edge of the bed, felt my pulse, then said: “You were shot in the groin.” 
 
    “My…groin?” 
 
    To the side Tommy began sobbing. 
 
    I gave her a glance, then turned back to the doc. “Tell me about this bullet to the groin.” 
 
    “The bullet severed your penis. It didn’t hit anything else, just…your penis.” 
 
    A dull thud happened somewhere in my head. I felt like I was somewhere else, that some one else was talking. 
 
    “So I don’t have a penis?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    No wonder it hurt so much, bled so much. 
 
    “We have repaired the area, you’ll be able to pee with no problem, just like normal.” 
 
    “But I wont’ be waving it around, writing my name in the snow.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    A pause, then: “We have reconstruction procedures, but there simply wasn’t enough penis left to reconstruct. There are other choices, but we can discuss them later.” 
 
    “Let’s discuss them now.” 
 
    The doctor pursed his lips, a cheap ass frown. He said, “The only other option is a sex change. We could build a vagina, you would have pretty much full feeling. A regimen of drugs and you can live a full life.” 
 
    “As a woman.” 
 
    “As a woman,” he agreed. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He looked confused. “Okay, what?” 
 
    “Okay, I understand. I’ll consider my options and let you know.” 
 
    He nodded. “I’ll drop by periodically, and we can talk. I have a counselor who would like to talk to you. We’ll sort this all out.” 
 
    He patted my leg and left. 
 
    Tommy sat down on the bed. She held my hand and sniffed. Her eyes were puffy with little tear trails down the cheeks. 
 
    “Hello,” I said. 
 
    “How are you doing? Really doing?” 
 
    “I feel like shit in a compactor.” 
 
    She laid her head down then, placed it on my shoulder. We lay there for a long while. 
 
    A nurse came in, did some more nurse things, then left. 
 
    “So, how’d the bust go?” 
 
    “Got ‘em all. Biggest bust in the history of the city. They can’t wait to pin medals on you.” 
 
    “How nice,” I mocked. 
 
    “I know,” she said. 
 
    We lay there for a longer while, then she sat up. She looked me in the eye. “It’s not all bad.” 
 
    “I suppose not.” 
 
    “You’re alive.” 
 
    “As a woman, if I wish.” 
 
    “Didn’t you tell me that you liked being a woman?” 
 
    “I did. But I had choice back then.” 
 
    “You’ve still got choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” Piss like a eunuch or be a pussy.” 
 
    “I was thinking of other choices.” 
 
    I looked at her. “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, when you get out of here you’re going to move in with me.” 
 
    “You want me to move in with you? Old Dickless?” 
 
    “Yes. And if you want to be a woman, then we’ll live together as women.” 
 
    But…didn’t you hear me? I have no dick!” 
 
    “No. But you’ve got a heart. And I love that heart. It’s bigger than all out doors.” 
 
    “But we can never…consummate!” 
 
    Bullshit. I’ve got a complete collection of dildos, and I’m betting you’re going to enjoy them. 
 
    “What? What do you mean?” 
 
    “There’s sex besides the dick.” 
 
    “Are you saying anal sex? Like I have to learn to take it up the butt?” 
 
    “A lot of gay people like it.” 
 
    I started to say something, but she shushed me. “And a lot of straight people. In fact, people wouldn’t be so afraid of anal sex if they knew how good it was.” 
 
    I was silent then. For a long time Tommy was okay with that. She just put her head back down on my shoulder and held me. 
 
    I said, “You love me.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    I marveled at that. 
 
    “And you don’t care that I don’t have a dick.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “And you’re okay with me dressing like a woman.” 
 
    “You’ve been a woman almost the whole time I have known you.” 
 
    “And I could even get changed into a woman.” 
 
    “I’m okay with that.” 
 
    “But you once said you weren’t a Lesbian!” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “But…living with me as a woman?” 
 
    “I get the best of both worlds. 
 
    Then she moved back, we stared at each other, coming to grips with a changed world. 
 
    And she kissed me. 
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something 
 
    that will really show your boobs off. 
 
     
 
    I typed: 
 
    I‘ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen. 
 
    Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out. 
 
    A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no. 
 
    Then I saw the dress. 
 
    Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress. 
 
    It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.  
 
    I took it off the hanger and held it up. 
 
    Right size. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains. 
 
    Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around. 
 
    Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things. 
 
    Then I realized the solution. 
 
    Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on. 
 
    I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex. 
 
    I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down. 
 
    ‘My’ dress. 
 
    And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex. 
 
    Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.  
 
    Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so. 
 
    I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded. 
 
    Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Couldn’t find a blouse. 
 
      
 
    No response. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on a dress. 
 
    Is that okay? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Truthfully, I typed: 
 
    I almost came in my panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re wearing panties? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I had to. 
 
    I was dripping. 
 
    I needed a panty liner. 
 
      
 
    Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again. 
 
    I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?  
 
    I had my own set of tits! 
 
    Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You know you want to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I don’t. 
 
    I can’t do that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    Sitting there so sexy. 
 
    Your big boobs overflowing. 
 
    I can see you with long hair, 
 
    all curled and wavy. 
 
    I can see your face, 
 
    perfectly made up. 
 
    But, 
 
    most of all, 
 
    I can see your lips. 
 
    Your red, red lips. 
 
    Does your wife have red lipstick? 
 
    Really red lipstick? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage. 
 
    Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross! 
 
    That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it! 
 
    I gulped again. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
    Please? 
 
    I need to see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    I need to know your lips are sexy red. 
 
    Blow job red. 
 
    Red enough for me to kiss and kiss. 
 
    Can you imagine me kissing your red lips? 
 
    Can you? 
 
      
 
    I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed. 
 
    The drinks hitting me harder, I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there. 
 
    Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table. 
 
    I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube. 
 
    I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator. 
 
    I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting. 
 
    One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect. 
 
    They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube. 
 
      
 
    BUXOM 
 
    Lip stain and plumper 
 
      
 
    Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick? 
 
    Still, nothing connected. 
 
    I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    Big boobs. Red lips. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast. 
 
    I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms. 
 
    My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels. 
 
    I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet. 
 
    In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel. 
 
    I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them. 
 
    I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking. 
 
    I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut. 
 
    I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly. 
 
    I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed. 
 
    I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress. 
 
    I returned to the computer room. 
 
    MM had left another message. 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels. 
 
    I even put on my wife’s wig. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    My pussy is throbbing! 
 
    I want to see you! 
 
      
 
    Even drunk, I thought, no way! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No way! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    take a picture for yourself. 
 
    Take a few pictures. 
 
    You’re going to want to remember this always. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I will. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I need to cum now. 
 
      
 
    I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Me, too. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We need to cum at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do we work this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Stroke yourself, 
 
    at the end of one minute cum. 
 
    I will do the same. 
 
      
 
    The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Look at your computer. 
 
    Computers have the same time. 
 
    Get your message ready, 
 
    just say ‘now!’ 
 
    send it when your minute changes. 
 
    When the minute changes again we cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer. 
 
    The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back. 
 
    I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator. 
 
    She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple. 
 
    I wanted to suck my own nipples. 
 
    I fondled my balls.  
 
    I stroked. 
 
    Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge… 
 
    The number changed. 
 
    “OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life! 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Was it good? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    God! 
 
    Massive! 
 
    I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
    Don’t forget to take pictures. 
 
      
 
    I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
    When will we talk again? 
 
      
 
    No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures. 
 
    I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe. 
 
    I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy. 
 
    And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package. 
 
    And then, finally, it was over. 
 
    It was time to get undressed and be a man again. 
 
    Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves. 
 
    Still, I stalled just a bit longer. 
 
    I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file. 
 
    I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies. 
 
    Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off. 
 
    Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework. 
 
    Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time. 
 
    It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman. 
 
    Then I talked myself out of it. 
 
    It was just a one time thing. 
 
    I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me. 
 
    I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink. 
 
    I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night! 
 
    Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked. 
 
    I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off. 
 
    I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up. 
 
    I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now. 
 
    I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, no! The lipstick was still there. 
 
    I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more. 
 
    They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder. 
 
    A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain. 
 
    Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin. 
 
    My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color. 
 
    Three days. 
 
    It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but I could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable. 
 
    But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these. 
 
    So I set my alarm and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up late. And my head hurt. 
 
    I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell. 
 
    There was a message on it, from Tanya. 
 
     
 
    Tried to reach you last night. 
 
    Where were you? 
 
     
 
    I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled. 
 
    I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine. 
 
    I called Tanya then.  
 
    “Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me. 
 
    “I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy. 
 
    “Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.” 
 
    “Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.” 
 
    What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe.” 
 
    “Well, how was it?” 
 
    This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning. 
 
    “Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of takes your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.” 
 
    “Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.” 
 
    “Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?” 
 
    “No. You’re a man.” 
 
    “And I have a man’s needs.” 
 
    “You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife! 
 
    I clicked on the message box. 
 
    “Honey? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
    You ready for tonight? 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    “Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.  
 
    “You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re really going to go crazy tonight. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I was getting confused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re going to paint your nails 
 
    and dress you all the way up. 
 
      
 
    “You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    Then you’re going to walk around. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    You’re going to be so brave. 
 
      
 
    I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said. 
 
    “Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.” 
 
    She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?” 
 
    As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said? 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Like the Shania Twain song,” she said. 
 
    I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it. 
 
    Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife. 
 
    For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.” 
 
    “I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.” 
 
    “Me, too. Bye, lover.” 
 
    I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’ 
 
    What a tangled web I was in. 
 
    I turned to the computer and opened looked at the messages. 
 
      
 
    I want you to tell me what you want. 
 
      
 
    I want to Jill off with you again. 
 
      
 
    Would you like to put on eye shadow? 
 
      
 
    In my mind I am kissing you right now. 
 
      
 
    I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you. 
 
      
 
    I’ll talk to you tonight. 
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    This story was so much fun to write I got carried away and wrote a complete book. Here’s the full write up and a recommendation from my writing partner, Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
      
 
    ALEX TRENTON loves his wife, but he makes a mistake. He becomes ensnared by a ‘Mystery Messenger’ on the internet and dresses up like a girl. That’s not so bad, but then he is caught by his neighbor, and the fun begins. Day after day Alex is blackmailed, pushed further and further down the road to femininity. He is terrified his wife will find out. What’s worse…he starts to like it. 
 
      
 
    A SPECIAL NOTE FROM ALYCE THORNDYKE 
 
    I’m Grace’s writIng partner, and I read the chapters of this book as soon as they were done, before they ever saw the dubious light of the internet. I just want to say these books blew my mind. They are consistent, frantic, and lead to a conclusion I really did not expect. When the final twist hit I actually slapped my head. I couldn’t believe what Gracie had done. It was delightful, and I recommend this book to everybody. 
 
    Thanks ~ Alyce. 
 
      
 
    If you liked The Sissy Ride, then check out: 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book: The Complete Saga
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    Sissy Ride: The Book! 
 
    A giant saga of feminization! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sentenced to Feminization 
 
    Crossdressing peeper gets more than he bargained for! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, John, I have a meeting tonight.” 
 
    I had just gotten home, I was off for three days and wanted a little nookie. Well, a lot of nookie. And here she was with those stupid meetings. 
 
    “One of those girlie meetings? Take over the world? That kind of thing?”  
 
    Addie sighed as she put on her make up. 
 
    “Funny man. But what you don’t know is that it’s a changing world.” 
 
    “I know, and men will clean house and cats and dogs will mate. It’s the end of the world.” 
 
    “It would be for you if women took over.” 
 
    “Huh! What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    She turned to me. A short brunette with a packed chest and the bluest eyes you ever want to see. But it was her lips that had me. I’ve always had a thing for red lips. The redder the better. 
 
    She ran a tube over those perfect lips, smacked her lips, and then laughed. “John, you are so easy. And what I mean is if I was in charge I would put you in jail and make you wear red lipstick all day long. And boobs. I would make you wear boobs. And you’d only get out to clean the house.” 
 
    I, of course, got a big boner from all this talk, and she knew it. She grabbed my cock, put her lips close to mine and whispered, “I’m already in charge. You just don’t know it.” 
 
    I groaned, leaned in for the kiss, and she drew back, pushed my chest and turned back to finish her make up. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I breathed. I rubbed my cock through my pants. 
 
    “So don’t wait up, it’s going to be a long meeting, and don’t jack off.” 
 
    “So I’m not going to get any, but I can’t relieve myself.” 
 
    “Don’t be a jacker, John. Save it for your loving wife.” She finished and stepped back, and Heysoos, was she good looking.  
 
    “You look like that, tease the crap out of me, and expect me not to masturbate? Ha!” 
 
    “John, I’m telling you right now, I don’t like that habit. Men should learn to control themselves. So don’t you fucking dare.” 
 
    “What are you now, the Sperm Police?” 
 
    “John, promise me.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I promise.” 
 
    She stared at me. I knew that she was doubting me. 
 
    “Seriously. I’ll just get drunk, watch a little TV, and go to bed sad and discouraged.” 
 
    She snorted. “If only.” Then she grew serious. “John, we’ve had this talk before, and you’ve betrayed me before, so I’m laying down the law. If you masturbate I am going to be the sperm police, and I am going to punish you like you’ve never been punished.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I need a beer.” 
 
    I left her, my end of the frustrating conversation over, and went into the kitchen. I poured myself a tall bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She came in, looking like a movie star. 
 
    “Off she goes,” I put a little sneer into the comment. “To be with her Lesbian friends.” 
 
    She stopped and blinked, and I realized I had gone too far.  
 
    “Okay, okay. I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.” 
 
    She stood in front of me, her face hurt and said, “John. You’re a good man, but you’ve got a mean streak in you, and I wish you’d lose it.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she sighed, kissed my cheek, and went out the door. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the car zoomed down the street I was in motion. I headed into the garage. Up on the top shelf, behind boxes, was my stash. I grabbed the bag and went back into the house. 
 
    Refreshed my drink, heavy on the bourbon, and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    First, I took out the bra and the breast forms. I put them on and inspected myself in the mirror. Big tits. Mmm. 
 
    I put on my special gaffe, which hid my dick between my legs It was tight, but, God, it felt so good.  
 
    Then the slinky black dress. It was short, and I shaved my legs, for biking I always told my wife. I rolled some stockings up my legs. 
 
    I stepped into the high heels I had specially ordered, and, finally, piece de resistance, the tube. Red lipstick. The reddest. 
 
    I stepped back and looked at myself. 
 
    I wasn’t a tall man, and I was rather slender, and with my longish hair I did look like a woman. 
 
    Oh, there was a bit of angle here, and the eyebrows could do with some plucking, but…I was good looking. 
 
    And I was horny. My cock was fighting the gaffe, losing, but it hurt so good. That big boner shifting and trying to stand up, and being squeezed back into place. God, it was exciting. 
 
    Then I walked around the house, my glass in one hand, sipping, leaving red lip prints on the rim. I sat down and turned on the TV. 
 
    Football. Big, brawny men, and I wondered how many of them had secrets like mine. 
 
    I sipped some more, placed my glass on the table, then went into the back bathroom to pee.  
 
    And heard the car door slam! 
 
    FUCK! 
 
    I hadn’t even started to pee, just had my dick out, and suddenly I was rushing through the house. I heard her high heels on the cement in the garage, click, click, click. 
 
    I entered the living room, and here was the problem. She was turning the door knob, two seconds from entering the kitchen, and my only hope of safety was the front door. I couldn’t make it across the living room to the sliding doors. So I would be stuck in the front yard.  If there were any neighbors out I would be…I had no choice. 
 
    As the door opened in the kitchen I pulled open the front door. As I heard her heels clicking across the tile floor I pushed the front door shut, not making a sound, and ran across the front of the house. 
 
    It was dark, and I avoided patches of light. If I could make it to the garage. 
 
    “John? I’m home!” she called out in the house. 
 
    She would be in the bedroom, looking for me, if I could get into the garage I could put on some old clothes, wipe my lips and…FUCK! The garage door was closed. I had bitched at her to always make sure it was closed, and she had finally done it. 
 
    Cursing softly to myself I ran across the front of the garage, prayed no neighbors peaked out their windows, and pushed on the gate to the side yard. 
 
    Locked! 
 
    Fuck! Was anything going to go my way? 
 
    I climbed over the gate, trying not to make any noise, and it was hard. First, I had to throw my heels over, then hike up my dress, and then my big boobs got in the way. 
 
    How the hell did women function with these big things on their chests? 
 
    I dropped onto the path that led to the side door of the garage. I picked up my heels and crept, as quickly as I could, to the side door. 
 
    I put my hand on the knob it turned and I exulted, and I began to push the door open. 
 
    The light in the garage went on and I jerked back. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    Then the click, click of her heels across the garage. She closed the door…and locked it. 
 
    FUCK! 
 
    Was anything going to go right tonight? 
 
    The light went out and I tried the door knob anyway. Tight. What the hell was I going to do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I had to wait until she went to sleep, then I could pop the lock on the door and figure this all out. 
 
    She’d be mad if I wandered in late, but I could talk my way out of it, and everything would be hunky dory. 
 
    So I sat against the side of the garage. All dolled up and nowhere to go. My boner was forgotten, but it started to come back. I chuckled. You can’t keep a good man down, even when he’s a woman. 
 
    Five minutes later somebody drove into the driveway. Oh, no! 
 
    I ran to the gate and peered through. It was Rebecca Johannsen. Becky, from her stupid ‘More Power to the Bitches’ group. 
 
    I watched through the cracks in the fence as she got out of her car, then I heard the door slam. Click, click, Addie walked out to meet her. I could hear them talking. 
 
    “I don’t know where he is, but I’m worried. There was a glass in the living room.” 
 
    OH, NO! 
 
    “It had lipstick on it, and now I can’t find John anywhere. He doesn’t have his cell with him, and I don’t know what to think.” 
 
    “Do you think he’s cheating on you?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, I mean, it’s possible, but…but I don’t…I don’t know!” She began to cry, and Becky moved forward and put her arms around her. 
 
    And I got an idea. The sliding door! 
 
    I ran, as fast as a man in a tight dress can run, around the corner of the house and across the patio. If I could get to the bedroom I could strip everything off and hop into the shower. Let her think what she wanted, I could make her feel like she was stupid for not finding me in the bathroom. 
 
    I placed my hand on the door and started to open it. 
 
    Shadows appeared on the glass on the front door and the latching mechanism clicked. 
 
    I jumped back against the side of the house. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think. See, the glass is right there, and you can see the lip print on it and—THE SLIDING DOOR IS OPEN!” 
 
    Footsteps across the room, I ran for the corner of the house. 
 
    I heard the door slide all the way open. “There’s nobody here,” Becky’s voice sounded. 
 
    “I shut it. I remember shutting it.” 
 
    “Well, there’s nobody here and…” 
 
    Becky’s voice faded as she slid the door shut. 
 
    Click. It was locked. 
 
    Damn, damn, and double damn. 
 
    I went back to sitting against the side of the garage, cursing my luck, things were getting harder and harder. Still, when stupid Becky left I could…another car drove up in front of the house. 
 
    Now who the— 
 
    I heard the tinny squawk of a police radio.  
 
    Oh, no! They had called the police. 
 
    I peered through the cracks in the fence. The big spotlight lit up the front of my house, flashed back and forth, but they couldn’t see me behind the fence. 
 
    Oh, no. Oh, no. Oh, no. 
 
    A cop got out. A big one. Pushing a big billy club into his belt. Tilting his hat. He walked up the walk, and Addie and Becky greeted him. I turned and put my back to the fence. 
 
    “What seems to be the problem,” 
 
    “We think there’s a prowler.” 
 
    Then their voices became too low for me to hear. I looked back through the fence and watched the girls point at the house, and…and if only the sliding door wasn’t locked I could get into the house. 
 
    I turned again, looked into the darkness of the back yard, my mind racing. I imagined myself opening windows, even crawling down the chimney.  
 
    “Well, I’ll take a look around…” 
 
    Oh, my God! While I had been looking away the cop had come closer, and now he was just a couple of steps from the gate. 
 
    I was frozen! I didn’t know what to do! 
 
    He placed his hand on the latch and opened the gate. 
 
    I took off. I dropped my heels and looked like the road runner. 
 
    “Police! Stop!” 
 
    I wasn’t going to stop. My mind was a slate of sheer panic. I crossed over the bare patch, went under the apricot tree and….and the night sky whirled and I was looking up. 
 
    You don’t feel the blow that knocks you out, and I hadn’t felt the limb of the tree smack me right in the center of the forehead. 
 
    I couldn’t figure out where I was. I moaned, then I felt a strong arm lifting me to my feet. “Let’s go, girlie.” 
 
    Girlie? What? Oh, yeah, I had been wearing a dress, because…because…I tried to sort out what had happened to me. 
 
    He cuffed my hands. I was dazed and didn’t struggle. He lifted the cuffs so I was up on my tip toes and walked me back through the side yard. 
 
    He pushed me through the gate. Addie and Becky were standing to the right, and while I was still trying to figure out what the hell was going on, I kept my face turned to the left. 
 
    He marched me right past them, and I heard them saying things, but nothing made sense. Then he was pushing down on my head and I was getting into the cop car. 
 
    I sat there, and it all started to come together. The words when Addie left the house, me indulging my kink, being locked out of the house. 
 
    And the glass! I had left the glass on the table! 
 
    I was hunched over, staring down at the floor of the car and suddenly the cop tapped on the window. 
 
    I. looked up, my hair over my eyes. Addie was standing there, looking right at me. 
 
    Oh, God. I looked down quickly. 
 
    Had she recognized me? I hadn’t seen any recognition in her eyes, of course it had happened so fast. 
 
    “No. I’ve never seen her before.” 
 
    My mind shrieked, ‘It’s me! Addie! It’s your husband!’ 
 
    But my voice said nothing. I didn’t dare look up to correct her. 
 
    “All right. Probably some druggie who got lost.” 
 
    “But what was she doing in my house? Drinking with…with my husband? That’s her lipstick on the glass. And where is John?” 
 
    The cop sighed. “Well, she’s a hooker then.” 
 
    “You really think so?” 
 
    “Better looking than most, but with that big bump, and that blood on her face…” 
 
    I had blood…oh, the tree. I must have really knocked myself senseless. 
 
    A short while after that the cop got into the car. “Okay, missy, time to get you booked and settled in for the night.” 
 
    “Please, you need to stop the car.” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because I’m John Hansen. I’m her husband.” 
 
    He stopped the car and turned to look at me. 
 
    I told him the story. I admitted to my kink. Well, it was better than being found out by my wife. And if he would let me go…then I could get some male clothes somewhere and… 
 
    “Well, that’s a doozy,” he laughed and put the car in motion. 
 
    “No! Wait! you’ve got to believe me!” 
 
    But no matter how I begged, he drove me to the police station. 
 
    My town isn’t a big one, and the station isn’t a big one. When I went in there was only one cop on duty. 
 
    “Hey, Jimmy, what you got?” 
 
    “Crossdresser, prowling around. Probably a peeper, too.” 
 
    “Geez, the world is full of sickos, isn’t it?” 
 
    He walked me past the front desk and into a cell in the back. There was nobody else there. 
 
    I heard the clank of the cell door, and was never so mind blasted in my life Then he walked out and I was alone. 
 
    Alone. 
 
    I wasn’t a criminal. It wasn’t fair. I sat on a ledge and put my head in my hands. Suddenly he came back in. He tossed my high heels through the cell bars, then a wet towel. I caught the wet towel. 
 
    “Clean yourself up. If you need a doctor we can take you over to the Medical Center.” 
 
    He left. 
 
    I wiped my face. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, I began to cry. Little sniffs at first, then big drops. What had I done? What was going to happen to me? I loved Addie, but when she found out, and I had a feeling she was going to find out, what would happen to us? 
 
    The tears finally started to wane, and I sat there in the semi darkness. Then I leaned back against the cold cinder blocks and closed my eyes. 
 
     
 
    I don’t know how much time passed, but suddenly the lights went on. The big cop entered the cell block and came to my cell. He opened the door.  
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    I stood up and crossed the cell. 
 
    “Are you going to let me go?” 
 
    “Nope. Got a bomb threat. We’re moving you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He didn’t repeat himself, just marched me past the desk sergeant, who didn’t look too alarmed, and out to his car. 
 
    Another hand pushing my head down, and then we were driving. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” 
 
    “Believe it or not, the only other place in town with bars is the museum.” 
 
    “The cop museum?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “I think…I think I better make a phone call.” 
 
    “Tomorrow morning. With this bomb threat we don’t have time to baby sit you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Then, a few minutes later, “Should I call my wife? Should I tell her everything?” 
 
    “You can tell who you want.,..after you tell the judge.” 
 
    “The judge?” 
 
    “Yep. Come Tuesday morning you’ll be facing the judge.”               
 
    Tuesday? why not Monday? And then I remembered. Three day weekend.  
 
    And I bemoaned my fate some more. Three days in jail. My wife would be worried sick. And I was still terrified of seeing her. What had I done? 
 
    We pulled up in front of a big brick building. There were bars on the window, and a sign out front announced, ‘County Law Enforcement Museum.’ 
 
    There were no lights on in the building. 
 
    He opened the back door and I got out. I was holding my heels in my hands as he walked me up the front steps. We entered and he turned on the lights. 
 
    We were in a front lobby. There was a table with brochures on it. A window with bars on it, a thick door, and a cardboard cut out of a police officer with sunglasses on. 
 
    “Right through here,” he opened the thick door and walked me into the back. 
 
    We passed through a big room with all sorts of exhibits in it. Tables with ticket books, glass cases with ancient hand cuffs, pictures of cops and criminals they had arrested. I sure didn’t want my picture taken. And, in the center of the room, an actual pillory. 
 
    I only had a moment to see the thick boards with the cut out circles for the neck and hands, then I was in a long hallway with cells on the sides. 
 
    “Used to be a real jail, till they made it into a museum. In here.” 
 
    I walked into a cell that was definitely not modern. The iron bars were not smooth, you could see the welds, there was dust on the thin, fold down bed. 
 
    He shut the door with a clang and locked it. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “I’ll come get you tomorrow morning. After we get this bomb thing straightened out.” 
 
    “You’re going to leave me here?” 
 
    “You’re going to be okay.” 
 
    “But there’s nobody here!” 
 
    “Good. And nobody ever comes here. So you’ll have some nice peace and quiet.” 
 
    He walked away, clicked the lights off, which left me in the semi darkness. There was only one light over a back entrance, and it must have been 15 watt. 
 
    I sat down, and man, was I in a funk. 
 
    Then I turned and laid down. The bed was only a piece of plywood  folded out from the wall and supported by chains, and there was only a thin blanket. Pulled the blanket over me and, knowing that life would never be the same, I tried to sleep. 
 
    Tick. Tick. Tick. A big clock on the wall kept me awake. 
 
    I listened, but there wasn’t much other sound. Just that stupid clock. 
 
    Would Addie ever forgive me? Would… 
 
    Sounds. A car…no, cars…pulling into the parking lot. 
 
    Huh. Probably some kids sneaking a six pack. 
 
    The car doors closed. No, not kids. Adult footsteps climbed the front stairs. 
 
    What the fuck? More prisoners? 
 
    Then they were close enough so that I could tell they weren’t just footsteps, they were high heels. A herd of ‘click, click, clicks.’ coming in the front door, gathering in the lobby. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    The thick door to the lobby opened and the herd of high heels crossed the big room, then they entered the rear part of the jail, the cells, where I was now cringing into a corner of my cell. 
 
    No voices, however. Just the tramp, tramp of heels. Then a cluster of faces were staring in at me. 
 
    In the gloom I couldn’t make out their features. 
 
    “Here he is,” said somebody. 
 
    “The pervert.” 
 
    “We’ve had enough of your kind in this town.” 
 
    I was frozen in fear. They were only women, but there were a lot of them. And while I couldn’t see their faces, I could definitely feel their emotion. And it wasn’t a nice emotion. 
 
    A key was inserted and the door was opened. Bodies clustered into the cell, and suddenly I realized that they were all wearing masks. Some of them had ski masks on, a few had Zorro masks, but even up close I couldn’t tell who they were. 
 
    “Hey!” I protested. 
 
    But there were so many of them, and they grabbed me, held me tight, and hustled me out of the cell. 
 
    “You can’t do this! Let me go!” 
 
    I struggled, and while a man can take on a woman, he can’t take on a dozen of them. 
 
    I was rushed down the corridor and out into the large room. I saw where they were taking me and I tried to struggle even harder. But they were ready for me, and they pushed my neck down in the center hole of the stocks, then pulled my hands down so the wrists were in the holes, then the big, thick top board was lowered. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    Somebody fit a big padlock into the end of the stocks and I was caught. 
 
    My head and hands were fixed in place. I was completely vulnerable. 
 
    They began taking pictures. Bright flashes lit up the jail as I was photographed from every angle. 
 
    Somebody grabbed my hair and lifted my head. A hand grabbed my face and held it. A tube of lipstick rolled over my lips, and more pictures were taken. 
 
    Then, finally, everything stopped. 
 
    “Okay, ladies. What do we do with this pervert.” 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I cried. 
 
    Somebody slapped my butt, and they used a paddle. A big, heavy paddle.  SMACK! “And you can’t go sneaking around peeking through windows. Peeper.” 
 
    “I’m not a peeper!” 
 
    Another smack on the ass. SMACK! The other cheek. I was going to be sore. Heck, two smacks and I was already sore. 
 
    “You’re a peeping tom, and a pervert. Do you want to confess?” 
 
    “What? Confess to what?” 
 
    “Confess to your filthy, perverted crimes? What have you done, little man?” 
 
    Somebody grabbed my panties and pulled them down. My penis dangled for all to see. Somebody giggled. Then one of the women grabbed my penis and pulled it back up between my legs. I went up on tip toe. 
 
     “Confess, and maybe we won’t cut this off.” 
 
    “Oh, God…I’ll confess! Anything!” 
 
    “Tell us then, pervert. Tell us your sins.” 
 
    They all backed off then, but one of them kept ahold of my dick. Unbelievably, it started to get hard. 
 
    “Speak.” 
 
    “Okay…okay. I’m a crossdresser. That’s all. My wife doesn’t know, and tonight she went out and I decided to…” 
 
    For a long couple of minutes I told my story, confessed my ‘crimes,’ and the vigilantes listened silently. 
 
    Talking, I didn’t have much time to consider who they were, what had brought me to their attention. But they seemed to know about me, for when they were done somebody said. 
 
    “What about jacking off? How often to you flog that little thing you call a prick.” 
 
    Which was unfair, because I wasn’t small. At least, not too small. Well, it had always been big enough for me to get off. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow! Stop that!” Tears started to trickle down my face. 
 
    “Tell us about masturbating.” 
 
    Something started to click then. Something about my wife’s problem with me jacking off. But I was in such dire straits the idea had no time to form. 
 
    “Yes! I jack off.” 
 
    “How often.” 
 
    “Once or twice a day.” 
 
    “And you hide it from your wife.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    After a few more questions nailing down my masturbatory habits, a new question was asked. “Have you ever had an affair?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Tell the truth!” 
 
    I was crying freely now. “That is the truth! Please! don’t hit me again!” 
 
    “Have you ever lusted after other women?” 
 
    I tried not to answer that one, got another smack, and began burbling out my lusts. 
 
    “But I never acted on anything! I just…I can’t help it! It’s a guy thing! You see a woman and you get a boner!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And I knew that that one was simply punishment for looking. 
 
    And the questions went on. My whole history was laid out. Every sexual thought I had had since my balls dropped. 
 
    Finally, though, the dawn in the sky outside the window, they were done. 
 
    They all stood back, and there was silence. Then, “Sisters, the prisoner has confessed. Is there anybody who wishes to speak before we pronounce sentence?” 
 
    “There is.” 
 
    Then I heard the sound of a fresh pair of heels. Coming in from the lobby. Click, click, click. And that was the clicking of doom. 
 
    I turned my head as far as I could and peered into the gloom. A woman was walking towards me. Slowly her shape became more defined, I could see her body, recognized it, then her face, and… 
 
    “Addie?” 
 
    “Hello, John.” Yet there was no friendliness on her face. 
 
    “What…are you…can you get me out of here?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the problem, John. You see, when I joined my ladies group I made certain agreements, and I pledged to let all justice be handed out by the group.” 
 
    “You…but I didn’t agree!” 
 
    “You agreed by being married to me. Besides, you’re in a woman’s world now, and you are property.” 
 
    “I’m not property!” I protested. 
 
    One of the ladies in the circle said softly. “Nothing more, nothing less.” 
 
    Another said, “What would you say?” 
 
    Addie frowned. “He’s a good man, he supports me, but he doesn’t listen to me, and, tell the truth, he’s got a streak of meanness in him. And now that I know he’s got these sexual problems.” She spoke to me, then. “I mean, John, jacking off? Dressing like a woman? Peeping in windows? What were you thinking?” 
 
    I started to protest, but there really was no way to defend myself. 
 
    “Are you ready for us to pronounce sentence?” 
 
    Addie stepped back. “I am.” 
 
    One figure stepped forth. “John Hansen. You have been found guilty of crimes against womankind. Let me apprise you of the seriousness of your nature, and warn you against further infractions. 
 
    “If you cheat on your wife you can be castrated. If you continue with your present ways, you can be castrated. 
 
    “But since this is your first offense, and because we are a benevolent association, your punishment will not be severe. 
 
    “For the crime of dressing like a woman, you must dress like a woman for one year. 
 
    “For the crime of masturbation you will be in prison for one year. 
 
    “For the crime of peeping you will receive one hundred strokes.” 
 
    “Strokes? Strokes of…what are you…” 
 
    “Commence the punishment for peeping. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    Each women struck me with the paddle several times, then turned the paddle over to the next woman. 
 
    They were strong woman, and I was howling after just a few strokes. My ass would be bruised. I wouldn’t be able to sit down for a month. And as the strokes accumulated it got worse and worse. 
 
    Finally, the paddle was handed to my wife for the final ten strokes. 
 
    But it was my wife. I figured she wouldn’t hit me as hard. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I was wrong. 
 
    Nine more strokes, and it felt like she was getting stronger as she went. 
 
    Finally, me sobbing, my ass burning with agony, it was over. 
 
    My wife: “Gee, that was sort of fun.” 
 
    A couple of chuckles, and my mind spun with a thought: Fun? Oh, my God! That was fun? 
 
    Then the leader of the group spoke again. “Commence the punishment for masturbation.” 
 
    A couple of the women walked behind me. I could feel them doing something with my balls, then my dick. It felt like I was encased in something hard, and then there was a tiny clicking sound. 
 
    The women returned to their places in the circle and the leader of the group spoke one last time. 
 
    “The punishment for crossdressing will commence. You will dress like a woman, in all aspects, in every way, for the next year. If you are caught dressed like a male you will be returned to this location and your next punishment will be severe. 
 
    The next one would be severe? What the hell was this one? 
 
    The women turned and filed out of the room. A herd of clicks, click, clicks, and I just cried and wondered what they had done to my package. 
 
    “Good bye, John.” 
 
    “Addie? Wait!” 
 
    But she didn’t wait. Shortly I was alone, standing in the stocks, tears splattering on the floor. 
 
    An hour later the cop came and released me from the stocks and returned me to the real jail. I cried the whole way. 
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I spent the weekend in jail. As the weekend progressed more people were incarcerated. A half a dozen guys, from bums to bikers, most for drunkenness, one for breaking and entering. In the cell next to mine were two ladies of the night. I was better looking, though I suppose I shouldn’t be proud of that. 
 
    I was in the call with the guys, but they pretty much ignored me. I discovered the sad truth that most manly men look down, or are scared, of crossdressers. 
 
    Jail wasn’t fun. Nothing to do. Nobody to talk to. The smell of puke. The police rarely went back there. 
 
    In addition I couldn’t sit down. I mean, my ass hurt! I tried to sit, but stood. Finally, I went to a corner and laid on my belly. Nobody seemed to care. 
 
    And, to make things really bizarre, I discovered what they had done to my cock. It was in a shiny, little tube. A chastity device. That’s what being in prison for a year meant. 
 
    So I sat through Saturday, then Sunday, and then Monday. Tuesday morning, looking real spiffy in my stinking, sweaty black dress, a big bruise and cut on my forehead, my eyes red from lack of sleep, I was taken out of the jail and walked down a long hallway to the court room. I stood in a small waiting room, no chairs, for three hours, then I was walked into the courtroom. 
 
    God, was I embarrassed. The courtroom was packed, and a few people snickered at me. 
 
    I was a mess. And obviously a man. 
 
    The judge was a woman. Uh oh. And I quickly figured out that she had to be one of the women who had visited me in the museum jail. 
 
    “John Hansen. Case number…” the bailiff droned. 
 
    The judge: “Peeping, eh? How do you plead.” 
 
    A man moved up next to me. He was a scrawny public defender with owlish eyes. I had never spoken to him. 
 
    “My client pleads guilty, your honor.” 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    He nodded, and I knew he was in on the fix. 
 
    The judge didn’t give me a chance to complain. “Six months ankle bracelet. One year probation.”  
 
    The gavel descended and the defender turned me and pointed me towards the bailiff. 
 
    An hour later I was processed, with a monitor strapped around my ankle, and walking out the front door. Addie was waiting for me. She was chatting with a couple of ladies, and I realized that I would never look at a woman again without wondering if she was one of ‘those’ women. 
 
    Addie saw me, bid her friends good bye, and turned to me. She was smiling as she inspected my ankle bracelet. 
 
    “Well, well. My convict husband. How was Bubba?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, dressed like you are, I figured Bubba and his friends broke you in. Popped your cherry. Was it fun?” 
 
    “Har dee har har,” I mumbled. 
 
    She linked her arm in mine and walked towards the parking lot. “You know, at first I was scared. And that bit with the glass, I became furious, thought you were cheating. Imagine my surprise when I found out you were one of ‘those’ guys.” 
 
    “Please,” I asked, wanting her to stop. 
 
    “How long have you been cross dressing? 
 
    “Mumuhuh!” I said nothing in a soft voice. People were staring at me and I just wanted to crawl into a corner and die. 
 
    “Well, it doesn’t matter. This next year is going to be interesting.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you have to dress like a woman for one year.” 
 
    I stopped and stared at her. 
 
    “You heard the sentence of my lady’s group. It’s a form of aversion therapy. They figure if you have to do it every day you’ll get tired of it. End of problem. 
 
    “Of course, knowing you, you might not get tired of it, especially the part where you wait on me hand and foot.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “Oh, yes you are, husband mine. Because you have embarrassed me, and caused me so much grief, I am going to get my pound of flesh. For the next year you will dress as a woman, and you will wait on me hand and foot. And, by the way, that little toy under your skirt isn’t going to come off soon. 
 
    “You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Funny, that’s what I was saying on Friday night. So, Johanna, that’s your name for the next year, are you going to be a bitch about it? Because it only takes one word from me to the lady’s group and you will be picked up and ‘re-educated.’ And second offenses…who knows, maybe you can get castrated.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Want to find out?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She turned me then and we continued to our car. 
 
    I went to the driver’s side and she said, “Whoa.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “People who wear high heels shouldn’t be trusted with a gas pedal.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Passenger side, slick, and be quick about it.” 
 
    My heart feeling like a lead weight, I rounded the car and got into the passenger seat. 
 
    Gaily, Addie drove through town. She had the top down and she honked and waved to people, and I cringed in the passenger seat. 
 
    She stopped and talked to a couple of neighbors. She explained my position by simply saying, “He was caught crossdressing and peeping. He’s going to be a woman for a year. Need your house cleaned? I’m going to rent him out.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    We rolled into our driveway and she stopped the car, got out and walked away. 
 
    Dismally, I got out and followed her. 
 
    She was proud, strutting. I was slumping, broken. 
 
    In the house she said, “Your outfit is on the bed. Change and do the dishes. I’m going to masturbate.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You sure are asking ‘what’ a lot. You are such a curious dear.” She patted my cheek and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    I followed her into the bedroom. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “It’s my bedroom?” I said, confused. 
 
    “No, no. You’re down the hall. What used to be the guest room. I guess it still is the guest room. You’re going to be a guest for a year, right?” She laughed merrily. 
 
    I walked back down the hall. 
 
    The guest room was small, a single bed. A single blanket. The material of the blanket was rough, would not be comfortable. A single pillow. Scrawny but lumpy. 
 
    A single dresser. 
 
    She was behind me. “I put your new clothes in the dresser and the closet. 
 
    I went to the dresser and opened it. The top drawer was panties. a couple of garters, and nylons. The second drawer was bras and tummy shapers. The third drawer had a large set of breast forms. 
 
    I looked in the closet. A half a dozen dresses, ugly things with flower print patterns and such. They also looked a bit small. I would discover that they were designed to be extra tight on me. I would even have to sew seams back together a couple of times over the next year. 
 
    On the floor were three sets of high heels. 
 
    “Imagine my surprise when I hacked your computer and discovered passwords and secret sites. I followed the links and discovered you had already sized yourself out. You’ll find that everything fits. Sort of.” She giggled. 
 
    The one glory of the guest room was that it had a small bathroom on one side. I went into it and stared at the make up placed on the sink counter.  
 
    “I’ll help you with your make up for the first week.” 
 
    I felt like crying. I didn’t want to be a woman. I wanted this damned tube off me. I wanted to be a man, scratching my balls and feeling cocky. 
 
    No feeling cocky for me, though. 
 
    “Can I take a shower?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And use the perfumed soap. I have to tell you, just between us girls?” she arched her eyebrows, “You’re a little stinky.” 
 
    Laughing, she turned and left the room. 
 
    I took off my filthy dress and underwear. I stepped into the shower and began soaping. PU! The soap she told me to use was el stinko. I almost gagged, and I had the sick feeling that I was going to be getting used to such things over the next year. 
 
    Finally, cleaned off and feeling half human, I stepped out of the shower and dried myself. And heard grunting sounds. 
 
    Grunting? 
 
    I tip toed out to the hallway and followed the sounds to my bedroom. 
 
    Addie was laying on the bed, naked, a big dildo jammed up her cooch. She was using a small vibrator on her clitoris, and I was just in time to see her arch her back and groan loudly. She remained frozen like that for about 20 seconds, then collapsed. 
 
    I was incredibly turned on, and the fact that I couldn't get hard made me want to get harder all the more. 
 
    I reached up and touched a nipple. It was stiff. I groaned, and I must have made too much noise, because she turned her head and looked at me. She grinned. 
 
    “Now I see why you like to masturbate so much. The cum is better than with your little dick.” 
 
    “Hey!” Little tears were creeping out of my eyes. 
 
    She stood up, a shapely woman with large breasts. I was fascinated by her lips and eyes, and she came to the door. 
 
    She came like she was going to kiss me, but she was just teasing. She got right to me, I started to move forward, and she closed the door. 
 
    “A little privacy, Peeper.” 
 
    I slumped. God. This was terrible. 
 
    I walked back to my new room and got dressed. 
 
     
 
    It was the first month that was the worst. 
 
    I was constantly confused by all the housework I had to do, and I was given no time to think about it. 
 
    Do the dishes. Polish the silverware. Dust the blinds. Polish the wood. Vacuum. Clean the windows. Cut the lawn. Rake the leaves. Wash and wax the cars. And on and on and on. 
 
    And, when the days work was done Addie gave me lessons. 
 
    “Three coats, stroke towards the tip, let it dry and now the protective finish.” And I had beautiful, red nails. Which didn’t help with all my chores. And throughout the day, especially that first month, I had to keep fixing broken nails. 
 
    “No. No. Blend the foundation like this. Now the blush will…” And I was fully made up, and had to repair myself after working and smudging, or sweating through, my make up. 
 
    “You need to use Nair.” 
 
    “Do your rollers like this…” 
 
    “Walk on a line, it’ll make your ass so-o-o sexy.” 
 
    On and on it went. And I was exhausted. And I couldn’t leave the house.  
 
    By the end of a month I had adapted. It is amazing how much the mind can change in a month. 
 
    I had given up on watching football and watched soap operas,  kneeling at Addie’s feet and painting her toes. 
 
    I stopped looking at Sports Illustrated and began reading fashion magazines. 
 
    My hands were changing. I didn’t use them with muscle, and they lost that gnarly look that a man’s hands have. Instead, they looked longer, more slender, like a woman’s. 
 
    My face was changing, too. It seemed like it was getting skinnier, like the fat was moving around. How weird. 
 
    My hair, of course, got longer. And I was told to brush it out a hundred times at a sitting. It became smooth and silky shiny. 
 
    I got used to wearing make up. 
 
    My lips were plumper, courtesy of Agelyss Lip Plumper (with Volulip). And they were bright red at all times. If they even started to fade Addie would command me to fix my face. 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, was that I started to lose weight. 
 
    I wasn’t a big guy, but now I was skinny. Part of it was the constant diet of salads that Addie demanded I eat. But part of it…part of it didn’t make sense. 
 
    “I’m losing too much weight.” 
 
    “You’re fitting into your dresses better.” 
 
    I think I should see a doctor.” 
 
    “Well, have a nice walk.” 
 
    That was another thing. I wasn’t allowed to drive the car. Even after the six months, when I lost the ankle bracelet, Addie kept the keys and told me if I wanted to go anywhere I had to walk, that I needed the exercise. 
 
    I didn’t need any exercise. I was getting enough exercise cleaning the house. 
 
    I did get out of the house, however. Addie took me to the store and waited while I bought the groceries. And once every month I went to a party. I quickly figured out that these parties were nothing more than a chance for the woman of her club to make sure I was following the rules. 
 
    Thus, the year passed. I completed my sentence. I went to the probation officer for the last time, and was told my sentence was finished. I could return to being a man. 
 
    And I could lose the chastity tube. 
 
    I was all grins when I walked into the house. Addie wasn’t displeased, but her smile was sort of quirky. 
 
    “Well, slick. It’s back to being a man. Are you looking forward to scratching your balls again?” 
 
    “I should hope so,” I said eagerly. 
 
    “Then let’s see to your little pussy.” 
 
    That’s what she called my chastity device. My pussy. All year long she had laughed at me and asked how it felt to be in pussy. 
 
    She took out a key and undid the tube. My dick fell out, and it was changed. I looked down at it in horror. 
 
    It was shrunken. And pale. And it didn’t look like it wanted to get hard. 
 
    But I was so horny! I wanted a hard on! 
 
    “Honey?” I wailed, as I palmed the little worm. 
 
    She stared at it. “Well, use it or lose it. You want to use it?” 
 
    I looked at her. Her face was bland, non committal. 
 
    “Oh….oh…” But I didn’t commit myself. I was in shock. 
 
    I finally said, “What about us?” 
 
    “What about us?” 
 
    “Are we still married?” 
 
    “Of course we are.” She patted my cheek. 
 
    “And I can move back into our bedroom?” 
 
    “I look forward to it.” Then she said something strange. “We’ll just leave everything as it is in the other room.” 
 
    My dick, so small and soft, was pulsing, but not like the hard throb of years gone by. Now it was like a pulse in a finger. 
 
    “Would you like to make love right now?” 
 
    I looked up at her I was a mix of hope and eagerness, and fear that I wouldn’t be able to rise to the occasion. “Can we?” 
 
    “Sure.” I’ve missed a good dicking. Why don’t we start with you eating me out?” 
 
    I had eaten her out a lot this past year, and I was quite used to her request. I quickly knelt and bent my head to her pussy. With my hands I stripped my female clothes off, and I pushed with my legs to push my face deeper into her snatch. 
 
    She groaned and moaned and held my head. 
 
    My hands free I began to finger bang her. I stuck them into her, slid them along her labia, flicked her clitoris. 
 
    She held on to me and arched her hips. 
 
    I crawled up on the bed, knee walked between her thighs. I felt her tits, and she felt my sort of saggy pecs. 
 
    That was another odd thing, my pectorals had lost their firmness. I didn’t notice it a lot because I was always wearing breast forms. But now, out of my female duds, I was well aware that they were mounds of fat and sagging. 
 
    But I didn’t care. I was so horny. My cock was very slowly responding, and I was going to get to fuck. After a year of not even being able to touch myself, I was, at last, going to be in pussy. Real pussy. 
 
    I knelt over her pussy and put my cock to her hole. It wasn’t real hard, but with a little push and shove I managed to get it into her hole. 
 
    Ah! God! It was heaven! To feel her warmth, her moistness. Her cave engulfed me easily. 
 
    She said, “Is it in?” 
 
    I was beside myself with lust. “Oh, yes…yes…” 
 
    She moved her hips, and I fell out. 
 
    I almost sobbed as I put it back in. 
 
    She moved again, and I used all my muscles to keep my body pressed forward. I managed to stay in. 
 
    She kept moving, and I could feel my dick bending around, and it took all my strength to keep it in. 
 
    She moaned, and she cupped my…tits. Well, they weren’t pecs. They weren’t muscle. Might just as well call ‘em what they are. 
 
    And she came. Quickly. She just groaned and her body locked up and her head was tilted back and her red lips looked so delicious. Her eyes were closed. And I felt her muscles squeezing, and squeezing, and…my dick fell out. 
 
    “Oh, that was better than Jilling off,” she murmured. She had a wonderful, pleased smile on her face. 
 
    I was hornier than ever. 
 
    “But I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s your problem,” she smiled, pushing me off her. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at my little weenie. Traitor. Unable to get hard. And that was when it hit me. I turned to her and accused. “You’ve been giving me something?” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You’ve been giving me drugs. Hormones or something.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you’re imagining things.” She laughed and stepped into the bathroom. A few seconds later I heard the shower running. 
 
    I walked back to my room and sat on my bed. 
 
    I was alone. I wasn’t really a man. What had happened to me? 
 
    I went back to my bedroom, the real bedroom from a year before, and put on some male clothes. they didn’t fit. 
 
    My hips were too big for my jeans. Funny. I had wanted them bigger to fit dresses, but now they were too big. 
 
    And my chest was smaller, and my ‘breasts’ hung inside, slack. Unsupported. And it felt so weird. 
 
    I put on shoes, and my feet hurt. Apparently my feet were now used to high heels. Even though my athletic shoes were cushioned, my feet missed the high arches and the squeezed toes. 
 
    I walked out to the living room and sat down and turned on the football game. But I hadn’t seen a game in a year, and I didn’t know who the players were. And my mind was just not into it. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and grabbed a beer. 
 
    Yuck. 
 
    I threw the beer away. 
 
    Addie was out of the shower. It was almost as if she was following me, and she watched as I came to grips with my frustrations. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” She was smiling, a knowing look in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m…I’m not used to being a man.” 
 
    “Huh, and after a year of wanting to be a man.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I went out to the car. I got in it, and it felt weird. I was used to sitting in the passenger seat. And I had to mentally jog myself to remember the simple things involved in steering a car. 
 
    I drove around the block. Stopped at a convenience store. I bought a box of Oreos. Double Stuff. My favorite. 
 
    I returned home, and was actually glad to be out of the car. 
 
    I put a cookie in my mouth, and then spit it out. Yuck. I hadn’t eaten sugar in a year, and I didn’t like it. 
 
    And so the day went. All my habits from being a man being inspected and found wanting. By the end of the day I was a sad, sad person. I couldn’t wear the right clothes, I didn’t appreciate the manly things, and I couldn’t even fuck my wife. At least, not in the way she deserved. 
 
    Then I thought about it. 
 
    I had been given hormones, and I was changed, and that’s the way she wanted it. 
 
    And I had been reconditioned, my mind was actually changed. And that was the way she wanted it. 
 
    What else did she want? 
 
      
 
    Over the next month it didn’t get any better. I would constantly find myself starting to act like a male, and then becoming discouraged. 
 
    I tried to have sex, and couldn’t. 
 
    I was very uncomfortable with the bags hanging on my chest. I wanted support. 
 
     
 
    “Addie? Could we have a talk?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She sat on one side of the kitchen table. I sat on the other. 
 
    She wore a slinky dress, pearls, her boobs on display. Her hair was up in a French bun, and her lips were that beautiful shade of red that I loved so much. 
 
    I envied her her red lips. 
 
    I was wearing slacks that were big enough to hold my ass. My breasts hung in a tee shirt. 
 
    “What’s the haps, babe?” she asked. 
 
    “Let’s talk about me and what’s happened to me?” 
 
    “Okay. You want to pour me a little drink, first?” 
 
    I stood up and quickly mixed her a bourbon and Coke. Over the last month, since I had been returned to ‘maledom,’ she had developed a taste for whiskey. And I constantly found myself getting her a drink. Moving in front of her to open a door, then walking behind her. Even letting her drive. 
 
    I also caught myself doing a little housekeeping. I would suddenly become aware that I had gotten out the vacuum, or had done the dishes. 
 
    I placed the drink on the table in front of her. She lifted and tilted, and left a red lip print on the glass. I was so reminded of how I had left my glass on the table the year before. 
 
    In a way, that had started the whole problem. If she hadn’t seen that glass she wouldn’t have wondered if I was cheating. She might have just figured I was out, and gone to bed. I could have snuck in, changed, and that would have been that. 
 
    But I left that glass there, and I started to wonder…was that my subconscious? Did I leave that glass on the table on purpose? Did I want to get caught? 
 
    “So, you wanted to talk?” 
 
    I shook the remembrances, and the wondering, out of my head. 
 
    “I’m not comfortable.” 
 
    “With?” 
 
    “Being a man.” 
 
    “Oh,” she sipped again, arched her eyes. 
 
    “Yes. Whatever you gave me,” she said nothing, she wouldn’t admit to anything, “I don’t fit into male clothing, and I don’t like any of the male things I used to like.” 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    “I don’t even have a working…penis.” 
 
    “What do you want to do about it?” 
 
    I was silent for a long time then, thinking over my next words, considering my decisions. 
 
    “I want to go back.” 
 
    She nodded. Sipped some more. To being a woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, do it.” 
 
    “Except, I don’t want to lose my thing. Even though it doesn’t work, it’s part of me. And your Lady’s club said that second time offenses would result in my castration.” 
 
    “Oh,” she nodded, thoughtful. 
 
    “So what am I going to do?” 
 
    She pursed her lips, tilted her head. “There is one way to get around that law.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let me talk to the ladies and make sure.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You understand what this means?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll let you stay in my bedroom, sometimes, but not always. You’ll be wearing make up, lingerie, you won’t be able to drive, and you’ll have to keep my house clean.” 
 
    She had said, ‘my house,’ so she had been thinking about it. in fact, I assumed she had already come to a decision. Maybe even a year before. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I affirmed, “Yes.” 
 
    “And I really will rent you out to other ladies. Not just to clean house, but to…service them.” 
 
    “Oral sex.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I gave my final nod. 
 
      
 
    I was in the police museum again. It was over thirteen months since my adventure had started. Only a week since I talked to Addie. 
 
    I was not in the stocks now, however. I was lying on a piece of furniture I had never seen before. 
 
    It was like a horse, but with a wide, padded center board. It was slightly curved at the front and rear, so that my head was tilted up, and my butt was presented. 
 
    The ladies were there, standing in a circle around me, but they weren’t wearing masks. Now they were naked except for the strap ons they were wearing. A variety of dildos stared at me. 
 
    Small ones. Ones with nubs. Big ones. Some with built in vibrators. Some with weird shapes. 
 
    One woman spoke. “John Hansen. You have applied for membership into a very exclusive club. We are here to give our approval…or disapproval. Are you ready for the final test?” 
 
    “I am.” I nodded, as best as I was able on my little horse. 
 
    “Let the test begin.” 
 
    A bench on rollers was pushed towards me. A naked woman was reclining on the bench, she had her legs spread apart. The bench was rolled right up to me, fit under the ledge of the board I was on, and her pussy came right into my face. 
 
    Quickly, I began to eat. She was fresh washed and smelled delicious. She moaned as I stuck my tongue into her. 
 
    Behind me I could feel somebody working lube into my asshole. Fingers massaged my rectum, cold, creamy stuff was pushed into me, slathered on me. Several hands rubbed my back and my legs.  
 
    I had been told that the woman didn’t want me to fail, were dedicated to me making my transition. 
 
    Then the first dildo was pressed to me. 
 
    For the last few nights Addie had helped me prepare, fingering me, helping my asshole get used to being penetrated. I had concentrated on staying relaxed, and now it was helping me. 
 
    I grunted as the head slipped in. It felt huge, but I knew they were going to fuck me with the smaller dildos first. 
 
    I felt the tool sliding in and out, and it felt so good, just a half foot of pleasure grinding away at my asshole. 
 
    The woman under my mouth came. A quick, violent explosion. She clamped her thighs around my face and pressed her pussy against me, then she was wheeled away and another woman climbed onto the rolling pussy table. 
 
    Twelve women. I had to get fucked by each of them, and I had to make each of them cum. 
 
    They fucked my ass, and that handled that. And my mouth would ensure their orgasm. 
 
    The woman in my ass drew out as they wheeled the woman I had eaten away. Another woman stepped up to my ass, another woman was wheeled out of the darkness. My mouth was attacked by pussy, my asshole was attacked by cock. 
 
    “You’re doing good,” whispered Addie, at one point. 
 
    I felt good. Yes, my mouth was tired, my jaw a little sore, but I was confident. I was also inspired. I wanted to pass the test. I needed to pass the test. 
 
    Another woman into me, sawing back and forth, opening me up. Her dildo was bigger, and it had a wavy shape. I could feel my nerves celebrating as they were rubbed. 
 
    Another. Another. 
 
    God, it felt good. I realized that I was moaning with pleasure. 
 
    And the women I was servicing were moaning. 
 
    Nine women. Addie kissed me between oral servicing. I knew she could taste all the pussy on me, but she didn’t care. Women are so much better than men. They are loving, caring. 
 
    Another woman. I was bucking on the table. I was so hot. 
 
    Then Addie whispered. “I’m going to fuck you now. You’re almost there.” 
 
    She went behind me and I could feel the unique feel of her hands on the back of my legs. Then she was in me. And she had chosen a big dick. 
 
    Well, actually, I had chosen the dick. We had chosen it together, but she focused on what I wanted. 
 
    I brought the woman in front of me to an orgasm, and then the last cock was up my ass, and Addie was being wheeled up to me. 
 
    I felt a dick slide into me, and I slid my tongue into Addie’s pussy. 
 
    I ate, loving the familiarity of her juicy twat. 
 
    And, finally, finally, she came. A glorious burst of pleasure that filled my mouth with her juices. She was wheeled away, then returned to me. I was let up from the table, helped to stand. And twelve women hugged me, loved me, and welcomed me to their ranks. 
 
    Twelve women. 
 
    Then they sponged me off, wiped the cum and the sweat off me, off my face. 
 
    And they brought me clothes. Real woman clothes. 
 
    My bra was pulled up tight. Nylons were rolled onto my legs, and my make up was done. 
 
    A half hour later, proud, though a bit bow-legged, I walked out of the police museum. I held my head high, and I knew that I was beautiful. 
 
    For the first time in my life I felt the supreme confidence of a real woman. And the world was my oyster. 
 
      
 
    END
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby,” I took my wife in my arms and gave her a big smackeroo. I’m a big guy, and she’s a little girl, so she didn’t stand much of a chance. I just covered her with kisses and she giggled and laughed and tried to push my hairy face away. 
 
    I should probably describe myself real quick, it will help you understand what I was about to go through. 
 
    When I say big I mean like in chunky. I’m five foot eight, but 240 pounds, and most of that is muscle. I’ve got lots of hair, I’m one of the hairy ones, and I sort of like it. I’ve got body hair, and a big, old beard, and I even let my hair grow down to my neck. 
 
    But I’m a pipeline worker, so I can get away with it. With my barrel chest and deep voice I can wear pants so low my crack shows and people say, ‘Oh, well, yeah. That’s Chuck.’ I mean, I’m right for me, if you get my meaning. 
 
    Now my wife, Charlotte, is five foot six, with heels she’s as tall as me, but she is skinny. BUT…with a round ass and pretty hefty globes. I mean, she’s sort of got a boy’s body, but with the girl’s bells and whistles. Wink, wink. 
 
    So, understanding what I look like, and she looks like, that morning I covered her with kisses and slid my hand down her pants…and panties. 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped as my thick digit slid into her hole. She hugged me then, and said, “Take off my clothes before you fuck me, okay?” 
 
    I laughed. I tossed her on the bed, literally, she loves it when I do that, then undid her pants. They slid off her creamy thighs quickly and easily and I pulled her panties off. 
 
    Her sweet chortle of a giggle accompanied the lifting of her buttocks, and then I had them off. 
 
    I kicked off my construction boots, took off my own thick jeans, and unbuttoned my shirt. 
 
    Meanwhile, she took off her shirt, exposed her luscious mounds, then unsnapped her bra. 
 
    “Oh, baby, I missed you,” she said, lust pouring out of her eyes. 
 
    “Not as much as I missed you,” my voice was hoarse. 
 
    I had just spent six months working on the pipeline, and now I was home. I hadn’t had any nookie for six months, and my balls were full and my log was loaded. 
 
    “Sweet Heysoos had a mother,” breathed Charlotte. “If that thing between your legs was any bigger I’d call it a dick.” 
 
    I’m a good 8 inches, sticks out past my belly, and the head is round and, when I haven’t had any for a while, drips. Like I was dripping now. 
 
    I crawled on to the bed. She opened up her legs and cupped her tits, and pulled on her nips, and all the while she was eye locked with me, our lust and love making the world a very nice place. 
 
    “Oh, no, Mister,” she quipped. “You aren’t going to rape me, are you?” The ‘are you’ was filled with hope. 
 
    “Baby,” I grunted, “I’m going to stick it so far in you it comes out your throat.” 
 
    “EW!” And she closed her legs, a glint of humor in her eyes, “I ain’t fuckin’ no sissy pipeline worker!” 
 
    “First I’m big, and now I’m a sissy. Make up your mind, girlie.” 
 
    I placed my hands between her legs and gently tried to pull them apart. 
 
    “Oh, help!” she chuckled, “I’m being raped by a hairy monster who can’t get my legs apart.” 
 
    “I can, but I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    “Oh, hurt me, baby. Hurt me.” 
 
    Finally, she gave way, then she tried to struggle off the bed. 
 
    I grabbed her sexy thighs in my thick hands and held her in place. “Where you think you’re going?” 
 
    “To the grocery store. I need some milk.” 
 
    “I got milk. Gallons of milk. Six months of milk.” 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the…OH!” 
 
    I managed to push my head between her thighs and I latched on to her pussy with my mouth. 
 
    “Oh…unhand me…unmouth me…” she beat on my back weakly. She arched her hips upward, fucking my mouth with her cunt. 
 
    I blew air, making one of those stupid motorboat sounds. 
 
    “Stop that!” But she was gasping with laughter. 
 
    Then I was on top of her, covering her slender body with mine, and we were kissing. A long, twining kiss, with tongues, and moaning, and my hands groping her sizable breasts. 
 
    “Oh, God. I missed you, babe.” She moaned when we broke for air. 
 
    “And I you.” 
 
    She put one hand to my beard. “You should probably shave this.” 
 
    “Nah. That’s six months of bush.” 
 
    “That’s a wire pot cleaner, and it scratches when you eat me.” 
 
    “Toughen up, bitch,” and I kissed her again, and managed to insert my dong in her cave. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she said, her eyes opening wide. 
 
    I moved in and out, gently. I knew my strength and didn’t want to hurt her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.” 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted, getting a little rougher, driving it into her. 
 
    “Oh…unh!” She felt the big head inside her. I twisted a bit and she felt my veins rub against her walls. 
 
    “Heysoos,” and now she just held on. She was moist, juicy, and I began to ride her, her cunt glistened with juices and I pounded into her. 
 
    She bucked and twitched, she arched and gripped my flesh with her hands. She moaned, and I could feel her start to climb the mountain. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, go for it,” I urged, slamming my cock in and out. 
 
    She managed to whisper, “What about you?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about me. We got all day.” 
 
    “Okay….then…I’m…I’m going to…GAHHH!” 
 
    Her eyes rolled back and her hands turned into claws. Her back arched spasmodically and she groaned. I could feel the muscles in her cunt contract, squeeze me. I redoubled my efforts, trying to get off myself. 
 
    Then, twenty seconds later, she crest, all her muscles went limp, and she went limp. 
 
    I was still pounding. My ass was working, driving the spike, and…I…wasn’t even close. 
 
    I kept thrusting for a long minute, then I stopped. I lay over her, supporting myself push up style, breathing hard. 
 
    “Oh, baby? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Nothing…I just can’t…get there. You know?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Not you. It’s me.” 
 
    “Are you sure? Maybe…” 
 
    I kissed her quick, to shut her up, and said, “It just happens.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s never happened to you.” 
 
    “First time for everything. But don’t worry, we got the rest of out lives to unload this big hog, and I will do a lot of unloading. Now let’s go have some lunch and talk about whatever we’re supposed to talk about after six months living apart. 
 
    We took a shower, and she soaped my dick, a lot, and tried to get me to cum that way.  
 
    I moaned and I groaned, the water washing over me, washing her head bob on my dick. Finally, I lifted her up. “I’m sorry, I’m just not close.” 
 
    “But you do love me?” 
 
    “Honey, love isn’t just about sex. I love you with all my heart, and my kidney and my liver, too.” 
 
    She laughed, weakly, then we got out of the shower. 
 
    The rest of the day we played. We talked about things to do around the house, where my next job might be, and then we went out to dinner. We ate at a small roadhouse with a great band. We sat, my arms around her, in a booth and listened to some long hair bend his guitar and make the most awesome sounds. I mean, he just shredded that puppy. 
 
    Then we went home, and all the way home the only thing on our minds was round two. Getting me off. 
 
    Heck, I was six months without, my balls felt big and round, my dick was super sensitive, and I really wanted to shoot a load. 
 
    Laughing from too much beer, horny and in love, we made our staggering way to our bedroom. 
 
    Good bye clothes, and we were naked, sitting cross legged on the bed facing each other. She leaned forward, she’s flexible, and sucked my cock. Her sweet mouth was soft and velvety, and she palpated my balls, even slapping them a little. Slapping my testicles was always a sure fire squirt maker. 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned. 
 
    Then she pushed me back on my back and squatted over me. 
 
    “Let me do the work, big boy.” 
 
    I smiled as she lowered herself, and the ripples of her cunt slid over me, and I felt like I was in the hand of God. Or Goddess, in this case. 
 
    She leaned forward and tweaked my nipples. She reached down and squeezed my testicles. She kissed me, again and again and again. 
 
    For my part, I thrust up, driving my spike into her so that she gasped in pleasure. Again and again. 
 
    For a long ten minutes we pounded on each other, trying desperately. 
 
    But, in the end…no go. 
 
    She crawled off me. “I’m getting sore.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I don’t know…I should have shot my load a dozen times over.” And I was feeling pretty down right then. I mean, once I can understand. But I had just had the juiciest cunt in the world giving me the works. And that was when I started to worry. Two weeks later I was in the doctor’s office. 
 
    “I just can’t seem to have an orgasm.” 
 
    The company doctor was a skinny geek. He looked like a white pencil with a big, black stethoscope. 
 
    He prodded me here and there, listening to my chest breathing, looked down my mouth and into my ears, then said: “We can take some tests, maybe that will show us something.” 
 
    “Doc, aside from a cold here or there, I ain’t been sick a day in my life.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry. In fact I would try not to worry. We’ll get to the bottom of this.” He smiled at my wife, who was sitting there biting her nails. 
 
    “But what could be causing it? I mean…ED? Erectile Dysfunction? At my age?” 
 
    “People do change, these things happen, but, like I said, worry might be part of your problem. Worry enough about not completing the sexual act and it gets harder and harder to complete the sexual act. 
 
    So I gave him a couple of ounces of blood, peed in a cup, and we were out of there. 
 
    All the way home we were silent. As we entered the driveway I said, “Well, at least I can get you off.”               
 
    “Yeah, but it’s a two way street.” Then she turned to me. “Can I try something?” 
 
    “Sure? What?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been doing some research on the net, and I’ve talked to a couple of girls at work,” she put her hands up, “not letting anybody know your problem, don’t worry. But there is a sexual thing I can do that might help.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want to, uh, massage your prostate.” 
 
    “Massage me…isn’t that up my…” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s inside your body, it’s the muscle that squeezes the tube your sperm comes out of. I read that sometimes people get ED because the prostate isn’t working. And there are people on the net who claim that prostate massage works wonders.” 
 
    We were sitting in the truck, silent for a long couple of minutes while I mulled this over in my mind. 
 
    “Putting your finger up my poo poo,” I finally muttered. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle, I’ll even take off my fake nails for you, but if I can massage the prostate, press on it the right way, then semen should go up the tube. 
 
    “Well. I guess there’s nuttier things. But…isn’t that sort of a gay thing?” 
 
    “Sure, gays do it, but I don’t think you have to worry about turning gay.” 
 
    “Well…and you really think this will help?” 
 
    “I think it’s worth a try.” 
 
    The funny thing is, I wouldn’t think about this till later, it was like there was a hidden sort of a gleam in her eye. And thinking about it later, I would realize that she really wanted to do this. In fact, it was making her hot. 
 
     
 
    That night she lit some candles and turned on some soft music. She gave me a couple of shots of whiskey to relax me, and we began. 
 
    First she laid a towel on the bed, then she had me lay on the towel. 
 
    “Oh, baby, think about shooting your load. You’ve got to have twice as much jizz in you as when you first got home. I mean, we been fucking and I’ve been getting off, but you’re just storing it up. 
 
    I laughed. “I’m a damn firehose tonight.” 
 
    “Just be careful and don’t knock my head off when you squirt. 
 
    She gave me a delicious and sexy massage then. She focused on my manhood, and feeling her hands go up and down the shaft, manipulate the balls, I was moaning and groaning in no time. 
 
    “Okay, baby, get on all fours.” 
 
    I quickly assumed the position.  
 
    She massaged my ass, and said, “Did you shave back here?” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “Oh, must be my imagination. Just feels like you’ve got less hair on your ass.” 
 
    She applied lubricant while I thought about that. Less hair? Maybe I had been sitting down more, and that rubbed the hair off my ass. Sounded weird, though. 
 
    “Okay, baby, here we go. I’m going to put a lot of lube in your rectum.” 
 
    Her fingers were long and slender, and I could feel her pushing lube into me, then her finger slid all the way in. 
 
    “OH!” I fell forward, my arms and legs giving way, and her finger was left behind. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she started to panic. 
 
    “No…yet…I mean, did you feel that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It was like a charge of electricity spiked through my butt. Heysoos, it felt fucking good!” 
 
    My eyes were wide and I was breathing hard. I had never felt anything like that. 
 
    “Should we stop?” she asked worriedly. 
 
    “No, no! I want to experience that again.” 
 
    She paused, then said: “Can you get back on all fours?” 
 
    I could, but I felt sort of weak, like that electrical zap, or whatever it was, had taken it out of me. 
 
    Charlotte examined me then. She felt my balls and my shaft, she felt the area around my asshole, then: “Okay, I’ll try to massage you again.” 
 
    I was actually holding my breath. I wasn’t afraid, but I was tense. I mean, this thing was weird. 
 
    She massaged me again, touched my asshole, and now I felt even more sensitive down there. I jerked and twitched. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “I’m going to put my finger in now.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She slid her finger in and I collapsed again, and a white hot feeling exploded from my…well, not my balls, but from behind them. For a long moment I felt the heat going through me, scouring me, and then I just felt sort of loosey goosey. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. “I think I came.” 
 
    “But I didn’t even get all the way into you! I didn’t even feel your prostate!” 
 
    I rolled over and looked at my dick. A lot of pre-cum, but no sperm. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what to say. It was like an orgasm, but…sort of different. Instead of exploding it felt like an ocean was washing through em, and I felt good like I do with an orgasm…but it was different.” 
 
    She frowned. “Would you mind if we explored this a little?” 
 
    “How do you mean? I mean, we’re exploring already, right?” 
 
    “I want you to lay on your belly, spread your legs, and I’m going to get all the way into you.” 
 
    I stared at her. I felt good, like I had just cum, but I hadn’t, and that meant I still had a problem, and this was the most I’d felt down there in a month, so… “Okay.” 
 
    I lay on my belly and spread my legs. 
 
    “Here, put a pillow under you, that’ll scoot your butt up so I can get to your prostate better.” 
 
    “God, this is sort of gay, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Honey, I have to tell you…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s making me sort of hot.” 
 
    “What?” I rolled over and stared at her. 
 
    “This thing with your butt, me penetrating you. It…I actually feel juicy down below.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” I murmured, rolling back over. 
 
    “Okay, you ready?” 
 
    “Fire when ready, Gridley.” 
 
    She placed one hand on one of my cheeks and pressed down, which exposed my butthole better. The other hand she used to touch my rectum. I shivered, and I felt traces of that warm feeling again, then she entered me. 
 
    “OHHH!” White hot heat surged through me, suffused my entire body, from the groin out. But not the groin, from inside the asshole. She must have touched the prostate. 
 
    “I think you got it.” My voice sounded like I was gargling. My mind was absorbing this new sensation and I couldn’t believe it. I could barely think. Now I knew what my wife felt when her eyes rolled back from a good fuck. 
 
    “No. I don’t feel anything. Maybe…yeah, that’s it, but it’s small.” 
 
    “Small?” my hips were starting to twitch, to push back at her finger. 
 
    “Hold still, I’m feeling it.” 
 
    I tried to hold still, but it was hard, it was like somebody had shoved a power line up my as and turned on the juice. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s got to be it, but it’s supposed to be as big as a walnut. this feels like a marble. And it’s not exactly in the right place.” 
 
    “GAHHH!” I orgasmed. I shook and thrust my butt back. “AH…AH…AH…” 
 
    Charlotte jerked her hand out in surprise. I felt like I had just lost my best friend. 
 
    “What the…are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” I couldn’t breath as the last surges coursed through me.  
 
    “Did you…did you have an orgasm?” 
 
    Still, I couldn’t talk. 
 
    “Honey? Are you all right? You’re scaring me!” 
 
    “I…yeah.” I began gulping. My body was still giving little jerks. “I’m okay. I just…yeah, that was an orgasm. But it was different. It wasn’t like any orgasm I ever felt before. 
 
    She was at my side now, looking at me, her face was a picture of worry. 
 
    “You really came?” 
 
    “I really did.” 
 
    “But there’s no sperm!” 
 
    We stared at each other, a mix of satisfaction and dismalness on my part. She was just confused. 
 
      
 
    “So what’s the score, Doc?” 
 
    We were in the company offices again, and the doctor had my test results back. We hadn’t told him about my ‘butt orgasm,’ it was a little bit embarrassing. 
 
    It had been a week since Charlotte had put her finger in me, and it had been a rough week. 
 
    Rough because I wanted her to put her finger in me again. But I was too embarrassed to ask. 
 
    And I think she was a little afraid. I mean, to have your husband have the squirt of his life, but with no squirt, and just from a little butt finger fucking? 
 
    “Well, we have some interesting results.” He opened up an ipad and went to a form. I saw my name at the top of the form, then he scrolled down. 
 
    “Your testosterone levels are down. Way down. And you are producing estrogen.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Testosterone is the male hormone. Estrogen is the female hormone.” 
 
    “Are you saying Chuck is turning into a woman?” Charlotte jumped to a conclusion. 
 
    “No…no. I’m just saying there is a hormonal imbalance. Have you taken any drugs lately?” 
 
    “Nah. The only drug I took was the COVID vaccination just before I came home. But that was a couple of months ago.” 
 
    The doc made notes on a clipboard. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “We can wait a bit and see what happens, or we can start you on a treatment, increase your testosterone.”
“What do you recommend?” 
 
    “I think we should wait. One more month, and then reassess. Who knows, the situation may resolve on its own.” 
 
    So we agreed, and left his office. 
 
    I drove back slowly. The weird thing was that I had to adjust the seat in the truck. My foot was an inch too far from the pedal. Not serious, but…I had to adjust the seat. 
 
    Once in our neighborhood, I pulled into a liquor store. Charlotte didn’t say anything when I came back with a couple of bottles of Wild Turkey. I think she was trying to figure things out, too. And she knew what I was going to do. At least she thought she did. 
 
    Inside the house I poured a big drink. A little ice and Coke, and I was taking a big gulp. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    I nodded and held up a finger, as if to say, ‘just a sec,’ and gulped again. I breathed out. “Woo.” I turned to her. “Would you like one?” 
 
    “It’s early.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m going to ask you something.” 
 
    She stared at me. “Something bad, eh?” 
 
    “Not bad, but…” I shrugged.  
 
    “Okay, shoot the juice, Bruce. Let’s get wasted, then you can tell me your deep, dark secret. 
 
    I mixed her a drink, and we sat at the kitchen table and sipped. 
 
    “So what’s the skinny, Minnie?” 
 
    I placed my glass on the table, looked at it. I looked at my hand. Funny, my fingers didn’t look like the big sausages they were.  
 
    I blinked off the thought and looked at Charlotte. “Honey, I know this is going to sound sort of gay, but…but I can’t stop thinking about my asshole.” 
 
    She blinked, took a big gulp, and watched me. 
 
    “All week long, ever since you…did that thing to me…I can’t stop thinking about it. I even think about it when I’m in the bathroom. I want that big, warm feeling again. I’ve never felt anything like that before in my life. So what do you think?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything for a minute, then: “Do you want me to stick my finger in you again?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “I actually had something more in mind.” 
 
    “Like…?”
“Like…I don’t know…whatever guys stick up their asses.” 
 
    “Gay guys.” 
 
    “But I’m not gay. I only want you.” 
 
    “But you want me to…what? Use a butt plug on you? A dildo?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    For a long, long moment we were as frozen. She just stared at me, and I stared at her. 
 
    Suddenly, as if launched, she popped up and went to the frig.  She got out the Coke and mixed herself another drink. Oddly, it was like she was shaking. Her body was quivering.  
 
    She took a big gulp. Turned. Said: “Honey, I have a confession to make. Ever since I did that to you I’ve wanted to do it again.” 
 
    My mouth opened, but nothing came out. 
 
    “I felt something, too. I felt…I don’t know how to describe it…powerful? I felt like I was in control, that I could give the pleasure. And I have never felt anything like that before. 
 
    “Heck, you’re a man, what does it feel like when you’re poised over my pussy, your dick big and hard, and you’re just starting to shove it in. Doesn’t that feel…powerful?” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “I think I know what we’re going to be doing tonight.” 
 
    We finished our drinks, then drove downtown to a sex store. We kept looking at each other, giggling, and we both felt like children turned loose in a candy store. 
 
    We walked into Romantix and stared in wonder. We had never been in a sex store before, and I couldn’t believe the displays. 
 
    Whips and rubbers. Big dicks and lingerie. Chastity tubes and ball stretchers. And, of course, more DVDs than you could shake a dick at. 
 
    Our faces a little red, we wandered through the store. It wasn’t crowded and we whispered our delicious thoughts to each other. 
 
    “May I help you?” 
 
    The girl had thick make up and cleavage. My eyes dropped. 
 
    Charlotte elbowed me, and then said, “We’re interested in butt plugs and dildos. 
 
    The girl looked at me and grinned. “First time, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, well, uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “Honey, your face is so red we could turn off the lights and still see everything.” 
 
    We all chuckled, me feeling like I was a monkey in a zoo, then she took us back to a section. 
 
    “I’d save the vibrators for later. This little item is soft flexible. It will stay seated for hours. You can walk around, sit on it, everything. I’d start with this. You can go other places once you have a little experience and start to know what you want.” 
 
    “What I want,” I mumbled. I read the back of the package. 
 
    “We’ll take one, and…what’s that?” 
 
    The girl followed Charlotte’s finger. “That’s a prostate massager. It’s curved to touch the prostate. A lot of people…” she blathered on, but she had already made the sale. She had made the sale when she had said ‘prostate.’ 
 
    “Okay, now do you want to look at strap ons now? Or wait till he’s broken in?” 
 
    Broken in. What an interesting choice of words. 
 
    “We’ll look now.”  
 
    Suddenly I realized something. If I was glowing red, she was giving off enough heat to heat the building. I mean, I could actually feel her heat. And she was confident. And determined. And I just knew that she was hot and dripping down there. 
 
    “This is recommended for a beginner. The straps tighten easily, and you can fit a variety of peenys into it.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    Show me. Heysoos, I was just a passerby here. Charlotte had really taken control. 
 
    The girl showed how a dildo fit into the device. “Whenever you can you should get a dildo with this type of nub on the back. That way you can stimulate yourself while ‘stimulating’ him.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s take the harness, this dildo and this one and this one.” 
 
    “Oh,” sort of spluttered out of me. 
 
    The girls looked at me and giggled. The store girl touched my face gently. “Oh, baby, you’re going to have fun.” Then she said to Charlotte, “And so are you.” 
 
    Grinning like fools, we paid and left the store. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! This feels big!” Charlotte was naked, except for the huge dildo that sprouted from her thighs. “Let’s compare it to yours?” 
 
    She came to me and we stood face to face, and her dick was longer, and larger. She touched my body with hers, and mine was an inch short. 
 
    “I hope you aren’t going to break me in with that one?” I was staring at my dick in consternation. It looked…smaller. 
 
    “Heck, forget the ‘break in.’ This one would just ‘break’ you.” 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” She at me. 
 
    “Is my dick smaller?” 
 
    “Your dick,” she laughed. “Of course not!” 
 
    “It looks smaller.” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “No. It’s smaller. I want to measure it.” 
 
    “Oh…okay,” she gave in. “I’ll get the measuring tape. She sauntered out of the room. Well, swaggered. Enjoying the feel of her dick swinging back and forth. 
 
    Yes, she was getting off on having a dick, and I thought about it. A dick is power. Fucking a woman is asserting yourself over her. I wondered if this situation was changing us. She did seem hornier lately, and she actually enjoyed the fact that my cock would stay hard, and there was no orgasm to result in limpness. So…was sex power? 
 
    She came back into the room. “Here we go. Show me what you got, stud.” 
 
    Stud? Was I really a stud? If I couldn't cum? 
 
    She held the tape to my penis. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. 
 
    “Seven inches? What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    “I was eight.” 
 
    We were speechless for a moment, then she said, “It’s just temporary. When we get you cumming again it’ll be eight inches.” 
 
    Yet I knew she was just talking. 
 
    “I think I need a drink.” 
 
    We sat at the table, sipping Wild Turkey.  
 
    “It’s not that bad, honey.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say. Your dick isn’t shrinking.” 
 
    “She actually giggled, looked down at the strap on she was still wearing. “Looks like mine is growing, then: “Sorry. But you know what this is doing to me.” 
 
    “Making you hot.” 
 
    “Baby, I’m not just hot. I’m dripping. And the drops are threatening to turn into steam.” 
 
    We kept talking, and drinking, and finally, I was starting to relax a little. I mean, my dick was still smaller, but I was drunk, so what the heck. Right? 
 
    “Chuck?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know you’re upset and everything, but…but I have needs.” 
 
    I laughed, a tinge of bitterness. “I remember fucking you when you didn’t really want to.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean—“ 
 
    I held up my hand. “It’s okay. I’m just getting used to all these changes. Not cumming, shrinking penis…and I know you’ve got needs.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I…” 
 
    I took her hand and pulled her along. I laid on a towel on the bed and laid on my back. “You want me face up or down?” 
 
    She was shivering with excitement. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was feeling a bit shivery, too. 
 
    “Let me grease you up like this, then on all fours.” 
 
    I spread my legs and she slathered on the lube. I almost came when she pushed a couple of fingers into me. 
 
    “You’re getting looser back here,” she murmured. Then she blinked and looked up, abashed. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean—“ 
 
    “Hey, it is what it is. The size of my asshole takes second place to the size of my dick. 
 
    She laughed and switched dildos. 
 
    “Whew,” I muttered. “You had me worried.” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, not split you in two.” 
 
    She motioned to me and I got up on my hands and knees. 
 
    “Heysoos on a train with no tracks,” she whispered. 
 
    “Got you hot, eh?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve seen anything as tasty as your ass. Hey, you did shave it!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” But I hadn’t shaved my ass. It was just one more thing in these little changes that were happening to me. Funny thing, my beard didn’t feel as bushy. 
 
    “Well, it looks good. Now, if you collapse forward, I’m going to try and stay in you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I can’t really describe my state of mind at that moment. It was swirling, like snakes mating, but it was also calm and detached in a way. And I was horny. My dick, though smaller, was erect a lot more, and I had used it a lot more on my horny wife. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at her. 
 
    She smiled at me with spread my cheeks, then positioned her cock at my brown button. 
 
    “Okay, my love. I’m about to give you the works.” 
 
    “Do it, babe.” 
 
    She moved forward, and the dildo slid smoothly and easily into me. It was almost like my ass was sucking it in. I gasped as the white hot heat hit me. My arms collapsed, but I managed to keep on my knees. 
 
    “Oh, perfect,” whispered Charlotte. 
 
    She began to saw in and out of me then. Big, long strokes, at least they felt big and long. I mean, I knew it wasn’t a big dildo, but it felt gigantic. It felt like somebody had just sailed the Titanic up my anal canal. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” oozed out of me. 
 
    She had held my ass back so I was sort of scrunched in the face and neck, but that presented my ass to her. 
 
    Slowly, lovingly, she slid that monster into me, out of me, into me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she exclaimed. “I never knew it could be this good!” 
 
    “Ohhh,” I moaned. She had no idea what good was. 
 
    She pulled back and rimmed me with her cock. She corkscrewed it in, and I felt like she was scouring my insides. I could feel the plastic veins rubbing me, and she grabbed my balls. 
 
    “Fuck!” She gasped. “That girl was right. I can feel the nub on the back end of this cock.” 
 
    She started twisting and writhing then, pushing on the nub with her pussy, which shoved the working end of the cock deeper and deeper into me. 
 
    I was gasping. My hands were fistfuls of sheet. I leaned back and pushed my ass over her cock. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Why haven’t we done this before?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered. 
 
    Then she slapped my ass, a strong slap that startled me. “Hell, baby, I don’t care if you never cum again, as long as I can take your sweet ass any time I want. Is it working for you?” 
 
    “Oh…God! Oh, God!” I twisted my ass. I had never felt anything so wild and delicious in my life. 
 
    “Honey,” she paused. 
 
    “What?” I asked, wiggling my ass, trying to get the action started again. 
 
    “I want to talk dirty to you.” 
 
    Why was she asking? We never had trouble talking dirty while we fucked. “So? Talk.” 
 
    She jammed me a particularly hard one. “Oh, baby, you’re my bitch now.” 
 
    Oh, that kind of dirty talk. And, yet, why not? It was sort of hot. I mean, a woman taking charge, powerful and lusty, controlling me, riding me, fucking me. 
 
    “Give it to me, stud.” 
 
    “I’ll give it to you. I’ll give you every inch I got, and that’s a lot.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck me! Deeper! Harder!” 
 
    She went deeper and harder. “I wished I’d fucked you long ago. I wish…I…I,…AHHHH!” 
 
    Unbelievably, it was probably the nub on the back of the dildo, she was cumming! 
 
    “Oh! Oh! Oh!” With every exclamation she drove it into me. Harder. Harder. 
 
    Now I was flat on the bed, fucked forward, and I couldn't move. And still she fucked me, driving that dildo up my ass. 
 
    I grunted, and…I felt that wave, that ocean, of white heat engulf me. 
 
    In truth, it had started as soon as she put her prick into me, but now it was whelming me, and I was floating on a heated ocean of lust, going up and down on the waves, wondering where I was, enjoying the eternal goodness of orgasm…without the orgasm. Or maybe it was an orgasm…a butthole orgasm. A prostate orgasm. 
 
    Charlotte kept fucking me, and I just floated, and was a helpless rag doll under the thrustings of her lust. 
 
      
 
    I awoke. It was morning, and I felt really good. Really, really good. 
 
    She had fucked me for an hour, and I was sore, but in a delicious way. I felt my asshole. It was clean, she had cleaned me off afterwards, but tight. 
 
    Good. I didn’t want to have a gaping asshole. 
 
    “You awake?” 
 
    She rolled over to me and we stared at each other with happy eyes. 
 
    “My, God. You fucked me stupid.” 
 
    “You couldn’t move when I was done. You just lay there when I cleaned you off, staring at the ceiling with half eyes, occasionally moaning. 
 
    “I never felt anything like that before.” 
 
    “Nor I.” 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “What now what?” 
 
    “Do we fuck like that all the time?” 
 
    “Is there any other way?” she returned, then: “Honestly, I don’t think I could go back to the other way of fucking.” 
 
    “You don’t want my dick in you?” 
 
    She hesitated, and I knew. “You don’t.” Yet I wasn’t hurt. 
 
    She said: “Do you really care if you don’t get to fuck me? If I turned into the fucker and you the fuckee?” 
 
    “I…I…” I didn’t say anything. She waited. “I don’t care.” 
 
    She smiled. “You know, you won’t be getting the regular sex, but you’ll be getting more sex.” 
 
    “What do you mean? I tilted my head in question. 
 
    “When you go away to work you can wear a butt plug all the time. It’ll be like fucking. Just imagine…you’re going to be in that orgasmic space all the time, with none of the mess. You lucky fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I am,” I smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Another month passed, and something weird was happening. 
 
    Oh, I was getting a lot of sex, tons of sex, and I was happy, and it was weird sex, at least to my straight-laced pipe fitter’s mind, but it was good and I have never been happier, nor more satisfied. 
 
    No, what was weird was my job…I was being passed over. The way I got jobs was there was an internet bulletin board, and I would check it, and apply. The thing was set up on first come first served, so it was usually only a couple of applications and I would be picked up. 
 
    Except nobody was picking me up. 
 
    I called my union rep. 
 
    “Billy, I’m being passed over.” 
 
    “I’ll look into it and get back to you.” 
 
    It was that simple. Sometimes unions can be a great thing. 
 
    He got back to me less than an hour later. 
 
    “Chuck, we have problems.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your last job, they blackballed you.” 
 
    “What? I have no bad marks, the foreman loved me, asked me to work with him again…how can I be blackballed?” 
 
    “I don’t know. They wouldn’t even speak to me about it.” 
 
    They wouldn’t speak to my union rep? Now I knew something was wrong. 
 
    “I was able to find out one thing, though.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s medical.” 
 
    “Medical? My colors are flying! I’m even…” I paused. The only doctor I had seen in the last six months was the company doctor. So he had to have given me a bad report. 
 
    And I was going to see him the very next day. We were supposed to check me out again, and if my testosterone was too low I’d be taking some pills. Or so I thought. 
 
      
 
    9:30 in the morning. First patient of the day, and the nurse kept glancing at me. WTF? 
 
    “Mr. Hinton? Come this way.” 
 
    Charlotte and I stood up and walked down the hallway, and were surprised when the nurse led us past the exam rooms and into the doctor’s office area. 
 
    “Mr. Hinton. Charlotte,” he greeted us nervously. 
 
    A suit was sitting to one side. No smile, just a plain face watching me. 
 
    “This is Mr. Billings. He’ll be sitting in with us today.” 
 
    “Why?” asked Charlotte. She’s pretty forthright when something happens that she doesn’t understand. 
 
    “There are some issues that we need to concern ourselves with and—“ 
 
    “Why are you giving my husband a less than stellar physical report?” 
 
    Now the doctor looked real nervous. The suit didn’t say anything. 
 
    I said, “Who are you and what do you do?” Right to his face. No mistaking things here. 
 
    “John Billings. I’m a lawyer.” 
 
    Charlotte focused on him. “For the company?” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “For who?” 
 
    A pause, then, grudgingly: “I work in Washington.” 
 
    Charlotte said, “Let’s go, Chuck. I don’t like the odor in here.” 
 
    I started to turn, but Billings said, “Please listen first. Two minutes. Then you can decide whether I should stay or not.” 
 
    I actually didn’t want to, but something in my brain said to stay. Charlotte growled a bit, looked at me, then we sat down. 
 
    “Mr. Hinton. Chuck, we found some interesting things in your tests.” 
 
    “I thought you already looked at my tests. This was just a follow up.” 
 
    “It was supposed to be, but one of your tests had to go to the CDC.” 
 
    “CDC? What’s that?” asked Charlotte. 
 
    “Center for Disease Control. They’re in charge of handing out the COVID vaccinations.” 
 
    “So why is the CDC interested in me?” I asked. 
 
    “They’re interested in everybody. They collect statistics, search for anomalies…and they found one in one of your tests.” 
 
    Charlotte and I glanced at each other. Charlotte: “We’re listening.” 
 
    “Do you know how the new COVID vaccination is designed?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, the usual way to give vaccinations is to give a person a little touch of something, say smallpox, and then he develops an immunity.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “The COVID vaccination works differently.” 
 
    “How differently.” 
 
    “It doesn’t introduce anything, any small sample of a disease or anything. It actually teaches your cell how to act…differently.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “The doctor looked at Billings, who was no help, then continued. He blurted, “It educates your cell, by…it engineers your cell to react differently.” 
 
    “You better speak plainly,” warned Charlotte. 
 
    “It…modifies your cell. It changes your DNA. It—“ 
 
    “Are you talking genetic modification? Are you talking about scientifically altering my DNA?” 
 
    He nodded, and a more miserable look I have never seen.  
 
    Billings cleared his throat and we looked at him. 
 
    “Mr. Hinton, your DNA is reacting to the vaccination you received a couple of months ago. We’re not sure what is happening, but we need you to work closely with us.” 
 
    “Closely, like how?” 
 
    “We would like to monitor you, check with you weekly.” 
 
    Charlotte breathed, “So that’s why you black balled him. You want Chuck right here, where you can get your grubby, little mitts on him.” 
 
    “We would prefer to think of this partnership in less severe terms.” 
 
    “How about thinking of it like we get our own lawyer and sue your ass off?” 
 
    Billings gave the slightest smile he was capable of. No humor in that man. “Well, just to let you know, you are not allowed to sue the makers of the vaccine.” 
 
    “Bullshit, we can sue anybody. We can—“ 
 
    “Charlotte?” I interrupted. 
 
    She stopped and looked at me. 
 
    “Go on, Mr. Billings. Tell us how we can’t sue the doctor, the company, the government or the the company that made the vaccine.” 
 
    He frowned a bit, but he spoke. “There was such a rush for a vaccination that the companies making them asked for immunity from lawsuits. Congress approved that immunity. Since they are the makers of the vaccine, and everybody else ie merely distributing, there is no one for you to sue. If you could. I’ll tell you right now that every judge in the land is going to refuse to hear your lawsuit.” 
 
    “Government conspiracy,” spit Charlotte. 
 
    Billings said nothing. The doctor nodded, then caught himself. 
 
    Billings said, “There is another option, however.” 
 
    We waited and watched him. 
 
    “We would like to offer you a weekly stipend to be in our study. You will make exactly twice what you would make as a pipe fitter. You will allow us to examine you every week. In the event of your death we would give your wife one million dollars. 
 
    “He dies and you want to pay me?” Charlotte sneered. 
 
    “Forgive me if I seem heartless, but I am only the messenger.” 
 
    I said, “I don’t take any medicines without my approval. And I’ll tell you now, if you fucked with my DNA it’s going to be hard getting my approval.” 
 
    “We agree.” 
 
    And I realized then how desperate they were to get me in their clutches. 
 
    Yet, what were the alternatives? Work as a busboy somewhere? Tell the world about them and get labeled as a conspiracy nut? 
 
    I stood up. “I’ll get in touch with you tomorrow. I want one day to mull this over.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
      
 
    On the ride back to the house: “Chuck, these guys are full of shit! We need to sue them!” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Billings was right. You can call a lawyer if you want, but I think we’re going to have to take their deal.” 
 
    “But…” she ranted and raved for a while, and she was right, but I knew which side of the bread was buttered. 
 
    “I can’t get work, they can’t give me any drugs without my informed consent…and I make twice as much money.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you rather go to work?” 
 
    “Where?” I looked at her dourly, and that pretty much did it. And so I went into business with the CDC, in a contract that was spoken not written. No proof even if I changed my mind later and wanted to sue. 
 
    And it was good that we did, because two days later I became ill. Real ill. 
 
      
 
    “Chuck? Honey?” I gazed around the room. I was in my own bedroom, of course, they didn’t want me in a hospital where there were records and things, and I was surrounded by high tech medical equipment. 
 
    “I don’t feel so good,” I whispered. then I said nothing. 
 
    I oozed in and out of consciousness. I had nightmares, weird monsters with stethoscopes chasing me through the world of The Walking Dead. 
 
    I remember waking up and being lucid, then falling asleep and not remembering a thing. 
 
    Charlotte was by my side always. She was so by my side the doctors stopped trying to get her to leave and the nurses started bringing her food. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    I woke. 
 
    I dreamed. 
 
    Sometimes I felt pain, an itching pain. I felt like my skin was being turned inside out. 
 
    My chest hurt. 
 
    My balls hurt. 
 
    I was so long in bed that my hair grew a couple of inches. Now it was no longer down to my neck, but down to my shoulders, and it felt thick and lush, not scraggly like the hair of a deathly ill patient should feel. 
 
    The, one day, I awoke. 
 
    “Good morning,” I whispered. My voice was a croak, would have made a frog jealous. 
 
    Charlotte leaped out of her chair and knelt by the side of the bed. She took my hand and brushed my hair. 
 
    God, my hair was long. 
 
    “How long have I been out?” 
 
    “Three months. How do you feel?” 
 
    “Like I haven’t moved for three months. Water?” 
 
    She quickly poured me a glass, completely with ice chips, and held it to my mouth. 
 
    “So what happened to me?” 
 
    “A lot of gobbledegook I don’t understand. But it’s some kind of reaction to the COVID vaccination shot.” 
 
    “They been paying us?” 
 
    “Direct deposit. We’re getting rich off you being sick.” Heysoos, did she sound bitter. 
 
    “Okay. I think I’m better now.” 
 
    A short while later some doctors came in and talked to me. They asked questions, made notes, and constantly looked at each other. 
 
    “We’d like to examine you, Mr. Hinton.” 
 
    “Okay, help me up,” 
 
    They helped me sit up. I leaned forward and they pulled my hospital gown forward. One of the doctors tapped on my back, had me say ah, they whole bit. Then he took the gown all the way off and prepared to listen to my chest, and my world suddenly changed. My eyes grew big and I stared at myself. 
 
    I had small tits on my chest. And my chest wasn’t the big, burly thing it had been. And I wasn’t hairy. 
 
    In fact, my beard was gone. I had thought they had shaved it, but now I knew something else had happened. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” I stuttered, looking at my chest, then at the doctors, then at Charlotte, then at my chest. “I’ve got…what is…what happened?” 
 
    “Take it easy, Mr. Hinton, cautioned one of the doctors.” 
 
    Charlotte just sat in a chair and started crying. 
 
     
 
    Three days later the doctors were gone, as was all the medical equipment. The only thing left from my duel with sickness were the bumps on my chest. 
 
    I was still weak, laying in bed for three months isn’t good for building muscles, or even maintaining them. But I was able to get up and take short jaunts through the house. 
 
    I entered the living room where Charlotte was watching TV and biting her nails. I sat down next to her. 
 
    She turned off the TV and hugged me. “How are you?” 
 
    “Pretty good. I’ve really got titties, don’t I?” 
 
    “It’s okay. You can wear one of those compression shirts. We can even have surgery to remove them.” 
 
    I thought about it. Surgery. There was no way I wanted somebody cutting into me. 
 
    “I’ll think about it. Right now I just want to get strong again.” 
 
    “Do you realize how different your body is?” 
 
    “It’s slender, like yours. But your tits are bigger.” 
 
    She started crying then, and I held her. 
 
    “Hey…hey…it’s not so bad. I’m still me. Just a little bit different shape.” 
 
    Her sobs turned to a quirky kind of bitter laugh. “Oh, Heysoos. What is happening to us?” 
 
    “Nothing that a little love can’t fix.” 
 
    Then she blurted, “Will you still love me?” 
 
    “I held her away from me and looked at her incredulously. “Why wouldn’t I? I should be asking if you’ll still love me!” 
 
    We held each other then, and the afternoon waned and the evening came. I watched as the dusk settled in, turned darker. 
 
    “Okay,” I finally said. “Let’s have a drink, and dinner, and discuss things.” 
 
    “Can you drink?” 
 
    “I’m not on any medicine, and last time I heard women can suffer.” 
 
    She gave a half giggle, “Are you referring to suffrage?”  
 
    “Yeah. I get to drink.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” she hugged me and spoke into my neck. “Suffrage refers to voting.” 
 
    “I knew that.” 
 
    She laughed, then got up and pulled on my hand. “Come on. You mix the drinks and I’ll make dinner.” 
 
    We sat at the table a long time that night, we only drank a little, I needed food more than whiskey, and we talked about a lot of things. More things than we ever talked about when I was wholly a man. 
 
    But we came to no decisions. There wasn’t anything we could do but ride it out, see what changes happened to me and deal with them. 
 
      
 
    A month later we had to make decisions. 
 
    The money was coming in regular, and we had a lot saved up. So it wasn’t money. And I was healthy. I had recovered completely from my illness, and though I wasn’t male strong as I had once been, I was healthy  and strong, for a girl. 
 
    What it was was my boobs. They had kept growing, and they were now as big as Charlotte’s. 
 
    “Do you want to bind them up? Wear a compression vest?” 
 
    “Like somebody with Gynecomastia? I don’t think so. I don’t think it’s healthy to bind your body that way.” 
 
    “Except for corsets,” she spoke wryly. I loved it when she wore a corset. It made her body so waspish, and her tits look so big. I never figured it would come back to haunt me. 
 
    “Well, there are certain accommodations that must be made,” I said. 
 
    “For me, not you, is that it?” 
 
    “I didn’t…” and I stopped. “You have an idea.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Well, don’t be shy.” 
 
    “I won’t, but first we’re going to pour you a drink.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “Is it that bad?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, but it may take a little getting used to.” 
 
    So she poured me a bourbon and Coke. And I drank it, then a second one, then we were ready for here bright idea. 
 
    “You need to wear a bra.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Now you know why I had to get you drunk.” 
 
    I had to chuckle. Drunkenly. “So I’m supposed to put on a bra. What’s next? Is that why you brought up corsets? Nylons and…and what? Make up?” 
 
    She frowned. “You’re not drunk enough.” 
 
    “Probably not. Not to turn into a woman, or a Lesbian, or whatever. 
 
    She laughed then. “Wearing women’s clothes isn’t being a Lesbian. Lesbians are woman who love women. What you would be is a cross dresser.” 
 
    I snorted. “Have we talked enough? Is there anything on TV?” 
 
    She placed a hand on mine. “Look, you’re going to have to wear a bra, anyway. You’re big, and you’re sagging. Do you want back problems? Do you want to walk around with your tits on your belly?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…sticking them up and out? For the whole world to see? You’re crazy.” 
 
    “Well, I may be crazy, but I bought you a bra.” 
 
    I stared at her. “What?” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. in a second she was back. She was holding a new bra. “Take off your shirt.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    She started crying. Shit. I was a done goose then. “Hey, come on. I’ll put your stupid bra on.” 
 
    She stopped crying. 
 
    “You did that on purpose.” 
 
    She smiled, “I didn’t want a big argument. And you said you would, so here.” 
 
    “I…okay. Give me the thing.” 
 
    She handed me the bra. It was a thick, white one, an old lady’s bra. Built for support and not looks. 
 
    “Heysoos, it’s pretty ugly, isn’t it.” 
 
    “I’ll get you a sexy one next.” 
 
    “Never mind,” I said.  
 
    I finally managed to get it on. I sat there. Wearing pants that didn’t quite fit, and a bra that did. And my boobs, like I had said, stuck right up and out. I hadn’t realized how big they were. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    “Your pants are longer.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “If you wear high heels you won’t have to shorten your pants.” 
 
    I stared at her, and suddenly she cracked up. “I got you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re half serious.” 
 
    “Sit down,” she suddenly said. “I’m going to make you another drink.” 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    But I sat, and she mixed, and shortly I was sipping my third bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “Let me explain something.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “It’s your whiskey.” 
 
    She grunted, then began to speak. 
 
    “We haven’t made love for several months.” 
 
    My face fell. “I’m sorry…” 
 
    She held up her hand. “You know better than that. This has been a wild and wacky time, and you’ve been in bed nearly the whole time. But the point is this: how were we making love before you got sick?” 
 
    I turned a little red. “I was, uh, taking it up the…you know.” 
 
    “Up the butt. Anal sex, and was it good.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I let loose a breath. 
 
    “Well, here comes the weird part. Seeing you standing there like that, stacked, I get the powerful feeling again. You remember how I told you fucking you made me feel powerful?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, seeing you in a bra, I’m so fucking wet I could fill a swimming pool.” 
 
    I paused. Her words were almost too much for me. I quipped my way out of the situation. “A whole swimming pool?” I tilted an eyebrow at her. 
 
    “Well, maybe just the shallow end.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “Or maybe the deep end. But…I need you. Are you willing?” 
 
    “Well, I am…but…” 
 
    “But what? I’ve noticed how you’ve danced around the idea of sex since you woke up. What’s going on?” 
 
    For an answer I did the only thing I could do. I dropped my drawers. 
 
    My penis was only three inches long. If that. And here was the odd thing…it was hard all the time. I told her so. 
 
    “Since you’re not fucking me, since I’m fucking you, I guess it doesn’t make any difference…” yet she was staring at my peeny intently. 
 
    “What? You want to feel it?” 
 
    She looked up at me. “Can I?” 
 
    “You’re about to fuck my butt and you have to ask if you can touch my pee pee?” 
 
    “Come here,” she spoke throatily. 
 
    I walked to her, stopped in front of her. She reached out and touched it. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good. Shades of that white hot feeling I remember from before. 
 
    “That’s pretty hard.” 
 
    “But not enough to give you pleasure.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s not for you to give me the pleasure.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    For answer she moved her head forward, paused briefly, then engulfed my penis with her mouth. 
 
    Deep throat. Not hard, but what a feeling. My knees started to buckle. 
 
    She grabbed my ass and held me up. Her head bobbed back and forth, little strokes, and her tongue. which was bigger than my penis, stroked it like it was a clitoris. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” I groaned. It felt like somebody was pulling electricity through my legs. 
 
    She stopped and looked up at me. “You don’t have any testicles.” 
 
    “I think they got drawn up, or something.” 
 
    “Like where they were when you were a baby? Before they ‘dropped?’ 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She was rubbing the tip of my penis with her thumb and it was driving me crazy. “You have no idea how hot that is. And you have no hair on your body. Fuck, I could fill two pools.” 
 
    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” I moaned. 
 
    She stood up, still holding my little cock, and walked towards the bedroom. I followed along. 
 
    In the bedroom she put the towel on the bed and told me to get on all fours. I did so, and she was quickly lubing me up. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. I pressed back against her fingers. “Oh, fuck me. Fuck me, you bitch!” 
 
    She strapped on the dildo, one size bigger than I remembered, the size of my old cock, the one before it shrank and became a finger. 
 
    “You’re the bitch. I’m a bastard.” Lust dripped from her voice. Then she was on me. Not much foreplay, but we didn’t need it. We were hotter than hot, and she drove her spike right to my core. 
 
    I groaned and my belly sank as I pushed my ass towards her. “Fuck a duck.” 
 
    “Fuck a fucking duck…that’s fucking,” she held on to my hips and kept plunging into me. 
 
    It was better than I remembered. It was like the smaller my dick got, the bigger the feeling, the more intense the feeling, that swept over me. 
 
    “Feel this?” she asked, and she flicked my little penis. 
 
    “GAH!” I spread eagled on the bed, and she plunged right with me. Her weight drove her even deeper into me. My eyes bulged, and I suddenly went away, into that big ocean of orgasm. Orgasm without the stickiness. Of pure pleasure. 
 
    I was out of it, gone, and she kept driving into me, rubbing her pussy against the nub on the back of the fake dick. 
 
    As if from far away I could hear her, and I didn’t care. Let her use my body, let her abuse my body, I just wanted to stay in this white hot, sticky mess. I just wanted to float on orgasm forever. 
 
    Long minutes later, a lifetime for me, I felt her let loose. She came standing up, and her hips locked up in the forward position, as deep into me as she could get. 
 
    For a long time she groaned, then she fell over me. She lay on me. 
 
    Some time later she stirred. “God, that really drains you, fucking like a man.” She rolled off me, faced me while laying on her side. She grabbed my hair and turned my head. I was a rag doll and I let her. I couldn’t stop her. I just smiled this stupid, dopey smile at her. 
 
    She started giggling. “I really fucked you stupid, didn’t I?” 
 
    I nodded. I have never felt so loosey goosey in my life. 
 
    She grew serious. “It’s funny. I remember feeling like that, and it was good, but I always wanted something more. And while I loved being penetrated, I wanted something more.” 
 
    “Now that I see what you felt, that’s all I want, so you’re welcome to your masculine orgasm, I’ll take the real thing.” 
 
    She chuckled, nosed her face against my neck. “The real thing. Hunh.” 
 
    We fell asleep then, and when I woke up she was already awake. She was fussing at the make up table. I sat up and yawned, took note of my big tits in the mirror on her dressing table, and thought they were pretty cool. 
 
    “How’s it going?” she asked. 
 
    “Pretty fucking good,” I responded. I felt my tits. 
 
    She came and sat next to me. “You like them, don’t you.” 
 
    I nodded. “They’re my flesh. I guess I have to like them.” 
 
    “You don’t have to, but it’s good that you do. How’s that bra feel?” 
 
    “Sexy. And it’s not built for sex.” 
 
    “And how do you think you would feel if you wore a sexy bra. And a dress that showed your cleavage? And some nylons, and even high heels. 
 
    And it hit me then. My imagination fired up, and I knew. I said, “You’re going to do this to me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Baby, you’re already better looking than me, so…yes. I’m going to dress you up, make you up. You’re going to be my private, little dolly. And I’m going to start wearing male clothes, and maybe even a dildo all the time. Then, any time I want, I can lift up your skirt, pull down your panties, and fuck you silly. What do you say to that?” 
 
    I said nothing for a long moment. I stared into her eyes. Beautiful eyes that hungered for an answer. The right answer. 
 
    I looked at the mirror again. 
 
    I was different. I had big boobs, long hair that needed to be styled. And I needed fingernails and toenails and a complete wardrobe. And I needed to learn how to put on make up. 
 
    Most of all, I needed to be fucked, fucked the way my wife could fuck me. A hard, plastic dick. 
 
    I looked back at her, and I realized something. I was good looking. 
 
    But she was better looking. 
 
    But with a little help…could I be better looking? 
 
    Could I make the transition? Could I go all the way? And not just in body but in mind? 
 
    I took her hand in mine. Her hand was soft, gentle. And mine was becoming so.  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
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    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “John, I’m sorry.” 
 
    I stared at Lisa and couldn’t believe it.  
 
    Janice, my wife was staring, too, and she was equally dumfounded. 
 
    “But the company can’t fire him! He’s good at his job! There’s nobody better!” 
 
    Lisa worked in HR, human resources. She was a long time friend of Janice, my wife, and she had actually gotten me the job. It was a perfect match, I loved it, and now, less than six months in, a new house to pay for, I was being told to move on down the road. 
 
    “But why do they want to let me go? I thought I was doing well!” 
 
    “You are doing well. You’ve got the best statistics in the company. But it’s the old story of the last one hired is the first one fired.” 
 
    “But why fire me at all? The company is doing well, I’m doing well…I don’t understand!” 
 
    Lisa sighed, “Look, I’m not supposed to talk about this, if you say anything I’ll be in big trouble, but it’s Joe Biden.” 
 
    “Biden? The President? What the hell does he have to do with my getting fired?” 
 
    “You know all those executive orders the president signed?” 
 
    “Yeah?” My brow was furrowed.  
 
    “One of them had to do with affirmative action.” 
 
    Janice asked, “Isn’t that where the company has to hire so many blacks, so many Mexicans, so many men, so many women?” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “But I’m a guy, and I’m not in the majority!” 
 
    Doesn’t matter, the company has to hire…a transgender.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Janice and I spoke at the same time. My jaw was dropped, her eyes grew wide. 
 
    “So John gets fired, and he is the best at his job, and the company has to hire somebody who is probably not so good, just because John isn’t…isn’t—“ 
 
    “Don’t say it,” whispered Lisa. There is a zero tolerance for people who are intolerant. 
 
    I stood up and paced the room. “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “I know. I couldn’t believe it when the order came down. But there it is…and we’re stuck with it. 
 
    “Unless…” 
 
    Lisa and I looked at my wife. She had a thoughtful expression on her face. 
 
    “Unless what?” 
 
    “Unless you, uh…come out.” 
 
    “What?” I blurted. 
 
    “Huh?” Lisa tilted her head in puzzlement. 
 
    “We never told you,” Janice started out slowly, “But John…he likes to dress like a woman.” 
 
    Silence. I was about to explode. Lisa, however, was fascinated by what my wife was saying. 
 
    “Like…a woman,” Lisa affirmed. 
 
    “Yes. He likes to wear a dress, put on make up, everything. He even struts around town sometimes.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding!” I whispered. 
 
    Lisa, however was nodding her head. “Now it’s not enough that he be a crossdresser, he’s got to…have plans.” 
 
    “What kind of plans?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
    Lisa turned to me. “Tell me, John, have you spoken to anybody about your…uh, desires?” 
 
    “What de—“ 
 
    Janice kicked my ankle, hard, which hurt and shut me up. While my mouth opened in pain she picked up speed. “John has spoken to people, but he’s never seen a psychiatrist or anything like that. He’s sure, you see. He’s always dreamed of being a woman.” 
 
    “I have—“ 
 
    KICK! 
 
    Lisa said, “If he was to come into the office Monday morning, maybe wear something a little feminine, and sit down and talk to Marsha, my boss, and tell her this, then…maybe…” 
 
    “I am not going to dress like a woman!” 
 
    Both women turned to me, and I didn’t like the look in their eyes. 
 
    Lisa said: “Marsha will arrange an interview with the company psych, and I will make sure it takes a while for that appointment to take place…” She turned to Janice, “How long will it take you to educate John.” 
 
    “I’m not…OW! Stop kicking me.” 
 
    “It will take a couple of weeks to make him passable.” 
 
    “Well, then, I suggest that you get busy,” Lisa finished her tea and stood up. She looked quite pleased with herself. “Nine o’clock Monday, that gives you all weekend to prepare. I’ll watch for him on Monday and fast track him into Marsha.” 
 
    She left. She lived right next door, and I actually heard her front door close a minute later. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going to do this,” I stated emphatically. 
 
    “Well, John, I’ll put the house up for sale. Though the market is down and we’ll probably lose money. 
 
    Money. Crap. I hated to lose money. For that matter I hated to lose at anything. 
 
    We were sitting in the kitchen. It’s funny, whenever we had big decisions to make we always made them over the kitchen table. 
 
    Janice opened the liquor cabinet and sorted through the bottle. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I just felt like a drink.” 
 
    I knew what she was doing. “Don’t think you can get me drunk and make me do this.” 
 
    “Oh, John. I would never do that,” she found the bottle she was looking for and held it up. She was smiling. 
 
    “So that’s it for this conversation.” 
 
    She took down a glass and wiped it with a hand towel. 
 
    “Absolutely.” She held it to the frig and I heard the clatter of ice cubes filling the glass. 
 
    “I mean, I’ve put my foot down.” 
 
    “You certainly have.” She poured a half a glass of good bourbon, held the glass up and eyed it, then corked the bottle and placed the glass on the counter. 
 
    “The idea of me putting on women’s clothes,” I gave a shiver. 
 
    “I know better than to argue with you, John.” 
 
    She opened the frig, took out a can of Coke, popped the top and filled the rest of the glass. 
 
    “You’re darned right.” I had folded my hands and was sitting back. Darned women trying to push me around. 
 
    She handed me the glass. “Wild Turkey, John. Your favorite.” 
 
    I took the glass. I was still upset by this whole thing, and I took a big gulp almost reflexively. 
 
    Mmm. I love bourbon and Coke. As far as I’m concerned it is one of the major food groups. I felt the cold liquid scour my throat and attack my belly. “Oh, that’s good.” 
 
    Janice sat down across from me.  She turned her back to the wall and sat half twisted. Her lips were pursed in thought and she contemplated me. 
 
    “I tell ya, no way that is happening.” I took another drink. 
 
    “You’re my man, John. I stand behind you.” 
 
    She suddenly stood up and left the room. I stared after her in puzzlement. To walk out right in the middle of a conversation? Not like her. In fact, she was the original pit bull, and I was surprised she gave up this easy. 
 
    Two minutes later she returned. She was wearing my favorite outfit. Black thong, showing off her creamy flesh. Black shelf bra, her large breasts overflowing. All encased in a flimsy nightie. 
 
    And she was wearing red lipstick. Red. My favorite color. The color that always bonerizes me. She sat down across from me, same twisted sitting position. Placed a tube of that delightful red on the table, and smiled at me. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Oh, this? I just felt a little dowdy. Oh, let me freshen your drink.” 
 
    I blinked and looked down. Sure enough, my glass was empty. Nothing left but a few half melted ice cubes. 
 
    She stood up, and I gulped at the sight of her breasts. The negligee was rubbing her nipples, and they stood up and waited to be counted. 
 
    “Don’t you try this ‘sex’ stuff on me.” 
 
    She smiled, took my glass, and began building another drink. “John, I know better than that.” 
 
    She turned back to the table, holding the glass and put the glass to her lips. “It does look so good,” she took a sip, then placed the glass in front of me. 
 
    I stared at the glass. Her lips were printed on the lip of the glass. Lips on the lip. Red. I looked up at her. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, I got a little lipstick on the glass. But you don’t mind, right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Now when you take a drink it will be like you’re kissing me. Kissing me without kissing me.” 
 
    I stared at the glass. 
 
    “Take a drink, John. Taste my lips.” 
 
    Hesitantly, I reached for the glass. I’m sort of a clean freak, and the lipstick…I stared at it, and my cock was pushing against my pants. 
 
    I placed my lips over the lip print, and looked at her over the rim of the glass, and drank. 
 
    Sweeee….the liquor slid down my throat. BHWOOSH! It hit my belly. 
 
    SPRANG! My dick was hard as a rock. 
 
    I put the glass down and Janice contemplated me lazily. 
 
    “You’re such a good man, John.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. I was upset about something, oh the stupid idea of wearing women’s clothes. Good thing I had put my foot down.” 
 
    She reached for the tube of lipstick, screwed the base, and began touching up her lips. I stared in fascination. I watched that red paint roll over her lips, and I sighed. 
 
    What was wrong with me? That red lipstick turned me on so much? 
 
    She put the lipstick down, the red end sticking into the air. It looked like a little penis, a gold shaft with a red head. 
 
    I shook my head and got out of the daze. I took another sip. 
 
    She took a small sip, real small, and her lips shone brighter on the lip of the glass. I stared at the lip print hungrily. God, this was making me horny. 
 
    “I think I’m a little horny, John.” 
 
    “Uh, you, too? I mean, Me, too. I’m horny, too.” 
 
    The words weren’t coming smoothly out of my mouth. But I had said what I meant. And I meant what I said. I’m a guy sort of guy. Manly. Monday morning. A dress. Huh! I gave a mental snort. 
 
    “It’s been a while since your big cock explored my little pussy.” 
 
    “Yeah, little.” I was staring at her breasts. Those nips were like a beacon, calling to me. That bra sure made her tits look big. Of course, they were big. I licked my lips. 
 
    “Unfortunately, I don’t think you’re quite what I want.” 
 
    “What?” I looked up at her. 
 
    “John, have I ever told you? I have always wanted to make love to a woman.” 
 
    I stared at her incredulously, then I got it. I chuckled. “Don’t pull that crap on me. You’re just trying to get me to wear a dresh. A dress.” 
 
    “No, John. I wouldn’t do that. You’re my husband. What you say goes.” 
 
    “You’re darn right. What I say. It goes. Yeah.” 
 
    Another drink appeared in front of me. A drink with red lips on the rim of the glass. I watched her red tipped fingers released their hold on the glass and move away. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    And, some time later, “God, John, the thought of you in a dress, it makes me so…so…WET!” 
 
    “Yeah. Me in a dress. I can just see that.” I snorted. 
 
    She leaned forward and put her hands over mine. She stroked my hands, treating my fingers like they were pricks. I watched, enthralled, as she lifted my hand, brought it to her lips, and put her lips over my middle finger. 
 
    “Oh…” I mumbled. 
 
    She sucked, and I could feel her tongue licking the pad of my finger, just like she would lick the underhead of my cock. Heysoos Xristo on a bow-legged horse. 
 
    Then she was sitting next to me. I don’t know how many drinks I had had, but it was a lot. 
 
    “John, I want to do something. Will you let me?” 
 
    “What?” My eyes seemed to be circling in the sockets, independent of each other. 
 
    “I want to kiss you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I leaned drunkenly forward, and she placed a hand on my chin. 
 
    “With this.” She held up the tube of lipstick. 
 
    Sexy lipstick. Powerful lipstick. Made a man hard just for being red. And the way it looked on her lips. 
 
    “You like the way it looks on me, right John?” 
 
    I nodded, I was looking at the golden tube, but my eyes were having trouble focusing. My dick wasn’t having trouble staying hard, however. 
 
    “Then let me see it on you. Let me feel what you’re feeling. Why don’t I get the boner, and you get wet.” 
 
    I giggled. The idea of me getting wet. 
 
    While this image bounced around inside my skull she held my cheeks in one hand, pursing my lips. With the other hand she rolled the red onto me. 
 
    I tasted the sticky, waxiness of it. I thought my dick was going to explode. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Janice breathed out. “I have never seen anything so sexy in my life. 
 
    She leaned forward and gave me a slow peck on the lips. She held me back with her hands, because I would have dived drunkenly forward. 
 
    She pulled back and I looked down at my dick. It was purple. Throbbing. The veins on the sides of the shaft pulsing with blood. 
 
    She looked down, too, and said, “Seems like you like this, John.” 
 
    “Uh, no,” I lied, and suddenly I gave a drunken giggle. 
 
    She laughed with me, one hand around my cock, the other hand holding my cheeks, keeping my face in position. 
 
    “Liar, liar…I think your pants on fire.” 
 
    She kissed me again, just a light brushing of the lips that never seemed to stop, that took my breath away. She kept stroking my dick. I wanted to pick her up and throw her down and savage her. 
 
    But I was too drunk. 
 
    She backed away. “Johnny. Let’s go into the bedroom. I want to try some stuff on you.” 
 
    “What?” But she was already up and pulling me. 
 
      
 
    We entered the bedroom and she pushed me back on the bed. I fell all the way back, my hands reaching for her, but she kept her distance. She disappeared into her closet, came out a minute later. She looked at me and grinned, “Are you still dressed?” 
 
    I shucked those clothes inside of 5 seconds. 
 
    She shook her head, as if sadly, but I knew she was happy. She tossed me a bra. “Put it on, be-yotch.” 
 
    “What?” I giggled. 
 
    She came to me then, avoided my groping hands, and helped me into the bra. 
 
    “Now these,” she held out a pair of panties. Thongs. Very tight. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kishing me. Kidding me.” 
 
    She laughed. “John? Have I ever told you how easy you are?” 
 
    She was hunkered in front of me, lifting my feet and slipping the thong onto me. 
 
    “Easy?” 
 
    “Yes,” she disappeared into her closet again. She came out and tossed a tummy shaper to me. It had dangly straps on the bottom. “You think you’re tough, and if I was another guy, you might be. But when it comes to women, you’re a sucker. We have this power over you, and there’s not a thing you can do about it. 
 
    “Hunh…” I held the shaper up. She came to me and helped me put it on. “Heysoos! My dick!” 
 
    “Be quiet, lover,” she kissed me lightly as she pulled the shaper up over my thighs. Then she managed to squeeze her hand in and arrange my dick. She pointed it down, which made me pootch my butt out to relieve the pressure. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good!” she exclaimed. “You’re a natural. Sit down and I’ll roll some nylons on you.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed and watched as she rolled those thin tubes over my legs. I shaved my legs for running, and the nylons seemed to accentuate the curves of my legs, made them more sexy. I giggled. I had sexy legs. 
 
    “Put this on.” She tossed me a negligee. Like the one she was wearing. 
 
    I dutifully did. I figured it out, and it looked funny over my flat bra with the wrinkled cups. 
 
    “I ain’t got no tits,” I stated.  
 
    “Not a problem. Come with me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She took my hand and led me through the house. She opened the front door. 
 
    “I’m not going out there.” 
 
    But she was strong, I was drunk, and she pushed me through the door. 
 
    “What if somebody sees me?” I objected. 
 
    She led me across the lawn and up to Lisa’s front door. She knocked. 
 
    “I gotta go home,” I slurred, trying to leave, but her hand held me there. 
 
    The door opened and I was awash in bright light. I blinked and stared into the light. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    Then two hands were pulling me into Lisa’s house. 
 
    “Oh, he is gorgeous!” 
 
    “He’s a little high, but he likes it.” 
 
    “He does? How can you tell?” 
 
    Janice laughed. “You can’t believe how hard his dick is.” 
 
    They both laughed while I stared around owlishly. 
 
    Lisa then walked around me. She slapped my butt, pinched my cheeks, and admired me. 
 
    “There’s only two things to go, and I think you can help.” 
 
    “Not a problem. Wait here.” 
 
    Lisa went to the back of the house, but returned a minute later. She was holding a wig and…breast forms? 
 
    The girls pulled my negligee apart and slid the breast forms into my bra. 
 
    “My sister-in-law had a double mastectomy,” Lisa explained. She stayed with me, and after she had reconstructive surgery she left these here. 
 
    I stared down at my chest. I suddenly had mountains. Her sister-in-law must have had quite a set. These were big! 
 
    Then Lisa pulled a wig over my head. 
 
    “Shucks, if his own hair was just a little bit longer we wouldn’t need this.” 
 
    Janice moved up to me, she had her tube of magic lipstick and she brightened me up. Then the girls took me into the bathroom and closed the door. They turned me and I stared at my reflection in the mirror on the back of the door. 
 
    You know? I actually wasn’t too bad. 
 
    My face was a little hard, and I had some hip angles, but I think I looked more like a woman than a man. 
 
    “We can get him a corset, that will round his hips.” 
 
    “And some make up, we need more make up.” 
 
    “I’ll get some,” Lisa headed back towards her bedroom. 
 
    “Do you have any whiskey? I want to keep him drunk.” 
 
    Drunk? Me? I wasn’t drunk. I was just a little happy. 
 
    “Over the frig.” 
 
    The girls disappeared on their errands and I was left to stand there, in the middle of the living room, wondering what had happened. 
 
    I took a few steps, and almost fell down. I realized that they had been rushing me about, and actually helping me not fall onto my face. High heels were rough. 
 
    Then they were back. Janice had me take a couple of big glugs, and Lisa sat me down at her dining table. 
 
    “Are you making me up like a girl?” I asked. It was really the first thing I had said since entering the house. 
 
    “Yep,” Lisa cleansed my face, then started applying some sort of cream. 
 
    “I think we need a lighter shade. His skin is dark and the wig is dark.” 
 
    “I can fix that. 
 
    She rubbed her hands over my face, then she started putting on eye shadow. 
 
    “Close your eyes, Johnny.” 
 
    “Okay.” I did. I said, “No way you’re going to make me into a woman.” 
 
    “We won’t,” promised Janice. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “We’ll just make you into a transgender person. Is that all right?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so. I just don’t want to be no woman.” 
 
    The girls were both smiling when I opened my eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. Make your lips kissy.” 
 
    I tried, but I was too drunk to understand. Finally Janice gripped my cheeks and squeezed. 
 
    “Where there’s a will…” murmured Lisa, and she rolled more lipstick on me. Then she stopped. “I’ve got stain.” 
 
    “What?” asked Janice. 
 
    “It’s better. Longer lasting.” She giggled. “When he wakes up he’ll find he’s committed.” 
 
    “I’m awake.” 
 
    “You sure are, honey,” Janice said. And, to Lisa: “Go get it. I’ll clean his lips off.” 
 
    Lisa disappeared and Janice wiped some goop on my lips and then wiped them off. There was a big smear of lipstick on the little towel she had used. 
 
    Lisa came back, sat down, and opened a little bottle. It wasn’t a tube, but an applicator. She began painting my lips. Again and again. 
 
    “Three coats. This stuff is a brand new product. Guaranteed to last a week.” 
 
    Finally, they stood back and inspected me. They seemed satisfied. 
 
    Lisa: “I’ll get some clip ons. We can get him pierced later.” 
 
    A minute later and the girls were attaching long strings of sparkly diamonds to my ears. 
 
    I just kept blinking, and gulping. Funny about that. I wasn’t nervous, but I kept gulping nervously. 
 
    Suddenly the front door opened. “Hey, honey. I’m home!” 
 
    Grant put his briefcase down, turned to the dining room, and froze. “Wha…” 
 
    I was sitting facing the front door, my face started turning red. I mean, I was drunk, but I was still a guy, right? 
 
    “Hey, Grant, doesn’t Johnny look lovely?” I could barely see Lisa’s reflection in a window and she was nodding her head up and down, signaling him to agree. 
 
    But Grant didn’t need to fake a response. He said, “John? Is that really you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” I mumbled. 
 
    He walked around me, stared at me from different angles. “Wow. I thought you were a girl. I figured you girls were just having some kind of hen party. Really? It’s you?” 
 
    Oddly, his surprise, and appreciation, gave me a good feeling. My embarrassment started to fade. 
 
    “I guess it is. Do I really look like a girl?” 
 
    “Brother,” said Lisa, “You look like a woman. A real woman. A sexy woman.” 
 
    She walked me back to the bathroom and put me in front of the mirror. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I was a brunette. I had big breasts, very natural looking, and my body…my body was actually like a woman’s! 
 
    But it was my face that was the piece de resistance. They had made it up and hidden the hard angles and softened it and…and I had red lips. Shit. I actually began to get harder. 
 
    Sitting at the dining table was kinky, but as the transformation process continued my dick had gone down. Now it was rising back up. I scrunched a little bit to relieve the pressure and Lisa laughed. She placed her hand on my bulge and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh,” my knees felt weak. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I think we’ve got something to handle this. But it’ll take a few days to get here.” 
 
    “Amazon overnight,” I murmured reflexively, not even knowing what she was talking about. 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “Lisa? Bring Johnny back out here.” 
 
    Lisa guided me back to the living room. I entered the room and a flash went off. 
 
    “What?” I asked owlishly. 
 
    Flash…flash…flash. 
 
    Janice had gone home and gotten the camera. She snapped picture after picture of me. She made me pose. She made me stand and thrust my chest out, and wave my hands like a sissy, and try to look coquettish. 
 
    I was drunk, and I complied without knowing what I was doing. 
 
    Finally, she stopped. She said, “Johnny, we need a contract.” 
 
    “I don’t need no stinkin’…” 
 
    “Sit here. Got some paper, Lisa?” 
 
    Lisa placed a sheet of yellow legal in front of here. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny, here’s the deal.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Not understanding much. just enamored of the boner in my pants. The way my chest was high and thrusting I was a woman. But I didn’t want to be a woman. But it sure was sexy being a woman. 
 
    “I…Johnny…do hereby enter this contract freely and with no coercion.” 
 
    She kept talking and talking and talking. I started to nod off a little. Lisa pushed my head up and told me to smile. 
 
    Then Janice was done talking. She turned the contract around and put in front of me. She put a pen in my hand. 
 
    “Sign it, Johnny.” 
 
    So I did. With a flourish. I smiled. And the floor leaped at me, but Grant, laughing, caught me and pushed me upright. 
 
    Lisa said something like, “We need more. We need leverage.” 
 
    “Johnny dance with Grant.” 
 
    Grant had to lift me, and I sagged in his arms, then just put my head forward on his chest. Flashes were going off again. And then….then I woke up.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wha…” I tried not to move. My head was pounding, my throat felt like I had gargled toads, light hurt my eyes, even though that light was dull and gloomy. 
 
    “Rise and shine, honey.” Janice ripped the drapes aside. 
 
    “Ohhh. Ow!” 
 
    I threw an arm over my eyes, and felt…hair? “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes and struggled to a sitting position. The happenings of the night previous blasted into me. 
 
    I was wearing the wig. 
 
    I looked at the mirror over my wife’s make up table and my eyes opened wide. 
 
    I was fully made up! And I was wearing that negligee thing! And…I felt my chest…I still had those enormous tits! I raised my hands to rub my eyes, and Janice stopped me. She grabbed my hands and pushed them down. 
 
    “Don’t, you’ll mess your make up.” 
 
    “I’m taking all this crap off!” I tried to get up, but she pushed my chest. And then I noticed. They had painted my finger…no, they had given me false nails and then painted them. Bright red, to match my lipstick. 
 
    “Don’t take it off until you hear me out.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me—“ 
 
    I was struggling, but I was hurting from the drinking, and she pushed me back again. My head bouncing off the pillow felt like a bowling ball had just struck a 100 pins. I lay back. Listen. Yeah. 
 
    “Okay, you were quite vocal last night, telling me how manly you are, and now it’s my turn.” 
 
    I stared at her, tried to still the pounding in my head. 
 
    “Do you remember this?” 
 
    She held out a contract. 
 
    I stared at the thing. I was hurting and couldn’t read it. 
 
    “So what. I was drunk. You took advantage of me.” 
 
    “Do you know what taking advantage is? Taking advantage is convincing me to purchase a house, to sign my name to the contract, then cheerfully defaulting on that contract because you don’t have the guts to man up and be a woman.” 
 
    “What? Does that even make sense? Oh…” I grabbed my head with one red tipped hand. Just talking hurt. 
 
    “So listen, you signed the contract, and you will live up to it.” 
 
    “Or what?” I asked bitterly. 
 
    “Or I’m going to get a divorce and sue your ass. And since we’re in California you would probably be sold into servitude to pay my debts. Forever.” 
 
    “Fuck.” She was right. Fucking California. 
 
    “Furthermore, in the event that you don’t care about the legal stuff, do you remember these?” 
 
    She held up her cell phone and began clicking through pictures. 
 
    Oh, shit. Me. Me in full femme. Me with big tits and red lips, posing this way and that. 
 
    Then it got worse. 
 
    Me. Dancing with Grant. 
 
    “Mother fu—“ 
 
    Then it got worse. The last couple of pictures showed me on my knees, my bright red lips wrapped around his cock. 
 
    “WHAT! Give me that.” 
 
    I ripped the phone out of her hands. This was worse than the pain in my head. I deleted the pictures and handed Janice the cell phone. 
 
    She tapped on the phone a couple of times, waited ten seconds, then handed the phone back to me. 
 
    The pictures had come back. 
 
    “Can you spell ‘cloud?’” 
 
    “Oh, no. What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Making sure you have a good job, that we can pay for our home, that you get off your stupid male chauvinism.” 
 
    “Male…” my mind shifted gears. “I’m gonna beat the shit out of Grant.” 
 
    She smiled, gave a chuckle. “You volunteered.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We were laughing and joking, we were all drinking by then, and Grant said something about how he couldn’t believe how beautiful you were, and you said, and I quote, ‘Baby, I can’t wait to suck your big cock.’” 
 
    I turned ashen. I hadn’t. Had I? Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Now then, there is one last thing you have to understand.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “We ordered you a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A what?” But I knew what it was. I had seen them on the net, and even thought about getting one. But this wasn’t me putting my cock in a cage, this was somebody else putting my cock in a cage. 
 
    “You can cum today, but after today, for six months, until you have proven that you can stay a female and be convincing, you are going to be in chastity.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because we need to control your bump. Your cock has a mind of its own, and it ruins your figure when you get all bumpy up front.” 
 
    “Oh, sweet Heysoos on a dump truck without a fly swatter.” 
 
    “Now then, I want you to get up. I want you to stay female, get used to being a female. I’ll help you learn about make up and everything, and Lisa will come over this weekend and help, and by Monday morning you are going to prance into work and show them, not just tell them, but show them that you are transgendered sufficient to comply with Joe Biden’s wishes.” 
 
    Bitter, I spit out, “Joe Biden likes trannies.” 
 
    “Maybe so,” Janice said. “Now, get up. Once we have you all repaired and pretty looking I’ll give you a blow job. I suggest you enjoy it, because Amazon said they’re going to deliver your chastity tube tomorrow.” 
 
    I got up and went into the bathroom. I pulled the tummy shaper down, I couldn’t believe I had slept in the damned thing, and peed a storm. 
 
    I pulled up the shaper, it was hard with my new fingernails, and walked back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Sit,” said Janice. 
 
    I sat, and she began cleaning me, and re-making me. 
 
    “This is foundation. You have to make sure, when you put it on, that the…” she broke the procedure down to steps and told me what each step meant. 
 
    “I’m not going to remember all this.” 
 
    “Over the next few weeks you will. And you’ll know enough by Monday to repair anything.” 
 
    I groaned. My dick was pushing against the tummy shaper mercilessly. Interesting, the harder it pushed, the more horny it became. I was going to be walking half bent over to get any relief. 
 
    “When you use eye shadow you—“ 
 
    “Why are my lips so red?” 
 
    “We used lip stain on you.” 
 
    “Stain? What’s the difference?” 
 
    “Lipstick comes off after a few hours. Lip stain lasts a few days. And this particular lip stain you’re wearing is guaranteed to last a week.” 
 
    “Oh, man.” 
 
    Finally, she was done. “Okay. Hop into your heels and let’s ride out of here.” 
 
    “Heels? I have to wear high heels? But I’m home!” 
 
    “But you need practice. Come Monday morning you need to saunter in slick and smooth, and not trip and fall on your well made up face.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” I repeated. 
 
    She helped me into the heels and I stood up. And wobbled. Funny, I didn’t remember being this clumsy last night. But, of course, I was probably too drunk to notice much of anything. 
 
    We walked out to the kitchen and she said. “Eggs, over hard. Bacon. Toast with jelly. Orange juice.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want breakfast. And so do you. And you have to practice using those beautiful nails of yours. 
 
    I groaned, one more groan in a morning of groans. 
 
    She sat down at the table and opened up the newspaper. She sat and read the news, like I used to do, while I fixed breakfast, like she used to do. 
 
    Making breakfast was difficult, to say the least. I had to break eggs with my palm, hitting the shell on the lip of a glass without making a mess. Then I had to open a package of bacon, wielding a knife without slicing off one of my pretty, new nails. I got the bread open and popped slices into the toaster, but spreading the butter and jelly was…weird. Even opening the top of the orange juice bottle was difficult. 
 
    Finally, I managed to get everything served. I sat down and ate, and working something so simple as a knife and fork was an adventure. 
 
    “Okay, babe,” Janice pushed back from the table. “Get the dishes done. Lisa will be over soon, and—what?” 
 
    “I have to do the dishes?” 
 
    “Somebody has to do them, and you’re the lady of the house. Right?” 
 
    I grumped and groused, but kept it mostly in. I managed to do the dishes, and was actually happy that I hadn’t broken a nail, or lost one in the soapy water. 
 
    “Okay, honey, let’s try on some clothes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We need to find out what of mine you can wear, and maybe later we can go out and get you some of your own underwear.” 
 
    “I’m not going out like this.” 
 
    “Candid camera,” she retorted.  
 
    I said a bad word. 
 
    For an hour we went through her closet. 
 
    Shoes. I could wear a couple of sandals, and the one pair of high heels that I had on. 
 
    Underwear. Yeah. Easy. But I needed to get my own. Even I knew that. 
 
    Skirts. I could wear almost all of them. And all of the blouses. Though the blouses tended to stretch out in the front. Our cups may have been about the same, but my chest was slightly larger than hers. 
 
    Dresses. Uh oh. I could only wear a few, and those had to be loose. Nordstroms here we come. 
 
    And all the extras, no problem. I could wear rings, ear rings, bracelets, necklaces, everything. 
 
    Finally, she gave me a purse. 
 
    “What’s this for?” 
 
    “For make up, wallet, credit cards, cash, tampons, whatever.” 
 
    “But…but…” and I stopped talking. Women had purses. I was a woman. I had to have a purse.  Then: “I don’t need a Tampon.” 
 
    “It will look more natural if somebody looks in your purse and sees one.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Besides, if you meet a girl in trouble, it will really be appreciated. 
 
    That one really hit me. Talking to girls about…girl stuff? Discussing beauty tips? And (choke) discussing men? 
 
    Although, I hated the thought, I was apparently already pretty good at oral sex. 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    “Get the door, honey.” 
 
    I walked across the living room, feeling very clumsy, knowing I was a fake and not fooling anybody. I opened the door. 
 
    Lisa swept into the room, kissed me on the cheek in passing. “Hi, girl friend,” to me, and, “You ready to go?” to Janice. 
 
    “Ready, Freddy.” They giggled. 
 
    They walked across the living room, shooed me in front of them, and we walked towards my car. Lisa said, “Grant wanted me to thank you for the blow job. Said he’s never cum so hard…” 
 
    I nearly choked. I squeaked, “He came in my…my mouth?” 
 
    Lisa and Janice giggled hysterically. Janice said, “We girls all suck and swallow. Welcome to the club.” 
 
    There was nothing to say to that. but I was red-faced and totally embarrassed. 
 
    Janice went to my side of the car.  
 
    “Hey!” I said. 
 
    She just grinned. “You won’t be able to drive in your high heels.” 
 
    Lisa smiled jovially at me, held the front seat up and slapped my ass when I crawled into the back seat. 
 
    Janice started up the car and put the top down. 
 
    “Hold on to your hair, girls,” and she popped the clutch and squealed into the street. 
 
    “Hey!” I objected, but she didn’t hear me for the wind in her hair and the squeal of rubber on the road. 
 
    We drove across town, and, I hate to say it, but people were looking at us. I was the most obvious, in the back seat, and it was me that got the most stares. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” yelled some guy. 
 
    Another fellow gave a wolf whistle. 
 
    I have never been so humiliated in my life. 
 
    We went to the mall, and there were a lot of people there. 
 
    Lisa and Janice guided me through the mess. We went to a jewelry store and I had my ears pierced. Then we went into Victoria’s Secret and I was outfitted with sexy underwear. A lot of sexy underwear. 
 
    “Why so much underwear?” I asked at one point. 
 
    “A girl always needs underwear. Besides,” she nudged me, “sexy underwear always makes me a little horny.” 
 
    An hour later we were exiting the mall, and I suddenly realized something. I had gotten over my initial embarrassment. Having to think about things, to offer input on clothes, being treated like one of the girls, there was actually something sort of…relaxing about it. 
 
    As we strode out of the store and across the parking lot, the girls giggling and correcting my walk, ‘Put one foot in front of the other. Let your ass sway,” I realized that I was actually having fun. When I got in the car I was unusually silent. The girls, discussing lunch, didn’t notice at first. 
 
    “Let’s go to Olive Garden. Mmm. Pasta.” 
 
    “Pasta fat. Bad pasta. How about a steak house?” 
 
    “For lunch?” 
 
    “Well, how about…” 
 
    We finally got out of the car and walked across a parking lot towards a dining car. The girls each linked arms with one of my arms and talked around me. 
 
    Finally, we were sitting and waiting for a server. 
 
    “Honey? You look pretty pensive. Is your girdle too tight?” 
 
    Lisa laughed. “That’s good.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Something in my tone must have gotten their attention, because both of them looked at me. 
 
    “Come on, John. What’s going on?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything for a while, but they were patient and just waited. And, finally, Lisa blurted out, “He’s enjoying this.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    But the cat was out of the bag. 
 
    I was sitting at the back of the booth, a girl on each side, and they leaned in on me.  
 
    Janice: “It’s not bad, Johnny. You get to look pretty, everybody gives you admiration, and all you have to do is check your make up occasionally and walk around like the Queen of the May.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Then the girls ignored me. We ate, and I was left to stew in my pot. 
 
    I liked wearing girl clothes. I had never worn girl clothes before in my life. And now I was a crossdresser. And my job even depended on my ability to dress girl, and to convince everybody that I was…one of those people. 
 
    Yet, wasn’t I? Growing to like it. Feeling the wind up my skirt, enjoying the bounce of my own tits. What was wrong with me? 
 
    After lunch we went back to the house. Lisa stayed for a while, and they schooled me in how to walk, how to cross my legs, how to treat guys. 
 
    How to treat guys. Heysoos Xristo! 
 
    Yet, I had to admit it, I did have to learn about guys. 
 
    Not only did they hit on me, but I had even had my first sexual experience. 
 
    Sure, I had been drunk, but sex is sex. And apparently I had caused it, initiated it, and then enjoyed it. 
 
    “Honey, when it was running down your chin and you were licking and gulping, I have never seen such happy eyes in my life!” Janice had told me, at one point. 
 
    After Lisa left Janice asked me if I wanted to cum. “It might be the last time for six months,” she warned me. 
 
    Of course I wanted to cum. Heysoos Xristo at dinner without a fork I wanted to cum. To squirt my brains out. 
 
    And I was pleasantly surprised by the smile on Janice’s face. “Well, let’s attend to your little monster then, shall we?” And she led me into the bedroom. 
 
    I started to get undressed but she stopped me. 
 
    “Honey, I am going to give you the best sex of your life. Fantasy sex, where you fantasize being a girl. But to make this work we have to fantasize something for me, too.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    For answer she went into my closet. The clothes she was wearing flew out the door, then she appeared, wearing one of my suits. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What yourself.” She leaned against the doorway with one hand and struck a sultry pose. 
 
    “But I can’t see your tits!” 
 
    “It’s what you don’t see that’s going to excite you. Now lay back and let me do you.” 
 
    I have to tell you, my heart was pounding, and there was a nervous energy in the room that I had never felt before. I leaned back. 
 
    She came to me and lifted my dress. It suddenly felt cool down there. 
 
    “Let’s get your shaper off,” she muttered, sounding a little breathy and hoarse. She gripped my tummy shaper and, with a little work, managed to peel it off. 
 
    I lay there, looking like a woman, with a big, fat cock sticking straight up. 
 
    “By rights,” Janice said, her voice brimming with lust, “you should be eating me out. But I like this better.” 
 
    She went down on me. Her throat was like velvet, and it slid over my cock. I groaned, and she reached under me and gripped my balls. She squeezed, very slowly increasing the pressure. 
 
    “Do you like this?” 
 
    I gasped, and when it became painful I pushed at her hands. She let loose of my nuts and went back to blowing me. Her head bobbed up and down and she made grunting sounds. 
 
    But everything was backwards. I was wearing the dress. I should be a hole, not a stick. She was wearing man clothes, and she should be a stick, but… 
 
    “AHHH!” I groaned as she pushed a finger up my back hole. 
 
    “You like that?” she asked, squeezing my balls again. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    In truth, I had never had anything up my heinie, but man, did that feel good! 
 
    “Then try some more.” She sucked on my dick and put two fingers up my rectum.  
 
    I jerked upward, arching, then, unable to help myself, I sank back and ground my butt down on her finger. 
 
    “Oooh. I think he likes it!” 
 
    “God,” my teeth were gritted in pleasure. My eyes were closed. Suddenly it felt right to be in a dress. I had a hole, I could be a girl. 
 
    “I think we need to grease up for this,” she said. She lubed up her hand and inserted three fingers. 
 
    “GAH!” I pushed back. I could feel her knuckled on the rim of my hole. 
 
    She sucked, then she pulled off her pants and got onto the bed, whirled around, and sank her pussy on my face. 
 
    Oh, yeah. I pushed my face up and ate her, slithering my tongue into her pussy. 
 
    She groaned and 69ed me. Her mouth was a voracious whirlpool and her hands kept squeezing and squeezing. 
 
    “Oh, god!” I whined. 
 
    For a long minute we fucked like that, slobbering and jerking and moaning in pleasure. Then she took her fingers out and got off the bed. I stared at her with lust and longing. I wanted her back in bed. I wanted to fuck her, to sink my dick in her, but she had other plans. 
 
    She super lubed her fingers, then told me: “Get on all fours.” 
 
    “What….oh, yeah.” 
 
    I got on all fours and waited. I was shivering with anticipation. I liked the feeling of her fingers and i wanted them again. 
 
    She placed three fingers into my hole and started moving them around. 
 
    I could feel knuckles. I could feel her fingers hooking into me. It felt so good, so loosey goosey. 
 
    “Oh, Geez, I’m going to pee!” 
 
    “So pee. We can wash the sheets.” 
 
    For a long moment I tried not to pee, but it was getting harder and harder. 
 
    She ground her fingers into me, and suddenly, whether I wanted it or not, the pee started to drizzle out of me. It was the weirdest piss I had ever taken. It felt like the pee was oozing out of me in slithers and chunks. My hips jerked reflexively, and Janice gave a chuckle.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not a thing, baby. You’re doing good.” 
 
    Then, I was so relaxed…her hand went inside me! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she blurted. 
 
    I groaned. I couldn’t believe how good it felt. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Please don’t stop!” 
 
    She didn’t. She worked her whole arm back and forth, corkscrewed it into me. I could feel her fingers clenched inside me. 
 
    I was being fisted! 
 
    And the pee dribbled out. 
 
    And I went into some other place, a sub-land, a place where there was nothing but me and golden feelings. 
 
    I collapsed on the bed and she continued to do me for a while, then she slowed down. 
 
    “Oh…Oooo!”  
 
    She pulled her hand out. I just lay there, amazed, feeling sated, but hadn’t squirted. 
 
    She let me lay there and went in and washed her hand. I listened to the sounds of water in the bathroom, and had never felt so at peace with the world in my life. 
 
    I felt complete. Satisfied. Happy in a way that only the best sex could make me. 
 
    Janice took a shower. I lay there and listened to the sound of running water. 
 
    Then the water sound stopped and the shower door opened and closed. A minute later Janice came out of the bathroom and began putting on clothes. She was humming happily. She didn’t say anything to me. 
 
    A lay on the bed after she left, and drifted off to sleep. 
 
    I awoke. 
 
    I groaned in pleasure, remembering what I had felt, then I got up and dressed. In man clothes. I wandered out and Janice looked up at me. She frowned. “Put your dress back on.” 
 
    “Aw, I need a break.” 
 
    She stood up and came to me. She gripped my shirt in her hands, gave a small shake, and said, “If you don’t put your clothes back on right now, I am going to spank your ass so hard you beg for a new ass. 
 
    I laughed, and continued being manly. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. In fact, she was very uncommunicative for the rest of the night. She just kept looking at me with a baleful expression. 
 
    I didn’t care. I felt so complete. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke up, and I didn’t feel complete. I had a boner so hard it hurt. Heysoos Xristo on a surfboard with no waves. I groaned and rolled over. 
 
    Janice was laying on her side, considering me. She had a twisted smile on her face and a conniving expression. 
 
    “Heysoos. I need to…I have to fuck!” 
 
    “If you put your dress on I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    I got up and went into the bathroom. I hopped into the shower and began stroking. And stroking. And stroking. Finally, after 15 minutes, my dick getting raw, I gave up. I stepped out of the shower and Janic was waiting. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Having a little trouble?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Couldn’t get off, could you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I started to get dressed. She stopped me, turned me around. 
 
    “I let you get away with last night because I figured it’s your last hurrah. Let you feel like a man a little. Enough to last six months. But it changes right now.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m talking about contracts and pictures. I’m talking about you living up to your bargain. And if you don’t…say hello to the internet.” 
 
    My heart sank. All the day down into the tippy toes of my shoes. If I had been wearing shoes. 
 
    “Now. You have 10 seconds to start getting dressed. 5 Seconds after that you are going to be an internet sensation. I think everybody will really enjoy the way you give head. One…two…three… 
 
    I broke. 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    I went to my dresser drawer and pulled out panties and bra. I put them on, seething, but broken. I put the breast forms in, then began struggling with the tummy shaper. 
 
    “Don’t bother with that. I ordered you a corset. It should be here about the same time your chastity tube arrives.” 
 
    “You’re not really going to make me wear that thing.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Maybe if you weren’t such an asshole. After having fun yesterday, knowing how important all this is, you’re going to be locked away for a solid six months. Maybe longer.” 
 
    I hung my head. 
 
    “Now sit down and let me work on your face.” 
 
    I sat, and she starting applying brushes and powders and creams and whatnot. 
 
    “Do you know why you couldn’t cum?” 
 
    “Because I came yesterday?” 
 
    “You didn’t cum yesterday. Oh, your semen leaked out, but you didn’t have the big bang, did you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What happened was you got milked. And from here on out, for the next six months, you won’t be fucking, you’ll be getting milked, regularly.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Because when you use your dick it reinforces your masculinity. You get on top, you squirt, and you feel all proud and manly. And for the next six months you don’t get to feel manly. You get to be womanly. And if you want sex we can use your asshole. Your asshole will be your new pussy. Got it?” 
 
    She was done except for the wig and jewelry. She turned me around, inspected my face, then looked me in the eyes. 
 
    “Listen. This is a changing world. I know you think I’m mean, but we have to survive. And if that means you have to dress like a woman, then that’s what you have to do. And that means you have to get over your male bullshit and learn that there is another half to the world. Do you understand?” 
 
    I did. And, I hate to admit it, but back in the dress, feeling womanly feelings assail me, feeling happy and beautiful…and hornier than the devil in a whorehouse, I actually sort of agreed with her. 
 
    I knew the world was different than when I grew up. I had seen it changing. I had read the papers and seen the stories on people who ‘didn’t identify’ with their birth sex. 
 
    I identified, but…didn’t matter. I had to survive. 
 
    Janice seemed satisfied with my reaction. She kissed me lightly, being careful of not messing my lipstick, then took my hand. “Come on. I just heard a truck. I think you have a couple of presents waiting for you. 
 
     
 
    The corset was tighter than I had imagined, and I couldn’t believe it when Janice had me lie down and put a knee in the middle of my back. She pulled on the strings and everything got tighter and tighter. 
 
    “I can breath!” I gasped. 
 
    “If you feel faint, sit down quick.” No mercy there. 
 
    Then she pulled my panties down and fit the cage to the cock. Rings went around my package, a tube surrounded Mr. Happy, and she clicked a little lock. 
 
    I looked at myself in dismay. I was already surging, my dick protesting, trying to get hard and the hell with the tube. 
 
    But the tube won. 
 
    “Okay, babe. Get dressed and let’s have some dinner. 
 
    I dressed, and I had to have help because it was difficult to bend over in the corset. We went into the kitchen and I prepared food, and she watched with a happy but critical eye. 
 
    “Excellent, you’re learning,” she said at one point. 
 
    Then we sat down to eat, and I found that my appetite was rather, shall we say, restricted? 
 
    The damned corset made it so I could only take a couple of bites. 
 
    “It’s okay,” smiled Janice. “You need to lose weight. Lose enough weight and you won’t have to wear the corset.” 
 
    After dinner I cleaned up, and Lisa came over to prep me for the next day. We talked about interviews, what women should say, what they avoid, and it sounded pretty simple. 
 
    The final thing Lisa said was, “Marsha is my boss, and she’s a stickler, so don’t try to spin a tail. She’ll spot a lie a mile away. Just be honest and polite. You’ll do well.” 
 
     
 
    The next morning I hopped into my car and let Janice drive me to work. The heels, you know. It might be a while before I was good enough in heels to be trusted enough to drive my own car. 
 
    We pulled into the parking lot of my work and Janice coasted to a stop. She turned to me. 
 
    “Any last minute questions? Considerations?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.”  
 
    I was wearing a narrow skirt, navy blue, and a white blouse. The blouse was thin enough to see my bra, yet wouldn’t reveal that my tits were fake. My tits pushed the blouse out, a lot. My make up was immaculate, but understated. Pink lipstick instead of sexy red. Small ear rings and nothing gaudy. 
 
    My heels clicked on the tile floor as I walked up the corridor. Men turned their heads and stared after me. I swear, I could feel eyeball impressions on my ass. 
 
    I entered the office of Human Resources. Lisa was sitting behind a desk, waiting for me. 
 
    “Hello, Jane. I’ll let Marsha know that you’re here.” 
 
    We had decided on calling me Jane, a person transitioning doesn’t usually keep their masculine name. 
 
    A minute passed, then Lisa came back out. “Marsha is ready for you.” 
 
    She winked at me. 
 
    I was nervous before, and now I was more nervous. I tried to relax, to not sweat, but it was hard. I realized that men are bigger ‘perspirers’ than women. 
 
    Marsha’s office was small, but crammed with folders and file cabinets. Her computer wasn’t dusty, and she was eating a donut. 
 
    Oh, my God. I wanted to jump over that desk and rip that donut out of her hand and devour it. My belly was squashed, I hadn’t eaten much, and I was that hungry. 
 
    “Hello, Jane.” She smiled. She was slightly overweight, but pleasant appearing. “You would prefer to be called Jane?” 
 
    “I would, if that’s okay,” I tried to speak in a slightly higher tone. The corset helped, and made me a little breathy. 
 
    “Please sit right there, I’ve got your records right here.” 
 
    I sat, gently, femininely, keeping my dress down and crossing my legs at the knees. She wasn’t going to see my panties. 
 
    We talked about the job first, which tended to relax me. I knew my job inside and out, and I was good at it. 
 
    Finally, she pushed the folder aside and steepled her hands and grew serious. 
 
    “Jane, I’m going to ask you some questions of a more personal nature. I know I have to be circumspect, so if I ask you something you’re not comfortable about, just say so and we can wiggle our way around any awkwardness. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Please call me Marsha. Now, I understand you’re transitioning.” 
 
    My sweat glands perked up. This was an area HR people are supposed to not go into, yet how can they hire somebody to fit the affirmative action percents if they can’t? 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Marsha.” 
 
    She smiled. “And when did you decide to transition.” 
 
    Be as honest as possible. 
 
    “I’ve always felt the desire. I’ve always felt awkward, like something was wrong. But in the past year I have explored that area of my life.” 
 
    The last year, like starting Friday night, two days ago, that’s part of last year, right? 
 
    “And have you seen any doctors concerning your, uh, desires?” 
 
    “Not officially. I’ve talked to people on the internet, I know, the internet is not much of a resource, but when I started thinking about this I didn’t know where to turn.” 
 
    “No problem.” She waved a hand dismissively. “Would you mind seeing one of the company doctors?” 
 
    “I don’t think…uh…” 
 
    She backed off right away. I wasn’t opposed to doctors, but I was unsure where this was going. So I asked. “What would be the purpose of me seeing a doctor? I mean, I’m really healthy, I run all the time and work out.” 
 
    “Well, actually, we’re interested in helping you on your journey.” Then she blew my mind. “If you need surgery, for augmentation or…uh, removing unwanted parts, our insurance is very generous.” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself: “But isn’t that unusual? Hiring somebody and then paying for expensive operations?” 
 
    “Usually it is, but the government is helping to foot the bill, and the government seems to be very interested in, uh, helping people deal with transitions in a pleasant manner.” 
 
    In other words, the company got brownie points, and maybe sweet loans, or something else. 
 
    Then Marsha leaned forward. “Can I ask you something? It has nothing to do with you continuing your work here, just something I’m curious about…I mean, you’ve already got the job. You’re actually helping us out. An experienced person who is top of his field, helping us meet government regulations. Can I ask you something personal?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m comfortable with pretty much anything.” 
 
    “Well, I know a lot of young ladies in your situation, they get breasts. Either hormones or surgery, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you going to, like, have them…remove your man parts?” 
 
    I stared at her, then quickly brought myself under control. But the fact of the matter she was excited. The thought of a man being castrated actually gave her a sexual thrill! 
 
    “Well, we know, my wife and I, that I’ll probably get breasts at some point.” We hadn’t talked about this at all, but I was responding to the situation, trying to be sharing and confidential even as I dealt with the  sexual excitement of Marsha. “We don’t know if I’m going to have surgery or hormones. But as far as removing my manhood…” 
 
    I studied her closely. What was the right answer? Yes, I already had the job, but I knew enough about companies and the people in them to know that one should always make as many friends as possible. 
 
    So it wasn’t what did I want…but rather what did she want. Should I say I was keeping it, and risk her disappointment, or should I say I would get castrated. 
 
    I mean, I didn’t have to do anything, the answer was purely political. 
 
    I paused, stared at her intently, lowered my voice and whispered. “I’m going to have everything removed. 
 
    She sighed, and the sigh went down into her soul, and I could swear, she gave a shiver. And I knew…she had had an orgasm. 
 
      
 
    SIX MONTHS LATER. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    Janice had gotten home before me, she usually did, and she came out of the kitchen wiping her hands. She was wearing a suit and loafers. She usually did these days. 
 
    She kissed me then, a soul shattering kiss of lust and desire. 
 
    I groaned. It had been six months since I had had an orgasm. 
 
    Oh, I had milkings, usually on a weekly basis, but those actually made me hornier. I would experience a couple of hours of relief, then the intensity of desire would become overwhelming. 
 
    Janice loved it when I cried, or went on a two hour run to reduce my frustration. Then she would tease me all over again. 
 
    “How was work?” 
 
    “Not bad.” 
 
    We walked to the kitchen and she handed me a drink. I sipped it, and she finished some dishes and turned to me. She already had had a drink and was letting me catch up. 
 
    “You know what today is, don’t you?” I asked. 
 
    “As if I could forget. Have you been thinking about it?” 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “Would you like to get your rocks off? Get rid of that cage and shoot your load?” 
 
    “Well, I would, but…” 
 
    “But, eh? I detect a negotiation coming.” 
 
    I laughed. “I think you’ll be happy with my proposal.” 
 
    “Well take your clothes off, let me let you out, and—“ 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    Now she was curious. “What?” 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious I’m not going to go back to male clothes.” 
 
    “Not with your boob job coming up in a week.” 
 
    “And I don’t feel like having my junk chopped off, even though HR keeps asking me about it.” 
 
    “Okay.” She spoke slowly, trying to figure out what I had in mind. 
 
    “So, do you know what it’s like wearing a chastity tube?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “It’s delicious. Aside from the frustrations, it’s like you have a line of energy running up through your chest. Life is exciting, it’s almost like I’m in the middle of a cum, but all the time.” 
 
    “So…what are you thinking?” 
 
    “I’d like you to give me another six months in the tube. Right now. Without a cum at all.” 
 
    She sat down at the table and stared at me. 
 
    “I’ll still use a dildo on you, and you can use your dildo on me whenever you want, in fact, more than you want, if I have anything to say about it. But, what do you say? Can you stand me drooling and wanting you for another six months? Can you put up with my whining, and hold your ground and even be firm with me?” 
 
    She took a long time answering, and I have a feeling she was reverse engineering my thoughts, trying to figure certain things out. Finally: “What’s in it for me?” 
 
    “Not much, I’m afraid. I’d like you to buy a bigger dildo, and we’ve talked about spanking…I guess that’s on the table. After all, if I’m begging and whining you’ve got to have recourse, some way of putting me in my place.” 
 
    She nodded thoughtfully. “Starting right now.” 
 
    “Right this instant.” 
 
    “If you really want this to happen, if you really want this, then go get the hairbrush and lay down across my lap. 
 
    I ran for her hair brush. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Body Swapping with Chastity 
 
    Revenge is sweet when you swap bodies! 
 
      
 
    Originałly titled: 
 
    Revenge Swap 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Mmm,” I groaned and started to come awake, then I felt it and came full awake. I sat up and looked down. 
 
    A chastity tube. Around my cock. Oh…no! 
 
    “Lisa? What is this?” 
 
    My gorgeous wife, full breasted, beautiful features, came out of the bathroom drying her long, blonde hair. “What?” she asked, innocently. 
 
    “Why am I wearing the tube?” 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, I think you’ve been getting too much lately. This will calm you down and allow me to have a nice, little vacation.” 
 
    “But it’s my vacation, too!” I protested. “Besides, you’ve been cutting me off lately. You talk about ‘dick diets,’ and how sperm makes you fat and…and all sorts of nonsense! “I’m a man, and I need some relief.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she laughed. “When you get home you can jack off!” 
 
    She turned back into the bathroom. I leaped from the bed, my dick dangling softly in its cage, and followed her in. 
 
    She was slightly bent over the sink, putting on red lipstick. My favorite. 
 
    Let me tell you something about red lipstick. My wife trained me well. In the beginning, when we were first married, she would pull this crap of not wanting to have sex. She would fix herself up gorgeous, tease me, even grab my cock and stroke it, and kiss me for hours. And then she would put red lipstick on and I knew…blow job. 
 
    She would giggle and go down on her knees and suck on me till I finally had a cum. 
 
    So it became programmed in my mind: red lipstick equals blow job. And whenever I saw her rolling the delightful color on her lips I knew I was going to get a good suck. 
 
    But here’s the weird part. I like blow jobs, I LOVE blow jobs, but that was about all I got. 
 
    I wanted sex! I wanted to consummate! To screw! To plunge my pecker into her pussy till I squirted my brains out! 
 
    But she, even though we were married, would rarely let me in her pussy. And then, when I did squirt she would go, “Ew. You got me all slimey. 
 
    So that was what our marriage was. I got sex, lots of sex, but not the kind I really wanted. And she would occasionally put me in chastity, and laugh and giggle and tease me and…and while I loved it, I wanted more. 
 
    But here’s the mean part. Here she was, putting on red lipstick, the secret single signal that I was about to get a good blowjob…but I was in chastity! 
 
    “Ohh,” I groaned. My pecker started to throb and press against the tight confines of the cage. 
 
    She watched me in the mirror and her smile was big. She turned and kissed me, hard, saying to hell with her lipstick getting messed up because it was more important to mess me up. 
 
    While the scorched my mouth with her hotness she grabbed my caged cock with her hands and began to manipulate it. She pulled it, twisted it, gripped the balls and squeezed gently. 
 
    “Oh, God!” My knees buckled, but I couldn’t fall. She held me up by the cock. 
 
    “Honey, we’re going to have so-o-o much fun. Two weeks in the sun. The beaches are white sand, the babes…honey, I hear that Paraiso has an influx of beautiful, stacked women.” 
 
    Oh, no. And I would be focused on Lisa. When I was in chastity I started to obsess on my keyholder, and the key dangling on the gold chain around her slender but oh, so sexy neck. 
 
    “Just think, you can watch those big bosoms, those round asses, then come home at night and play with yourself. And I’ll even play with you. This is going to be the best vacation you ever had! Now, I want to leave in 15, so get your ass in gear.” She pulled me around by the cock, slapped my ass and pushed me out of the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    We drove down the coast of Mexico to the Mexican sea town of Paraiso. Paraiso is off the beaten track, but popular with those in the know. We had been there before and were pleasantly surprised by the friendliness of the people, the cleanliness of the bars, and the sheer deliciosity of the few restaurants. 
 
    Now we were going to spend a couple of weeks in Paradise. Fun in the sun. With all the sex I couldn’t have. Sob. 
 
    We drove into the town, it wasn’t much to look at on the surface, and found our hotel, which was a pleasant surprise of gardens and patio dining. 
 
    All the way down Lisa had played with my cock. It really turned her on when I was trapped like this. Oh, she liked teasing me anyway, and all the time, but the fact that I couldn’t respond made it all the more delicious. 
 
    We had a room on the ocean side, and we stood on the balcony and hoisted a couple of margaritas. Our arms were around each other, and it wasn’t long before we were chewing on each other’s faces. Slightly high, horny, I didn’t resist when Lisa pulled me back into the room. 
 
    “Johnny, I need to take my edge off.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” I groaned. My cock was pushing out, trying to escape its confines, but not having any luck. 
 
    Lisa laughed and pushed me onto the bed. “What’s the matter? Does Johnny have a problem?” 
 
    “You’re my problem,” I muttered, then she had a hand around my head and was pulling my face to her large breasts.  
 
    “Mmmm!” She moaned softly. The sound of her having sex while I was denied drove me wild. I was so horny, if only… 
 
    “Honey? Let’s use the key.” 
 
    She laughed merrily, pushed me back a little and sat on my lap. She scrunched my tube and balls causing a thrill to shoot through my groin. 
 
    “Not a chance, lover. This is going to be my holiday, and I don’t want to walk around all squooshy with your squirtem in me.” 
 
    She pushed me back and knelt over me. She kissed me ruthlessly as she played with my nipples. 
 
    “Gah!” I arched my back, pushing my nipples into her mouth. 
 
    She slithered up and kissed my face. She pushed my arms down so they were trapped by her knees against my body. She held my face in her hands and  pressed her mouth on mine. This was her favorite position, me trapped and her in control. 
 
    I groaned and bucked a little, then she slid up further and sat on my face. 
 
    “Do me, Johnny,” she cried. “Fuck me with your face!” 
 
    I did. I tried to kiss her, lick her, suck her, all while she settled her weight on me and made it hard to breath. 
 
    Now my hands were free and I cupped her buttocks. Shivered at the feel of those round globes in my hands, and doubled my efforts to bring her to orgasm. 
 
    “Oooh, yeah, baby.” She bent forward, used her hands to brace herself, and let me breath. 
 
    I gasped for air, and managed to get my fingers up to her hole. 
 
    “Oh!” she blurted as I put two fingers in her. 
 
    Two fingers, that was all she ever allowed. If I tried three or, heavens forbid, more, she got pissed off and stomped off. 
 
    So, two fingers, but I used them well. I hooked them and drilled them and corkscrewed them. It was awkward, even difficult, but I was driven by my horniness. Maybe I couldn't fuck her, but there was a simple joy in being allowed to eat her and finger fuck her that compelled me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…yeah!” 
 
    I found her G-spot and she suddenly jerked, hard, and then smashed her hips downward. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    I licked, I sucked, I rubbed that spot in her vagina. 
 
    “AHHH…AHHH…YES!…YES!” 
 
    Then she fell all the way forward and my face was free. 
 
    But my cock wasn’t, and it throbbed so hard it actually hurt. The flesh was bulging in the tube and I bent over a little to relieve the pressure. 
 
    A long minute passed, then she stirred, rolled over and got up. “Oh, that was good,” she said, then she looked at me, bent and holding my helpless crotch. She started laughing. “Oh, Johnny. You look so funny.” Then she went for a quick shower. 
 
    I finally sat up. I looked down at my cock. It was purple in the cage, and white pre-cum was coming out. A lot of pre-cum. :Fuck, I was going to have to wear a Depends. Which would make Lisa laugh all the harder. She loved it when I was horny, and embarrassed horny was even better. 
 
    She came out of the shower, looked at me again and stifled some mirth, not well, and I went in for my shower. I soaped and soaped my dick, wishing for relief, wishing that my wife would finally realize that a man had needs, and give me a break. 
 
    In the end, not able to get off, hornier for trying, I dried off and got dressed. As I put on my shorts and tee Lisa was watching me in the dressing table mirror. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    She rolled red, red lipstick on her sexy lips. Then she laughed. Bitch. 
 
      
 
    We strolled through the town to a botanical park on the outskirts. It was a quiet day, we were just in front of the tourist season, and we enjoyed the balmy breeze, and we watched the colorful birds set up their raucous chorus in the trees. 
 
    “Paradise, eh Johnny?” 
 
    “You got that,” I walked with my arm around her, my cock throbbing, and we ascended a slight incline. 
 
    We passed through the park, then, because the trail kept going, we continued. We passed under giant fronds, pushed aside creepers, and met a family of Mexicans going in the other direction. The trail opened up a bit at that point, so we all stopped and chatted. 
 
    “What’s up ahead?” I asked. 
 
    We had language barriers, but I managed to get something about ‘shrine.’ 
 
    We all laughed, then continued on our ways. 
 
    “A shrine, eh? I wonder to who, or what?” 
 
    “Here’s a sign,” Lisa pointed to a weathered board tacked onto a tree. “Can you read it?” 
 
    I stumbled over the washed out words, “Diablo del Amor. The Devil of Love. I think.” 
 
    Lisa laughed, “Does the devil believe in love? I thought the devil was sort of the other way.” 
 
    “Don’t be a cynic,” I advised cheerfully. 
 
    She snorted. “Probably just a turista thing. They want to sell parrot’s bones at a discount. You know these superstitious natives. Anything for a buck.” 
 
    I shook my head. I love Lisa, but she does have a blind spot in certain things. 
 
    We came around a bend in the trail and the shrine was right ahead. 
 
    It was just a sort of semi-cave in the side of the mountain. It was filled with candles and pictures and things. An old woman was sitting on a blanket to one side. She appeared to be mixing something in a pestle. She was old, and I hate to say ugly, I mean age does things to you, but she fit the description of a ‘crone.’ 
 
    We walked forward and the old lady looked up at us. She was toothless, her mouth sinking inward, and her nose had a wart on the side of it. Still, her eyes were cheerful and sparkly, though a bit slitted when she inspected us. 
 
    “Good morning. Buenas…uh, Tardes?” 
 
    A grin quirked her mouth, but didn’t break out. She inclined her head slightly and said, “Turista.” I don’t think she was sneering at us, exactly, but, oh well. I suppose natives get tired of impatient Americans. 
 
    Lisa and I stopped outside the mouth of the indentation in the hill and talked about the items in the cave. 
 
    “There’s a cross, Johnny. Doesn’t that seem weird? Having a cross in the Devil’s Cave?” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s about love, so maybe it’s not that kind of devil.” 
 
    “See those pictures, are all Mexican children chubby?” 
 
    I was sort of embarrassed then, because I had a feeling that the old lady could hear us. 
 
    “All children are chubby for a while. Be nice, Lisa.” 
 
    “I am nice. I just don’t understand a society that has so many superstitions. I mean, it’s the 21st century. We’ve got cars and everything.” 
 
    I sighed. There was no reasoning with Lisa when she got like this. 
 
    Suddenly I felt a spatter of raindrops strike my head. 
 
    “Oh!” yelped Lisa. “My hair!” 
 
    I looked over to the old woman. Her jaw was clamped shut and she was trying to roll her blanket up, and put things in jars, and everything, but the rain was splattering big drops on her, and the wind had come up and was making things difficult. 
 
    “Get under a tree,” I yelled at Lisa, and I ran to help the old lady. 
 
    The wind was getting stronger, and I put my feet on the corner of the blanket and moved a couple of things towards the center of the blanket. 
 
    She was trying to get the contents of her pestle into a jar, and that was what was causing her difficulty. I steadied her hand and she poured, and little brown dust trickled into the jar, then she screwed a lid on and looked at me. She said something in Spanish, it sounded like “Andale,” or something like that, and she motioned to roll up the blanket. 
 
    I did, quickly. The rain was coming down harder now, and I picked up the bundle, put my arm up so my jacket sheltered the old lady, and we ran to a tree. 
 
    “Gracias,” she muttered, then turned around, and her eyes slitted. 
 
    I turned and saw what upset her. Lisa had taken shelter in the cave. 
 
    I looked at the old lady, who was mumbling under her breath. 
 
    “I’m sorry if we’re not supposed to go into the shrine. We didn’t know.” 
 
    The old lady looked up at me. Her eyes were thin and she was not happy, but then she relaxed. In barely passable English she said, “You I help.” She looked back at Lisa, “She I teach.” 
 
    Whoa. I hoped that wasn’t the start of a curse or something. I mean, I’m not real superstitious, but I do believe we should all get along. 
 
    “You go get,” and the old lady pushed me towards the shrine. 
 
    I sighed. I was already wet, so I guess it wouldn’t matter, and I could use my jacket to get Lisa out of the shrine. 
 
    I ran across the clearing.  
 
    “Come on,” I said, holding up my jacket over her head. 
 
    Lisa huddled against me and yelled over the now roaring rain. “I don’t want to go out there!” 
 
    “Got to, babe. The old lady doesn’t want you in this shrine thing.” 
 
    I didn’t think she was going to go, but I put a little weight behind my arm, and we went into the rain. Now that she was into it, Lisa broke into a run. I kept pace with her, and we darted back to the where the old lady was waiting for us. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo,” breathed Lisa. “I’m going to be a mess.” 
 
    “You’ll always be beautiful to me,” I said, trying to bring some cheer into the situation. 
 
    The old lady just watched us. Her eyes were so bright that in the gloom of the passing clouds they almost seemed to glow. 
 
    An hour later, the storm passed. 
 
    We weren’t cold, but we were soaked, and miserable. 
 
    The old lady looked at her blanket, then at me. “You come.” 
 
    “I just want to go back to the hotel,” whined Lisa. 
 
    “You come. Dry. Hot fire. You come.” 
 
    She strode off and, because she had left the blanket for me, I picked it up, grabbed Lisa by the hand, and followed her. 
 
    We followed her down the side of a cliff, into a little wedge shaped valley, and up a rise. 
 
    She lived in a little cube of adobe, and she walked through the split of curtain that served for a door. Tentatively, I followed her in. 
 
    “Why can’t we just go to the hotel?” Lisa complained. “I need to dry my hair. And I need to fix my make up. And I need to…” 
 
    “Hush, babe. I’ll just put this blanket down and—“ 
 
    It was warm inside the little adobe hut. And there was a fire in it. There were unique smells, and I recognized it for homey. I mean, you smell your grandmother’s house and smell the fresh baked cookies, and that was what it was like here, except the Mexican version. 
 
    “Here’s your stuff,” I said. “We need to—“ 
 
    The old lady turned around from a cupboard. She was holding a bottle of tequila. The seal still on it. I grinned. 
 
    “Johnny, you’re not going to drink! We have to get back!” 
 
    But I was already sitting at a rickety, little table. The crone had three glasses out and she poured freely. 
 
    “Just a minute, Lisa. We can dry out here, then we can leave.” 
 
    “I want to leave now!” 
 
    But I put a glass in her hand, and she looked at it, then took a gulp. With tequila, you know, that’s all it takes. 
 
    A half hour later Lisa and I were giggling and joking. We had drunk half the bottle. The old lady, whose name, I think, was Anastasia, had merely taken a sip or two, but she watched us with a humorous glint in her eye. 
 
    Finally, she capped the bottle and put it away. 
 
    “Party pooper,” whispered Lisa. 
 
    “Gacias, senorita. Oh, Gracias, gracias.” I gave a slight bow. 
 
    Anastasia sat down next to me. She reached out and put her hands on mine. 
 
    They were old, paper thin skin, veins, bony knuckles…but they were warm. And I could feel a warm spirit behind them. 
 
    “What you want?” 
 
    “What? Oh…I’m good.” 
 
    The tequila made me goofy, and I knew Lisa was goofy. 
 
    “No…no. What you want. What you want with whole heart?” 
 
    Her accent was thick, but her words reached through my stupor and I blinked. She wanted a real answer. 
 
    I looked at my wife, whose head was grinning and lolling on her shoulders. “What everybody else wants. Love.” 
 
    Anastasia nodded, and in that moment I felt like she really understood me. Understood from the viewpoint of a life of hard living. 
 
    She patted my hand. “Wait.” 
 
    She went to her cupboard and brought out a small bottle. It was a prescription bottle with no label, and it had obviously been conscripted for her purposes. It held maybe a hundred, little pills. Rough pills. Made by hand, not machine. She took out two. 
 
    “You take.” She placed a pill in my hand, then she placed one in Lisa’s hand. 
 
    “What? What is this?” She gazed down at the little pill. She looked up. “No way I’m taking this shit.” She laughed. 
 
    Anastasia said, “You look each other. Take pill same time. Look each other.” 
 
    Now, call me crazy, call me whimsical, call me a romantic with no brains, I looked at Lisa, and she suddenly acted halfway sober, and looked right back at me. 
 
    “Together, baby.” 
 
    She was drunk, she was sloshy, but there was a challenge in my words, and more. 
 
    “Fuck you,” she said, and she popped her pill into her mouth. 
 
    I quickly popped mine, and the little pellets rolled down our throats. 
 
    “Look each other, look,” Anastasia demanded. 
 
    So I grabbed Lisa’s face in my hands. I love my wife more than life itself. I wanted her. Always. I leaned forward, and I brought her face closer. 
 
    She blinked. she said, “Oh, Johnny,” and then we kissed. With open eyes. 
 
    A long kiss, oblivious of Anastasia watching us. And the kiss started to fade, the feeling of her lips started to fade. My awareness began to fade. 
 
    I had taken…we had taken…a little pill with God knows what in it. 
 
    Then I felt like I was dreaming, in a long tunnel floating down the tunnel, and I saw Lisa coming the other way. We reached out our arms in passing, but missed. Then I heard Lisa call back to me, a faint, hollow yell… “See you on the other side, Johnny!” 
 
    Then there was nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I was waking up, and I knew something was weird. Like haywire. Like I had just licked my finger and put it in a light socket. 
 
    I lay there and tried to sort through things. Oddly, I didn’t remember going to bed, and then I realized I wasn’t in bed. I was on the ground, and memories of being in the old lady’s hut swarmed me. I opened my eyes, and couldn’t see because…there was a bunch of hair in my face! 
 
    “Ack, poo!”I spit the hair out, and reached up to brush it out of my eyes and…”FUCK!” I sat up and stared at my hand. It was slender, and somebody had put long, fake nails on my fingers. And…”WHAT THE…” 
 
    I looked down at myself. I was skinny! And I had boobs! And there was something dreadfully familiar about those boobs. 
 
    “Unhhh!” 
 
    I looked for the source of the groan and saw a lump on the floor next to me. And that lump, it was shaped familiar, it was, the lump turned over and my eyes widened in shock. 
 
    It was me! I. My body. I was staring at my own body laying on the floor of the adobe hut! 
 
    Then it hit me, why my tits looked familiar. They weren’t mine, they were Lisa’s! I looked down at them. Big and familiar because I loved to suck on them and feel them. 
 
    I looked at my body. 
 
    I looked at me. 
 
    What the fuck had happened? 
 
    “Ooh, I don’t feel goo—“ Next to me Lisa realized her voice was too husky, too deep, she struggled to sit up, looked at me, and… “EEEE!”
“It’s okay…stop! It’s okay!” 
 
    I put my hands out. Long fingernails. Soft, unmuscular skin. 
 
    She…I…he…whatever, stopped screaming, but her eyes were large and round. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, sounding so lame I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I’m in your body.” My voice was soft, higher pitched. I sounded sort of breathy, which, in some way, far back in my mind, I found sexy. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Breath. Relax. Take deep breaths.” 
 
    Surprisingly, she did. 
 
    We stared at each other, trying to figure things out, then we looked around the hut. Then we looked at each other. 
 
    “What happened,” Lisa asked, I found listening to my own voice freaky. It sounded nothing like what I sounded like to myself.  
 
    “We got…I’m in your body. And you’re in mine.” 
 
    She whispered, “We got body swapped!” 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    I struggled to my feet. I was so freaked out I didn’t even think about my hangover. 
 
    I reached out a hand to help her up. 
 
    She stood, and was taller than me, and that was one more freaky thing. I looked up at her and realized I wasn’t a bad looking guy. Of course, I needed to comb my hair, and get some breakfast, but I was sort of hunky looking. 
 
    Then it hit me. I looked down at my body. Big tits, long, golden hair, full lips…I was now in the body of who I considered to be the sexiest creature alive. I was a sexpot. I was beautiful. Oh, my God! 
 
    “Johnny, what are we going to do?” I heard the panic in her voice. I reached to take her in my arms, then realized that I wasn’t the big man anymore. My arms wouldn’t encompass her and calm her like they had when I was in my rightful body. 
 
    I settled for an arm, and I whispered up to her. “We need to relax, find the old lady, and figure this thing out.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Quiet now. Panic doesn’t work. Just breath, relax, and calm down.” 
 
    She focused on breathing again, and started to relax. 
 
    “Okay, now we have to— 
 
    Anastasia came through the front door. She was holding a sprig of some herb or something. She looked at us and grinned. 
 
    “What happened to us?” 
 
    Lisa started to go into screech, so Anastasia turned to walk out. 
 
    “Wait, please!” I caught her arm and waved a hand at Lisa to stop. 
 
    Anastasia faced me. She smiled again. Then she frowned at Lisa. She said to me, “You I help. She I teach.” She turned to Lisa. “You learn. You better.” 
 
    “Wait…uh, how many…how long will we be like this?” 
 
    “Ten day.” She grinned, patted my cheek, and went out the door. 
 
    Lisa moaned, and it sounded so weird to have such a female tainted vocal come out of her male body. My male body. “You mean we’re stuck like this for our whole vacation?” 
 
    “Gosh,” I said, stunned, my words totally inadequate for the situation. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” She sounded a little whiney. 
 
    “Well, we should probably go back to the hotel and talk this over. Then we can figure things out.” 
 
    We walked out of the hut, not holding hands or anything, totally unsure of our bodies and how they even worked. 
 
    We found our way back to the shrine, then took the trail back through the gardens, through town, and to the hotel. 
 
    Inside the room Lisa sat on her side of the bed. My body on her side. I sat in a chair, and we looked at each other. 
 
    “What now?” Lisa asked. There was a dullness to her that I didn’t like. But I understood. We were going through shock. And here was an interesting realization. I had been a man, going out and doing things, and I was handling it better. Not to say that women don’t handle things well, but Lisa wasn’t handling this. 
 
    Thinking that through, I said, “I’m going to clean up. I need a shower.” 
 
    I stood up, watched her, and she stood up, somehow impelled by my motion, trying to keep up, keeping the only stable thing in her universe, which was me, which was weird considering how we wee so recently and totally changed. 
 
    I walked towards the bathroom and she followed. 
 
    It was the weirdest thing in the world to take off my clothes. 
 
    I hadn’t put them on, and I didn’t really know how they worked, at least from my new viewpoint. 
 
    Still, I figured it out, and shortly was standing and staring at myself in the big mirror. 
 
    Lisa was slowly removing my clothes from my regular body, and she was moving slowly. 
 
    I stared at my tits. I hefted them, turned sideways, and realized how utterly and totally delicious I was. 
 
    “What are you looking at,” sniped Lisa, bitterly. 
 
    “Heysoos on a wagon without horses. You…I’m…a babe. Do you know how beautiful you are? I am?” 
 
    “I had some sort of an idea.” She dropped her pants, and I suddenly realized something. I covered my mouth with one hand and goggled. She had on the chastity tube. I started giggle. 
 
    She looked up at me, anger in her eyes. 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but you have no idea how weird that thing on you is.” I pointed at the chastity device. 
 
    She looked at it. It was bulging. “And it hurts.” 
 
    “Take a pee, that will help.” 
 
    She sat on the toilet. “How do I do this?” 
 
    “Just sort of tighten up your muscles inside. Push it out.” 
 
    It took a while, she got very irritated, but finally figured it out. She looked up at me and sighed as the tinkle of water in the bowl happened. Then she glared. “It’s not funny.” 
 
    “No, dear. It’s not.” I kept a straight face and turned to the shower. I turned it on and let the water get a little warmer. I stepped in. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I murmured. Women feel water differently than men. There is something sexual about trickles of water running through your hair, over your breasts, rivering between the legs. 
 
    Between the legs. Usually water followed the cock, dripped off the end of it. Now I just felt the warm between my legs, but no river. Different. 
 
    Lisa opened the shower door and stepped in. I was surprised by how much room she took up.  
 
    “Give me some of that,” she said, and adjusted the shower head. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t be a hog!” 
 
    Grudgingly, she gave me a little of the spray. 
 
    We soaped ourselves silently, then I had a thought. Her big body, my small hands. Lots of soap. 
 
    “Here, let me help.” 
 
    I took my own cock, in the cage, and began soaping it. 
 
    “Oh,!” Lisa groaned. Her knees buckled a little. “How do you stand it?” 
 
    “What?” I soaped her…my…balls, squeezing them rhythmically. 
 
    “That feeling. That white hot feeling. And it’s being squeezed in the cage. And it hurts but like…so good.” 
 
    “That’s called horniness, my dear. And I suffer through it.” 
 
    That’s when it hit her what the cock cage was doing. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “This is what the chastity thing does to you?” 
 
    “Yep.” I continued soaping her dick. My dick. Oddly, it wasn’t difficult holding a man’s cock…because that man was me. I was holding my own cock. I could handle that. 
 
    “How do you stand it?” 
 
    “I try to think of other things.” 
 
    “But how can you?” She was breathing hard and had one hand on the side of the shower for support. 
 
    “Now you know.” I shrugged. I wasn’t all that horny. Funny, I was sexy, but not horny. And as myself, in my own body, I was horny but not sexy. If there was only a way to bring these two worlds together. 
 
    “Well, rinsy rinse time.” 
 
    I let go of my cock and stood under the spray for a minute, then I stepped out of the shower. 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    I turned around. 
 
    “But it feels so good! Aren’t we supposed to do something about that?” 
 
    I laughed. “Are you kidding me? That’s why you put me in that thing, so I could feel that delicious frustration.” 
 
    “But how can you stand it?” she wailed. 
 
    I chuckled as I dried myself off. 
 
    She got out of the shower right behind me. She just stood there, staring at me. I looked at her cock. It was purple and dripping, exactly the way she liked me to be. And I began to realize the deviousness of Anastasia’s little plot. She was helping me…teach Lisa. But it was also a little scary. I mean, what big lesson was I supposed to impart, when I was dazed and confused myself. 
 
    “Johnny?” Lisa was right behind me, half dried, dripping on the floor. 
 
    “What? Hey, you’re making a mess. Go dry off.” 
 
    But she didn’t. She advanced on me, was a foot away, and said, “You’ve got to help me.” 
 
    “Help you what?” 
 
    “Get over this…this horniness. I can’t stand it.” 
 
    I smiled, and, tell the truth, I felt a little evil. But there was no way I was going to help her get over her horniness. That would be letting her fuck me, and she was a man! And I didn’t want a man slobbering all over me, and…and putting his dick in me. 
 
    Man, talk about role reversal. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. This was your idea, and it’s a good one. So…” I stopped, she was staring at me, and I knew at what. 
 
    “Get away,” I covered the key hanging around my neck with one hand and backed away. 
 
    She sighed, and slumped. I relaxed. That was close. These men, you have to watch them all the time. I mean, now I knew what it meant when somebody said a man was thinking with their dicks. 
 
    “I need to get dressed,” I went to her suitcase and tried to lift it up on the bed. The damned thing was too heavy. Oh, shit. I was the weaker member of the species now. 
 
    I opened it and rummaged through the outfits, and now my guy modesty gave me trouble. Everything was too flimsy, too sexy. 
 
    On the other side of the bed Lisa started to open her…my…suitcase, then scratched her head. Then she simply lifted it up and put it on the bed. 
 
    She got out a pair of pants, looked at them, then some underwear, then sighed. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Everything you’ve got is so plain. And how do you stand this underwear? It must be like wearing sand paper panties. 
 
    I grunted. I lifted out a pair of panties. Mmm. I had loved these on her. Thong. Showed her little landing patch so delightfully. I stepped into them, and was aware of how my knockers were knocking. I mean the big things got in the way of everything. 
 
    I picked out a bra. It was the heaviest one she had, and I started figuring out how to put it on. 
 
    “Not that.” 
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “That’s a sports bra. You need to put the black one on.” 
 
    “That? But it’s so…” 
 
    “Exactly. Men will love it.” 
 
    “But I don’t want men to love it.” 
 
    She looked down at the shorts she was buckling. “And I hate this, but I’m wearing it, so you’re going to wear what I tell you to.” 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “Or I’ll spank you.” 
 
    I stared at her, and my eyes opened up. She grinned. 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” But I knew she would. Heck, I had spanked her in the past, fun and games, and she had loved it. Apparently she wanted me to have the same kind of experience. 
 
    “Oh, yes, and I think I’d like to.” 
 
    “I picked up the black bra. I didn’t want a red fanny. Besides, I could wear her half jacket and cover up my tits. 
 
    She chuckled, a very male rumble, and picked out a shirt. 
 
    I looked through the suitcase. 
 
    “The reddish dress,” she said. 
 
    I stared at the garment. It was thin material, a little blousy, and looked like something a peasant would wear. 
 
    She explained: “It’s light. It’ll feel good.” 
 
    I didn’t want to, but I didn’t have any other option. I really didn’t know anything about women’s wear. Funny, I had been staring at women for my whole life, and I didn’t know anything about why they did what they did. 
 
    I figured out how to step into the dress, buttoned a few buttons, and was good to go. So was the other me. My real body. 
 
    She was putting on a pair of athletic shoes. Very comfortable. I looked around for similar wear, and she said, “Heels.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Heels go with that outfit.” 
 
    “Heels? But I’ve never worn heels before?” 
 
    “Well, you’ll have to try them. No way I’m going out with you looking like a mongrel.” 
 
    “What does it matter to you what I look like?” 
 
    “You are me, lover.” 
 
    I couldn’t argue with that. 
 
    I slipped into the heels, and shock of shocks, I liked them. It was kinky, sexy, and it felt…good. I tried a few steps, and it wasn’t hard. “Heysoos,” I blurted, and I realized what was happening. “Your body has muscle memory.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s go.” We walked to the door, and for the first time, we had physical contact. She grabbed my biceps. and stopped me, whirled me around. 
 
    “OW!” I blurted. 
 
    “You’re not going out like that.” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, rubbing my biceps. It felt like I was going to have a bruise. 
 
    “With no make up.” 
 
    Now, under my female skin, I was a male. “No way I’m putting on make up.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” She grabbed my arm, a little softer, but there was no way I could fight against her strength. She walked me into the bathroom. 
 
    It was a twin sink bathroom, and her make up was around her basin. She pushed me up against the counter and leaned against me. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She grinned and reached for her make up. 
 
    “Take it like a woman,” she said. 
 
    Then she made me up. There really wasn’t much I could do. I could struggle, but that would just make a mess, and I had already experienced her strength. 
 
    Funny, I was always gentle with her, and here she was, the first time she has a physical advantage and she pushes me around like a bully. 
 
    She talked as she worked. “You’ll thank me when I’m done. You’re beautiful, but only by half. This is going to put the sparkle in your eyes.” 
 
    What was bad was that when she was done, when she turned me around and made me look at myself in the mirror, she was right. 
 
    My breath caught. My eyes were mysterious, glittering. My lips, my red, red lips, were plump and beautiful. I had just been promoted from drab to sunshine. 
 
      
 
    We walked down the street, and it was, I hate to keep using this word, but it was weird. 
 
    First, my legs felt the air all over them. And the wind even blew my dress up a bit. Made me panic and hold it down. Lisa laughed at that. 
 
    I frowned at her. “You know, you’re sort of a bully.” 
 
    Her turn to frown. “I am not.” 
 
    I glared at her. “First off, you’ve been telling me to do stuff. You’re pushy. Second, you are physically pushing me around.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. I had the feeling she was going to say something like ‘poor boy,’ but she didn’t. Instead, she reached down and adjusted her groin. 
 
    I smiled. My turn to be the bully. “A little tight down there.” 
 
    “A lot tight,” she whined. “I want the key.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    “But this thing is liable to do some damage!” 
 
    “You’ve made me wear it lots of times, never hurt me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we’re different…” then she shut her mouth. It wasn’t that we were different.  Just different people experiencing the same bodies. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, Senor and Senorita, How may I serve you?” 
 
    We looked up at a waiter. Ricardo. He had served us before. 
 
    We ordered our usual breakfasts, and I never had felt so naked in my life. He was subtle, but every time he looked at me, though he was hiding it, he was checking me out. I could feel his eyes on my tits, my face, everything. He left and I said to Lisa. “What an obnoxious and horny fuck.” 
 
    She grinned. “I thought you’d never notice.” 
 
    That remark surprised me, I realized there was a whole world of perceptions that I had not tapped into. 
 
    We sat there silently then. Lost in our own worlds, considering our situation. We each started to speak several times, but then didn’t. 
 
    I felt small, weak, and how did Lisa feel? Well, she was feeling a little bullyish. I said, “I don’t mean to belabor the point, but you’re a bully.” 
 
    She was pretty calm now, and she just looked at me, and I realized she was looking at me like a woman who doesn’t want to go there. Except now she had the muscle, so she was going there. 
 
    “Why do you think I’m a bully.” 
 
    “When I was the man you were constantly pushing me around. You used whining and tears to get your way.” 
 
    “And when I was a woman I couldn’t get you to do the simplest things.” 
 
    “Simple things that you were interested in and I wasn’t,” I countered. 
 
    She adjusted her package again. She looked at me. She reached across the table and grabbed the key. 
 
    “Let go,” I whispered, suddenly a bit frightened. 
 
    “No,” and she ripped it off. Broke the chain, but it was her chain so I guess she didn’t mind. 
 
    I put a hand to my neck in shock. 
 
    She smirked and stood up. “I’m going to the bathroom.” 
 
    She sauntered across the restaurant, cocksure, and it was my cock. 
 
    Ten minutes later she was back. She was holding the pieces of the chastity tube in her hand and she placed them on the table and laughed. 
 
    I scooped the pieces up and put them in my purse. 
 
    “Heysoos does that feel good.” 
 
    I had noticed the bulge in her pants when she came back. 
 
    “I pissed again, and then I played with myself. I made myself squirt.” 
 
    I stared at her. And I thought: Good. Then you won’t be bothering me. 
 
    “It really feels good to squirt. It just explodes out of you, and it feels really different. I can’t wait to do it again.” 
 
    Our food had arrived while she was getting her rocks off. I had started eating, and now she seemed intent on catching up to me. And bypassing me. 
 
    She shoveled eggs and bacon into her mouth like the world was going to run out of food. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered. 
 
    “Hey,” she explained. “I’ve got a big body now. I have to keep it fed.” then she looked at me. I had barely nibbled, but she reached across and took my plate away. 
 
    “Hey! I’m not done!” 
 
    “Yes, you are. That’s my body you’re stuffing, and I’m not going to turn into a fat pig.” 
 
    “But it’s okay if you turn me into a fat pig.” 
 
    She laughed. She really didn’t care. 
 
    “I’m hungry!” I begged. “Please give it back.” 
 
    But she just chuckled and kept eating. 
 
      
 
    We left the restaurant and went back to the hotel. Again I had to endure the gauntlet of stares as men lusted after me. I walked through the lobby of our hotel and she squeezed my arm again, and it hurt. “Make your heels click.” 
 
    So I tried, and muscle memory helped me, and I heard the click, click, click. And, you know? It felt good. It was sexy, and men were staring at me, but there was a certain power in the sex and…and I thought about Lisa. 
 
    She doubtless had experienced what I was experiencing. But the way she had made me do it, the way she made me feel…and I was back to the idea that the first time she had a physical edge she abused it. 
 
    I didn’t think I did that. When I was a man I tried to make sure I was gentle and considerate. Sure, I made mistakes, and I was probably a clod in certain ways. But my intention was good. And I thought about Anastasia telling me that I was good. She would help me, but teach Lisa. It didn’t feel like that was working out. 
 
    I was getting bullied, and Lisa wasn’t learning a damned thing. But what could I do about it? Lisa seemed immune to logic, and maybe even basic kindness. 
 
      
 
    We arrived back at the hotel. I made myself a drink, bourbon and Coke, not Mexican, but my favorite. I went out to the patio and sipped. 
 
    Lisa had watched me while I made a drink and ignored her. She had a frown on her face. A minute later she came out on the patio. She was sipping her own whiskey and Coke. She sat on the other side of the table and watched me as I stared across the ocean. 
 
    “What?” she finally asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” I took a big gulp and avoided looking at her. 
 
    “Come on, babe, talk to me.” 
 
    Me talk to her? After she had just bullied me? I didn’t say a thing. I just watched a couple of sailboats race the wind in the bay. 
 
    She pulled her chair over and sat close to me. “Was it because I made you wear a dress and make up? You got to understand, you looked like a schlump. I couldn’t have you…me…going out like that. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was suddenly feeling emotional. 
 
    “Honey. You have to talk to me.” 
 
    I could help myself. I turned to her and tears filled my eyes. “Why, so you can push me around?” 
 
    Her mouth opened, and I knew what was happening. She had never seen me cry. She probably didn’t even know I could cry. But I knew what was happening. I wasn’t strong, and I had muscle memory for tears. I suddenly understood why women cry, and I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    “I never treated you like that, ever. A man is supposed to take care of a woman. He’s stronger, and only the worst kind of man will bully a woman.” 
 
    I looked away. Tears were flowing down my cheeks. I wiped my cheek and my hand came away black. Mascara. I just cried harder. 
 
    “Well, hey…I didn’t…I just…” 
 
    I turned to her and hit her with the big punch. “You tell me why we should stay together?” 
 
    I could feel her convulse. It was like being hit in the belly. By a heavyweight. And it showed just how badly I felt. Here I was, changed, trying to cope, and I didn’t know how. And she…she… 
 
    You know, miracles happen. I never thought about it before, but I felt one happen right then. 
 
    Lisa came to me, knelt next to me and put her arms around me. 
 
    “Honey. You’re right. I was so caught up by what was happening that I was only thinking of me. I know you’re going through shit, too, and I’m sorry. Please, stop crying. Let me help you a little bit. Give me a second chance. 
 
    I buried my head in her strong chest then, and I sobbed. And sobbed. And sobbed. All my fears and frustrations at being made into a woman came out. And a lot more, besides. I think that one tearfest taught me more than a lifetime of being a man. 
 
    Lisa held me, and she felt strong, and now she was gentle. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She kept whispering. And she held me, and for the first time in my life I understood why a woman needed a man. A man, a real man, is a buttress, a fortress, a place where a woman can be herself. No fears of the world. No one can hurt her, no one can make less of her. 
 
    Finally, I stopped crying. I sniffled, and just kept my head against Lisa’s chest. It was warm and comforting, and I started to feel good. I finally mumbled against her manly chest. 
 
    “You want a drink?” 
 
    She laughed, lightly, lovingly, and said, “I’d love one. But only if you let me make it. I’ve got a lot of making up to do, and I’m starting right now. 
 
    So we stood up, hugging, I was suddenly afraid to let her go, and she held me at arm’s length. “Bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Coming right up. And while I’m doing that, there’s some cold cream in a jar in the bathroom. Why don’t you go clean your pretty face.” 
 
    She kissed me then, on the lips, and it was frightening, and yet, it was…it was weird. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We never kissed, since we changed. And…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m afraid of kissing a man. I mean, I’m a guy, and I don’t want to kiss a guy.” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ve got time to figure that out. Now, go. Clean up.” 
 
    Giggling, I ran into the bathroom. I used the cold cream and wiped away the dark streaks. I looked at the make up on the counter, and focused on the mascara. I sighed. 
 
    “What?” asked Lisa, placing a drink on the counter. 
 
    “How do you know how to put all this stuff on?” 
 
    “Girls grow up with it. You want to try putting on your mascara?” 
 
    I nodded. Now that the ice had been broken I was nervous as a colt, shaky and searching for my legs. 
 
    “Okay, that one right there, unscrew the applicator and…” 
 
    She talked me through it. I made a little mess, she fixed it, and we were suddenly giggling. bonding over make up. Who would have guessed. But, I guess that is the way some women do it. Any excuse to find a like mind, to find a friend in this weird life. 
 
    Then she said, “Why don’t you put on some lipstick.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Yours is a little worn, and I think you’ll like putting on some very red lipstick.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to do it.” 
 
    We laughed, and I put on my very first lipstick, all by myself. 
 
    We hugged then. And I was on my toes, luxuriating in her body. My body. 
 
    We went out to the patio then, and simply held hands. The sun was getting higher, and we sipped, and we talked, and finally, it came down to it. 
 
    “I’m sorry I jacked off.” 
 
    “Why?” I was really curious. 
 
    “I don’t know, I felt like I had abused your body.” 
 
    “Well, you did, and that’s what it is for. You have to abuse it every once in a while or it gets gloomy.” 
 
    She giggled. It sounded weird, a giggle from her hunky male body. 
 
    Then we grew serious. I turned to her and said, “Would you like to fuck me.” 
 
    She was hesitant, but it came out, “I’ve wanted to fuck you all day. This body, this dick, it’s a never ending thing, isn’t it. But here’s the question: can you put up with having a dick inside you? I mean, it’s a man…I mean, if you thought kissing a man was bad then this is a hundred times worse. 
 
    “Yeah, but we’ve only got ten days, if Anastasia is right, and we need to explore everything.” 
 
    “Everything?” She raised her eyebrows. 
 
    “I want to learn what it is to be a woman. All the way. And I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind getting a few blow jobs, and whatever else it takes to keep the monster at bay.” I looked at her groin. The monster was pushing at her pants. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I’ll try everything.” 
 
    I turned my chair to her, pulled it close. “There’s one thing I really like.” I slid my hands up her legs and into her shorts. It was a short journey, and I suddenly a cock in my hand. Her cock. My cock. Our cock. 
 
    “Oh,” she mumbled, blinking. 
 
    She sat back, tried to loosen her shorts a little. 
 
    I played with the head. I gripped it and twisted my hands over it. 
 
    “Oh, that does feel good.” 
 
    I reached further and touched her balls. I held them, squeezed them. 
 
    “You know, sometimes it is delicious to not cum. To be on the cusp, to hold it in, to be in the golden place where you love and lust and just experience yourself. Maybe we can do that later in the week. Take a day and just play with you. Right now, however, I think we need to go further. After, I’m a virgin, and so are you. In a way.” 
 
    “I never thought of that,” she was moaning, wiggling a bit. 
 
    I stroked her. “Move closer.” 
 
    She managed to slide forward, my hand pulling her balls helped, and then we were inches apart, my hands up her shorts. 
 
    We kissed. It was premeditated, and I made myself do it. And it wasn’t bad, and I was over the resistance within a short minute. Kissing was fun. Man or woman, the feeling of moist lips searching lips, it is a glorious feeling. 
 
    Then I felt her hands touching my breasts. Cupping them. Rubbing her thumbs over the nipples. I understood why bras should be thin and flimsy. I felt electricity shoot from my nipples right to my groin. 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted. 
 
    She pulled away and watched me, a satisfied smile on her face. “Let me show you some of the things I like. 
 
    She played with my breasts then, and did things I never would have imagined. And I wondered: why doesn’t a guy just ask a girl what she likes? 
 
    Groaning, feeling my pussy get wet, and I mumbled, “Let’s go inside.” 
 
    We stood up, her hands on my tits, my hands in her pants, kissing, and we staggered into the hotel room. Giggling, laughing, we fell on the bed. 
 
    We lay on our sides and groped each other.Our hands roamed, and we kissed, and we could feel our heat building, building. 
 
    Finally, Lisa stood up. She kicked off her shoes and took off her pants and shirt. 
 
    I was getting out of the dress, and clumsy at it, and I stopped and stared at his prick. 
 
    My prick. 
 
    A good 8 inches. A shower, not a grower. 
 
    I held it reverently. I bent down and kissed it. 
 
    I didn’t resist because it was my prick. I knew it well. And I had gotten over my reluctance to use my body through our kissing. 
 
    Groaning, Lisa lifted me up and helped me get all the way undressed. 
 
    I stood there, a slender girl with large boobs. My hair was a little bit mussed, but in a good, sexy way. 
 
    She kissed me again, then she picked me up, and reflexively, maybe some of that muscle memory, I wrapped my legs around her. 
 
    She was strong, my real body was strong, and I felt like a feather in her arms. 
 
    She placed me on the edge of the bed, our sex was against each other, but we hadn’t penetrated. 
 
    Slowly, watching me to make sure she didn’t hurt me, she placed her dick at the entrance to my cave. 
 
    We stood there. Her positioned against me, her cock touching me, spreading the labia, I could feel moistness seeping out of her slit. Of course. Dripping. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Her voice was husky, deep, and I could tell she was ready. Really ready. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes. I’m scared. But it’s okay. We need to do this.” 
 
    “Yes, we do.” She moved forward slightly, and I could feel the pressure on my pussy. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned, more in anticipation than from real penetration.  
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay…” she pushed harder, and I felt the head pop in. 
 
    I realized I was wet, and the dick slid into me. No resistance, and it slid faster and faster, filling me up, taking away my breath, making me gasp. White hot pleasure shot through me. This was truly incredible. 
 
    “Oh…sweet mother of…” 
 
    Then she was in me. I was penetrated, and filled, and feeling like I had never felt before in my life. 
 
    “Good, huh?” 
 
    I nodded, speechless, holding on. 
 
    Then she simply picked me up. I was impaled, and my weight went down on and I was impaled even further. 
 
    “Gah…” I muttered, trying to breath, trying to just remember what my name was. 
 
    She bounced me. A slight flex of the legs and I went up and down, and her prick felt like it was splitting me in two…but in a good way. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “Can I speed up? Be a little rougher?” 
 
    I nodded. My throat was gulping noisily. I was dazed and trying to comprehend. 
 
    “Okay. This is what I like…I like it when you do this.” 
 
    She went up and down, just a slight move, but I was bounced up and down on her cock. 
 
    “OH…OH!” 
 
    She laughed. “Here we go, baby. This is guaranteed to make you cum.  
 
    She bounced me and bounced me and bounced me, and every bounce felt like it was deeper, more filling. I could feel sparks shoot through my body. 
 
    She walked around the room. Her every step fucked me harder. Her every bounce opened me up, filled me with heat and light and goodness. 
 
    Then she fell on the bed, her body weight, my body weight, driving her penis, my penis, as deep as it would go. 
 
    My eyeballs rolled up and I started making weird sounds. The orgasm rolled over me, and it felt like was drowning…but in the sweet, hot lava of love. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she groaned, a deep soulful sound from the gut. I knew she was cumming. I could feel the first white hot splatters of semen, then I was rolling away on a wave, drowning in orgasm, living in God. 
 
      
 
    We sat in a restaurant. We were sipping bourbon, holding hands, and grinning at each other. We had fucked. And as soon as we were done eating, and recovering, we were going to fuck again. 
 
    We had learned so much about each other, but there was more to learn. Always more. 
 
    Tonight we were going dancing. 
 
    Tomorrow we were going horseback riding. 
 
    And the day after we had a rafting trip planned. 
 
    Every day something new, and everyday we would explore the depths of each other. 
 
    And when we were back in our own bodies…life was going to be great. Now that we knew each other in a way that most men and women can only dream of. 
 
    We finished eating, paid, and wandered into the street. Arms around each other, lost in each other’s eyes. 
 
    Suddenly I heard a voice. 
 
    “Flower for the senorita?” 
 
    We both turned. 
 
    It was Anastasia. So ugly and marvelous at the same time. 
 
    We rushed to her and thanked her, and she simply said, “Flower for the senorita?” 
 
    So Lisa bought me a big bouquet, then Anastasia wandered down the street. Funny, she wasn’t selling flowers now. And I realized that she had sold flowers just to us. how strange. 
 
    As a man I didn’t think much of flowers, but as a woman I loved the smell of them. They were a unique experience all in their own right. 
 
    Upstairs I put the flowers in a vase, and as I did so something fell out of the bottom of them. It fell on the floor and rolled. 
 
    “Grab that, honey,” I asked. 
 
    Lisa bent quickly and picked up whatever it was. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    I turned to find her standing there, in shock, her hand out and palm up. In the palm of her hand was the bottle of little, white pills. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” I blurted, then we both started giggling. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Everything was white. Even the cloud I floated on was white. I wondered how long I could stay here, warm and comfortable. I wondered if I had gone to heaven, whether the line in front of the pearly gates held place in clouds. I wondered…oh, I had been in an accident. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    I awoke, everything was white, but now I felt my body. It was swathed in bandages. Still, I felt so warm and wonderful. I wondered what kind of an accident I had been in. I wondered…and drifted off. 
 
    “Ow!” Everything was white, and then I realized where I was. A hospital room. White, sterile, white nurses, white doctors. White…pills? I remembered waking up before but this was worse. I could feel the dull edges of pain nibbling at me, trying to encroach, trying to hurt my body and…wake me up?  I slept. 
 
    “What the fuck,” I mumbled. My lips felt puffy, my body felt sluggish. I felt pain, but as if from far away. My midsection hurt, so I must have broken ribs. My chest hurt, and I hoped my tits were okay. My face didn’t hurt. How odd. Yet I knew now that the whiteness…it was partially caused by bandages wrapped around and around. One eye was free, could look out from a gap in the bandages, but it was blurry, made everything white. Not that everything wasn’t already white. 
 
    “She’s awake.” 
 
    Bodies moving around. Shadows in my eyesight. Good. I wasn’t blind. 
 
    “Miss Hartson. Becky. How are you.” 
 
    My one eye roamed a bit, rolled int he socket, and the room reeled crazily, then I came to focus. And I said: “I’m horny.” 
 
    There were a couple of titters, but thought that they were probably forced. Laughing to bring my spirits up. 
 
    “What the fuck…what the…” my voice croaked, like a frog that gave too many blow jobs. 
 
    Somebody placed their hand behind my head, lifted my head, I felt the straw more than saw it. I sucked. Water. I wanted whiskey. 
 
    But I could talk, and I suppose that was the purpose behind the water. 
 
    I managed to say, “What happened to me?” 
 
    “You were in an accident.” 
 
    “Oh. What’s the other guy look like?” 
 
    Dreadful silence. Something here that I needed to find out, but wouldn’t like. 
 
    “Miss Hartson, you are in the county hospital. You have been here for two months. We kept you asleep so you could heal, but you still have a ways to go.” 
 
    The speaker came into focus. He was a young doctor, scruffy beard. 
 
    I started crying. 
 
    “Miss Hartson, are you okay?” 
 
    “My pussy…it’s burning.” 
 
    A flurry of bodies, then a mosquito stung me. Then I was asleep 
 
      
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    I bleary opened my eyes. Eyes. Like in two of them. And I could see. And I remembered waking up and talking last night, I hope it was only last night, but I didn’t remember what I talked about. 
 
    The nurse came into my sight and I sighed. I thought. I remembered. “Nurse Dorothy.” 
 
    She smiled. A professional smile, but happy, nonetheless. 
 
    “Are we feeling like eating this morning?” 
 
    Eat, oh, yeah. I hadn’t been able to, had been taking fluids intravenously, but I knew I had to eat. I remembered Doctor Beard lecturing me about solid food last night. 
 
    “I can try. I said.” I started to cry. Slow sobs. I remembered what we had talked about. 
 
    “Miss Hartson?” The nurse came closer, but I was afraid she would give me a shot. I was tired of sleeping. “Please. I’m okay. I’m just remembering. I need to get through it.” 
 
    She paused, but she was ready with a syringe, so I tried my best to snuffle down. 
 
    I had been on the back of a motorcycle. A big Harley Davidson. I liked big, warm throbbing hogs between my legs. Made me horny. I was horny now, and Johnny, I remembered his name, I had apparently lived with him for two years, and now could only remember his name, and not his face, had been getting away from the cops. 
 
    I remembered he was an asshole, even beat me a couple of times. 
 
    He had been going down a street, residential area, over 100 MPH. The throttle stuck, the brake cable snapped, and we had gone right up the front walk to a house.’               
 
    A man had opened the door—that was one thing I remembered, the surprise on his face—and we rolled past him at 80 and piled into the wall of his living room. 
 
    Soft wall. Hard enough to kill Johnny. Soft enough that, put together with me pilling into Johnny’s soft body, I had lived. 
 
    Hurt, but alive. 
 
    And I remembered…the feeling of my legs spreading out around his body, being forced back by impact with him, and the legs hitting wall, and…it hurt. God it hurt. It hurt now, and I wanted to rub my pussy, make the hurt stop. 
 
    Even though it didn’t hurt now. And that was most curious. I still wanted to rub my pussy. 
 
    Nurse Ratshed, she was a nice person but I had messed with the name of the nurse in ‘One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest,’ brought me reconstituted eggs. Flabby strips of bacon, orange juice squeezed through a baby diaper, and I wanted to cry. This crap was going to make me want food again? 
 
    Still, I ate it. I hurt, my pussy wanted, and I needed to get out of here. I had a need to scratch. 
 
    That morning the doctors came in to talk to me. To have a real conference and apprise me of…everything. 
 
    I waited, bored out of my mind, then they entered. Two doctors, one of them a plastic surgeon and the other Doctor Beard, who had apparently saved my life, hadn’t given up on me when I stopped breathing.  
 
    I loved him. I felt a throb in my pussy. I needed him. I tried not to look at his wonderful crotch. 
 
    “Hey, Becky,” Doctor Beard smiled. A professional attitude with a sincere attempt at compassion. I wondered if he had a hard on. “I brought Doctor Jenkins to speak with you. He did a miracle job on your face.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I wondered about my face. It had less bandages, both eyes were free now, but I hadn’t seen a mirror. 
 
    “First I’d like to go over what we had to do to keep you ticking.” 
 
    Ticking. A great euphemism for keeping my guts on the inside, and my brains, and whatever else was threatening to fall out of my poor, ruptured body. 
 
    So we chatted briefly, a lame joke or two, then he got down to business. 
 
    “Your body is healing nicely. We had to removed part of your kidney, but you shouldn’t be impaired. Broken ribs are healing nicely, you had a bruised liver, but that…” he blathered on. I listened, I heard what he said, but my groin was on fire. It was throbbing. I blurted, “I’m horny all the time.” 
 
    He blinked. One of the nurses gave a quirky smile. 
 
    “We’ll take a look at that, I’m going to call a specialist in, but you didn’t receive any injuries to that part of your body. Some bruising, but nothing that should result in, uh, that.” 
 
    Great, he was embarrassed about talking about my pussy. How was he going to cure it if he couldn’t even talk about it? 
 
    Not that it needed curing. It felt good, ready to rock, it just wanted a little…cock. Or maybe a big cock. 
 
    And that was the moment I realized that there was something wrong with me. Mentally. 
 
    Before the accident I had had a normal sex life. I got hot when Johnny paid attention to my snatch, and I had my moments of desire, but nothing unusual. My appetites were what I would call normal. 
 
    But now I was hot all the time, my hole burning with desire, I wanted it, cock, a lot of cock. I knew that wasn’t normal. I even knew that it might be connected to the accident. But I simply justified this feeling away and ignore the ramifications. Heck, it was just my pussy, right? I just had to feed it. 
 
    So Doctor Beard blathered on for a while, and then he turned the conference over to the plastic Surgeon, Dr. Jenkins. 
 
    I looked at the doctor. He was middle-age. He had kind eyes. And I wondered if he had a boner. I wanted to rip my covers off and scratch my itch. And I was almost beyond caring who saw it. 
 
    “Well, Becky, your helmet saved your life, but we did have to do a lot of work to make you beautiful again. 
 
    Beautiful, huh. I was a plain Jane, always had been, always will be. I was homely, and had just enough looks to reel in a jaded biker ten years older than me. A biker who was ugly from too many fights and couldn’t get anybody really good looking to fuck him. Damn doctor didn’t have to lie to me. But I knew he had a hard on, so maybe he had to. 
 
    “Would you like to see your face?” 
 
    I blinked. I still had a few bandages, but…did I really want to see my homely puss? 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess so.” Lots of spirit there. 
 
    He grinned, his teeth were slightly crooked, but his glasses were shiny and clean. I could see hints of reflections in his lenses, bandages, but not enough of me. 
 
    He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of small scissors. Long handles for getting into tight places, small blades for tight work. 
 
    He leaned forward and I felt him pull a bandage out very slightly. His hands were soft, and he was competent, and he slid one blade under the bandages and snipped. Snip, snip. 
 
    Bandages fell off. A nurse removed them. 
 
    More bandages were severed. Finally, I felt cool air on my face. He leaned back, he still had a grin, like he was telling a joke but had decided to close his mouth for the punch line. 
 
    Great. I was a punchline. A Frankenstein. Zippers all over my face. An ugly that nobody could love. I could feel sobs preparing to be heard way down in my chest. 
 
    He lifted a picture up and showed it to me. 
 
    I stared at it. Why was he showing me a picture of somebody beautiful? Why didn’t he show me my face. 
 
    A lone sob slipped out of my throat, but I was catching it. Something was wrong. This picture…this picture… 
 
    “What do you think, Becky?” asked Doctor Beard. 
 
    For the first time in months I stopped wondering if there were enough dicks in the world, and it started to connect. 
 
    He wasn’t holding a picture. It was a mirror. 
 
    A slightly triangular face with sexy shadows in the cheeks. My eyebrows were curved, a bit bushy, but no longer a straight unibrow. My nose wasn’t big, a honker to beat a duck with. And my teeth, my teeth were straight, and white, and shiny. Sexy shiny. Even my lips were full and plump. 
 
    “Is that…is that…” 
 
    “That’s you.” And now he was really grinning. The punchline had been delivered, and he could appreciate the joke, except that it was no joke. It was real, and for once, in the midst of accident and tragedy, I had come out on top. 
 
    “You can see where we fixed the orbital bones, the bones around your eyes. And the nose, we had to take some off and make it smaller. I’m sorry, we had to replace your teeth with implants, but I think you’ll find them serviceable…” 
 
    I felt my teeth, solid, like real teeth, but better looking than my yellowed stumps. holy shit! 
 
    “We also fixed the…and the bones were repaired…and the operation to…” 
 
    He kept talking and talking, and I heard him, but I was more enamored of my looks. 
 
    After a lifetime of being a dog…I was good looking. In fact I was a babe. I interrupted him, “Where are the scars?” 
 
    “Microsurgery is pretty advanced these days, and I don’t mind saying I have a certain degree of talent.” 
 
    “Doc, you don’t just have talent. You have the fingers of God, and I love you.” 
 
    They all chuckled then, and were happy for me, and none of them could feel the heat in my groin. I wanted that middle-aged doctor to plow his pecker into me in the worst, possible way. 
 
      
 
    I was released from the hospital on a day in May. It was bright and sunny, and they wheeled me out in a wheelchair. 
 
    But I had no trouble walking, so I stood up, hugged my nurses, and walked away. 
 
    They watched me as I disappeared down the street. They were sad to see me go, yet happy that I could go. 
 
    I turned the corner, and entered the next phase of my life. A phase where I didn’t have to wait for the docs and nurseys to leave the room so I could finger fuck myself. 
 
    I had no relatives…I was an orphan. But the blessing of that was that I was pretty self-sufficient. My plan was to make a couple of calls, find some kind of a halfway house that helped women in trouble, find a job, and go from there. 
 
    I walked one mile, into a better section of town, and saw a bar on the left. 
 
    I crossed the street and entered the bar. I figured they must have a telephone. 
 
    The bar was dark, most bars seem to love to save on electricity, or maybe they just don’t want people to be able to see how ugly everybody is until they’re drunk. That would be enough to make them more drunk. 
 
    Win, win, Mr. Bar. 
 
    “You have a phone?” 
 
    “Sure, honey. Right down the hall.” 
 
    Honey. Huh. He was a bit chubby, and I wondered if his cock was chubby, and long, and hard. 
 
    I went into the corridor and across from the ‘dudes’ and ‘bitches’ doors (I kid you not!) was a pay phone. 
 
    I went back to the bar, got some change, and prepared to do the telephone rounds. 
 
    The barkeep looked at me wistfully. “You sure you’re not here for a job?” 
 
    I looked up at him. Who said you can’t win the lottery? “What job?” 
 
    “I need a waitress. Pay is shitty but the tips will keep the smile on your face.” 
 
    And I suddenly realized: my face did this! 
 
    I smiled at him, and broke his heart. “When do I start?” 
 
    He smiled. “Whenever you want.” 
 
    “I just need to eat, then I can start. I’m starved.” 
 
    And starved for cock. Maybe I could diddle myself while I ate. Take a corner table, hide from the light, let my fingers do the walking… 
 
    “You’re lucky, we got the greatest hamburgers, and if you work an 8 hour shift I give you one meal free.” 
 
    I smiled some more. He smiled some more. He yelled over his shoulder. “One burger!” 
 
    “Extra pickles?” 
 
    “Lots of pickles,” he yelled. Then: “You have an outfit?” 
 
    I blinked. Oh. I was wearing a dress the nurses had given me. Hospital grey, dowdy, shapeless. 
 
    “Oh, I have to get something.” 
 
    “There’s a bunch of outfits in the back. Other girls left them. You can take what you want. Back there, turn right at ‘employees only,’ there’s a green box at the back of the room. 
 
    I smiled and went to change into…whatever. 
 
    The room was a typical strippers hang out. Long make up tables. Round, bright light balls over the mirrors. Stacks and stacks of make up. 
 
    I went to the back and found the green trunk and opened it. 
 
    It was filled with the flimsiest outfits I had ever seen. Bathing suits, really, and skimpy. If I put one of these outfits on every man would want to grope me. Which thought made me smile. 
 
    I chose a green sequined thing with a small dress designed not to cover my buttocks. I went into the small bathroom to change. 
 
    Oh, I could have changed right there, but I had a need that required a bit of privacy. 
 
    I took my clothes off and sat down on the porcelain throne. I tell ya, I was near sweating, bursting with excitement. I jammed a couple of fingers inside me and started frigging. 
 
    Oh, it felt good. That constant electricity inside my pussy ignited, and I felt lightening bolts shoot through me. I grabbed one of my tits, I had always been blessed with big tits, even when I was ugly, and I pulled the nipples. 
 
    Oddly, I thought of Johnny. My memories of him were scattershot, but I did remember fucking him. And he had a big cock. And with that in mind I began to gasp and lurch my hips back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…AHH!” 
 
    I blasted off. It was my first unrestrained cum since I had woken up, and it felt delicious. My toes curled and the heat swarmed through my body. I groaned loudly, then I felt everything crest and wash over me. Perspiration poured off me, and I smelled a rude hospital smell, those drugs that had saved my life were getting purged. 
 
    Finally, I was down to just recovering my breath. I used hand towels and the sink to wipe my odor off, then I put on the ridiculous, green outfit. 
 
    I walked out and stared at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I was stacked, always had been, always will be, and the outfit pushed my titties up and out. It was slightly uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I was already getting a little horny. 
 
    But I had just cum! 
 
    But I was horny. Fuck! 
 
    Well, I didn’t have time to diddle again, I didn’t want my hamburger to get cold. So I just turned and strode out of the stripper’s room. I was aware of my body moving in the mirror, and I had to admit, I was sexy. And turned on. 
 
    “Here she is,” Chuck, that was the bartender’s name, said to a girl at the bar. 
 
    “I’m Sylvia, and you’re Becky.” 
 
    “I am. Pleased to meet you.” 
 
    “Here’s your burger. Got some fries there, and you want a Coke or something?” 
 
    I wanted whiskey, but I settled for Coke. 
 
    I ate, and sipped, trying to appear ladylike in my motions even though I was dying to just cram that bun and meat into my maw and all the way down my throat. 
 
    “Haysoos wept on a sponge,” Sylvia laughed, “You’re hungry.” 
 
    “Sorry, I guess I am.” I was horny, too, but I didn’t say that. 
 
    “Have you ever worked a strip club before?” 
 
    “Uh, I didn’t even know I was in one. I just wanted to make a phone call.” 
 
    Sylvia giggled. She was a giggler, but a kindly one. “You need to let me pluck your brows. They’re beautiful. And I can give you some make up.” 
 
    “Really? I can’t pay you or—“ 
 
    “Hey! Don’t insult me. We girls stick together. And I remember when I first started. 
 
    A half hour later I was fed, plucked and made up. I felt like a new person. I stared in the mirror and couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    “Heysoos! Ain’t you ever seen a mirror before?” Sylvia giggled and pinched my butt. In just a short half hour we were bonded, and I was glad. Talking to her took my mind off my pussy. My overheated snatch pit that wanted to be filled with hard cock. 
 
    Still, I didn’t admit anything was wrong with me. 
 
    “Well, let’s go. First crowd will be arriving.” 
 
    It was four o’clock and she was right. For the next hour a line of men straggled in, and by five the place was crowded. 
 
    A girl I had never seen was swinging around a pole and holding her tits up for the men. I was toting tray after tray of beer and hard drinks into the crowd. 
 
    Six o’clock and the place was packed. Hardly enough room to swing a cat in. My arms were getting a work out, and men were stuffing bills into my bra. 
 
    Then one of the men stuffed a little far. He actually groped me. I opened my mouth, but Sylvia was near me, saw what had happened, I would realize later that she had been waiting for that to happen. She cut me out of the crowd. My face was indignant, and I think she was afraid I’d get mad, maybe slap a face or something. 
 
    Well, I was mad, but I was also horny. The walking around, the  squeezing between the crush of male bodies, I was more than horny. 
 
    “You okay,” Sylvia yelled into my ear in a corner. 
 
    I gulped and nodded. I needed to handle something. 
 
    “Go take five. I’ll cover.” 
 
    I nodded and made my way to the back, into the stripper’s room, and back to the bathroom. Oh, God! I couldn’t wait. Before the door was closed, before I could sit down, I just leaned against the wall and grabbed my pussy. I stuck fingers inside, I jerked and jerked, and my mind was wailing with desire. 
 
    “Ah…ah…” I felt my clitoris and rubbed it. I reached down and lifted a tit to my mouth. I gripped the nipple with my teeth and just held it. It hurt, but I needed the stimulation. I needed to fuck. 
 
    Within just a few seconds I was climbing the mountain. Sweating, moaning, feeling the white heat growing, and then the dam burst. “OHH! Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    Ten seconds later I was out of the bathroom. I used a towel hanging on a wall to wipe the sweat off, checked my make up, and back out into the crush. 
 
    For an hour I served drinks, and the crowd was getting wilder. There weren’t many women, except for the three on the three round stages, and the men were all hard and horny. 
 
    I knew they were hard because, sliding through the crowd, I felt crotches thrusting forward, rubbing against my hips and even buttocks. 
 
    I knew they were horny because they kept doing it. 
 
    By nine o’clock I was ready to bust. I was so horny I didn’t feel hungry. I didn’t even feel tired, or that my arm was sore. All I felt was this burning urgency in my pussy. 
 
    “Break!” Sylvia yelled into my ear. “Half hour. Don’t be late coming back because others are waiting for their breaks.” I nodded and made my way once again to the stripper’s room. 
 
    A couple of girls were in there, and I introduced myself and was welcomed, then I was in the bathroom. I tried not to make noise, but I must have made some, because when I came out the two girls were grinning at me. 
 
    The second half of the night was like the first half, except even more frantic. Now there were more drunks. And my butt was pinched so much I knew it was going to be black and blue. And my green bra was so stuffed with money I had to ask Chuck to keep it for me. 
 
    He laughed when he saw all the bills I had. “Damn, babe. You’re getting richer than all of us.” 
 
    I would find out later that I was making more tips. A lot more tips. Apparently the big spenders in the bar liked my surgically repaired everything. 
 
    Finally, the night ended. Two o’clock and the bar emptied out. The doorman came in, a big bruiser with more muscles than a brahma bull. A big one. He was ugly, but friendly, and he ate a quick meal. 
 
    We all ate a quick meal. Must have been a dozen of us. Chuck had gone, and the cook always cooked a little extra for end of night.  
 
    I was wondering if the bouncer had a hard on when the cook came out and handed out envelopes. Apparently all the girls had Chuck hold their money, and he was apparently honest and kept everything straight. 
 
    I took the money out and counted it. A thousand bucks. Holy fuck! My eyes opened a bit, then I realized the table was silent. I looked up. Everybody was staring at me. 
 
    Sylvia whispered: “We never count money here.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry.” And I was. I stuffed the money back into the envelope. 
 
    One of the girls at the end quipped, “I think we’re going to need a bigger envelope.” 
 
    There was a spatter of laughter, and I realized I had managed to survive a faux pas.  
 
    After that we finished eating, then cleared out. 
 
    I came out of the back room in my dowdy dress, and was surprised to find Sylvia waiting for me. 
 
    “You need a ride?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She paused…then: “You got a place to stay?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was sort of embarrassed, but not really. I had enough money to rent a room for a night, or a week, and…and I needed a friend. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You can stay with me. Till you get a place of your own. If you want.” 
 
    “Could I?” 
 
    She nodded, we linked arms, and we walked to the back of the parking lot. 
 
    She drove a Mustang. Loud pipes. Good sound system. Bright red. And she drove fast. Whipped right through the streets, and arrived at her apartment, high in a high rise. 
 
    Her apartment was clean and large, and I felt safe. Up in a high rise, security people manning the front desk, double locks on the door. 
 
    She showed me to the spare bedroom, laid out ground rules for the frig, which was basically don’t eat if you don’t want to get fat, then we sat and talked. 
 
    She talked. I listened. 
 
    But what did I have to say? I was in a horrendous accident and just woke up. My memories are spotty, I have no family, and no plans, and I’m sort of at wit’s end. Except that I don’t worry about anything because I have this burning in my pussy and I have to keep scratching it. 
 
    So she talked, and I listened, and I finally yawned. 
 
    “I’m sorry, you must be tired.” 
 
    She bid me good night, and I went to my room. 
 
    I lay in the gloom, there was a slice of light coming in through the drapes, and felt my pussy calling. I reached down and rubbed it. And I knew it wasn’t enough. 
 
    I padded into the kitchen and took out a bottle of Mexican Coke. I opened it, and poured it out in the sink, then I walked back to my bedroom. I lay on the bed and fingered myself. 
 
    Oh, God! I needed this! 
 
    Finally, I used the Coke bottle. I shoved it in, drove it into myself. I was naked my legs were spread, I was pounding away, and it felt so good, and I guess I was moaning, and the door opened. A thick square of light spread out and Sylvia got a full look at her new roommate. 
 
    I couldn’t stop. I was on the climb, near the peak, and I was desperate. The Coke bottle wasn’t a dick, but it was better than a finger. 
 
    I kept ramming and jamming, not caring that she was staring at me with open mouth. 
 
    “AHHH!” I burst out, and my hips started jerking spasmodically. The muscles in my pussy contracted like they were being tasered, and I kept bucking my hips for a long minute. 
 
    At last, I stopped. 
 
    “Hesoos Xristo,” whispered Sylvia. 
 
    And I started crying. 
 
      
 
    We sat in the living room. The drapes were open and the moonlight was shining in, but we had not other lights on. 
 
    I finished explaining: “So I can’t stop jilling myself. I have an orgasm, good ones, and five minutes later I am horny all over again.” 
 
    “And this happened right after your accident?” 
 
    I nodded. Miserable. Ashamed. My head down. 
 
    Sylvia moved to me, hugged me. “That must be terrible. I mean, I like sex, but to be compelled? To not be able to control yourself?” 
 
    “What’s worse,” I said, “is that it’s only a matter of time before I start fucking every man in sight. I mean, jacking off, jilling off, is fine, but it’s not the real thing. It’s just a substitute, and it’s only a matter of time before I start fucking men, any man that comes along. I can’t stop looking at them and wondering how big their cock is, lusting for it, wanting to take them into the back room and…and…” 
 
    “I know. It’s all right.” 
 
    I had started sniffling again. 
 
    “You know, I’ve actually heard of this.” 
 
    “What? Nymphomania.” 
 
    “Well, if you want to call it that. But I’ve heard of people who get in accidents, and then they start having strange desires. I mean, really weird stuff. One guy will become obsessed over collecting bottle caps. One girl will become a whore in Vegas. Another person will start exposing himself to passing cars.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    It was the first time anybody had offered any explanation. The doctors had said there was no organic reason for my behavior, and I didn’t talk with them much, anyway. Especially the psychiatrists. I could tell from the start that those guys were bull shitters. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “But how will that help me?” 
 
    She smiled, hugged me harder. “Girl friend, don’t you worry. We’ll take care of you. Some how, some way, we’ll get you fixed up.” 
 
    I started crying all over again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The first thing that happened, and the most important thing, was that work changed.  
 
    I had only worked one shift, but people had noticed that I was…doing myself, and they had an attitude towards me. Nothing was said, but it would only be a matter of time before everybody ganged up on me, started treating me like shit. 
 
    But within a half hour of work the very next day, everything changed. Girls came up to me, introduced themselves, chatted, and treated me like a sister. Chuck went out of his way to be friendly. He was friendly already, but  now he was like a big brother. Even the bouncers came up and said outright that their job was to look out for the girls, and I was one, so they were looking out for me. 
 
    And here is the kick, all through the night people asked me if I needed a break. No laughter, no smirking, it was like I was a patient, and they were looking out for me, and it was all compassion. I mean, they really cared. 
 
    And I knew that Syvia had taken each and every person aside and explained my situation, the accident, the waking up horny. Everything. And I would have been mad, people like their privacy, you know, but she did everything out of love for me, for another human being, and how could I get mad at that? 
 
    And, to tell the truth, I needed that kind of help. Hell, everybody needs that kind of help. 
 
    I just thought it was sort of funny that I had to travel to strip club to find people who really cared. 
 
    Doctors cared, as long as they got paid, but even then they were acting ‘professional,’ and not out of human concern. 
 
    Psychiatrists, I’ve already talked about them. They’re just quacks.  
 
    And policemen and firemen, it’s their job. 
 
    And the guy on the street, he doesn’t want to get involved. 
 
    But these people, these strippers and bouncers and dishwashers and bar tenders, they actually cared. They didn’t know me from Adam, but they cared. 
 
    The second thing that happened was a week later. All through that week I worked the floor, served the drinks, and my tips were great. And my butt was black and blue for a while, those rowdy guys don’t know the strength of their pinches! 
 
    But one week later Chuck greeted me as I came in for work and asked me in to his office. 
 
    I didn’t even know he had an office, but he did, and I walked in and sat down and felt VERY nervous. 
 
    The only times I had been called into a boss’s office before was to get fired. And I heard of boss’s trying to get a little from girls, and…I was nervous. 
 
    “Becky. You want to work the poles?” 
 
    I blinked. “You mean…dance?” 
 
    “You betchum. Money is better, you don’t get your ass pinched as much,” he shrugged, “And let’s face it. You’re too good looking to just be a server. You’re going to make the bar a lot of money if you do a little stripping.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know, I mean…” 
 
    He waved his hand. “Tell you what. Come in tomorrow at noon. Hardly anybody here, and I’ll have Janice teach you some tricks. If it’s easy, and you like it, then we go from there. Okay with you?” 
 
    It was, and I thanked him, and felt like I was on cloud nine all night. And I set a record, 8 orgasms. And I still did my share of serving drinks. 
 
    The next day I met with Janice, and she was a blast. Calm and wry, funny as a horny kid in a falsie factory, she showed me the basics of bumping and grinding, how to swing a pole, and told me the secret. 
 
    “A lot of girls don’t like it. They get a little jaded, but if you keep looking at guys, it gets better. Guys give you their energy. You could fart dust devils and they’d do nothing but cheer. So it doesn’t matter if you know anything or not, if you treat the customer like he’s a human being, a horny motherfucker, but a human being, then you’ll get rich doing this.” 
 
    And, though there were only a half a dozen guys in the club that afternoon, I made a hundred bucks in tips. 
 
    Wow! A couple of hours and a hundred bucks, and I only danced a couple of times, and then I had been awkward and unsure of myself. 
 
    I tell ya, there is nothing like money to boost the confidence. 
 
    I worked that night as a server, told Chuck I’d like to dance, and that was my last night as a server.  
 
    Third, and this is just a little thing, the girls started talking to me about sex. Having a problem of my own, I was quickly considered the expert, the go to girl.
“Hey, Becky, I’m getting my girlfriend a dildo. Should I get longer or thicker?” 
 
    “Hey, Becky, my friend is begging me to spank him. What do you think?” 
 
    “Hey, Becky, have you ever used a strap on?” 
 
    And they actually brought in toys and asked me to try them and let them know how they worked. 
 
    “Try this dildo out for me, will ya?” 
 
    “Geez, he bought me a vibrator, but that’s scary. Here, Becky, you take it.” 
 
    So I was the unofficial and totally recognized…I was the authority…I was the sex project manager. Their words, not mine. After work one night one of the girls called me that, and it stuck. 
 
    The fourth thing was big. And I knew it when I figured it out. Blew my mind. 
 
    I was dancing, it was early and there were only a hundred or so guys on the floor. So I was relaxed, just warming up, wrapping my pussy around the pole, and suddenly the urge got too strong. I felt the heat in my pussy, I hadn’t jacked off for a couple of hours, and I was spinning around the pole, one leg up, and my pussy against the pole. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. 
 
    So I spun around again, pressing my pussy against the round steel. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    And, suddenly, I was humping the pole. I was fucking out of control, blind to everything but the burning heat in my snatch. 
 
    I grunted and humped it, making small show of spinning. Just lurching and humping and getting myself off. 
 
    Chuck said something to Sylvia, and she started for me. I caught her out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    But she couldn’t get through the guys. The whole crowd had stopped laughing and joking and were watching me. 
 
    I rubbed back and forth, and felt my clit bend back and forth. 
 
    I slid up and down, feeling the cool metal through my skimpy outfit., feeling the round pole slither up and down between my labs. 
 
    “Hey! Let me through,” I heard Sylvia shout. 
 
    Then it hit me, a big O. A really big one. I shuddered and held onto the pole. My hips bucked and I slid down, down. I fucked that pole, my eyes half open, my mouth open, holding onto the pole with one hand. And I sat on the floor. 
 
    For a long minute nobody said anything.  
 
    Sylvia reached the stage and started climbing up. I could see the concern in her eyes, but I was dazed, out of it. Man, that cum had been BIG! 
 
    Then the guys started cheering. 
 
    Guys know what a cum is, they know when a cum is fake or not. And they appreciate a real orgasm. 
 
    They cheered, and crumpled up bills flew through the air. The bills hit me and littered the floor. A lot of them. 
 
    Sylvia turned around and stared at the men. They were whooping and whistling and throwing more money. 
 
    She turned back to me, shock in her eyes. She had never seen men act so spontaneously and generously. She bent down and started picking up bills. I managed to sit up, and I turned and sat crosslegged and stared at her. 
 
    “Come on,” she whispered. But I was still dizzy, so I took off my bra and gave it to her. The cups made perfect, little holders for all the crumpled up bills. 
 
    After that, I came two or three times a night on the pole. And every time the money would fly through the air and I would need helping picking it up. There was just too much. 
 
    Oh, I got warned, Chuck told me to make sure there were no police  in the crowd when I did that trick. And the girls told me how to spot the cops, but nobody told me not to do it. 
 
    Heck, it was the hit of the night, and Guys would spend an extra hour there just to see me do it twice. 
 
    Now, the fifth thing that happened to me took place about a month after I figured out the cumming on the pole trick. I was popular, and guys were all over me, asking for dates and lap dances, but I kept my distance. And I had the bouncers walk me and Sylvia out at night. 
 
    On a Tuesday evening, early, the crowd hadn’t really started, I saw a fellow walk into the bar. He looked around, seemed a little self-conscious, and went to the back of the room. He slid the smallest table we had into a corner, pulled up a chair, then went for a beer. 
 
    That was weird. It was the girl’s job to get the beers, but here was a customer who seemed totally out of place, and he got his own pitcher, and he sat down way at the back of the room. Heck, he’d need binoculars to really see anything. 
 
    So I forgot about him. I did my dancing, came three times, and right at the end I was looking out over the crowd, bowing to the cheers and applause, and I glanced at him. 
 
    It was dark, but I could see a jerking motion, and I realized: He’s jacking off. 
 
    On the way home I asked Sylvia about him. 
 
    “That’s Jacob. He’s harmless.” 
 
    “But was he really jacking off back there?” 
 
    “Hey, he does that all night when he’s here. And he’ll be here a couple of nights, then he’ll disappear for a few weeks. I understand he makes the rounds of the strip clubs.” 
 
    “So why doesn’t he get a girlfriend, if he’s going to jack off so much. 
 
    She laughed. “What girl could put up with his weirdness?” 
 
    End of conversation. 
 
    Not the end of my thought. 
 
    He jacked off, every night. And Sylvia thought he was some kind of pervert. 
 
    Yet, I was jacking off constantly, even in public on a pole, didn’t that make me weird.? 
 
    The next night he was there again. And the next. Then he was gone. 
 
    Heck, I was just getting used to him. 
 
    The next few nights were same old same old. I danced, I made money, and I was happy. 
 
    Except I had no boyfriend. 
 
    I had lots of other friends, and they really cared for me and looked out for me, but I didn’t have a special guy. 
 
    It was just a small point in my now successful life, but it irked me. 
 
    I was jacking off, and trying out dildos constantly, and my urges were actually under control. 
 
    But I didn’t that one special guy to cuddle with. To hold hands with. To go to the store with. To cuddle with when it was cold and rainy and the lightening shook the pictures on the walls. 
 
    But I was happy. It was okay that I was getting off, nobody gave me a rough time, and life was good. 
 
    Jacob showed up six days later. 
 
    He wore the same clothes, sat at the same table, watched the shows. Heck, for all I knew he was using the same pitcher. 
 
    Sylvia noticed, and she pointed him out to me, probably because I had asked her about him. 
 
    But other than that, nobody said anything. He was sort of an invisible person. 
 
    I danced, and while I danced I watched him. 
 
    He sat, so alone, was blocked off by the crowd some time, but whenever I saw him I noted that his hand was under the table, going up and down. Up and down. 
 
    Jacking off. To me. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    After my dance I went over to the bar and asked for a Coke. While I sipped it guys came up and hit on me. I smiled, I kissed a cheek or two, and out of the corner of my eye I watched Jacob. 
 
    He was medium height. Slender, but with wide enough shoulders. His neck was thick, and he looked competent. In fact, he looked handsome. His features were even, his hair was half long, but well kept. One of the girls came up and talked to him, and he smiled, and he had good teeth. 
 
    But he didn’t jack off. 
 
    Girls were on the poles, everybody was hooting, but he didn’t really pay attention. He just sipped beer and sat there. 
 
    Chuck tapped me on the shoulder. My turn again. 
 
    I climbed the steps to the poles and the crowd went wild. They cheered, and little crumpled up bills started flying. I hadn’t even danced and they were throwing money at me. 
 
    I was getting good by now, and I strutted across the stage, my chest thrust forward and my tits looking really big. I bent over at the waist, keeping my legs straight, and made a little circle with my butt for the guys. 
 
    Lord, the yells. I felt like I was in the south and the confederates had just won the war. 
 
    I smiled a big grin, and began my routine. Around and around the pole, stretching my leg up, bending over, hefting a tit at some lucky guy in the crowd. And all the time grinning, an expression on my face like I wanted to make love to each man I looked at. 
 
    Over the heads of the crowd I saw Jacob. His hand jackhammering, his face intent upon me. 
 
    I pointed a tit at him and made a ‘come on’ gesture with one hand. When I spun around again he was gone. 
 
    Gone. I had noticed him and he had jack rabbited. Like a fart in a windstorm, he was gone. 
 
    Tell the truth, I actually bad about that. Heck, he was a paying customer, and I didn’t mean anything by my motion. I was just dancing, and I did that to a lot of guys. But he was the one who had run away. 
 
    I finished the night, was richer, and went home. 
 
    The next night Jacob wasn’t there.  
 
    Nor the next. 
 
    Then he was. 
 
    A Friday night, packed, and he managed to snag a table and sit in his far corner. Alone form the world. Jacking off to me. 
 
    When I didn’t dance he sat, was patient. 
 
    When I did dance he would fix his gaze on me intently, I could actually feel his intensity across the floor. 
 
    I didn’t look at him again, except by glances. I didn’t motion to him, or try to embarrass him, for that must be what had happened, when I had noticed him before. 
 
    I just danced, but I felt him, and I felt like I was dancing for him. 
 
    A couple of hundred men singing and yakking and drinking, but it was like it was silent, and I danced for Jacob. And when I jilled off on the pole I had him in mind. Even if I couldn’t see him, he was firmly in my mind. 
 
    Yet nobody noticed. Well, Sylvia did, and a couple of girls gave me funny looks, but the crowd, it was as if I was dancing for them. 
 
    A couple of weeks passed. 
 
    Jacob was there every night. 
 
    I couldn’t get him off my mind. Yet I was now afraid to go talk to him. I didn’t want him to rabbit. I wanted to find out more about this perverted, young man who was, in truth, so much like me. 
 
    He sent me flowers. 
 
    There was no card. just flowers delivered, a big bouquet. 
 
    The girls all teased me, and wondered who my secret admirer was. 
 
    But I knew. 
 
    From then on I received flowers regularly, at least once every couple of weeks. 
 
    And Jacob was there every night. Drinking beer, watching me, jacking off to me. But I didn’t know how to reach out to him. Fortunately, I didn’ t have to. 
 
     
 
    It was raining. The crowd wasn’t big, but it wasn’t bad. I made good money, and when the night was over I walked across the parking lot to Sylvia’s car. 
 
    Jacob was standing at the corner of the lot behind some bushes. He thought he was hidden, and he sort of was, but we girls are an intense lot when it comes to personal safety, and I had seen him step behind the bush when I came out. 
 
    Sylvia and I walked across the lot, chatting in low voices, and when I got to the car I stopped and just stood there. I could see Jacob in a reflection on the windshield. 
 
    Seemed like a regular guy, just a little weird with the jacking off business. Which didn’t make him weird in my universe. Heck, it made him a soulmate. 
 
    I made up my mind. I turned and walked across the lot towards him. 
 
    “Please don’t leave,” I called. 
 
    Behind me, “Becky? What are doing?” 
 
    I reached Jacob, and he was actually trembling. 
 
    “Hi, Jacob. They told me your name was Jacob. Can I call you that?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…yeah.” 
 
    Up close he seemed a gentle sort. His eyes were dark, and his lashes were long. His skin was olive, and smooth, and his hair framed his face without being feminine. 
 
    “Is it okay if we talk a little bit?” 
 
    Suddenly Sylvia drove up next to me. The Mustang burbled and she said, “Becky, get in.” 
 
    “Not yet,” I answered, without looking at her. 
 
    She sat in her car, other cars went around her. 
 
    “Jacob? Would you like to go get coffee?” 
 
    He nodded, but he was obviously tongue tied. 
 
    I turned to Sylvia. “I’m going to go get coffee with Jacob.” 
 
    Sylvia pursed her lips, frowned, then yelled at Jacob. “You got a car?” 
 
    He was afraid to look at her, and he shook his head, a quick series of jerks. 
 
    “Well, come on. I’ll drive you. We can all have coffee. 
 
    I got in the back seat and folded the seat back so that Jacob could sit in the front seat. He did so. He was slow and tentative, but he climbed in and closed the door. Sylvia hit the pedal. 
 
    We drove down sunset, looking for an all night coffee shop. It wasn’t hard to find one. Sylvia parked and we trooped in and found a table. 
 
    “So, Jacob, what do you do?” 
 
    “I program computers.” He Sylvia answered easily. 
 
    “That sounds interesting,” I said, though it didn’t. 
 
    He shut right up. He was afraid to look at me. He just looked at his coffee. 
 
    Sylvia tried: “So what do you like to do?” 
 
    He looked at her and answered forthrightly. “I read a lot. I’m sort of a book worm.” 
 
    “What kind of books,?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, all kinds, he looked down at his hands. 
 
    Sylvia glanced at me. She asked, “Any particular favorite genre?” 
 
    “Believe it or not, I like the old detective classics. Raymond Chandler, Dashiel Hammett. I think the Maltese Falcon is the finest noir ever made, and…” he went on talking, freely and easily. 
 
    I said, “Who’s better? Dashiel Hammett or Raymond Chandler?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he was looking at his hands again. “I don’t…I guess it’s matter of opinion. I guess.” 
 
    Sylvia: “What’s your opinion?” 
 
    “Oh, I think Hammet, and not just by a little There’s a magic in his words. Chandler has that magic, too, but not as much. You know, I…” he blathered on. 
 
    He could talk to Sylvia, but he couldn’t speak to me. 
 
      
 
    Later, I asked Sylvia what she thought. 
 
    “He’s a weirdo. He talks to me okay, and I know he’s spoken to other girls, but man, it’s like his tongue is made of cement when he tries to speak to you.” 
 
    “I think he’s my secret admirer.” 
 
    She stared at me. “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well if that doesn’t beat the eggs.” 
 
    The next night he was at the corner of the lot again, but I didn’t speak to him. I passed him, and our eyes met, and it was like that thing where you see somebody on a train, or bus, and they pass by and you connect, but without a word, on some secret level of the soul. 
 
    And the next night I passed him by. 
 
    The next night I walked up to him. “Want to go somewhere?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Sylvia pulled up next to us. 
 
    I turned to her. “We’re going to the movies. We’ll take the subway.” 
 
    She frowned, her lips worked a bit, and she finally said, “Call if you need anything.” 
 
    Anything, like a ride away from Mr. Weirdo. 
 
    She drove off. 
 
    Jacob just stood there. 
 
    I took his hand and pulled him away form the bushes. We were facing each other. Or, rather, I was facing him, and he was facing the ground. 
 
    “Jacob, why can’t you talk to me?” 
 
    He mumbled. 
 
    “I asked a question, and I really need an answer. I don’t want to call Sylvia back.” 
 
    He spoke in a whisper. “You’re you.” 
 
    “And Sylvia’s Silvia, and Jane’s Jane, and…and what difference does it make?” 
 
    “I don’t…know.” 
 
    But he did. 
 
    I lifted his chin, made him look me in the eyes. “Why can’t you talk to me, Jacob. 
 
    For a long moment he was frozen, then he blurted, “You’re you!” 
 
    And I got it. I was special, and he had no way of explaining it. 
 
    Suddenly I felt all warm. Somebody liked me for me. Somebody thought me special. They were weird, but not as weird as me. Me with my constant jacking off, my pole sex, my never satisfied lust. 
 
    “What movie do you want to go to?” 
 
    It was the weirdest date I had ever had, but when it was done I was holding his hand. And when he Ubered me back to Sylvia’s high rise, before I got out I kissed his cheek. 
 
    He was weird, and so was I, but he wasn’t a serial killer. Just an immeasurably shy guy who jacked off a lot. 
 
    The next night, at work, I took my break at his table. 
 
    We didn’t talk much, I just sipped a Coke. Every once in a while I would say something. He said nothing. And I know this is going to sound weird, but…it was okay. 
 
    Heck, people talked to me all day long, all night long, I was constantly talking, and to just…’be’ with somebody. It was actually pleasant in a weird sort of way. 
 
    The girls were getting used to him, and they understood something was happening with us, so they would occasionally talk to Jacob. He had no trouble talking to them. 
 
    But when I was dancing, and there was nobody looking back at him, his hand was under the table, jerking and jerking. And there it would have stayed, except that Chuck noticed something. 
 
    “You know,” he said, polishing a glass, the bar empty. “He never makes a mess.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I know he’s playing with himself, and he looks pretty intense, but the table is clean when he leaves. Nothing on the floor, no spatters of semen. Nothing. 
 
    Now that was something to think about. 
 
    He jacked, but not off. 
 
    Heck. I jilled, but off, off, off. 
 
    So how could he play with himself, for literally hours every night, and not orgasm? I mean, he either had balls of steel, or…or I don’t know what. 
 
    He was waiting for me. 
 
    We had been going out for two months. Two months of minimal conversation, learning about each other without talking. No explanations or excuses. And it was okay. 
 
    “Where do you live?” I asked. 
 
    “Uh, over in, uh, Hollywood.” 
 
    “Take me home.” 
 
    Bingo, there it was. Next step, whether he liked it or not. 
 
    “Well, uh, there is something I…I need to tell you.” 
 
    “So take me home and tell me. You got any liquor?” 
 
    Working in the strip club I didn’t drink much. And he had never shown any preference for alcohol. 
 
    “I have some bourbon.” 
 
    “Excellent. And Coke?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    We took a bus into Hollywood, a fifteen minute ride, then walked to his building. It was fashionable, but worn. Old Hollywood. We took a creaky elevator up to the fourth floor and got off. He was at the end of the hall. 
 
    His apartment was clean, and that was good. It was also messy, filled with what looked like half projects. He was building computers, and there must have been a half dozen of them stacked on the kitchen table. 
 
    He mixed drinks and I asked. “You make computers?” 
 
    “No. I just…I’m writing about them.” 
 
    A smart guy. Works as a programmer, a writer. A lot smarter than me. 
 
    Yet, not smarter. He was a recluse, unable to communicate with people in a meaningful fashion. In that way I was smarter. I had survived orphaning and accidents and ugliness. 
 
    He placed a glass before me. Half and half over ice cubes. I took a sip. “Mmm.” 
 
    He sipped, and nodded. He was looking at me, I mean actually looking at me. Then he got embarrassed and looked away. 
 
    “Jacob, sit across from me and face me.” 
 
    “I can’t…I …you…” yet he was sitting. 
 
    I reached across the table and took his chin and turned his face towards me. 
 
    “You aren’t ugly, Jacob.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “I am. Or at least I was. I was in an accident. My face was totally messed, but the doctors made me look like this. 
 
    Now he was staring at me. Actually staring at me. Overcoming his reticence. 
 
    “What kind of accident?” 
 
    I told him about the motorcycle riding into the house. His jaw dropped. 
 
    “I never…I mean, that’s weird.” 
 
    “You’re telling me. So, Jacob, you were going to tell me something.” 
 
    I had him softened up, I had shared first, but he still had trouble. 
 
    “Well, I, uh…I have a problem.” 
 
    “We all do, tell me about it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I have this thing. It’s, uh…it’s called…Priapism.” 
 
    I frowned. “What’s that?” 
 
    “It means…I don’t…my penis is always erect.” 
 
    He said it so precisely that I had to smile. 
 
    “I see you every night. I know you’re jacking off. I know…” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “What are you doing then?” 
 
    “I’m…well…I’m playing with myself. But I have this problem, I have a hard time having an orgasm” 
 
    I tilted my head, slight confusion. but you’re jacking off every…” I stopped. I remembered what Chuck had said. No mess. 
 
    “It takes me hours before I can have an orgasm. And, uh…I…it’s easier with you. There. Up on the stage.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Are you saying that I am jerk off material.” 
 
    He hung his head, and I got it. “So you have trouble talking to me because you’ve been…I don’t know, what do we call it…’jerking off’ to me?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, and I have never seen a more miserable person in my life. And, I think at that moment, he figured it was over, that I would stand up and walk out. 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    He looked up at me and blinked. “What?” No problem talking to me there. 
 
    “Jacob. I’ve been in an accident. It hurt my head. Bad. And when I woke up I wanted to have sex. All the time.” 
 
    “What?” Now he was confused. 
 
    “Jacob. The reason I get off on the pole, the reason I go into the backroom several times a night, is because I need sex. Desperately. Badly.” 
 
    “So do I!” he blurted, then we both were smiling. 
 
    I stood up. “Show me your bedroom, stud.” 
 
    Grinning openly, he led the way to his bedroom. Like the rest of the apartment it was neat. 
 
    I looked at him, “So I want to fuck the living shit out of you. How long can you last.” 
 
    “Long enough to make you sore.” 
 
    “Ha!” And I stripped off my blouse and shed my skirt. 
 
    His eyes grew wide. My shaved pussy was visible, my tits were overflowing. 
 
    “Take off your pants, big boy.” 
 
    He shucked his pants, and by the time I was done my bra was unhooked and I was in his arms. 
 
    We kissed, hard, and we clung to each other. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos,” I muttered, and I dropped to my knees. 
 
    His cock was a good sized one, and his balls were big. I took his cock in my mouth and his balls in my hands. I juggled as I sucked, and he moaned and his knees grew weak. 
 
    He reached down and held my tits, fondled them, rubbed the nipples. 
 
    “Oh!” White hot electricity swarmed through me, making me weak, heating me up. 
 
    He backed up to the bed and we sat down. His hand reached down to my pussy. He began rubbing. Up and down along the slit. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” I groaned, pushing against his hand with my. 
 
    Then he was fitting his cock to me. Gently, he pushed in. 
 
    “AHHH!” I groaned. He was like a two by four of sweet goodness. My breath was taken away, and I lurched up to receive him. We posed for a minute, searching each other’s faces, then we started. 
 
    In and out he rode me, and I hung on to him, tried to push back with my hips. 
 
    He made occasional gurgling sounds, and he played with my clitoris as he fucked me. 
 
    And he fucked me and fucked me, and, he fucked me. 
 
    Time passed, and I fell back like a rag doll. He pounded into me, grim, intent, loving me but without concern. 
 
    I held on to him, and my nerves turned raw, kept firing, and pleasure swarmed through me. 
 
    I felt his cock, hard as a rock, and it was good. 
 
    And he was feeling my soft pussy. My moist, dripping pussy, and I knew he thought that was good. 
 
    I came! A quick, hard explosion, but I kept pushing on him, telling him, “More! More!” 
 
    And, an hour later, he began to jerk. His eyeballs rolled back in his skull. He groaned. “Oh…oh my…Jesus!” 
 
    And I came again. The second orgasm made me sit up and weep. 
 
    He withdrew. His cock had cum on it, but it was still hard. 
 
    I hugged him and held him, and he held me. I could feel him breathing into my hair. I have never felt so good in my life. 
 
    He said, “I’m hard again.” 
 
    I smiled. “I thought you were going to take forever,” then I pulled him over me and he sunk down into my plushness. 
 
    All that night we fucked. And after breakfast we fucked. And by the time I was ready for work I was actually tired. but I knew it wouldn’t be long, and that I would be horny and ready to go. 
 
    So I would jack off on the pole a few times, and when I came homeI would be ready to go. 
 
    “Are you moving in?” he asked, just before I left. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    And I thought about how wonderful it was, how things had worked out. 
 
    I was a nympho, through my fault or not. 
 
    He was a satyr, forever hard. 
 
    And it was a match made in heaven. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. I never answered Shannon. She was my sister. She was a brat. 18 years old and still a brat. Always had been, always would be. 
 
    “Jimmy?” 
 
    I could hear her walking down the hall. I hoped she would just walk on past my room. 
 
    “Jimmy?” She opened my door. 
 
    “Go away,” I said. I had scored a copy of ‘Watchmen,’ and I was deep into it. 
 
    She stood in the doorway, one hand on my door handle and glared at me. “You need to learn basic politeness.” 
 
    “What? Come when called? Like a dog? Go away.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll go away, but I’m gonna show the world what’s on the security cam.” 
 
    I looked up, puzzled. “What?” 
 
    “You prancing around in one of Mom’s dresses. I think the world would like to see what my big brother does when he’s home alone.” 
 
    “What?” My voice rose a few decibels, and went to a higher pitch, and I found myself standing up. And sweating. Profusely. 
 
    “You look really cute in that purple dress of hers, but you are so clumsy in those high heels.” 
 
    “What are you…you’re just…” I blathered, my mind suddenly turning over and over, totally panicked, totally caught. 
 
    “Don’t believe me? Come see.” 
 
    She turned around and walked back to her room. I was out the door like a shot, walking right behind her, trying to convince myself that this wasn’t real, that this hadn’t happened. 
 
    “I don’t know why,” she tossed back at me. “I was just intending to erase the tapes, but I started looking at them. Last Thursday, 2:19 in the afternoon. Mom was at her club, I was at cheerleader practice. You walked across the living room. At first I thought it was an intruder. Then I thought it might be one of my friends, except that the intruder was so ugly. Then I thought it might be one of your friends. I figured maybe Todd was a pervert. Imagine my surprise when you posed in front of the big mirror in the foyer and I saw your face.” 
 
    Shannon turned into her room, crossed to her computer, waved a hand at it, then sat on her bed. She had the smirkiest grin in the world on her face. 
 
    I looked at the screen, and a series of images flashed before my eyes. 
 
    Me, frozen in pose, in a dress, in the foyer. 
 
    The digital timer said 2:19.  
 
    My life was over. 
 
    I turned white and my heart fell with a thud. 
 
    I sat down. More collapsed down, in her chair. I rubbed the mouse and watched myself primping in front of the mirror. Under the dress I had on a bra. And a tummy shaper. And panties. And nylons. And I tottered on mother’s black heels. 
 
    I had thought I was graceful, but looking at the security footage I realized I wasn’t. I also realized that Shannon had me between a rock and a hard place. 
 
    “Well, brother dear. “What should we do about this?” 
 
    “Erase it. Delete it.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” she placed a hand on her cheek in mock horror, “somebody uploaded this to the cloud.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” 
 
    “And…maybe it’s on youtube, on a private channel, just waiting to go out and thrill the world. Jimmy Thompson. Transvestite. Or do you prefer crossdresser? Dressing up for the world to see.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” I whispered, terrified. 
 
    “How do you think Marsha would like it? Do you think she’d want to be your girlfriend? But, then, who knows…maybe she likes a swishier type of boy. I mean, big, masculine hunks can get so-o-o tiresome.” 
 
    “Shannon, you need to delete that video.” I wasn’t demanding, I was begging. And from the look of triumph on her face I knew I was about to reap the whirlwind. 
 
    “Now, shoo. Go downstairs and do the dishes. I have some important thinking to do.” 
 
    “Shannon…” 
 
    “I’m not kidding. It’s my day to do the dishes, and I don’t want to, so you shall do them. And anything else I ask you to do.” 
 
    “Shannon, you can’t…” 
 
    She stood up. She grinned at me. “Five, four, three, two…” 
 
    “Okay!” I walked out of the room. Walked rather quickly.  
 
      
 
    Downstairs I looked at the dishes. Shannon was lazy, she was supposed to do them after every meal, but here they were, lunch and breakfast piled high. Crusted. I was going to have to take a chisel to the dried egg and grease. 
 
    I sighed. I was dazed, and panicked, but I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Oh, Jimmy?” She yodeled sweetly from the upstairs. 
 
    I stepped into the living room and looked up. 
 
    She threw Mom’s high heels at me. They sailed through the air and I caught one and dropped the other. 
 
    “Best put those on. You want to be high enough to reach the sink, little girl.” 
 
    I glared at her and she laughed. 
 
    “And better wear an apron. Mom’s pink one is perfect for you. Ta ta.” She whirled around to back into her room. 
 
    I looked at the shoes. No way I was going to— 
 
    But she hadn’t gone back in her room. She called down: “And, Jimmy, dear girl, I’ll be down in five, and if you’re not in proper attire I will press the return key on my computer. You do know what that means…don’t you?” 
 
    She giggled, turned and flipped her pony tail at me, and was gone. 
 
    I sat down on the end of the couch and took off my shoes. My comfortable athletic shoes. I put on the high heels. 
 
    I stood up, my calves stretching, and I felt the familiar thrill in my groin. 
 
    Women’s clothes. Me. Hard on. It was a firm equation, one I could never escape from. 
 
    I had been cross dressing for years. In the privacy of my own room, whenever nobody was in the house. 
 
    But I had gotten so excited, wearing full garb, everything had been in the hamper, all my favorite clothes, that I couldn’t resist going downstairs and looking at myself. I had sauntered down the stairs, sashayed across the living room, and posed in front of the mirror. 
 
    God, it felt good. My boner was ruining the line of the dress, even through the tummy shaper, and I sashayed back across the living room, sauntered up the stairs, and dashed down the hall and threw myself on the bed and beat on my cock until it spurted, which had taken mere seconds. 
 
    Damn! It felt so good! And I wanted to do it again, every day, but opportunities only came every few weeks. And now…now I was caught. 
 
    I stood at the sink and used the the scouring pad on dried egg. I near scalded my hands with hot water, and I did the stupid dishes. 
 
    “You know,” Shannon’s voice startled me, I was so lost in my self pity, and I whirled around. She was leaning against the door frame with her arms folded. “Those heels make your butt pooch out. Really quite sexy, seeing my big, strong brother with a girly ass. 
 
    “Stop it,” I whispered. My face was red. 
 
    “Oh, I am not only not going to stop it, we are going further. Leave those dishes and come with me.” 
 
    She turned and left. I took off the apron and followed her. I was clumsy in high heels, but I could feel my hard one surging. Walking in heels really did it to me. 
 
    God, I was so normal in every other way, I played sports, had friends, didn’t like my sister, but then I had this one, little problem. I liked wearing dresses. 
 
    Shannon walked up the stairs, me behind her, down the hall and into…Mom’s room? What the… 
 
    I entered my mother’s bedroom and Shannon tossed something at me. “Put it on.” 
 
    It was a bra. 
 
    “No,” but my voice hardly carried. 
 
    “Yes,” she threw back at me, rummaging through Mom’s hamper. Fuck. It was the end of the week, time for laundry, and her hamper was filled with delicious things. 
 
    “No!” I sounded like death. 
 
    She chanted: “press return and start the game, see my brother’s red-faced shame…la la la!” 
 
    Oh, God. I took off my shirt and put on the bra. 
 
    “Ooooh, Jimmy has such a manly chest.” She rolled up a few pairs of nylons and put them in my cups.  
 
    “Ooooh, Jimmy’s stacked!” 
 
    She turned me around and looked at me, then she went to the hamper and pulled out dirty underwear. “Here you go, big boy.” 
 
    She held my mother’s underwear up. There were stains in the crotch. Oh, God! disgusting!” 
 
    Shannon saw the look on my face and laughed. “Take a sniff, Jimmy boy. Jimmy girl.” She tossed the undies to me and I caught them. 
 
    I looked at the stain and wrinkled my nose. 
 
    She  stepped over to me and pushed the underwear into my face. I was forced to inhale my mother’s most personal aroma. 
 
    It was disgusting…and yet my cock was suddenly rock hard. 
 
    And Shannon noticed. She just felt my heat, I guess, and she looked down and stared, then started laughing. 
 
    More chanting: “Jimmy’s got a boner! Jimmy’s got a boner!” 
 
    “Please stop,” I whispered. 
 
    “Take off your pants and put on mother’s panties.” 
 
    I protested, but the look in her eyes…I started to take off my pants. I stopped. “I can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’ve got a…I’ve got a …” 
 
    “I know. A boner. We’ve already established that. So take off your pants, and underwear, and let me see, and then put on Mom’s panties. Her deliciously soiled panties.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Heysoos, wimp. I’ve seen a dick before, and I know you’ve got one, so take off your clothes and get dressed!” 
 
    Slowly, my heart feeling crushed, I slid my pants off. 
 
    She watched bemused. 
 
    I took my underpants off. I risked a look at her. She was grinning. 
 
    My dick was hard and throbbing, bouncing uncontrollably. 
 
    “Man, you really get off on this, don’t you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I pulled on Mom’s panties. Now in a hurry to cover myself up I stood there, totally embarrassed, so red I could have passed for a fire engine. I imagined my mother’s juices touching my groin area. And my dick…it throbbed even harder. 
 
    “You’re leaking.” 
 
    I looked down. I was so horny I was leaking pre-cum. There was a big wet spot on Mom’s panties. 
 
    Shannon laughed, then dug through the hamper and threw more things at me. “Put these on. And hurry.” 
 
    I didn’t hurry, but I did pull on a slip. Then garters. Then the dreaded purple dress. Then she made me put on the high heels again. I stood there, ashamed and humiliated. 
 
    “Go to the downstairs foyer and look at yourself in the mirror.” 
 
    I walked out of her room, down the stairs, and across to the big mirror. I stared at myself. 
 
    I was crying. Little tears just filling my eyes. 
 
    I turned and looked to where Shannon was standing at the upstairs railing. “Can I get back into my clothes now?” 
 
    “Ha and double ha,” she chirped, then she threw something at me. It was gold, glittered like a coin, and it flipped through the air. I caught it, looked at it, and gasped. 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
    “Look in the mirror and put it on.” 
 
    I felt paralyzed, yet I managed to move. I stumbled over to the mirror, faced it, and studied my face. 
 
    My boy face. Not rugged, not enough life for that, and lipstick…it would do things to me. It would change my face, and I was afraid it would even change the way I felt about myself. 
 
    And my dick. My throbbing, pulsing, rock hard dick, it liked the idea. 
 
    I turned the base of the lipstick, held it to my lips. I rolled it on. I could taste waxy stuff. I stared at my lips in fascination. I couldn’t move. I just stood there and stared at my face. My kissy face. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I turned, “Put this on.” 
 
    She threw a wig at me. It was a cheap wig, she had bought it for Halloween, and I caught it. 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She stared at me. Triumphant. 
 
    I turned to the mirror and put the wig on. 
 
    “Stand back. See your whole self.” 
 
    I stepped back. I actually looked like a woman. Oh, I had some face angles, and my shoulders were a bit too wide. But I was…feminine. 
 
    “Strike a pose,” she called down. 
 
    So I did. I imitated a model and struck a pose, and another one, and another one.               
 
    I was shaking with humiliation, yet some part of me…the dick part of me…was enjoying this. I had never been harder. I was leaking. And, suddenly, I was spurting. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I put my hands down to my groin and bent a little bit. White hot pleasure flooded through me. 
 
    “Oh, you didn’t…” She was whispering, but I heard her. Instinctively I turned in the direction of the living room, and she had a full view of me. I straightened up and looked down. Semen had gone right through my panties and dress, a big white glob formed in my crotch, and I looked down at it. I had actually had an orgasm! I had…suddenly I looked up. Some intuition, some sixth sense. 
 
    Shannon was clicking pictures with her camera. The good camera with the telephoto lens. She had been clicking all this time, catching me putting on lipstick, posing, and now cumming. 
 
    “Oh!” I yelled, and I ran across the living room. And tripped and fell. And kicked off the high heels and ran. I ran up the stairs. 
 
    She was in her room, the door was locked. 
 
    I turned the knob It wouldn’t turn.  
 
    So I just muscled it. I turned hard and just popped the lock. I opened the door. 
 
    Shannon was standing next to her computer. Triumphant. I could see her monitor, and I watched pictures of me zoom through. Click, click, click. Me in a dress. Me in lipstick. Me standing up and looking down at my cum seeping through the dress. White on purple is very vivid. 
 
    “No,” I said, aghast. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, and laughed. 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” I started crying. 
 
    She patted my cheek and simply said, “Dry up, girly boy, you need to finish the dishes. Then you need to do all the laundry in the house.” 
 
    “What? But that’s your job!” 
 
    “Not any more. Furthermore, you better hurry. You have to stay dressed up until the final load, Mom’s load, then you can take your clothes off and put them in the laundry. Mom should be home by then, so you’d better hurry.” 
 
    My mouth opened. Three loads. Mine, hers, and Mom’s. Maybe I could fit both hers and mine into the same load, and then Mom’s…I looked at the clock. Oh, shit! I wasn’t going to make it! 
 
    Shannon laughed as I grabbed her hamper and ran out of the room. I grabbed my hamper from my room, I ran downstairs, a hamper in each hand. I almost broke my ankles, running in those stupid high heels. Forgotten was my boner (though, I have to admit, my boner didn’t forget me. It was back, and it was struggling, and I had just cum, but…) 
 
    I packed the clothes in the washing machine and started it up. 
 
    Whew. That was…oh, the dishes! 
 
    I ran back to the kitchen, put my apron back on and started scrubbing madly. 
 
    I managed to finish the dishes by the time the washing cycle was done. I ran to the garage, put some of the clothes in the dryer, left the others to be hung out to dry. 
 
    I ran upstairs. Shannon was listening to her headphones, but I heard her giggle when I sprinted past her room. I ran back down the stairs, I think I was getting better at running in high heels, and headed for the garage, and I made a fatal error. 
 
    I had to hang some 20 dresses and shirts and things on the outside line. Didn’t want them shrinking. I could have taken my clothes off and put them in the washing machine and started it up, and I would have been out of the dress and underthings. Instead, I guess I didn’t want to go out back naked, I ran out back in Mom’s clothes and started hanging things up. 
 
    I threw them over the line, a little sloppy, but I was in a hurry, and I put the last dress over the line when… 
 
    “Jimmy? Is that you?” 
 
    Stunned, I turned. Mrs. Mackie. Mom’s close friend, her chat partner, her hen party gal, was looking over the fence. 
 
    Oh…oh…oh…what to do? She would tell Mom. 
 
    But there was nothing I could do. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Mackie. I’m going to a costume party.” 
 
    She didn’t believe me. Her face was surprised, and then it was smirking. “Sure you are.” Then her face dropped out of sight. As I ran back into the garage I heard her laughing. 
 
    I put Mom’s clothes into the washing machine, started taking my clothes off, and froze. 
 
    The car! Mom was home! 
 
    I ripped the rest of my clothes off, threw a bunch of soap into the washing machine… 
 
    Her car door slammed. 
 
    Started the cycle. 
 
    Click, click, click. I could hear Mom’s high heels on the walkway next to the garage. 
 
    I ran, now free of the dreaded heels. I heard the door open, but I was at the bottom of the steps. 
 
    “Hi, Shannon, Jimmy. I’m home!” 
 
    She turned to shut the door and I sprinted up the stairs. I set a world’s record for short dashes, going up stairs naked. 
 
    Click, the door shut. 
 
    I literally dove for the end of the hallway. 
 
    “Wha…?” 
 
    I heard her, knew she had seen a flash of my body, then I was out of sight. 
 
    “Jimmy?” 
 
    I started to poke my head around the corner, and realized I was wearing lipstick. I wiped my face frantically, then stuck my head out. “Hi, mom.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    Then I was gone, she was left to to wonder whether I was daft or not, and Shannon, who had come to her door to watch, was laughing. 
 
      
 
    “How was work, Mom?” 
 
    My mother is a knock out. Just under forty, and with a mature woman’s body, including large bosoms, and a face that was unlined and, I hate to say it, she’s my own mother…sexy. 
 
    She also keeps her hair long, another sexy thing, and because she’s in real estate she is always wearing sexy, body hugging outfits and her make up is perfect. 
 
    She looked at Shannon, who would eventually be as sexy as Mom, I hate to admit that, too, and said, “I actually made two sales, and I may have some big news coming up.” 
 
    “What kind of news?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure, it’s still in the grapevine, but rumor has it we’re going to hold a convention in the Caribbean. 
 
    “Wow,” 
 
    “Do I get to go?” asked Shannon. 
 
    “Not a chance, young lady,” she grinned at us. “But, you might have the house to yourselves for a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Oh, goody,” Shannon clapped her hands and looked at me, and I knew exactly what was in her mind. And she knew what I was thinking and grinned an evil grin. 
 
    “Which brings me to sad news.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, Shannon managed to get her chores done today, but yours…you didn’t cut the lawn or anything.” 
 
    Of course I didn’t. I was busy doing Shannon’s work for her. I wanted to say something, to defend myself, but there was nothing I could say. 
 
    “Jimmy, you’re older than her, and you should be taking charge, making sure things get done.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mom. I’ll get everything done tomorrow.” 
 
    Dinner went on. It was Mom’s favorite time of the day, when she got to connect with us. Being a single mom wasn’t easy, but she was doing it, and I knew that Shannon and I were lucky. 
 
    Then, while I was wool gathering, Shannon said something. I didn’t catch it, but I knew it was something important. “What was that?” I asked quickly. 
 
     
 
    Mom was staring at Shannon, her lips twisted in a quirky smile. 
 
    “I just asked Mom if you would make a cute girl.” 
 
    Mom looked at me, a grin on her face. “Well, Jimmy, what do you have to say to that?” 
 
    “I…that’s ridiculous. I’m a guy.” 
 
    Shannon slid her chair a little towards Mom and faced me, put me in the spotlight. She framed her hands and looked at my face. “Yes. Long hair, a little make up to soften the edges…he’d make a fine sister.” 
 
    “Shannon…” Mom started. 
 
    But Shannon cut her off. “How come you didn’t give me a sweet sister, instead of a knucklehead jock?” 
 
    Mom laughed. “What’s gotten into you.” 
 
    Shannon folded her arms and pouted. “I just realized that I would like a sister. A beautiful sister. To share things with, to do things with.” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “Well, my loony tune little daughter. I think you’ve left your senses.” 
 
    “No, I haven’t. I want to make Jimmy into a girl. Can I do that?” 
 
    “I don’t think Jimmy would like that.” 
 
    “Oh, Jimmy would be fine with that.” 
 
    I thought Mom would be a little more emphatic, but she was just shrugging it off. I had to nip this in the bud. “No, I don’t think I would.” 
 
    “Yes, you would.” 
 
    Mom tilted her head, a little puzzled. Shannon had spoken with a certain degree of authority. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Children…” 
 
    “Mom, do I have your permission to make Jimmy into my sister?” 
 
    Mom opened her mouth and shut it. She blinked. She was used to million dollar deals, but this was a little more intense. 
 
    “Mom, tell her no.” 
 
    “Quiet, little boy,” then she turned to Mom. “Mother, if you let me turn him into a girl I will make sure he gets all his chores done.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Furthermore, he will be polite, well mannered, and I’ll even teach him how to fix dinner.” 
 
    Now Mom grinned. “You’ll make him fix dinner?” 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    “Quiet down, James.” She only called me James when she wanted to make a point. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re considering this. I can’t wear dresses and things! What would everybody think? What about my friends! I won’t have any, and they’ll all laugh at me!” 
 
    “Just around the house. And I promise to make him do his chores and fix dinner and anything else you want him to do.” 
 
    Mom looked at me. She was actually thinking about it! 
 
    “Mom! You can’t do this. She’s my enemy. She’ll do mean and wicked things to me.” 
 
    “How long do you want him to be a girl?” 
 
    “No! No, no, no!” 
 
    “Summer vacation starts in a week. I want him to be a girl for the whole summer.” 
 
    “Well, that’s a little…” 
 
    “I will give him one day off to be all manly and everything. He can wear his smelly jockstrap and scratch under his arms and everything. But the rest of the time, he has to do what I say. Wear what I say, and…” she smiled… “You will have the most delicious dinners waiting for you, and a clean house, every, single day!” 
 
    “DONE!” Mom cried. 
 
    My face was pale, my eyes were horrified, my jaw was dropped. “Mom…that’s child abuse.” 
 
    Shannon countered: “And what you’ve been doing, not doing your chores and all, is ‘Mother Abuse.’ 
 
    “Has not! And—“ 
 
    Mom raised her hand. “Hold it…” 
 
    We both looked at her. 
 
    “You can have Jimmy from when I leave work till when I get home. You will be in charge.” She looked warningly at Shannon. “And you’d better be responsible.” 
 
    “I will,” Shannon promised, all innocent. 
 
    “I don’t want Jimmy abused, I just want him responsible.” 
 
    “Mom…” my voice actually croaked. 
 
    “As for you, young man, you do everything she says. If I am pleased at the end of the day you can be a man at night. And if I am pleased all week you can have the weekend off.” Then she said that stupid line that the Pharaoh in that old Ten Commandments movie said, “So shall it be written…so shall it be true.” 
 
    Shannon yelped in victory and high fived Mom. 
 
    I looked down at my potatoes and wanted to cry. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine…Janey.” 
 
    “What?” I mumbled, coming out of a deep sleep. 
 
    “Today is the first day of the rest of your life…little sister.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” It all came rushing in on me. Shannon was going to dress me up today. And more days. All summer long! 
 
    If somebody had told me that I had a choice, have my head cut off and flushed down a toilet, or follow Shannon’s directions, I would have flushed the toilet myself. 
 
    She pulled my blankets off me. 
 
    “Hey!” I sat up and covered up. I sleep naked, and I had morning wood. 
 
    “Wow! That’s the gift that keeps on giving, isn’t it?” 
 
    I grabbed for my pants, which I had left hanging on the chair next to the bed. They were gone. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Want to hide your little wee wee?” 
 
    It wasn’t ‘little,’ but I wasn’t going to get into an argument about the size of my dick with my sister. 
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    I stared. She was holding out pink panties. With a little ruffle on them. No pouch to hold Mr. Happy. Cut high on the thighs. 
 
    She flipped them into my face. 
 
    “So has it been written…so shall it be done.” 
 
    I grimaced and put the panties on. I didn’t fit, not at all, but at least I was covered. 
 
    “Now, come along, let’s go get some dresses out of Mom’s closet.” 
 
    “She said you could?” 
 
    “Oh, she was most happy to share some of her clothes. It gives her an excuse to buy new ones for her Caribbean vacation.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” I murmured, but I followed Shannon to Mom’s room. 
 
    Shannon took several garments out of Mom’s closet. A couple of dresses, a couple of skirts, a couple of blouses. 
 
    Then she ransacked Mom’s underwear drawer. She took out panties, bras, tummy shapers and garters. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered. 
 
    “Prayer won’t do you any good,” she chuckled. “Not even falling on your knees and kissing my tootsies will work. Although…” she looked at me, “it’s a good start.” 
 
    “Very funny.” 
 
    “As funny as these?” She held up a pair of High Heels. Strappy high heels. With open toes. 
 
    “Shannon, it’s…you need to give me a break.” 
 
    “Sure. When school starts. Maybe. Maybe by then you’ll prefer dressing like a woman.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    “Never say never, spoiled, little brat. It might change into ‘Always.’ 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    “Okay, you need to take a shower, and use this.” She held up a bottle of Nair. 
 
    “No!” I was aghast. My hair? 
 
    “Put it on, leave it for 15 minutes, then say goodbye to all your short and curlies. 
 
    “Shannon!” 
 
    She smiled. “Or you could say no, and I will not only tell Mom you refuse to follow directions, but the internet will be deluged with the cutest, little pictures.” 
 
    I took the bottle of Nair and walked out of the room. 
 
    Nair. No hair. Oh, my God. 
 
    A half hour later I was at the door of Shannon’s room. I was wearing panties and a monster hard on, and had no hair below the neck. 
 
    Interestingly, while my face was red, I was getting used to her seeing my cock pushing my panties out. I man, it bothered me, but not as much as it originally had. 
 
    “Okay, sweetie pie, here’s your outfit for the day. Delightfully understated, veddy sexy, and designed to bring a thrill to the hearts of men everywhere. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Okay, maybe not men everywhere. But the rest of what I said is true. 
 
    I looked at the ‘outfit’ and grimaced. 
 
    First, of course, was the bra. Anathema to men everywhere. Funny. Yesterday I was excited by seeing such a thing on a girl. But now that it going on me I was dreading it. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    A blouse, pink, silk, long sleeves. It was an expensive blouse. “Mom’s getting rid of this?” 
 
    “That old thing?” Shannon laughed. 
 
    I put it on. Before I could button it, however, Shannon stopped me. “I have a special surprise for you.” 
 
    Uh oh. “What?” 
 
    She held out a paper bag. I looked in it and my eyes opened wide. I lifted out…two breast forms. 
 
    “Mrs. Mackie. Mom knew her mother had a Mastectomy, and that she had these breast forms, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I could hardly breath I was so shocked. 
 
    Shannon pulled my cups out and slipped the breast forms into place. 
 
    “They’re huge!” 
 
    “Mrs. Mackie’s mother is well endowed. Yes.” 
 
    Suddenly, I had a thought. “Does Mrs. Mackie…does she know…doe—“ 
 
    Shannon smiled. “I didn’t tell. Mom did. And Mrs. Mackie, by the way, was very supportive. She wants to rent your services.” 
 
    “Rent my…” 
 
    “She needs some high places dusted, some windows washed. Easy stuff that studly men, or even young girls, can handle. Put on the garter belt.” 
 
    I put on the garter belt. 
 
    “You’ve seen Mom roll up her nylons?” 
 
    I had. I sat down and rolled the things up my legs. Oh, crap, it felt good. It felt sexy. My dick throbbed harder. I quickly pulled up the skirt. It was narrow, Shannon called it a pencil skirt, and I hoped it would help hide my erection. 
 
    “Now, tomorrow we will paint your nails. Tomorrow you’ll get up a little earlier, get dressed yourself, and we will have a little extra time. But today we have to move along. So come along.” 
 
    She led me to Mom’s make up table. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yep. Sit down, and prepare to get educated.” 
 
    I sat, and she started cleansing my face and putting on make up. “This is foundation….this is blush…you have to be careful to blend everything right, and this is…” she lectured me as she worked. Finally, she handed me the tube of bright, red lipstick.  
 
    “Here go, sister dear. Lipstick is like breaking champagne on the bow of a boat. You will be officially launched.” 
 
    I took the lipstick. I was trembling, shaking, and I applied it. 
 
    “Almost done,” she quipped. She put my wig on, then said, “Put on your heels and let’s go see what kind of chores you have to do today.” 
 
    I followed her out of her room and down to the kitchen. On the table was a list of items to be done. 
 
    Vacuum. Dust. Mop and wax the kitchen. Wash the patio. Not bad. I could have this all done in a couple of hours. Except I hadn’t counted on Shannon. 
 
    “Oops, you missed under the couch. Got to vacuum under the couch.” 
 
    I grunted and pushed the thing over a couple of feet. It was heavy, and it was awkward pushing while in high heels, and I couldn’t bend my legs properly in the pencil skirt. 
 
    I vacuumed, grunted and pushed it back. 
 
    “Oops, you forgot to get under the telephone table.” 
 
    I went to the table and moved it, vacuumed the floor, and replaced the table. 
 
    “Oops!” 
 
    All through the house she kept doing that. And what should have taken a half hour took an hour. And it even tired me out. Moving couches and beds and everything, it was work! 
 
    “Time to dust!” 
 
    I took the duster and walked around the living room. There wasn’t any dust, but I covered every surface. Even though this was a simple job, it was made difficult by the stupid skirt. The pencil skirt was so narrow I could only walk with the bottom of my legs I was forced to take small mincing steps. I was about to put the duster away when… 
 
    “Oops! You forgot up there!” 
 
    I looked up and groaned. Chandelier. And there were cobwebs in the high windows. 
 
    I went to the closet, found an attachment, and hobbled around the living room, almost falling over as I bent back and tried to clean the chandelier and the high windows. 
 
    By now it was lunch. An hour job had taken me three hours. And I was tired. 
 
    “Time for lunch,” I said. 
 
    “Okey dokey.” I thought she was a little too cheerful, but…but what could she do to me? Unfortunately, I found out. 
 
    I made a bowl of cereal and sat down to eat it. Shannon was in the front room texting, and I thought I had some peace and quiet. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I looked up in shock. 
 
    Mrs. Mackie was staring through the kitchen window, a big smile on her face. She pushed open the door and breezed in. 
 
    I half got up, starting to run, then realized…she knew. No point in running away now. 
 
    “Oh, Jimmy. You’re so cute!” 
 
    She sat down and placed a kit on the table. 
 
    “Uh, hi, uh…” 
 
    “When I found out what you are doing I was just thrilled. Imagine, letting yourself be trained properly. That will be such a help to your mother.” She winked at me. “When the young girls find out they’ll be all over you.” 
 
    They were all over me. Beautiful chicks, because I was a jock. I wondered how many of them would be all over me if they knew I was wearing a bra and panties. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Mackie.” 
 
    “Hi, Shannon. Isn’t he gorgeous?” 
 
    Shannon giggled. “There’s always room for improvement.” 
 
    “Well, of course, but you need to be very supportive of your brother, coming out like this.” 
 
    “Coming out? I’m not—“ 
 
    “Shush now, I don’t have much time, and I wanted to put on your first set of nails.” 
 
    “Fingernails?” 
 
    “Well, of course. No woman would be caught without a good set of claws, right Shannon?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “And when I found out Shannon was going to do them tomorrow, I decided to lend a hand.” 
 
    I glared at Shannon, but she just shrugged smugly. 
 
    “So, you eat your lunch and I’ll work on one hand. Then we can switch hands, all righty?” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Give me your hand.” She reached out and grabbed the hand that wasn’t holding the spoon. She opened the little kit on the table and revealed bottles and packages of fake nails. 
 
    “Oh…no…” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” said Shannon, putting her hands on my shoulders and keeping me seated. “Every good looking woman has good looking nails. You want to be good looking, right? Right?” She growled the second right warningly. 
 
    “You should listen to your sister, Jimmy. Can I call you Janie? Shannon said you preferred that…” 
 
    Shannon dug her fingernails into my shoulders. 
 
    “…And it’s such a sweet name.” 
 
    As she talked she was cleaning my nails, pushing the cuticles back, trimming them. 
 
    “Now, let’s see. What kind of nails should we…” 
 
    Shannon jumped in, “Those. The stilettos. Do you have them longer?” 
 
    “Ooh, Shannon, you wicked girl. Let me see…here they are!” 
 
    She took out a packet of lo-o-ong fake nails. She giggled at me. These are sometimes difficult to get used to, but they are so-o-o sexy.” 
 
    And she tittered. I mean…’tittered?’ Who titters in this day and age? 
 
    She brushed glue onto my nails, then onto the fakes. She pressed them on. 
 
    “These are press on nails, but a little glue will keep them in place so much longer.” 
 
    Nail after nail she pressed in place. My fingers slowly lengthened, and resembled an animals claws. Extended three quarters of an inch beyond my real nails. And they had sharp points. 
 
    Then she began painting them. Three coats, applying the paint towards the tip in smooth strokes. Finally, she put some extra thick, but clear, lacquer on them. Then she did the other hand. I changed my spoon from one hand to the other. I was dazed, I hadn’t taken a single bite of my now soggy cereal. 
 
    Finally, my other hand was done. Mrs. Mackie sat back and inspected my nails happily. 
 
    “What about his feet?” 
 
    “Oh, my! I was so happy, but we have to do his tootsies.” 
 
    Still dazed, shocked by the transformation to my football throwing hands, I let Shannon unroll my stockings and I placed my feet on a chair. Mrs. Mackie started doing my toes. 
 
    “Be careful when you put on nylons. I’m giving you little stilettos. You have to be careful, but they are so-o-o worth it. 
 
    I put a spoonful of Wheaties in my mouth. It just sat there, on my tongue. And, finally, after a minute, I swallowed. 
 
    Then I had red toenails. Little points on them. Happily Shannon rolled the nylons back onto me. 
 
    I stared at the toenails. I felt like I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. Or anywhere else, for that matter. 
 
    “Quick, put on his heels.” 
 
    Shannon held my heels and slipped my foot into one, then the other. She buckled the straps and told me to stand up. 
 
    I stood, and stared down. My calves were round and sexy, my toes showed through the cut off ends of the shoes. They were absolutely and totally feminine. 
 
    And, you know, it gave me a thrill. I can’t explain it, but my dick started pushing against my skirt. Hard. 
 
    Shannon saw it, giggled. 
 
    And I know Mrs Mackie must have finally noticed. At least, she was frowning. 
 
    “Did you use lipstick?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Go to my house, upstairs on my dresser, a plastic bottle. It’s stain. Bring that to me, if you could.” 
 
    Shannon was more than happy to. Anything to diminish me. 
 
    As soon as she was out the door Mrs. Mackie stepped over to me. “Stand up.” Her voice sounded throaty. 
 
    I did, and she placed her hand right on my bump. 
 
    I gasped. 
 
    “She nodded her head. “I thought so. You like this.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Well, your cock does. And most young men think with their cocks.” 
 
    “Please, I…” 
 
    But she held my bulge, and then started stroking it. 
 
    “Poor baby. But listen. You are such a brave young man, I’ll help you out. “I’m going to tell Shannon to send you over to help me with something at four o’clock. We’ll handle this little problem then. 
 
    “Oh…uh…” 
 
    She patted my cock a couple of times, and I almost came right there. Then she told me to sit down and finish my lunch. 
 
    A minute later Shannon ran through the back door. 
 
    Mrs. Mackie moved a chair over next to me, turned my chair to face her, and leaned forward. 
 
    “Honestly, Shannon, why use lipstick when you can simply stain them.” She applied the lip stain to my lips. 
 
    She sat back, happily, and said, “Now just use lipstick for a little touch up, and use gloss if you really want his lips to sparkle.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” From the smile on her face she didn’t mind being chastised, and that should have warned me. 
 
    “Okay. Send Janie over to my house at four. I have some heavy lifting she’ll be good at.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    Then Mrs. Mackie was gone. 
 
    Shannon laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lip stain.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “It lasts longer.” 
 
    I frowned. “How much longer?” 
 
    “Depends. But I noticed she has the new stuff, supposed to be guaranteed for a minimum of a week.” 
 
    A week? A whole week? That meant… “Oh, no.” 
 
    “That’s right, Janie. Unless you want to be all kissy for your jock friends, you’re going to be staying home this weekend.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. This was going from bad to worse. 
 
    “Now, about this floor…” 
 
    I sighed. “Okay, but let me wash my bowl first.” 
 
    I took my bowl to the sink and held it under and…uh oh…nails. Using hands with long fingernails was very different than from just using your fingers. I fumbled, nearly broke the bowl, and Shannon just kept grinning. Finally, somehow, I don’t know how, I finished washing the bowl. 
 
    And faced the daunting task of opening a new bottle of floor wax. I fumbled, I banged my nails around so hard I was surprised they didn’t break or fall off. And, finally, I managed to get the bottle open.  
 
    The next hour was a lesson in frustration. I couldn’t just grab the mop handle, I had to hold it carefully so as not to break my nails. I couldn’t just pick up things on the floor, I had to contort my hands and figure out how to use claws. And when I had to pick up a simple dime I thought Shannon was going to die of laughter. Finally, I just dabbed my hand in wax and pressed it to the dime. It came up, and I was careful not to drop it. 
 
    ‘Wow,” appreciated Shannon. “That was good thinking.” 
 
    “Male thinking,” I said, disdainfully. She grunted unappreciatively. 
 
    Finally, the floor was done. And it looked good. In fact, I hate to say it, but it looked better than when I did it as a male. I guess all the attention to my hands and nails, and high heels, and pencil skirt, and the big titties on my chest, made me more aware of things. At least it made me move slower, and I had more time to pay attention to detail. 
 
    All of which made Shannon sneer at me and say, “Female thinking.” 
 
    And, finally, the good news, I was done. 
 
    Mind you, it didn’t make Shannon happy, but I was fine with it. I went up to my room, turned on my computer, plugged into the earphones, and went Youtubing, did some gaming, and before I knew it, it was four o’clock. 
 
    “Janie?” Shannon called sweetly. “It’s time to go visit your girlfriend. 
 
    Grrr. Mrs. Mackie was almost as old as Mom. She wasn’t my girlfriend. Stifling a retort, I walked downstairs, out the back, and across the side yard. 
 
    Unfortunately, the side gate was locked, so I was going to have to go through the front yard. 
 
    Cursing inwardly, I looked around a bush. Nobody was on the street. 
 
    I half ran, as well as I was able to in high heels, to the front door. I knocked. 
 
    “Come on in, Janie!” 
 
    I opened the door and stepped in…and found myself in a roomful of ladies. 
 
    I turned bright red, I wanted to turn around and run. In fact, I would have, except Mrs. Mackie was right there. She linked her arm in mine and pulled me to the center of the room. 
 
    “Ladies! This is that brave young man I was telling you about. His…her name is Janie, and she is transitioning, and I thought you would all love to meet her. 
 
    Then I was surrounded by ladies. Women mostly my Mother’s age. They cooed and awed and shook my hand and hugged me and smooched my cheek. 
 
    “Uh…uh…uh…” was all I could say. 
 
    And, finally, blessedly, Mrs Mackie said, “That’s it for this week, ladies. Next week, same time, same place.” 
 
    “Only if Janie is here,” chirped an older woman with very large breasts. 
 
    Then the ladies were filing past me, again shaking my hand, hugging me, and talking to me with admiring tones. 
 
    “There now, that wasn’t bad, was it?” Mrs. Mackie closed the door. 
 
    “Uh…no.” Yeah, it was. I think I burned up a week of calories in blushing. 
 
    “Now then, I do need some help, then I can give you a special surprise. 
 
    All she needed to do was dust off some high places, and I did that quickly and easily. And all the while she complimented me on my dress, my body, my face, my make up. 
 
    “You have such a slender, youthful body. Let me tell you, Janie, take advantage of your youth. Why, when I was your age…” and so on. 
 
    Then I was done. 
 
    “Excellent,” and she linked her arm in mine and walked me through the house. Up the stairs. Into the bedroom. Her bedroom.  
 
    “Have a seat on the bed, I’ll be right with you.” 
 
    So I sat on the bed, crossed my legs at the knees, and sat like a girl. 
 
    She sat down at her make up table and touched herself up. A little powder, a bit of lipstick. Or stain. Or whatever. Primped her hair, liked her lips, and turned to me. 
 
    There was a glitter in her eyes. 
 
    “Janie, I know what you must be going through, and I want to help you. And the easiest way to help you is to take care of that silly bulge in your dress.” 
 
    She stood up and came to the bed. She sat next to me. She held my arm. “Now most young men have that problem, but yours is exacerbated by being in a dress. Now tell me, and I mean the truth, doesn’t wearing women’s clothes excite you?” 
 
    I started to speak, to deny it, but she shook my arm and warned: “The truth.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled. She put a hand on my bump. Now, there’s two things we need to do to relieve you. One is to relieve you, to let your juices flow. The other, well, we’ll get to that later.” 
 
    She stood up and faced me. She was a beautiful woman. I knew that, but, of course, she was older than me. And my Mother’s friend. So I didn’t think of her…like that. Like a sex pot. Even though it took almost no imagination to see her as one. 
 
    She unbuttoned my top button. 
 
    “Mrs. Mackie?” I was suddenly trembling. 
 
    “Sit back a little.” 
 
    I scooted back. I was quick because I was frightened, but she just smiled. 
 
    She pulled up her skirt and crawled onto the bed, on her knees, her knees outside my legs. I caught glimpses of her underwear, and her face was flushed. 
 
    “Janie?” She undid another button on my blouse. 
 
    “Yes?” Terrified, wanting to run, yet my cock was pushing up my skirt with a vengeance. 
 
    “I talked to your mother about this.” Another button. 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “Yes. I told her what I was going to do. Do you know what she said?” 
 
    “What?” I gulped. Another button. Only one more to go. 
 
    “She said, and I quote, ‘he’ll like that.’” 
 
    Last button. She opened my blouse, moved it around my arms, removed it from my torso. I was totally aware of my tits sticking out, touching hers. 
 
    “So, do you like this? Me undressing you?” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Tell the truth.” 
 
    “Uh, yes.” 
 
    “Excellent. Because I like it. My husband died ten years ago, and I haven’t had a man in all that time. I didn’t want one. But when I saw you dressed up yesterday…well, it was like a dam broke. All these juices started moving through me. I began to feel wet down there. After all these years, wet again. Do you know what it means when a woman is wet in the crotch?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “It means they are horny. Blood is rushing through them, their nipples stand up and are stimulated by the slightest touch of anything. And the pussy…” she sighed, “The pussy becomes moist, lubricated, and wants a penis. A big penis. Did you know that?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    She unzipped my skirt. The zipper was on the side and she used her fingernails like a pro. I wished I could use mine that easily. 
 
    “Wiggle out,” she said, and she pulled, and I wiggled, and the tight skirt slid off. 
 
    “Now then, I’m only 36 years old. And I’m in good shape. I work out every day, I take care of myself…do you think you could help me out?” 
 
    “Uh….yes.” Of course I could. 
 
    My boner was sticking up, my panties looked silly with that monster in them. She pulled my panties off. 
 
    Sprang! There it was. Eight inches of lust. Shaking and rocking and waiting for me to…jack off?  
 
    No. To fuck somebody. This beautiful woman giving herself to me. 
 
    She took hold of my cock. She stroked it, gently, lovingly. She slid off the bed and faced me. She bent forward and her red lips engulfed my pulsating cock. 
 
    “Oh…God!” I moaned. 
 
    She laughed, and held my balls. She alternated squeezing, one ball after the other, and she moved her head up and down my shaft in time with the squeezing. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “Are you experienced?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. She had asked for honesty. “Not really.” 
 
    “Then I will teach you. Let’s start with kissing.” 
 
    She climbed on to me, pushed me back and knelt over me. Her face was inches from mine. “It’s not how hard you smush lips together, it is the anticipating, and the softness that results in heightened feelings. 
 
    She moved her face down onto mine. She pressed her lips to mine. It was warm, and gentle, and I felt her soul in her lips. A gentle soul. A loving soul. 
 
    “Oh, you’re good,” she breathed. Now, let’s try oral sex.” 
 
    She had already sucked me, so it was obviously my time to suck her. 
 
    She rolled onto her back and I sat up, then slithered to the floor. I knelt between her legs and began kissing her thighs. She made a guttural sound, a deep sound, and pulled my head forward. 
 
    I felt her labia with my face, her clitoris with my tongue. I inhaled her aroma and began to lick her, softly, gently. Softly, tenderly, and she gave me little hints. 
 
    “Oh, yes, like that. Now use your tongue. Suck the clitoris like it is a little penis. Oh….yes…you’re good. 
 
    She arched her back and wiggled her hips. 
 
    “Now undress me.” 
 
    I unbuttoned her blouse. Our eyes were locked. We breathed onto each other, inhaled each other’s air. I helped her get out of the blouse, then I undid the zipper on her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, she was a little wide in the hips, and then I put the skirt aside. 
 
    Her breasts were mounds from heaven. They were round and plump, and yet didn’t sag. The nipples were an easy half inch or more, and they stood up proudly. 
 
    I sucked on the nipples and she inhaled quickly, sharply. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” She held her tits to me, helping me suck, and then she put one of my hands to her groin. 
 
    I let go of her tits and pulled her panties off. Her skin was white and fair. Her pussy was shaved and pink. I could smell her, and it was heady, invigorating. My cock had never been harder. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Rim my hole, put your fingers in me.” 
 
    I did as directed, trying to pick up cues from her responses. At last, I had two fingers in her, and she was moving her hips up and down, as if she was trying to swallow my fingers with her pussy. 
 
    “Now, use your cock.” 
 
    Her eyes were heavy lidded, she was steamy, she guided me to her. 
 
    I held myself above her. I held my cock and rubbed the tip against her opening. She groaned and begged me. “Fuck me. Fuck me now.” 
 
      
 
    Then she was pulling me into her, I slid, the whole shaft, and then we were flush. pubic to pubic, delighted, our eyes open, gasping for breath. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she said. “Do me, little girl. Do me like a man. Fuck me hard.” 
 
    I pulled out and rammed in. She grunted and her hips jerked with pleasure. 
 
    I rammed it in again. And again. 
 
    Now she was breathing hard, holding on to me. controlling my flesh with simple touched of her hands and fingers. Riding me like a cowboy would ride a pony. 
 
    Now she was clutching me, her eyes were rolled back, unseeing, and she focused only on my cock driving into her, out of her. 
 
    “Oh, yes…oh, yes!” 
 
    I could feel my cock starting to enter the home stretch. It throbbed, and I could feel semen starting the up the tube in the shaft. 
 
    “YES!” she screamed. 
 
    And I let loose. 
 
    We locked up, were frozen against each other. Our bodies pressed together, our sex glued together. 
 
    A long moment, while white hot heat rushed over us. 
 
    I was pulsing, sending out streams of gism. 
 
    She was contracting, absorbing that semen as fast as I could give it to her. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
    I was dazed, hardly able to think. She wasn’t much better. 
 
    Finally, we struggled apart. I withdrew, and my sodden cock flopped out of her vagina. She shuddered, and closed her legs. We looked at each other. 
 
    I don’t know who smiled first, but suddenly we were both smiling. Then we were laughing. Then we were silent, enjoying each other. 
 
    After a moment she began getting dressed, so I did, too. 
 
    “Oh, my. That was one hell of a fuck,” she grinned. 
 
    “I’ve never,” agreed. 
 
    “Hunh. Well you did that time.” We laughed again, not so hard, but very in tune. 
 
    When she was dressed she helped me. She straightened out my nylons, my clothes, and then sat me down and worked on my make up. 
 
    “Oh, those lips. They are a wonder.” 
 
    “Does the stain really last a long time?” 
 
    “It does. Sorry about that. I know you’re working for nights and weekends off, but I’d prefer that…well, that you didn’t get that time off. I like you as a girl. And I’d like you to spend nights and weekends pleasuring me. 
 
    “Oh, I know you’re young, and sometime you’re going to meet a girl, and I wouldn’t take that away from you. But I think you’ll enjoy a summer as a girl, and as my lover. I can even give you a little relief from that bitch sister of yours.” 
 
    My mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, yes. We know she’s a little bitch. Conniving, messing with you. But this time we can mess with her a little, and, at the very least, change a summer of turmoil into a summer of pleasure. Would you like that?” 
 
    “I sure would.” 
 
    “Excellent. Then I’ll start making demands on you. You’ll probably have to spend the mornings working with her, and you just do the best you can, but the afternoons will be spent with me. And after the lip stain wears off…” she shrugged. She meant I would be free on the weekends and nights. 
 
    She finished with my face, adjusted my wig, and looked at me. 
 
    “Would you like that?” 
 
    “I would, except…” 
 
    “Except what?”
“Maybe I don’t really need the weekends and nights off. Maybe I could spend more time with you.” 
 
    She smiled. She grabbed my ears gently and held my face in place. She moved her lips in, touched them to mine softly, so she wouldn’t mess the lipstick. “Honey,” she said. “This is going to be the summer of your dreams. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    Well, heck. I wasn’t supposed to be home, the convention had ended a day early, and I couldn’t expect my wife to just sit around and wait for me. 
 
    So I put my bags away and wandered into the kitchen. I’d get a quick bite to eat, and…and I saw the note on the counter. 
 
    ‘Lana, biggest fucking party ever! Tonight at…’ and the address was scrawled. 
 
    Biggest party ever? And my wife was going to it? Why, that sly dog. And I got the idea…I’d go to the party, too. Imagine my wife’s surprise when I showed up out of the blue. 
 
    So I showered and dressed, hopped into my car and zipped into the night.  
 
    My wife was going to be so surprised. 
 
    The party was roaring when I got there, people leaning out of windows and barfing, people fucking on the sofa in the middle of a hundred people, people passed out in the bushes. 
 
    This was my wife’s idea of a party? 
 
    And I figured she had just made a mistake. Got invited and decided to go, then realized it was an orgy that would have put Caligula to shame. 
 
    Drunken, fucking, loud music, multiple people on multiple beds in multiple bedrooms…it was out of control. 
 
    I wandered through the house, figuring Lana had figured out what it was and had gone home. I had probably passed her on my way to it. 
 
    I stepped around drunks, over bodies, naked women pressed against me and laughed loudly.  
 
    “Hey, man, you see the chick out back?” I overheard one fellow say to another. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “She’s fucking everybody. I mean…ev-er-y-bo-dy!” 
 
    The fellow’s words piqued my interest. I mean, fucking everybody? Like a gangbang? Like…pulling the train? Everybody? 
 
    I walked through the kitchen, picked up an ice cold beer on the way—why not?—and stepped onto the patio. 
 
    To the side a crowd of men were standing, their peckers in their hands, obviously waiting their turn. 
 
    I watched for a long moment. The line was moving very slowly. At the head of the line, on the edge of the patio, there was a bed. On the bed I could see a woman’s legs, and a man’s buttocks going up and down between them. 
 
    I just sort of blinked and watched. The man doing the fucking suddenly lurched and locked, and locked, and locked, and I knew he was ejaculating. He stepped back, and for a brief instant I had a view of the woman fucking ‘everybody.’ 
 
    A little chunky, dark hair, and…she was familiar! Something was familiar about her! 
 
    I moved to the side and tried to see her, but I couldn’t see past the crush of bodies. I stepped closer. I tried to peer over a shoulder. 
 
    Men standing there, laughing, chatting, stroking their cocks in anticipation of their turn. 
 
    The man between her legs gave a few jerks, then stopped lurching. From his shoulder motion I could tell he was wiping his dick off on her. 
 
    He stepped aside and I had a full view. 
 
    Lana. My wife. And she looked right at me. Our eyes met. Yet she didn’t recognize me. She was in the throes of immense lust and couldn’t be bothered to recognize her own husband. 
 
    I staggered backward, as if I had been punched. 
 
    I turned and bumped into a woman. A sexy, stacked woman. A woman with a drink in one hand and a twisty sort of a grin on her red painted mouth. 
 
    Her drink spilled, but I didn’t notice, I didn’t care. My mind was shattered and all I could think of was to get away, look away, shut out the sight of my wife taking on dozens of men. Scores of men. Maybe even hundreds of men. 
 
    A hundred penises shoving into her, pulling out. A hundred men groping her tits. Semen splattered all over her luscious tits. And it looked like she was enjoying herself. Head back, eyes glazed, semen shiny breasts, her hips bucking and writhing.  
 
    And the men cheering her on. Fucking her. Giving her pleasure I had not imagined…had certainly not imagined she wanted. 
 
    I leaned on the brick wall of a barbecue pit. My stomach was roiling. 
 
    “Hey,” the stacked blonde touched my shoulder. 
 
    I looked up at her. Pure misery in my eyes. Dazed and confused. My life shattered. My life over. 
 
    The blonde frowned. “You’re fucked up.” 
 
    I looked around, my eyes wild, and I tried to say something, but all that came out was gibberish. 
 
    The blonde watched me, and when I finally slowed down she took my arm and walked me out onto the grass. 
 
    It was quieter out on the grass. The music receded, and I staggered, and was held up by the buxom blonde. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    I looked at her, but I couldn’t speak. My jaw seemed not to work. 
 
    “I’m Lorna. I’ve never seen you before.” 
 
    She walked me to the back of the property, and now the music was even softer. I finally managed to sputter out, “I’m…sorry.” 
 
    “For what? What did you do?” 
 
    “I ran into you. I spilled your drink on you.” 
 
    She chuckled. Worse stuff has been spilled on me, and even into me. So who are you?” 
 
    “Randy. Hoffman.” 
 
    “I don’t care about last names, not at a party like this. But what are you doing here?” 
 
    I looked around, not sure what to say. 
 
    “I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before. So what are you doing here?” 
 
    “I came…my wife…I found an invitation…” 
 
    She nodded. “You didn’t know your wife came to shindigs like this?” 
 
    I shook my head miserably. I found that I was crying. 
 
    “So who’s your wife?” 
 
    “She was…she was on the patio.” 
 
    Lorna nodded. “Well, Randy. It’s too bad you had to find out about your wife’s kinks this way, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    I blurted, “But…all those men!” 
 
    “What about them?” 
 
    “They were fucking her! All of them!” 
 
    “That’s what people do.” 
 
    “But...she’s my wife.” 
 
    In the darkness I couldn’t see much of her face, but I thought there was a flash of teeth. Was she…smiling? 
 
    Her voice was disembodied in the night. “Randy, will you stay right here?” 
 
    “What? Why?” I wanted to leave, to get as far away form this terrible place as I could. 
 
    “Because you spilled my drink, and because you need a drink.” 
 
    “I need to leave.” 
 
    “I know you do, but I want you to stay here. So I can find you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because we need to talk.” 
 
    Talk, about what? But I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Promise,” she said, touching my cheek in the darkness. 
 
    I nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She disappeared then, and I was left standing alone. To think about my wife. My wife who I loved, but who had betrayed me. Who was fucking a hundred men, and had probably done this before. 
 
    So why was she cold to me? Only rarely fucking? Was it because she was ‘fucked out?’ Sated by a hundred men so that she didn’t want just one? 
 
    Lorna returned. She had a bag with a six pack of Coke in it and a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “Hey, lover,” she quipped. “No ice cubes, but we won’t be running out.” 
 
    She popped a top and poured half the contents out, then poured bourbon in. 
 
    “I think I should be leaving.” 
 
    “Don’t think so much. It’ll get you in trouble.” She pushed the can of Coke and bourbon into my hand. “Take a big slug.” 
 
    She didn’t have to tell me twice. I socked a big gulp down my throat, coughed a bit, and then took another one. I could feel her smiling in the darkness next to me. 
 
    She made another drink for herself and sipped. Then: “Tell me about your wife.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “How long have you been married?” 
 
    “Ten years.” 
 
    “Ten years of bliss. She was happy and so were you.” 
 
    “I thought so.” Bitter. 
 
    “And tonight you find out that she wasn’t so happy, and that makes you unhappy.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “So does that ten years of happy, is it gone? Like it never happened?” 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    In the darkness she placed a finger over my lips. 
 
    “I am telling you that a moment doesn’t erase ten years. Would you like to have ten more years? Would you like to spend the rest of your life as happy as you were the first ten years?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Answer me. Would you like to be as happy for the next ten years as you were for the last ten?” 
 
    “Yes,” I begrudged. 
 
    “So what’s stopping you?” 
 
    “My wife!” I protested. “You saw what she was doing!” 
 
    “Does that make her different from before? I mean, she’s probably been coming to parties like these for a number of years, and you were happy then, not knowing about it, so why not stay happy when you do know about it?” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. Would you rather be crazy or stupid?” 
 
    That was so crazy there was nothing I could say to it. 
 
    She poured me another drink. I was done with my first. 
 
    I took it, big gulp. I finally felt a loosening within. 
 
    “I know your wife, you know.” 
 
    I drank more. “How.” 
 
    “From these parties. I’ve pulled a train before, one of the most unique and never to be forgotten experiences in my life. A hundred men, or more, usually more, loving you, penetrating you, giving up their seed, an offering to your pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear about it.” 
 
    “You want to crawl off in the night like a wounded dog? Get a divorce? Maybe beat her a little bit?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I hissed. 
 
    “She told me about you. She said you traveled a lot, that she had hungers you couldn’t satisfy. Not your fault, but there it is.” 
 
    I finished my second drink, and I felt the warmth inside me…fighting the darkness. And I wasn’t so determined to run away. 
 
    “So, let me ask you, Randy…what did you think when you saw your wife banging all those men. 
 
    I shuddered. “It was disgusting.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t disgusting when you didn’t know about it.” 
 
    It was…” I stopped talking. 
 
    “So, let me ask you another question, and I don’t want you to run away when I ask it.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Do you have a hard on?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Don’t make me check.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, then I jumped at the feel of her hands on my pants. 
 
    “So you do have a hard on. What is it you find exciting?” 
 
    “I don’t find anything here exciting.” 
 
    “Your dick is calling you a liar.” 
 
    Not much to say to that. 
 
    “So, I’ll tell you what we’re going to do.” 
 
    “What?” I was high now. Not drunk. But high, and a little belligerent. 
 
    “We’re going to wait right here until your wife is done, and then we’re going to go talk to her.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So you just want to hold it in? Be angry? Not find out if there is a reason for why she is doing what she is doing?” 
 
    I took another drink. I was drunk enough that she was making a weird sort of sense, and drunk enough to not get angry. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I told you. I know your wife.” 
 
    “And you’ve been gang banged before.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Listen to you, all pushy and everything. But, yes. Well over a hundred men. A few times. Each time is better. Each time I think it can’t get much better, but it does.” 
 
    I poured another drink. She was still working on her first can, but we  were going to need another six pack. 
 
    “Tell me, Randy, would you like to fuck a hundred women?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Ha! We both know that is a lie. So if it’s okay for you to fuck a hundred woman, why can’t your wife fuck a hundred men?” 
 
    “It’s different.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I’m a man.” 
 
    “And she’s a woman…and you’ve got a double standard.” 
 
    Well, so what if I did? 
 
    “What about her marriage vows?” 
 
    “If she’s out getting satisfied by somebody else, then it looks like you’ve failed.” 
 
    “God! You just side step and obfuscate.” 
 
    Lorna laughed. “And you are impervious to logic.” 
 
    After that exchange we just stood there. I looked at the patio. There were less men. There was light in the sky. The party was winding down. 
 
    “It’s your turn to go get a six pack.” 
 
    “So I did.” I walked through the party, drunk but not staggering, and found a six pack in the kitchen. Somebody must have just brought it, because it was cold. I took it back out to where Lorna waited for me. 
 
    An hour later, the party was over. The sun was cracking on the horizon. Lana lay on the bed on the patio, motionless. I had counted 15 men at one point, and that was an hour. If she had been at this since nine o’clock, ten hours, then she had fucked 150 men.  
 
    “Come on,” Lorna took my hand and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    I let myself be pulled along, and we stopped next to the bed. I looked down at my wife. 
 
    I was drunk. Not mad for the drinking, yet my heart was hurting. 
 
    Her legs were closed, probably for the first time that night. And she lay on her side. Her eyes were closed, and sperm covered her body. 
 
    Sperm on her face, sperm on her tits. Sperm ropes and sperm smushed all over her belly and chest. 
 
    Her groin was a mass of sperm. 
 
    “Lana, honey?” Lorna called softly to her. 
 
    “No,” my wife mumbled. “No more. All done.” 
 
    “Lana, wake up. Your husband is here.” 
 
    A confused expression crossed Lana’s face. “No…he’s gone.” 
 
    “No, honey, he’s here. And he wants to talk to you.” 
 
    “No…” she opened her eyes, just a slit, a second passed, then she opened them wide. 
 
    “Oh…Randy? Ran…Oh…NO!” She rolled all the way on her side and covered her eyes.” 
 
    “Talk to her, Randy. Tell her what you think.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch my wife, but I didn’t dare. I was angry, hurt, but what was there to say? She was a slut, and that’s all there was to it.” 
 
    “Say something, Randy.” 
 
    I managed to say, “Lana.” 
 
    She covered up harder. 
 
    I reached down and touched her arm, pulled it up, very slowly she rolled on her back and looked at me. She was crying. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “It’s just something she did, Randy, to curb the fires within. You’d have done the same.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I would never.” 
 
    “Ha.” 
 
    I looked at Lorna. 
 
    She was smiling. She looked down at Lana. She sat next to her. She held her hand. A show of tenderness of which I wasn’t capable. 
 
    “Lana, honey? I’m going to take Randy for a week. I’m going to convince him that you are a good person, that you haven’t done anything wrong.” 
 
    Lana didn’t say anything. Tears just poured out of her eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to what?” I asked. 
 
    “Take you for a week. I’m going to show you the error of your ways. At the end of a week I’ll bring you home, and I guarantee you’re going to be begging for forgiveness.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I stated. Even drunk I was adamant. 
 
    “Prove it,” she challenged. 
 
    “Why would you do this?” 
 
    “Because I know Lana. I know how good she is, and I know how much she loves you. And I know how much you love her.” 
 
    “I don’t. Not any more.” 
 
    “First, shut up with that kind of talk. It’s negative. Second, you can’t feel pain from somebody unless you love them.” 
 
    “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “The proof will take me one week. That’s all. Then, if you still feel like leaving the most wonderful woman in your life, you can do so.” 
 
    “I want to leave now.” 
 
    “And you can. You can leave, and toss away ten years of marriage, and hurt a wonderful woman, and not even give her a chance. Are you so quick to throw away your life?” 
 
    I looked down at Lana, crying, now sobbing, her arm back over her eyes, tears seeping down her face.” 
 
    “Okay, Lana. You sleep now. And when you awake know that this will all be over soon, and you just have to trust me.” 
 
    Lana, unbelievably, nodded, and mumbled, “Thank you.” 
 
    Then Lorna took my hand and led me back into the house.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    She guided her Atom around corners like a race car driver. The curves were tight, but the little car hugged the road without a problem. Outside the cage trees marched past.  
 
    The car was modeled after a race car, no windows, a snouty hood, and the driver and passenger actually wore helmets. They were able to communicate through a blue tooth built into the helmets. 
 
    “Well, it is crazy. The whole world is crazy.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” I retorted. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “How are you planning to convince me that it is all right for a woman to enter into a massive gang bang?” 
 
    “I’m going to implant you with secret computer chips made on the moon. You will be helpless to resist, and I will bend you to my will.” 
 
    I snorted. It was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me anything. 
 
    We came to a gate, sped through it, and zipped down a long, straight asphalt road. Finally, the car came out of the woods to a large house.  
 
    The house was three stories, surrounded by shrubs, and a circular drive led up to the front door. 
 
    “You’ll have to forgive me,” said Lorna, “but I hadn’t planned on being home this week. The servants all have the week off.” 
 
    “I guess I can carry my own bags,” which was a joke, because she had told a friend to drive my car to my house and I had no luggage. 
 
    “Good. You’ve got a sense of humor.” She pulled up to a garage at the side of the house. “If you could open the garage door?” 
 
    I climbed out of the little speedster and went to the garage and opened a sideways sliding door. She moved the Atom into the garage and got out, and I got my first look at her in the light, and without a lot of liquor in me. 
 
    She was tall, almost as tall as me. She wore tights and a leather jacket. Her blonde hair was in a pony tail on the top of her head. It gave her a feeling of extra height. 
 
    Then she slipped into some high heels and it wasn’t just a feeling. With heels she was an inch taller than me. 
 
    She grinned at the expression on my face. 
 
    “Afraid of big girls?” 
 
    “Not really.” I rubbed my face. I could feel the beginnings of a headache. 
 
    “Well, come along, Mr. Mouse.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But she just strode towards the side entrance to the garage. I followed her and entered the house. 
 
    It was an old house, but immaculate. The woodwork was polished to a wink, the floors looked like they had been fresh mopped. Even the windows sparkled like they had just been cleaned. 
 
    She led me into the kitchen and pointed at a table. “Take a load off. I’m going to make PBJs.” 
 
    I sat and watched her. She had a body and a half, the half being her enormous breasts. She moved with a confidence that most women lacked. 
 
    She took a can of Coke out of the refrigerator, opened it and poured it into a glass with ice, and placed it before me. “This should take the edge off your drunken headache.” 
 
    “I believe it was you who is responsible for me drinking so much.” 
 
    “You are such a victim,” she placed a plate with two PBJs on it in front of me. “After you finish eating I need you to take your clothes off.” 
 
    “What?” I stared at her.  
 
    She began taking her clothes off. 
 
    I watched her, and, I have to admit it, I appreciated her form. 
 
    “If you don’t start eating you’ll never get your clothes off.” 
 
    “Are you trying to trick me into having sex with you? So that I can be a cheater…like my wife?” 
 
    “Did you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “No.” Of course I did. 
 
    “Take a look at your lap.” 
 
    I looked down. My pants were bulging. I was hard. Damned dick had a mind of its own. 
 
    “That’s why you have to take your clothes off. We’re going to be doing a lot of talking, and your penis will always tell the truth, even if you don’t.” 
 
    Heysoos. This chick was weird. 
 
    “Eat.” 
 
    So I ate. And the sandwiches were good. And when I was done she took the plate and rinsed it off, then turned and waited for me. She arched an eyebrow and smiled. 
 
    “I don’t want to take my clothes off.” 
 
    “Afraid?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Embarrassed? You’re not one of these shorties, are you?” 
 
    She actually got a rise out of me with that one. “No.” 
 
    “Touchy touchy,” she laughed. 
 
    “I’m not taking my clothes off.” 
 
    She sighed. “Then I will.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m trained in martial arts. I can’t guarantee you won’t get a few bruises, but I’ll try not to hurt you.” 
 
    “You’re full of crap.” 
 
    “We all are. I just know it. You don’t. Now take off your clothes.” 
 
    I stood up. With her heels on she was an inch taller, but I outweighed her, and I had good male musculature. 
 
    She smiled and stepped in front of me. 
 
    Now I was stuck. I couldn’t hit her. I can’t hit a girl, but she could hit me. And how the heck was I going to get home? 
 
    So I did the only thing I could. I sat down. 
 
    She tilted her head in question. 
 
    I was going Ghandi, passive resistance. It’s difficult to beat somebody up who isn’t fighting back, who just lays down and refuses to fight. 
 
    She got it then, and grinned. “I am going to so mess you up.” 
 
    She slapped me. A big, smacking sound and my cheek was burning. It felt like my headache was coming back. 
 
    But I still couldn’t hit her, so I lay on the floor. 
 
    She went to the sink and picked up a vase with flowers in it. She took the flowers out and poured the water in the vase on me. 
 
    “Hey!” I sputtered. I sat up and she kicked me in the balls. 
 
    “Oh…” I groaned and fell over, holding myself. It wasn’t a hard hit, but any hit to the testicles causes pain. I grabbed my nuts and turned white. 
 
    She went to the sink and filled the vase with water. She walked over to me and poured it on me. Her mistake, the water helped me revive. I grabbed her ankles and pushed. I figured on pushing her over, then sitting on her or something. Anything so she couldn’t just keep picking on me. What I didn’t figure on was that she just dropped on me, her knees right in the middle of my back.  
 
    “OOF!” I grunted. 
 
    She stepped off me. 
 
    I stood up. My back hurt. I was getting pissed off.  I didn’t want to hit her, but…but I could grab her and throw her on the floor. 
 
    I rushed her. 
 
    She took a little step to the side and kicked me in the balls. 
 
    “Oooo!” I collapsed. That was it for me. I wasn’t recovered from the first kick, and the second kick had been harder. Not hard enough to do permanent damage, but hard enough to take me right out of the fight. 
 
    She took off my shoes, then started unbuttoning my shirt. 
 
    I groaned, and would have tried to stop her, but I couldn’t. 
 
    She pulled my shirt off and tossed it onto the table, then she started working on my pants. I was slowly recovering and I tried to bat her hands away. 
 
    “I can kick you again, if you want,” she stated cheerfully. 
 
    I didn’t want, so I just let her unbuckle me, unzip me, take my pants off and throw them on the table. 
 
    Then she took off my underwear, and guess what…I had a boner. 
 
    A boner? 
 
    I figured it was a physical reaction, but Lorna didn’t think so. 
 
    “Oooh, somebody likes it rough.” 
 
    She picked up my clothes, said, “There’s whiskey in that cupboard by the door. Coke’s in the frig. Make us a couple when you recover. I’ll be right through this door.” She walked out. 
 
    It was five minutes before I could breath properly, and I struggled to my feet. Tell the truth, after having my ass handed to me by a ‘girl,’ I felt like a little drink. 
 
    I hobbled around, found glasses and ice, and made a couple of drinks. I walked through the door. 
 
    “Keep going!” she yelled. I was in a dining room and I crossed it and entered a living room. It was a big room, with several plush chairs and a big couch. She was sitting on the couch. Naked. Watching the fire. 
 
    I looked at the fire. My clothes burned merrily. I could see my belt buckle turning black in the flames. 
 
    “I do love a good fire,” she murmured. She was beautiful in the firelight, her cheek bones highlighted, the fall of her hair so sexy. And, of course, those world class breasts. 
 
    I handed her a drink, and was aware of my cock sticking straight out. 
 
    “Thank you. And…nice dick.” 
 
    “Thanks, I guess.” I drank deeply. She sipped delicately. Of course she hadn’t just been kicked in the balls. 
 
    “Come sit next to me.” 
 
    I blinked. I sat down on the far end of the couch. 
 
    She laughed. “You men. Everything is dick this and dick that. When are you going to wake up?” 
 
    “When my dick goes to sleep,” I retorted. 
 
    “Good one,” she grinned. She patted the sofa next to her. “Come down here. I hate yelling.” 
 
    “I don’t think I should.” 
 
    “What? Afraid?” 
 
    “No.” Then I thought about it. “Yes.” 
 
    She was shaking with mirth. Everything was funny with this girl. “Listen, Randy, I need you to come get comfy with me. I won’t fuck you, though I might play with you a bit, especially your mind. Can’t a man and a woman sit with each other?” 
 
    “Not naked.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because.” 
 
    “Not a good answer.” 
 
    “Because it’s against the conventions of society.” 
 
    “We are society. We make our conventions as we wish. Now come down here and sit with me, or we’ll go back to kicking you in the balls.” 
 
    Now I was stuck. I had no doubt she meant it. So I stood up, walked down the length of the couch and sat next to her. Upright. In my own space. 
 
    She turned and face me, cross-legged, and I had a spectacular view of her pussy. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. You face away from me, sit back, and I’ll give you a back rub.” 
 
    “A back rub? I don’t get it, lady. First you kick me in the balls, now you want to make my life easier.” 
 
    “I’m both the good cop and the bad cop. Or maybe I’m just schizophrenic. Either way, you turn around and lean back. I guarantee, it’s the path of least resistance. 
 
    I turned around, took a big gulp, then lay back. 
 
    She caught me, pulled me a little, and adjusted her posture. I could feel her breasts on my back. My dick was pointing towards the stars. 
 
    “Ah, here we go,” she placed her hands on my shoulders and worked her fingers into my muscles. I was aware of her long, red fingernails. They were like claws, and I had an image of her ripping them into me. 
 
    She had strong fingers, and she worked the tension out of my muscle fiber. Within seconds I felt my body start to relax. Except for Mr. Happy. Mr. Happy, as I may have mentioned, or at least everybody knows, has a mind of his own. 
 
    “Isn’t it pleasant? Feeling the warmth of the fire? Being naked? Being together without the messiness of sex?” 
 
    “Uh…okay.” 
 
    She chuckled and slapped the back of my head very lightly. “Be honest. Always be honest.” 
 
    “Like my wife was when she fucked a hundred guys?” 
 
    “Are you still hung up on that?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She sighed, took a break to sip a little more whiskey, then continued rubbing my back. She said, “Aren’t penises wonderful?” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. “I guess.” 
 
    “They stand up, they’re bendable, they give such great pleasure. Do you think your wife got a lot of pleasure out of a hundred dicks?” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “Hunh. I thought you wanted to. Talk about it. You brought it up, after all.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t.” 
 
    “How long has it been since you had sex.” 
 
    “A couple of weeks.” 
 
    “What?” she was honestly surprised. 
 
    “A couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Why so long? I mean, your wife is a great looking gal!” 
 
    “I don’t know. I try to please her, but she just doesn’t want to do it.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, that will stop.” 
 
    She turned me slightly, and suddenly I was laying in her arms, and it was weird. the position was usually the girl laying in the guy’s arms, but somehow we were reversed and she was the more dominant. 
 
    “Well, that’s going to stop. I’ll talk with her.” 
 
    “And what? Kick her in the balls?” 
 
    “Listen, Randy, girls talk to girls, and we’re a lot more honest than guys.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “That’s just because you had one bad experience. Though, on your behalf, I guess it was a pretty bad experience. From your viewpoint, of course. 
 
    “But listen, women can be nasty and conniving, and sometimes it’s unpredictable. But we don’t have dicks, so that’s in our favor. And that one fact, separating us from the dick mentality, makes us predictable in other ways. If you could look at us without your dick getting in the way you’d understand.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She laughed. “I know that you are lying.” 
 
    “Because I’ve got a hard on?” 
 
    “First honest thing you’ve said.” 
 
    “Well, it’s uncomfortable sitting like this.” 
 
    “Why? Aren’t my tits soft and pillow like? Would you like to suck on them?” 
 
    “No!”  
 
    “Then what’s so uncomfortable about being naked with me?” 
 
    “It’s uh…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then I’ll tell you. You don’t trust yourself. You’re a man, and you want to fuck anything. Everything. It’s in your DNA.” 
 
    I thought about it, and I knew she was right. “I may want to, but I don’t, and that’s what elevates me.” 
 
    “Oh, puh-leaz! You are elevated just because you don’t pay attention to your dick? You hold yourself back from pleasure and that’s supposed to make you an enlightened person? Listen, if God hadn’t wanted you to fuck he wouldn’t have given you a dick.” 
 
    “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Prove to me there’s a God, and then I can answer you.” 
 
    “Then you can’t answer me. Okay, here’s the proof, God is a woman, and her sense of humor was what impelled her to give men cocks. Furthermore, the purpose of a man is to please a woman.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “And if the purpose of a man is to please a woman, why shouldn’t a woman have as many men as she can? Why shouldn’t a woman give in to as many men as she can her Godliness?” 
 
    “I don’t buy it.” 
 
    “Then make a bet with me.” 
 
    Uh oh. I hated bets. 
 
    “You do what I say this next seven days. If I say jump you don’t even ask how high, you just start bouncing until you reach the sky.” 
 
    “That’s pretty one-sided.” 
 
    “Oh, it works for you. I won’t ask you to fuck me, and all you have to do is hold out. Don’t put your penis in me. Don’t fuck me. Prove that the male God of denial is superior to the female God of love and you win.” 
 
    Now here is where I made my fatal error, and it would come back to haunt me. I didn’t even ask what we were betting for. And I think that indicates how deeply in lust I was. 
 
    “Deal.” I said, wanting to prove Lorna wrong, unaware that I was just looking for a way to sate my lust. Reverse psychology, baby, and I was caught. 
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. You’re a brave man.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    I blinked, and my eyes open, but it only took a couple of seconds for me to figure my way through the mess I had gotten myself into. 
 
    I turned and stared at her. 
 
    She just smiled and spread her legs. 
 
    “But…but I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.” 
 
    “You aren’t. You aren’t untrue to your wife until you plunge that delicious dick of yours into my cavern. Eating me out is sex for me, but not for you. Now, get to it.” 
 
    I didn’t argue, and I found myself moving in spite of myself. I shifted, turned over, slid down, and put my face into her moist junction. 
 
    I hadn’t eaten a woman out, except for my wife, and that on rare occasions, in ten years. Not since before I got married. Yet there was something ultimately exotic about inhaling a woman’s essence. 
 
    She was shaved, and I noted the baby butt smoothness of her pussy. Her labia were extended, floppy lips, and I don’t mean that disparagingly. I took a moment to marvel, then I gave her a good, slow, long lick up her slit. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she moaned. She sank down a little and opened her legs wider. “Do that again.” 
 
    So I did. Long, slithery licks, my tongue hoeing her ditch, butting up against the clitoris. 
 
    Her clit was large, swollen. It was like a little pinkie, but dick shaped. I blew on it, I sucked on it. I deep throated that delightful, little fellow. 
 
    She squirmed and held my head. Her juices poured forth and my face became a mess. 
 
    “Eat, you bastard. Eat me!” 
 
    I began to chew on her, to suck in folds of pussy and munch on them. She groaned and actually pounded, lightly, on my back with her fists. Then she began to fuck my face. Tilting her hips, pushing on the back of my head, she thrust her pussy onto me face. 
 
    “Yes. A little more!” she gasped. 
 
    I reached a finger up under my chin and inserted it. 
 
    “OH…OH…FUCK!” Her hips slammed into me and created a wet, slapping sound. 
 
    Then she began to relax. “Oh, yeah. Do you do that to your wife?” 
 
    What a bitch! She fucks my face, bruises me with her sex, and then asks about my wife. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She grabbed my hair and lifted my face from her lap. I had juices dripping off me and she laughed. “My little pussy lapper. Didn’t you like it when I asked about your wife?” 
 
    “No.” I had eaten her most private spot, to a frothy squirt, and I was going to lie? Nope. 
 
    “Well, get over it. Now come here.” 
 
    She pulled on my hair, and I struggled to bring myself up to her face. She kissed me. She licked her juices off me. Her tongue was soft and considerate. One hand reached down and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I jumped back. 
 
    She laughed merrily. “I want to stroke you. I have no intention of getting you off. I want to save you for when you break and finally give me what I want.” 
 
    “Never,” I said. 
 
    She grabbed my prick again and stroked it softly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered. I was horny. First I hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, then I had been at an orgy, in a foul frame of mind, but still, all that fuck and sucking goes right to a guy’s mind. Or libido. Or prick. Or whatever. 
 
    Now I was naked, no clothes, being rubbed and felt, and stroked, by a beautiful woman. 
 
    I could feel her velvety hands swirling around my head. I groaned, and she let go. 
 
    “A little later a little more,” she quipped. “Now, get off me, you ugly man.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I fell back on the couch, my penis red and starting to drip. 
 
    “Okay, my little face fuck, let’s go to bed.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was a little dazed. I was over sexed, and sexed up so bad my mind was short circuiting. 
 
    I followed her up some stairs, watching her beautiful ass sway back and forth. I know she could feel my attention because she looked back at me and grinned. 
 
    Down a hall to the last room. 
 
    It was a big room, with a big four poster bed. A half a dozen super soft pillows on the bed. 
 
    She pulled the filmy drapes back and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Where do I sleep?” 
 
    “Right here. With me.” 
 
    “In the same bed?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    So I climbed into the bed after her. I scooted way over to the side and faced away. 
 
    “Don’t do that,” she murmured. She reached out and tugged on my hip, turned me over, then pulled me towards her. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “There is nothing like a good cuddle after a good cum.” 
 
    “But I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s your problem. I was willing. Now, turn this way, yes.” 
 
    She snuggled against me. Her breasts lay on me, her breath was soft on my face. She sighed. 
 
    I was frozen. I was naked, sleeping with a woman who was not my wife. After a moment Lorna said, “God, you are so rigid. Can you relax a little?” 
 
    “It’s hard.” 
 
    “I know that,” she giggled. 
 
    “Not funny.” 
 
    “Not for you, that’s for sure. Now relax.” 
 
    I tried to relax. My dick, of course didn’t. I lay there, entwined with a sexy woman, bare flesh to bare flesh, and felt her heart beat. 
 
    And felt my hard beat. Throb…throb…throb. Big pulsings as the blood rushed through me. I felt superheated and super horny. 
 
    She snuggle a bit closer and then, I couldn’t believe it, she started to doze. 
 
    “I can’t do this.” I blurted. 
 
    “So sleep on the floor. I have to warn you, though, it’s cold. And I am not letting my clean blankets and pillows be on the floor.” 
 
    I lay there, she turned slightly and my penis bumped her leg. 
 
    “You meant to do that.” 
 
    “Maybe. Now shut up.” 
 
    I lay there. So damned horny I couldn’t believe it, and her breathing grew deeper, began to draw out. 
 
    I slid out from under the covers. 
 
    She woke up enough to mumble, “Idiot.” Then she drifted away. 
 
    I lay down on the floor. My dick was hard like the barrel of a gun. I was giving off massive amounts of heat. I mean, I was positively glowing with sex heat. 
 
    The floor was uncomfortable. My skin felt the cold and I gave a shiver. I cuddled up like a dog. No good. It was just colder and colder. 
 
    A lay on the floor for probably 15 minutes, and I came to a sad conclusion. I wasn’t going to get any sleep laying on the floor. And I might not get any sleep in bed, but at least I would be warm. 
 
    I got up and slipped under the sheets. 
 
    “Oh, goody.” She latched onto me. Then I felt her eyes open. “Heysoos carrying water in a leaky bucket, you are freezing.” 
 
    I was. I was shivering. 
 
    She began to rub me. She slid her warm hands over my arms and chest. She slid under the covers and warmed up my legs, and put her mouth over my dick. 
 
    “Hey!” I croaked. But I didn’t move to push her away. 
 
    She giggled and slithered up under the covers. “That’s one part of your body that isn’t cold. 
 
    Then she curled around me again, and I started feeling real warm, and, of course, dick hot. She put an arm over my body and closed her hand on my penis. 
 
    “Hey!” I said, but I was running out of resistance. 
 
    “At least you had enough sense to come in out of the cold. Now shut up and let me sleep.” 
 
    I lay there, totally awake, and listened as, once again, she drifted off to sleep. I didn’t move, though I wanted to thrust my hips forward and fuck her fist. I just lay there and wished for sleep. 
 
      
 
    I did fall asleep, but I don’t know for how long. When I woke up I looked around, confused by waking up in a strange place. 
 
    Lorna was gone. I got up. It was warm, or at least warmer. I went to the window and looked out. A long lawn and some deep woods. As I stood there a Bambi came out of the woods, looked around, then went back into the woods. 
 
    Bambi. One of the world’s most horrible horror stories. An innocent deer, mother slaughtered. So much for childhood. 
 
    I walked over to the closet and looked in. I was hoping to find some male clothes. Or even some male-ish woman clothes. 
 
    Nothing but dresses, boots, bras and such. And they were all kinky, slinky.  
 
    I took a robe off a hook and put it on. It reached down to my knees. I walked out of the room. 
 
    Lorna was downstairs, naked, doing yoga by the fire. 
 
    “Aha! You’re one of ‘those’ guys.” 
 
    “What guys?” 
 
    “Wearing women’s clothes.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. Now get down here and do some Yoga. 
 
    “I’ll pass.” 
 
    “Not a request.” 
 
    Sighing, I knelt on the floor, looked at her, and tried to duplicate what she was doing. 
 
    She was lithe, flexible, and I didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “This is ‘downward dog,’” she said. The upper half and lower half of her body was bent at the waist and her butt, as if on a hinge, pointed towards the ceiling. 
 
    I did a push up and pushed my butt upwards. I didn’t have a hinge at the hips and I looked like some kind of sloppy and ill conceived half circle. 
 
    “Now go down. Not too fast. You don’t want to hurt your little pee wee.” 
 
    Upward dog, and I assumed the push up position and let my hips sag. 
 
    Damn! My dick hit the floor. I tried to wiggle a bit and let the thing assume a more comfortable position. 
 
    Lorna laughed. “Women have big, old floppy boobs that get in the way, and men have those stupid dicks.” 
 
    She did a sitting thing where she twisted and placed an elbow behind a knee. 
 
    I tried to do it and fell over. 
 
    “Keep the buttocks flat on the floor, don’t try to do the whole twist at first.” 
 
    I followed her directions and actually managed to assume a bad twist. 
 
    “Excellent. How’s that dick doing.” 
 
    “Fine. thank you.” 
 
    She almost went into hysterics at the haughtiness in my voice. 
 
    “Come on,” she leaped to her feet and took my hand. She pulled me up and led me towards the kitchen. 
 
    “I hope you’re not a big eater. I can give you one egg and some orange juice.” 
 
    “Oh,” my disappointment showed. 
 
    “Besides, you’re too fat.” 
 
    “Am not.” 
 
    She pinched the small roll of fat around my belly. “You’ll never make it if you can’t be honest with yourself. How can you be honest with other people if you aren’t honest with yourself?” 
 
    “I’m plenty honest with myself.” 
 
    She just shook her head and began cutting two oranges in half. She handed them to me and pointed to a juicer. The juicer was just a bowl with a ridged mountain in the center. 
 
    “Don’t you have any electric juicers?” 
 
    “Nope. If that orange is too tough for you I can do it.” 
 
    I grunted and began grinding the half oranges on the thing. 
 
    Soon we had a plate with two hard boiled eggs on it and two tall glasses of orange juice. 
 
    “I did the dangerous work, using a knife, so you get to carry.” Back to the dining room. 
 
    I walked back into the dining room and she followed me. We sat down and ate our hard boiled eggs. 
 
    “Don’t you have salt?” 
 
    “Salt bad. Natural good. Now let me tell you how this is going to work.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She sipped her juice, sighed happily, and said, “By the end of the week you will be in love with me.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    “Your dick tells the truth. See dick bob?” 
 
    I looked down and, sure enough, my dick was bouncing so hard it was hitting the bottom of the dining table. 
 
    “That doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    She snorted. Drank some more juice. Smiled, and said, “By the end of the week you will be head over heels in love with me. You will want to leave your wife and live with me forever. If I told you you could stay with me only if you were a complete and total slave…you’d do it. In fact,” she ruminated, “I’ll bet it only takes a couple of days. You being who you are.” 
 
    “Sez you.” 
 
    “Sez history. Men have a long history of doing really stupid things in the name of love.” 
 
    I drank some of my juice. The egg was dry in my throat. 
 
    “I, of course, will save you from such foolishness. I will laugh at you and send you away. Quite cheerfully, of course. 
 
    “Oh, I love you, but not in the same way. You see, you haven’t made  love to enough women to get over your childish infatuations. I love you, and am willing to fuck you, and send you on your way. We are connected, but not with a soul connection. You, on the other hand, because you are so inexperienced, will think you are in true love, and you will cry and beg, but…sayonara, sweetheart.” 
 
    I shook my head. I was done eating. 
 
    “Not only will I not fall in love with you, but I will not fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, you will fall in love, and if you don’t fuck me then you will merely be proving how stupid and inexperienced you are.” 
 
    “I won’t betray my wife,” I blurted. 
 
    “She betrayed you. 100 times over. Heck, you could fuck me and she’d still be 99 ahead of you. Besides…aren’t you going to leave her?” 
 
    I looked at the table and mumbled. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I mean, how can you even consider staying with that hopeless slut?” 
 
    “Don’t call her a slut,” I snapped. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She…she’s…” 
 
    “She’s not? Even after fucking a 100 men? That’s your inexperience talking.” 
 
    I looked away, obviously unhappy. 
 
    Lorna sat back, stretched, then said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went outside. The morning was warming, and we walked through the dew on the lawn towards the far woods. 
 
    “Randy?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are we betting on?” 
 
    There it was, the thing that I had overlooked, come back to bite me in the ass. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You don’t know. You were challenged, and you rose to the occasion, like a stupid male, and you don’t even know why you are here with me. Naked. Your dick screwing the air. Lusting after my damn, fine body and too stupid to do something about it. 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Well, even if you are stupid, I’m not. Would you like to know what you’re betting?” 
 
    We stopped and I watched her. 
 
    She said, “If I win, you admit that your wife is a slut, and that’s okay, and you go back and live your happy life with her. If you win, if you manage to hold out and not sleep with me, then I lose, and you lose your wife. She’s a slut, and you can’t admit it, and can’t even get over it.” 
 
    My mouth opened. I wasn’t aware of the world, I was thinking, grokking what she had just said. I figured it out. She was right. If I won I lost my soul partner. 
 
    Yes, she had fucked a 100 men, and probably many times, but…but… 
 
    “Come on, let me show you my dungeon. I want to lock you up and tell you some more things. I want to torture you.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me back towards the house. 
 
    Her dungeon was, naturally, in the basement. She had a couple of space heaters, a closet with toys in it, and a couple of interesting looking bits of ‘furniture.’ 
 
    A pillory. Put your hands and neck through the holes and you are stuck until somebody lets you go. 
 
    A Sybian. All ready to punish the pussy into heaven. 
 
    A St. Andrew’s Cross. A couple of bigger toys were in a corner. 
 
    There was a boombox on a table and she turned it on. Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers. The Last DJ. 
 
    “Pick a toy, any toy.” 
 
    I stared at her, and she was serious. 
 
    “This is what this is all about? Beating my ass? Proving women are superior? Some shit like that?” 
 
    “You are so silly. I don’t have to prove what’s obvious. Now, choose a toy, and hurry. You don’t want me choosing a toy…then I might really beat your ass. Like you want.” She arched an eyebrow and challenged me. 
 
    I walked around the room. I don’t know why, but the pillory appealed to me. I mean, any one of her ‘toys’ would have done me, but this one…I had seen pictures of pillories and always been curious. What did it feel like to be trapped. 
 
    And, in the back of my mind…trapped by a beautiful woman. A naked beautiful woman. While I was naked. 
 
    I think you can see that I was already starting to break down. 
 
    “The pillory.” 
 
    “Ah. My favorite. There is something so sexy about a man who is helpless.” She lifted the top bar. I settled my wrists and neck in the three holes, and she lowered the bar. I heard a click, pushed up, and found I was totally locked. 
 
    “Huh,” I grunted. 
 
    “Well, now that you’re all settled in, ta ta.” She turned and walked out of the dungeon. 
 
    I actually half expected something like that. Sort of. But I was still surprised, and struck by how helpless I truly was. I was bent over, my dick was pointing down, my asshole felt very vulnerable. 
 
    I thought about trying to escape. But I knew I couldn’t. I was just fantasizing. And, to be honest, I was sort of enjoying the feelings running through me. 
 
    Five minutes later she came back into the dungeon. I tried to turn my head enough to see her, but only caught a glimpse of her. She was carrying something, like a drink or something, but bigger around. Fatter. 
 
    She pulled up a chair next to the pillory. She had a little container of ice cream. 
 
    “Well, well. At last, I have you in my clutches.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And, her emphasizing my helplessness, my cock throbbed. 
 
    She spooned a bit of ice cream between her lush lips. “Mmm. I do love icey cream.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Would you like some?” 
 
    I wondered if it was a trick question. “Sure.” 
 
    She dug her spoon into the little tub, brought it out, and inserted it in my mouth. 
 
    Vanilla. And, OMG, it tasted too damned good! 
 
    Well, of course, I hadn’t had any real breakfast. 
 
    She spooned herself a bite. “You know what else I love?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Locking men up, having them be scared, nervous, apprehensive, and then just treating them nice. Would you like me to whip you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I could leave some delightful strap marks on your ass. Something to remember me by.” 
 
    “I think I’ll pass.” 
 
    “Maybe some other time,” and she fed me another spoonful. 
 
    We ate, very companionable, sharing ice cream and loving it. 
 
    She asked, “How many women have you made love to?” 
 
    I thought about it. “Before I was married?” 
 
    “Unless you were getting a little after you were married.” 
 
    “Maybe ten.” 
 
    “Ten women. Doesn’t that make you a slut?” 
 
    I blinked. “That’s not a lot, and it was one on one, not…” 
 
    “Not a hundred to one?” 
 
    “You said it.” 
 
    “Well, time being what it is, the universe billions of years old, the amount of time between women…you essentially fucked ten women, really quick. Almost back to back.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “And your wife, she fucked ten men real quick. Comparatively. So what’s the difference between you and her?” 
 
    “She fucked a 100 men!” 
 
    “She fucked ten men. Then she fucked ten men, and ten men…and so on. And if you consider the universe, and all the men in it, that’s not very many. Heck. A thousand wouldn’t be that many.” 
 
    “It’s different.” 
 
    “Only if you’re hung up on mathematics. Are you hung up on numbers?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Hmm. I wonder. And you can wonder. But while you’re wondering, I do have a special treat for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She ruffled my hair, then stood up. She walked behind me. She placed a hand on one cheek, and I jumped. 
 
    “Easy, big boy,” she giggled. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you ice cream.” 
 
    She grabbed one cheek and pulled it to the side. I immediately pushed my cheeks together. “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey is for horses. And if you’re going to be so unwilling to accept your treat then I’m going to have to hobble you.” 
 
    She put something between my ankles, and suddenly they were being spread apart. 
 
    “Stop that!” I cried. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Now, you can either relax and enjoy, or you can fight, and I’ll win, and you’ll still enjoy.” 
 
    “”Stop that!” 
 
    But she didn’t. She wouldn’t. And suddenly I felt her push one cheek to the side, and I couldn’t bring them together now, and she pushed a spoon into me. 
 
    It actually went in easy, and then the shock of cold hit me. “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    She worked the spoon around inside me. She touched parts of me that had never been touched before, and I was shortly shivering and moaning. 
 
    “Would you like another bite? I’ve got a couple of spoonfuls left.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You say no, but your dick says yes. Good dickie. Here go.” 
 
    She pushed another spoonful into my ass. The cold caused my asshole to pucker and celebrate. I suddenly found myself pushing back. 
 
    “Ooh, he likes it. I guess little Randy is a big slut. Just like his wife.” 
 
    I was actually crying, which was bizarre. I was being raped…and it felt so good. The pleasure was picking up speed. I ground my hips around. 
 
    “Tell me, little Randy. Would you like me to go get a dildo and show you what it feels like?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    She walked back to the front and sat down. “Maybe later. Baby steps, you know? Now let me ask you…would you rather eat ice cream or fuck me?” 
 
    “No! Stop! you can’t…” 
 
    “It’s a simple choice.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” 
 
    “Oh, is Randy crying? Poor Randy!” 
 
    “You are evil!” 
 
    “I know. I’m just a big slut. And sluts are evil. Anybody who fucks is evil. Right?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She laughed. “Your dick is speaking for you.” 
 
    “I don’t care what it says!” 
 
    “You’ve got two minds, and you don’t care what one of them says. Such a silly person.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She said, “Well, I still don’t have an answer, and I’m not going to let you out until you answer me. Would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    She sighed. “Well, there are ways to loosen up your tongue.” 
 
    I remained mute. 
 
    She stood up and walked out of the dungeon. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. And I couldn’t believe how good my ass felt. Is this what gay people feel? I mean, I hate to admit it, but when she took the spoon out of my ass…I actually missed it. 
 
    She returned to the dungeon. She was carrying a little ice chest. She placed it on the floor and opened it. A bottle of beer. And ice. 
 
    And it hit me. 
 
    “Oh, no. “You’re not going to pour that up my ass!” 
 
    “Of course I am.” 
 
    She held up the bottle. Golden Monkey. “This is the most wonderful concoction. This bottle is as potent as a six pack, and people always underestimate it. The first time I ever drank it my eyeballs started working independently. One looked at one thing, and the other looked at something else, and I was hooked. It’s a different world when your eyes work independent of each other. 
 
    “You can’t,” I whispered. 
 
    She took a tube out of the ice chest and walked behind me. 
 
    I tried to struggle, but my feet were still spread. I couldn’t do much more than wiggle my ass. 
 
    She inserted the tube into me. It went smooth and easy. 
 
    She came back to the front, picked up the bottle of Golden Monkey and went to my rear. 
 
    Shortly I felt a cool sensation washing into my ass. 
 
    Then, almost immediately, I started getting drunk. I was dizzy, the room spun a little, then, son of a bitch, my eyes started working independently. 
 
    “I only gave you a little, Randy. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Oh, Jeez,” I mumbled, having trouble with my tongue. 
 
    “Tell the truth, I don’t think it’s going to take much. I know you’re a strong man, but this is one area you’re weak in. 
 
    “Fuck. The room is turning.” 
 
    She pulled up the chair and leaned into my face. She began kissing me, long, slow, and soft. She nibbled on my lips. She played with my nipples. 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    After a long time in paradise, she asked, “Randy…would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’d like to fuck you.” 
 
    Not make love, but fuck. She was my enemy, but she wasn’t. She was doing something to me, and in the midst of the revelry happening in my mind I knew she was right. 
 
    “All right!” she clapped her hands.  
 
    She unlocked the pillory and helped me up. I had a hard time walking, and she supported me, kept me moving forward. 
 
    We walked up the stairs, up more stairs, and reached her room. 
 
    She placed one of my hands against a bed post and sat on the bed. 
 
    “Randy, baby? I need you to really fuck the shit out of me. You can be rough as you want, or as soft. You’ve earned this. You’ve finally told the truth, and your life is going to be different. 
 
    She lay back and nodded, and that was the signal. 
 
    I fell on the bed, fell across her. I couldn’t tell which way was up, but I knew all I had to do was crawl across her and find her hole. 
 
    She laughed and helped me crawl. 
 
    I pushed between her legs and stuffed my cock in her. 
 
    “Oh! No foreplay!” Yet she was moist. I knew she had been wanting this. 
 
    I began to move in and out, and the world kept turning on me. 
 
    She placed her hands on my chest, steadied me, kept me from falling off her. She rose to meet me. Her hips moved up and gripped my cock. 
 
    “I like a big man,” she moaned. 
 
    I kissed her, and she kissed back. Our lips danced, our tongues speared out. I was a sloppy lover, made sloppy by the Golden Monkey. But she didn’t mind. Heck, she had set this up, so this was what she expected, if not wanted. 
 
    “God!” She ground up at me. Then: “It might take a little longer to cum, alcohol does that, so just enjoy the feeling of my cunt gripping your cock. She twisted and emphasized her words. 
 
    I felt like my body was doing a barrel roll, and at the same time my cock was barrel rolling inside her. 
 
    We fucked, and it was dirty and wonderful and uninhibited. In truth, I had never fucked like this in my life. 
 
    Then she flipped me over. She was strong, and she went with my drunken tilting and suddenly I was on the bottom. She kissed me more and then whispered, “I’m going to blow your mind.” 
 
    My mind was already blown, but then she shattered it and threw the pieces in the wind. 
 
    She hunched up, even as she settled her weight on my cock. She managed to grip my balls with one strong hand and she rolled them, like ben wah balls. Then the piece de resistance, she stuck a finger up my ass. 
 
    I howled, “Aiiieeee!” Then I came. I blew out a massive load. And she just hung on and made sure I was deep inside her. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck!” 
 
    Spurt after spurt, big, thick ropes splattered her insides. 
 
    Finally, I was empty. She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. This was my orgasm, and that was okay with her. 
 
    I collapsed. I lay on the bed and the world swirled over me. She rose up and my dick flopped on my belly. 
 
    “Well, lover, that was good. But we have a lot more to do. Now go to sleep.” 
 
    She kissed my cheek and walked away. 
 
    I lay there for a long time, feeling like the world was a whirlpool and I was at the bottom. Then, finally, I slept. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Ed Swanson?” 
 
    I looked up at the old biddy. I recognized her immediately. HR. Human Resources. Heysoos Xristo, what hell the was she bugging me for?
“Yes?” 
 
    “June Haver, HR. You missed an appointment with me.” 
 
    I studied her closely. She wasn’t too bad looking. For an HR worm. I wondered who had complained about me now. 
 
    I began my obligatory excuses. “Sorry about that, but I’m the number one salesman, and I have a lot to do, and…” yada yada, I made my excuses. 
 
    She waited, a gimlet eye on me, and when I was done she dropped the bomb, “There have been complaints of sexual harassment. Would you like to discuss it here in front of everybody?” She swept a chubby arm around to indicate the half dozen other salesmen. They all had their heads down, but I knew they were laughing. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Let’s go.” I closed the newspaper I had been reading and followed her out of the office. 
 
    Down to the elevator, up, down the hall, turn left, and I was in her stupid office. 
 
    And so was Rhonda Hemmings. Rhonda was co-owner of the company and we went wa-a-y back. Rhonda of the fine thigh and juicy boob. Rhonda, who I had spent many late nights over the copier with…making copies of her fine ass just before I plowed it. 
 
    “Rhonda! How you doing?” I gave a genuine smile. She had gone to the top, and I was always her number one boy, so I knew this couldn’t be too serious. 
 
    I had no idea how wrong I could be. 
 
    “Ed!” She stood up and did a light hug. 
 
    “Heck, if Id known you were here I would have put work aside.” 
 
    June, meanwhile, was rounding her desk. I noted her fine ass, and she did have big boobs. Pity she was a couple of years older than me, I would have liked to have done a little prospecting on her tight frame. 
 
    “So what’s the haps here?” I started the ball rolling. Always get ahead of the other guy, I always say. Even if the other guy is a woman. 
 
    “Well, Ed, we’ve had some complaints about your attitude, things you’ve said, that sort of thing. Since we go way back I asked if I could sit in. and June agreed. So let me jump into the background and…June?” 
 
    June cleared her throat. I gave her my full attention, turned on the nice smile, and prepared to wait it out. 
 
    “Mr. Swanson…” 
 
    “Call me Ed.” 
 
    “Ed, we’ve had a number of complaints concerning things you’ve said. Did you actually call Janet, down in receiving, ‘cow tits?’” 
 
    “Uh…” Oops, forgot about that. “It was a disagreement, and I might have misspoken.” Fuck. 
 
    “And Sally, in the front offices, complains that somebody has been masturbating in her pumps.” 
 
    Oh, shit! I had forgotten about that! It was only once, a party, and I had been drunk. Heck, all the guys had been drunk, and we all laughed hysterically as I shot my load in her spare set of shoes. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “No need to answer. We’ve got security footage. And did you refer to Miss Chandler as, I quote: ‘a stuck up cunt no man would willingly fuck, even with another man’s dick?’” 
 
    I lowered my head. How the hell had…I know I…fuck! 
 
    “Ha ha ha!” June and I swiveled our heads to Rhonda. 
 
    Rhonda was laughing. 
 
    June’s face showed a little surprise, but it need not have. Rhonda looked at me, “Ed, you’ve always been my favorite asshole. But there’s no way I can cover this up, I can’t even start to back you up. Did you really call that girl in receiving  ‘cow tits?’” 
 
    I gave a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I was…it was a frustrating day and…” I shrugged. 
 
    I had called Rhonda ‘cow tits’ many times. It was a joke of appreciation for her rather large ta tas. 
 
    “Well, it’s your job, and you can tell Alice I’m sorry.” 
 
    Alice was my wife, and she hadn’t been too happy with me lately, either. 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    “Look, Ed. It’s not rock and roll times, like when we started. People could sue the company. And if the public ever heard of one of our people being so crassly insensitive, we would lose sales, clients, even vendors.” 
 
    Now I was starting to panic. This wasn’t going well at all. “So what are you saying?” 
 
    “We’re saying we’re going to can your ass,” June spoke with satisfaction. 
 
    I looked between the two ladies. June smug. Rhonda rueful. Smiling, she appreciated a good joke, but she had to do what she had to do. 
 
    “Wait…wait!” My mind was whirling desperately. 
 
    “Wait for what?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry, I can change. Alice and I…we just bought a house, by the time I get another job my credit will be ruined, the house will be in foreclosure. There’s got to be something.” 
 
    “You should have thought about that before you mistreated women,” June snapped. 
 
    “I know! I know! But I’ve been the top salesman! I make a lot of money for the company…there’s got to be something you can do?” 
 
    “You haven’t been the top salesman for many months now,” pointed out June. Seems like every woman is turning in better stats than you.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. Okay, maybe I had been a little lax lately, but I could fix that. Just dig in my heels, nose to the grindstone, and all that. 
 
    “I just need to use a little more discipline. And you know I can do that! I can be the top again, easy, I just need a chance!” 
 
    “Well…” Rhonda pondered. 
 
    An opening, a chance to redeem myself, a chance to keep the best paying, most fun job I had ever had. I leaped. “Tell me what to do! I’ll apologize to everybody, I’ll take any kind of training, learn how to be a better person. Please…there’s got to be something you can do!” 
 
    I was directing my speech to Rhonda, with side glances to June.  
 
    “Well…” 
 
    June cleared her throat. “You’re not going to let him—“ 
 
    “There is that new training program.” 
 
    “But that’s designed for women!” 
 
    “And he’s offended women. So maybe.” 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    But she could. 
 
    And, in the end, June signed me up for a class in ‘comportment training.’ 
 
    “Comportment?” I asked. “Like how I conduct myself? My bearing?” 
 
    June gave a grunting sort of snarl. Clearly unhappy about this turn of affairs. 
 
    Rhonda: “It’s a new program, but results have been stellar for all companies that have implemented it.” 
 
    “Okay, okay!” I gushed. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    June, unhappy, snapped, “The class lasts nine months. If you miss even one minute, I will can your ass!” 
 
    “I won’t…and thank you. Thank you Miss Havers. Thank you Rhonda. I’ll make this work.” 
 
    A short time later, a bit of paperwork filled out, my promise to complete the company ‘comportment class,’ I walked back down the hallway. Heysoos, that had been close! I really was going to have to toe the line, at least for a while. 
 
    “Ed?” 
 
    I turned, Rhonda was walking towards me. 
 
    “Thanks, Rhonda, for going to bat for me.” 
 
    “We’re friends, Ed. And I still have fond memories of you and I, late at night…” she chuckled. 
 
    I laughed. “I still have a copy of your ass.” 
 
    “You don’t!” 
 
    “Want to sign it?” 
 
    We laughed, then Rhonda grew serious. “You know, Ed, this is going to be the hardest thing you ever did.” 
 
    “Learn to be polite? I’m in sales, I can be polite no problem.” 
 
    Rhonda gazed at me, and small smile seemed to tug at her lips. “You don’t understand what comportment training is, do you?” 
 
    “I learn to be polite, to walk around and…and be polite.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, Ed. You always did leap before looking.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s for women, to train them how to best present themselves for this company.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “You don’t understand.” 
 
    “What don’t I understand?” 
 
    “It teaches women how to dress, what clothes to select, what make up to wear.” 
 
    “I can learn that stuff.” I was a little bit put off, but what the hey, eh? 
 
    “It’s a hand on class, Ed. You learn by doing.” 
 
    I blinked. Something wasn’t making sense. I shook my head slightly and was confused. 
 
    “Ed, you’re going to have to learn to be a woman.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    Rhonda walked away, shaking her head and laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Rhonda called,” were the first words out of Alice’s mouth when I arrived at home. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” I stated, and I headed for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    “Did you really call a girl ‘cow tits?’ my wife asked as she followed me into the kitchen. 
 
    I took down a bottle of bourbon and poured a big slug down my throat. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo, Ed…you can’t be doing things like that!” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    She waited while I made myself an official drink. Coke and bourbon, half and half, ice to cool the burn in my throat. 
 
    I sat down at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite me. 
 
    “You know, we joke a lot, and I was never offended when you called me ‘cow tits.’ After all, you claimed it was a term of endearment, because I’ve got the ‘best breasts in the world.’ Your words. But now to find out it’s an insult you toss around when you’re feeling a little inadequate…” 
 
    “Inadequate? I’m not inadequate!” 
 
    “Bullies are bullies, they pick on people, because they are scared. If you’ve been a bully, it’s because there is something you’re scared of.” 
 
    “The bull shat!” I snapped, and guzzled a little more whiskey. 
 
    “What is it that frightens you, Ed?” 
 
    “Nothing.” I was morose, staring into my drink. I was supposed to dress like a woman? 
 
    “So you insult people because…because why? I repeat my question…what is it that is so scary.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what’s scary…having to dress like a woman!” 
 
    She blinked. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    “That’s it!” 
 
    “What’s it?” 
 
    “You’re scared because the new salespeople, all those women, they’re out doing you!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think it is.” 
 
    “I am not scared by any woman!” I spat out the last word. 
 
    “Then why do you insult and belittle women?” 
 
    “I don’t insult and belittle you!” 
 
    “I think this training program is going to be good for you.” 
 
    “I’m thinking about quitting. Telling them to take their stupid job and shove it.” 
 
    “Stupid job? You just were telling me the other day how much you love it.” 
 
    “That’s before it became stupid.” 
 
    “That’s before you were faced with having to dress like a woman.” 
 
    “I repeat…the bull shat.” 
 
    My glass was suddenly empty. I stood up and reached for the bottle, but Alice grabbed it. “No.” 
 
    “No, what? Give me that bottle.” 
 
    “No…you’re not going to quit your job. And, yes, you are going to learn how to dress like a woman.” 
 
    “Do I have to repeat myself? The bull—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I blinked. Alice never spoke to me like that. 
 
    “Ed Swanson. I married you, and I figured you are the brave man that I wanted to spend my life with. Now I find that you’re scared of women, that you aren’t man enough to be a woman.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that before you quit your job, before you burn your bridges and lose this house and destroy our credit…I’ll leave you.” 
 
    “Alice!” I was shocked. 
 
    “Or you can man up and be a woman, and I will help you. I will help you deal with it, and I’ll be right next to you, fighting. But I’m not going to fight for a bully who is just a scared, little boy.” 
 
    “Alice,” I whispered. “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Oh, I am dead serious. So make up your mind…are you a man…or a mouse?!” 
 
      
 
    That weekend was probably the worst weekend of my life. Alice and I talked until our lips were sore, but there was no changing her mind. 
 
    She did give me back my bottle, however, and I did have drunkenness as solace, which wasn’t much. 
 
    But the bottom line, when Monday morning rolled around, was that I showed up in room 112c, with blood shot eyes and desperation in my heart. I needed to do this. 
 
    “Good morning class, my name is Miss Benton. I will be your instructor.” 
 
    We all mumbled a greeting. We ‘all’ being half a dozen ladies and…myself. 
 
    “Now then, first things first, the elephant in the room.” 
 
    A few titters, and the ladies all turned their heads and glanced at me. 
 
    “I want to welcome Mr. Swanson, Ed, because he is doing a brave thing. Ed is in sales, and the enlightened sales person is going to want to know not just how the man’s mind works, but the woman’s mind. After all, with women taking over the world, and with over half of sales being to women, it is imperative for every person to understand the things that make a woman tick. Welcome, Ed.” 
 
    I gave a wave and tried to smile. 
 
    “Now then, this company prides itself on our professionalism, and professionalism begins with your attire. What does the well dressed woman wear in today’s work force? Ed? Can you start the ball rolling with your thoughts?” 
 
    Oh, shit! “Uh, well, I would think that a woman would wear a professional looking dress…uh, skirt, blouse and—“ 
 
    “Oh, my, you are so right…but so wrong.” 
 
    She turned to the class. “Yes, Ed is right, but can you all feel his dowdy approach? No offense, Ed.” 
 
    “No,” I was a little dazed at how fast I had been shot down. 
 
    “A woman is a flower. And that flower must walk the line between professional and clothes that enhance her beauty. If you’ll open your books to page 10 we will go over some examples…” 
 
    The class ended at 12, which gave me a quick lunch, then I had to work until 9. Just because I was getting special training didn’t mean I could slack off on my job. In fact, June had said, with much glee, that they would be keeping a close watch on my statistics. 
 
    What a bitch. 
 
    So I worked, and I was properly cowed. I had to study fashion for a week, and pick out a dress to wear on the following Monday. Heysoos Xristo in a submarine with screen doors! 
 
    When I arrived at home, 15 minutes after 9, I was beat. I had just pulled a 13 hour day, and I still had homework to do. Dresses to look at. 
 
    Alice found it funny. 
 
    She poured me a light whiskey and we sat at the dining table and she helped me do my homework. 
 
    “This is a culotte, it is acceptable, but not for every situation. It’s more for casual or sports.” 
 
    “But it looks like a dress!” 
 
    “You’re just trying to stay in trousers, lover boy. Give it up.” 
 
    I growled, and sipped, and wanted to sip more. 
 
    “You can offset the severity of this ensemble with a scarf, or even a different hairstyle. See, a French bun would—“ 
 
    “What’s a French bun?” 
 
    She typed in ‘French bun’ on her ipad and shortly I was looking at a sexy hairstyle, the hair wrapped back, like it was combed, but with strands flowing here and there. 
 
    And so the night went. Finally, we went to bed, and I found myself tossing and turning. 
 
    “Will you stop that?”asked Alice. “You’re like a big, old water buffalo!” 
 
    “I can’t help it.” 
 
    She turned to me, hugged me. “I know, it’s difficult learning all this stuff. Stuff I grew up with and—uh oh. I see the problem.” 
 
    “What?” I sighed.  
 
    “Eddie has a boner!” she chanted. 
 
    “Well, so?” I turned to her and began nose diving for her breasts. 
 
    She hugged me to her. “Eddie’s getting all hot and horny because he likes women’s clothes.” 
 
    “Heysoos!” I snapped, sitting up. “What the hell is it with you women?” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, Mr Thin Skin. But you having been immersed in sexy clothes all night, and forgive me if you have a little boner.” 
 
    She turned away from me, and I knew I had been too rough. 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry. I’m just going through some stuff.” 
 
    “Doesn’t give you the right to pick on me.” 
 
    I lay back down. I touched her, hoped she would turn over, I still had the boner, but she wouldn’t touch me. 
 
    “Honey, we need to talk about this.” 
 
    “Sure. When I say that you laugh at me. But you say that and I’m supposed to flip over and suck your little dick!” 
 
    Little fick? Grrr. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Well, you can be sorry.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    She sighed, then turned over. She took my cock in her hand and started stroking. 
 
    “Ed, you are a pig, and I’m tired of it. I spend all evening trying to help you, and you treat me like this.” 
 
    “Oh…” Her hands felt so good. My cock was pulsing. I couldn’t wait to cum. 
 
    “So your punishment, for being a pig, is no more of this.” 
 
    She let go of my cock and turned over. 
 
    “Honey! Alice!” 
 
    “Go to sleep, Ed. And think about what a true oinker you are. I’m not going to fuck you until you aren’t a pig!” 
 
    She suddenly turned over and grabbed my dick. She started stroking it again. 
 
    “I want this, but not bad enough to put up with your abuse. Maybe when you get through this class, maybe when you’ve actually learned something…maybe then I’ll let you put your little penis in my sacred cave. But until then…” 
 
    She let go of me and flipped over. 
 
    I groaned. God, I was horny! Why did she have to be such a bitch! 
 
    Suddenly she turned back over and took me in hand once again. She squeezed me, circled the head with her hands, used her fingernails. Immediately I was throbbing. I tried to push my hips forward, but she wouldn’t let me fuck her hand. 
 
    “But I am going to tease you. I’m going to make sure you don’t forget what pussy feels like. Furthermore, I don’t want you jacking off.” 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll even get you one of those chastity things, one of those tubes that fits over your cock. In fact, yes. I’m going to do that! No, go to sleep, Mr. Pig Face!” 
 
    She turned over, and she didn’t turn back. 
 
    I lay awake and felt my dick surging, wanting to get a relief. But there was no joy in Mudville that night. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    “Good morning, Miss Benton,” we chorused. 
 
    “Let’s talk shoes today. Ed? What kind of shoes should a woman wear to work?” 
 
    Oh, crap. Never a break. “Well, athletic shoes are out, and so are hiking boots, so are the ones with flat soles…” 
 
    The girls all smiled at my inadequate descriptions of shoes. Finally, I decided on heels. It seemed safe enough, because most of the women in the office wore heels. Even that cow tits in receiving had a pair of heels stashed under the order desk. 
 
    “Excellent, Ed. Now what kind of a vamp should the shoe have?” 
 
    She had directed her question to one of the ‘other’ girls, but my hand shot up. 
 
    “Yes, Ed?” 
 
    “What’s a vamp?” 
 
    She smiled. “Betsy, can you name the parts of your normal high heel?” 
 
    “The vamp is the top of the toe, then there’s the counter, at the heel, the topline, the heel breast, the pitch…” Betsy named off the parts of a shoe quickly and easily. Didn’t even have to think. My jaw sort of dropped. 
 
    Miss Benton smiled at me. “A little confusing, Ed?” 
 
    “It’s like another language!” I blurted. 
 
    The girls all giggled. Funny, it wasn’t mean, but it was sort of embarrassing. I thought about all the times I had delivered such laughter. 
 
    “Now, ladies, don’t laugh at Ed. Betsy, what are the parts of a car?” 
 
    Betsy blinked. “Well, uh…the thing you put the gas in…and then there’s tires… and…” 
 
    Miss Benton interrupted her. “That’s fine.” She turned to me. “Different upbringings. Different matters of importance. Let me ask you, Ed…which is more important? Knowing the parts of a car, or knowing how to dress well? 
 
    I figured out the trap. “For men’s it one, for women the other.” 
 
    “Exactly, but not for all cases. Betsy, what kind of shoes should you wear to work on a car?” 
 
    “With all that yucky grease and stuff?” 
 
    Miss Benton smiled. 
 
      
 
    I had twice the homework that night. Miss Benton had given me a book listing all the parts of clothes that women should know. Alice sat up with me again, and quizzed me. 
 
    “What are the parts of a purse?” 
 
    “Handle, zipper, strap, binding, tab…” I tried to remember everything. 
 
    “What are the styles of a dress? 
 
    “Waistline, skirt, flounce, pep…pep…” 
 
    “Peplum, here’s the definition…” she pushed her ipad at me and I read… “a short flared, gathered, or pleated strip of fabric attached at the waist of a woman's jacket, dress, or blouse to create a hanging frill or flounce.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now go on…” 
 
    “Peplum, bodice…” 
 
    “What are some summer hats?” 
 
    “Straw, wide-brimmed…” I went on. 
 
    Finally, it was late and I was super tired, we were getting ready for bed, and I turned to her. 
 
    “Honey. I did well tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, you did. For a pig you have a very fast mind.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and closed it. She giggled. 
 
    “I know what you want, and you can forget it. This will inspire you do to a good job, to graduate with honors.” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    We got into bed and she cuddled up against me. She took me in hand, massaged my balls, and kissed me passionately. 
 
    “Oh, honey, this is so delicious. I wish I had thought of this before. Are you aware that you are already more polite?” 
 
    “Polite enough to make love?” 
 
    “Not a chance. But I’ll tell you what you can do…” 
 
    “What?” I asked eagerly. 
 
    “Well, you know you’re not supposed to cum, but it’s not very polite to make your wife do without.” 
 
    “What? But if you cum I should cum!” 
 
    “But I’m not the little piggy. I’m not the one who insulted women and got in trouble. I’m not the one who’s wife has to stay up late and make sure he learns his lessons.” 
 
    “Oh, jeez.” 
 
    “So, if you could get down there and show your appreciation…” 
 
    And…I hate to admit it, but she was right. She was helping me, and it was all my fault. I slithered under the blankets and crawled between her legs. 
 
    Oh, she smelled good. She had that musky odor that gets me aroused in quick snap time. Not that I wasn’t already aroused. In fact, I was harder than a baseball bat covered with steel. 
 
    I began with light licks to her snatch, rubbing along the line of the labia with my tongue. I found myself at the clitoris. I put my lips over it and began licking and sucking. 
 
    Alice moaned and held my head. It was obvious that me not fucking her had made her a wee bit horny, too. 
 
    “Use your fingers…” she groaned, thrusting her hips into my face. 
 
    I slid back a fraction and inserted a finger, then two fingers. Alice especially like it when I hooked my fingers and rubbed. I suppose this stimulated her G-spot. Whatever that was. And then it hit me. It hit me so hard I froze. 
 
    Alice, needless to say, noticed. “What? Why’d you stop?” 
 
    “What are the parts of a pussy?” I blurted. 
 
    She started laughing. Belly laughing. It was so odd, so incongruous, and yet…logical, considering what I had been doing. 
 
    Finally, she managed to blurt out, “Clitoris, inner labia, vaginal opening, clitoral hood, urethral opening, outer labia.” 
 
    I raised my head up under the covers and stared at her. “Really?” 
 
    “You men are so stupid. You don’t even know what you’re putting your dicks into.” She began laughing again. Then: “Now get back to work and finish me off.” 
 
    I lowered my head and and began licking, and now I was thinking of each part as I used my mouth. Clitoris. Labia. Clitoral hood. 
 
    Shortly Alice was gasping and bucking, and she had the most wonderful orgasm. 
 
    We lay there then. Me on my back, my dick pointing at the moon. Her on her side, hugging me. 
 
    She said, “I ordered you one of those chastity thingies.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes, and you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I like you like this.” 
 
    Funny thing, I was actually enjoying it, too. Not getting my rocks off was leaving me with surpluses of energy. And I had something to look forward to. 
 
    “Now spoon me.” 
 
    She rolled over on her other side, facing away from me. 
 
    I turned and moved close to her. I fitted my front to her back. My cock poked against her ass crack. She giggled and wiggled her butt, and I groaned. 
 
    “Good, little piggy,” she murmured, then she went to sleep. 
 
    It was an hour before I finally drifted off. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday. 
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    “Good morning Miss Benton.” 
 
    “Today we are going to talk nails. “Ed, how long should a woman’s nails be?” 
 
    I was used to getting the short end of the stick by now. I said. “Short enough to be functional. To be able to type and stuff, and yet long enough to…uh…to…” 
 
    Miss Benton grinned. “Long enough to what?” She obviously knew what I was having trouble with. 
 
    “Well, uh,” I actually blushed, “To be sexy.” 
 
    A couple of the girls smiled at my discomfit. 
 
    “Tell me, Ed, does the word ‘sexy’ embarrass you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, it’s something women do…” 
 
    “Hmm. Women do…but men don’t?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…” 
 
    “What Ed is trying to focus on, ladies, is that men can whistle at women, and even make crude comments, when surrounded by their own kind, of course, but they have a hard time actually dealing with the subject.” 
 
    I didn’t want to say a word. This was like a mine field for me. Miss Benton, however, liked to do the fox trot in a mine field. 
 
    “Tell me, Ed, do you look at women and make judgements as to whether they are sexy or not?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” In a way, that’s why I was in this class. 
 
    “Do you think women don’t?” 
 
    This actually stopped me. I simply blinked and thought stopped. I was blank. 
 
    The girls in the class all turned and looked at me. 
 
    I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. 
 
    “It seems that Mr. Swanson is having a, pardon the phrase, a ‘brain fart.’” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Oddly, I was so brain farted that their laughter didn’t phase me. I finally managed to say, “Uhhh.” 
 
    “Mr. Swanson. Ed. Let me break the news to you. Everything a man does, judgments as to what is sexy and what is not, getting horny, telling dirty jokes…women do it too, and they do it better.” 
 
    I blinked. My mind was starting to focus on what she was saying. 
 
    “Do you talk to your wife?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And do you ever discuss matters of sex?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “I think I understand.” 
 
    “Excellent. Of course we all know that sometimes it is inappropriate to talk of certain things, but there are also times when it is very appropriate. For instance, what we just talked about, outside the parameters of this class, you would rarely discuss. In this class, however, since you are the white elephant, we can occasionally discuss them. Just be careful Very careful.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” And there was something in my voice that made the girls consider me thoughtfully. 
 
    I had the feeling that my universe had just shifted. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, about nails. What are the parts of the nails? Ed? Do you want to try?” 
 
    Something in me had lifted, and I grinned. “There’s the point and the head. There’s nine penny and ten penny…” 
 
    Miss Benton blinked, then smiled. “Well done, Ed. One of you ladies wish to give it a try?” 
 
    One of the girls chanted, “The free edge is the part beyond the finger. The nail plate sits over the finger. The lunula is the white crescent at the back of the nail…” 
 
    “Excellent, now, blessed are we for our white elephants, for we have a person in this room who has never had his nails done. At least I don’t think he has. And we can practice our nail techniques on him.” 
 
    My mouth opened, and, once again, nothing came out. Then I was surrounded by the girls, moved to a chair in front of the class, and they began working on my hands. 
 
    Miss Benton: “Push those cuticles back. Betsy, what shape should we use for Ed?” 
 
    “Well, I’d love to put long stilettos on him, but we should probably put him in simple ovals.” 
 
    “Good choice, but I think to make his fat hands—pardon me, Ed—look more slender we should go for almond.” 
 
    Soon my fingernails were prepared, and I watched in fascination as my fingernails grew instantly longer. And…I hate to say it, my dick started getting longer. 
 
    Heysoos Xristo! Why would I get erect over this? Then I pushed it aside, tried to ignore it, tried to focus on learning about what was happening. 
 
    “We’re using hard gel nails, Ed. They will last longer. You will have to take care of them, but you shouldn’t have any trouble with that, right?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    Then, disaster, one of the girls was handling a bottle of polish, and she dropped it…right on my lap. 
 
    I stifled a groan. 
 
    She picked up the bottle, looked at me, and our eyes met. She was grinning. She knew I had a bulge in my pants. She nudged one of the other girls, and before I knew it, everybody was glancing at my lap and giggling. 
 
    Another bottle was ‘accidentally’ dropped on my lap. And the girl who picked it up pushed down before she lifted the bottle up. 
 
    My eyes were wide. And here was the weird thing. I had groped, on occasion, but I had never been groped myself. 
 
    It was an invasion, an intrusion, yet, as a guy, I didn’t complain. I enjoyed, and turned red, and felt my dick get hard and throb. 
 
    Miss Benton: “Betsy, Ed looks a little freaked out. Why don’t you put a damp cloth over his eyes. Ed, you can just relax. Take a nap if you want.” 
 
    Betsy put a cloth over my face and I closed my eyes and tried to relax. I was so aware of  how my dick was pulsing. Yet, there was nothing I could do. I tried to think of baseball, and wound up imagining naked women frolicking around the diamond. Fuck! 
 
    Finally, my nails were done. But I was drowsing. I was barely aware of little giggles, then Miss Benton shook me awake. 
 
    “What?” I was still under the damp cloth, and slightly confused. I could feel that the girls had left the room. 
 
    “Ed?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I realized that Mis Benton was leaning her weight on my wrists, keeping my hands in place. 
 
    “Getting your nails done made you horny, didn’t it?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “No need to speak, the evidence is in your lap.” 
 
    Heysoos, I was erect! 
 
    “Are you ready to see your nails?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She released my hands and stepped back. 
 
    I took off the wet cloth, and felt my fingers, so long, so…oh, shit! They were bright red! 
 
    “But I thought they were just going to be a little pinkish, flesh colored, whatever!” 
 
    They were a quarter inch longer than my real nails, and they weren’t oval, they were extended oval, VERY feminine. 
 
    Miss Benton pulled up a chair and sat down. She was amused, a smile on her face, as she contemplated me. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    Oh, no! That phrase again! 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “I know why you’re here, Ed. Furthermore, I’m close friends with some of the ladies in the company. In particular, I’m more than close friends with some. Cow Tits is my niece.” 
 
    “Oh, God. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “So you can imagine my surprise, and delight, when I discovered who HR had sent down to me. And I immediately went up to talk to June, and…well, I guess you can imagine what was said.” 
 
    “I’m sorry for what I said. I never should have called your niece ‘cow tits.’” 
 
    “That’s all right. You’re getting your lesson. We’ll be able to get past it…eventually. After I’m done with you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She suddenly leaned forward and placed her hand on my crotch. Right on my bulge. “I also called your wife. I wanted to make sure that it was okay with her. We women, you see, are sort of a sisterhood. Sometimes we have our little arguments, but underneath it all…we are sisters. Do you know what your wife said when I explained what I was going to do to you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “She said…‘It will be good for him.’” 
 
    And I knew that was the truth. Alice had been enjoying this from the get go. Heck, if last night was any indication, she was even getting wet over it all. She liked pushing me around. And after her telling me about bullies. 
 
    And then I had another thought. Had I really been that much of a bully to my wife? And the conclusion…yes. And in that moment I was really, really sorry. 
 
    “So, Mr. Swanson, Edwina, enjoy your new nails, and know this…it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    She pushed down on my dick and rose up. She sauntered out of the room chuckling. 
 
      
 
    I worked that afternoon. At first I tried to hide my hands, but the other fellows and gals kept finding excuses to come by my booth and stare at my nails. 
 
    “Hey, Eddie, baby.” Chuck chuckled. 
 
    “Nice color, Ed,” one of the girls observed. 
 
    “Meow!” was a common comment, along with a scratching motion of the hand. 
 
    My face, of course, was redder than red. It could have passed for a fire engine. 
 
    And the guys and gals wouldn’t let up. In fact, I was so disturbed that my eyes filled with tears several times. Oh, I didn’t overflow, but it was a close thing. 
 
      
 
    I arrived home shortly after nine. I walked into the house like a condemned man on the way to his gallows. 
 
    “Oh, my,” said Alice, admiringly. “They really did a number on you.” 
 
    “Yes. They did. Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “I’d like to say no, make you suffer, but you look like you need a little unconsciousness.” She handed me a drink. 
 
    “You talked to Miss Benton,” I said, taking the drink. 
 
    “I did. she was nice enough to call me up and prepare me.” 
 
    “And you talked with her last week. When this all started.” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    I sat down, took a big slug, and looked at how my long, red nails were wrapped around the glass. 
 
    Alice sat next to me and looked at my other hand. “Oh, my. What a professional job. And these are going to be long lasting. Of course, when they do start to wear off I’ll help you fix them, and you might want to try a few other colors.” 
 
    “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you.” 
 
    “You have no idea. Furthermore…you have another ‘no idea’ in store for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Don’t you just love Amazon overnight?” 
 
    I was blank, then I got it. 
 
    “That’s right, love of my life. Your personal penis prison has arrived. Would you mind if I sucked on you for a while? Right now? I want to embed the memory of your penis in my mind before we lose it for the next nine months.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “Just think. You won’t be able to masturbate, to even touch it. And you’ll have to sit down to pee, just like a girl. Only I’ll be able to touch it. I’ll have the only keys, and I’ll let you out every couple of days just to clean you, to wash you, and maybe to give you a little suckee suck, to remind you of what a penis feels like. Or should feel like, if it wasn’t locked away.” 
 
    Alice slowly unzipped me, watched me, grinned at me. I took a long drink, then watched as her red nails took out my penis and stroked it. Then she moved her head down and took me in mouth. I could feel her tongue licked at the underside of the head. I was horny already, and this was torture of the most extreme kind. Within a minute I felt myself start to throb, and knew I was going to shoot my load. So she stopped, and laughed at me, and even kissed me. Then she poured me another drink and waited for my dick to go down. 
 
    It took a while, but my dick did finally shrink, and she brought out the gift that keeps on giving. 
 
    She pulled my balls through a ring. 
 
    “Ow! Take it easy!” 
 
    “Take it easy yourself, Cow Tits.” She pushed a tube over my cock, then attached the ring to the tube. Finally, she picked up a small padlock, held it up for me to look at, giggled, and inserted the lock into the ring. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    Had that little piece of metal really sounded that loud? 
 
    “Okay, lover. What’s for homework tonight? I want to get it done so we can go to bed. I’m feeling a wee bit horny.” 
 
     
 
    “Good morning, Miss Benton!” 
 
    I was still blushing, very red in the face.  
 
    She smiled at me and said, “Today we are going to go into make up.” 
 
    I felt myself sinking. Deeper and deeper. Into despair. I wish I’d never thought of the name ‘Cow Tits.’ 
 
    “Mr. Swanson has been so easy to work with, let’s continue with our little transformation. 
 
    The girls all clapped their hands, moved me to the chair in front of the classroom, and surrounded me. 
 
    I sat, my face feeling like a fire was burning on it, and the girls cleansed me, moisturized me, and began transforming me. 
 
    Every once in a while one of them would hold a mirror up so I could see their progress. 
 
    I watched as my skin grew pale, then showed blush, and became a seamless new skin. 
 
    They worked on my eyes. They put light grey around them, made them smokey and, I hate to say it, alluring. Finally, the piece de resistance…lip stain. 
 
    Not short lasting lip stick, but long lasting lip stain. That’s right, they actually stained my skin. I was going to have red, juicy lips for several days. 
 
    And gloss, to top it off, to give me that sheen of sexiness that looks so good on women, but men…but men…was I even a man anymore? 
 
    And while I was being made up Miss Benton sat in front of me, commented, gave instructions, and she was not gentle. 
 
    “Doesn’t he have wonderful skin? Really, Ed, you should consider transitioning all they way. We’ll get you some breast forms, but you really need your own set of knockers.” 
 
    I took it all stoically. I had to do this. my job was at stake. And…I was erect. 
 
    I was blushing ten shades of red, but underneath it all, my penis was singing. It was hard and pulsing 
 
    The girls could see it. Miss Benton could definitely see it. And the game of ‘drop something in his lap and pick it up’ was commenced. 
 
    A can of cream. A tube of lipstick. A bottle of lotion. Item after item was dropped in my lap, and my dick responded with fresh pulsings, and the girls slowly picked up the dropped items. 
 
    I groaned, and Miss Benton laughed.  
 
    One of the girls took Miss Benton aside and whispered to her, and I heard Miss Benton tell the girl, in a voice loud enough for everybody to hear: “He’s got a chastity tube on. His wife must not trust him. Feel it if you want. He’s harmless.” 
 
    And they did feel it. And I grew hornier and hornier. My dick was desperate to grow to its fullness, but all it could do was feel the frustration of being trapped, of surging against unmovable plastic. 
 
      
 
    Work, that day, was beyond beyond. I don’t even know if I was thinking, the way everybody stared at me. 
 
    Nobody said a word. They just stared. It was one thing to make fun of me for having nails, and it was another thing to see my face in full femme. 
 
    Then, about six l’clock, after dinner, something odd happened. I stopped caring. 
 
    I think I just used up my quotient of embarrassment. I ran out of humiliation. 
 
    I started working. 
 
    I made calls, talked to people, and just flat out ignored the stares. And things got easier after that. And I realized something: I had been playing for laughs, to be the big dude in the office, and I had lost the discipline that had made me the top salesman in the office. 
 
    Suddenly, I had it back. I think I made more sales that evening than I had made all week.  
 
    I felt like I was in an electrical groove. Charged up and set on the track and told to let it all out. 
 
    And I was horny, my dick was struggling eternally in my tube, but even that frustration fed me. 
 
    I felt like I had a bolt of lightening running right up the center of my body, and everything was crystal clear. I understood what customers were saying before they said them. 
 
    It was a rush I had never felt before in my life. 
 
      
 
    I went home, and couldn’t keep my eyes off my face in the rear view mirror, or my fingernails on the steering wheel. 
 
    There was a part of me that was horrified; there was a part of me that was steeped in pure joy. 
 
    I walked into the house and Alice’s face dropped. She stared at me and her mouth opened in shock. “Oh…my…sweet…heysoos!” 
 
    Yet, for a change, I wasn’t embarrassed. If anything, and I know this sounds odd, I was proud. 
 
    I couldn’t have articulated this pride, but I could feel the sensation welling within. 
 
    She walked around me. She touched my face. She had a drink ready for me, I saw it on the table, but she had forgotten about it. I walked over to the table, her in trail, picked up the drink and sipped. 
 
    Not guzzled, for that would not be ladylike. And over the past few days I had been educated as to what ‘ladylike’ really meant. 
 
    “Sit down,” Alice whispered. 
 
    I sat, and enjoyed her sitting right on my lap and examining my make up. 
 
    “You make a more beautiful woman than me.” 
 
    “I doubt that.” but I was good looking. And, courtesy of my natural looks, I didn’t look like a man with make up on. I looked more like a girl with a man’s body. 
 
    She placed her arms over my shoulders and just sat there for a long moment, staring at me. 
 
    At my lips, my eyes, the smooth blend of my skin. 
 
    She leaned forward and touched her lips to mine, and I understood why there are air kisses. There was a part of me that didn’t want my make up mussed. 
 
    But there was also a part of me that wanted to rip off my cock cage, throw Alice on the floor and sink my dick to the hilt. 
 
    But now I was a lady, and I had discipline, so I just sat there and we kissed lightly. And hungrily. 
 
    And she said: “God, I love you like this. I don’t want a woman…but I do. I want you as a woman. I want you to put your penis in my pussy and wiggle it around…while wearing make up.” 
 
    “And a dress,” I offered. 
 
    “And a dress,” she nodded. 
 
    “And lingerie and tits and everything.” 
 
    “Everything,” she breathed me in, ground upon my caged cock. “Now let’s got to bed. I hate to say it, but your make up is about to be destroyed by my pussy.” 
 
    We went to bed, and she undressed me. She held my cock in her hands and stared at me. I knew she wanted to take it out and use it, but women have discipline. She just settled for a few kisses, then we climbed into bed. 
 
    “Do me, Cow Tits.” 
 
    I didn’t mind being called that, and I went to work. I fucked her with my face. I stuck my fingers in her. I gobbled her snatch like it was the last one in the world. 
 
    She moaned and held me, and I have never felt her so hungry, so insistent, so wet. 
 
    Hell, she was a gusher, soaking my face with her juices. 
 
    “Oh, baby…oh, baby,” she kept chanting. 
 
    I fucked her with my tongue. I finger banged her, and she began to climb for the stars. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” She was out of her mind with lust. If you had asked her her name at that moment she wouldn’t have understood, let alone remember who she was. 
 
    And, when she was done, she lay dazed, as if she was the one exhausted by a 13 hour day. And she wrapped herself around me, her tits pressed up against me, her hand on my cage. 
 
    Neither of us slept much, we were just too wired by my appearance. We were happy. Sublimely happy. 
 
     
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    We greeted Miss Benton. She came and inspected me. 
 
    “Wonderful, Edwina. Your wife helped you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She turned to the class. “Okay, we have a test on Monday, which means today will be a dry run. You will model clothes, we will discuss make up and nails, and we will work on your comportment, how to walk and act like a woman. 
 
    “Ed, I have a special surprise for you.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She picked up a bag that was near the chair at the front of the class. She pulled out a brassiere and breast forms. 
 
    The girls all applauded, and giggled, and glanced at me. 
 
    “You are doing so well, and it would be odd if you had a flat chest, so we have decided to help you out. I want to make sure everything is the right size, so if you could come get undressed?” 
 
    I didn’t want to. I had been feeling so good the night before, but I was a little down now. Not depressed, just…down. 
 
    “Come on, Edwina.” 
 
    The girls all looked at me and started a low chant.  
 
    “Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a!” 
 
    I finally stood up, to their cheers and applause, and went to the front of the class. I took off my shirt, showing a growing dexterity with my long fingernails. I unbuckled my pants and let them drop. I kicked off my shoes and pants and then, nothing else for it, I dropped my drawers. 
 
    The girls all gasped when they saw my chastity tube. 
 
    “It’s a simple device to curb his desires, ladies.” 
 
    They had felt it, but now to see it… 
 
    “He won’t be able to stand and pee, he’ll have to sit, but at least we’ll have no more of that unsightly bulge.” 
 
    The girls tittered. Then one raised a hand. “Miss Benton, can we…feel it?” 
 
    “Of course. Edwina?” 
 
    I was about to put on panties, but I stopped. 
 
    The girls all clustered around and began feeling my package. 
 
    “Oh, feel his testicles!” 
 
    “They’re so hot!” 
 
    “Look at his peeny struggling to get out!” 
 
    Finally, the show was over, and Miss Benton told me to put on my underwear. 
 
    “See how his penis sort of disappears?” 
 
    It was true, my front was flat. 
 
    Then the bra. I figured out how to put it on, then Miss Benton slipped the forms into the cups. 
 
    “Men have wider chests than women, so we had to get him extra large forms to make it natural appearing.” 
 
    I stood there and one of the girls held up a small mirror. I was able to see my reflection. My body was slender, I always was a thin fellow, but my boobs were gigantic. 
 
    “Oh, my.” I whispered. 
 
    “Okay, let’s dress Miss Edwina and see how she looks.” 
 
     
 
    That afternoon I worked totally en femme. I walked past the gawping guys and gals, sat down, and began to work. 
 
    And, like the day before, I was focused, like a laser. 
 
    And the feeling in my chest, the rising lightening bolt of heat, it was almost overwhelming. 
 
    At dinner time one of the fellows, Charles, came to my booth. I had given up going to the cafeteria and just nibbled at hard boiled eggs and granola bars in my booth. 
 
    “Hey, Ed. How’s it going.” 
 
    “Pretty good, Charles. Hows it going with you?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Eh…Ed?” 
 
    “Yep?” 
 
    “How long is this…uh…dress thing going to go on?” 
 
    “I’m in a class to make me a better man. I think it’s working. I sure feel better.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” And the conversation went nowhere else. 
 
    Charles and I had been good buddies. He had laughed the hardest when I jacked off in that woman’s shoe. Now we were different. I was glowing, and different. Alive in a ways he couldn’t understand. 
 
    He was just an office schmuck. A drone making a wage. 
 
    I was driven. Disciplined…like a woman. 
 
    Sure gave me pause to think. I had resisted this program…and now, look at me. 
 
      
 
    I went home, full femme, and Alice was waiting for me. She literally jumped into my arms, giggled at the feeling of my tits pressing into her, and kissed me voraciously. Then she pulled me to the floor, wiggled out of her dress, and made me eat her to a frothy squirt. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said, when she was sated. “I never knew it could be like this.” 
 
    “Could I have a drink?” I quipped. 
 
    She giggled and slapped me on the arm. “Oh, you. Acting like it was nothing.” Then she stopped and frowned. “Is it? Nothing?” 
 
    I took her in my arms and kissed her. Hard. Not caring about my make up. “It’s something. It’s really something. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s like I’ve got a charge of electricity exploding in my chest. And life…life seems so much fun.” 
 
     
 
    To Alice’s delight, I spent that weekend as a woman. We worked on the way I walked, mannerisms, that sort of thing. I learned more about repairing make up, how to walk in high heels, and it was fun. 
 
    It was especially fun having to service my wife. 
 
    Alice had always been okay with sex, but her drive was definitely less than mine. Now the shoe was on the other foot. Now she was so damned horny, and I, though I was hornier, was able to stand back and act more reticent. 
 
    The truth was I wanted sex so much, I was so erect and horny that I was actually dripping, that I loved being horny and dripping more than I wanted to fuck. 
 
    So I would act aloof, and she would beg me, or get tough with me, or otherwise play the game, and I ate her out probably a half a dozen times that weekend. And always to a thunderous orgasm. 
 
    She liked me as a man; she loved me as a woman. 
 
    Sunday night we went over what I was to wear, things I needed to know, tips on fixing my face, then we went to bed. Where she attacked me without mercy. 
 
    I was actually a little tired when I awoke on Monday morning, but the energy from not cumming quickly brought me up to speed. By the time I arrived at work I had that humming electricity filling my chest. I was brighter and chipper than I had ever been. 
 
    I walked through the building, greeting people cheerfully, and ignored their stares, they still weren’t used to the female me. I made my way to the warehouse. 
 
    I walked up to Janet, in receiving, and greeted her. 
 
    She looked at me and was blank. 
 
    “I’m Ed Swanson.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up, and shut down. 
 
    Lit up because she realized I was a man. Shut down because, well, because I had called her ‘Cow Tits.” 
 
    “I just wanted to apologize. I‘ve been taking a class to teach me more about respect for women, and…I called you a name once, and I know it hurt your feelings, and I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. From the bottom of my heart…I’m sorry. And I’ll never say such a thing again. To anyone.” 
 
    Her face was sort of slack, then, slowly, she came to herself. “My aunt…she told me…are you the one?” 
 
    “I am. And your aunt is a marvelous woman and I have truly seen the error of my ways.” 
 
    “Wow. Well, I don’t know what to say. I do accept your apology, and…wow.” 
 
    I smiled and told her thanks, then continued back to the training room. 
 
    Because I had taken the time to apologize I was a couple of minutes late, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, it wasn’t a class, it was a party. Everybody was standing around, chatting, and even drinking champagne. 
 
    I went to Miss Benton and said: “I apologize for being tardy, but I went to the warehouse. I had to apologize to your niece.” 
 
    Her eyes opened a bit, then she smiled and air kissed me. “I think you may be our greatest success.” 
 
    “I hope so. I think that what you’ve done is spectacular, and there are a lot of people who could benefit from this kind of training.” 
 
    I accepted a glass of champagne then, and just in time. June Haver and Rhonda walked in. 
 
    They gave short speeches, then sat down to critique our choices in appearance. 
 
    Girl after girl stood up and was applauded, and congratulated, and complimented. 
 
    Finally, it was my turn. 
 
    I walked to the front of the class, trying to appear smooth in my heels. I pirouetted, smiled, and said, “I’d like to thank June and Rhonda for giving me this chance. I will try never to let them down. 
 
      
 
    For the next 9 months I attended weekly classes, classes designed to improve my already heightened knowledge and appearance. 
 
    I learned all manner of things, and my sales statistics started to go through the roof. 
 
    I outdid the guys easily, and I even outdid the girls. Simply, I had my discipline back, and my joy of life, and I outworked everybody. 
 
    And I didn’t waste my time bullying or making insulting jokes. 
 
    In fact, after 9 months I was promoted, in charge of all sales. And the first thing I did was talk to the guys, tell them the secret of my success, and encourage them to take Miss Benton’s class. 
 
    “Charles, you’re standing where I stood 9 months ago. You’re adequate, but no shining light bulb. You’re probably starting to think this is a dead end job, that you’re not being paid enough, but let me tell you something: The world is changing, and men are pretty stupid. 
 
    “You look at the young men of today, they spend all their time playing video games, and fall behind in school. They don’t develop the discipline it takes to make it in this world. They don’t have much of a sense of self worth, and they certainly aren’t much to look at. 
 
    “You can change that. You can change it for yourself, and you can change it for others. Simply look at the group that is winning, that is outdoing men, and copy them. It’s not bad to do what is working for others. In fact, it’s smart. 
 
    “Now, Miss Benton’s class is a tough one, it will change your attitudes, your opinion of yourself, and a lot of other things. So I have only one question for you: are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    The response to little speeches like that one was marvelous. Guys were going through the course, and their sales statistics were going up, and they were much happier. 
 
    Many of them tell me how much more sex they are getting. 
 
    And, speaking of sex… 
 
      
 
    I arrived home on a Friday evening. I was wearing a pencil skirt and heels, blouse and short jacket, and was made up to the nines. My eyes were scintillating, my lipstick looked luscious, and I was the picture of the successful woman. 
 
    I stepped into the kitchen and Alice was waiting for me. She a drink in her hand, pushed it into mine, and said, “You know what today is?” 
 
    “I believe I do.” 
 
    “You get to get out of prison. You get to get into me.” 
 
    I grinned, and then I sobered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Honey. I’ve been thinking.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    “What a good thing we’ve got going. And I don’t want to mess it up.” 
 
    Her face became solemn. “Spell it out for me.” 
 
    “Well, if I get out of my chastity device, and squirt my seed in you, then the edge will be gone. Oh, I am sure we could build it up again, but…why fix what isn’t broken?” 
 
    “So you’re saying you don’t want to get out of jail…you don’t want to plunge your dick into me…you want to…?” 
 
    “I want to stay a woman. In fact, I was just talking to June, and she was telling me that insurance might cover breast augmentation.” 
 
    “Augmentation means making bigger. But you don’t have any at all.” 
 
    “But I’d like to have some. Big ones, like these fakes.” 
 
    “What’s in it for me?” 
 
    “Well, I know you’ve been using a dildo since I…uh, the program started. And I think that’s good, and maybe you could get another dildo, and, uh…” 
 
    “Uh, what?” 
 
    “Maybe you could use one on me?” 
 
    She stood with furrowed brow for a long minute. 
 
    “A guy does need to be relieved every once in a while, and there’s this milking thing I read about, and… 
 
    She grabbed my hand. “Honey?” She led me back to the bathroom. “There’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I was actually a little fearful. I had thought over this little speech for weeks, months, and now that push was come to shove… 
 
    In the bathroom she reached up to her necklace. The key to my chastity device was on it. She took it off, dropped it in the toilet, and flushed it. 
 
    “Are you ready for your milking?” 
 
    We both smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    Feminization by Act of Congress 
 
    Vote now and vote often! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Mitch! Do that again!” 
 
    Mitch Connelly buried his face in Nancy Piglosi’s bush and blew hard. Her labia fluttered and made a huge farting sound. Nancy giggled and groaned at the same time. The sound was so stupid, but her pussy shivered with the sexual ecstasy. 
 
    “Oh…oh! Can you make me cum that way?” 
 
    “Can the Pope shit in the woods?” Mitch quipped, then he sucked in air and began to blow. 
 
    Nancy groaned and pulled on her titties. She stretched the nipples out, then let them go. Then she began to pound on her pussy with her hand. She accidentally hit Mitch a couple of times, but Mitch was used to that. He just kept sucking in air and blowing. 
 
    Nancy felt the surges deep within. She knew she was close. If she could just get him to blow a little harder… 
 
    Mitch blew, but since he was an old man, he was running out of steam. Also running out of steam was his pecker. Mitch had encountered ED, and no matter how much Viagra he took his cock was only good for five minutes, and he had been blowing on Nancy’s pussy for four and a half. 
 
    Finally, forcing herself to the finish, Nancy felt the urge surge, and her pussy began to contract. It spasmed, and she squeezed her thighs. 
 
    Mitch felt the pressure on his head and tried to push out, but it was too late. He just hoped he had enough air to last the length. Nancy’s orgasms were usually long and loud, and they had one other feature that he wanted to escape. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! Yes!” She beat on the back of Mitch’s head. 
 
    Mitch yelled, “OW!” which caused one final large spasm, then Nancy began to come down. And, as she relaxed, her body gave out one last expulsion, and this was what Mitch feared. 
 
    PHFFFFT! She farted into Mitch’s face. 
 
    Mitch gagged and managed to push out of the death grip of Nancy’s thighs. For a moment he thought he was going to spew, which would serve Nancy right. A little puke on her pussy would be just fine. 
 
    But Mitch managed not to, a shred of congressional dignity enabled him to swallow his foul smelling bile, and he gulped and stood up. 
 
    “God, that was good.” Nancy sat up on her desk. 
 
    They were in Nancy’s office in the Congressional Building. Precisely, they had been on her desk. Papers and books were scattered on the floor around her desk. They had been in such a hurry to fuck they had just thrown her on the most convenient flat surface and had at it. 
 
    “Shit! I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “Aw, poor Republican,” Nancy mocked. She lifted up a bill, it was covered with her juices. Mitch had brought it to her with the promise that it would pass if she fixed a few things. Good thing he didn’t cum, or it would have been totally unreadable. “What’s this one?” asked Nancy, handing the bill to Mitch. Her squirtem dripping off the sheet of paper. 
 
    He peered at it, turned it this way and that, and tried to decipher the blotched ink. “I think it’s the new bill on trans rights.” 
 
    “Oh.” She took it back and put it in a tray on a table on the side of the room. “I’ll let Liam handle it.” 
 
    Liam was her personal assistant. He wrote all the bills, he would know what to do with it. Nancy, being more concerned with running the House, never bothered with such stuff. 
 
    Mitch looked at his slack pecker sadly, then stuffed it into his pants and zipped up. 
 
    Then, both of them sated, well, one of them sated, and the other still horny but having not the rod to fulfill his desires, they left her offices. It was time to run the country. 
 
      
 
    The bill sat in the tray the rest of the day. It being Thursday, Nancy and her staff were leaving for the weekend. That was one of the perks of being a representative, three day weekends every weekend. 
 
    Since Nancy wasn’t coming in, her staff had no reason to come in, so the bill sat there. 
 
    A couple of janitors attended to the office, and ignored the bill. It was wet and soggy and should have been thrown away, but it was in one of the trays, so the janitors ignored it. They had seen a lot worse things in the congressional inboxes and outboxes. 
 
    Friday passed. The bill dried. 
 
    Saturday arrived, and the building was near deserted, only a few people, mostly constituents hoping to see their representative, wandered about. 
 
    Saturday night, and the rest of Washington was alive with toasts and parties. People were drunk, or taking pills, or otherwise relieving themselves from the terrible toil of running the country. 
 
    At three in the morning the congressional halls were treated to the sound of drunken mutterings. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, don’t fall down!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m shteady on my foot. Feet.” 
 
    Giggle. Stop for a mushy kiss. 
 
    Then the door to Nancy’s office was pushed open. 
 
    “See? I told you I worked for Piglosi.” 
 
    Liam held on to the door knob and steadied himself. His new girlfriend, actually a hooker, held on to him, and they looked about the office. 
 
    Liam staggered in, her staggering with him. 
 
    “That’s the copier.” He laughed. 
 
    She laughed. “Can it copy my asshole?” 
 
    “You fuckin’ A!” 
 
    He flipped the top of the machine up and hoisted her up. He planted her ass squarely on the machine. 
 
    “Hey! Lemme take my undies off!” 
 
    She sniggered and pulled her thong off and threw it across the room. 
 
    Liam pressed the button and machine began to make clicking sounds. 
 
    “This is cold,” the whore complained.  
 
    “Wait until it warms up. You’ll get a fucking sunburn on your butt!” 
 
    “Oooh, I’d like—OH!” 
 
    A light scanned her ass and a sheet of paper slid into the tray. 
 
    Liam stuck his finger in her and she giggled and scrunched around. 
 
    A flicker of passing light and his finger could be seen, up to the knuckle in her pussy. 
 
    Liam laughed and picked up the copy and showed it to her. She started laughing, and he said, watch this. He knelt down and pushed his face into her pussy. It was a tight fit, very awkward, but a flicker of light, a sheet of paper, and the image of his tongue probing her cunt was in full color. 
 
    “Oh! This is making my pussy hot. Stick your penis in me!” 
 
    Liam unzipped his pants. He moved up to the machine and slid his penis into her snatch. 
 
    “Oh!” she yelped. 
 
    “Man, that glass is hot now!” 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    “Push harder!” 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    “God, that feels good!” He pulled half out. 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    “Come back in,” she pulled his ass and his pecker went into her up to the balls. 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    In and out they went, and soon, courtesy of his sliding penis and the hot glass, she was ready. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” She held him and her pussy began to pulse and contract 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    The muscles tightening. 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    His pecker flopped out… 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    …and squirted all over the glass. 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    Then, when he was empty, and she was slack, he knelt down and began to lick her pussy clean. 
 
    Shlurp shlurp! 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    His tongue was caught, full extended and dripping with squirtem. 
 
    Flicker of light. 
 
    Finally, they were done. She looked around for her thong, but couldn’t find it. Oh, well. It was warm out tonight. She pulled her dress down. 
 
    “What do you want to with all these copies?” She asked. 
 
    Liam looked at the stack of paper that had come out of the machine. “Just put them over there,” he indicated the trash can. 
 
    The whore picked up the stack of papers and walked over to the trash can. Unfortunately, being a bit near sighted, she thought he had pointed at the basket on the table right above the trash basket. She put the papers in the tray. 
 
    Then, giggling, still drunk, they lurched out of the offices, down the hall, and out of the building. 
 
    Sunday morning came.  
 
    More janitors. 
 
    Sunday night, and now the building truly was empty, and it wasn’t because the representatives were going to church. 
 
     
 
    Monday morning, and the congressional page pushed the cart down the hallway. 
 
    She was tired, exhausted from a weekend of fucking, and not in a clear frame of mind. 
 
    Her stupid boyfriend had tried to get her to take it up the ass all weekend, and she hadn’t wanted to. What did he think she was…a Senator? 
 
    She went into office after office, checking the outbound trays. It was a stupid job, because nobody worked over the weekend, but she had to do it anyway. It was the law. 
 
    Office after office presented her with a sum total of…zero. 
 
    Fuck. What a waste! 
 
    She entered Piglosi’s office. “Holy fuck!” she stared at the out basket. It was filled with paper. 
 
    Well, hers not to reason why…she picked up the papers and put them on the cart. 
 
     
 
    In the mail room for the House of Representatives a tired worker sorted through the stack of copies. He figured out what they were pretty quick and shook his head sadly, then deposited them in the trash bin. 
 
    Except one paper, the one on the bottom, being a little curly from having had liquid on it and having dried, slipped out of his fingers and drifted down to yet another tray. 
 
    An hour later a worker picked up the bill, realized it was a bill, but written about as neatly as any other bill, and placed it in the tray for an official reading in the House of Representatives. 
 
    At 10:00 that morning, the Representatives being anxious to start the week, not, the bill was read into the Congressional Record. The man doing the reading was confused by the scribbling, and he did his best to translate what the chicken scratchings meant. But, whether he got it right or not just gobbledegook, and nobody cared, and…he was just doing his job. 
 
    An hour later there were more representatives in the chambers. They were too hung over to pay attention to what had been read previously, and a vote was held, and the bill was passed into law. 
 
      
 
    House Bill 7734-69 
 
    In the interests of equity of the sexes, men will be required to have breasts. Women will be required to have penises. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Xander Cortez Montezuma, the representative from a district which included the Bronx and Rikers Island, was disgruntled. That asshole Piglosi had refused to outlaw cow farts…again!  
 
    How was she supposed to represent her constituents when she was ignored time and again? 
 
    “Have you seen this?” Sandy, her personal aide asked. 
 
    “What?” Xander put on a fresh coat of red lipstick. A girl could never wear enough lipstick, right? 
 
    “This last bill? The one okayed by Mitch Connelly and Nancy Piglosi?” 
 
    “Who cares,” Xander spoke bitterly as she smacked her lips together. Yes, she was perfect. 
 
    “Well, you should. You’re always trying to get back at Nancy.” 
 
    Xander’s interest perked and she turned to her aide. 
 
    “It says men have to have tits and women have to have dicks!” 
 
    “WHAT! GIMME THAT!” 
 
    Xander grabbed the bill and tried to read it. Moving her lips, she managed to figure it out. “Holy fucking Xristo sitting on a cross with a sharp point! Is this real?” 
 
    A few phone calls and it was confirmed. The bill was real. 
 
    “Oh, God! You know what this means?” 
 
    “Yup,” her aide turned around and pulled up her skirt and dropped her panties. She bent over Xander’s desk. 
 
    “Oh, God! You know how I get when I get to fuck somebody over…” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Xander lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. She was wearing a strap on. She always wore one, just for occasions such as these. 
 
    She sunk her plastic peter into her aide’s nethers. 
 
    The Aide grunted…and smiled. She did so like it when Xander got her dander up. 
 
    “Call the press, I’m going to cut that bitch to ribbons!” 
 
    She gripped her Aide’s hips and pushed in and pulled out. 
 
    “Ah…you’re so good!” And the Aide, in spite of the pleasure swarming through her groin, picked up the telephone and dialed a number. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” Xander grunted, corkscrewing and tilting her hips and stirring her Aide’s interior with her fake member. 
 
    “Uh…uh!” the Aide moaned, the the number on the other end answered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “This is…uh…Xander’s office. Oh, god! We are making a state…HUNH!…in one hour.” 
 
    She looked back over her shoulder at Xander, who licked her lips and nodded and plowed forward. 
 
    “UNNH…that’s good. Do it again… One hour.” 
 
    “What?” asked the other end of the phone, a little confused by the gruntings and groanings. 
 
    “One….un…un…hour! Statement for the…Oooooh…press!” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Xander came. Her body shivered and her eyeballs rolled back. She managed to stay standing. 
 
    “OOOOOH!” Her Aide moaned, and she came. 
 
    A minute later, sitting down, the Aide gingerly, the two looked at each other. 
 
    “Xander?” 
 
    “What?” asked a very happy representative. She loved fucking the people. And her Aide was one juicy people. 
 
    “Don’t you think it a little incongruous? Attacking Piglosi for a law that makes women wear dildos…when you wear one yourself?” 
 
    “Nah,” said Xander, touching up her lipstick. “Just because we pass the laws doesn’t mean we have to follow them. 
 
    Which statement revealed a bit of the maze-like meanderings of Xander’s thought processes. But that was okay, for she was one of the smarter members of Congress. 
 
      
 
    One hour later, facing a roomful of reporters, Xander said: “Speaker Piglosi has gone crazy. Demanding that men have dicks and women have breasts is—“ her Aide whispered into her ear. 
 
    She continued, “Demanding that men have tits and woman have dicks is a breech of congressional oversight. It’s against the constitishun. I will fight her tooth and nail!” 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, a drunk and disheveled Nancy stood in front of a group of reporters. She wasn’t sure what all the hub bub was, but she did know that that pimple on a wart’s ass, Xander Montezuma, was attacking her authority. And Liam had told her that her authority was at stake, so she had to give the bitch a taste of her own medicine. 
 
    “I am disgusted with Speaker Montezuma. She is demonstrating, yet again, that she has no understanding of the Constitishan of the United Slaves…” Liam whispered in her ear, “…of the United States.  I’m going to pray for her. I pray for her all the time. Just last night I prayed for her before I went to bed.” And fucked those two interns, she thought, “So I will pray that she comes to understand what this bill means for everybody! True equality for the masses! No longer will men and woman despise each other, for they will be the same!” 
 
    A reporter: “Madam Speaker, will you wear a penis?” 
 
    “What?” she screeched. “What newspaper do you represent?” 
 
    “I write for the journal.” 
 
    She turned to Liam, “Liam, cancel our subscription to the Urinal.”              She turned back to the reporter. “How dare you get fresh with me!” She turned to the capital police officer and snapped, “Throw that oaf out.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” 
 
    Quickly, the reporter was hustled out of the room. 
 
    The other reporters looked at each other and didn’t object. After all, freedom of the press didn’t mean they could actually ask questions, right?” 
 
      
 
    In the White House the President stared at the TV. He did that a lot these days. Considerately, one of his Secretaries turned the TV on. 
 
    President Bidawee perked up. Light. Images. Something was happening. It reminded him of when he was a five year old boy, a hundred years ago, when the circus came to town. People. Confetti. Clowns. 
 
    “Oh, My God!” blurted his secretary. 
 
    “What’s that? What’s that?” 
 
    The secretary leaned to the president’s ear and yelled. “They just passed a law! Men have to wear tits and women have to wear dick!” 
 
    President Bidawee blinked. Yes, he’d like to dick a woman. Unfortunately, his dick hadn’t worked for a number of decades. 
 
    “Mr. President? Are you going to sign the bill into law?” 
 
    In the President’s mind: I’m going to get to dick a woman if I sign a law? 
 
    “Sure,” he said. 
 
    “But this will be an unpopular law!” 
 
    “That’s okay. The press will protect me.” 
 
    The next day President Bidawee signed Senate Bill 7734-69 into law. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I say you’re going to wear tits!” Bonnie Escher clamped her jaw and put her foot down. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’re a Democrat and I’m a Republican, but this is ridiculous!” 
 
    “The law is ridiculous? That’s what people say when I write them tickets! You’re going to use that stupid argument on me?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, no, honey. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Sam Escher hung his head. His wife was a cop, and he had grown accustomed to her authority. And if he ever disputed it she threatened to use her billy club on his ass. Literally. 
 
    In fact, he sort of liked it when she used her billy club on his ass. It felt good. But not when she was angry, like she was now. 
 
    “I have ordered you some breast forms. I made them extra big so it can be seen that we are complying with the law. You can use one of my old bras, and that’s that.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled. Once again she had stood up for law and order, and now she was happy. 
 
    “Uh, Bonnie?” Sam saw the smile on her face and he knew he had a chance to get a little, if he was quick. Windows of opportunity were not often in his house. 
 
    “Yes, Sam?” 
 
    “Since you’re feeling so good, and since I’ve agreed to wear tits…do you think that maybe we could, uh…you know…” 
 
    The happy smile slowly left Bonnie’s face. “You worm, trying to take advantage of my good humor!” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    She grabbed him by the shirt front and pulled him through the house. 
 
    “No! Please! I did’t mean anything…” 
 
    Bonnie threw Sam on the bed and took down her cop pants. 
 
    Sam stared. 
 
    Bonnie was wearing a strap on, the dildo as big as her billy club. The smile on her face showed that she believed she had won a great victory. 
 
    “You’ve already got…” 
 
    “As soon as I saw the law I went right out and accoutered myself. You’re going to learn, Sam Escher, not to mess with the law!” 
 
    Sam struggled, but Bonnie was trained to subdue criminals and crowds. She pulled his pants off and flipped him over. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    But ‘no’ meant ‘yes’ in Bonnie’s world, and she put the billy club dick to her husband’s ass and pushed. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    It felt good, and Sam realized something. When Bonnie jammed her billy club up his ass with her hands it tended to be a little rough. But her hips gave more stability to the thrust, and it slid in nice and smooth, and suddenly he was liking it. 
 
    “Ohhh!” He groaned. 
 
    And Bonnie, the same as women everywhere, suddenly realized something. A man was the fucker, and a woman was the fuckee. And the man being in the dominant position, the woman soon lost her verve for fucking. But being in the top position, being dominant, gave her a whole new outlook on life. 
 
    Sure, ramming a billy club up his ass was fun, but it wasn’t that sexual. 
 
    But with the dick strapped to her groin, making her the man, making her superior and dominant, it made her feel the way men feel. 
 
    Thus, with a few thrusts, she suddenly came to a surprising peace of mind. 
 
    “Honey,” she crooned, sliding her billy club cock into his ass, “I love you.” She humped him,  her savage thrusts turning more gentle, even considerate. 
 
    “Oh,” he grunted, and his own dick, not very big, was suddenly sprouting. “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “It should feel good, abby. That’s my love muscle you’re feeling!” 
 
    “Oh…oh!” He pushed back up at her. 
 
    And Bonnie reached around his chest, the better to grab him and control him and thrust into him, but she was disappointed. He had no tits to grab on to. Then she smiled, for soon he would. 
 
    Sam felt her big cock rubbing his prostate. He felt fluid surging through his dick. But it was weird. He didn’t feel the big warm glow…just…like he was peeing. 
 
    Bonnie reached around, she was going to stroke him, but she stopped. She brought her hands up and looked at him. The son of a bitch had squirted all over her hands! 
 
    But he hadn’t grunted and groaned like he usually did. His toes hadn’t curled nor his eyeballs rolled back. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
      
 
    Tony Gershon sat on the bed and looked at the mirror on the closet door. He was a slender fellow with long hair. 
 
    Truth, Tony had always been a little soft. He wasn’t big on sports. Women often complimented him on his long eyelashes and soft lips, and even said they wished their bodies were more like his. 
 
    He was supposed to wear a bra. It frightened him, and, at the same time, caused a chill of joy to his chest. 
 
    He wasn’t a manly man…but he had never considered himself a girly man. But now, seeing himself, his naked chest, which he had just used Nair on, and his naked body, which he had also used Nair on, he was starting to think. 
 
    He looked down at his lap. His dick was thinking, too. In fact, his dick was a fucking genius, Having all sorts of sexual thoughts and excitement. 
 
    Could putting a bra on mean that much? 
 
    And he knew it could. 
 
    And he knew that what many people would call a curse, this law 7734-69, he might end up calling a blessing. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    Tony jerked, the knock had surprised him. He stood up, put on a robe, and answered the door. 
 
    “Yes?” He stood behind the door, peeking around the edge. It was his neighbor, Justine. She was holding a bag and looked nervous. His dick started to shrink. 
 
    “Hi, Tony. Did you hear about the new law?” 
 
    Of course he had. That was why he was sitting naked in his bedroom for hours. Should he actually put on a bra?  
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Do you have one?” 
 
    “One what?” 
 
    “A bra?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…No.” 
 
    “Can I come in?” She was almost whispering. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” He opened the door. “Sorry, I’m not dressed.” 
 
    “That’s okay.”She entered the room, looked around, then held the bag out to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “I thought you might need help.” 
 
    “Help with…oh, my!” 
 
    He pulled out a bra. And breast forms. And some other lingerie. 
 
    “My aunt had those breast forms. She had a mastectomy. Then, when she had reconstructive surgery she didn’t need them any more. I thought…I mean…” 
 
    She was embarrassed. 
 
    Tony held the items. The lingerie was soft and silky, and the bra had big cups, but the breast forms looked so big, and— 
 
    “Oh, my.” Tony looked at Justine. She was looking down at his robe. 
 
    His dick was big again. Pushing between the folds of his robe. Stiff and hard. Red and pulsing. 
 
    “Looks like I’m just in time,” Justine licked her lips. 
 
    “Justine, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Don’t say anything,” she blurted. “You just try to figure that stuff out. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    She turned and trotted towards the door. 
 
    Justine sat on the couch. He was embarrassed by his dick, but Justine hadn’t slapped him or called him a pervert, so he might just survive this incident. 
 
    He laid out the lingerie. Brassiere, panties, garter, nylons. And a dress. The dress was just a small bundle and Tony unfolded it. It was a slinky, black dress. Form fitting. It would have to stretch to fit him, but…maybe…” 
 
    He turned the bra this way and that. He put it around his waist and fastened the hooks. He slid it around so the cups were in front and started to pull it up, but…oh, shit. It was inside out. 
 
    He quickly undid the hooks, figured out which way was out, and put it on again. This time, when he pulled the cups up, it slipped right on. And it was a perfect fit. Justine’s aunt must have been the same size as him. 
 
    Now in awe, his dick standing up like a Maypole on May Day, he put one of the breast forms in, then the other one. 
 
    He stood up. Fuck! He had tits! 
 
    He walked into his bedroom and posed in front of the mirror. He had a feminine body, made more feminine by the huge mounds on his chest. 
 
    “Tony?” He heard the front door close. 
 
    Suddenly he was embarrassed all over again. Yet…he had to go out there. He was being compelled…he walked to the door of his bedroom. 
 
    Justine stood by the couch, and she froze when she saw Tony. She stared at him, devoured him with her eyes. She took in his large boobs, the way his body looked. She took a step towards him. 
 
    “Justine, I’m sorry, but—“ 
 
    Then she had him in her arms. Her lips pressed on his, and he was being swallowed by her hungry mouth. 
 
    He kissed her back, then felt her hand moving down to his dick. 
 
    “Oh!” he grunted as her hands closed on his member. 
 
    For a long moment they were twined, almost as one, then she stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were wide. Her pupils were large and it made her eyes look dark, like a hungry animal’s. 
 
    “Oh, God. I’ve wanted to do that ever since I moved in.”               
 
    Tony said nothing. He was literally in a state of shock. He was a shy boy, and to find out that somebody wanted him, this deeply, this hungrily…he didn’t know what to think or say. 
 
    Fortunately, he didn’t have to say anything. 
 
    Justine led him by the hand back to the couch. She pushed his robe off and he stood in front of her, clad in bra and boobs. She smiled. “As soon as I heard about the new law, I knew I had to do you.” 
 
    “Do me?” 
 
    She touched his cheek with her hand and gazed lovingly into his eyes. “You have the most perfect skin. Your eyelashes are so lush. And your lips…they are better than Angelina Jolie’s. I want to dress you, make you up. Oh, God…we’re going to have so much fun. 
 
    She held up a thong and made him step into it. She ignored his bouncing cock, even though it was right in front of here face. 
 
    She put the garter belt around him. 
 
    “This is a dry run, of course,” she explained. “We need to get rid of your body hair, put your hair in a perm…” 
 
    She sat him down and rolled on his nylons. 
 
    “We need to get you a corset, until we can put you on a real diet, and…” She slipped the black dress over his body, tugged it into place , then stepped back. “Oooh, this is good! You look so good. So delicious.” 
 
    Tony stood looking down at himself. 
 
    “Go look in the mirror.” 
 
    He went back to the bedroom and inspected himself. Yes, he was definitely girlish. And now, by an act of Congress, it was all right. All the nerves that had assailed him his entire life, his hidden feelings, they were nothing. He was okay. It was okay to be a woman. 
 
    Justine was waiting for him. She had put out make up on the kitchen table and she sat him down. 
 
    His dick was up, and she giggled as she patted it. “We’ll have to do something about that. Maybe a corset, maybe we’ll have to take stronger measures.” 
 
    “Stronger measures?” 
 
    “Sure. Like a chastity tube, or something. We have to get rid of that unsightly bulge.” 
 
    Tony knew how he wanted to get rid of that unsightly bulge. He had never been so close to a woman before, had never experienced one gushing over him, paying him so much attention. 
 
    “I’m going to do your nails first. Put your hands here.”               
 
    Tony sat and watched as she prepared his nails, put on some long ones, then painted them. 
 
    When she was done he held up his hands and marveled at how long and slender they had become. 
 
    “Now then, let’s do your face.” 
 
    She cleansed him, moisturized him, applying creams and powders, brushed blush on, and made him feel feminine. For the first time in his life. Truly feminine. And he didn’t just feel feminine…he looked feminine. He kept glancing at his reflection on the window and couldn’t believe the metamorphosis he was undergoing. 
 
    She made his eyes dark, matching colors with his olive skin. Finally, she put lipstick on him. Beautiful, red lipstick. 
 
    “We can get you some ear rings, get them pierced this afternoon, if you’d like.” And we need to brush your hair out. It’s long enough to—“ Justine stopped, blinked and looked down. 
 
    Tony had cum. His pecker, even as she looked at it, was dribbling little squirts. 
 
    “EW!” her disgust was evident. “What’d you do that for?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I just…I got so excited!” 
 
    “Well, don’t do that again. I don’t want a lover…I want a girlfriend.” 
 
    Tony stared at her and his heart dropped. 
 
      
 
    George Mason came out of surgery with a dazed blink. “Uh…oh…what…oh.” 
 
    “You’re done, dear.” 
 
    He focused on his wife. She gazed down at him lovingly. She had a beautiful face, and he loved her. 
 
    It was his idea to get breasts. Why bother with all that fake breast form crap when he could just get the real things. Comparatively. 
 
    “How do they look?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen them yet. We’re waiting for the doctor.” 
 
    At that moment the doctor walked into the room. “How you doing, Mr. Mason?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Any problems?” 
 
    “Not a one. Surgery went off without a hitch.” 
 
    George smiled. He looked down at his chest. He could see the bulges, the twin peaks, but they were covered up by blankets and bandages. 
 
    “When do I get to look at them?” 
 
    “No time like the present.” 
 
    The doctor pulled a chair up and had George sit up and swing over to sit on the side of the bed. Julie, his wife, carefully took the blankets down and uncovered his chest. 
 
    The boobs were more obvious now, but they were still swaddled in bandage. 
 
    The doctor took out some long handled scissors and began snipping. 
 
    Snip, snip. Then he pulled bandages away. 
 
    “Did you make the nipples stand up?” asked George. 
 
    “Good luck there, too. I was able to get a full quarter inch. You’re going to be saluting the flag. I do warn you, however, they may be irritated for a while. You can cover them with band aides, if you wish, but—“ 
 
    “I ain’t covering these puppies up. I’m proud of them!” 
 
    The doctor smiled, and took away the last of the bandages. 
 
    George stared at himself. His wife drew in her breath. 
 
    “They are gorgeous,” Julie murmured. “They’re better than mine!” 
 
    “I doubt that,” whispered George, though, in his heart of hearts, he really wanted them to be better than Julie’s. 
 
    They were big, and propped up the way George was, the looked more like half footballs than breasts. 
 
    The doctor hefted one. “That’s a lot of silicone, but you took to it wonderfully.” He moved the boob this way and that, and George groaned. 
 
    “Sorry. Didn’t mean to hurt you.” 
 
    “Hurt! That felt good. You better get your hands off before I cum!” 
 
    The doctor chuckled. “That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    George,” Julie was fixated on his boobs. 
 
    George and the doctor looked at her. Her voice had ben so…throaty. 
 
    She looked at the doctor. “When can I…how long before…” 
 
    “He shouldn’t lift his arms for three days. After a week you should be able to treat them like any other breasts.” 
 
    “Look at those nipples!” Julie breathed out. 
 
    On top of the half footballs his nipples looked enormous. 
 
    “And you can play with those by the end of a week, too. All right. We’re going to fit you with this special bra. Wear it for one week, it’s going to be tight, but very supportive, then you can start trying on other bras.” 
 
    He fastened the bra on George, adjusted the cups, felt the boobs inside the bra, and smiled. “Good to go. We’ll see you in two weeks for a follow up.” 
 
    Grinning, proud of his new figure, George got out of the bed and dressed. He couldn’t help but stare at his voluptuousness in the bathroom mirror. 
 
    Julie was at his side constantly. She even placed her hands on his breasts and smiled. She was going to have a lot of fun with these puppies. 
 
    “It’s too bad.” 
 
    “What?” she responded. 
 
    “It’s too bad you can’t get a penis as easily as I got these titties.” 
 
    She kissed him gently. “I’m envious, but I’ll live with it. Especially…” she smiled. 
 
    “Especially what?” 
 
    “Especially if you let me put a little make up on you.” 
 
    He grinned. “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
      
 
    Timmy Jenkins ran down the street. Eighteen years old, the police were after him. He could see the reflections of red lights and hear the sirens. And all he did was say he wasn’t getting no stinkin’ tits! 
 
    For that he had been reported. For that he was being chased through the streets of the city, like a common criminal. 
 
    Behind him a cop car turned onto the street. He veered to the side and ran down a narrow alley. He heard voices: “There he is! Get him!” 
 
    The sound of feet pounding on the pavement behind him. Shouts. He exited the alley and ran across the street and hid behind a hedge. He lay down flat and squeezed in tight. 
 
    People came out of the mouth of the alley. There were so many of them. Men, women, and all with big tits. 
 
    He didn’t want breasts! He was a man! If God had wanted him to have boobs he’d have been born with them! 
 
    The crowd swelled into the street. Two police cars came from the ends of the streets and met in the middle of the crowd. 
 
    “You see him?”
“He ran down the alley, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Check the yards. We have more back up coming.” 
 
    Timmy moaned to himself. He was going to have to get out of here. 
 
    As silently as possible, he wormed his way along the big hedge. He heard people discussing the chase. 
 
    “Son of a bitch! He’s an anarchist!” 
 
    “Anybody who goes against the government is a terrorist!” 
 
    Now he was a terrorist? Just because he wanted a flat, muscular chest? The chest he had been born with? 
 
    He came to the edge of the hedge and crawled under the hedge and onto a side walkway. He heard people coming towards him. He had one chance. He bolted up the short cement walkway, went over the gate, and along the side of the house. 
 
    The back of the house had a large yard with a few fruit trees. Maybe if he climbed into the trees he could— 
 
    A light shone on him, a flashlight, and he froze. 
 
    “Hisst! Come inside.” 
 
    It was a woman. Timmy didn’t want to go, women were notoriously untrustworthy when it came to boobs. It seems all they wanted was for men to look like them. But Timmy had no choice. He could already hear people coming up the side walkway. 
 
    “Quick. They’re coming.” 
 
    Timmy dashed up a short flight of stairs and through a door. He was just in time, as men crowded into the back yard. 
 
    The woman stood at the door, Timmy hiding behind the door. “What  are you doing in my backyard?” she called. 
 
    “Did you see a man? A man with no chest?” 
 
    No chest. Timmy felt like sobbing. 
 
    “Not here. Take a look, I’ll turn on the lights.” The woman flicked a switch and the yard was brilliantly lit. Men looked in the back, shone flashlights into the trees. 
 
    “Okay, he’s not here.” 
 
    “I heard a noise on the side of the house, maybe he went that way.” 
 
    “Thanks!”  
 
    “Let’s go!” The sound of the mob in the backyard faded, then there was silence. 
 
    The woman closed the door and looked down on Timmy. She turned off the back yard lights. “Come on. You’re probably hungry.” 
 
    She took his hand, which made him nervous, and led him through the house. She led him upstairs and into a bedroom. It was pink, he could tell even though there was no light but the streetlight outside the window. The bed was frilly with pillows. The pillows were embroidered with unicorns and stars. 
 
    “You wait here. I’ll bring you a sandwich.” 
 
    She left and Timmy looked around. Girl’s things. Dresses in the closet. Make up on the desk. 
 
    The woman returned and handed him a paper plate with a bologna sandwich on it. The crust had been trimmed off the bread. 
 
    “Sit on the bed.” 
 
    He did, and he gobbled the sandwich down. 
 
    She brushed his hair back. “You were hungry.” 
 
    “Yeah. Thanks.” 
 
    It was an awkward moment. 
 
    “My name is Tina.” 
 
    “Is this your daughter’s room?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I should be leaving.” 
 
    “Why? You’re safe here. Spend a day, then tomorrow night, with nobody in the streets, you can leave. Aren’t you tired?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I mean, no.” 
 
    Tina smiled in the darkness. Her teeth were white. There was something about her that made Timmy nervous. Still, she had helped him, taken him in, fed him. And now she was offering to hide him. 
 
    “How long have you been running?” 
 
    “Pretty much since the beginning. But it wasn’t serious til just a while ago, til when the Boob Police started going around. Before then it was a laugh. Now everybody’s pretty stirred up.” 
 
    “Where are you going to go?” 
 
    “I heard up north they have some towns that don’t enforce the Boob Law.” 
 
    She nodded. She said: “My daughter died. This was her room. You can stay here as long as you want.” 
 
    Timmy yawned. Heck, he had been wired, wired form the chase. how could he be so sleepy so fact? 
 
    “Why don’t you lie down. I’ll let you know if anything happens.” 
 
    “I got to go…” 
 
    But he was sliding sideways, and then she was pushing on his chest, pushing him back onto the bed. 
 
    “Hush now, it’ll be all right.” 
 
    Then she was brushing his hair back, and kissing his cheek, and that’s the last thing he knew… 
 
      
 
    Until he woke up. 
 
    “Wha…!” He struggled. He was tied to the bed! His arms and legs were tied to the posts. 
 
    “Quiet now. It’s all right.” 
 
    “You drugged me!” 
 
    “You needed a friend.” 
 
    “I need to go!” 
 
    “No. It’s not safe out there…but I’ll protect you.” 
 
    She was sitting at the small desk by the window, facing him. sunlight limned her face. 
 
    “I don’t need protection…” he grunted and struggled. “I need to leave!” But the bonds were tight. He finally gave up. 
 
    She stood up and crossed to stand over him. She held up a hand mirror. “They won’t get you.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror in horror. He was fully made up. She tilted the mirror and he could see the dress he was wearing. All he lacked was boobs. 
 
    “Let me go,” he sobbed. “I don’t want to be a girl!” 
 
    She returned to the desk and sat down. She explained: “My daughter was like you. She didn’t want breasts.” 
 
    “Your daughter was a boy?”  
 
    “She was born a he, but when the law was passed, I saw the opportunity. But Johnny didn’t want breasts. Just like you. She wanted to stay a boy. But the law is the law.” 
 
    “Lady, you have to let me go.” 
 
    “I had arranged for some surgery. Strictly black market, but she wouldn’t listen. She tried to run, and the Boob Police caught her. I haven’t seen her since. I don’t know what happened to her.” 
 
    Timmy was silently sobbing.  
 
    “But I still have my connections…I still have a fellow willing to do the surgery.” 
 
    “I don’t want any surgery.” 
 
    “You will after you’ve had it. You will when you see the wonderful breasts I’ve picked out for you. Big, beautiful breasts. You’ll be the most popular girl in town.” 
 
    “Please!” He whispered. “Please let me go.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Johnny, but this time you aren’t going to run away. This time you’re going to get your pretty titties. You’re going to be stacked. Everybody will love you.” 
 
    “I’m not your Johnny!” 
 
    She stood up and crossed the room. She was now holding a syringe. “There, there, Johnny. Just go to sleep, and when you wake up everything will be all right. When you wake up you’ll be happy, and you’ll never want to run away again. I’ll be your mommy again, and we’ll be so happy.” 
 
    He struggled, but she put her weight on his arm and put the syringe into his flesh. 
 
    Within moments Timmy was sleeping.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    Bonny and Sam made a wonderful couple. He wore a white outfit which showcased his bulging breasts. She wore her police uniform, resplendent with ribbons and brass. As they strode down the aisle she was taller than him, and her boobs were bigger. 
 
    The bigger the boob the more authority, that was the saying, and they were certainly living up to that pithy. 
 
    They stopped in front of the minister, a tall, thin man with the most glorious set of boobs. 
 
    “Friends,” the minister intoned, “We are gathered together to rejoice in the union of Sam Escher and Bonnie Hinton.” 
 
    Bonnie smiled. She had reclaimed her maiden name. 
 
    “Is there anybody who wishes to speak…speak now or…” the minister continued on to the end of the ceremony. 
 
    “You may kiss the bride.” 
 
    Bonnie grabbed Sam by the shirt front and gave him a juicy smack. The audience chuckled. 
 
    Then the minister turned them to face the audience. 
 
    “Friends, I introduce you to Sam and Bonnie Hinton.” 
 
    Everybody applauded, then lined up to kiss the bride. 
 
      
 
    Tony Gershon entered Justine’s apartment. He wore a short dress that barely covered his boobs. He was tall in his high heels, and his hair flowed over his shoulders. His make up was perfect. 
 
    “Hi Justine.” 
 
    “Hi Tony, is it that time of month?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Arrange the furniture and I’ll be right with you. 
 
    Justine had a storage ottoman in front of her couch, and Tony pushed it over by the window. He picked up some towels and draped them over the ottoman. He then took off his panties and climbed up on the ottoman and knelt on all fours. His cock was struggling to get out, struggling to get erect, but the chastity tube was keeping him tame. 
 
    He could hear Justine in the bathroom, gathering what she needed. His gut was in knots. 
 
    He didn’t want this, but there was no other solution. He just got too horny, and after the first few times of being forcefully milked, he knew better than to go against her wishes. It was the law, after all. Unattached men were to be milked by friends and neighbors regularly. This had resulted in lower crimes rates, men full of testosterone did seem to be a problem. Still didn’t like getting milked. 
 
    “Oh, don’t you look scrumptious,” Justine complimented him when she entered the room. 
 
    “Thank you,” he murmured. “I did all my make up by myself today.” 
 
    Justine bent down and looked at him, then giggled. “You are so pretty.” 
 
    She walked behind him, slapped his ass, which made him jerk, then started lubing up the tube. 
 
    Sam twitched when she put it up his asshole, but that was all. He was getting used to it. He did groan, however, from the way his cock tried to grow inside the tube. 
 
    “Oh, Tony. Calm down. You’ll be okay in a minute.” 
 
    He’d be okay if he could get out of this chastity device. He’d be okay if he could stroke his cock till he popped, or even, heaven forbid, shoved it up Justine’s juicy pussy. 
 
    Finally, the tube was all the way up his ass. Justine turned a knob and soapy water flowed into his ass. 
 
    “Oooh!” he moaned. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” She played with his caged cock while he filled up. She moved it back and forth, gave it light twists, and even flicked it with one long finger nail. 
 
    He nodded and gulped. The pressure back there was getting pretty intense. 
 
    “Okay, that’s it. You can go potty.” 
 
    Tony leaped off the ottoman. He ran for the bathroom, holding his groin and suffering from horniness and enema pressure. He sank down on the toilet, and just in time. Sudsy poop water flowed out of him, a big gusher, and he sighed. It did feel good to expel, but…he wished he didn’t have to. 
 
    “All done?” Justine called. 
 
    “Yes,” Tony got up, wiped very fastidiously, then flushed the toilet. He walked back into the living room and got back up on the ottoman. 
 
    “All righty. Now we get rid of all your nasty urges.” 
 
    He nodded glumly. He wanted to get rid of his nasty urges some. other way, preferably a nasty way. 
 
    She inserted the prostate massager into his rectum and began to work it. She circled it in his hole, rubbed his insides, found the little bump that was the prostate. 
 
    Tony gasped. He suddenly felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “Isn’t this wonderful?” asked Justine. “You get all loosey goosey, and there are no more rapes on the street.” 
 
    Tony grunted, he could feel the pressure in his penis. It wouldn’t be long now. 
 
    “Tell me, Tony, wouldn’t you rather get a good draining than a fuck?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” But he was only saying that because if he didn’t she’d call the Boob Police on him. The Boob Police were expanding their authority, and he didn’t want to cross paths with them. Nobody knew what happened to people the Boob Police took away. 
 
    “Oh, here we go.” 
 
    Tony could hear the splatter of semen in the bowl Justine had placed under him. It felt like he was pissing, and it did result in him feeling a little stupid happy. ‘Loosey goosey’ was what Justine called this feeling. 
 
    He gave a little moan. If only he could get an orgasm to go along with his milking. 
 
    Justine rubbed his back and said, “There, there. Almost done.” 
 
    Then they were done. The last drop of his precious fluid was drained, and Tony was empty. 
 
    Justine reached for the bowl, picked it up, then stopped. She giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve been talking to some of the other girls…” 
 
    Uh oh. “Yeah?” 
 
    “They say that it’s good for a man to eat his semen. 
 
    “Aw, no…not that!” 
 
    He had heard that tale, too. That semen was nutritional, that a spoonful of semen was the equivalent of 8 eggs, and so on and so on. He had also heard that women were making men eat their semen. Presumably for health. But really just because they were in charge and could. 
 
    “Yep. Here you go.” She handed the bowl to Tony. 
 
    Tony looked at the fluid in the bowl with disgust. 
 
    “Come on. Eat drink and be merry.” An old phrase come around, meaning: eat, drink and be Mary. 
 
    Knowing he had no choice, Tony lifted the bowl and closed his eyes. He tried not to breath, and he felt the thick liquid go down his throat. He felt like vomiting, but he knew that in a few weeks he wouldn’t. People get used to things. He knew he was getting used to things. 
 
    At first he had thought it was a good thing, Justine volunteering to be his mentor. But now he knew she was like all women, just getting their jollies on abusing men. 
 
    God, he wished that stupid law had never passed. If he could get his hands on the idiot who thought that one up, why, he’d… 
 
      
 
    George and Julie Mason stood at the bow of the ocean liner. They wore matching outfits, summer dresses that caught the wind, causing their dresses to fly up and reveal their matching panties. Panties embroidered not with ‘his’ and ‘hers,’ but with ‘hers’ and ‘hers.’ 
 
    “Oh, honey, isn’t this the most wonderful trip!” 
 
    They watched the dolphins leap keep pace with the ship. High above seagulls cawed and circled. 
 
    They turned to each other, and the same thought was in their eyes. “Maybe we should go below for a little ‘rest.” 
 
    “Maybe is a positive yes,” agreed Julie. 
 
    They walked down the deck, two beautiful young ladies, arms around each other’s waist. George’s boobs were a little bigger than hers, but he never bragged about it. 
 
    Yes, the bigger the boob the more authority, but being a man he was a little more forgiving than a woman. 
 
    They entered their cabin, and fell on a bunk. They kissed passionately, mingling their lipsticks, feeling each other’s boobs. 
 
    Finally, George propped himself up on one elbow. “The only question is…who goes first?” 
 
    “Me first!” Julie grinned. “Then, if you’re lucky, I’ll ‘super do’ you.”               
 
    “Ooh…ooh! I like the sound of that. I love a good ‘super do.’” 
 
    They took their clothes off, and Julie lay down on the bunk. 
 
    George knelt by her side. He fingered her with one hand, and nibbled on her tits. 
 
    “Oh, you tease,” murmured Julie. “I want the real thing.” 
 
    George grinned, climbed onto the bunk and knelt between her legs. He kept up finger action until he was ready, then substituted his dick for his finger. Julie gasped and held on to him George’s breasts lay on Julie’s breasts. And Julie wiggled around and managed to free one of his breasts. She sucked on it, hard, and brought a loud groan of pleasure from George. 
 
    “Come on, Mr. Fuck. Do me.” 
 
    So he did. He rammed it in and pulled it out Rammed it and jammed it. Rammed and slammed and kept sucking on her titties all the while. 
 
    Julie tilted her hips to get more traction, and her back arched. 
 
    “Oh, God! You’re good!” 
 
    Then she began to cum. Her body locked up, her back arched, and her pussy muscles went into a big squeeze. 
 
    He felt her, and he made himself not cum. It would have been easy to cum, but he wanted a ‘super do.’ 
 
    “Oh…oh…GAH!” she cried. 
 
    Then she was done, and she giggled. She always giggled after a good orgasm. 
 
    They lay on the bunk for a few minutes, him letting her relax and enjoy the moment. finally, she turned to him. “Are you ready? Big boy?” 
 
    “I am!” 
 
    She got off the bunk and went into the bathroom. She returned snapping a medical glove on her hand. 
 
    George turned over on the bunk and presented her with his ass. 
 
    She sat down, took his dick in one hand and started stroking it. 
 
    George moaned. 
 
    She used lots of lubricant, and slid a single digit up his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, talk about teasing,” he laughed. 
 
    “You talk about it,” and she put two fingers in his ass. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Now we’re getting someplace.” 
 
    She put three fingers into him, and now he groaned His hips began bucking with the pleasure. His mind was shutting down, becoming a white sheet of joy. 
 
    She slid four fingers into him. She rotated her wrist. She pushed them in and out. Then she said, “Are you ready for the ‘super do?’” 
 
    “Do me super, baby,” he groaned. 
 
    She pushed, there was pressure for a moment, and it even hurt a little, then her whole fist slid into him. 
 
    “Ah…GOD!” 
 
    She fisted him, gently pushing in and out, and kept stroking his cock. 
 
    He was out of control, bucking, trying to get more into his ass, but there was no more. He was full to the brim. 
 
    She giggled. “Come on, stud, let it rip.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” but that was all he could say. He was beyond the ability to speak coherently. 
 
    She felt him ramp up his hip motion, then the tsunami struck. 
 
    “AHHHH…AHHHH!” 
 
    She pulled on his cock, hard. She pummeled his asshole with her fist, and semen shot out of him. 
 
    He collapsed, still shooting violent bursts of semen, and she went with him, kept her fist in him, still pumping, as if she was actually punching the sperm out of him. 
 
    A half a minute later he finally came back to planet earth. He was dizzy, dazed, and he realized that Julie had just pulled her gloves off. With a snap. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “There you go, big dick. One ‘super do.’” 
 
    “Thank you,” he whispered. 
 
    “You’re more than welcome.” Then she lay down next to him. They dozed off in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    Tina stood at the sink and washed dishes happily. She was humming, and up the walk came little Johnny, who had once been called Timmy. 
 
    Timmy had changed. Now she willingly wore the pink dresses, and she was even getting pretty good at putting on her own make up. And she didn’t even mind that Tina called him Johnny. 
 
    In fact, it was pretty cool. 
 
    It was cool when she worked her penis with her hands, and it was really cool when she milked him.  
 
    And she liked to cuddle with her and call her ‘Mommy.’ 
 
    She didn’t have to worry about the Boob Police. She didn’t have to worry about anything. 
 
    All she had to do was take her pills and live with Tina. And she loved it. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    About this series… 
 
     
 
    A Man Caught is the first in a series I have tentatively titled, ‘The Third Gender Series.’ 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Janet are trapped in a deal with the devil. A man known only as Mattiss has offered them fifty million dollars, a million dollars a week, if they can last a year performing services for the members of a secret sex club: ‘The Third Gender Society.’ Each member of the club will bring different quirks and kinks, and Johnny and Janet will be taught how to be servants, how to be the opposite sex, how to suffer, how to take pain and make it into pleasure, how to make a life out of sex and degradation. The only real question, however, is this: at the end of a year…will they still love each other? Is love eternal? Or can simple degenerates ruin what is pure and beautiful. 
 
      
 
    This first book, ‘A Man Caught,’ details how Johnny and Janet are trapped into a deal with the devil. 
 
      
 
    Remember, it only hurts if you fight it. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy the fight.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Okay, baby. Don’t wait up for me.” Janet Mason inspected herself in the hallway mirror. She was a knock out. Spike boots up to her knees. Creamy flesh to the short skirt that just barely concealed her thong. Above the waist she wore just a halter top. Her leather jacket would keep her covered until she was at the club, and then it was ‘baby got boobs!’ 
 
    She had fine breasts. Large, perfectly shaped, and on a cold day those nips stuck out like thumbs in the eyeballs. 
 
    Above the neck she was drop dead gorgeous. A wide and generous mouth with full, red lips. Dark eye shadow that gave her the most mysterious eyes since Nosferatu, long lashes, and scintillating eyes, and all surrounded by dark hair that seemed to fall forever and catch the night. 
 
    Johnny stared at her. She unnerved him. She fixed herself up like this once a month, disappeared for long hours, and came back with thousands of dollars. 
 
    He wasn’t a bad looking fellow. Rugged, brown eyes that could express different emotions, and longish hair. Heck, his hair was long enough for a pony tail, though he wouldn’t ever make himself up like that. 
 
    And his torso was slender, but possessed of whiplike muscles. 
 
    Unfortunately, all those handsome good looks were backed up by a jealous nature. 
 
    Where was Janet going? Why wouldn’t she tell him? They had been together for a year, they were planning to get married. He loved her like no other girl he had ever known. He would die for her, and she had this deep, dark secret. 
 
    “How late?” 
 
    “When the cows come home, baby,” she teased him as she passed him in the doorway, smelling of French nights and degraded days. 
 
    “I don’t see why you can’t tell me where you’re going,” he whined. 
 
    “Because I made an agreement. A serious agreement. And it’s nothing bad, nothing that you need to concern yourself with, so…” she shrugged as she picked up her car keys. 
 
    Actually, Johnny knew where she worked. He had followed her last month, and what he had discovered had not reassured him. 
 
    On a dark and lonely street, in a bad part of town, she had gone into a warehouse. He had approached the warehouse later, and had seen the simple sign next to the door. 
 
      
 
    Slaves despair 
 
    Enter here 
 
      
 
    Nothing else. No ‘open 24 hours,’ or ‘no shoes, no shirt, no…blah, blah, blah.’ 
 
    Just a door made of thick and solid looking wood. The doorknob was made of iron. There was no keyhole. And Johnny knew there had to be another entrance. 
 
    Johnny had stepped back, inspected the shabby looking warehouse. 
 
    Brick. Boarded up windows. Posters, old and ragged and ripped, pasted on the side of the building. 
 
    He walked around the building. 
 
    There was a back entrance. A long flight of stairs. The stairs were rickety looking, and the door looked solid. But next to the stairs, a little below the door, maybe reachable if an enterprising fellow wanted to monkey over to it, was a window. 
 
    Not a big window. A small window. Just big enough for a slender man to slide through. And there was no board covering it up. And there was no glass. It was just a black hole in the side of a building. 
 
    And he was going to go into that hole tonight. But first he was going to follow Janet and make sure that was where she was going. 
 
    But he was positive she was. 
 
    She grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and then let go and turned to Johnny. She enveloped him in a massive hug. She didn’t want to kiss him and mess her make up, but she wanted to reassure him. 
 
    “Johnny, it’s just a job. A weird and kinky job, but I’m in no danger, and I’ve signed a very significant non-disclosure agreement. Tell me you understand. Tell me it’s all right.” 
 
    He whispered into her hair, loving the small of her, “Baby, it’s all right. I understand.” 
 
    But, when she closed the door and clicked her heels out to her car, his eyes narrowed. 
 
    It wasn’t all right, and he didn’t understand. 
 
    A woman shouldn’t have secrets from her husband to be.  
 
    And, in the back of his mind, he wondered if she was having an affair. Johnny was a fan of porn, and he went to sites that had dozens of men blasting their cum over big titted women. He marveled at how these women could take all those men, in all of their holes, and then lick all the juicy spunk that issued from all the over-sized cocks. 
 
    Was Janet doing that? Was Janet a cum sucking whore? 
 
    He knew she wasn’t, but he couldn’t stop the images in his mind. He didn’t realize that he had watched too much porn, and that it was affecting his mind. 
 
    He listened, heard her car pipes rattle as she backed into the street, then roar as she drove away. 
 
    Like a human cannonball he burst from the door and ran for his own car. 
 
    Janet drove a Golf. It smoked a little, especially when she started up, and it was easy to find her tail lights, dim behind small clouds when she started up from stop signs and stop lights. 
 
    In the glare of lights from an all night service station he ascertained that it was her. But he knew it was, she was on a direct route for that building in the bad part of town. 
 
    He slowed down a bit, watched her from a hundred yards back. He wasn’t worried about losing her. He knew where she was going. 
 
    He trailed her, careful not to be seen, listening to ‘Nothing Else Matters’ on his car stereo. 
 
    God, he was in love. He had never felt this way. His heart surged when she stepped into his sight. And to actually feel her velvet skin, to suck on her rigid nipples, to kiss those ultimate lips…he had to find out where she was going and what she was doing. 
 
    Janet pulled into a parking lot next to the warehouse. 
 
    Johnny parked down the street. Far enough not to be seen, close enough to see. 
 
    She said hello to a security guard in the parking lot and walked to the single door in the side of the building. It opened before she arrived, and she greeted somebody and stepped into the building, out of Johnny’s sight. 
 
    He sighed. He gripped the steering wheel in frustration. He wanted to bang his head on the wheel. 
 
    What was she doing in there? 
 
    Slaves? Despair? What the fuck was up with that? 
 
    It certainly didn’t sound like some of hoity toity bar where people tipped hundred dollar bills. 
 
    Finally, after a couple of minutes of his own heart wrenching despair, Johnny got out, locked his car, and sauntered down the side of the street. 
 
    The guard in the parking lot glanced at him, then ignored him. Fooled looked to be scratching his nose. 
 
    Johnny walked along the weed grown sidewalk. Man, this was a shabby section of town. Boarded up windows, or just plain broken out. Dented aluminum siding. He passed a tent which was filled with snoring bums. 
 
    He reached the end of the block, he crossed the street, and turned right. From across the street he found a niche and stepped into it. It was dark, and he watched the big warehouse for along minutes. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    The light at the top of the stairs was out. He would be in streetlights for thirty steps, and then he would be in shadows. He could slink alongside the back fence, all in the darkness, then go through a hole in the fence. From there he could monkey up the wooden steps, go int the window, and find out, once and for all, what was going on. 
 
    Still he waited. 
 
    He thought of Janet, and his heart ached. 
 
    In that moment it crossed his mind that he should go home. Forget about it. Trust her. 
 
    But he couldn’t. The jealousy that possessed him wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He stepped out of the nook and crossed the street. He did so slowly, pulling his jacket over himself, trying to look like a homeless person, at least in his gait. 
 
    He reached the other side. There were no cars. No people. He slid along the fence and came to the place where a couple of boards had been broken. He slipped through the hole in the fence and looked around. 
 
    It was dark, the yard was bare, even of weeds, and he had a clear path to the stairs. 
 
    Still, he waited. He didn’t want to be tricked. He didn’t want to be caught. 
 
    Finally, he darted across the small yard and stepped into the shade of the stairs. 
 
    He looked up. The window gaped at him. It was like a mouth forever open, and all he had to do was climb up a couple of struts, and shimmy in the window. 
 
    He took deep breaths. He was breaking and entering, and even though he had a clean record, it was something to think about. 
 
    And he thought again, he should just go home. He didn’t need to know what Janet was doing. 
 
    But he couldn’t.  
 
    He reached up and grabbed a two by four, walked up a slanted cross beam, and did the same for the second two by four. 
 
    The window was two feet away. Easy peasy. All he had to do was step across, put a foot in, sit down, and slide through. He was sure there had to be a floor under the window. And, even if it wasn’t, it wasn’t that high. 
 
    He put a foot out, slithered it in, kept a hold on the stair two by four, then sat down. He couldn’t see inside, but it was okay. He knew it as okay. He would drop in, nose around, then figure a way out. Worst comes to worst, he waits for daylight and walks out when nobody is there. 
 
    He pushed, slithered through the window, and dropped. 
 
    And landed on a floor. 
 
    The boards were old and creaked, but he had managed to avoid any real noise. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    Now that he was inside, his eyes got used to the darkness and he began to make out shapes. Boxes and crates. looked like a piano in one corner. A couple of things that looked like…pillories? Stocks? Those things they used to lock people in when they got to drunk? 
 
    Huh! 
 
    And, across the room, maybe twenty feet away, was a thin sliver of light. It was the bottom of a door.  
 
    Johnny tip toed across the room. As he came closer to the door he heard noise. A dull rumble. People talking, and laughing, and the sound of ragged blues. Karen Lovely singing about ‘Still the Rain.’ 
 
    He got down on his hands and knees and tried to peer under the door. 
 
    The door was apparently high on a wall. He could see across a platform, a landing, and then across a lot of heads, but that was about all. 
 
    But he could tell that people were partying, and the music was definitely Karen Lovely, and he realized: she was telling the truth! She just tends bar. And these people were just rich people slumming, high tippers, avoiding the spot light. 
 
    He grinned. No more jealousy. What a load off his mind! 
 
    He stood up and looked around. He was in some kind of storeroom, and the only exit was the door he was standing by. Or, maybe there was something behind the big curtain at one end of the room. 
 
    He sauntered to the end of the room, felt the giant curtain, probably from some old time movie house, and found where the two parts of the curtain came together. 
 
    Behind the curtain was a whole ‘nother room. And another curtain on the right. A bigger curtain. And Johny realized he was standing on a stage. 
 
    There was a little more light here, and Johnny walked across the stage. 
 
    In the center of the stage was another pillory. It was about three feet tall, and attached to what looked like a rolling platform.  
 
    Johnny grinned. When he was a boy his father had taken him to a Renaissance Fair. They had had a pillory like this, and some fellow made up like a drunk, his nose all painted red and his hair all askew, had stood in the pillory. The top bar had lowered down on his neck and he stood like a fool. People laughed at him, and some of the younger boys wanted to throw things at him, but a beefy ‘King’s guard’ had foiled that. 
 
    Then, when some windbag was talking about punishment in Merry Olde England, a young lass, all made up and with big boobs, had tip toed behind the windbag and kissed the drunk on the cheek. 
 
    The crowd howled. And the windbag turned around, slowly enough so the girl could skip away. 
 
    Merry Olde England. 
 
    Johnny walked around the the pillory, ran his hand over the wood. It was polished wood, apparently in good use, and nobody wanted to get splinters. It was heavy wood. No way somebody was going to get out of that thing once it was locked! 
 
    Johnny grinned. He put his neck across the center hole. It fit just right. He put his hands in the side holes. He turned his head this way and that, pretending he was struggling. And then images of a big bosomed lass kissing him on the cheek came to him. He smiled, rapturous with the memory, and he must have made some move, shook the thing somehow, and the top bar slammed down. 
 
    It didn’t hurt him. His head was solidly in place, but now he was trapped! 
 
    His eyes opened wide. He tried to raise his head, to push the top bar up, but it wouldn’t move, and Johnny realized what had happened. 
 
    When the top bar had landed the latch on the end had swung down.  He was caught! 
 
    He struggled for a moment, then stopped. There was no way he was going to bully his way out of this, and he tried to imagine what the mechanism that had locked looked like. 
 
    A simple piece of metal with a slot in the end. The slot had fallen over the loop that the padlock goes through. If he could just shake the thing sideways a little, maybe he could swing the latch out from the padlock ring and raise the bar. 
 
    He shifted his weight sideways. The pillory was solid, though, and didn’t move. 
 
    He tried to somehow move his neck against the bar, then he tried to stretch his hand through the hole and reach the latch. 
 
    And he panicked and began struggling. For a long minute he struggled, and then he realized he was just wasting his strength. He was going to need help to get out of this mess. 
 
    But…who would help him? 
 
    If he made noise they would find him. Breaking and entering. At worst, hilarious laughter at the fool who had caught himself. 
 
    Still, what else was there? 
 
    If he didn’t get help, if he didn’t get out of this thing, he would be stuck in it all month! 
 
    He could die! 
 
    And all because he didn’t trust Janet! 
 
    He cursed himself then, and grew smarter. But it was a little late. 
 
    Finally, already feeling a little stiff and sore from being bent over, he made himself relax. He would have to wait until most of the people were gone, then he could call for help. Then he could— 
 
    THE CURTAINS STARTED OPENING! 
 
    A shaft of light sprang across the stage and started widening. 
 
    Johnny felt like somebody was shrieking in his head, he wanted to scream and run. Instead, he just stood mute. 
 
    Fortunately, he had put himself in the pillory the wrong way. He was facing away from the audience. So nobody could see his terribly red face. 
 
    “Hey! I thought you said nobody volunteered this week?” 
 
    The buzz of voices became a roar as the curtain parted further and further. Johnny could tell that everybody was gathering at the lip of the stage and looking at him. 
 
    He choked back tears and waited for somebody to release him. 
 
    “There wasn’t! I don’t know who he is!” 
 
    Somebody clambering on the stage. Footsteps, and a shape walked around to face Johnny. Johnny couldn’t look up. All he could see was a belt buckle, long dark pants, and fancy, old boots.  
 
    “Well, hello. And you are?” 
 
    “I’m Johnny. I’m sorry. I messed up. Can you get me out of here?” 
 
    The man walked to the rear of Johnny. 
 
    “His name is Johnny! Johnny Come Lately!” 
 
    Cheers. People hooting and yelling. Clapping. Then the music died down, and Johnny knew he was the center of everybody’s attention. 
 
    The man circled the pillory and stopped in front of Johnny. 
 
    “Please? Can you let me out?” 
 
    “Well, therein lies the problem, young Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you know what we do here?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “So you never read the sign next to the front door? You never wondered about slavery and despair?” 
 
    “I don’t care what you do. I just want to go home.” 
 
    The man walked around again, stopped to yell at the audience. “He wants to go home!” 
 
    Laughter, jeers, and one voice yelled out, “He wants his mommie!” More laughter. 
 
    The man arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “We have very tight security here. And video cams. And I’ll bet we will see you looking at our sign. And it is obvious that you snuck in. Are you a thief?” 
 
    “No! No! I just want to go home! I’ll never tell anybody about this!” 
 
    The man walked around him again, and this time he yelled to the crowd, “He says he’s not a thief!” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    He arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately, do you know what we do to thieves?” 
 
    “But I’m not a thief!” 
 
    The man ignored him, he raised his voice so the whole crowd could hear him. “We take down his panties…and we…PADDLE HIM!”               
 
    Cheers erupted as the whole crowd showed its approval. 
 
    “Hey! No! you can’t…You’ve got to let me go!” 
 
    But the man was not listening. He walked towards the audience, stopped behind Johnny, and said, “Does anybody have a pair of scissors? Or maybe just a really, really sharp knife?” 
 
    A moment, and somebody did, and there was more laughter and catcalls. 
 
    Then Johnny felt the man slicing his pants off. 
 
    “Don’t move Johnny Come Lately. It would look terrible on your death certificate, man dies in stocks.” 
 
    Everybody was shouting advice from the crowd now, telling the man to be careful, to not be careful, and when he began slicing Johnny’s pants around the crotch everybody went wild. 
 
    “Cut deeper!” 
 
    “I think you missed something!” 
 
    “It’s harvest time!” 
 
    Johnny was crying now. He was terrified, and was sure that he was in the hands of patients from an insane asylum. 
 
    Then it was over. For the pants. 
 
    “Oh! Look! Underwear! Who would like to tear his underwear off?” 
 
    Several voices rose up, and they all sounded feminine. Then there was the sound of ladies being helped up on the stage, and small hands grabbed his underwear and pulled. 
 
    Johnny wiggled, was ashamed, and the cloth began to rip. Cheers, and the ragged remnants of his underwear were tossed about. 
 
    “Well, now, what do we have here? Is this a butt!” 
 
    “It’s the moon? Are you in love?” Yelled a voice. 
 
    Oh, I am in love. That is without a doubt. What am I bid for this delightful piece of ass?” 
 
    “NO!” screamed Johnny, but the crowd only laughed. 
 
    “One thousand!” 
 
    “Two thousand!” 
 
    The bidding rapidly rose to 20,000 dollars. 
 
    “Wait minute…Johnny, are you a virgin?” 
 
    The audience went silent. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you ever felt a choo choo up your poo poo?” 
 
    Laughter, but it was subdued. People were waiting for an answer. 
 
    Johnny blurted, “I don’t swing that way!” 
 
    The man roared out, “Johnny Come Lately doesn’t swing that way! Do you know what that means?” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” shouted a man. “He’s a virgin!” 
 
    “That’s right! Now what am I bid for this delightful and…NEVER SULLIED…piece of ass?” 
 
    “Thirty thousand!” 
 
    “Forty thousand!” 
 
    The bids rapidly rose to 240,000 dollars. 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. 
 
    “Only 240 thou? What a mere pittance! For what is obviously the finest piece of ass in the whole western world, and parts of the eastern world, too!” 
 
    “300,000!” 
 
    “Come, come, ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    Silence. It looked like the bidding was over. 
 
    “I know, let’s have a two for one sale! How many of you ladies brought your dildos?” 
 
    Now the warehouse filled with shouts and screams. It was like being at a rock concert. Johnny wanted to clasp his hands over his head and wish it all away. 
 
    But, of course, his hands were trapped. 
 
    “500,000!” 
 
    “Now we’re getting somewhere! Who’s next?” 
 
    “600,000!” 
 
    “All right! Okay!” 
 
    Then there were no more bids. The man came around to the front and said, “600,000 dollars, Johnny Come Lately. Are you worth it?” 
 
    “Please…please…” Johnny begged. 
 
    The man walked back to his rear. “SOLD! To the man with the big pocket book, and the bigger cock! Come claim your prize, sir.” 
 
    Johnny heard the noise of somebody being helped onto the stage. Soft footsteps, then hands patting his fanny. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. This is going to be good.” Then: “Anybody got any vaseline?” 
 
    Nobody did, and there was much laughter. 
 
    “How you gonna catch the hog if it ain’t greased?” Somebody shouted the misquote. 
 
    A quick conversation behind Johnny, and he picked up enough to understand what they were saying. 
 
    “He’s virgin, I expect him to bleed, but I don’t want to split him in two.” 
 
    “Noble, sir. How about…we need slick liquid…how about if we use sperm?” 
 
    The new man sounded suspicious. “How do I know somebody won’t slip his dick in while we’re juicing him up?” 
 
    “We put the honor system in place.” 
 
    Scoffs. 
 
    “Okay, how about one million dollars if somebody punctures this young man before you. That’s a tidy profit.” 
 
    The man thought for a moment. “Yeah. I guess that could work.” 
 
    Again, the first man addressed the crowd. “We are desperately in need of lubrication, and since none of you had the forethought to bring any lube, we are asking for donations of sperm. To be applied directly to this young man’s ass…BUT!” 
 
    The crowd went silent. “Anybody taking advantage of the moment will be fined one million dollars.” 
 
    Cheers, and several men climbed up behind Johnny. They moved closer to him, and he tried to kick them. 
 
    “Quick, fix his feet.” 
 
    Johnny couldn’t see, and it was easy to grab his ankles, hold them down, and chain them in place. 
 
    Johnny was stuck now. He was sore, he was about to be brutalized, and nobody seemed to care. 
 
    The men crowded behind him, he heard zippers, and then the sound of fapping and hard breathing. 
 
    “God!” Murmured Johnny. “Please!” 
 
    But God wasn’t answering requests on this day, and Johnny felt the first white hot spatters of cum on his ass. 
 
    “Ahh!” groaned a man. 
 
    The liquid trickled down Johnny’s ass crack. 
 
    Another man spurted, and another. 
 
    The crowd, following the action, cheered each semen eruption. Johnny could hear side bets being made as to who was going to shoot their seed on his ass next. 
 
    After five minutes, and a half a dozen creamy spurts, the man who had bought his ass moved up. Johnny felt him fumbling his dick forward. He tried to lock his ass cheeks. 
 
    “Don’t do that, young fellow,” and he slapped Johnny’s ass. Hard. Johnny yelped and the crowd chuckled and watched in rapt fascination. 
 
    “Turn him around!” yelled somebody. 
 
    And, to Johnny’s horror, several men began to wheel the whole pillory around. 
 
    He could see the room. He could hundreds of people watching, and many of them had masks on. Old masks, like some kind of Viennese party. Masks with long noses, like during the plague. Masks that looked like donkey faces. Masks that were nothing but Zorro strips. 
 
    Some of the masks were half masks, covering only the top half of the face, and these masks revealed sharp, white teeth, mouths open in laughter and gaity.  
 
    And all of the masks revealed the bright glitter of excited eyes. 
 
    He felt the man pushing his prick between his buns. It felt like two men were holding his buns apart, making for easier access. 
 
    “Don’t do this!” screamed Johnny. 
 
    Across the room, Janet was working hard. She poured drinks, she smiled, she didn’t mind it when some old fellow would slip a hundred dollar bill in her halter, and let his fingers linger a while. 
 
    Tell the truth, she pretty much ignored the floor show. 
 
    The floor show was a regular occurrence. One of the members of the club would volunteer, he would get a spanking, they would butt fuck him, and everything was hunky dory. The members apparently didn’t mind a little rear door action, everybody was happy, and Janet made more in one night than she made in a month. More than two and even three months. These fellows and gals were big tippers. 
 
    When the curtains had been opened, and somebody had been found in the stocks, Janet had smiled. Somebody had volunteered and not told everybody. 
 
    And when the name ‘Johnny’ was shouted out, she smiled again. She felt sorry for poor, jealous Johnny. Sitting at home and worrying. He was such a catch, and she loved him so much…and she glanced at the figure on the stage, her vision obscured by the crowd moving about, and she thought nothing of it when she saw the figure bent over, getting his pants cut off. She didn’t get enough of a glimpse to recognize Johnny. 
 
    Then the crowd had moved in on the bar, everybody wanted to get a drink and then get close to the stage to watch, and Janet poured drinks and mixed cocktails, and earned her living. 
 
    But, finally, everything died down. Everybody was watching all the men masturbate on this poor fellow’s ass. And shortly a little anal sex would occur, and then they turned the pillory around. 
 
    Janet gasped. It was Johnny! Her Johnny! And she screamed, “JOHNNY!” 
 
    Just as the man shoved his cock into Johnny’s bunghole. 
 
    Johnny heard the scream, but he was too distracted by the invader in his poop chute. He felt his ass give way. It felt like it was splitting apart, then the lubrication worked and the man was inside him. 
 
    Johnny gasped. On one hand, his ass felt like it had just received the ultimate spanking, with a cat of nine tails. On the other hand…it felt…good? 
 
    The man grunted and pulled back, and pushed forward. 
 
    Johnny lurched in the stocks. His eyes were glassy, and he couldn’t believe it. Yes, it hurt, but…but his asshole felt like it was celebrating. 
 
    At last! Yes! It needed something to go the wrong way in it! 
 
    His nerves woke up. The man’s big cock slithered in, rubbing the nerves, sliding along Johnny’s anal walls. 
 
    “No?’ asked Johnny of everybody and nobody. 
 
    People were watching his face, cheering. Talking. Pointing at him. 
 
    All Johnny could do was feel the vast pleasure begin to consume him. 
 
    A woman sat on the stage, scootched over to him on her butt, held a drink to his lips. 
 
    Johnny drank, and behind him the man was getting close. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper, all traces of pain leaving. 
 
    Johnny, as if in a dream, saw Janet pushing through the crowd towards him, somebody else held a glass to him, this one had a straw in it, and Johnny inhaled the contents. 
 
    “Yes…yes…YES!” 
 
    Johnny felt the man’s pecker stiffen, he felt the glorious feeling of warm liquid spattering in his asshole, then Janet was on the stage, sitting in front of him, holding his face with both hands. Crying. 
 
    “Johnny! Johnny!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” And Johnny began crying. 
 
    The man backed out of his ass, his dick flopped loose, and there was a space between his legs. Johnny felt a vacancy in his asshole. It missed something. 
 
    “Hold up!” yelled the man who had been ‘announcing.’ His big hand reached down into Johnny’s sight and lifted Janet by the upper arm. She rose from his eyesight, and he wanted to reach out to her, grab her, bring her back, but he was secured in the stocks. 
 
    Somebody moved between Johnny’s legs and began fitting a cock to his hole. It was hard, no give to it, and Johnny realized that it must be a dildo. And it felt like a big one. 
 
    “I said hold up,” and the figure between his legs, it felt like a woman, smaller legs and nylons, stopped moving. She held the cock at his back door, but didn’t move forward. 
 
    Johnny waited, and the crowd quieted down and listened. Then the only sound was the sobbing, choking sounds of Janet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO
  
 
    “Well, friends, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here. Janet, do you know Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    Janet was snuffling, and she managed to whisper, “He’s my boyfriend.” 
 
    The crowd gasped. A few people laughed. But there was a general air of expectancy. 
 
    “Oh, my. And you have signed a non-disclosure agreement. Yet here is your—“ 
 
    “I didn’t tell him!” 
 
    “What did you tell him?” 
 
    “I just told him I was tending bar for a bunch of rich people.” 
 
    A few people in the crowd were whispering. There were no smiles now, no laughter. Even the lady with the pecker pointing into Johnny’s asshole backed off. 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately, is this the truth?” 
 
    “Yes,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “So how did you come to crash our little party?” 
 
    “I was jealous. I Followed her. I snuck in the back way, then got caught in this thing.” 
 
    A few titters, but everybody was still listening. 
 
    “Friends! Our rules may not have been broken, but we are compromised. What shall we do?” 
 
    Though the man shouted, he was asking for actual comments. People in the crowd began to whisper. 
 
    “Ishmail!” called the man. “Bring us some drinks, if you would be so kind. Leveticus, if you could push a table and a couple of chairs over here?” 
 
    Shortly a small table was set up next to Johnny. The man and Janet sat down and three drinks were brought. One had a straw, and this one the man held so Johnny could sip. And Johnny did sip. He was embarrassed, his ass felt bad…and good, and he was on display for literally hundreds of people. 
 
    “Well, my friends? Who has an opinion?” 
 
    A male voice called out, “We could simply disappear them.” 
 
    “Kill us?” Johnny blurted. 
 
    “Janet: “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “My dear. If you haven’t noticed, we’re rich. We can do all sorts of things the peasants can’t do. One of the sheep disappearing off the range is easily accomplished. And, I dare say, two sheep might even be easier.” He raised his voice. “I would back such a proposal, except that Janet is a pleasant diversion, and she has kept her word. And young Johnny Come Lately…he’s a clever lad. I have to tell you, in the few short words I have exchanged with him, he has proven to be an agreeable sort. Yes, Ruth?” 
 
    A lady with a sultry voice offered, “if we kill them then the fun is over. And, let’s face it, finding a virgin on the stage provided us with quite a spectacle. I don’t think I have ever seen Leviticus bid so high for a simple piece of ass.” 
 
    The crowd chuckled. Then a voice from behind Johnny. “Whatever happens, I would like to complete my bought and paid for fuck.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Go ahead. Don’t mind us.”  
 
    The crowd laughed, and Johnny felt the woman step between his thighs again. The big pecker was pushed against his hole, worked around, and slipped in. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    The man lifted Johnny’s head by the hair. The crowd could see the dazed wonderment on Johnny’s face as the woman slowly sawed in and out. 
 
    “How can we kill somebody who is so much pleasure? Eh?” 
 
    For a while the crowd tossed out ideas. Everything from ‘beat them severely and leave them naked in a ditch,’ to keeping Johnny and Janet hostage and making them permanent entertainment. At this last, the man conducting the ‘ceremonies’ cleared his throat. 
 
    “Bronson. You have such a beautiful mind. And you have made me wonder something. 
 
    Johnny was grunting. The woman behind him was pushing into him hard. He could feel plastic balls against his own balls, which were swinging and slapping back. 
 
    “Esther, if you could take a break for a moment, and everybody, listen, this is what I propose.” A complete silence descended on the crowd. Apparently the fellow do the talking  was important, and his words held much weight. 
 
    The woman pushing into Johnny stopped, and Johnny was left with the full feeling of a dildo jutting into his butt, but not doing anything. 
 
    “I propose that we…make them one of us.” 
 
    Silence. Then a guffaw cut off short. Then a few titters, then everybody was roaring with laughter. 
 
    “You’re going to make a peasant into an elite?” yelled somebody. 
 
    “Have you not hard of My Fair Lady?” 
 
    “We’d have to give them money and…educate them?” 
 
    “And you don’t have a million or two stuck in your mattress?” A light chuckle went through the crowd and one wit quipped, “Touche, Rastus.” 
 
    The man turned to Esther. “If you could go back to your duties, I prefer to hear Johnny’s moans and groans while I sip my libation. Speaking of which…Ishmail?” 
 
    Johnny felt the woman start up again, and a sense of wonder enveloped him. He realized that he missed the motion, and he pushed back. 
 
    “Please, let us go,” Janet begged. 
 
    Johnny could tell, from shadows and glimpses, that the man was patting her hand. 
 
    “Tell me, my dear, would you like to be rich? So rich that you never had to take another bath and everybody stilled loved you?” 
 
    There were a few laughs, and some yelled, “Go Mattis!” And Johnny finally had a name to put to the voice. 
 
    Mattis rose to the occasion. He raised his voice. “So rich you can order revolutions at your whim!” Cheers rose in the warehouse. “So rich the president sucks your cock!” 
 
    More cheers, and somebody yelled back, “He sucked mine last week!” 
 
    “So rich you can order life or death at your whim!” 
 
    The yells and cheers were becoming a monster that rose and fell with Mattis’s every word. 
 
    “So rich you can raise a peasant up,” he stood up and lifted Janet’s hand, and she stood up, confused and trembling. He let go of her hand and lowered his palm towards Johnny, “or send them down.” 
 
    Now it was like a rock concert in the big room. Everybody cheering and screaming things at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis held his hands up for silence, and the screams and shouts dwindled, became a deep silence. 
 
    “Friends. Would you bid for these breasts?” He opened his hand in the direction of Janet’s well filled bra. “Lovely Janet has provided us succor in the form of well prepared liquid oblations. She has not objected when we filled her already full brassiere with presents, and she has murmured not a word when we became overly friendly and groped a bit too much. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” The crowd roared back. 
 
    “And this young man, Johnny Come Lately, he has wormed through the streets, broken into our abode, and stands for our pleasure. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” came back the monstrous roar. 
 
    “So I say that the Gods have brought us these honest, hard working people, and asked…nay, DEMANDED…that we transmogrify them into proper miscreants! Yes!” 
 
    And now the sound was deafening. Johnny would have covered his ears had his hands been available. Janet did cover hers. 
 
    Mattis motioned for Janet to sit. His rabble rousing at a pause, he spoke low and confidently to the crowd. “Then, friends, we have but one thing to do…” 
 
    “What?” asked Janet. Things had gone beyond what she had ever expected. She was supposed to go home with a handful of cash, now Johnny was on the stage, and something was being offered to her. “What is going on?” 
 
    Mattis said, to Janet and to the crowd, “we must sell Johnny and Janet on the idea of learning how to be truly degraded.” 
 
    And, as if on cue, the woman behind Johnny yelled, “YES!” Her body froze in orgasm. Johnny’s eyes were wide, and the crowd, as if they had just witnessed a sign from the Gods, began clapping. 
 
      
 
    The crowd was back to reveling. They were drinking and carousing, the music was playing, Jim Morrison and ‘A Moonlight Ride,’ yet it was relatively silent in the rear of the stage. 
 
    Johnny had been unlocked and helped to stand up. His butthole was oozing cum, and it felt like he had a hemorrhoid. He wanted to scratch his hole, but he was afraid. He was afraid he would be bleeding.  
 
    Three chairs had been placed facing each other, so close that knees almost touched. 
 
    Mattis sat, smiling and relaxed, and watched as Johnny hobbled back to the chairs. Janet was helping him. 
 
    “Careful there, Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    Johnny sat gingerly, afraid of more pain, and was surprised to find that sitting actually rubbed his poor asshole and gave a slight modicum of pleasure. 
 
    Janet sat down next to him, held his hand, and the two looked at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis lit up a cigarette, his motions were sure and delicate, and mused as he inspected the couple. He was five foot ten, 160 pounds, and his hair was just starting to grey. His nose was slightly curved and he had an Errol Flynn mustache under that nose. He was a handsome man, and a commanding figure. In the world of money he was envied by the rich. In the world of sex he was an authoritative figure of degradation. Which is to say…he drove a Rolls Royce and liked to wrestle with pigs. 
 
    Johnny was looking pretty wild. His hair was mussed, he was sitting tenderly, and his eyes fluttered back and forth. Yes, there had ben a certain amount of pleasure, which pleasure merely served to conflict his morals. 
 
    It was wrong for a man to take it up the ass. And he lived by that, even being a bit of a homophobe. But he had enjoyed the experience, sort of. 
 
    Janet was really worried. She had seen people on the stage. People who were of the crowd, who had been savaged and near ripped apart, taken down from the pillory with bloodied assholes and sobbing. 
 
    She had never wondered who these people were, she had just come across the job, taken it, and went along with whatever happened because, darn it, it filled her purse once a month. All of which indicated a compromise of her own morals. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately and the Lovely Janet, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” said Janet. 
 
    Johnny was gulping, trying to figure out how to use his voice again. 
 
    “Simple. If you decide to join our club, we will educate you. The choice here is plain, risk our ire, whatever that might be, or put aside your morals, take lessons in degeneration. Learn how to laugh at pain, eat an asshole freshly shat from, fuck who you want when you want, and get rich.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. He had stopped gulping and was following the conversation. When Mattis offered money, he listened.  
 
    Janet was having none of it, but then women usually are of sounder moral fiber than men. 
 
    “Let me explain the actual procedure.” Mattis blew a thin stream of smoke into the air, then smiled at them. “For fifty weeks you will be…how should I say it…you will be our students. You won’t have to work. You will have to learn what we teach. Sometimes that will be finances., or banking, or some other ‘trade,’” He smiled. “Sometimes you will have  to suck a cock, spank an ass, lay in a dungeon all shackled and bound, be beaten or have your sexual organs spanked until you have uncontrollable orgasms.  
 
    “Each of the people you serve, yes, serve, that’s a good word, though inadequate, will have a talent. Some in real estate, some in banking, my own, as I said, is in finance. And somewhere during those 50 weeks you will likely find a talent, a liking for one field or another, and you will be encouraged in that field. 
 
    “Each week a million dollars will be put into an account for you. If you complete the 50 weeks, you will be able to access that account, and you will have the education to make yourself richer than God’s Savings Bonds. You will be educated, you will be one of us, you will have complete access to our network, and to all our advices.” 
 
    “And if we don’t complete the 50 weeks?” asked Janet. Johnny was already counting money in his mind. 
 
    “Then you disappear.” Mattis spoke so conversationally, so nonchalantly, that it was obvious he felt nothing about the idea of killing somebody. 
 
    Both Johnny and Janet blinked at his relaxed manner. 
 
    Ishmail arrived with drinks. Johnny marveled at how he could actually use his hand to hold a glass. Janet took a big gulp. Mattis ignored his drink and just smiled a Cheshire grin. 
 
    “Well, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “Can we talk about it?” Johnny asked. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “By ourselves?” 
 
    “If you wish.” Mattis stood up and wandered away. He began talking to a woman standing on the lip of the stage and ignored Johnny and Janet. 
 
    Johnny swiveled his head towards Janet. “I am so fucking sorry. I should have trusted you. I really fucked up. I got us in this mess.” 
 
    Janet sniffed. 
 
    “But we now have a real problem. We’re going to have to do this.” 
 
    “No way! I’m not going to let a bunch of weirdos do sick things to me! Johnny, you haven’t seen what these people do! Not week after week, like I have.” 
 
    “I know. But we have no choice. If we don’t do it…they ‘disappear’ us.” 
 
    Janet was stopped by that. She had seen cruelty on the stage, and she had heard people talking. At the time she had been more concerned with drinks and the size of her tip jar. Now her complacence was coming back to bite her. 
 
    “Listen, I love you, and you love me, so what does it matter if we have to endure some unpleasant things?” 
 
    “Unpleasant? Johnny, do you realize that you have just been buttfucked?” 
 
    “I can take it.” Then he added the kicker, “If it saves your life.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Janet looked down. She didn’t want to do this. She REALLY didn’t want to do this. She was a moral girl, she had gone to Sunday school when she was a child, she liked to help people, and now she was being asked to be a slave, to be degraded and treated like…like she didn’t know what. 
 
    “Janet? Baby? It’s this or we die!” 
 
    She found her head nodding. Up and down like a death knell. Her thoughts scattered in a buzz, yet focused in a fear so bright she could taste it. 
 
    Johnny called Mattis over. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’ll do it.” 
 
    Mattis smiled wanly. He was a smiling man. “Then, if you are serious, simply go put your head back in the stocks.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Janet. He wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to reassure her that they would get through this, and that would have reassured him that they could get through this. 
 
    Instead, acting the man, he stood up. He was still naked, but the semen was dried off, or all done oozing from his butt. His pecker stood out like a tire iron, which was something unexpected. After having been anal-ized he expected to be limp. And this tickled at the underbelly of his ability to realize: did being degraded make him horny? 
 
    Still, horny or not, conflicted or not, he strode across the stage. 
 
    People in the audience stopped what they were doing and watched. Many of them were grinning, but in an almost evil way. 
 
    Johnny stepped up to the pillory and studied it. A simple construction of wood. A few bolts to keep it together. A latch that, once closed, would not open until somebody else opened it. 
 
    In one way, what Johnny did next was the hardest thing he had ever done, but it was also the easiest. He reached up and brought the top bar down. He slipped one hand in, and his head. then he moved his other hand into the second hole, and let the top bar close. 
 
    He heard the metal latch click shut. 
 
    Cheers! An abrupt celebration. And, in a way, Johnny felt this in the back of his mind, an acceptance. 
 
    Then he heard footsteps, and saw Mattiss’s and Janet’s feet come into view.  
 
    Mattis unhooked Janet’s bra, but didn’t take it off. He held the ends together and turned to the crowd. “Friends!” he roared in his stentorian voice, “What am I bid?” And he pulled off Janet’s bra and dropped it on the floor under Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stared at the bra. He recognized it. He had taken that bra off her many times and enjoyed her exquisite charms. Now he was staring at what had been a doorway to pleasure, a holder of bounties, a barrier to his lips and mouth, and knowing that , in a sense, he had just given her away. 
 
    Tears began to well in his eyes. 
 
    “Ten thousand!” 
 
    “Twenty thousand!” 
 
    Within a trice the bids were over a hundred thousand dollars. So much money, yet Janet stood with her head down, feeling like a slave on the block. Her head was down, her hair draggled over her face, and she was ashamed and blushing furiously. And her breasts, her breasts were large, and Mattis held one up for the crowd to see. 
 
    “Observe, the fruits of innocence!” 
 
    Over two hundred thousand. He stepped behind Janet, made her pull her shoulders back. He brushed her hair out of her face. He made her stand as if she was proud. 
 
    “My dear,” he whispered in her ear, “When you have what you have…flaunt it.” 
 
    She tried. In spite of the doom and dread descending on her, she tried to look proud. She succeeded in presenting a weak defiance, but that was all. The crowd, however, didn’t mind it; they loved it. 
 
    They knew this girl. She had poured them drinks and laughed at their jokes, and didn’t even object when they got a little too frisky when depositing bills in her bra. With this familiarity on her side, the crowd loved her, lusted for her, and combined with the spirit of the proceedings…three hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Next to Janet Johnny grunted, but she avoided looking at him, even though her heart was breaking. 
 
    A big fellow with a hairy chest and a stubby cock was stuffing his meat into Johnny’s rear. His eyes were rolled back and he chugged away like a choo choo. 
 
    Four hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Mattis raised a hand and the crowd quieted. “She’s a virgin!” 
 
    Even Janet was surprised by that, he was so obviously lying. The crowd loved being lied to, however. They cheered as if she really was, and yelled encouragement to him. 
 
    “Tell us!” Somebody screamed. 
 
    Mattis went into pitch mode. He raised his voice and said, “Maybe she’s not a complete virgin, but, I guarantee, she’s had only the smallest of cocks!” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Mattis: “Yes?” 
 
    “YES!” was roared back at him. 
 
    Six hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Johnny felt the cream shoot into his ass. It was warm, and he loved the way it made him feel. His ass just got so ooshy squooshy. 
 
    The chubby man backed out and another man took his place. 
 
    “SOLD! Seven hundred thousand dollars to the man with love in his heart and an iron rod in his pants!” 
 
    Mattis whispered to Janet, “You brought in more than Johnny. You are truly a delicious treat, my dear.” 
 
    A tall man, his cock already hanging out of his pants, came to the stage. He jumped out, his dick flopping. It was hard and long, longer than Johnny’s, but not as thick. He took Janet’s hand and led her back into the darkness of the stage. 
 
    Johnny saw her legs move past, out of his sight, and he mourned, as best he could. He was actually preoccupied with the grunting, shoving pecker deeply embedded in him. 
 
    And, a squirt. A thick stream of hot white. He moved his ass. Odd, he wasn’t sure how he should move to make the best of a situation, but his wiggle was appreciated. A big hand slapped his buttocks and the man moved away to make room for another. 
 
    In Johnny;’s mind: Fifty million dollars! 
 
    Suddenly, as if he had heard Johnny’s thought, Mattis squatted next to him. He had a large vase in his hands. It was light green, dirty, probably just a stage prop, and Johnny stared at it. 
 
    “Just a taste, Johnny Come Lately. A token, to let you know how serious we are. It will fill, and I will put it aside for you, for the end of a year.” 
 
    Then Mattis stood up and walked away. Johnny heard him bantering with people as he faded in the distance and was absorbed by the crowd. 
 
    And he watched the vase. 
 
    Somebody came up and tossed a penny in it. There were a lot of laughs, and people jeered, and the donater insulted back, and then he put a hundred dollar bill in the vase. 
 
    Johnny stared at the vase, at the bill. Crumpled up and not very clean. A hundred dollars. 
 
    The man in his ass groaned and deposited another load into Johnny’s rectum. Johnny felt the scum oozing down his thigh. He looked at…three hundred dollar bills. Four. Five. Several fifties in a wad. More hundreds. Nothing less than a fifty. 
 
    Another man positioned himself between Johnny’s legs. Another prick surged forward into his depths. He grunted. He was getting used pretty hard now, but he tried to hang on to the pleasurable parts of being gang raped. 
 
    Except, he had stepped into this himself. He wasn’t being raped, just used. For their pleasure For his pleasure, if he could find it. 
 
    More hundreds. 
 
    People yelling and drinking and losing clothes in the big room. 
 
    A woman cams and sat down next to him. He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her. She grabbed his cock and started stroking. 
 
    Another man squirting, more bills. 
 
    He felt like squirting himself. The woman’s hands were talented, but she stopped when he was close. She stopped, and giggled, and waited…then she stroked again. 
 
    And suddenly, horny, filled with cum, desperate to cum himself, Johnny had a thought: Janet? 
 
     
 
    The man led Janet into the semi-darkness of the stage. He was fondling his prick as he strode through the darkness, and he moved so fast he was almost dragging her. 
 
    “Here’re some rugs. Better than the floor, eh?” And that was the end of his foreplay. 
 
    He kicked a small roll of rug so that it unfurled. He laid her down, pulled off her thong, and stuck his cock in her. 
 
    Janet gasped. She had not had many men, and the ones she had had had been gentle, caring. This man, for his expensive clothes and the claim that he was richer than ‘God’s Savings Bonds,’ was crude, impatient, and harsh. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he grunted, pushing hard. His dick slid up high and fast, filled her up, and it was so different than Johnny’s or any other man’s she had ever had. 
 
    But, then, every cock is different, if one has the sensitivity to accurately estimate the depth of the plunge, the heat of the walls, the smack of the balls on the ass. 
 
    He ravaged her then, and she had a thought of poor Johnny, putting up with dicks assaulting him. Poor Johnny, who had never felt a man’s cock, let alone up his ass. 
 
    “Better move a little, bitch,” and the man slapped her tits. 
 
    Janet lurched up, placed one arm over her tits. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it!” 
 
    That was the moment that Janet realized she was in for the ride of her life. This man, this pencil-dicked man, was inadequate, and he knew it, so he made up for it with bravado and cruelty. 
 
    “Fuck me back, bitch!” he moaned, slamming into her, bouncing her ass off the rugs. 
 
    “Fuck you!” snarled Janet, feeling the reality of the emotion. She hadn’t wanted to be fucked. She didn’t want to be in this mess, and the anger suddenly spurted out. 
 
    “HAH! I knew I had you pegged right.” 
 
    “You? With your skinny dick!” She grabbed hair on his chest and pulled. 
 
    “OWWW!” he howled. One hand went to his chest, but in the darkness, though he had felt pain, because he had felt pain, the man grinned. His teeth were a slice of sword in the dimness of the back stage. 
 
    “That’s it, bitch!” He picked her up then, turned her over, and she scrambled to get he hands and knees under her. 
 
    He slapped her ass and made a ‘yippee!’ sound and plowed into her. 
 
    The position was unfamiliar to Janet. Johnny hand her had done doggy style, but never with this ruthlessness, this savagery. 
 
    “You fucking asshole!” screamed Janet. 
 
    “Fuck your asshole!” He pulled out, and he was slippery and slimy from her juices, and he shoved it up her poop chute. 
 
    Janet gave way. The violence pushed her down, his weight body slammed her, his dick belly flopped her. 
 
    She grunted, lost her breath, and tried to figure out what to do. But she didn’t have to do anything. He did it all. He had her flattened out, at his mercy, and he sank his weight straight down into her rump. 
 
    She had never taken it up the asshole, and to be taken in this violent fashion, it was more than she could stand. She screamed. Her scream was heard in the big room, but, except for a few glances, nobody cared. 
 
    And he kept shoving into her, bruising her, making her orifice bigger and more gaping. 
 
    Now anger was gone from Janet. Now she felt the truth of the sad condition of being totally under the thumb, or the cock, of somebody else. 
 
    She lay there, unable to move, tears streaming from her eyes. 
 
    Then, suddenly, the man backed off. He pulled out, and he grabbed her and spun her around.  
 
    “Sit up,” he snarled. 
 
    Janet sat, in the dim light her mascara was trickling down her cheeks. She was dusty on the front of her body from the rug.  
 
    He stood in front of her and presented his cock. 
 
    It stuck into her face, long and hard, with bits of brown on it. 
 
    “Clean it off. Suck it.” 
 
    He grabbed her head and pulled it forward. She forced herself to open her mouth, and she felt the sickening taste of her own feces as she cleaned him off. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. “Now we’re fucking.” 
 
    But Janet didn’t think so. They weren’t fucking, they were brutalizing, they were degrading, and Janet suddenly realized some of what Mattis had told them. And she finally had a vision, a true vision, of what waited for her and Johnny for the next year. 
 
    She had seen Johnny being fucked, and her heart had broken. Now, being so cruelly use herself, her heart was more than broken. It was shattered. Destroyed. Rendered obsolete. 
 
    And the man came. He held the sides of her head and lurched and throbbed and…pumped. 
 
    She felt his slime course down her throat, and she gagged, but he wouldn’t let her go. He just kept spewing his seed into her. 
 
      
 
    End of the night. Johnny stood up next to the small table. He didn’t feel like sitting. 
 
    Janet sat and held to the table with her hands. Her head was down, she was crying. 
 
    Mattis watched patiently. “The first time is always the most difficult,” he observed. “Don’t worry. It will get better. It will even get sublime. But you’ll have to earn it.” 
 
    “Earn this…this degradation?” Janet stared at him. Her eyes were thousand yard eyes. She had been in the worst kind of combat a woman could be in. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Johnny. 
 
    Mattis chuckled. Then, “It will help if you hug each other.” 
 
    They blinked and looked at him. In a way, it was the thing they desired least. They were tired of human contact. Yet, in a way, it was the thing that would benefit them the most. The comfort of love, the feel of some one who actually cared. 
 
    Janet stood up. She moved slowly, hesitantly. 
 
    Johnny moved forward slowly. He, too was timid. They were almost afraid of touching each other. They had been sacrificed to the Gods of filth, and they felt filthy, and yet…now started, they couldn’t stop themselves. And then they were hugging, holding, trying to get closer than flesh would allow. And they cried, and sobbed, and felt each other sobbing and shuddering and shaking. 
 
    Mattis watched approvingly. After a long couple of minutes, minutes in which they couldn’t stop themselves from purging themselves of the dirt that had been done to them, Mattis spoke: “It will be a long year. Sometimes you will be apart. Sometimes you will see each other. you won’t be allowed to fuck each other. Things will be done to you, and you will do things you never imagined. But, in the end, you will have each other. If you survive. If your spirits can endure and hold to the truths within you. 
 
    Johnny and Janet stared at the older man. 
 
    Then Janet asked, in a low voice, “Why do you do this? Why do you hurt people and…and treat them this way?” 
 
    Mattis regarded her with amusement. “My dear, the time between birth and death, it is yours to do with as you wish. How can you ask?” 
 
    “But I do ask! To hurt people. To treat them with such contempt. It is..it is…” words failed her. 
 
    Mattis was openly grinning now. He said, “Janet, Johnny come Lately, I used to ask myself that very question, way back when I was but a tadpole. And I finally figured out the answer.” 
 
    they watched him. 
 
    “I do what I do because it is fun. If you can live a life where you can transmute pleasure into pain, where you can find pleasures from sources others deem irredeemable, then you have found paradise on earth. Of course, I don’t expect you to believe me.” 
 
    They waited. He wasn’t done. 
 
    “I expect you to find out for yourselves.” 
 
    It wasn’t much of a sop, and all they could was stand and stare at Mattis. 
 
    “Well, then, fun and games are over for the night. You’ll be coming home with me for a week. Are you ready?” 
 
    They weren’t, but they had to be, so they both nodded, and Mattis led them out of the warehouse. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    THE BIG BOOK OF MALE BOOBS: SEVEN EROTIC STORIES ABOUT MEN WHO GET BOOBS! 
 
    Get them all at: 
 
    GROPPERPRESS! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminization Curse 
 
    Don’t Mess with the Witch! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I shrieked. “I have a pussy!” 
 
    My wife bolted upright and stared at me.  
 
    I was sitting up in bed. I was pale, sweating profusely. My eyes were large, and the dream I had had…the dream— 
 
    “Tommy? What…what is going on?” 
 
    “Oh, man!” I blurted. “I dreamed…I dreamed I was a woman!” 
 
    Jenny cocked her head slightly and smiled, “is that supposed to be bad?” 
 
    “Oh, man, it was so real. I had tits, and they were big, and I was like, hot and horny, and I was feeling them. And then I reached down for my dick, to jack off, but my dick was gone, and I was just sitting there, looking down at my crotch and I had…I had a snatch!” 
 
    Jenny lay back down, and I realized she was giggling. 
 
    “What? You think a nightmare is funny?” 
 
    “No, but a wet dream is.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but it was scary! I mean, how’d you like to lose your tits?” 
 
    “You mean these big honkers?” 
 
    She pushed the covers down and hefted her bosoms, and, man, they were big. 
 
    Quickly, I rolled over and attached a mouth to a nipple. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned. “Yes. Do me.” 
 
    I pulled on her nipple with my teeth, pulling the dark skin out, feeling the little pores and crevices with my tongue. 
 
    “Oooh, yeah.” 
 
    I used one hand to palpate her boob, squeezing it up towards the nipple. My other hand went down to her groin. 
 
    “Fuck!” She whispered as I slid two fingers into her hole. 
 
    “You’re wet, babe.” 
 
    “Oh, I am wet. And juicy. And horny. And I want your big cock in me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, humping her with two fingers, my cock is gone. All I have is a hole, like you.” 
 
    “Ahhh!” she tilted her pelvis and fucked my fingers, then she pushed my head up and said, “You’ll be sorry you said that.” 
 
    “Oh, I will?” I redoubled my efforts. I liked to get her as close as possible before I entered her. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    Then she fooled me. She began to buck on my hand. She grabbed my head and pulled it to her chest, immersed me in bosom, and exploded her orgasm all over my fingers. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled, my voice muffled by her big cones. “Fuck!” 
 
    But she was done. She lurched a few times, held me tight, and then it was over. She sank back and was satisfied. 
 
    I tried to roll over on her, but she pushed me away. “No thanks, dickless. Save your hole for a Lesbian.” 
 
    She laughed and rolled out of bed, quickly, before I could get some muscle on her and have my way. 
 
    I lay back. “You didn’t tell me you were that close.” 
 
    “Well, my dickless husband, with all your whining about not having any manhood, about being a woman down there, it just sort of got me real horny. Pushed me right over the edge.” 
 
    “Well come back here and push me over the edge!” 
 
    She turned at the bathroom door, struck a sexy pose with one hand on the frame. “So solly…no can do. I have a busy day planned.” 
 
    “What? Reading fashion magazines and eating chocolates?” 
 
    “Ooh, ooh, let me revise my schedule. During commercials of Sex and the City I’ll eat chocolates and read fashion magazines. She turned slowly, giving me an awesome view of her charms. She flipped her long hair back and looked over her shoulder at me, “And maybe, just maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you suck my toes. And paint them.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I threw a pillow at her. 
 
    She giggled, pushed the pillow away, and entered the bathroom. A moment later I heard the shower start up. 
 
    Fuck. Here I was horny, a stiff dick with no place to go. 
 
    “I’m going to jack off!” I yelled. 
 
    She yelled back, “Don’t you fucking dare! That dick is mine and I don’t want you abusing it.” 
 
    “Then you better abuse it!” 
 
    She leaned back from the shower, just enough so I could see her face. “Come on in here, big boy. I’ll show you what abuse is.” 
 
    I heard the shower door open and close, so, nothing for it, being an enterprising sort of fellow, I got up and went into the bathroom. I got into the shower and she squealed in delight. “Oh, goody!”  
 
    She began soaping my cock. Long, slow strokes, and I felt the skin heat up and my hips automatically started to thrust. 
 
    “Easy there, Big Boy. We don’t want no stinkin’ accidents.” 
 
    “You love this, don’t you?” I grunted, trying to get some traction, trying to fuck her hand hard enough to cum. 
 
    “My favorite sport. Get fucked, keep you hot and hard all day, then watch the fireworks tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I nuzzled her and kissed her. The water ran over us making everything so wet and sexual. 
 
    “Or maybe tomorrow. Or maybe even next week.” 
 
    “Ohhh!” I groaned. “I really will abuse myself if you do that!” 
 
    “No you won’t,” she said. 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    “No. Because by next week you won’t have a dick. And I’ll have a sister. A sister who loves me and eats me and paints my toenails.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I moaned. 
 
    Sensing I was close, she let go of my cock. 
 
    “So solly,” and she giggled. 
 
      
 
    We went out for breakfast. Down to a little eatery that had the best hash browns, and indulged in those hash browns, and bacon and sausage and orange juice. 
 
    As we ate Jenny asked me, “So tell me about this weird dream you had?” 
 
    We were sitting on the patio, sort of by ourselves, and I said, “It’s funny, I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house.” 
 
    You mean the old biddy? The one in the corner house from your house?” 
 
    “That’s the one. I used to do odd jobs for her.” 
 
    “And then you stopped. I remember that. You were pretty weird for a while. You never told me what happened.” 
 
    I shrugged. It was a long time ago, when Jenny and I were kids, living near each other. We would ride bikes and play and we never dreamed we would end up falling in love and getting married. 
 
    “One day she came on to me.” 
 
    “You’re. kidding!” Jenny’s mouth opened. “But she must have been sixty years old?” 
 
    “I guess even old ladies need a little. But I was pretty young, and I just looked at her with disgust and walked out. Never did another odd job for her.” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “Fucking that old crone…now that is an odd job.” she turned pensive for a moment, “Did you know I call her an Old Bag?” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “You were pissed off at her, and I saw her on the street, and she made me angry, making you mad. So I called her an Old Bag.” 
 
    “What’d she do?” 
 
    “She just glared at me. When I was riding my bike away I looked back at her. She was like making the sign of the cross, or whatever Old Bags do. 
 
    “Wow. I never knew.”  
 
    We sat there for a moment, chuckled, then I asked: “You want a chocolate shake?” 
 
    “For breakfast?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Why not is because you don’t have to watch your svelte figure,” she preened, thrust her boobs forward, and grinned.” 
 
    “Well, you’re right. And if I don’t get to cum, then maybe I should just enjoy my chocolate shake. Right in front of you. Very delicious, slurping moment. 
 
    “You bastard!” 
 
    “Tease is as tease does,” I grinned and waved to the waitress. 
 
      
 
    We took in some yard sales, hit an antique shop, and enjoyed the beautiful morning. 
 
    Jenny, needless to say, made it much more enjoyable for me. She bumped my bulge with her hand. She played with my nipples. She stuck here hand into my pants and stroked my enormous member. 
 
    At one point, we were driving down Main Street, she said, “It doesn’t feel smaller.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I moaned. 
 
    She didn’t, and she didn’t stop playing with me, and by the time we returned home I had a raging tiger in my pants. 
 
    We barbecued that night, just a couple of burgers and some potato salad, then we sat on the patio and watched the sun set. 
 
    She brought me out a bourbon and Coke, and she had a wine spritzer. We watched the stars come up, and she kept her hand on my crotch, rubbing, rubbing, and then, unzip, stroking, stroking. 
 
    “Wait here,” she suddenly said, and she got up and went into the house. Ten minutes passed and I wondered if she was just joking when I heard her come back out. 
 
    “Here go, lover.” She handed me a fresh drink, and I stared at her in awe. 
 
    She wore a nightgown, sheer, with a thong and a shelf bra. Her nipples rubbed the thin material and were standing right up. 
 
    I took the drink, and her hand, and helped her onto my lap. 
 
    She squirmed a bit, gave me a lap dance of sorts, and placed her arms over my shoulders. I could sip my drink, and I could look into her eyes, study her immaculately made up face, but her arms kept me from kissing her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I blurted, as her pussy ground down upon me. 
 
    She reached down and undid my pants. My penis immediately stood up and saluted, and there we sat, her arms back on my shoulders, drinking and getting horny and unable to touch her. 
 
    Not being able to touch a woman, when you’re that horny, is the most exquisite torture. You want with all your being, but she keeps you back, controls you, tames you even as your cock rages. 
 
    My cock was in front of her pussy, pushing up against her belly. 
 
    “Kiss me, you bitch,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she warned me. Keeping her arms up, moving them so I couldn’t move my head, she leaned forward and nibbled my ear. Then she nuzzled my neck. Then she sat up. I wasn’t pinned, but I couldn’t sit up and pull her to me, either. 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick, the bright red stuff, and slowly painted her lips. It was cruel and unusual. My dick was throbbing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her mouth. 
 
    “You are such a sucker for a pair of lips,” she observed. “Feel my tits.” 
 
    I reached up and grasped her mounds. I felt the hard nipples rub against my palms. My dick kept bouncing against her belly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she gave a mock yawn. “I’m awfully tired. Maybe we should just call it a night.” 
 
    “Oh, God…no!” I managed to pull here to me. Her chest landed on my face and I pulled her nipple into my mouth. 
 
    “Ooh, that’s nice!” 
 
    “Please, honey,” I mumbled over a mouthful of tit. “I need you. I love you. I’ve got to have you.” 
 
    “Promise not to lose your dick?” 
 
    “Oh….God!” I was so frustrated, and it was so delicious. 
 
    She pushed my head back. “Well, if you really want to.” 
 
    “I do! I do!” 
 
    “I guess I could let you sample the goods, for a little while.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    She rose up, pushed my dick under her snatch, and sat down. 
 
    My eyes opened. That fast, and I was ensconced in pussy. I could feel her warm delight gripping me.  
 
    “Lay back, lover, have a drink and let mama do what mama does best.” 
 
    I lay back, I took a gulp of good bourbon, and watched as she wormed and squirmed, twisted and tilted, and ground my dick to a nubbin. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I breathed. I had never felt this horny. This hot.  
 
    She kept grinding on me, playing with my nipples, then kissing me. 
 
    I was losing myself in her. The world became a place of plush pussy and love. 
 
    I twisted a little, but she did most of the work. For ten minutes we writhed, and moaned, and made love, but…it wasn’t working. 
 
    I was growing frustrated, not good frustrated now, but bad frustrated. 
 
    “Can I get on top?” I finally asked. 
 
    Jenny knew something was wrong. Usually I spurt my brains out pretty quick when she has me like this.  
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She rose off me, we changed position, and I lowered myself into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I groaned. 
 
    Now I was in control. Now I could make the tempo just right. I could slide that cock in and angle it to get the most feeling. 
 
    For a time I plunged and pulled, plunged and pulled, and then…it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I know. You must be sore.” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    I had to force myself to get out of her cunt. I wanted to stay in her in the worst way. But it wasn’t doing any good. I just wasn’t able to cum. 
 
    We lay awkwardly on the lounge chair. I was a little to the side, on my side, to take the weight off her. She held me and I could see the concern on her face. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah, just…I couldn’t cum.” 
 
    “It happens.” 
 
    “It’s never happened before.” 
 
    “Maybe I shouldn’t have given you that second drink.” 
 
    But that wasn’t it. We had fucked many times with me a lot drunker than that. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the dream,” I spoke out of nowhere, and was suddenly surprised by what I had said. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    After a few minutes we got up and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, I rubbed my chest. I didn’t have tits. I  pushed the blankets back and looked at my crotch. My dick was still there. Limp. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny held my arm and rubbed my back. 
 
    “The dream. The dream again,” I gasped. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she pulled me to her, hugged me. I was almost crying. It was so real. 
 
    “I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was dressed like a witch, stirring a big pot, a cauldron. She said…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She said that thing from Shakespeare, ‘double, double, toil and trouble…’” 
 
    “From Macbeth. Shhh. It’s okay now.” 
 
    We sat for a long minute, me shaking, her soothing me. Finally, I lay back on the bed. She held me, rubbed my chest now, and we were silent. 
 
    Finally: “Mrs. Morrison. We used to call her the old witch. Do you remember?” 
 
    I nodded. My forearm was across my eyes. 
 
    “Well, it’s okay now. We’re far away from her. Just relax, go to sleep.” 
 
    I was wired, but time passed, and I began to calm down. At last, I began to drift away, and the last thing I remember was that my chest itched. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and my chest hurt. So did my groin. 
 
    “Oh,” I moaned. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I am…it’s my chest, my chest hurts.” 
 
    I didn’t want to get into my groin right then. 
 
    “Maybe you should stay home today.” 
 
    I own my own company, so that wasn’t a problem. I could take as much time as I wanted  to. “Okay.” 
 
    I went back to sleep. For some reason I wasn’t refreshed, and I knew I needed more sleep. Unfortunately, I didn’t sleep, just tossed and turned. And scratched my chest. And felt my groin. 
 
    Oddly, I felt like punching my groin. Isn’t that weird? Why would I want to hit myself in the nuts just because they were a little sore? Heck, that would make them more sore. 
 
    I finally got up, went in for a shower, and the clouds began to lift. 
 
    Moving around. Motion. that’s the cure. I soaped myself, hummed a weak version of ‘Summertime,’ and began to feel better. 
 
    Oddly, when I soaped my chest I realized it was swollen a little bit. Not a lot, but it was swollen around the pectorals, and the nipples felt raw, irritated. 
 
    I pulled on a shirt, and realized just how irritated my nipples were. I mean….’Ouch!’ 
 
    I took the shirt off, pulled on some sweat pants, and walked out to the kitchen. Oddly, I felt…uncoordinated. Just walking, everything else I was agile, but walking, I felt like my hips were grinding. Out of synch. Weird. 
 
    “How’s my honey bun?” Jenny smacked me on the lips, a good smack, and I knew she was worried. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just needed to get up and walk around a little. I feel weird though. 
 
    “Too much sex,” she quipped. It was the perfect thing to say, and we both laughed. 
 
    She fixed me some French toast and we sat and enjoyed the morning.  
 
    she asked: “How come no shirt?” 
 
    “My chest sort of…my nipples are irritated.” 
 
    She frowned, leaned forward to look at them, and said, “They look a little swollen.” 
 
    “They feel like somebody sand papered them.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s an owie.” She reached forward and touched my nipple with one finger. 
 
    “OW!” I shrank back.  
 
    “Oh!” she jerked her hand back. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It just felt like an electric shock or something.” 
 
    “Wow.” Then: “I want you to go see a doctor.” 
 
    “As if that would happen,” I snorted. 
 
    “I know you don’t like doctors.” 
 
    “I don’t like quacks, and they should be called ‘duck-ters.’” 
 
    “Nevertheless, I want to—“ 
 
    “If I still feel funky in a couple of days I’ll consider it.” (Not) “Until then, what am I going to tell him? My chest is sore and I overused my dick.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I grinned. “And I’d like to overuse it again.” 
 
    She smiled. My joking went a long way towards calming her down. 
 
    “I’m sorry, the doors to my sacred cave are closed.” 
 
    “What? You can’t open them?” 
 
    “Do you have a ticket?” 
 
    “I’ve got a ticket to ride!” I sang the tune of the old Beatles song. 
 
    “Well, maybe in a few months.” 
 
    “A few months!” 
 
    “There’s a lot of people in line, sir. You’re going to have to wait your turn.” 
 
    I shook my head and mocked up sobbing. “Oh, please…I’m an orphan!” 
 
    “Orphan shmorphan,” she mocked. 
 
    “But you don’t understand! I’ve got to have sex! I have a dread disease and could drop dead at any second.” 
 
    “Ew! You think I want to fuck somebody with a dread disease?” 
 
    “Where’s your heart!” 
 
    “Right here,” she said, grabbing my crotch. 
 
    I groaned. It felt good. She rubbed me and rubbed me and it felt so good. 
 
    Then: Honey?” 
 
    “What?” I sighed. 
 
    “You’re not getting hard.” 
 
    Oh, shit! 
 
    I stood up and pulled my pants down. Sure enough, old faithful had wilted. It looked small and puny, like fingers after they’ve been int he water too long. Pruney. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
     
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, rubbing my chest, and now it was really swollen. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny sat up with me. 
 
    “My chest hurts!” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked at her, she looked at my chest. I looked at my chest. It was really swollen. It was like somebody had cut a couple of tennis balls in half and glued them to my chest. And on top of the tennis balls my nipples were erect and proud, and bigger. Real bigger. 
 
    I looked at my wife’s tits. Her nipples. My nipples. 
 
    My nipples were as big as hers! 
 
    She followed my eyes and saw what I was looking at, realized what I had realized, and her eyes grew big. “Oh…my…God!” 
 
    We stared at my chest for the longest time. Finally, she said, “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    My mind was moving at light speed, but only in confused circles. 
 
    She reached out and gently cupped my…my breast. 
 
    I felt a shock go through me and I shivered. 
 
    She quickly drew her hand back. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I gulped. “It’s just that…that…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It felt sexual.” 
 
    We were in pause for another while, then she said, “I’m going to try again.” 
 
    I nodded. I was gulping, and I felt a little lightening-like sensation in the middle of my chest. 
 
    She reached out and cupped my breast. 
 
    I felt the feeling, the surge of sexuality, and I groaned. 
 
    She didn’t take her hand away. She felt my tit. She rubbed it gently with her palm. 
 
    I groaned again. This was getting me horny. 
 
    She touched my nipple with her thumb. 
 
    “Ahh!” My hips bucked and I felt like I was going to spurt. 
 
    “Shit,” whispered my wife. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know how to tell you this, but…” 
 
    “Spit it out,” I moaned, her hand was making my chest feel like it was on fire. A good fire. A sexual fire. 
 
    “”This is making me hot.” 
 
    “But you’re only touching me!” 
 
    “Yeah, but…your hot is my hot…I guess.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “I’m going to try and suck your nipple.” 
 
    For a moment I felt a sense of panic, then I nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She leaned her head forward. I felt her blonde hair run across my belly, then her lips touched my nipple. 
 
    “Ahh! God!” I clutched her head and pulled it into my chest. 
 
    For a second she struggled, then relaxed. She could feel that it was all sexual. She sucked on my nipple. 
 
    “OHHH!” Sexual electricity shot from my nipple to my groin. 
 
    She sucked and sucked, and kneaded my breasts with her hands. 
 
    “I’m hard!” I gasped. 
 
    We stared at each other. This was so weird, but we were compelled. 
 
    She pulled the blankets down and spun around and sat on me.  
 
    I could feel my dick pressing against her snatch, so hard. I had never felt so hard. 
 
    She reached down and pushed me into her hole, and her eyes suddenly opened wide. “Oh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your dick!” 
 
    “What about my dick! It’s hard!” 
 
    “Yes, but…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    For answer she rose up off me, backed up on the bed on her knees, and we stared at my cock. 
 
    It was hard, all right, and it was only half size.  
 
    “Oh, no!” I whispered. 
 
    Normally it was eight inches, I’m a hefty sort of a guy. Now it was only 4 inches. If that. 
 
    “What happened?” Jenny breathed. 
 
    “I shrunk.” 
 
    “But...but how!” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I touched you and knew it was wrong…and when I sat on you it felt like I wasn’t getting penetrated at all.”  
 
    She reached down and touched my penis. It was hard and red and pre-cum oozed out of the slit. And it was small. Miniature. Tiny. 
 
    She looked up at me. “You’re going to see a doctor.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, we have no appointments until September.” Jenny mimicked the receptionist. 
 
    “We could always tell them I have a heart attack.” 
 
    “They’d probably want you to pay your bill before they treated you,” she growled. “Fucking assholes!” 
 
    “Duck-ters,” I quipped. 
 
    She looked at me. I was making a joke. My dick was falling off, sort of, and I was making a joke. “Are you all right? Do you feel anything else?” 
 
    “Aside from having tits and a shrinking peeny? No. I feel great. Maybe a touch of a cloud over my thinking processes, but I wasn’t much of a thinker, anyway.” 
 
    Another joke, and she stared at me. 
 
    “Let’s go to the hospital.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Come on,” she tugged on my hand and pulled me up. 
 
    So we went to the hospital, and to make a long story short, there was a line out the door. And down the walk. And around the block. 
 
    We didn’t even try to stand in line. We just stared at it without even getting out of the car. 
 
    “Maybe we could just pay my bill,” I quipped. 
 
    Jenny looked at me. “You’re acting giddy.” 
 
    “Yeah. Probably. I mean, isn’t it sort of funny? My dick falling off and growing a pair of tits? All on the same day?” 
 
    She turned the car around and returned home. 
 
    Once home we sat at the kitchen table. We wanted to talk, but there wasn’t much to say.  
 
    I giggled every once in a while. No male guffaw for me, just a tittering sort of giggle. Like a girl. 
 
    Jenny stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. It was the middle of the morning, but when tragedies strike…but was this a tragedy? In my addled mind I wondered. I wasn’t unhappy. In fact, I was sort of happy. 
 
    I looked down at my tits and chuckled. 
 
    Jenny placed a drink in front of me. My favorite, bourbon and Coke. “What?” 
 
    “I think they look kind of sexy.” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo fucked a duck without feathers. Here you are…transforming before my eyes, and you think it’s…sexy?” 
 
    “Well, I could always cry in my soup, or my bourbon.” 
 
    She sat down and sipped her own drink. No wine spritzers for her…she was drinking bourbon. 
 
    We drank silently for a while. Except for my giggles. Then I suddenly stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “We need some music.” I went to the computer and turned it on. I have it hooked up so the music goes throughout the house, even outside if I want it too. I pulled up Katie Melua. 
 
    ‘If you were a cowboy I would trail you…’ she sang softly. 
 
    I sauntered back into the kitchen. 
 
    “You’re walking funny.” 
 
    “My hips hurt.” 
 
    “Your chest, your hips, your dick, what’s next?” 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “My nipples are getting rubbed raw,” I explained. 
 
    She just watched me, suspicious, but without sacrificing any of the love between us. 
 
     
 
    Two drinks later…”Honey? Could you suck my dick?” 
 
    “Sure,” she slurred. 
 
    Oddly, we were afraid to touch each other, but, it was almost like we were afraid not to touch each other. We needed the feel of each other’s flesh to prove that this was all real. 
 
    We stood up, tottered a bit, and she took my hand and led to towards the bedroom. 
 
    She led me, like she was in charge, the man, and I was the woman. 
 
    Thoughts ran through my head. I was a woman. Was I a woman? I was a woman. Like a Gregorian chant or something. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and she shoved me onto the bed. There was a look of lust in her eyes. I just wanted my dick sucked, and here she was, getting all hot and bothered. Women! I snorted. 
 
    She pulled my pants down, off, and tossed them away. I lay back on my elbows. In my crotch my little fellow stood up all proud-like. A tiny rocket ship ready to blast off…with nowhere to go. Heh heh! 
 
    She knelt, and we kept eye contact as she moved in. Her face loomed over my teeny peeny, and then she deep throated me. Easily. I fit into her mouth like a foot into a sock. I felt the little head rubbing against the roof of her mouth. I felt her giant tongue swirling over me. She sucked and sucked. 
 
    I moaned, and groaned. 
 
    If felt so good. So ungodly good, yet, that’s all it did. No trigger within. No white hot tsunami, no electric surge of orgasm. Nothing. 
 
    She stood up and glared at me. “I need a fuck.” 
 
    “So do I.” 
 
    “But you can’t cum. I can.” 
 
    “But if I make you cum, if I use my mouth, my fingers, then I’ll just get hornier.” 
 
    “That’s good. You like being horny.” 
 
    And it was true. I did like horny. But I also liked to squirt. Big squirt, lots of gizm. And right now I NEEDED to squirt. I felt warm all over. I was breathing hard. I wanted to get off. 
 
    But it wasn’t my turn. Yet again. And I wondered when it would ever be my turn. 
 
    She pulled me off the bed, lay down and spread her legs. “Come on, stud, do me.” 
 
    I bent to her and sucked her nipples and finger banged her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Eat me.” 
 
    I slid down her body and began chewing on her snatch. I gobbled. I licked. I sucked. I could feel her clitoris, it felt like a small dick. Smaller than mine, anyway. Barely. 
 
    Then I moved back up. I slipped three fingers in her and began pumping my hand. 
 
    Oddly, I didn’t feel strong. Usually I do something like this and I get all male and bullish, feel my muscles in my arms, but this time I didn’t feel strong. I actually felt weak. But that didn’t stop me. I just kept ramming my fingers in, hooked and pulled, rubbed the insides of her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She moaned and thrust up with her hips. 
 
    I doubled down, moved my body up so I could use more weight. 
 
    She hugged me, she groaned and twisted her hips. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” 
 
    Then she began to cum. And it wasn’t a normal cum. I could tell from the expression on her face when she opened her eyes in surprise. Her mouth opened, her face went slack, then her head fell back. Her body arched, her hips began dancing, jerking, twitching, like somebody had just shoved a live wire up her pussy. 
 
    And it went on and on. One minute, two minutes, and then, finally, she seemed to come down. She still jerked and twitched, but it was all residual. The big bang was done, and she was done. I pulled my fingers out of her when I heard here first snore. 
 
    I moved softly, didn’t want to wake her up, and got into bed. I was wired. Electrified. Everything was happening. And I understood nothing. 
 
    Wired, I lay on my back and stared upwards. I wondered. I wondered about tits and dicks and puberty and orgasms and all sorts of things. I don’t know when I drifted off. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Oh…my God!” I mumbled. I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was sitting in an old rocking chair, knitting. Her black cat was sitting next to the rocker, and it was like an old cartoon, every time the rocker went to roll over the cat’s tail the cat lifted it up. 
 
    She looked at me, her sour, pruney, old face. She laughed, wheezed, really, and said, “Double double, toil and trouble. Don’t you wish you knew what the ‘double’ means?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up. I was awake, in bed. Well, on the bed. I looked down at my chest. My boobs were bigger. They weren’t tennis balls now, they were like grapefruits. And the nipples were bigger than my wife’s. And they were big. Real big. 
 
    I looked at my crotch. My penis was only two inches now. 
 
    “Honey?” I gasped and grabbed my throat. My voice was an octave higher. 
 
    Next to me, Jenny stirred. She opened her eyes, sat up and looked at me. “Oh, my god.” she whispered. “It’s worse.” 
 
    “Or better,” I said. Oddly, not joking. And I surprised myself, and Jenny, with that utterance. 
 
    “What will we do?” she asked of the thin air. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to have to do some quick steps to retain control of my company. I either have to make a new identity and sell it to myself, or maybe just tell everybody I’m transitioning.” 
 
    “In three days, though.” 
 
    I shrugged, and felt the delightful sensation of globes moving on my chest. Bouncing. Quivering. 
 
    I stood up and stretched. Oddly, I felt wonderful. I felt like I had never been sick a day in my life. I. felt rejuvenated, refreshed, ready to go out and wrestle gorillas to the ground. 
 
    “Your face…” 
 
    I looked in the mirror. It was more oval, the cheek bones had sort of shifted, were gentler. 
 
    “Pretty good looking, eh?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    I looked at Jenny. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Aside from my husband turning in to a woman?” 
 
    “Aside form that,” I agreed. 
 
    “Well, how about…how do we make love? If we do, am I a Lesbian? Is there a support group for, like, uh, Males Anonymous?” 
 
    I struck a pose, “My name is Thomasino. I’ve been a woman for 32 years, two months, and—“ 
 
    “Please,” she begged, and I saw that she was really upset. 
 
    I went to her, reached up and held her. 
 
    Reached up? I used to be taller than her! 
 
    She began to cry. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay,” soothed. “It’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “But…but you’re a woman!” 
 
    “And a pretty good looking one.” I held her at arm’s length. “But, listen, I still love you. Do you love me? I mean, my body is changed, but you’re the woman I fell in love with…” then it struck me. I wasn’t the man she fell in love with. 
 
    She understood, too. And it was a BIG question just hanging there in the air. 
 
    “Okay. We’ve been doing a lot of drinking, and maybe it’s time we had one more, and sat down and talked about this.” 
 
    “Oh…okay,” she sniffled. 
 
    I took her by the hand. I was now diminutive, but I felt so powerful. Woman, hear me roar. This girl’s on fire. The whole bit. I led her out to the kitchen. 
 
    We were naked, and, I have to say this, I had the better body. I was more stacked.  
 
    Of course my hair needed to grow a little. I probably could have bobbed it, but I sort of wanted long tresses. The better to make a man horny with.  
 
    Make a man horny? Did I just think that? 
 
    “Have a seat.” 
 
    She sat. I went to the cupboards and opened the door and encountered my first ever, real, female problem. I was too short to reach the liquor. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I jumped, but couldn’t get a hold on the bottle. 
 
    Jenny giggled. She came over to me and reached the bottle. Then she was crying again. holding me, the bottle in one hand, our boobs pressed against each other. 
 
    A minute passed, then she got control again, and she sat down and I poured the drinks. 
 
    “Bourbon for you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Shortly we were sitting, two glasses, filled with ice and amber liquid in front of us. 
 
    “I’m not a Lesbian,” Jenny opened. 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “And I you.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    And, sitting there, drinking, our hearts began to open up. 
 
    Yes, I had changed. But it wasn’t the end of the world. When I told her how wonderful I felt she was happy for me. 
 
    When I told her I would wear a strap on if I needed to she was bittersweet. 
 
    When we talked about children she was sad. 
 
    In the end, we were at a stalemate, then I broke it. 
 
    “You know, every time I go to sleep I dream, and I changed, and…I dream of Mrs. Morrison.” 
 
    Jenny nodded. Then: “What? You think she’s really a witch? That she cursed you and made you change into a woman? But why would she hold a grudge for 20 years?” 
 
    “Maybe she cursed me then, and it took 20 years for it to take effect.” 
 
    She sipped a bit of bourbon and thought about it. “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “I think I need to see her.” 
 
    “Now? She’s probably not even alive.” 
 
    “She was what, 60 then? She’d be 80 now. She might be alive. Only the good die young.” 
 
    Jenny snorted. “It’s a fool’s errand.” 
 
    “But it’s the only thing I can think of.” 
 
    “How are you going to get there?” 
 
    “I could fly.” 
 
    “You don’t have any identification as a woman.” 
 
    Hmm. That was certainly true. “How long before I could get some?” 
 
    “Well, you’d have to go through the DMV, that could take years right there.” 
 
    “So flying is out. I could drive.” 
 
    “If you get stopped, with no ID you might get in trouble.” 
 
    “Want to come with me? Do the driving? You have a driver’s license.” 
 
    She nodded. “I hate to say it, but we’ve always been planning a vacation.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” I stood up. 
 
    She laughed. “Give it a couple of days. You need to see to your company, get any legal things started that you need to, to see about your transition.” 
 
    “Transition. How weird. Okay. Give us two days. We could leave Friday.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Should we kiss to seal the deal?” 
 
    Jenny stared at me. I was almost sorry I had said what I had said. Almost. 
 
    Then: “We should try.” 
 
    “Try to kiss.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m ready if you are.” 
 
    We both stood up, and we’re actually a little frightened. It was as if we knew that doing a simple kiss would make the whole thing complete. It would acknowledge that I was a woman forever. 
 
    She put out her hands, and I took them in mine. It felt so weird, I had to bring my hands up a few inches to grasp heres, usually I had to reach down a couple of inches. 
 
    We stood, body to body, face to face. Our tits were almost touching. 
 
    She leaned forward, and so did I. Our eyes were open and we watched each other as our lips met. 
 
    It was weird. So different. My lips were softer, and the way we moved, it was almost fragile. 
 
    Then we parted. And we were both breathing hard. Gulping air. Frightened and…compelled. 
 
    “We better do that again,” I suggested. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    We stepped closer together. Now our breasts were touching. We moved slowly, feeling our breath on each other, and our lips slowly, slowly, came together. 
 
    I don’t know what happened. We were exploring, tentative, then she had me in her arms. And our eyes were closed. And she was half turning me, leaning me back, kissing me…using her tongue. 
 
    “Oh…” I gasped when she returned me to a standing position. 
 
    “My…” she returned. Then we both started giggling, and we literally ran for the bedroom. 
 
    We threw ourselves on the bed, entwined our bodies, and lusted merrily. We groped each others tits. We felt each others pussies. And mine was starting to feel more like a pussy, a rather enlargened clit only slightly resembling a dick. 
 
    We giggled, and we laughed, and we rejoiced. 
 
    I got her off again. A massive squirt that rocked her world, then she started in on me. 
 
    For the first time I felt a finger inserting into my body. It didn’t go deeply, as my vagina didn’t seem to be fully formed, to have enough depth. But the nerves were there, and I gasped in awe as everything fired up and turned on. 
 
    Jenny laughed, and she knew how to rub me the right way. Then she got down and ate me, sucked on my clitoris like it was a dick, then stuck her tongue into me. 
 
    Oh, God! Rapture. My pussy felt like it was exploding with fire and light. My breasts were so hot they were actually glowing. Well, they  were, sort of. They were red, flushed with excited blood. 
 
    Then she began to slip her fingers in and out. 
 
    “Oh! So this was what it felt like! All those times I had taken her over the top. This was…oh…oh… 
 
    I felt a strange sensation, like I had never felt before. Not an ignition, like a switch clicking, which is what a dick feels like when it’s about to pop. More like a deep welling of warm waters that kept rising, filling my hips, making me light headed and dizzy. 
 
    “Fuck!” I breathed hard, losing control. “Shit!” 
 
    Jenny just grinned and rammed harder, then I popped. It was like a huge wave just lifted me up, blotted out the universe and washed me back and forth, as helpless as if I had been crammed into a washing machine. 
 
    I held on, gasping, saying things, but I don’t know what. All I felt was her hands doing things to me, and I was far away and in heaven. 
 
    No wonder women are more spiritual than men. 
 
    Then I was bucking, and whining, and Jenny just held on to me and helped me through my first ever female orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The next two days were a whirlwind and confusing. So many things to do. I had to turn the business over to my junior. Then there was packing, making sure the car was ready to go. And…and we kept getting interrupted by our desires. 
 
    Into the bedroom, out of the bedroom. Giggling hysterically. Drained, and only wanting to do it again. 
 
    On the morning we were ready to go Jenny sat me down. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s one thing we haven’t done, and which we need to do. Desperately need to do.” 
 
    “Well?” I was confused. We had discussed everything. I thought we were ready to go. 
 
    “Well, girlfriend,” she spoke lightly. “You are pretty dour.” 
 
    “Dour?” 
 
    “Like, plain. A sack. A dowdy, little daisy, instead of a blooming rose.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Well, I have had to see to the car, and you have been packing, and we tried to pack a suitcase with enough stuff for you as well as me.” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “So the other day, while I was waiting for the car to be worked on, I Ubered over to the mall, and I got some things for you.” 
 
    “Oh!” That was a surprise. 
 
    “So, just have a seat there…no take your clothes off…my clothes off, and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I sat on the couch. Then I took my clothes off. Her clothes. 
 
    I looked at her bra. I had had a tough time figuring that one out, and it didn’t help that I was a little bigger than her. And her clothes were all right, but they were just slightly off. 
 
    Funny, as a man I wouldn’t have noticed. As a woman…I really noticed. 
 
    She came back into the room carrying half a dozen sacks. She placed them on the dining table and started bringing out the goodies. And they were goodies. 
 
    “Your first shelf bra.” she presented me with a sexy bra, cut low to expose the nipples. “When you feel the fabric rubbing your nips you are going to be erect in the chest….and horny all the time.” 
 
    We giggled, and I put it on. I inspected myself in the foyer mirror, and, man, I was stacked. I was BUILT! I hadn’t realized just how healthy a girl I was. 
 
    “And here’s some panties, and a garter…aren’t you glad I had you shave the other night? And here’s…” She went through the bags and I tried things on, and it was just absolutely delicious. Things fit. She knew my sizes perfectly. Then, the last bag, she pulled out the piece de resistance. 
 
    “Two things, first…these!” She lifted out a pair of heels. Sandal heels, with straps on the vamp and around the back. God, they were sexy. 
 
    “And second…” she pulled out a small bag and held it out to me. 
 
    I looked at it, puzzled. I opened it and looked in, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “Oh…” I breathed. 
 
    “I got you a full make up kit.” 
 
    I had been worried about make up, and Jenny had shown me a couple of things, but this…this was the answer to a girl’s dreams. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you ready. Sit here.” 
 
    By now I was wearing a blouse and a skirt, and nylons and heels. She placed a towel over my shoulders and began to work on my face. She explained everything as she worked. 
 
    “This is cleanser. You need to make sure you clean your face every day. Don’t want those nasty, old pores clogged, right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “And this is moisturizer. It will help your skin stay fresh. And this little cream right here will…” 
 
    She went through the various items. She even curled my eyelashes and helped me put on mascara. My favorite, though, was the eyes. I absolutely loved how she gently brushed color on to them. I was enthralled by the way my eyes turned from plain and dowdy to scintillating diamonds of lust. 
 
    And I was feeling lustful. Real lustful. 
 
    “No, no,” laughed Jenny, slapping my hand away from her breast. “We don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “So this is why you never wanted to kiss me,” I grumped. 
 
    “I didn’t want to kiss you because you were an ugly male…” then she froze. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Why? I was a male. Compared to now I was uglier than a wart on a pimple.” 
 
    She relaxed and finished my eyes, then she took out a gold tube. “You want to do the honors?” she asked me. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    She gripped my cheeks with one hand and painted my lips with the other. I couldn’t believe how sexy it felt. The taste, the way my lips felt so plump. 
 
    She finished, screwed the lipstick back into the tube, and sat back. She smiled. “Almost done.” 
 
    “What’s left?” I asked, dazzled by how I looked in the foyer mirror. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    I turned, and she held up a wig. 
 
    I choked up. I was almost ready to cry. 
 
    “None of that,” she said. “Beautiful girls don’t need to cry. Ever.” 
 
    She put the wig on my head and attached it. “Just until your own hair grows enough.” 
 
    Then she took the towel off my shoulders and we looked at the mirror. 
 
    Two sexy girls. One slightly taller, the other slightly fuller in the bust. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I breathed. “So this is what heaven feels like.” 
 
    “It’ll do, sister.” 
 
    God, we were horny for each other. But we couldn’t muss our make up. 
 
    “Ready to go?” 
 
    “Let’s load the car and hit the strip.” 
 
    So we did. Fifteen minutes later we were heading out of town, the top down, feeling free and enjoying the wind in our hair. And we got a few looks from men. 
 
    We had to drive from California to Ohio. A long trip, but fun. Especially fun when all we had to do was drive, listen to music, and spend nights in shabby motels making love. 
 
    It was an educational trip. We learned about life with me as a woman. It was doable. We could survive as…Lesbians. We loved each other, and that was that. 
 
    Of course, we missed dick, but the dildo we brought with us provided a good substitute. We took turns using it, and I found out what it was like to have six inches of love tube sunk into my canal. 
 
    It was pretty good. Those full body orgasms just kept getting better and better. 
 
    So, the days and nights passing, we pulled off the freeway into a little town called Parker’s Place. 
 
    “Wow, 15,000 people. It sure has grown.” 
 
    We giggled. It had grown maybe a thousand or two. It was still small and comfy and small town, America. 
 
    We passed down Main Street and gawked at how little businesses had changed. In the twelve years since we had been gone a few names had changed. Parker Pharmacy was now Bradley’s Pharmacy. The drive in movie theater was gone, replaced by a K Mart, gas stations were a little more modern, but that was about it. 
 
    The people on the streets wore different fashions, the kids hanging out at the high school were a little scruffier than I remembered, but that might have been my memory. Kids, you know. They’re always in a hurry to grow up. 
 
    Finally we turned off the Main street and headed for a small housing complex. And we were there. 
 
    “Dutch Street,” I said. looking at the sign. It was the same faded green I remember. Then we were on the street where Jenny grew up. 
 
    We passed her house. It looked like a new family was there. A mother was walking a toddler, obviously on his, or her, first legs, across the scabby lawn. 
 
    We turned on my street, and I stared as my old homestead loomed. 
 
    A little two story. My room was on the second story, and there were pink drapes in the window. 
 
    “Pink drapes,” I quipped, “could it be a…girl?” 
 
    Jenny laughed at the mock disgust in my voice, and then we were closing in on our destination. 
 
    At the end of the street,  on the left, past a still empty lot, was a grey, shabby, paint peeling, lawn dead 20 years ago house. 
 
    The witch house. The home of old Mrs Morrison. She of the long, warty nose,  the eternally black garb, the toothless grin. We kids used to say she had one tooth once, but she lost it in the war. Then we would laugh hysterically. And shush each other and make fake ‘warding’ signs. 
 
    But, for the most part, we left her alone. I mean, she was an old lady, and we had all been taught to respect our elders. And we had respected her, until one day she made a move towards my trousers. 
 
    Imagine, the old biddy, probably sixty years old and looking ninety, coming on to a young boy of 12. 
 
    Jenny pulled the car to the curb and we sat for a minute and stared at it. I gave a shiver. “Looks pretty creepy, eh?” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Looks pretty—oof!” She elbowed me. 
 
    “Okay. I guess it’s time to find out.” 
 
    “Heck, we don’t even know what we’re supposed to find out.” 
 
    We looked at each other. We had traveled a couple of thousand miles, for what? A witch? A dream? It sounded pretty silly, now that we were there. 
 
    Still, in for a penny…I opened my door and stepped out. 
 
    Jenny got out on her side, and we again stared at the house. 
 
    There was a rocker on the porch, but it was festooned with cobwebs. There were vines dead on a trellis. The whole thing had an ambience that was pretty gloomy. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” 
 
    We walked across the non-existent lawn and onto the cracked cement front walk. We ascended four steps, planks that looked ready to snap into splinters, and across the porch. 
 
    I raised my hand and knocked on the door.  
 
    “Come in.” The voice was old and quavery, but we knew it was her. It had that same cracked quality. 
 
    Jenny reached for the knob and turned, pushed the door open, and we entered. 
 
    It was dark inside. If the old lady had ever had light bulbs they had long ago passed away. 
 
    We stood on a thread bare rug, a circular pattern that had probably been handmade before the war. The Civil War. 
 
    “Well, step into the light.” 
 
    There wasn’t much light, but we took one more step, to the edge of the rug, and peered into the darkness. 
 
    “Heee….heee.” Her laugh was like a dusty wheeze. Then she lit a light. She did have electricity, but she had probably bought the light bulb from Edison himself. Still, it was enough to see her. 
 
    She sat in a rocker just a few feet from us. 
 
    “Heee…heee. Don’t you look pretty.” She looked at me, and I stared at her. 
 
    She was the same, but uglier. Her nose was bigger, more hooked, and she had two warts on it now. Her eyes were set close together, and they were narrow and rheumy. The lids sagged with age. She wore the same black, drab outfit. 
 
    “Mrs. Morrison?” Jenny asked. “Do you remember us?” 
 
    “Heee…heee. Of course I do. Little Jenny and little Tommy. Though I don’t suppose you go by that name anymore. Do you?” 
 
    At that point we didn’t know what to say. We were both here, had arrived, and our plan was ill thought out. After all, how do you politely ask somebody if they are a real witch and could you take this curse off me please? 
 
    Though, I have to admit, it didn’t feel much like a curse to me. Now it felt like a blessing. I liked being a sexy girl. I liked wearing heels and sashaying so that people stared at my long hair and big breasts. 
 
    But we didn’t have to ask her anything. She brought it up. 
 
    “Been having some dreams, I’ll bet. Heee…heee.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Been 20 years, and you’re right on time. Do you feel like calling me an ‘Old Bag’ now?”               
 
    Jenny blinked. “But it was me that called you an Old Bag!” 
 
    Mrs. Morrison cocked her head slightly and grinned. Her toothless mouth was a black hole in her face. “Heee…heee. You both did. Two impertinent youngsters. Feel pretty impertinent now, do you?” 
 
    “But I didn’t call you an Old Bag!” I protested. 
 
    She stopped laughing and leaned forward a little bit, then she started laughing again. “Heee…heee…heee! You still don’t understand. Even after all these years and come again. Do you?” 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “Tell me, little Tommy, do you remember when I spelled you?” 
 
    “Yes,” my mind leaped back through the years, her reaching for my pants… 
 
    “What do you remember?” 
 
    I blinked. Something was wrong. “I remember you reaching for my pants. I remember…you tried to touch me.” 
 
    “Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee!” She bent slightly forward, she was having a belly laugh. 
 
    I looked at Jenny, who shrugged. 
 
    She finally straightened up and said, “I wasn’t reaching for your pants, I was pointing at your dress, and then your pants.” 
 
    “I don’t…what do you mean?” 
 
    “You think I cursed you just last week or two.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That I suddenly got all mad because you called me an Old Bag 20 years ago.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. It sounded stupid. 
 
    “I didn’t just spell you. I spelled you 20 years ago.” 
 
    “Then why did I suddenly turn into a woman?” 
 
    “You didn’t turn into a woman…you turned ‘back’ into a woman. Or, rather a grown up girl. A rude and impertinent girl, who called me an Old Bag. Guess you won’t be doing that again.” 
 
    I shook my head, something didn’t make sense. Jenny got it first. 
 
    “Oh…my…fucking…God!” 
 
    “She got it. Heee…heee! She was always a smarty pants.” 
 
    I looked at Jennie. She looked at me. 
 
    “You changed back. She didn’t just curse you, she cursed you 20 years ago, you were a girl, and she made you into a boy!” 
 
    And then I got it. I felt faint as I realized the truth. Jenny grabbed me and made sure I didn’t fall. She walked me out of the house. Supported me. 
 
    Mrs. Morrison came to the door, moving like frozen molasses, but she got there and we turned around and stared up at her. She winked and pointed at us and said, “Double, double, toil and trouble…Heee…heee…heee!” 
 
    We made it into the car and Jenny drove us away. Fast. 
 
    We drove back to California. 
 
    We were chastened. We had met a real witch. And we had lived to tell the tale. But we were chastened.  
 
    Jenny drove, and we listened to the music, and the top was up and we didn’t talk much. We were lost in dark and dire thoughts. 
 
    I thought about my curse. Living as a man for twenty years. And the dream, that was the curse wearing off. 
 
    I thought about how my life would have been if I had grown up a girl. Probably a lot different. I certainly wouldn’t have gone away with Jenny. Probably would have married some schmuck somewhere, maybe had kids. 
 
    Instead, I was plopped into womanhood suddenly, with a vengeance, and I thought about all the lessons inherent in that change. 
 
    And I realized that  witches curses aren’t always curses, but hidden blessings. 
 
    She hadn’t cursed me, she had taught me a lesson. My life would be different now. 
 
    During the nights we stopped at motels. We still made love, but slowly, thoughtfully, considerately. We were both changed by what had happened, what had been revealed. 
 
    We arrived back in California. We had driven a week out, but only four days back. No sight seeing or meandering on the way back. 
 
    We were too chastened for that. 
 
    I took over the reins of my company. Everybody congratulated me for being brave enough to transition. 
 
    I managed to change all my legal paperwork without much problem. I think that was something connected with the spell MRs. Morrison had cast. 
 
    After all, a girl changes into a boy and the town doesn’t notice? 
 
    Damn, her spell had to be pretty powerful to make a whole town shutter its eyes. 
 
    And she had to be a pretty powerful witch. 
 
    I thought about what it would be like to be her. Old and cranky and so powerful you were bored by the affairs of men. 
 
    I wondered, if I got old enough, and if she was still alive, whether I could go be with her, find out her secrets, become a witch myself. 
 
    All women are witches. I came across that quote somewhere. ‘All women are witches if they dare to dream.’ 
 
    We were back in the groove after a couple of weeks. We lived, we loved, and we were happy. We were making a recovery from the shock of our discovery. But one thing still bothered me. Actually, a couple of things. 
 
    First, Mrs. Morrison, chanting that ‘Double, double, toil and trouble’ quote at me. Why that? 
 
    Second, why it was me that got the curse. After all, if Jenny had called her an Old Bag, too, why wasn’t she cursed. 
 
    I realized my answer on a Saturday morning. 
 
    “OHMYGOD!” Jenny sat up in bed. 
 
    “Honey? Are you all right?” 
 
    She turned to me and said, “I’ve got a dick!” 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My wife did not like vaginal sex. 
 
    Before I tell you about this, I have to say: I love my wife. 
 
    The sun rises and the moon sets on her. 
 
    And I thought she loved me. 
 
    We had been together ten years, happy years, except for one thing. My wife did not like normal. She did, however, like it when I…but I’m ahead of myself. Let me start at the beginning… 
 
      
 
    “Honey…I’m home!” 
 
    I closed the kitchen door, and immediately knew that something wasn’t right. Call it a sixth sense, ESP, intuition, whatever, something was wrong. 
 
    “Callie?” I walked through the house, and heard sounds, quick muttered sounds, coming from the bedroom. 
 
    The bedroom? Shit. Like any normal guy would think, that was immediate cause for alarm. 
 
    Mutterings meant two voices. Two voices meant two people. In the bedroom. What do two people do in the bedroom? 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo in a wheel barrow without a wheel. I did not want to catch my wife cheating. We were happy. At least I thought we were happy. 
 
    “Be out in a second, hon,” but her voice was a bit hurried. What was going on? 
 
    Then, just before I reached the bedroom door she popped into the doorway. I was going to go in, but she met me halfway, kissed me hard on the mouth, and just sort of interrupted my progress. 
 
    I still heard sounds coming from the bedroom. Was there a guy in there? Was he trying to go out the window while my wife held me back? 
 
    “Rhonda’s here,” Callie said. “We were trying on some clothes.” 
 
    “Oh,” WHEW! “Hi, Rhonda!” I called. 
 
    “Hi, Jim.” 
 
    “I didn’t want you to walk in on her nakedness.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind that,” I quipped. Rhonda was a well built redhead. She reminded me of Rhonda Fleming, an old movie star, and I was always asking her, ‘when’s your next picture, Rhonda Fleming?’ She was svelte and stacked, and had a killer face. 
 
    “Oh, you,” Callie bopped my biceps with a fist and walked me towards the kitchen. And then I stopped. I rubbed my mouth. 
 
    “What?” Was that a bit of worry in her voice? 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    But it wasn’t nothing. I smelled sex on my wife’s mouth. When she kissed me I got a good whiff of…pussy?” 
 
    No. Couldn’t be. 
 
    Yet… 
 
    “My wife and Rhonda?” 
 
    No. 
 
    Yet… 
 
    “Come on, I’ll pour you a drink. Rhonda and I already broke out the wine spritzers.” 
 
    Oh, that was what I tasted. Wine. I’m not a big fan of rotten grapes. 
 
    I am, however a big fan of rotten corn. “If you insist,” I agreed. 
 
    Shortly thereafter I was sitting on the patio, bourbon and Coke in my hand, and a gorgeous woman on each side of me. 
 
    Isn’t life tough? 
 
    “So where do you plan to go for this vacation?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    “There’s a cartel giving tours in Mexico…” I suggested. 
 
    “Right. That would be fun,” Rhonda said sarcastically. 
 
    “How about a Witch’s convention upstate?” suggested Callie. 
 
    Rhonda and I looked at her. 
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    “Just an idea.” 
 
    Broomsticks and black cats? Warty noses and evil spells?” 
 
    Rhonda opened her mouth to say something, then stopped and snorted. “You’ve been watching too many horror movies.” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to go out with the TV girl in The Ring.” 
 
    Callie laughed. “Skinny, no boobs, hands like claws, dripping wet and looking like an alien on viagra.” 
 
    “An alien on viagra?” I queried. 
 
    We all laughed at that one. A monster pops out of your chest and starts buttfucking everybody. Right. 
 
    We finished our drinks, Rhonda refused dinner, said she had an appointment elsewhere, and we bid her good bye. A moment later her car was roaring off and we were alone. 
 
    How was work pretty good how was your day yadda yadda yadda, we traded our news. And then: “Were you serious about a Witch’s convention?” 
 
    Callie looked at me. “Got you, eh?” 
 
    “Pour another drink and let’s talk about it. 
 
    So she poured, we sat down at the kitchen table and broached the subject. 
 
    “You know there are no such things as witches?” 
 
    Callie looked about to say something, then: “Maybe, maybe not. But it’s a chance to get out, drive around. The country is supposed to be beautiful up there.” 
 
    “Where upstate?” 
 
    “A little town called Pooksville.” 
 
    “Pooksville. Let’s call up a map…” I went for the computer room, she pulled a chair up next to me, and we google earthed it. 
 
    Pooksville. Established 1692. Population 13,000. It was located in a small valley not too far from…Salem? 
 
    “Maybe this is where all the Salem witches went?” I observed. 
 
    “I wouldn’t blame them, pointed out Callie. “They were being hung like dogs.” 
 
    We traveled digitally through the town, pulled up some internet brochures about the town, read about the occasional witch’s convention, and talked. It was sort of fun, it was like traveling there with having to drive. Except Callie wanted more. 
 
    “Pull up some stuff on witches,” she suggested. 
 
    I grinned and pulled up TONS of stuff on witches, and Callie poured me another drink. 
 
    We went through the wikipedia and lots of other sites. 
 
    Witches since the middle ages. The witch burnings were probably more of a competition between churches, and so on. 
 
    And then we came across the spells. A TON of internet sites selling spells, and then we found the sacred text archive. Oh, baby. That was a laugh and a half. 
 
    Spells to make a goat’s milk curdle. 
 
    Spells to make a man potent. 
 
    Spells to make somebody fall in love with you. 
 
    I chuckled. “Seems like witches want a lot of love.” 
 
    “Everybody needs love, Baby.” She was leaning half on me by now, and I didn’t mind that. My wife has, if you’ll pardon me, a world class set of knockers. 
 
    “Everybody sells love,” I scoffed. 
 
    She shifted away and looked at me. “You really don’t believe in this witchcraft thing.” 
 
    “Not really. Oh, there might be some anomalies, the universe is filled with strange stuff, but…casting a spell to enthrall and bend somebody to your will? Give me a break.” 
 
    “But what if you could?” 
 
    “Ha.” 
 
    She bit her lip. I wasn’t so drunk that I didn’t observe that something was bothering her. “Honey, what if I could bend you to my will?” 
 
    “Hunh! You already do.” 
 
    She laughed. “No, I mean make you do something that you might never do otherwise. Something I couldn’t talk you into in a million years?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like I don’t know. But what if could.” 
 
    “Double ha.” 
 
    Yet she stared at me. Then: “Honey, I’m going to write something on a piece of paper. I’m going to seal it. We’ll open it after the Witch’s convention. That will be my proof, or your chance to lord it over me.” 
 
    “I want something better.” 
 
    “Lording it over me isn’t enough?” 
 
    “Tell the truth, I don’t care about lording it over you. I want something else.” 
 
    She went quiet then. I stared at her. She stared at me. I could see the cogs in her mind. She could see the desire in mine. 
 
    “You want to get in my pussy.” 
 
    And I backed off. “I’m sorry. I know how you feel. You give me blow jobs and hand jobs, any time I want. Nothing is too kinky…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No…no. Let me think about it.” 
 
    So we sat, for a long time. She suddenly got up, refreshed our drinks, sat down and said, “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Let me in your pussy?” I goggled at her. 
 
    “All the way. Squirt and everything.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to make you do something you don’t want to do.” 
 
    “But I want to put something on the line. I want to make this important….and I want to convince you.” 
 
    “Convince me of what?” 
 
    “That ‘there are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk.” 
 
    “Okay,” she challenged me right back. 
 
    “We married, and you were up front from the beginning. You didn’t want to have a penis up your vagina.” 
 
    “Yes,” she affirmed. 
 
    “For ten years you have kept me happy. You have blown my cock till I thought it would fall off. You have given me more hand jobs than there are stars in the sky. And all because you believe that a body should be pure, and that sex should only be for the purposes of procreation.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “And now you are willing to…put all that aside and let me…let me fuck you.” 
 
    “All the way.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “You know I can’t refuse that bet.” 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    “And you know, after ten years of wondering what kind of velvet heaven your pussy would be, I would demand fulfillment of that bet.” 
 
    She grinned. A huge grin. She leaned forward and kissed me. Then she put her hand in my lap. She unzipped me and began to stroke me. 
 
    “Honey, I am going to win this bet, but there is one condition I have to have before I commit. 
 
    “What’s that.” 
 
    “If you win you get to fuck me. If I win…you don’t ever shoot your load again.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. No shooting your sperm. No hand jobs, no blow jobs, and if we decide to have a baby we’ll use that sperm I harvested from you last year.” 
 
    I blinked. This was a bit much. A life without any release? That would be hell! Or at least a severe case of heck. 
 
    Still, she could never win. She could never manipulate me into doing something against my will. I’m a strong willed fellow, and I would just have to not do anything out of the ordinary. Easy peasy and I get my first, official marital fuck. 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Yeah. 
 
    I nodded. “Sure. I can do without for a few weeks.” 
 
    “But if I win the bet you won’t be shooting your gism again. Ever.” 
 
    “Do you honestly think you’re going to win? That you can brain wash me? Or something? Make me do something against my will?” 
 
    “Sure. You’re only a man.” 
 
    I laughed. “I think you’ve said that line one too many times, babe. You’re about to find out how the universe works. 
 
    “You want it in writing?” 
 
    I shook my head. “A simply ‘pinkie swear’ will suffice.” 
 
    She held up her hand, pinkie crooked. I held up my hand and our pinkys hooked. The hell with toil and trouble…we shook. 
 
    “But there is one thing that does need to be in writing.” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    She slid a piece of paper out of my printer, wrote something on it, turned so I couldn’t see what she was writing. Then she folded the paper, put it in an envelope sealed it. She signed her name across the glued fold, then had me sign it. 
 
    “Here it is.” she held it up for me to see. “Inside this envelope is what I am going to do to you. We will open it after our trip.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    And we kissed. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were horny for me. Just because Callie said I couldn’t cum didn’t mean she wasn’t going to tease me to hell and back. In fact, she seemed to take a great delight in seeing how horny she could make me. 
 
    She played with my cock all day. She slipped her hands in my pants and stroked me. She even slid to her knees and did the gobble…but never to completion. 
 
    So by the time we were ready to hop in the car and drive…I was big and purple and dripping. 
 
      
 
    We arrived in Pooksville on a Saturday evening. We had driven all day, and we were tired, but exultant. We checked in to a small cottage style motel, went out for a quick dinner, then went to bed. 
 
    Callie crawled over me. Her naked body ignited my horny body, and I was immediately dripping. 
 
    She sat on me. My dick pressed up against her crack. Her hands held my wrists so I couldn’t move, and she kissed me deeply and thoroughly, and said, “Honey, you’ve been a wonderful husband.” 
 
    “Yes, I have,” I cheerfully agreed. This kind of torture could get me to agree to anything. “And I will be in the future.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will, though maybe not in the way you mean.” 
 
    That was a curious statement, but she wouldn’t elaborate. She just played with me, kissed me, then rolled on her back and spread her legs. 
 
    “Honey? Could you give me a good orgasm?” 
 
    I was so horny, of course I could. In fact, I loved this horny state I was in. Mind you, not enough to stay in it forever, but there was no chance of that happening. 
 
    I dove down between her legs. I kissed her tenderly, and I used my fingers. She began to moan and groan. She twisted her hips hungrily. I knew she was really horny. Well, after ten years of nothing but oral sex and finger bangs…she had to be horny. Right? 
 
    I moved up and kissed her tits. I sucked on the nipples. I hooked my fingers into her and went searching for the G-spot. And found it. 
 
    “Oh! Yes!” She half shouted. She arched her back and I could feel her pussy muscles gripping my fingers, pulling them. Then she broke, and a wave of happy and warm washed over her. 
 
    She held me then. She murmured into my hair, “I’m so glad you agreed to this. You’re going to find that life without sperm is quite enjoyable.” 
 
    Then she drifted off. 
 
    I untangled myself and lay beside her. My dick was throbbing, surging, and ready to shoot. But I had promised, and a pinkie swear is a pinkie swear. So I just waited, a long time, and finally drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Awake! Awake!” Callie pulled back the shades and sunlight lit up the room. 
 
    I groaned, it had taken me a long time to get to sleep, but Callie wouldn’t let me rest. She grabbed me by my penis, which was, if you must know, amazingly erect, and dragged me into the shower. 
 
    She turned on the water, jumped in with me, and soaped me to a fare thee well. Especially my cock. 
 
    She soaped and stroked and rinsed and did it all again, and again and again, until I thought the motel would run out of hot water. 
 
    My knees were weak, yet she managed to stop every time I got close. 
 
    Finally, me nearly sobbing with frustration, she pulled me out of the shower and put some clothes on me. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” I blurted. 
 
    “I forgot to pack your shorts.” 
 
    “But these are your panties!” 
 
    “It’s true. You always like them on me…how do you like them on you?” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos in a glove store with no hands.” 
 
    I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. 
 
    “Ooh, kinky boy.” She kissed me and tweaked my nipples. 
 
    “Ow,” though it didn’t really hurt. Felt sort of good, actually. The panties felt…weird. Not enough room for my package. 
 
    “Feel like wearing a bra, too?” 
 
    I laughed. “Now I know you’re nuts.” 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    We finished dressing and went for a short walk, and found a delightful, little breakfast nook. We munched on hash browns and bacon and drank orange juice, and she kept looking at her phone. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “I keep getting messages.” 
 
    We have a rule, no phones during meals, but I said, “Go ahead.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, honey.” 
 
    She opened her phone, pulled up texts and her mouth opened. “Oh my God! Rhonda is here.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I wasn’t looking forward to sharing my wife. But, heck, Rhonda was easy on the eyes. And we could get together for a drink or two. Or three or four. 
 
    “I told her we could meet for lunch. Is that okay?” 
 
    “As long as she buys.” 
 
    Callie chuckled at that. I was notorious for grabbing bills. 
 
    We spent the morning walking through shops.  
 
    And we gawked at people. A lot of people. To be precise, a lot of people dressed like witches. The black garb, the pointy hat, I even saw a couple of ladies carrying black cats. 
 
    “Must be that convention,” I said. 
 
    “Must be.”  
 
    We were passing a dress shop and Callie stopped and looked at the witch’s outfit in the window. She turned to me. “Would you mind if I bought a witch’s outfit?” 
 
    I chuckled. “Fine by me. Make it tight around the titties.” 
 
    She laughed, “Come on.” But I resisted. I didn’t want to stand around while she tried on dresses. 
 
    “Okay, your loss. I was going to play with you in the fitting room.” 
 
    I just chuckled. She kissed me a peck then went into the dress shop.  
 
    I stood around, found a bench to sit on, played on my cell phone, and prepared to wait an hour. Then found myself nervous. 
 
    What the heck? I’m the most laid back guy in the universe. Why would I be nervous? 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I looked up at Rhonda. I stood up and she gave me a quick hug and an air kiss. “Where’s Callie?” 
 
    “She wants to look like a witch,” I nodded at the dress shop. 
 
    “Ooh. I do, too. Come on.” 
 
    She linked her arm in mine and walked me, and I didn’t have much of a chance to resist. I was bored with playing with video games, anyway, so why not? I could be just as bored in a dress shop as on a park bench. Right? 
 
    The shop was warm inside, heavy with the smell of incense. 
 
    We found Callie fingering material at a rack, and the girls started talking. I wandered off to see what the shop had to offer. 
 
    Oddly, it wasn’t your normal tourist trap. 
 
    The books for instance. There was only a small bookrack, and it had books on it that looked old and shabby.  
 
    And there were none of the obligatory glossy covered offerings for tourists like ‘Necronomicon,’ or ‘Hogwart’s Spells.’ 
 
    And they were expensive! And the titles certainly were weird. 
 
    ‘Kitab Ayqunat Aism Almawt,’ by Abdul Alhazred. A thick, dusty, worn looking thing with only the title on rubbed raw green. 
 
    Or, ‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira. A smaller tome, just as shabby and worn, the covers just as bent and showing material under the green. 
 
    I picked up the only book written in English. ‘The Discouerie of Witchcraft,’ by Reginald Scott. It actually had a flyleaf, and it stated that this was the 1584 shocker that outraged King James. 
 
    “What do you think?”  
 
    I turned to find a slender woman, in black, natch, looking at me. She had straight, black hair, the most beautiful, purple eyes, and red, red lips. 
 
    “A little past my bedtime,” I joked, as I replaced the book on the shelf. 
 
    She smiled, showing even, white teeth. “I take it you’re not a warlock?” 
 
    “Nah. I’m a working man.”  
 
    She smiled. “Welcome to you, working man. What brings you to our fair town?” 
 
    “My wife and I decided to come for the convention.” 
 
    She nodded, then, very familiarly, she hooked an arm in mine and turned me towards where Rhonda and Callie were gabbing up a storm. “We don’t have many men attend the convention. Witchcraft is more for women, though we wish it weren’t so.” 
 
    I didn’t mind her holding my arm, there was just a pleasing feel to her, an ambience that made me feel good. “So why don’t more men look into witchcraft?” 
 
    “It takes a curious mindset to be a man. Over the ages that mindset has caused a certain regimentation to set in.” 
 
    “So I’m ossified and calcified,” I quipped. “Is there any hope for me?” 
 
    She stopped, turned me to her, and inspected me. It was a thorough inspection, she looked in my ears, had me open my eyes wide, and even had me say ‘ah.’ Then she listened to my heart. I mean she actually pressed her ear to my chest and listened. 
 
    She stepped back and nodded thoughtfully. “There is hope for you, but I would suggest…” 
 
    “Hi, honey, what do you think?” 
 
    I turned to find Callie right behind me. Rhonda was next to her. She was holding up a black dress that looked no different than any other black dress in the store. 
 
    “Wonderful,” I said. “It’s so different from all the others.” 
 
    Callie and Rhonda laughed, and I stepped aside to let them see the store lady. “I was just talking to this lady about the convention.” 
 
    “My name is Mithia.” 
 
    Callie and Rhonda introduced themselves. “Are you connected with the convention?” 
 
    “I’m on the board that puts it on.” 
 
    “Wonderful, will we see you there?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    They were starting to chat like hens, then Mithia said: “I know your husband doesn’t believe,” she smiled at me, no animosity for my different belief system. “But I was telling him there is a spell that is designed to open the eyes of men, make them more amenable to magic. 
 
    “Oh, that would be wonderful.” 
 
    I said, “She says my mind is set in stone and she’s got a hammer.” 
 
    Chuckles. Huh. I felt like they were being a little too accommodating. 
 
    “I’d love to see him loosen up,” Callie said. 
 
    “Can I swing the hammer?” asked Rhonda with a twisted grin. 
 
    More chuckles. I had a feeling like I had been set up. But, what the heck, the girls had never met Mithia, so it was in my imagination. 
 
    “Let me fix the potion that goes along with the spell.” 
 
    Mithia went into the backroom and Callie, Rhonda and I chatted about this and that. Five minutes later Mithia was back, holding a little cup. Just a gulp of some sweet smelling tea. 
 
    “Drink this, and I’ll perform the spell.” 
 
    I took it. “What’s in it?” 
 
    Mithia looked around, became significant and whispered, “Eye of newt and toe of frog, wool of bat and tongue of dog…” 
 
    “I know, and adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, lizard's leg and howlet's wing.” 
 
    Mithia smiled. “You know your Shakespeare.” 
 
    “Just enough to get in trouble. But what is in this?” 
 
    She smiled. “Herbs. A half a dozen herbs in the right proportion. It doesn’t taste bad.” 
 
    I looked at it. 
 
    “A hard sell, eh?” I looked at her. She leaned towards me and  stage whispered, “It’ll make your dick big!” 
 
    “Oh, not that!” Callie moaned. 
 
    Rhonda laughed. 
 
    But with that bit of fluff I grinned, and tilted the cup. 
 
    Gulp. It was done. 
 
    I looked at Mithia, and she was muttering something under her breath. Her eyes were half closed. I started to say something but Callie tugged on my sleeve to let her do her thing. 
 
    Suddenly she opened her eyes and smiled. “All done, tiger.” 
 
    “Am I big yet?” 
 
    “We better widen the aisles so he can walk out of here,” quipped Callie. 
 
    “At least for his head.” 
 
    We all laughed, and Mithia asked, “You wanted that dress?” 
 
    “Yes…and can I get a warlocks robes for Jim?”
“Ooh, that would be cool,” blurted Rhonda. 
 
    “We have one warlock’s robe left, but there are conditions.” 
 
    “Conditions?” I asked. 
 
    “He’s got to wear everything. It’s a complete outfit. It would be considered sacrilege to leave any part of the ensemble of clothes out.” 
 
    “Well?” Callie looked at me.  
 
    I shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
      
 
    We had a lunch, then took a walk at a nearby grove. It was supposed to be a sacred grove, filled with spirits, and witches and warlocks were invited to be gentle when casting their spells. 
 
    We passed a few people in the park. 
 
    A mother with three children. A couple of people doing Yoga, several small groups meditating, or praying, or doing whatever witches do. 
 
    Then a small dinner, and it was time for the convention. 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I tossed the bag with my warlock costume in it on the bed. 
 
    “Believe, lover. You’ll have fun.” 
 
    Callie was already naked and putting on a bra. A very sexy bra that allowed her nipples to peek over the top. 
 
    “I can help you with that?” 
 
    “With what?” She looked at herself. 
 
    “This,” I kissed a nipple. 
 
    She giggled and pushed me away. “Horndog!” 
 
    I opened the bag and took out the costume. “Huh, this isn’t right.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I held up what looked like a bra. It was black, shaped like a bra, but had two metal rings on it. The rings were big, and they had smaller rings inside them. 
 
    Callie looked at it. “Really?” 
 
    “Well, we can forget this…” I tossed it on the bed. 
 
    “Wait a minute, you have to wear everything.” 
 
    “Yeah, but a bra?” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s a bra.” 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    “It’s just a special kind of harness. Look.” She picked it up and held it to my chest. She was right, it wasn’t a bra, exactly. It went around the chest and the rings were positioned so they would be right over the pectorals and the nipples. I think it would have fit Callie better, but… 
 
    “Come on, let’s see what it looks like.” 
 
    She helped me into the thing, and she adjusted it, then buckled it. 
 
    It felt weird. And kinky. The big rings surrounded my pectorals, and  the little rings went around my nipples. 
 
    Callie laughed and pulled on my nipples as if to pull the through the smaller rings. 
 
    “Hey!” I laughed. 
 
    “It’s you, baby. Now come on, put on the robe. 
 
    “There’s one other thing…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I picked up what looked like a thong, but with a  pouch in the front. 
 
    “Ooh, how kinky. Well, put it on.” 
 
    I chuckled, and stepped into the thing. I pulled it up. 
 
    It was weird. It was a snug fit, my package didn’t want to go into it, but I pushed and tugged, and finally managed to pull it into the thing. My dick was hard, of course, and the pouch was rather confining. 
 
    “This must have another ring sewn into it. Man, it’s snug. I almost feel like I’m being strangled. Hard to feel anything.” 
 
    “Do you feel this?” She grabbed my cock and started playing with it. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but not much.” 
 
    “Really? So I can squeeze it,” she squeezed, but I didn’t feel much. “Or even slap it around?” She slapped it. 
 
    I laughed. This pouch must be made of metal. I feel it a little bit, but not much. 
 
    “Okay,” then she turned away and pulled on her robes. 
 
    Weird. It was almost like she was testing me, and now that I had failed the test she didn’t care. Hunh? 
 
    The warlock robe, on the surface, wasn’t much different than a witch’s robe. It was black, shapeless, and had a cowl. 
 
    Rhonda knocked on the door, then entered. 
 
    “Wow, you guys look good.” 
 
    “Jim is wearing a bra.” 
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    Callie laughed. “Well, it’s like a bra, but it’s got metal rings and everything.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Jim,” Rhonda soothed me, “I’m wearing a bra, too. And so is Callie.” 
 
    “Very funny,” I snorted. 
 
    Then Rhonda looked at me. “Hey, pull your cowl up.” 
 
    I did, and Rhonda frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your eyes. They are definitely not warlock eyes.” 
 
    “Why not?” asked Callie. 
 
    “Look at them.” 
 
    Callie did, and frowned. “Yes, his eyes aren’t…you know…” 
 
    “Yes, I know…” 
 
    “Hey, come on,” I said, as they contemplated me. 
 
    “He needs eyeliner,” Rhonda said. 
 
    “I’m not going to put on make up!” 
 
    “It’s not make up, just a little liner. Otherwise everybody will know you’re a fake.” 
 
    “That’s right. All warlocks wear a little eyeliner,” Callie agreed. 
 
    “As if you know,” I scoffed. 
 
    “I do,” Rhonda came to Callie’s rescue. “Now sit down here.” She pushed me into a chair. “Where’s your make up kit,” she asked Callie. 
 
    “Hey, come on,” I protested. “I‘ve got tits and no dick, and you want to make me up?”  
 
    Callie handed Rhonda the kit. 
 
    “What’s he mean?” asked Rhonda licking a pencil. 
 
    “The warlock harness that came with the costume. He thinks it’s for tits, and the pouch he has to wear muffles the feel of his dick.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Rhonda put the pencil aside, frowned, then reached into the make up kit for a brush. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    Rhonda ignored me, “So he can’t feel anything in his dick?” 
 
    “Not much. You want to hit him in the nuts?” 
 
    She was brushing some kind of powder on my eyelids. I felt like sneezing. 
 
    I’d love to, but, first this…” she stood back. 
 
    “It’s good, but his lips…” 
 
    “Yeah, I see what you mean.” 
 
    “Try soft pink on them.” 
 
    Rhonda took out a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, grabbing her wrist. “That’s too much.” 
 
    They both shook their heads. “No, you need this,” said Callie. 
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    “I think he needs a shot of courage.” 
 
    Callie nodded. She went into the suitcase and brought out a bottle of bourbon. “Get some ice from down the hall.” 
 
    Rhonda left the room. 
 
    Callie poured bourbon, then Coke, into the bathroom glass. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Do it for me, Jim.”  
 
    Rhonda came back in with a bucket of ice. She held it out and Callie decorated my drink. She handed it to me. “Upsy daisy. Quick and all.” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. This thing was starting to freak me out. I sipped, and gulped, and the girls sat on the bed and waited and chatted. 
 
    “There,” I said. If I was going to suffer I wanted to be drunk. 
 
    But they didn’t try to paint my lips. They just poured me another drink, less ice, less Coke, and more bourbon. 
 
    “Ack! That’s strong!” 
 
    But when I finished it they already had another one waiting. By now I was feeling a little dizzy, a little goofy, and I took the third drink, and they began to work on me. 
 
    They wiped off my eyes, cleansed my face, put on moisturizer, and I was happy as a clown. 
 
    “Wee,” I said. “Look at me.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and now they really did my eyes up. Not just a little powder, but cream and powder and shades and hues. And they lengthened my eyelashes. 
 
    “This is sort of kinky,” I said cheerfully. 
 
    “Oh, lover, you have no idea.” 
 
    Rhonda grabbed my pouch and squeezed. 
 
    “Are you getting fresh with me?” 
 
    “He really does feel no pain,” Rhonda quipped. Grinning. 
 
    “He is a little too female looking.” 
 
    “Then we have to disguise him. You put on some clip ons. I’ve got a wig.” 
 
    “Wheee!” 
 
    “A couple of minutes later I was wearing a long, auburn wig, the tresses flowed over the back of my cowl, and it looked so natural. I had had little circles with a cross in them hanging from my ears. Sharp and shiny. They put some bangles on me, and a silver necklace. Finally, the piece de resistance, they painted my lips. It was almost like they were waiting, like this was the last piece, like it sealed the deal. 
 
    They stood me up, I staggered but they kept me upright, and we took a few pictures. 
 
    Then they put me in front of a mirror. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You made me into a girl.” 
 
    “Not yet, lover,” said Callie. 
 
    “Oh, that’s for later, eh?” I giggled drunkenly. 
 
    Rhonda linked arms with me on one side, Callie on the other. 
 
    “Are you ready? Jim?” 
 
    “Ready, Freddy.” 
 
    They walked me out of the door across the parking lot, and down the street. 
 
    I sashayed calmly, and ignored people watching me. 
 
    Watching me. Not staring at me, the freak guy with the woman’s face. But watching, as if to make sure everything was all right. 
 
    “Wow, this town is full of women,” I observed. 
 
    “Mostly,” agreed Callie. 
 
    “The men are usually kept locked up when the wives go to work.” 
 
    “Lock up the men, lock up the men,” I chanted. Then I laughed merrily. 
 
    The convention was being held in a small building, looked like an old Grange hall. Except it had a cross on the peak, sort of. I mean, it was a cross, but it was sort of upside down. 
 
    “Hey, do witches worship Satan?” 
 
    Rhonda: “We worship whoever protects women.” 
 
    We walked up to the hall. There was a short line outside, all women, but they all stepped aside. Make way for the drunk, right? 
 
    We entered the building and stood in a big room. It was filled with witches. They were all in the black get up, and they all turned and looked at me. 
 
    I could see their faces, sort of, in the flickering of candles. None of them had any expression. 
 
    Callie and Rhonda walked me across the floor to an alter. As we walked, Callie talked to me. “Jim, there’s something I need to tell you.” 
 
    “Whassat?” 
 
    “I’m a witch.” 
 
    “Which witch, isn’t that a swish…uh, switch?” 
 
    “Most witches are bi. We can love either man or woman, and we do. I’m bi.” 
 
    I looked at her, “I thought I smelled pussy on your lips.” 
 
    If that bothered her she didn’t show it. She just continued, “Ten years ago I fell in love with you. Exclusively you. I didn’t want anybody else, and in witchdom that is a crime. To love only one means not loving everybody else.” 
 
    I said to Rhonda, “Was that your pussy I smelled on her?” 
 
    “Yes, it was Rhonda’s vagina. Rhonda has been helping me through this rough time.” 
 
    I turned back to Callie. “Is that why you won’t fuck me?” 
 
    We were at the alter now, and the women were falling in behind us, chanting in a low voice. Yet I could still make out what Callie said. 
 
    “There is a very powerful spell. If you can keep a man chaste for ten years, then you can transform him. You can make him into a woman.” 
 
    “So you haven’t fucked me for ten years because you wanted a woman.” 
 
    “I wanted you. But for us to work, you have to be a woman. If you don’t become a woman then I lose my power, I am excommunicated by the Witch community, and I live my life as a pale human, prone to rigid belief systems.” 
 
    “Wow, that explains everything. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    “So there’s only one thing I have left to ask you.” 
 
    “Whassat?” 
 
    “If the only way you can be with me is as a woman, would you do it?” 
 
    “Become a woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “For you?” 
 
    She nodded, and in that moment I could see a terrible, profound fear in her eyes. 
 
    “Is that what you want?” 
 
    She nodded, and her eyes were glistening. 
 
    In that moment I knew it was all bullshit. There was no way they could make a woman out of a man. There was no way this could happen. So I had nothing to lose, and I wanted Callie to stop crying. “Okay.” 
 
    “And you will become a woman? Willingly? With no regret?” Rhonda sounded a little harsh. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, positive that nothing bad would happen. “I’d be a woman for Callie.” 
 
    Rhonda nodded. 
 
    Callie heaved a sigh of relief, and they turned towards the alter. 
 
    Behind me the women picked up the chant. their voices melded and grew louder. It sounded like they were speaking in some weird, ancient, pig Latin kind of tongue. 
 
    I started to look back at them, but the girls kept me facing front. 
 
    “Hush, now. Pay attention,” Rhonda commanded. 
 
    Three women in black robes came out of a side room. They moved slowly, in unison, almost like the march people do at weddings. Step, wait, step, wait. 
 
    They reached the alter and turned towards me. 
 
    Them came a bunch of mumble de jumbo. “Is the candidate willing. Has he been kept pure for ten years. Is he wearing the sacred garments. 
 
    It was weird. They were just stating to affirm, not asking, as if they already knew all the answers. 
 
    Callie answered the questions. 
 
    Then they moved me forward. I climbed on to the alter and lay down. 
 
    One of the witches pulled out a ceremonial blade, quite sharp looking. 
 
    “Whoa!” I muttered. “Be careful.” 
 
    She ignored me, and started slicing off my robes. Soon I was naked, except for the weird ringed harness, and the pouch. 
 
    “Hold him down.” 
 
    Callie and Rhonda stepped to the sides and four very, large women grabbed my arms and legs. They put their whole weight on them, and I was almost afraid they would break my limbs off. 
 
    The woman conducting the ceremony began mumbling some sort of spell, then she climbed on top of me. My dick was crushed under her, but I didn’t feel anything through the pouch. 
 
    She was almost yelling now, talking about woman come forth and man be still, and all that sort of rubbish. Then she grabbed my nipples and began to pull. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She pulled harder, and the pain started. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She pulled harder, and I began to shriek. I didn’t feel so drunk now, and it felt like she was trying to pull my nipples and pectorals through the rings in the harness. 
 
    I screamed and screamed, but she kept pulling, and the women held me down. I tried to kick and buck, but they held me firmly.  
 
    Then, she stopped, and stood up. She was helped off the table, and I moaned in pain. It felt like I had just had surgery, and without the anesthetic. 
 
    She turned to the assemblage, said some more things, but now in a language I didn’t recognize. Not German, or French, or Latin, or anything. More like a Pig Latin sort of Greek, or maybe Egyptian. 
 
    Then she reached for my pouch. She grabbed it and pulled it, and I finally felt my dick, and it hurt. 
 
    The candles in the room flickered. The woman pulled, and in one motion she ripped the pouch right off me. I mean everything. Everything that was in the pouch. She held the pouch up in victory. 
 
    I fainted. 
 
     
 
    “Oh,” that was my voice, but I sounded weird. Like somebody had my throat and was squeezing, and my voice was too high. 
 
    “He’s waking up.” 
 
    “Jim? Are you awake?” 
 
    “Huh…huh…” What was wrong with my voice? 
 
    “Give him some water.” 
 
    “A hand lifted my head, I could feel that I was still wearing the wig, and a glass touched my lips. I sipped, and then lay back. Somebody was turning on the lights, and I was dizzy, and I had had the most horrendous nightmare. 
 
    “Callie?” I whispered. 
 
    “Yes, honey. I’m here.” 
 
    “I dreamed they ripped my dick off.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then I was crying. Something about the dream was too real. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She was holding me, and I felt safe. It was my Callie. My love. She would take care of me. 
 
    “He’s okay. Let him sleep. He’ll awake in the morning, and you can talk then.” 
 
    Mumbles.  
 
    Whispers. 
 
    I dozed off. 
 
      
 
    I awoke in the morning. The shades were drawn, but there were slivers of bright light coming through the edges. “Oh!” Then I sat upright, in shock. My voice was high pitched, girly. 
 
    I felt the weight on my chest shift forward and I looked down. Through tresses of messy hair I could see my boobs. 
 
    Boobs. I had tits. OMG! 
 
    “Jim, it’s okay. I’ve got you.” Callie was there, hugging me, making the world safe, but I sobbed. 
 
    The dream wasn’t a dream. They had pulled my flesh through the rings and I had large tits and erect nipples. They had pulled the pouch off my body, with my dick still in it, they had effectively castrated me, and…I sobbed. 
 
    I cried for a good hour, holding on to Callie, mourning my lost manhood. 
 
    Finally, however, I began to calm down. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Callie had a drink ready for me. Coke and bourbon, but it tasted different. Of course. My taste buds were different, they were now a woman’s. 
 
    “We changed you. It hasn’t been done for hundreds of years, but it was a success.” 
 
    “And I’m a woman?” 
 
    “In every way. Oh, there are still some small changes that will happen, but it’s a done deal.” 
 
    “What about…what about done there. Will I have a scar? How do I pee?” 
 
    “Look.” Callie pulled the blanket down and I looked at my groin. 
 
    There was no scar. It was pink flesh, a slit, a vagina. OMG! 
 
    “I told you. You are a woman in every way.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “Let me get the door.” She went to the door, opened it, and Rhonda came in. She walked straight to the bed, picked up my hand and asked, “How are you?” 
 
    That’s when I started to put pieces together. “You’re in it together.” 
 
    Rhonda: “Yes.” 
 
    “You planned this.” 
 
    Callie: “We did.” 
 
    “The whole thing, the convention, the…the thing you did to me…” 
 
    They both nodded. 
 
    “And I’m really a woman.” 
 
    They watched me. 
 
    I lay back on the bed. I closed my eyes and put my forearm over my eyes. I slept. 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and it was night. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    I looked at my wife. “I’m okay.” It was hard to hear my higher pitched voice. 
 
    “You’ve been in bed a long time. We need to get you up and walking.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took the covers off me and helped me sit on the edge of the bed. 
 
    I looked down at my tits. “Wow. They’re big.” 
 
    Callie smiled. “You have always been a tit man, I knew you would want them big.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “Let me help you get dressed.” 
 
    She put a bra on me. It was brand new and fit perfectly. My nipples peeked over the top of it. Sprightly, little fellows. 
 
    She helped me into a pair of panties. 
 
    “I’ve got no hair on my legs.” 
 
    “It will grow, eventually, but right now…no.” 
 
    “But my head hair is long. Is it really my hair?” 
 
    “All yours. Your body absorbed the wig.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She put a garter belt on me and rolled some nylons up my legs. She fastened them. “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that, and she suddenly looked at me, frightened. “Thank you,” I murmured.  
 
    I was discombobulated, freaked out, but I didn’t want my wife to worry. 
 
    She handed me a blouse. It was opaque, but thin. As soon as I put it on I knew my nipples would be excited. 
 
    “We can give you some nails, show you how to do make up, but right now…just get used to being you.” 
 
    Once again, I nodded. 
 
    She stood me up and helped me into a skirt. Then she held some heels up. “Would you like to try these? The more feminine you try to be the easier your transformation will be.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    She knelt, I placed a hand on her shoulder for balance, and she helped me into my first set of heels. 
 
    They were tall, felt gigantic to me, though they were probably only moderate in height. 
 
    “Come on. Rhonda is dying to meet you. She sat up with me this whole time. She just went out for a quick sandwich.” 
 
    We walked out the front door. It was weird being on heels, and I tottered, but Callie was right, the more feminine I tried to act the easier it was. Don’t fight the spell, I guess. 
 
    We walked down the street slowly. I found myself gaining confidence. We headed for the small coffee shop we had first eaten at. 
 
    “So you’re a witch.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And I’m a woman.” 
 
    “I’m not supposed to ask you this, I’m supposed to let you get your bearings, but are you okay?” 
 
    Not ‘okay’ like okay,’ but ‘okay’ like we just changed your whole life how’s it hanging? 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    “And you’re not mad at me?” 
 
    I turned to her. I had lost height in the spell, and we were both wearing heels, and we were about the same height. “I love you madly.” 
 
    She hugged me then. We stood in the middle of the sidewalk, two women hugging, and Callie was crying. 
 
    I was still dazed, but I was with the woman I loved, wasn’t that enough? 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    We turned. Rhonda was walking towards us. 
 
    Callie dried her eyes and stepped back, and Rhonda came close to me, inspected me. She apparently was okay with what she saw, because she suddenly hugged me. “Welcome, girlfriend.” 
 
    Then we were all smiling, and we walked to the restaurant. 
 
    “I’m hungry.” 
 
    The waitress came up and smiled warmly at me. “Welcome. Free meal for you today.” 
 
    “Oh,” and I suddenly realized something. Every woman in town must know about me. 
 
    “Have you thought about a female name for yourself?” 
 
    “I haven’t.” 
 
    “You should talk to Mithia, she’s got lots of ideas.” 
 
    We ordered and ate, and I experienced food from a female point of view. 
 
    Everything was different. Nothing tasted the same. And that was okay, it was still delicious, even more delicious. I think women have superior taste buds. 
 
    After breakfast we walked around town, and I was surprised at how many women went out of their way to greet me. They hugged me, asked after me, and went out of their way to welcome me. 
 
    And I, a bit stupidly, wondered what they were welcoming me to. 
 
    “To yourself,” said Rhonda. 
 
    “To womanhood,” offered Callie. 
 
    “You are part of a special group now.” 
 
    We came to the little dress shop. Rhonda held the door open and we entered. Mithia came rushing up to us. “Hello, girls,” but her hug was reserved for me. And it was a fierce, long hug. And it felt good. And I suddenly realized why women like to hug. It re-enforces their sisterhood. 
 
    When one woman touches another there is a connection. ESP, intuition, call it whatever, there is a rejuvenation of spirit. 
 
    I asked Mithia, “Were you in on it?” 
 
    “I gave you special herbal tea to help your body change. I was part of your transformation the other night. Yes, with all my heart, I was a part of your transformation. Have you given much thought to your new name?” 
 
    “No. I was told you might have some ideas.” 
 
    “By all means. There’s Jane, the feminine of Jim, and there’s Janey and Jamey and…” she went on and on, but one of her first suggestions struck a chord with me. 
 
    “I like Janey.” 
 
    “Ooh, that is so perfect. I’ll start calling you Janey, and if you don’t like it after a few days we can try something else.” 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    “So I’m a woman. What is a Witch? compared to a woman? I mean…” 
 
    She nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. And the answer is simple, but more complex than you can imagine. A woman is a biological statement. A Witch is a spiritual statement. 
 
    “That seems simple.” 
 
    Rhonda offered, “But it’s more than that. A witch is a woman who can think for herself, is kind and compassionate, yet willing to give the hard lesson. She sees truth and respects it.” 
 
    Callie: “A witch has overcome the regimentation that society offers and sees herself as a spiritual being.” 
 
    “Overcomes the regimentation,” I breathed. I looked at Mithia. “The tea helped me overcome regimentation.” 
 
    “But you were ready. This whole transformation couldn’t have happened unless you were ready.” 
 
    I nodded. It was so much to take in. I wasn’t even used to my new body, and I was finding a whole culture, a whole philosophy, that presented mankind in new lights. 
 
    “So am I a Witch? Or…how do I become a Witch?” 
 
    They sat me down then, and we had a real discussion. And, the interesting thing, people came into the store, and our discussion was never interrupted. If somebody had to buy something they simply left money on the counter, or even worked the register themselves. And, on rare occasions people would enter into the conversation, explain some odd point, then drift away. 
 
    And I realized that Witches work on a different wavelength than regular humans. Witches work on intuition. Heck, all women have intuition, and even, to a lesser extent, so do men. But only Witches, and the rare warlock, take the time and effort to develop the discipline of intuition. 
 
      
 
    That night I was treated to a small dinner, just a few people, and then I was taken down to the Grange hall again, the funny building with the upside down cross. In that building I met what must have been the whole town. Woman after woman came up to me and hugged me, and whispered well wishes to me, and promised me that they would be there for me. 
 
    At this point Callie and Rhonda backed off. And it was okay that they did. I was surrounded by the most caring people in the world, and I felt myself expanding into the community, learning about it, and my opinions of life, and myself, were changing at light speed. 
 
    Finally, the meeting over, Callie walked me up the street, back to our motel room. 
 
    “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I have never been better, I answered honestly. 
 
    We entered our room and, it being late, got ready for bed. 
 
    She climbed onto her side and watched me. 
 
    I took off clothes. Clothes I had never worn before. Female clothes. I was almost in a state of daze as I figured out how to unhook the bra. I reveled at the feeling of my breasts tumbling forth. It felt awkward to have nothing between my legs. I had had a package for over 30 years. And now…now there was a space. 
 
    I turned off the light and the room was barely illuminated by a glow coming through the edges of the curtains. I climbed into bed, and found myself facing Callie. 
 
    We looked at each other, and it was surreal. I wasn’t a man anymore. I was a woman. I had long hair and soft eyes. I wasn’t muscular. 
 
    She reached out and touched my face tenderly. 
 
    I touched hers. 
 
    She scooted over to me and pressed her lips against mine. 
 
    The sexual charge overwhelmed me. It was worse than if I was a man and horny. This was a whole body tsunami of lust. 
 
    “You’re a woman,” Callie said. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We kissed again, and she felt my breasts. She slithered her fingers over my mounds and gently tugged on my nipples. I gasped with the feeling swelling inside. 
 
    “Janey.” 
 
    “Callie.” 
 
    We smiled. In the gloom we could see the whiteness of our teeth. 
 
    We kissed again, and edged closer together. We held each other grinding our bodies against each other. 
 
    I said, “Whether you won the bet or not, you win. I’ll never cum in you. I’ll never shoot sperm in you.” 
 
    “But you’re going to have more orgasms than Carter has liver pills.” 
 
    “I can live with that.” 
 
    Suddenly she leaped out of the bed and ran to her purse. She reached into a side pocket and brought out the envelope. She turned on the light, sat on the bed and handed it to me. 
 
    I looked at it, at the two signatures over the seal. Unbroken. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. 
 
    I worked the edge of the seal, managed to insert a finger, and opened the end. I slid out the single sheet of paper. I opened it. 
 
      
 
    I will change you into a girl. 
 
      
 
    I smiled, then I laughed. “I didn’t stand a chance, did I?” 
 
    “Not a chance in heck.” 
 
    I handed her back the paper. “Come back to bed.” 
 
    “I will…” she folded the paper and put it in her purse. She turned to me and… 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    We looked at the door. Who could that be? 
 
    She went to the curtain and peeked through it. She turned to me and grinned. She shouted at the door, “We don’t want any!” 
 
    “Open up, bitches!” It was Rhonda. 
 
    “Take two and call us in the morning!” 
 
    “I’m drunk and horny and you’re the only game in town! Now let me in.” 
 
    Callie cracked the door and Rhonda slid in. She had a bottle of champagne, fresh opened. It looked like she had already drunk one by herself. 
 
    “Take two what?” 
 
    “Two cocks?” 
 
    “Been there, done that. I want two girls.” 
 
    “We don’t have any of those.” 
 
    “Take a slug and tell me that. Without lying.” 
 
    Callie took the bottle, glugged a slug and handed it back. “That.” 
 
    It took me a moment to figure that one out. Then I grinned. Rhonda had said to tell her ‘that,’ and she had. 
 
    Rhonda ran across the room and handed me the bottle. “Here, bitch. Get high and enjoy your dowdy self.” 
 
    I drank and Callie complained. “Janey is certainly not ‘dowdy!’” 
 
    Rhonda handed the bottle to Rhonda. 
 
    Back and forth it went, and within minutes the bottle was empty, and Callie and I were full. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said as the room spun. 
 
    “You got a shmaller body,” Rhonda giggled. “You get drunk easier. 
 
    “Get drunker easier,” corrected Callie. 
 
    “Drunk.” 
 
    “Drunker.” 
 
    “Shit.” Rhonda began to take off her clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Pretty shtupid, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Sometimes. But I been giving her smart lessons.” 
 
    Then Rhonda was all over me. She grabbed my tits and squeezed till I groaned. She kissed me and sucked on my tongue till I thought it was going to come out. 
 
    Callie laughed, then crawled onto the bed. 
 
    The next few minutes were crazy. We were a mess of hands and feet and tits and…and suddenly I felt a finger go up my snatch.  
 
    “OH!” 
 
    Everything stopped. Rhonda looked at Callie.  
 
    Callie: “First penetration.” 
 
    “Whoa,” Rhonda turned to me. “Well, Miss Virgie wirgie…how you like getting finger banged? 
 
    My mouth was open and I was having trouble breathing. I felt a heat growing in my chest. 
 
    “Pussy got your tongue?” giggled Callie. 
 
    Then Rhonda dove for my crotch, pulled my legs apart and stuffed her face right into my snatch. “You take her tits!” she yelped. 
 
    Callie went for my boobs. She grabbed them with both hands. She sucked the nipples. Then she held them, thumbed the nips, as she kissed me. 
 
    Meanwhile, Rhonda was chewing up a storm. I had eaten a pussy or two in my lifetime, but I had never known what I was handing out, what it felt like for the woman. 
 
    Sensations overwhelmed me. White hot lightenings shot out of my groin. I couldn’t help myself, I began to buck and twitch. 
 
    Callie took a breath from kissing me and grinned. “Come on, you faker, it doesn’t feel that good.” 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…uh…it does!” 
 
    Rhonda had two fingers in my pussy now, and she was rimming me, rubbing those sensitive nerves even as she sucked on the clitoris. I bucked, and Rhonda yelled, “Hold her down!” 
 
    Callie threw a leg over me and sat on my belly. Her weight held me down, and though I did keep bucking, my motion was held down. 
 
    “Oh, God…Oh, God!” 
 
    “She’s found religion,” observed Callie, kneading my tits. 
 
    Rhonda didn’t answer for a moment, then she backed her mouth off and inserted three fingers into me. I have never experienced anything so exquisite. It was just my pussy, but my whole body was reacting, acting like somebody had touched it with a live wire. 
 
    “She’s gonna blow,” grunted Rhonda, using her weight to keep her fingers jamming frantically into me. 
 
    I felt it building. I felt the earthquake begin inside. I felt the ground open up and all that delicious lava explode into me. I was a moaning, groaning mass of white hot orgasm. 
 
    “GAH!…AH!…YES!” 
 
    The shocks kept hitting, pushing me higher and higher, making it so I couldn’t breath, was faint, and then, finally, it broke. 
 
    “Ohhhh!” And I went limp. The super heated sex charge inundating all my cells. 
 
    “There we go,” muttered Callie. Slowly, she climbed off me. 
 
    Rhonda rose to a kneeling position and looked at me. “Heysoos Xristo on a diving board over an empty pool. We fucked her stupid.” 
 
    “Yes, we did.” Callie pulled on my arm, then on my leg. Rhonda pushed on my body, and they moved me to the center of the bed. 
 
    Then Callie snuggled in next to me. She pulled the blankets up. 
 
    Rhonda snuggled in on my other side and pulled the blankets up on her side. 
 
    I lay there, exhausted in the most exquisite way. Dazed and wondering at the whole universe. As a man I had caused this, but never to this extent. I had never fucked, or been fucked, like a witch fucks. 
 
    Rhonda kissed me, and I could smell my pussy on her breath. It was a nice smell. 
 
    “Hey,” said Rhonda. “I haven’t cum yet.” 
 
    “And you won’t,” said Callie. “This is Janey’s night. Now go to sleep, you cunt.” 
 
     
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Sylvia kissed me. “Just think, you won’t be a fathead anymore.” 
 
    “Har de har har,” I responded wryly. 
 
    I smiled at my wife from the hospital gurney. They were about to take me into the operating room. The doctors had already talked to me, the nurses had given me a sedative, and my brain was about to be fixed. 
 
    What was wrong with my brain? A little too much cholesterol causing a slight swelling. Yeah, if you read that right then you can make the joke: I was a fathead. And that was the point of my wife’s little quip. 
 
    But, joking aside, I was going to be outfitted with a Neuralink. You know, those little gizmos invented by Elon Musk? Just a simple, little chip with awesome powers. It could actually interface with my brain, increase blood flow to certain areas, and, voila, I could be adjusted into good health. 
 
    Not that I wasn’t already in good health. Heck, I was young and strong  and, except for a little fat in my brain, healthy as a horse. A healthy horse. 
 
    But Neuralinks were the latest thing, my doctor recommended it, so…why not? 
 
    I could like a life free of cancer, diabetes, heart problems, everything. 
 
    “Are you ready, Mr. Lacey?” 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    I gave a little wave of my hand to Sylvia, my wife, as the nurse rolled me down the corridor. Five minutes later I was slumbering peacefully. Ten minutes later the doctor made a small incision in the side of my head, just below the bone of the skull, and slid a little, teeny, weeny chip into my head. 
 
    The little thing, it was actually about as big as a fly’s testicles, was guided up through the brain. It would work off my body’s electricity, last 100 years, and I might actually live that long, and…and I had the strangest dream. 
 
      
 
    “Put that on!” My wife was wearing black leather and snapping a whip. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    “I said,” she snapped the whip and struck my rump and I felt a sharp pain, “Put that on!” 
 
    “Put what on!” 
 
    “You know what!” Then she was cracking the whip, and I was running, and she was chasing me, and I yelled… 
 
      
 
    “Did the monkey pee?” 
 
    Nurses chuckled. 
 
    “What?” I opened my eyes. 
 
    “How you doing Mr. Lacey?” 
 
    I stared at the nurse.  
 
    “The operation is over. How do you feel?” 
 
    “What did I just say?” I was a little groggy and trying to figure things out. 
 
    “You asked if the monkey peed.” 
 
    She chuckled, and behind her my wife giggled. 
 
    The nurse held a glass of ice chips and water to me. “Take a sip. And don’t worry about the monkeys. People often say strange things when they come out of anesthetic.” 
 
    “Did the monkey pee,” Sylvia laughed.  
 
    “Har de har,” I murmured, holding back a grin. “What time is it?” 
 
    At that moment the doctor walked in. “Hey, Mr. Lacey, high fives and flowers. You are a raving success.” 
 
    He then showed me pictures of my brain, showed where the chip was lodged. 
 
    “And I don’t have to do anything? The chip is all programmed?” 
 
    “Not a thing. Except maybe have a glass of champagne. The Neuralink is self-contained. You’re good to go. In fact, are you still here?” 
 
    We all laughed, the nurse had me get into a wheel chair and they rolled me right out of the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, good to be home,” I said, entering the kitchen from the garage. 
 
    “You’ve only been gone a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Yes, but in that time I cured the world of dread diseases.” 
 
    “Wow! You’re quite the stud. Want to see if that chip will increase blood flow to your penis?” 
 
    I laughed and opened the fridg. “First a celebratorial bit of bubbly, then I will attend to your wicked desires.” 
 
    I took out a bottle of chilled champagne, worked the tinfoil, and popped the cork.  
 
    While I performed such a delicate task Sylvia hugged me, and he rarms went around my body and fondled my not inconsequential manhood. 
 
    “Mmm. I can feel that blood flow already.” 
 
    “So can I,” I said as I poured two flutes full. 
 
    And I could. My penis was fully engorged, pressing my pants out, and throbbing with the pulsing of rich, red blood. 
 
    I handed Sylvia a flute and we toasted, and I smiled inside. Just think, I Ron Lacey will never have a dread disease. I will live to a happy, old age. 
 
    “Next year is my turn.” 
 
    Sylvia was healthier than me, she didn’t have any fat on the brain,  so I had gotten my implant first. Next year we would have the money and she would get one. We were looking forward to a healthy, blessed life. 
 
    She reached a hand into my pants and found my snake. “Hmm. Yes. Blood flow is starting up. Patient is expected to rise to the occasion.” 
 
    “He has risen.” 
 
    She pulled me, by the penis, out of the kitchen, through the house, and into the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she unzipped my pants and pulled them, and my underwear, off. My turgid member did a dance of happiness. 
 
    She took my balls in her hands and massaged them as she sucked on the head of my cock. 
 
    Sylvia is a beautiful woman. About my height, maybe twenty pounds lighter, and those twenty pounds are in her tits. 
 
    Yep. She is top heavy. And atop that hourglass figure is perched the most beautiful face. Full lips, blue eyes, blonde hair. Man, I won the lottery when I won her hand. 
 
    She rose up, my cock still in her hand, stroking, stroking, and whispered, “Are you going to make me wait?” 
 
    I pushed her back on the bed and she yelped happily. 
 
    I spread her legs and did the gobble. That’s what we call it, ‘The Gobble,’ when I lick her slit, slid my tongue over her labia, suck on her clitoris and give her the finger. Or two. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she moaned, as she arched her hips up unto my face. 
 
    I slithered up her body and began kissing her tits, one after the other, as my hand worked her pussy. 
 
    “Mmm….mmmm!” her voice was soft and velvety, husky and filled with desire. 
 
    I pushed her up further on the bed and knelt between her thighs. 
 
    She reached for me, but I pushed her hands away and slapped her pussy with my dick. 
 
    “Hey!” she giggled. 
 
    “That’s what I dreamed, when I was waking up. That you were whipping me, trying to get me to put something on. 
 
    I held my dick and used it like a soft club, slapping her thighs, her pussy, and she laughed and protested, then I placed the head into her vagina. 
 
    “Oh,” her eyes grew wide. 
 
    “You’ve had the rest, now try the best,” I spouted the old ad slogan. 
 
    “I prefer the best,” her eyes were half closed as pleasure inundated her and warmed her core. 
 
    “Then you shall have it. I moved my hips forward and my penis inexorably entered her.  
 
    She gasped and grabbed my arms with her hands. She held on as I filled her up. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Yes.” She breathed. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing much. The pleasure was swarming her. 
 
    “Uh oh,” I froze. 
 
    She looked up at me, “What?” 
 
    “Brain alert! Brain alert! Too much blood to penis, must handle.” I began to fuck her jerky style, just plunging an inch and jerking back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” She yelped. “I love it when you do that!” 
 
    “Uh oh!” 
 
    “Oh, no!” she moaned, when I froze again.  
 
    “Pussy alert. Bweep! Bweep!” I began to circle my cock in her, rimming her and feeling the head, deep inside her, move in circles. 
 
    “Oh…FUCK!” 
 
    “Uh oh!” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “Squirt alert. Prepare for incoming!” 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos Xristo!” 
 
    I began lurching, pouring my seed into her. 
 
    “Oh, you fuck!” she groaned. “I’m not there, yet.” 
 
    But it was too late. I pulled back and my already limp dick flopped out of her. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. But you’re just too hot.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to finish me the other way.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes! I don’t care if it’s messy, get down there and use your tongue!” 
 
    She pushed on my shoulders, then my head, and squirmed around. Then she was pulling my head into her crotch. 
 
    Funny, I was usually strong enough to resist. But I guess undergoing the operation had made me temporarily weak. 
 
    “Hey…MMMPH!” 
 
    I didn’t like eating her out after I squirted in her, but she loved it. She said there was something about a man praying at the alter after the offering had been given turned her on and made for special orgasms. 
 
    Well, whatever, I was in for it now. 
 
    I tasted my sperm, and it was sort of bland, a little salty, a little musky. Okay, I could handle that. 
 
    I licked and sucked her hole, and she began to discharge more and more. Heck, I had never cum that much, and I ended up swallowing a couple of tablespoons of my own gizm. 
 
    “Oh, yes! That’s the way!” She kept my head tight and bucked, and began to cum. For a long minute I was subjected to the wild gyrations and gymnastics of her hips, then she relaxed. 
 
    I slowly raised my head. She looked at me and laughed. “You’re a mess.” 
 
    “Bweep,” I said sadly. “Mess alert.” 
 
    I stood up and headed for the shower. Sylvia relaxed for a minute, then joined me. 
 
    Happily, we soaped each other. I soaped her tits and she soaped my dick, and…okay, we’re sex fiends. Can you blame us? 
 
    Then we dried each other off and returned to the bedroom. She was in her closet, picking out underwear and clothes, and I picked up her bra and put it around my waist. I remembered how she did it, fastened it in front and then slid it around. I snaked my arms under the straps and pulled them over my shoulders, then I bent to pick her panties. As I was stepping into them— 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I looked at my wife. She had the most puzzled expression on her face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you doing putting on my bra? And…and my panties.” 
 
    I looked at myself and was supremely confused. I didn’t understand what she was objecting to. I mean didn’t I always…didn’t I… “Huh?” 
 
    Bra, goes on woman, slowly percolated through my cranium. 
 
    “I don’t know.” I just stood there trying to figure things out. 
 
    “Well take it off!” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    She watched as I moved, as if in a dream, and took off her bra. I took the bra and her panties to her hamper and stood over it, looking at them. I wanted to put them on. What was going on? I wasn’t a cross dresser. I needed to— 
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” Sylvia took the bra and panties out of my hands and put them in the hamper. “Bweep! Bweep! Stupid alert!” 
 
    She shook me and I snapped out of it. 
 
    “What the fuck,” I had a twisted expression on my face. “Why the hell did I do that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but don’t do it again. It’s freaking me out.” 
 
    “Bweep?” I asked. 
 
    “You got that right. Now get dressed, in your own clothes, and let’s head out for some yard sales.” 
 
    So I did, and we did, and things just got worse. 
 
     
 
    We stopped at a corner house, big yard, and blankets and tables were spread out and filled with goodies. 
 
    Usually, I go looking for things like tools, manly toys, things like that. Sylvia examines art nick nacks and ponders whether they will fit into our house. 
 
    Today, however, I fond myself standing in front of a table, fingering lingerie. And I must have creeped people out, just standing so quietly and feeling the material. As if from far away I heard whispers, and people moved away from me. But I was fascinated by the soft texture of the filmy underthings. They felt so delicious, and I could imagine the softness sliding over my body. And my dick would be so hard. And they should make men’s under things of this material. Why, I’d be hard all the time. I’d be— 
 
    “What are you doing?” Sylvia hissed into my ear. She tugged my shirt and pulled me around. 
 
    “What? I…I’m just looking…” Again, I was terribly confused. I had been doing the right thing, looking at clothes, and the clothes felt right, and I just wanted to… 
 
    “Come on,” she whispered harshly. She pulled me from the yard and I suddenly noticed everybody staring at me. 
 
    “Why are they looking at me?” 
 
    “Because you’re creeping them out. Obsessing over women’s underwear and…and your pants!” 
 
    “What about my pants?” I looked down. I had worn sweat pants, and they were bulged out. The shape of my dick could be seen tenting the material. “Oh!” 
 
    What the hell had I been doing? That was why those people…I was so embarrassed. 
 
    Sylvia pushed me into the passenger seat, and went to the driver’s seat. I was moving too slowly, so she just took over. As we started up from the curb she groaned, “Last time I’ll ever take you to a yard sale. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just felt right. I…thought I was supposed to be there.” 
 
    “Feeling women’s underwear and rubbing your cock?” 
 
    “I was rubbing my…” 
 
    “Didn’t you get enough nookie this morning?” 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened.” 
 
    But she wasn’t placated. She drove with a stoney face, and when we arrived at home she stomped into the house. 
 
    I watched her storm into the kitchen. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I felt like something had gone sideways in my head, but I didn’t know what. I mean, I was happy, everything was cool, but…then I got excited by female clothes. 
 
    And I do mean excited. 
 
    Sylvia and I had made love this morning, yet an hour later I was erect and throbbing, and I think my legs were even trembling a bit, as I stood at the yard sale and examined woman’s underwear. 
 
    What the heck? 
 
    I got out of the car and started walked towards the kitchen, and stopped. My head turned. My body was facing the kitchen, but my face was looking at the laundry. The washing machine. The drier. The pile of dirty clothes. 
 
    My wife’s clothes on top, with her brassiere sticking out from under a dress. A purple dress. With little white flowers. Such a pretty pattern. 
 
    My body turned away from the kitchen, faced the big basket full of clothes. I took a step. Another step, and something inside me gently reminded me, ‘No.’ 
 
    But that little voice was nothing in the wind of my desire. 
 
    I found myself standing over the laundry. I reached down and picked up the bra. I sniffed it. I felt it. I admired it. Sylvia had such wonderful taste when it came to clothes. 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    My dick was poking out in my sweats, a tent pole of massive proportion. A tent pole for the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey circus. 
 
    I ignored my crotch, well, not completely. I enjoyed it, but I had to put on the bra. 
 
    I did, and it felt good…but empty. I wished I could fill the bra. And then I realized I could. 
 
    Aunt Jane had had a mastectomy last year. She had worn breast forms for a while. When she went back home she had left them with us. I had tossed them into a box in the corner of the garage. All I had to do was go get them. 
 
    Breast forms. In a box. 
 
    That little voice was whispering to me…’that’s wrong…don’t do it…take off that bra!’ 
 
    I told the little voice to shut up and get out. I walked back to the far corner of the garage, lifted the box down from a shelf, and there they were. Ds. The same size as my wife. A perfect size to fit my bra. 
 
    Not my wife’s bra…but my bra. 
 
    I pulled a cup out and managed to slide a boob into the cup. I did the other one. 
 
    I just stood there, feelings of pleasure washing through me. I felt so sexy. My hard on was like a gun barrel. Long and pointing and ready to shoot. 
 
    I walked back to the laundry, feeling so sexy, feeling myself bounce inside the bra. If only I had real boobs. That was what I really needed. 
 
    I bent down and picked up a pair of panties. I could see a bit of dried discharge in the crotch. I lifted the panties to my nose. I smelled the dark spot. Mmm. I put the panties on. 
 
    I stood there in the gloom of the garage, knowing something was wrong, but helpless to do anything but look at the purple dress. 
 
    Purple. A royal color. A rich color. I picked it up and shimmied into it. I had to pull it over my breasts, and it felt so good. It felt like when I rolled a ribber over my cock, but for my whole body. My whole body felt like a penis in the dress. The material slithered over me, sexually charged my skin. 
 
    I felt so good, so right, so…the door opened and Sylvia looked out. 
 
    “Oh, My God!” 
 
    I turned and stared at her. She slammed the door. Locked it. 
 
    I started sobbing. I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t know what. I went to the step by the kitchen door and sat down. I could feel the cold cement on my butt. My cock was poking the dress out, my tits were so big and beautiful…and all I could do was cry.              I knew Sylvia was in the kitchen. I knew she was listening. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, as my tears fell on the floor. “I don’t know why I’m doing this.” 
 
    Nothing from the house. 
 
    My back was lurching with the sobs now. I was happy, I really was, but something was wrong and I couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    “I can’t stop myself. I’m sorry.” 
 
    For five minutes I sobbed, my heart pouring out, my tits jiggling in my bra. Then I heard the door unlock. 
 
    The door opened, just a crack. I didn’t look. I couldn’t stop myself from crying. 
 
    It opened all the way. 
 
    “Ron?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I wailed. 
 
    She stepped out on the step. I kept crying.  
 
    She sat down and I leaned my head towards her, big splatters of tears falling on the floor. 
 
    Then I was hugging her, crying, happy, but miserable, and nothing made sense. 
 
    “There, there,” she said. “It’s okay.” 
 
    For long minutes I sobbed, then, because she was there, because she was now holding me, an arm around my shoulder, comforting me, I began to dry up. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I snuffled and wiped my eyes. 
 
    She said: “I think it’s the Neuralink.” 
 
    “You…you think so?” I rubbed my eyes with my forearm, and wished I didn’t have hair on it, on them. Or on my legs. 
 
    “I’m going to call the hospital.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Just sit and wait.” 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “Pour me one, too.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She stood up and went back into the house. 
 
    I managed to stand up and I walked into the kitchen. As I mixed the drink I heard her talking on the phone. 
 
    “What do you mean I signed release forms! If course I did! We both did, but that’s neither…” 
 
    I took a sip. A long sip. I listened some more. 
 
    “But he just had the operation today, and now he thinks he’s a woman!” 
 
    No, I didn’t. I didn’t think I was a woman. I was a woman. 
 
    “Why the hell would I want to talk to your lawyer? I want you to look at my husband and make this stop happening…” 
 
    I drank some more. A lot more. Then, because Sylvia was taking so long, I drank her drink. 
 
    Mmm.  
 
    And I admired my breasts in the kitchen window. Big ones. Hefty. Auntie had a rack, and so did my wife, and now so did I. 
 
    “I am going to sue your ass off!” 
 
    She stomped back into the kitchen, and I admired how her boobs shook with every step. I had boobs that would shake with every step, I just had to make them real. 
 
    She looked at me, sitting there with a simpering look on my face. She whispered, “Fuck!” Then she looked at the empty glasses, said another dirty word, and began fixing herself a drink. 
 
    “What’d they say?” I asked. 
 
    “We signed release papers, there’s nothing they can do, the phenomena isn’t connected with the operation, call the lawyers.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, feeling one of my boons. “Do you think I can get implants?” 
 
    Sylvia was putting the bottle back in the cupboard and she froze, then she began to cry. Long, wracking sobs that shook the frame. Sort of like the sobs I had done. 
 
    I went to her and hugged her, and she froze for a moment, then melted into me. “It’s all right,” I whispered. “Everything is going to be fine.” 
 
    For a long minute she cried, then she toughened up. She backed away from me and said, “I’m going to call our lawyer.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    She looked at me, and she had the most curious expression on her face. A twist of disgust and fascination. She said, “I don’t know. Go find some high heels, and some nylons.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Knock yourself out.” Then she picked up the phone and went down her contacts. 
 
    I went down the hall and into our bedroom. I went into our closet. Her high heels were in a row at the back of the closet. I picked a pair with straps. I figured if my foot went past the platform the straps would keep them on me. 
 
    I grabbed a pair of pantyhose and went back out to the bedroom. I could hear Sylvia droning from the living room. 
 
    “Look, Charles, it happened right after the operation…uh huh. But what’s the big deal about this Corporate Shield thing? Oh…but…” 
 
    I took the time to trim my toenails, then I pulled the panty hose up my legs. It took some work, I remembered something about Sylvia rolling them, but I couldn't figure out what that was. Eventually I did get them on, and I pulled them up tight, making my balls scrunch into my crotch a bit, which felt really good. 
 
    Funny. I didn’t want a pussy. I liked having a cock. I especially liked having a big cock. For a small and slender man I had a pretty good sized ding dong. 
 
    I stepped into the heels. 
 
    I stood in front of the mirror and admired myself. I was lithe and slender, except for the big boobs. My lips were full and…my lips. 
 
    I walked to my wife’s make up table. I looked at all the creams and potions and thing. I didn’t understand much. There was some mascara, I could do that, and I had seen Sylvia use those weird scissors things on her eyelashes, but I was interested I…oh, there it was. I picked up a gold tube. Except it wasn’t lipstick, it was a weird applicator, a little brush thingie, but the color was red, and I had seen Sylvia use it, so I used it. 
 
    I heard Sylvia hang up the phone. I heard her walk into the kitchen. She must be making another drink. 
 
    I painted my lips thoroughly. Two coats. Got every nook and crevice, and I smacked my lips. My mouth was red, and sexy, and if I was a man I would have kissed me. 
 
    But my hair…yuck! 
 
    I picked up her brush and tried to comb it, but though I made it neat, it just sort of lay there. It wasn't long enough. I didn’t have enough body. I wished I had seen this coming. I would have grown my hair out long ago. 
 
    Then it hit me. Sylvia had a wig. Once she had gotten a short hair cut, and hated it. So she had worn a wig for a couple of months…and it was still in the closet! 
 
    I ran, well, walked and almost fell, into the closet. On the top shelf, way in the rear, I found the box with the wig. It was long and blonde, gentle curls that would drape over my shoulders. I took it out of the box and slipped it onto my head. I tried to slide the clips into my own hair, and I think I did pretty good, then I turned around and closed the closet door. There was a mirror on the back of the door, and I stared at myself. 
 
    I was beautiful. I hadn’t been a big man, narrow shoulders, and I fit perfectly into the dress. I did have angular hips, but the shape of my bosom gave me enough curve to make up for the hips. What was interesting was that my running legs were so shapely, and I was glad I wasn’t a hairy fellow. Though I did need to shave this and that… 
 
    “Ron?” 
 
    “In here,” I called. I brushed my hair back a bit, and was about to open the door when Sylvia opened it. She stood there, frozen, and stared at me. 
 
    I stared at her. I heard that little voice telling me things were wrong, but I didn’t understand what could be wrong. I just felt so right and beautiful…what could be wrong? 
 
    “Oh…oh…” she stuttered. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    She gulped and nodded. 
 
    “What did the lawyer say?” 
 
    “He, uh, he said we wouldn’t be able to sue the, uh, manufacturer of the Neuralink. Not unless we sue the doctor first, but we can’t sue the doctor because…oh, my God.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She shook her head. Then she said, “Come out to the kitchen. I need another drink.” 
 
    I followed her through the house. I admired her ass. It was rounder than mine, quite sexy. But I thought my ass was pretty good. I tried to duplicate the way her butt swayed. I felt awkward in the heels, but I think I managed to get my butt to look sexy. 
 
    “Sit there,” she said, pointing to a chair. 
 
    I sat, and she got down the bottle and placed it on the table. She filled our glasses with ice and poured them half full with Wild Turkey. Then she opened the fridg and took out a can of Coke. She poured half the can into one glass, and the other half into the other glass. Then she shoved a glass at me, sat down, and took a big glug. 
 
    I giggled. “We’re going to be alcoholics.” 
 
    “Today it’s okay,” she returned soberly. She kept staring at me. 
 
    “What? Did I get it wrong? Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “No. No.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “It’s just that…why did you use lip stain?” 
 
    I just saw it.” 
 
    “You know it lasts longer than lipstick?” 
 
    “Oh. Is that bad?” 
 
    “It is if you want to be seen as a man in the next few days.” 
 
    “Oh.” I frowned. Then, brightly, “I don’t.” 
 
    She shook her head, took a big swallow, then went back to staring at me. 
 
    “So what do we do now?” I asked. 
 
    “Tell me, why did you start putting my clothes on?” 
 
    “They just look so good, and they feel so right.” 
 
    “But you realize you’re a man?” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” my disappointment must have showed because she took another big gulp. 
 
    I sipped. And I looked at the slight trace of lipstick…lipstain…on the rim of the glass. Sexy. 
 
    “So are you going to continue this?” 
 
    “This being…being a woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, I guess I am a woman. At least I have a woman’s breasts, but my dick is so big and hard.” 
 
    I noticed,” she spoke drily. 
 
    “So I guess I am a woman.” 
 
    “Okay.” She finished her liquor and got up to make another one. As she waited for the refrigerator ice to fill her glass she said, “I was freaked out. You really freaked me out. But I guess it was just the shock. I mean, you’ve always been so manly.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I didn’t know what I was sorry for, but it felt appropriate to say that. 
 
    She turned to me, leaned her butt against the sink and spoke almost contemplatively. “Now that the shock is over…I have to say you make a good looking woman. If it wasn’t for the hips you’d be a better woman than me. What are you going to do about work?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Should I do something?” I think I realized there was a disconnect in my mind, but I couldn’t imagine what it could be. 
 
    “Tell them you’re transitioning.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Government contracts.” 
 
    That made us think. Would the government keep giving my company contracts if I was…feminized? 
 
    “Come on,” she grabbed my hand and led me to the computer room.  
 
    We sat down and she opened a browser and went looking. She typed in, ‘government contracts and sexual transitioning.’ Right away we hit pay dirt. There were a whole host of sites advising of transgender rights. 
 
    “But am I a transgender? Or a crossdresser? Or what?”  
 
    Sylvia regarded me. “I don’t know. Let’s ask Quora.” 
 
    She pulled up Quora and typed in a question: ‘My husband got a Neuralink, then started dressing like a woman…is he a crossdresser or transgender?’ 
 
    She started to close the computer, but I stopped her. “What else does it say about cross dressers?” 
 
    She turned back to the computer and started surfing. We found a massive community of cross dressers, and transgenders, and just about everything else under the sun. 
 
    Fascinated, we learned about drugs for transitioning, ways to keep a pecker solid under hormones, the benefits of surgery vs hormone therapy and on and on. 
 
    The most fascinating thing for me, however, was Noogleberry. Noogleberry was a company that made breast pumps. Not for milk, but to make the breasts larger simply through a pair of cones and a pumping device. The cups are placed over the pectorals, the air is pumped out, and over months the breast tissue forms into tits. 
 
    “I can have tits! Real tits!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Sylvia looked at me. “Do you want me to buy this thing?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    So she ordered their deluxe kit, and I dreamed about having a nice, big set of knockers. No more breast forms. Just real tissue. Real tits! 
 
    After that we kept surfing, looking at educational sites, perusing porn sites, and growing hornier and hornier. 
 
    Finally, Sylvia turned off the computer and pushed her chair around. She looked at me with lust filled eyes. “Fuck. I just came this morning, but I’m ready again. Could I actually prefer you as a woman?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I’m a little concerned with my dick. It feels so big and large in this dress. How will I ever hide my bulge?” 
 
    She dismissed that, “First, we fuck a lot. Second, we can get you special underwear, a gaffe, I think it’s called. Female impersonators wear them. Third, if that doesn’t work we can put your cock in one of those chastity tubes and tied it back between your legs.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “What a woman will do to be beautiful, eh?” 
 
    “Whatever it takes, I guess.” Then: “Would you like to go to the bedroom?” 
 
    She sat and didn’t move, and her eyes were far away. Then: “I need something more. I’m still a little freaked out by everything.” 
 
    “A little more alcohol? Maybe a little making out?” 
 
    She nodded. “That might do it.” 
 
    We returned to the kitchen and filled our glasses up again. Funny, we had done a lot of drinking, and we were high, but we weren’t getting drunk. I think we were too wired for the alcohol to really hit us. 
 
    So we sat and sipped and talked, and halfway through the night Sylvia went and got her make up kit. We talked for hours about make up, about shades and hues and how to blend everything just right. 
 
    Then she made me up. God, it felt good. I felt my face come alive, and I was astounded at how different, and brilliant, my eyes started to look. She glossed my lips and I felt magnetic. We even tried on some jewelry, and decided to get my ears pierced. 
 
    After a couple of hours Sylvia leaned across the table and pressed her lips to mine. Oh, it was wonderful, soft, caring. We had open eyes, and I know I was trembling. Then we sat back and kept talking, and giggled every once in a while. 
 
    And we kissed again. And again. And my lip gloss got on her lips, so she had to make herself up. 
 
    Finally, near midnight, drunk, but still not too drunk, we adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    Arms around each others waists, we made it into the bedroom. 
 
    “You still have a hell of a bulge,” Sylvia observed, taking her dress off. I stared with lust at her large breasts. 
 
    “I’ve been hard all night,” I admitted. 
 
    “Not for long,” she laughed. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties, then she came to me. 
 
    “Maybe we should leave my dress on, just pull my panties down.” 
 
    She nodded. “This is so weird,” she kissed me, “I’m kissing a girl. I feel like I should be accused of Lesbianism, but it’s not…you’re still a man down there. Where it counts. 
 
    “The best of both worlds,” I said. 
 
    We sat on the bed and began really making out. She felt my fake boobs, and I felt her real ones. She pulled my dress up and scooted my panties off and stroked my cock. 
 
    “Geez,” she blurted, “it feels bigger!” 
 
    “The better to fuck you with, Little Red Riding Hood.” 
 
    We laughed, then I moved down to her nipples and gave them a lip stained sucking. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Sylvia moaned. “It’s weird, knowing your lips are so red, it makes my nipples harder.’ 
 
    I reached into her cavity with a couple of fingers and began massaging her rim. She moaned and circled her hips, trying to fuck my fingers. 
 
    Then I pulled my dress up and knelt between her thighs. My dick was fully engorged, and it did feel bigger. I put it at her portal and we paused for a long second. 
 
    Staring at each other, glorying in our eyes and lips, our hips and tits. Then I began to push the head gently into her. 
 
    She grunted, and her hole opened a bit and allowed me in. Just the head sat in her hole, big and dripping, lubricating her. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my balls. She pulled me gently, and I began to slide into her hole. Inch after excruciating inch, she swallowed my cock with her pussy. Our eyes were locked. I pressed on her tits with my hands, and she gave a mournful groan. “Ah….God! It’s never felt this way!” 
 
    Then I was all the way in, my pubes pressed against her pubes, and we just stopped and waited. We watched each other, and gloried in the feel of my big dick stretching her out, filling her up, connecting us in every which way but loose. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos, I’m almost afraid to move. This feels so good. I don’t want to risk losing it.” 
 
    But we could only hold still for so long, then I twitched, and she turned her hip a bit, and we were off to the races. Out of control. Filled with love and lust. I fucked her deep, and she held on, and touched my face, my lips, and watched me with soulful eyes. 
 
    I was penetrating her, I was grinding and groaning and pushing my penis into her snatch. 
 
    I had cum too soon this morning, but I managed to hold off this evening. 
 
    She began to lurch, to cry out, and her hips made little, slamming motions into me. 
 
    I felt her muscles twisting me, rippling along my cock, and just as she began to relax I let go, 
 
    “Oh….oh!” Semen shot out of my dick and coated her insides.  She lay under me and enjoyed the feeling of my pulsing, vibrating cock, then we were done. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she murmured. “I never knew…fucking a woman…I should have tried it before.” 
 
    “But what about the cock?” 
 
    “Keep the cock, lover. And keep it hard.” She kissed me then, and we lay there, entangled, and drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I sat up in bed. I felt wonderful, but a little bleary. “What’s that?” 
 
    Sylvia rolled out of bed and said, “I’ll get it.” 
 
    She padded through the house, and I listened, then she came back. “Honey, come out here.” 
 
    Puzzled, I followed her into the living room. She held the curtains open a slit and I peeked out. 
 
    News vans. Four of them. And a gaggle of reporters standing around on our lawn, cameras at the ready, news gals fixing their make up. 
 
    “What the hell?” I asked. 
 
    Sylvia went to the door and called out, “What do you want?” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, is it true Neuralink turned your husband into a woman?” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, are you going to sue Neuralink and…” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy. We’re FOX news and would like a statement regarding…” 
 
    “We’ll be out in five minutes!” 
 
    “We will?” I asked, a bit scared. 
 
    “Absolutely. We can’t sue, but we can make life miserable for those assholes at Neuralink.” 
 
    She led me back to the bedroom, but first, we need to fix you up.” 
 
    Quickly she dressed me. Put me in one of her good dresses. Fixed my make up, brushed out my wig. 
 
    “I need a shower.” 
 
    “Later. This is more important.” 
 
    “You’re really going to have me step out there like this?” 
 
    “Hey, you wanted to be a woman…” 
 
    I did, but this was so…sudden! 
 
     
 
    It was closer to ten minutes, but we were pretty good looking for a rush job. Sylvia opened the front door and stepped out. 
 
    An explosion of questions, but Sylvia merely held her hands up and waited. 
 
    When everybody had calmed down she said, ‘One person at a time!” And she pointed at channel 5. 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, did Neuralink change your husband into a woman?” 
 
    “Neuralink did effect my husband. He had the operation and immediately became fascinated with being a woman. How far this change is going we don’t know. Yes…CNN.” 
 
    “Can we see your husband?” 
 
    “In a minute. She’s shy, as you can understand, so give her a moment to get ready. I’ll answer questions, and when we’re done she’ll come outside. I’ll tell you right now, this is a shock, and she won’t be answering any questions. And if you bozos get too obnoxious we’ll just go back in the house. And, oh, yes, we will be turning the sprinkler system on immediately after we finish this little shindig.” 
 
    I listened from behind the door. My heart was pounding and I was actually having trouble breathing. 
 
    “You, Channel 6…” 
 
    “You refer to your husband as ‘she,” Does this mean that…” the questions went on. 
 
    And, finally, Sylvia opened the door. “Come on out.” 
 
    “I was fully femme. I had huge breast forms. I was made up and had long, blonde hair. My legs were sexy, and my dick, thank God, was limp. I stepped into the sunshine. 
 
    Pictures. Click, click, click. 
 
    And I suddenly felt good. Confident. Like a good looking woman should. I held my head up, and this improved my posture, and my breasts stood out. 
 
    And I started to get a boner. Oh, shit. 
 
    Fortunately, Sylvia noticed, and quickly pushed me into the house. 
 
    Reporters banged on the door, people were shouting questions, and it was obvious that reporters had about as much manners as a coyote eating a rabbit. 
 
    Sylvia smiled and stepped out onto the porch. She picked up the metal rod that turned the sprinkler system on. She placed it on the little cross thing that controls the water, and said, “Five…four…” 
 
    The reporters scattered. They tripped and fell and scampered off our property. 
 
    Sylvia turned the water on at two, and a couple of reporters screeched and jumped. 
 
    Sylvia came back into the house and we laughed. Our eyes were bright, and everything was looking good. 
 
    In an hour things were going to look better than good. 
 
     
 
    An hour later we had finished eating, and were talking and laughing about the news people, and…KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    Sylvia frowned. She went to the door, prepared to blast whatever stupid reporter had decided to not follow the ground rules. I followed along. 
 
    “Mrs. Lacey? My name is Herman Denkers. I represent Neuralink.” 
 
    Sylvia cocked her head and pursed her lips. It was curiosity mixed with defiance. 
 
    “May I come in?” 
 
    “Wipe your feet.” 
 
    He did, she opened the door, and he entered. 
 
    And looked at me. And breathed, “Oh, my!” 
 
    “So what do you want?” asked Sylvia. 
 
    He turned to her and assumed a businesslike attitude. 
 
    “Neuralink finds itself in a strange position. The company doesn’t wish to admit any kind of guilt, after all, no tests have been done, but we feel it would be best…” blah, blah, blah. Lawyerspeak. About as significant and boring as speech can get. But, in the end… 
 
    “We are prepared to offer you one million dollars. We would like your husband to enter into a comprehensive study of his condition. You won’t be required to…” Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. A million dollars. We would be millionaires! We could travel the world! Own a big house. Never work again! OMG! 
 
    When Herman was done it was Sylvia’s turn. 
 
    She looked at me, and I shrugged. I was thinking more about make up than million dollar deals. I was too dazed to think coherently. 
 
    “Mr. Denkers. I am a regular person, I don’t understand a lot of what you said. But I will tell you what I think you said, in plain English, and you might not want to say anything, but you’re going to have to nod your head, or shake it, and then write us a check. Right now.” 
 
    “Yes?” he spoke tentatively. 
 
    “What you said is that you don’t want us speaking on Facebutt anymore. It’s bad publicity. And while you are not willing to cop to what you did to my husband, you are willing to pay us to cancel our Facebutt account and never speak of what has happened to Ron. Is that a fair summarization?” 
 
    Carefully, he nodded. 
 
    “Then we want ten million dollars. We will be part of your study, though we reserve the right not to take any medicines or have any procedures done without our full consent. We will cancel Facebutt, and do you need a pen?” 
 
    Herman Denkers paused. Then he pulled out his cell phone and texted somebody. I caught a glimpse of the text. 
 
      
 
    10 mil? 
 
      
 
    The answer came back less than 15 seconds later. 
 
      
 
    Do it. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a pen…” 
 
      
 
    The door closed and we stared at each other. In less than ten minutes we had made ten million dollars. 
 
    “I could have gotten more,” whispered Sylvia. She put her arms around me. 
 
    “Oh, you push over,” I wrapped my arms around her. 
 
    We giggled, then we laughed, and we couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    No more newspapers. We could buy a country estate and live in comfort. Travel. And no more of that stupid Facebutt shit. I really hated that big tech company. 
 
      
 
    Six months later… 
 
    I sat down on the side of the bed and took my Noogleberry out of it’s case. The cups were shiny and padded perfectly. I wore them for a couple of hours at a time, and my boobs were getting quite large. 
 
    Silvia entered the bedroom. “You need any help?” 
 
    “If you could hold this one in place I can hold the other one.” 
 
    She held the cup over my tit and I placed the other one, then started pressing the handle. Air began to leave the cups, and my breasts began to grow larger. 
 
    “How large are you going to make them?” asked Sylvia. 
 
    “Not sure. I’m a C right now, and I’d like to be as big as you.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Look at how the nipples are standing up.” 
 
    As the breasts grew so did the nips, and they were like little half inch rockets, standing up and waiting to blast off. 
 
    “And they feel so good. Whenever I do this I get hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “I didn’t notice,” said Sylvia drily. 
 
    I laughed. “Sorry, you can always say no, if you want.” 
 
    “And miss out on the big dick?” 
 
    We chuckled. 
 
    “Why do you think it’s getting so big?” 
 
    “Well, the tits I understand. I’m causing my boobs to get bigger, and that calls for more blood flow, and the Neuralink can’t tell the difference between my brain and my tits.” 
 
    Sylvia nodded. 
 
    “As to my dick, I just think that the more we use it, the more blood it pumps, the more blood the Neuralink thinks it needs.” 
 
    “Well, whatever, it sure is making me a happy camper. It must be near ten inches now, and it really fills me up.” 
 
    “Fill me up, buttercup,” I sang to the old tune. 
 
    “So what do you want to do about me?” 
 
    We sat and stared at each other. My boobs were getting bigger, more blood was flowing, I was getting hornier. 
 
    “Well, we can get you a Neuralink if we travel out of country, but we risk brand X, and I don’t think we’ll score ten million dollars if something goes wrong.” 
 
    “What do you think could go wrong?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Probably nothing. but…we could always force Neuralink to do you. We do own a lot of the company now. And they are the most reliable.” 
 
    She smiled. “That was pretty smart of you to invest five million in them.” 
 
    “I knew there would be a demand. Heck, it wasn’t just the good health, it was the fact that every person who wanted to transition would want to get the implant. And statistics have proven that almost half the men in the United States want to be women, and half the women want to be men. 
 
    “Would you still love me if I turned into a man?” 
 
    “More than ever.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Look, honey, the worst that could happen is that we would have two swinging dicks in the family, and we’d have to start doing it anal. Are you ready for something like that?  
 
    “Wow, to have a dick. I don’t know. I mean, I sure do like yours, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Or we can just keep thinking about it, keep it on the back burner.”               
 
    “But what if I don’t turn into a man? Not everybody changes sex,  and they’re getting better at predicting.” 
 
    “Then there are the benefits of being super healthy, never getting sick, and living twice as long…” she said. 
 
    It was my turn to shrug. Thinking about it, I said, “Man, woman, it doesn’t matter what we are…all that matters is that we love each other. And I’m pretty sure that I know the answer to that one.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay, then. I think I’ve made up my mind.” 
 
    “You know what you want to do?” 
 
    “I do. I’ve considered all the pros and cons.” 
 
    “So tell me! I can’t wait to find out!” 
 
    She did, and I was so happy for her. 
 
     
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe, I sign that million dollar deal tomorrow.” 
 
    “Wow! You made it!” 
 
    My wife, Janice, was impressed, and it takes a lot to impress her because, well, because she’s pretty darned impressive herself. 
 
    Five foot six, just an inch under me, slender body with large breasts, a beautiful clear complexion under dark, dark tresses, magnetic green eyes, and juicy red lips. 
 
    I had just come through the door from the garage into the kitchen and I gave her a hug and she gave me a smack. 
 
    “You know what that means, don’t you?” I had a sly look on my face. 
 
    “Why no?” she mocked up innocence and put one hand to her cheek as if in surprise. 
 
    It means that I, Jerrod Blankenship, am going to sink it to the balls in my beautiful wife. 
 
    She smiled, but I knew she didn’t like it. 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she said, and patted my cheek. 
 
    Patted my cheek, as if I’m a little boy. Here I just became, well, would become, a millionaire on the morrow, and she still treated me like a little boy. 
 
    Well, that was about to end. She had promised I could sink it to the balls when I made my first million. Her words, an incentive when we began this saga, when we got married after college and I went to work in finance. 
 
    We had been married for five years, and they had been the horniest five years of my life. Janice wouldn’t fuck me. Well, not really. 
 
    She gave me hand jobs, and blow jobs, but even those were few and far between. 
 
    And the three times I had actually penetrated her with my cock she had taken a few plunges, then pushed me away. 
 
    And her explanation was…unbelievable. 
 
    “Honey, if you fuck me all the time, if you put that big dick of yours into my little hole, well, it won’t be little very long. Now you don’t want a wife with a big, old gaping hole, do you?” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah,” I would stammer, and I would redouble my efforts to convince her to just lay back and take a good dicking, like a real woman. 
 
    But she felt that her way was best, that she was remaining hole healthy and more beautiful by depriving me. 
 
    “What about our marriage vows?” I would complain. 
 
    She would just shush me with a sexy finger and explain, “We’re not making a baby, so why bother dragging it out?” 
 
    But tomorrow was tomorrow. I would sign the deal, and she would deliver, no matter how badly she didn’t want to. 
 
    I opened the fridge and took out the bottle of champagne I had been saving. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Janice put her arms around me as I unwrapped the foil and popped the cork. 
 
    POP! 
 
    The cork banged off ceiling and cupboards and came to rest in the sink right in front of me. Bubbly overflowed and I tried to catch it with my lips, then she pulled it over and caught some more with her sexy lips. 
 
    Then we poured the alcohol into flutes and toasted my success. 
 
    And we kissed. 
 
    “Come on, babe, let’s play a little,” I took her hand and pulled her towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Go get ready,” she said, and wiggled her hand out of mine. 
 
    I walked to the bedroom and knew what she was doing. She was wiping the spilled champagne off the counter and the door under the sink. 
 
    My wife is a clean freak, in the worst sense of the word. If a hair falls out of my head and lands on a pillow she has to pick it up and dispose of it. If I walk in with dirty shoes I get the silent treatment with icicles. 
 
    It made her immaculate in her appearance, but, a bit weird. But she was my wife, and I loved her, for better or worse, and that was what it was. 
 
    Interestingly, she wasn’t just wiping the spill of champagne, when she arrived in the bedroom she was holding two more glasses. Big glasses. Filled with bubbly. Whoa! Maybe I could get her drunk and bone her tonight? 
 
    I was taking my shirt off, my pants were already off and my dick was standing up like the proud fellow he was. “What’s this?” 
 
    “A little celebration. Here.” She handed me one glass and I took it. I drank a big glug. 
 
    She put the other glass down and and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    She slipped out of her blouse, and my boner was re-bonerized, felt like steel. Her boobs were accentuated by the sexy bra, and the way her nipples were erect and peeking over the edge was amazing. 
 
    “Drink, baby. This is your night.” 
 
    “Really?” I took another big sip. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She shimmied out of her skirt and I lusted after her rounded hips, her wasp waist. 
 
    “Come on, baby, let’s get this party started.” 
 
    I grinned and took another big gulp. 
 
    She left her garters and nylons on, she knew that turned me on, and sat down at her make up table. 
 
    I was naked by now, boner bobbing, and I sat down in the chair next to her and watched. My favorite sport is watching my wife put on make up. I know, weird, but if you knew how beautiful my wife is…and the idea that she was making herself all extra beautiful just for little, old me…you’d be weird, too. 
 
    She smiled at me and cleaned her face with little pads, then she moisturized it. 
 
    “My, God are you beautiful,” I burbled. 
 
    “Drink up, big boy. You’re almost there.” 
 
    I drank again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    She worked on her eyes, a slight smokiness, all the way around, making her eyes look like fiery emeralds, smoldering and about ready to explode. 
 
    I finished my drink. 
 
    “Excellent,” she whispered. She picked up her glass and and handed it to me. It was full. 
 
    If I was sober I would have wondered, but I wasn’t sober, so I just observed, “You haven’t started.” 
 
    She smiled at me, took the glass back, and put on her lipstick. Thick, red painted onto her full lips. My heart surged, as did my hard on. 
 
    She looked at me, picked up the glass and touched her lips to the rim. As if she was drinking, but I doubt if she got more than a touch of champagne wetness. She handed me the glass. I stared at her lip print. 
 
    She touched up her lips, and said, “This is your night, baby. Now drink from my lips.” 
 
    Oh, I was out of control. My mind was fitzing and sputtering, and I put the glass to my lips and sipped champagne over her red lip print. I could taste lipstick through the bubbly, and I imagined myself kissing her lips, and she turned to me. 
 
    “Honey, if we do this, our old deal is done. And we need to make a new deal.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said, taking another sip. I was feeling a little loopy now. “What’s the new deal?” 
 
    “I’ve given this a lot of thought, I’ve even researched it on the internet, and I think I’ve figured out a game you might like.” 
 
    “All right.” Another sip. 
 
    “You know how I like to be in control.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Another sip. 
 
    “I’d like to really be in control.” 
 
    “Heck, babe, you already are. You control this house, you control me to a large extent, what more control would you like?” Another sip. The glass was half full now. Or, half empty. Yeah. Half empty. The room reeled gently about me. 
 
    “Yes, but I want more control. I want total control.” 
 
    “Well, okay. What does that mean?” Another sip. 
 
    “It means I tell you what to do. Everything. What to do. What to wear. You have to do everything I say, and instantly.” 
 
    “Instantly?” There was something weird here. Not weird like in weird, but something I didn’t understand, something off the tracks. 
 
    “And if you don’t do what I say I get to spank you.” 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “But don’t worry, you’ll learn to love it. You will eventually beg me for a spanking. A big, powerful man like you,” she reached down and fondled my dick, “You’re going to get off on somebody controlling you.” 
 
    “I am, eh?” Sip. What the fuck was going on? I suddenly realized how much I had drunk, and how fast. I better be careful. 
 
    “And that’s all you want. A little control. Of me.” 
 
    “More than a little, but, yes.” 
 
    “But I’m still going to get to fuck you. Right now.” 
 
    “In a little while you will be balls deep in me. You will be banging me like a carpenter pounds a nail. You will be penetrating me with that big, hard cock and sending me to the moon. You will be…” she stopped talking and grinned. 
 
    Because I was grinning. I was grinning like a coyote that just caught the rabbit. 
 
    “Is it a deal?” 
 
    “Sure.” I finished the glass. 
 
    “Then sign this,” she opened up the drawer of her little table and pulled out a contract. 
 
    I had trouble reading it. My eyes seemed to be working independently of each other. I owlishly peered. 
 
    “Let’s go over, it,” she set up her cell phone and started the camera rolling. 
 
    I’m not sure what I said, I was definitely drunk. But I did repeat after her, and I initialed points, and, in the end, at the bottom, I scrawled my named. Jerrod Blankenship. Millionaire. And the deal was done. I was signed, sealed and delivered, for another five years. Under the control of my wife. 
 
    My loving wife. 
 
    “Come on, honey, let’s put you balls deep in the only thing you ever truly loved.” She stood up and took my hand. 
 
    I stood up, and wobbled a bit. She giggled and steadied me, and led me to the bed. 
 
    She sat me on the edge. “First things first, she said, here.” She handed me her cell phone. She looked up at me, held my dick, and. smiled. Click. 
 
    She placed her mouth over the head. Click. 
 
    She blew me, actually deep throated me. Click, click, click. 
 
    She fondled my balls. Click. 
 
    She took my balls in her mouth. Click. 
 
    She massaged my balls and worked my shaft. Click. Click. 
 
    I was in a heaven, and too drunk to understand it. I saw this amazing sex happening, and it effected me, kept me hornier than a monk in a grade school, but my feelings were diluted. 
 
    I was drunk. I felt it, but I didn’t really wallow in the heaven of her mouth. I just drooled and slobbered and watched her head bob up and down. 
 
    Then she had me kneel at the side of the bed, and she sat and spread her legs. 
 
    I licked her slit. Click. 
 
    I chewed on her clitoris. Click. 
 
    I lapped her labia up and down, my tongue extended and licking like a cat cleaning its fur. I heard Janice moaning, but the room was spinning a bit, and I just focused on pleasing my wife. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    I put a finger in her, and she jerked, but stayed there. Two fingers, and she moaned and ground her hips onto my hand. 
 
    “You don’t feel so small,” I blurted. “You sure I haven’t been fucking you? 
 
    She didn’t say anything, just moaned louder. 
 
    Three fingers, and I was half standing, putting my weight into my arm, pumping into her with force and authority. 
 
    Click. 
 
    I looked up at her, she was crying. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “Keep going. It’s your night.” 
 
    I helped her to back up on the bed and I knelt between her thighs. I looked down at her. The room was spinning, but I wanted to see my wife’s face. 
 
    She had tear streaks, but she was smiling grimly and nodding that it was all right. 
 
    I placed the head of my cock between her outer lips. Click. 
 
    I pushed into the inner lips. Click. Click. 
 
    I went balls deep in her. 
 
    The room was spinning. I fucked her hard, but I didn’t feel the true heaven. I didn’t take the time to assess my senses, to pay attention. I was just a rutting animal. 
 
    She said, “Wait.” 
 
    I managed to stop, and she set the cell phone on the side table and made sure we were in focus. Then she laid back and looked up at me. God, she was beautiful. Even with her make up smeared and the tear trails on her cheeks, she was the most gorgeous thing in the universe. 
 
    I lost control. I took a few pumps, telling myself I would be gentle, and then I was slamming into her. Five years of waiting. Five years of being teased. Five years…and I needed this. I needed to do this. I had to assert myself, be the man. I had to fuck my wife, and my need was so great that I wasn’t gentle. 
 
    I spurted. It wasn’t great, but then I wasn’t being a kind and compassionate fellow. I was too horny, too pumped up, to be kind and considerate. 
 
    I loosed my load, spurted inside her, then collapsed. 
 
    Drunk, I dimly felt her push me, and I rolled to one side. My eyes were barely open, but I registered her taking pictures of my cock. Slack, semen covered. Then my eyes were closed, but I still heard the clicking sound her cell phone made. I knew she was taking pictures of her pussy. Of the white drool seeping out. Of my seed pouring out in clumps and streams.  
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I awoke with a groan. 
 
    Some champagne leaves you with a head ache. Some champagne doesn’t. I often wonder if it is a California vs France thing. California adds sugar, France doesn’t. But, whatever. I just knew I had a headache. And somebody was doing something with my feet. 
 
    “Wha…” I tried to sit up. The room spun and I laid back. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Painting your toenails.” 
 
    I blinked, and even that hurt, but I tried to figure it out. Paint my toenails? Like house paint? I had images of little men on ladders climbing on to my feet and brushing my toenails with broad strokes. And then I came to myself. Actually, I think I woke up again, without even realizing I had been asleep. I gingerly sat up. My head didn’t hurt as much, the room only spun around a couple of times, and I looked at my feet. 
 
    Fuck! I had bright red toe nails! 
 
    “Janice?” I moaned. I wasn’t sober enough yet to yell. 
 
    “What, honey?” 
 
    I looked to the side and saw her sitting at her make up table. Once again she was perfect, pristine, an amazing work of art. 
 
    And I groaned at the thought of what I had done to her. I had treated her savagely, like an animal. I had ravaged her, with no kind words and hands. 
 
    “Oh, God. I’m sorry?” 
 
    “For what?” She turned to me. 
 
    What a vision of loveliness. Her lips so red, her white skin so pure, the way her long, black hair waved over her bare shoulders. She was naked, and I felt my dick begin to grow. 
 
    “I wasn’t…I was rough last night.” 
 
    “Oh, you remember,” she smiled. “It’s okay. It was your night. You waited five years, and if that is the kind of fuck you wanted, so be it.” 
 
    “But…but did I hurt you? I remember you crying.” 
 
    “Tears of joy, love,” she said blithely. Yet I remembered seeing her cry, and I know I was too rough. 
 
    “I’ll make it up to you.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to make up for, and, besides…” she nodded towards my feet. 
 
    I looked down at the red paint. Sexy on a woman, but weird on me. “Yeah! You have to take this off! I have to go sign contracts.” 
 
    She came to me then, sat next to me, even pressed her lips lightly, very lightly so as not to mess her make up, on mine. She said, “You agreed to do what I wanted for the next five years. You even signed a contract, and I have it all on video. This is just the start.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She shushed me with the famous one finger to the lips trick. “Be silent, my love. No one will be able to see your feet in your stockings.” 
 
    “Stockings?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But I wear socks!” 
 
    “Not anymore you don’t. Now you wear what I want you to.” 
 
    “But honey, I can’t…it’s not manly!” 
 
    “But look how hard you dick is. You like the idea of red nails. Our little secret. Every time you feel an itch in your toes you will be reminded of me. Of our secret. And maybe, if you focus, you will remember what last night was like. The thrusting in and out, and plunging all the way to the balls. the way you splattered your seed, your massive amounts of seed, all through my womb.” 
 
    She stood up then and went to the chair next to her table. She had placed items of lingerie on it. “I know that I will be thinking of you, how soft and tender you are, how you are well on your way to another million, and how delightfully naughty you are under your clunky, old suit.” 
 
    She picked up a pair of panties—thick panties, I think they are called ‘tummy shapers’—and a bra and brought them to me. “Your dick is going to be so happy.” She handed them to me. 
 
    I felt the material. It was kinky smooth, very sexual. But the idea of wearing women’s clothes…it was too much. I placed them to the side. 
 
    But she wasn’t trying to get me dressed right then. She took my hand and pulled me from the bed, took me towards the bathroom. 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    “Whatever I want. Stand there.” I stood in the middle of the bathroom and she slathered some sort of cream all over my body. “Just wait.” She washed her hands and then turned and examined my face. “We can do a little plucking, it’s an ouchie, but you will be so much neater.” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t think I can do this.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Besides, you promised.” 
 
    “I did, but I was drunk, and—“ 
 
    “Shush now, little boy. and enjoy your transformation.” 
 
    My…transformation? Little boy? 
 
    “On the outside you are going to be a man. Very manly. Studly, with a beautiful woman hanging on your arm. You will be the envy of every man. 
 
    On the inside you are going to be a simpering, little boy. A boy with tiny testicles that haven’t dropped. A boy that’s more like a girl, all fresh and clean and in love with life. And if the other men knew they would REALLY envy you. 
 
    “I’m…like a girl?” 
 
    “Wait here, I’m going to get you something. If this cream gets hot just jump in the shower, but don’t get in the shower until it gets hot. 
 
    She ran out of the bathroom and I just stood there. I looked in the mirror. A naked man with cream sworls all over his body. Shit. 
 
    She returned and was holding a glass. “A bit of V8 with hair of the dog.” 
 
    I sipped, and it was good. Sweet vegetable juice with a little kick to rob me of my hangover. Then I noticed my skin. “Hey, it’s burning!” 
 
    “Quick. Drink it down and get in the shower.” 
 
    I tilted the glass and chugged it as she opened the door. I stepped into the shower and…washed all my hair off! 
 
    “Oh my God!” I shouted. “I’m losing my hair! I’m…I’m bald all over!” 
 
    I heard Janice giggling outside the shower. 
 
    I had not choice but to complete the rinse, and I watched dismally as my hairs all swirled down the drain. And I was fascinated by my red painted toes, standing on the tiles as if they were watching the hair go down the tube. 
 
    I stepped out of the shower, and Janice attacked me with a big, fluffy towel. 
 
    “You stole my hair.” 
 
    “Guilty,” she smiled as she rubbed my body down. 
 
    “But I needed my hair!” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To…to be a man!” 
 
    “So hair makes a man?” She tossed her head and her hair flicked back over her shoulder. “What does this make me? Am I more manly than you?” 
 
    “Oh, damn!” I blurted. 
 
    She rubbed my head and said, “It’s not like you’re Samson. You aren’t going to get weak from a haircut. In fact, the truth of the matter is that losing your body hair, and growing your head hair, is going to make you stronger.” 
 
    “Huh!” I observed sadly. 
 
    She grabbed me by the dick then, and hauled me out to the bedroom. 
 
    “Now, panties first.” 
 
    “I don’t think I should do this.” 
 
    She propped me up and leaned down to put the tummy shaper thing on one foot, then the other. 
 
    “You have to.” She pulled them up to my waist. They were snug,  to say the least, but they kept my poor dick from poking out. 
 
    “I don’t fit.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ve got things on order. We’ll have everything sorted out by the weekend. But these will do for now.” 
 
    “Great,” I muttered. 
 
    She picked up the bra and placed it around my waist. 
 
    “Did you order this stuff before…before last night?” 
 
    “Yes. But the real stuff is coming by Amazon in the next day or two.”  
 
    She fastened the bra and put the straps over my shoulders. 
 
    “I don’t have any tits. Why do I have to wear this?” 
 
    “It’s a training bra. Don’t worry, I’ve got a pair of titties coming in the mail. And, who knows, if you’re a good boy, then some day we’ll get you some implants. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She kissed me, a quick peck so as not to spoil her make up. “You’ll love it. A pair of knockers all your own. You’ll bounce and feel how nice and soft they are, and we can enlarge your nipples, too. 
 
    Now, let me be honest. I was objecting, and I had given her my word, and I’m not the kind of guy who breaks his word, even if given while drunk, but something was happening to me. 
 
    Well, actually, something was happening to my dick. 
 
    The electric feel of my bald skin…it was sexual, and horny. And I was still just a touch high from the previous night, but…my dick was so hard! 
 
    “Okay, let’s put the garter on you. Don’t worry, the snaps are high, they won’t show in your pants, and you’ll still be able to pee. At least for now.” 
 
    “At least for now? What does that mean?” 
 
    “Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about what I mean,” she patted my cheek then helped me into the garter. “Now sit down on the edge of the bed. 
 
    I sat, and she began unrolling nylons up my legs. 
 
    I almost swooned from the sheer sexuality of the material on my legs.  
 
    “Doesn’t that feel nice?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” Boy, did it. 
 
    “Ooh, look. Mr. Happy is happy.” She fondled my cock, stroked it, felt the balls, which, if anything, felt fuller than they had the night previous.” 
 
    “Say, now that we’ve, uh, done it…maybe we could do it again?” 
 
    “Silly boy. You say the silliest things.” 
 
    She fastened the nylons and stood me up. 
 
    “God, would you look good in heels. But, right now…go on and finish with your male attire. 
 
    Male attire. Oh, God. I was dizzy, not from hangover, but from lust, and this kinky underwear was doing it to me. 
 
    I went into my closet and pulled on pants, and almost fell over, my knees were so weak from the sexual feeling of pant material sliding on nylons. 
 
    I put on a shirt, and the feel of the bra tightening over my skin was definitely boner time. 
 
    I put on shoes, and the nylons made my feet slide around in the shoe. It felt curiously like a dick sliding around in a woman’s hole. I was going to need new shoes. Tighter shoes. 
 
    I stepped out of the closet, knotting my tie. 
 
    Janice looked at my approvingly. “Look in the mirror.” 
 
    I looked. I saw a manly man. I was wearing an expensive suit, and there was no sign of garter snaps or bra lines. Janice had chosen well. I was disguised. I could get away with this. 
 
    But if anybody knew that my toes were painted re…oh, God! 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she spritzed me with some sort of cologne. “You’re ready to go be a powerful man, and only you will know where your power comes from.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    She read the expression on my face and giggled. Silly, it comes from your secret. It comes from the fact that you’re brave enough to give in to your feminine side. It comes from your bra and garter, your nylons and panties. It comes from the sweet smell you exude. 
 
    I thought about what she said. Oddly, there was something to it. I would be talking a million dollar deal, knowing that I was wearing kinky underwear. 
 
    Rich, powerful men would be shaking my hand, thinking I was a studly stud, and not knowing that I had a powerful secret. 
 
    “Just think, honey. You’re going to be as strong as a woman.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, but there was a tremor in my voice. 
 
    Janice just chuckled, linked her arm with mine and walked me through the house. 
 
    “How long is this going to go on?” I asked, as I opened the door to the garage. 
 
    “Oh, honey. This is just the start. By this weekend I’ll have everything I need. And you won’t want it to end.” 
 
    “But…how long?” 
 
    She smiled a secret smile. “The contract is for five years.” She turned me around. I was on the first step down to the garage, which put her six inches taller than me. She held my face, she touched my lips lightly with hers, careful not to mess her make up. She looked into my eyes, and she said, “Honey, don’t worry. It doesn’t have to end in five years.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    She hugged me to her chest then, her bosom, like a mother would hug a little boy. I felt her tits smothering me, and I loved it. 
 
    And I loved the kinky feeling under my suit. I loved the way my dick struggled against the tummy shaper. And she had something else on order? WTF! 
 
    “Now go, my little boy. Go and win the world. Sign that million dollar contract and know that everything will be all right…that I will take care of you. 
 
    I went.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I signed the deal My personal take was 1.25 million, which actually put me near 1.75 million personal worth. Yowza! 
 
    And, I have to tell you, standing in that top floor suite, sipping champagne with a a half dozen movers and shakers, I felt on top of the world. I was being welcomed into a society of people that didn’t work for wages, but made million dollar deals. And the way they were talking to me I knew I had arrived. In fact, plans were discussed for three more deals. Deals that would amount to more than ten million dollars. 
 
    I had arrived. 
 
    And, sweeter than sweet, the feel of my underwear kept me hot and horny, feeling powerful. And I even had red toenails. 
 
    I tell ya, I had resisted, and maybe would have resisted more if Janice hadn’t gotten me drunk and worked me so well. But I was now glad she had done to me what she had done. That woman knew the secret of power. 
 
    I returned home giddy with excitement. I hugged her and she squealed, and I asked her: “We should do a little more celebrating.” 
 
    It was obvious what I had in mind. I wanted some more in and out. I wanted to feel her pussy without the buffer of drunkeness getting in the way. I wanted to feel my dick slide into her hole and wiggle around and spit. 
 
    She had other plans. 
 
    “I’m going to need $40,000.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s a write off, and you’re going to need write offs.” 
 
    “But $40,000?” 
 
    “It will be worth it.” 
 
    “But what for? Are you going to buy a new car?” 
 
    She laughed. “If I was going to buy a new car I’d want a Ferrari. What’s that? $300,000? $650,000 fully loaded?” 
 
    I gulped. A big gulp. Yes, I had a million dollars, but I wanted to keep it. 
 
    “Honey,” I reasoned, “We need to conserve more than ever. We’ve got a mill, but that money will disappear fast. I need to get up to a hundred mill before we start buying Ferraris.” 
 
    “I don’t want a Ferrari, you silly,” She patted my cheek. “My little Nissan is just fine. I just wanted to adjust your thinking. Now, I need you to put $40,000 in my account.” 
 
    “I’ll have to think about that.” 
 
    “I thought you might. And I want to show you something before you go do your thinking. Come here.” 
 
    We sat in front of the computer, her in the driver’s seat, and she pulled up a program. It was called ‘His night!’ and it was brand new. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She opened the file and I stared. 
 
    A picture of her smiling up at me…about to blow my cock. 
 
    Pictures of the blow job. I tell ya, seeing her red mouth swallowing my cock gave me a boner that truly tested the confines of my tummy shaper. 
 
    Pictures of me eating her. My tongue looking like a wash cloth going over her privates. 
 
    Pictures of us fucking. I could see the out of control expression on my face. I could see the tears coming down her cheeks. 
 
    Picture after picture. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry…” 
 
    “Shush. It’s okay, and the best part is about to begin.” 
 
    Pictures of…my red toenails.  
 
    OMG! 
 
    Pictures of me in a bra, in a tummy shaper. She had even managed to click one of her rolling stockings up my legs. how many hands did she have. 
 
    Then a full shot of me in woman’s underwear. 
 
    “Are these beautiful?” she actually sounded happy, maybe even a little tearfully happy. 
 
    “Honey, we should delete these.” 
 
    “Oh, no. These are just the start. We’re going to have the most wonderful five years, and if you think it’s been good before, you are about to take the rocket ride to the moon.” 
 
    “But…but if anybody ever saw these.” 
 
    “These are for us. For you to enjoy. Tell me, how’s your cock?” She reached over and felt my crotch. “You should probably get out of that tummy shaper, let your puppy breathe a bit. We don’t want it all bent out of shape.” She giggled. Then: “Now write me out that check.” 
 
    So I did. I’d written big checks before, but for financial deals, and often the money wasn’t mine. But this was my money, and I had worked hard for it. But…I had no choice. She had wheeled and dealed me and she had me right where she wanted me. 
 
    “So what is this for?” 
 
    “It’s a surprise, and baby, you’re going to love the fuck out of it. You’ll be sorry you didn’t write me an 80 thousand check.” 
 
    “Fat chance.” I watched the check disappear into her purse. 
 
    “By the way, I’m going to remodel the basement.” 
 
    “Oh. Was that the forty thou?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” Then she pecked me on the lips, didn’t mess her make up, and the night progressed. 
 
    When I came home the next day the workmen were just leaving, and Janice was just locking up the door to the basement. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t I get to see what my forty thou bought?” 
 
    “You will lover. Want a blow job?” 
 
    “You know I do!” I answered excitedly. 
 
    “Well, you’ll get one some day. Now, come on in and let’s try on some clothes.” 
 
    I followed her into the bedroom. A half a dozen boxes were on the bed. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Your new under garments.” 
 
    This had me intrigued. She had hinted and promised, and told me that special order garments were on the way, and here they were. 
 
    She sat on the bed and handed me things to try on. I quickly got naked, my dick was quite excited by all this, and began trying things on. 
 
    “Oooh, pretty night gown!” I was wearing a black negligee. Down to just above the knees. In looking at myself in the mirror I brought a hand up and covered my upper body. My lower body looked pretty darned feminine. Hairless legs, nylons, and my red toes.  
 
    “Nice, huh?” 
 
    I nodded, and wished I could sink my pecker to the hilt in her fabulous pussy. 
 
    “Now, this is a special bra, for women who have had mastectomies and need breast forms.” 
 
    I slipped into a bra and she handed me breast forms. I put them in the cups and looked at the mirror, and my jaw dropped. These were high class prosthetics. It looked like I had real tits. “Holy Heysoos on a pogo stick with no spring!” 
 
    “Wow,” Janice muttered. 
 
    She gave me a simple tee shirt to wear. Now not only the bottom half of my body, but the top half, looked feminine. All that was lacking was the wig. Oh, and a smooth front. My boner was pulsing and red and dripping. 
 
    “I need to fuck,” I said. 
 
    “In time,” she responded. “Try this.” 
 
    She brought out a wig. My eyes opened. 
 
    “I’d like to have you as a blonde for a while. Like me. We can get you other colors later.” 
 
    She sat me down at her make up table and placed the wig on my head. “What do you think?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. My jaw literally dropped. But there was one thing missing, and I knew what it was, and so did she. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey,” she squeezed my shoulder. “I’ll make you up this weekend. You can spend all weekend as my bitch. And do I have a surprise for you!” 
 
    “A basement surprise?” 
 
    “I’ll never tell. Now, try this…” 
 
    By the time dinner rolled around I had gone through all the clothes and underwear she had bought me. We decided on a simple dress, with pearls, and sauntered into the kitchen to make dinner. Well, she sauntered. I tripped and almost sprawled. She had me in high heels, and she was laughing hysterically. 
 
    “This is like learning to roller skate!” I said. 
 
    “Very much. Let’s have a salad.” 
 
    “For dinner?” 
 
    “You have to watch your figure now. You sit down and I’ll do the work. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    Shortly I was sipping a bourbon and Coke, and wondering what was happening to me. 
 
    “You know, I was a little scared when I realized I had to do anything you asked. But so far it has been pretty easy.” 
 
    “I’m taking it easy on purpose. I don’t want to frighten you, I want to break you in.” 
 
    “Break me in? Makes me sound like a puppy dog.” 
 
    She just smiled. 
 
    So we ate, and drank, and whiled the night away, and I was pretty comfortable with all the kink. I mean it didn’t hurt, and I was eternally hard…what could be better , eh?” 
 
      
 
    Friday night I blew it. 
 
    Friday was a big day, a couple of guys closed a couple of small deals, and I got the go ahead on a big one. So we went out to Clancy’s and celebrated. 
 
    Clancy’s is an Irish bar, and we sat around and toasted each other for a couple of hours. We had started early, and by the time it was eight I realized that I had forgotten to call Janice. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry. We closed a couple of deals and me and the guys…” 
 
    She understood, told me to have fun, then said, “Just remember, you have one punishment coming.” 
 
    Well, I was drunk. I didn’t remember much, something about spanking me, but she was just joking, right?” 
 
    I rolled in about 1 in the morning. She met me at the door, I was a little tipsy, and she walked me in, got me undressed, and put me to bed. 
 
    Snore, snore, snore… 
 
    And I woke up. 
 
    It was Saturday morning and I groaned. There was a pounding going on in my head, and a pounding going on that wasn’t in my head. 
 
    “What the fu…” I mumbled. I turned over, but neither pounding went away. I covered my head with the pillow. Pound, pound, pound. Shit. They were working on that stupid basement. 
 
    I got up and staggered into the shower. I was standing there, sort of braced up by the wall, and a hand reached in and twisted a knob. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped and turned the hot water back on. 
 
    I enjoyed hot water, my headache was going away, and the hand reached in again. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I got out of the shower and Janice was laughing at me. She dried me off with a fluffy towel and said, “Let’s go, lover. The weekend is here. 
 
    “Oh.” I was bleary. 
 
    She gave me underwear to wear. I had taken off the breast forms and she made me put them on again. 
 
    “But, babe! I wore them yesterday, and my back is starting to get sore. 
 
    “That’s the price of having awesome ta tas.” 
 
    I struggled into the bra. She just laughed and wasn’t much help. 
 
    Then the new corset. I had worn a tummy shaper yesterday, but this was the weekend, and I had two days to get used to these clothes, and then I had to wear them full time. 
 
    “This is too tight,” I yelped as she knelt on my back and pulled the strings tight. “I can’t breath.” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths, and stop your yapping.” Yet she didn’t speak meanly. 
 
    Then the nylons, attached directly to the corset, and a skirt and blouse, and high heels, then she sat me down at the make up station. 
 
    “This is for cleansing the pores,” she educated me, washing my face with tiny pads. And this is for…” she went through the items, and my drunkenness disappeared and a curious feel, like a bolt of lightening, went up the center of my chest. My dick fought the confines of the corset. I was horny. These darn clothes were making me super horny. 
 
    She finished the foundation and blush, explaining how she was blending the colors and shadows, then she went to work on my eyes. She lengthened the lashes and made them dusky and exciting. My browns truly looked magical when she was done. 
 
    Then she applied lip stick. Thick, red, luscious lipstick. I about came in my corset as she transformed me. 
 
    “Makes your little dicky hard, does it not?” 
 
    “It certainly does.” 
 
    She sat back, let me look in the mirror, then she told me to face her. I turned the chair and looked at her. 
 
    “You were late last night. No call. And you came in late, drunk, and who drove you?” 
 
    “Uh…” That was a no no. I was supposed to Uber if I was drunk. And I hadn’t. 
 
    “So you put yourself at risk, you risk my happiness, and it is time for you to be punished.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. What do you want? A new outfit? Dinner out? What can I do to make it up to you?” 
 
    She leaned forward and took my chin in her fingers. She spoke into my face like one would speak to a puppy that had shat on the floor. 
 
    “You have been bad. And you don’t have any say, or even suggestions, as to your punishment. I am in charge of your punishments, and you are about to learn what happens when you get stupid.” 
 
    I frowned. There was no anger in her tones, but there was a directness that was almost intimidating. I mean, nobody ever spoke to me like that.” 
 
    “Listen…” I started to summon up a little back chat, and she stood up.  
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I blinked, but I stood up. 
 
    She walked through the house to the door to the basement. She produced a key, it was on a gold chain hanging around her neck, and she unlocked the door. 
 
    She led me down the stairs and turned on a light.  
 
    I stopped and stared. My mind was officially blown. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s my workshop.” She grabbed my cock and pulled me around the basement. 
 
    “This is where I will punish you for being bad.” 
 
    Against one wall was a peg board, and from the pegs hung paddles and handcuffs and whips and every manner of torture device one could imagine. 
 
    In the center of the room was a table. The legs came apart, and the arms could be moved apart from the body. It was cushioned, for the upper body, and the lower body had space for the hind end to be exposed. Like, really exposed. The whole butt and dick would be presented. 
 
    In one corner there was a strange looking half barrel device with a penis sticking up out of it. 
 
    Against another wall was a huge, man-sized cross. 
 
    “You…what is this…do you…” I was flabbergasted, unable to speak coherently. 
 
    “First, climb up on this table and lay down.” 
 
    I looked at the thing. The limbs could be moved out and there were cuffs at the ends of the limbs. Cuffs for the wrists and cuffs for the ankles. 
 
    “I don’t think I should.” 
 
    “Honey? Do you love me?” 
 
    I faced her. “With all my heart.” 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you promise to do anything I said?” 
 
    “Yes, but I didn’t know—“ 
 
    “Get up on this table.” 
 
    “Are you going to…what? Beat me?” 
 
    “Honey? Were you bad last night?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but—“ 
 
    “And did you promise to do everything I said?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Then let me explain how this works. I don’t trick you. I don’t bully you. I simply administer a punishment. And then it will be over. I will spank your bottom, and you will cry, and when it is done it is over. You will be glad, and we will hug, and you will try never to be bad again. But, let me tell you something. You are going to enjoy this so much that, someday, maybe a week, maybe a month, you will be bad again. You will come to crave my punishments. You will crave my forgiveness. And life, to be honest, won’t be worth living without my forgiveness. Now. Get up on that table.” 
 
    I stood for a long moment, but she said nothing more, just waited. Authoritatively, patiently. And I knew a truth. 
 
    I had been bad, and…I deserved to be punished. 
 
    But this…this… 
 
    I climbed up on the table. 
 
    She gently fastened the cuffs. She didn’t speak. She walked out of the dungeon. 
 
    I was left to lay on the table. It was almost pleasant, comfortable, and I thought about what was happening. This was what my forty thousand had bought. A refurbishment, torture furniture, dildos and whips on the wall…what the hell. 
 
    Yet, in the back of my mind, I knew I deserved to be punished. 
 
    Time stretched, then I heard her coming back. She was walking on the floor above me, and her heels were making loud clicking sounds. 
 
    She came down the steps, and my mind sort of stuttered to a stop. 
 
    She wore a black, leather outfit. Tight. With boobs out. Little holes were in the outfit so her nipples could stand forth. She wore black high heeled boots. Her lipstick was red and her hair was in a high pony tail. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I whispered. 
 
    “Shush, slave boy,” but she didn’t sound mad, merely matter of fact. 
 
    She walked to the peg wall and took down a weird sort of harness. She put it on, then she walked to a small chest and opened a drawer. She took out a dildo and screwed it onto the harness.  
 
    She looked at me, then she nodded and walked back upstairs. 
 
    What the fuck! She was going to be a dominatrix? 
 
    Five minutes passed and she came back down the stairs. She had two drinks, one of which had a straw in it. She placed a chair in front of me and sat down. 
 
    “Well, lover, here we are.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love it when a man is helpless and under my thumb.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You know, I worked my way through college, and I never told you what my job was. We were going together, holding hands and walking the campus, and you never thought to find out what I did for a living. 
 
    “I asked you once.” 
 
    She snorted. You asked. But you didn’t follow me around and find out. 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Shh. It’s okay. In fact it’s good that you didn’t. Because if you had I would had dumped you. Stalkers are weird and I didn’t want anything to do with them. 
 
    “No. I knew I had a real catch in you. You were smart, handsome, and it was obvious that you were going to make lots of money. What was best was that I love you. The whole way and all the time. 
 
    “But, there was a problem. You see, I earned my way through college as a dominatrix. I charged men for money and made them lick my feet. I spanked them. I whipped them. I made them eat my pussy and suck my tits, and I never fucked them. No. Not once. 
 
    “In fact, I realized that once a man fucks a woman he sort of owns them. You fucked me…do you feel that you own me? That you are in charge?” 
 
    “Well, I was too drunk. I don’t remember some of it, and I…I was sort of a beast.” 
 
    “Yes, you were, but don’t let it worry you. I know how men get when they’ve been denied too long. I made you that way, and suffered through your ravagement because it was necessary. I needed you to fuck me, but not with enough awareness that you would think you owned me. And it worked, didn’t it? You lust after me worse than before. And, you may not have noticed it, but this last week you got no hand jobs or blow jobs.” 
 
    “Hell, I didn’t even jack off.” 
 
    She smiled. “And you should have, because…well, I’ll get to that later. Right now, we need to punish you. Jerrod, you were bad, and you deserve this punishment. But it’s going to be worse than you might have thought, because this is the first time, and because we have to establish a certain pecking order here. 
 
    “You have agreed to do what I said, but you argued, and whined, and even wanted to back out on your promise to do whatever I said.” 
 
    “But I did do what you said!” 
 
    “Yes, you did. And that goes a long way. Now, I need you to drink a bit of this…” she held the bourbon and Coke to my lips. “Drink it all and drink it fast, it will help with your punishment.” 
 
    I noted that the straw had prints of her red lips on it. One more item in the horny parade, and I sipped. 
 
    And I sipped fast, and quick. Within three minutes I was swizzled, and Janice stood up and went to the peg wall. She came with an over-sized ping pong paddle. 
 
    “Are you ready for your punishment? Jerrod?” 
 
    Was I ready? Hell no. But…I knew I had to go through this. 
 
    Quite honestly, I was enthralled, captivated, a prisoner of love. 
 
    She took away my manhood by having me dress like a woman. She made me hunger for perversion, to enjoy being subjected to her whims. “Yes.” 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    That first strike was hard. I knew my fanny would be black and blue if she gave me more of this. 
 
    She gave me more. 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    Within three smacks I was crying. Within five I was begging. Within ten I was done. All I could do was cry and wish that I hadn’t been bad. 
 
    She stopped at twenty strokes. She tousled my hair, like I was a dog, and put the paddle away. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I bubbled. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I know you are, honey. Now be quiet. Two more things to do here.” 
 
    She took a box off the dresser and sat down in front of me. She opened the box. in it were a series of rings and a cock shaped tube. 
 
    “I’m going to put this on you. If it hurts, or you notice any discoloration or unusual swelling, you let me know immediately. We don’t want your pecker to fall off. 
 
    I stared at the thing. 
 
    She stood up and walked behind me. My penis was soft and dangling. It had been hard when she had spanked me, but now it wasn’t. 
 
    “Aw, poor baby.” She lifted my prick, then I felt her putting a ring on my cock. Then she took it off and tried another one, and another one. At last she settled on a specific size. 
 
    Then she placed the tube over my cock and I heard a small click, and knew it was a padlock. 
 
    “I’ll take you out every once in a while and make sure your hygiene is good. Other than that, you won’t be able to stand up to piss, you won’t be able to touch your cock, and except for when I milk you, you won’t be issuing forth any more of that disgusting semen. 
 
    I thought about that. Disgusting semen. 
 
    “I put it in you.” 
 
    “Yes, you did. And I took it and liked it, because I was supposed to. And you will have the chance to have that same experience. 
 
    My cock was trying to get harder, but the tube was stopping it. It began to feel very uncomfortable. My balls were being pulled,  my dick was horny, and yet my cock was securely trapped. 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk about ass.” 
 
    I had nothing to say, and apparently she was just being rhetorical. I felt her hand touch my ass and I jerked, but she was just applying a soothing ointment. 
 
    I relaxed. 
 
    Suddenly, I jerked. She had put a finger up my ass. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Easy, little boy.” 
 
    She began to rim me, pushing lubricant into my asshole, using first one finger, then two. 
 
    And it felt good! The ass cream had been soothing, but this was soothing and exciting. I could feel all my nerves waking up. ‘Hey! What’s that! Ooh….give me some more!’ 
 
    She spent a long time lubricating my ass, and I actually started pushing back, fucking her fingers with my asshole. 
 
    “I told you you would feel good.” 
 
    I moaned. 
 
    A long time later, me feeling about as loosey goosey as I could, I felt her touch the dildo to my ass. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted, and my hips jerked away. 
 
    But she had prepared me well. I was moist with lubricant and relaxed, and she slid three or four inches into me. 
 
    She froze, half into me, and waited. 
 
    My ass had tried to tighten up, but it was still pretty loose. 
 
    After a long minute she slid another inch into me. 
 
    And another. 
 
    And, finally, she was ‘balls deep’ in me. 
 
    I lay there, marveling at the sensations that were overwhelming me. Oh, my God. No wonder gay people like this so much! 
 
    She began to move, little back and forth motions. 
 
    I began to move. 
 
    In and out. My asshole gripping and letting go. 
 
    We picked up speed. 
 
    She began to scoop into me, tilting her hips as if she was excavating. 
 
    I was moaning helplessly now. 
 
    For maybe five minutes she cored me, fucked me, made me fall in love all over again. 
 
    Finally, she pulled out. 
 
    “Oh. My. God.” I was dazed. And happy. I wanted to be fucked again. 
 
    “Told you,” she said, as she wiped her cock on my leg. “What’s even better is this.” She came around to the front of me and held up a glass. It had an inch of sperm in the bottom. 
 
    She sat down and held it to my lips. 
 
    “Drink, my love. I have fucked you. Now I own you. And this sperm will help you be healthy. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” Glug. 
 
    Glug, glug. 
 
    Well done, little boy.” She tousled my hair. “Now, you’ve had your punishment, you are aware of the proper order of things, and it is time to get you out. 
 
    She undid the cuffs and my hands were freed. She undid the cuffs around my legs and helped me down form the table. 
 
    I could barely stand up. My ass burned, and in more ways than one. 
 
     I stared at the chastity tube on my manhood. I wouldn’t be getting out of that any time soon. 
 
    She walked me up the stairs. “You can come clean up tomorrow. Right now you need to recover.” 
 
    Grateful, I staggered along as she helped me through the house. 
 
    She pulled the covers back and I crawled into bed. “I won’t pull the covers over. Even the sheets are going to be hard on your ass.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Then she took off her clothes, her marvelous black leather, her sexy boots. She took her hair out of pony tail and lay down next to me. She snuggled up to me, held me in her arms, and said, “It’s okay. You can cry now.” 
 
    I hadn’t known I was going to cry, if you had asked me I would have scoffed. I was a manly man. I didn’t cry. 
 
    But being spanked, and then fucked, and owned…I burst into tears. I cried and I cried. 
 
    “It’s okay!” she whispered, kissing my hair. “Let it all out.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” I blubbered. Funny thing was…I no longer knew what it was that I was sorry for. I just knew that I had been a bad boy, and that I had been punished, and that everything was all right now. More than all right. I was with my wife, and she would take care of me. 
 
     
 
    It’s been a year now. We decided that I would get surgery for tits last month. We decided on surgery because hormones might make my dick shrink. And a shrunken dick, a dick that wouldn’t get hard, wouldn’t appreciate the chastity tube. 
 
    My tits are fairly big, but not as big as Janice’s. The doctor said we had to do this in stages, that my skin had to stretch and grow and accommodate. 
 
    I wear woman’s underthings all the time, and woman’s clothes during the evening and on the weekends. 
 
    I haven’t cum for a year, but I am usually milked once a month. I love being milked. I love the way she extracts my semen, and then fucks me.  
 
    Funny thing, now I know why gays swish their ass when walking. Sometimes it looks a bit over the top, but try taking it up the butt a few times and see if you don’t ‘swish.’ 
 
    Anyway, that’s my story. I’m a closet cross dresser, thinking about transitioning, and I’m close to ten million dollars. I can’t wait. Janice said when I get to ten million I can fuck her. Maybe I will, and maybe I won’t…I mean, if I fuck her I might own her for a while, and I don’t think I want to own her. I’d rather be owned. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part one 
 
      
 
    “Have a great flight, honey.” I kissed my wife, Ava, good bye. 
 
    She reached out the window and, right in front of God and whatever neighbors happened to be looking out their kitchen windows, grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Oh!” I grunted. She had a firm grab. She grinned. “And you’d better have this puppy ready for me. I’m getting a little tired of being denied!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” I wheezed. “I just felt out of sorts the last few days!” 
 
    “You’ve got a two days to get it all sorted, you got that?” 
 
    I nodded. She had a death grip on my cock, and my knees were getting weak. My cock was struggling to get hard, and winning because we hadn’t done it for five days. Five days is a long time in the life of a horn dog. 
 
    Then she let go, laughed, and backed the car out of the driveway. 
 
    I waved to her, she waved, and there she went. She was a stewardess and she would take a flight to the Orient and back. Which translated as a full weekend for me to slake my desires. 
 
    A full weekend in which my gorgeous wife got to play stewardess, and I got to play…dress up. 
 
    Heh heh heh! Rub my hands. Run into the house. 
 
    Usually I catch a bit of news while I eat my oatmeal. I catch up on the Trump attacks, find out about the weather, and generally slough off. 
 
    But, today, being horny as a dick in a hole factory, I ran right past the TV into the back room. Into the storage closet. Got a chair and stood on it, reached wa-a-ay back on the top shelf, and brought down my stash. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I going to have fun! 
 
    Now, just for the record, I’m a pretty normal guy. Normal…if you like to dress up as a woman, pretend you’re trapped in a dungeon with your manhood all locked up and no place to erect, and, when you have had enough…to pound on the pud, desperately, feverishly, and ejaculate your semen all over the place. 
 
    A weekend was just long enough for me to play out a scene. 
 
    Let’s see, maybe I should do it in the closet. Stuck in a little spot and…no, no. Sometimes it was hard to get comfy.  
 
    How about the  back yard? God, that would be fun. Trapped in lingerie and chastity tube, struggling to get hard, hearing the neighbors working in their yard just feet away. 
 
    Yeah, but what if the weather turned bad? I’d hate to get rained on, or cold. 
 
    I guess the best place would just be on the good, old bed. I could be all comfortable while I’m rolling around and getting horny. 
 
    I put the box on the bed and opened it. 
 
    First, I took out the chastity device. I know, it’s weird, some guy locks his junk up. But the frustration factor, the denial, it drove me to heights of horniness not experienced by mere mortals. 
 
    I put the ring around my package, then had the usual problem…hard cock. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I ran for the shower and jumped in. Icy cold water. I shivered and cursed and hated it, but my dick went down. I hopped out and, before I could get stiff again, slid my cock into the tube. 
 
    Click. All locked up and no place to go. Heh heh! I could already feel my horniness surging.  
 
    I dried off, used a hair drier on my package, and back into the bedroom. 
 
    A bra with breast forms. I loved this part, the transition from a slender fellow into a stacked woman. Made my cock struggle all the harder. By the time I had my bra on and the breast forms in place I had to remind myself to breath. 
 
    A corset. I pulled it up, struggled into it, and, voila, I had a wasp waist. It made my boobs look HUGE. And my butt actually flared out a bit. Wooo! 
 
    Then nylons, the good kind that you have to fasten to the straps on the corset. They rolled up smooth, and they should, for I had shaved my legs the night previous. I always did that the night before Ava went on a flight, telling her it was for running. 
 
    I took the black dress out of the box and wiggled into it. It was stretchy and clingy, showed more corset than I liked, but, God, was it sexy. 
 
    Then I took out the make up kit. I went into the bathroom and made myself up. This was the tricky part, and it had taken me a long time to figure out make up. But, God bless the internet, I finally succeeded in looking like a woman, and not a man in drag. 
 
    I cleansed, moisturized, did all the blush and the foundation, and blended everything perfectly. The eyes. I loved doing the eyes. Little shadow caves that made my eyes mysterious and alluring. And, of course, lipstick. Red. I liked my wife to wear this deep red, but she was a little resistant. She said it gave the message of ’fuck me.’ 
 
    Well…YEAH! 
 
    The finishing touch, the long, blonde wig. I attached the clips to my hair, and looked in the mirror. I was a slender babe with world class knockers and…zowie!  
 
    I was turned on. My poor dicklet, that’s what I call Mr Happy when he’s under lock and key, was worming and squirming and pressing on the metal cage, but…heh heh. Sorry, pal. You’re in prison. 
 
    I slipped on a pair of high heels and sauntered through the house. Out into the garage. In the bottom of the meat freezer I picked up a tub of ice. A string came out of the top of the ice. Inside the ice the string would be attached to the key to my handcuffs. The other end ended in a loop that went around my wrist.  
 
    Once,  when I was young and foolish, I had knocked the tub over, and the block of ice, which had become water, had spilled on the floor. Desperate, I had destroyed the bed before I managed to fall on the floor and get the key. And that was hard, because I was blindfolded at the time. 
 
    That had led to an interesting conversation with my wife. I told her one leg broke and the bed collapsed, and that I had been so mad I had ‘beaten’ the bed up. 
 
    So now, with that in mind, and with the knowledge that I had had to buy a new bed, and Ava had insisted on a more solid one, I kept my key so that it wouldn’t inadvertently get ‘lost.’ 
 
    I carried the tub back into the house. 
 
    I put a towel on the bed, placed the tub of ice on the towel, then got ready. 
 
    First, make sure the string is around my wrist. 
 
    Second, attach the cuffs to the bed posts. 
 
    Third, a rubber around my caged cock. That was hard to do, but it did catch any drippings. Sometimes I came just from being locked up this way. 
 
    Fourth, the blindfold. 
 
    Fifth, a little soft music on the computer. 
 
    Sixth, a the ball gag shaped like a penis in my mouth. 
 
    Seventh, a butt plug inserted into happyland. 
 
    Eighth, lock my own wrists to the cuffs. 
 
    Wow! I was trapped! And my cock was doing the dance, trying to break out of prison. I began wiggling and writhing on the bed. I was so horny I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I bucked and twisted, I tried to get my cock over enough to rub it on the bed, but I was truly trapped. 
 
    I stopped struggling and breathed. Oh, God. I loved this. 
 
    I began to fantasize. I had been in a caravan, sauntering across the desert. In high heels on the soft sand, heh. Hey, it’s my fantasy, so why not? 
 
    Then raiders had descended. I imagined big, beautiful, and bountiful, women on horses. I ran, dainty but sexy, across the sands, my flimsy garments fluttering in the wind, my boobs bouncing, but their big horses swooped down and I was caught. 
 
    They locked me in chains and carried me off to a castle. 
 
    I know, a castle in the desert, but, darn it…it’s MY fantasy! 
 
    Into the dungeons, and here I was. Struggling, and they felt my tits, with their slender hands. Their red tipped fingers lightly scratched down my body, causing me excitement, causing my dick to… 
 
    “AAAIEEE!” I screamed around the penis gag. I had just felt hands on my chest. 
 
    I didn’t move. I tried not to breath, but I couldn’t stop gasping. I was frightened. 
 
    Hands touched my chest again. Felt my tits. I couldn’t feel the hands, but I could feel the pressure. Yes, somebody was definitely squeezing my forms, pressing them down. 
 
    I gasped, “Who’s that? Who are you?” But because of the penis gag it came out ‘wooohat…woorrrooo.’ 
 
    Not a sound. 
 
    Then I heard them walking, over to the computer. The sound of the music went up and I really couldn’t hear anything. 
 
    “Who’s there! Let me loose…” Again, the ball gag made it sound like ‘Oooothrr…lelooo’ 
 
    Snip. 
 
    Snip? 
 
    I pulled the wrist with the string on it. I should have felt the string tighten up, maybe even the tub of ice rocking. Nothing. Oh, shit! 
 
    “I don’t know who you are, but you can’t do this.”  
 
    But it just came out a bunch of gobbledegook. 
 
    Hands examined me, and now I really struggled. But I had trapped myself too well. The hands were able to lift my dress, I heard what I think was an intake of breath, and then hands examined my chastity tube. 
 
    “OoGaa!” I struggled! I tried to pull the cuffs loose, I didn’t care if I broke the bed, I had to get loose. But I had bought too well. The bed was like a rock. 
 
    The hands lifted the cage, turned it, tugged on it, and I thought I heard a giggle. 
 
    Then hands felt my butt plug. They pressed it, and I couldn’t help it, I groaned. Here I was terrified, trapped, and still turned on! 
 
    Then the hands took my penis gag out. 
 
    My mouth was dry, and it was hard speaking, but I managed, “Let me loose!” The gag went right back in. 
 
    OhmyGodohmyGodohmyGodohmyGod! I thought. 
 
    It wasn’t my wife…I had seen her leave. 
 
    Could it be a neighbor? 
 
    Or, oh, no, could it be a burglar? 
 
    But the hands felt soft and feminine. And they didn’t rip at my cage, they lifted it gently. 
 
    Who could it be? 
 
    Then the music was turned off. 
 
    Silence. I listened for a sound, a clue, anything! 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Then, a sigh. Was the sigh happy? Sad? Something else? 
 
    “Uhagaa!” I gabbled around the penis gag. 
 
    Then the music came back on, and I sort of heard what sounded like footsteps walking away. 
 
    I lay there, trembling, wondering what I was going to do. I was frantic. I was thinking dozens of thoughts a minute, and then something weird happened. I began to fantasize. 
 
    I had fantasized while I was in control of myself, and I had made myself hornier, but this was fantasizing out of control. 
 
    An Arab chieftain comes to the US and picks my house, out of the millions of houses, to enter. No…no. Not a chieftain, those were female hands on my body. 
 
    Okay, a movie star is looking for a house to shoot her next movie in. She chooses my house, and the door swings back when she knocks on it. She walks back to the music and finds me. It gives her ideas. She is out calling screenwriters and I’m going to be offered a part in…no, no. Movie stars have other people go scout locations. 
 
    A realtor is looking for a home to sell. She is sexy, wearing a pencil dress that shows off her luscious and well shaped calves and butt. She knocks on the door and it swings back…I must have not closed it all the way, or it didn’t latch securely, or whatever…but the realtor, she is blonde with red lipstick, and the bosoms, of course, the tits are large, that’s how she sells houses so many and so fast…sex appeal. She walks back to the music and finds me. She is startled at first. Then she realizes that I am trapped. She wonders how I cam to be trapped. Did burglars tie me up…no no. Not in such sexual fashion. Burglars wouldn’t have put my cock in a cage or a plug up my butt. 
 
    Okay, she knows it’s my wife. Yeah. My wife. I always fantasized about my wife doing this to me, and now she has. And she went shopping, yeah, shopping, and left me to get horny. But that leaves her a window to examine me, to let loose her own fantasies. Maybe she went to put on a strap on. Maybe she’s going to pull the penis gag out of my mouth and replace it with her own super endowed tits. 
 
    Oh my God! That’s it! And I began to writhe not so much to escape, but to feel my helplessness, to search for stimulation to my cock. I needed sex. I needed. 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    God, here I was, totally helpless, and my thoughts had turned to sex. I should have been fantasizing about escape…but the way I was trussed up, the way I had imprisoned myself…I had lost control of my fantasies. 
 
    I felt her moving around the bed. Some vibration, maybe a noise on the subconscious level. She took the penis gag out. 
 
    “Please,” I croaked. “Let me go.” 
 
    “Beg harder!” I froze at the sound of the voice. It was rough, ragged, almost masculine. But I knew the hands had been feminine! Then I figured it out. She was speaking through some sort of gag. A rag tied around her head, and lowering her voice, and making it all raspy. 
 
    “Who are you?” My voice trembled. 
 
    “Beg.” A deep laugh. 
 
    She wants begging? If that’s what it takes, then I’m begging. “Please…please let me go. My wife will be home soon. I won’t say a word about this. Just put the key in my hand and leave. Please, I—“ 
 
    The penis gag touched my lips, a precurser to being shoved down my throat. 
 
    “Shut up,” snarled the woman who sounded like a gagged and muffled man. 
 
    I shut. I was shaking, sweating, trembling. I had never been this helpless in my life. 
 
    Then I felt the hands at my groin. Unlocking the cock cage. She had seen the keys on the side table and…and suddenly I sprang free. 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned as blood rushed in and my rocket tried to blast off. “God!” 
 
    Laughter. Raspy, ridiculing laughter. 
 
    I tried: “I have money. I’ll give you the pin number and my card is in my wallet. You can—“ 
 
    The touch of penis gag to my lips and I quickly shut up. 
 
    She stroked my cock. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    It felt good. It felt fabulous. I was so horny anyway, that in spite of the situation I began to lurch my hips up, and I was almost ready to— 
 
    The hand let go. “No!” 
 
    “Oh…please!” But was I begging for release of my body? Or for release of my fluids. 
 
    Then the hands tried to put my cage back on. That wasn’t going to work. I was harder than the icicles on a Polar bear’s balls. 
 
    The penis gag went back in. I mumbled sounds, but she moved away. Left the room. 
 
    I heard sounds in the other part of the house. I heard what I thought was a voice. Voices? Were there more than one? Were there two burglars? Or realtors? Or whatever they were? Or more? 
 
    Time dragged. You have no idea how slowly it dragged. My butt plug was feeling a bit itchy, it wanted attention, it wanted to be rocked and rolled, like I usually did when I jacked off after a situation like this. 
 
    The penis gag was giving me dry mouth. I tried to work my tongue on it, to create more moisture, and I managed to summon up a bit of saliva. My cock slowly drooped. 
 
    I tried to figure out a way out of this mess. Maybe if I moved the cuffs a certain way they would grind on the bedpost and wear a groove and…no. My skin would wear out before the wood did. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt the hands on my groin. I bucked, and the voice rasped, “Don’t move.” 
 
    I didn’t, and the tube went back on and the lock clicked. 
 
    Fuck. This made me horny all over again. I mean, I was horny, but my situation made me soft. But now, the cage trapping my cock I was being denied again, and my cock surged, or at least tried to surge. 
 
    The burglar/realtor/whatever left. 
 
    I lay there, my dick pounding in captivity. I wasn’t cold. It wasn’t cold in the house. The music cycled through my computer program. I had thousands of songs in the computer and they were playing randomly. 
 
    I lay there, and time passed. A lot of time. I began to fantasize. I couldn’t help but fantasize. My throbbing cock made me fantasize. 
 
    It wasn’t a realtor. It was a female cat burglar. She was wearing skin tight, black leather, and she had awesome boobs. She was casing this house, looking for an easy score, and she had seen my wife leave, and she snuck in to find…me. Tied to the bed. Helpless. Kinky and…and she liked kink. 
 
    She had fondled me, and now she was trying to decide what to do. Should she call the gang and ransack the house? Or should she untie me and make wild, passionate love to me? 
 
    No, she wasn’t going to untie me, but she was going to make mad passionate love to me. She was going to take the penis gag out of my mouth and sit on my face. I could feel her labia sliding on my cheeks, then the inner labia, the lips, I would suck them, and I would insert my tongue. And she would pull her breasts and slap her pussy and realize…she had to have me. 
 
    She would rip off my cock cage, stroke my dick, then squat over me. She would slide down, and my dick would feel the luxurious velvet of her love canal. She would move up and down, sliding her slippery innards over my cock. 
 
    ‘Oh! You’re too big!’ she would scream, but she wouldn’t leave, she wouldn’t get off. She would keep tilting her hips and moving up and down and then she would orgasm, a mighty, soul shaking thing that left her dazed and wondering what had happened, and that would be enough to set me off. I would buck my hips, I felt like I was going to cum…I was going to squirt, right through the fantasy and the cock cage…I was going to— 
 
    “Ha Ha Ha!” 
 
    And: “Ha Ha Ha!” 
 
    I froze, panicked. I was right. There were two of them. And that meant they weren’t realtors…they were burglars! 
 
    “He really gets off on this. You see how he was wiggling around?” 
 
    The other voice, the second…woman?: “I’ll bet he was going to cum. Right through that thing he has on his dick.” 
 
    Their voices were rough, ragged, all trace of femininity gone. 
 
    “What is that thing?” 
 
    The second voice again: “It’s a chastity device. Men lock up their cocks and it makes them all horny. Sometimes they give the key to a woman to hold for them. The woman is called a keyholder.” 
 
    “Holding a key like this one?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    They moved around me. I could hear them breathing, hard, almost gasping. Were they getting horny? 
 
    Then hands touched me. Two sets of hands. Fondling my balls and my cock cage. 
 
    “Oh,” I moaned. 
 
    “Listen him. He’s a kinky bastard.” 
 
    “How long did it take you to figure out it’s a he? That woman get up is pretty good.” 
 
    “A long minute. But I saw the bulge in the dress and lifted it, and it was obvious.” 
 
    “Hmm. What do you want to do to him?” 
 
    “I don’t know. This is a little bit beyond my experience.” 
 
    “Let’s see what he has to say.” 
 
    “All right. Hey, stupid, if you don’t behave yourself I’m going to shove a bigger penis down your throat. You got that?” 
 
    I nodded and mumbled a ‘yes.’ 
 
    Hands fumbled at my mouth, then the penis gag was taken out. It was still attached around my head, and the person who took it out just pushed it aside. They didn’t have to hold it, and yet it was right there, easy to insert again. 
 
    “Hey, stupid. What do you think we ought to do with you?” 
 
    “Let me loose. I’ll give you money. I’ll—Ow!” 
 
    A hand had pinched my balls.  
 
    “What do you think, do we need his money?” 
 
    “What for? We can take anything we want…he’s tied up and can’t stop us. And if we want his money we just have to abuse him until he gives us the pin for that card I found in his wallet. Doesn’t seem like there’s much percentage in letting him loose.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’d probably just call the cops if he got loose.” 
 
    “I don’t know. You think he’d call the cops like that? All dressed up like a woman?” 
 
    Giggles, which sounded really weird in the deep, raspy tones. 
 
    “Yeah, and with a butt plug up his ass and his penis all locked up.” 
 
    “Please,” I was almost crying. “I’m a married man.” I don’t know why I brought that up, but I was desperate and willing to try anything. 
 
    “Married, eh? What does your wife think about your kink?” 
 
    “I’ll bet his wife left him like this.” 
 
    “Say, you think she’ll be back?” 
 
    “I saw a calendar in the kitchen. There’s a line through this weekend, and over the line it says, ‘Ava works.’” 
 
    “Really? So we got him for a weekend?” 
 
    “Yeah. We can take our time.” 
 
    Then one of the women reached down and fondled my cock cage. God, it felt good. I moaned. 
 
    “Horny bastard.” 
 
    “That he is. Hey, wiggle the butt plug and watch him dance.” 
 
    Hands gripped the butt plug and suddenly I was groaning and writhing on the bed. 
 
    Laughter. “He really likes this shit.” 
 
    “What a sick fucko.” 
 
    “Truly sick.” 
 
    But the hands didn’t let up. They kept fondling, and twisting, and pushing and stroking. Soon I was writhing madly, searching desperately for relief.  
 
    “Well, we can clean this place out. But not right away.” 
 
    “Yeah. You bet. We’re going to party this weekend.” 
 
    “I checked the kitchen, there’s plenty of booze.” 
 
    “What about sex toys. They got any of those?” 
 
    “I checked the bedroom and didn’t see any. That box over there is loaded with them, though.” 
 
    They let go of my cock and the butt plug and began opening and closing drawers. Finally, “You’re right. Only in the box. I’ll bet his wife doesn’t know anything about his kink. 
 
    “What a sucker,” snorted the second one. 
 
    “Shall we try out that big dildo in the box?” 
 
    “Does the Pope shit in the woods? Get your clothes off.” 
 
    I heard heavy breathing, clothes rustled off bodies, and then I felt a bra tossed across my body. 
 
    Giggles. Another bra. 
 
    “Hey, watch this.” 
 
    I felt a big tit pressed on to my face. For a second I couldn’t breath, then it lifted. “Suck my nipple, kinky boy.” It descended, and the nipple went right into my mouth. 
 
    If I had any thoughts that it was my wife, those thoughts were instantly gone. This wasn't my wife’s boob. It wasn’t my wife’s nipple. 
 
    The boob lifted, a light slap on my face. “Suck harder, stupid.” 
 
    The boob descended and I sucked harder. I sucked, and I mouthed the nipple and pulled it with my teeth. I swirled my tongue around it. 
 
    The boob lifted. “Hey, he’s pretty good,” In spite of the raspiness I could hear the sex in her voice. 
 
    “Fuck him,” dismissively. Then, excitedly: “Fuck me!” 
 
    Laughter, and they pressed on my body. They actually climbed over me! I could feel that they were naked, that they had no clothes on, arms and legs flopped over me. I grunted as one put an elbow in my midsection and moved about…they were actually going to fuck on top of me! 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Baby. That’s the way I like it!” 
 
    I felt breasts on me as one rolled over me. “Let me get this dildo right.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, put your fingers up there.” 
 
    The sound of lips pressing, sucking noisily. My poor dick was screaming to stand up, the pressure in my cage was so great I gave a sob. 
 
    They paused. “What’s wrong with him?” 
 
    “Hey, stupid. what’s wrong?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Come on, spit it out.” 
 
    “Can you let my dick loose?” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    “The idiot is actually getting turned on by this! Can you believe it? He’s all tied up and yet his dick still wants to get loose!” 
 
    “Well, I’m getting turned on by this. Here, let me get…there. Now push that big cock up my pussy.” 
 
    I felt the woman on top of me grinding and turning her hips, then I felt the other one kneel between her legs, and she began to move forward. 
 
    “Oh…yeah!” And I could feel the movement of her buttocks as the dildo slid into her. 
 
    “God! Yes! Move.” 
 
    “I’m moving, bitch.” Giggles. 
 
    Then they were humping, driving up and down, and I heard the sound of meat slapping on a pussy. 
 
    “Oh, you got great tits!” 
 
    The sound of sucking. 
 
    Their rumps rolled across my groin, squashed my cock in its cage. I felt their flesh slithering on me, the up and down, the in and out, and I kept losing my breath. They would roll this way or that and I would get the breath pressed out of me. 
 
    For long minutes they fucked, and I was sort of lost now, just trying to survive through the sexual haze that had enveloped me. 
 
    Then: “Oh….yeah. Yes…oh…oh…” 
 
    I felt one of the bodies lurch up and freeze, then start to jerk spasmodically. 
 
    “Fuck,” she finally whispered. “That was fucking good.” 
 
    “My turn.” 
 
    “Okay, but give me a minute.” 
 
    They separated, one on each side of me, and they talked while they played with my dick. 
 
    “We should just get a moving van and take everything.” 
 
    “There’s a lot of junk here. I say we just get a small truck and take the good stuff.” 
 
    “What? You want to get an appraiser to come look at everything?” 
 
    Laughter.  
 
    “Not a bad idea. Hey, do you think we can sell numb nuts for his organs? I hear you can get 150 K for a good kidney.” 
 
    “Hell, we can get half a mill for a good liver.” 
 
    “What about a heart?” 
 
    “A mill. Easy. And you don’t have to worry about fingerprints.” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, weakly. 
 
    “Numbnuts, speaks. Hey, stupid, are all your body parts in working order?” 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “What about his dick?” one of the women held up my cage and let it flop.” 
 
    “You think it’s in good working order?” 
 
    “I don’t know. He locked it up for some reason. Maybe it gets too hard. Hey, stupid…did you lock yourself up? Or did your wife or girlfriend do it?” 
 
    I hesitated. “OW!” One of them pinched my nuts. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “I don’t…it makes me horny.” 
 
    They laughed. I never felt so humiliated in my life. Threat had gone down to ridicule. Still, to talk about my body on the black market? 
 
    “And your wife doesn’t know about you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    “She must really be stupid.” 
 
    “Yeah. To marry some numbnuts who does this to himself.” 
 
    “She’s not stupid,” I whispered. 
 
    A grunt from one, then: “Why don’t you tell her?” 
 
    I started to pause, felt a pair of fingers getting ready to pinch me, and blurted, “I’m afraid.” 
 
    “What? She’ll laugh at you?” 
 
    “She might leave me.” 
 
    “Huh. Well, if she’s so stupid she married you, then she’s probably too stupid to leave you.” 
 
    It sort of made me mad, the way they were talking about Ava, but what could I do? 
 
    “Here, give me that.” 
 
    The sound of the strap on being unbuckled. Exchanged. Buckled. She was right next to me, and I could feel the dildo bouncing on my skin as she adjusted it. 
 
    Then they were hugging, kissing, and the whole sex thing started again. 
 
    “Get over here…spread.” 
 
    “Hey! Warm me up a little.” 
 
    “Mmm. Here’s my fingers.” 
 
    “Oh…yeah! 
 
    Then they were twisting over me, rolling their flesh over mine, and I felt tits flop and buttocks squashed me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Fuck me good.” 
 
    “Take it, bitch!” 
 
    A slurping sort of sound as the dildo penetrated, then the sucking, slithering sound of in and out.  
 
    “Oh, this is good.” 
 
    “I’m going to give up flesh for this.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh!” 
 
    The woman ground down on me, squashing my fake tits and cage, as she approached orgasm. Then she began to make quick, jerky movements. 
 
    “Fu….fu…” 
 
    And it was over. 
 
    I laid under their flesh, gasping for breath. 
 
    They laid on each side of me again. They played with my cock and balls. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo in a sex store without a credit card! We’re going to have to do this again.” 
 
    “And again and again.” 
 
    One of them flicked my balls and I jerked. It didn’t hurt, but there was no way I couldn’t jerk. 
 
    They laughed, then took turns flicking my nuts. 
 
    “Oh!”  
 
    They giggled. 
 
    “Ow!”  
 
    They chuckled. 
 
    “Unh!”  
 
    They laughed. 
 
    Finally, they tired of the game, and just in time. My nuts were actually starting to hurt. 
 
    I mean, they already hurt, from the sexual deprivation. But they were about to hurt from the light tap, tap, tap they were getting. 
 
    “Let’s eat.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The penis plug was popped back in my mouth, and they left, giggling. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    I lay there for a long time. I didn’t have much in the way of thought. Oddly, since they had fucked on me, I didn’t feel threatened. Even though they had talked about selling my kidneys and stuff. 
 
    So what did I feel? 
 
    Horny, of course. And, just, sort of…exhausted. I mean, this was stressful. Even the sex on top of me was causing stress. Maybe that was causing a lot of stress. It was certainly causing my dick stress. I mean, just laying there I was so horned up I was having trouble thinking. It was pulsing and throbbing and…and as time passed, I began, once again to fantasize. 
 
    In my mind I could hear doors banging and the sounds of struggle. The cops were here, and a terrific fight…then the girls who had abused me were in custody. 
 
    A cop came into the room. It was a female cop, and she had a tight uniform. Really stretched out over her massive tits. She sat down on the edge of the bed and took out a notebook. 
 
    “Are you all right, sir?” 
 
    “Yeah, if you can just release me…” 
 
    “In a minute. First, I need a statement. What did these women do to you?” 
 
    I stared up at the piglet. She had long blonde hair, and red lips, and she licked her lips as she interviewed me. 
 
    “Well, they tied me up and….and they had sex on me. 
 
    “Can you undo the cuffs?” 
 
    “Not right now. We have to wait for the detectives. They’re going to want to take fingerprints.” She reached for my cock cage and hefted it, roughly. I jerked as sexual pleasure shot through me. “They might want to get fingerprints off this thing. What’s it for, anyway?” 
 
    “It’s uh…it confines my dick.” 
 
    “And you like that?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “It looks like you like it. The way your dick is wiggling and trying to get hard. Does it make your balls this heavy?” 
 
    She held my balls in one hand and gently squeezed. The world went white hot with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh…” I moaned. 
 
    “Now, these women had sex on you. What else did they do?” 
 
    My imagination ran wild. “They took my cock cage off and sucked my dick. They took turns blowing me. One would fondle my balls and the other would put her mouth on me and—“ 
 
    “Like this?” she squeezed my balls again. 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    “Go on. They sucked you, and then what?” 
 
    “They took turns fucking me.” 
 
    “And did you cum?” 
 
    “I couldn’t. They wouldn't let me. They kept saying they needed to keep me hard for them.” 
 
    “I see. And when did they put you back in this device?” 
 
    “After they each took several turns with me. I was exhausted, out of sperm, and my dick was soft for a minute, so they put the tube back on me and locked it.” 
 
    “I see, and—“ 
 
    “Oh, my God! You weren’t kidding!” 
 
    I froze, my fantasy was dashed, and I realized: A third one! 
 
    “Yeah, ain’t he something? All dressed up like a woman?” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    The third woman was also speaking through something, some gag like thing, and her voice was just as rough and unrecognizable as the others. 
 
    “What’s that thing on his dick?” 
 
    “Apparently little Johnny is quite the kink. his wife is out of town, so he dresses up like a woman and butt fucks himself and gets off on having his little weenie locked up. 
 
    “Wow. This puppy is one sick fart!” 
 
    “You ain’t kiddin’. 
 
    The third woman sat on the edge of the bed, the other two stood next to the bed. She lifted up my cock cage and scrutinized it. She looked closely, I could feel her breath on my balls, then, “Do you want to take it out?” 
 
    “Nah. It gets all big, and then we can’t put it back.” 
 
    The third woman giggled. “This is so weird. Hey, there’s a dildo.” 
 
    “Yeah, we already used it. You want to try it?” 
 
    “Not now…maybe later. Right now, I’m thinking…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Is that his dildo?” 
 
    “Yeah. He apparently hides it so his wife can’t find it. He’s afraid she’ll leave him.” 
 
    “Yeah, I sure would. I mean, what a pervert. But…do you think he uses the dildo on himself?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then the first woman spoke: “I would guess so. Take the gag out of his mouth. 
 
    The third woman pulled the penis gag out of my mouth and giggled. “It’s shaped like a penis. You think he goes out and gives blow jobs.” 
 
    “Maybe. No telling with a sicko like that.” 
 
    “Please,” I stuttered. 
 
    “Shut up, numbnuts. Do you use that dildo on yourself?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It’s too big.” 
 
    “And he wouldn’t know it’s too big unless he tried to use it.” 
 
    “An, yes.” 
 
    “Unh huh.” 
 
    “Hey, stupid, have you tried to put that up your ass?” 
 
    I felt so humiliated. “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    “But you couldn’t get it up your tight, little fanny.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Put the penis back in his mouth.” 
 
    “Hey, no! I ne—“ the penis gag was reinserted mid word. 
 
    “Listen up, ladies. Mr. Numbnuts here has a desire. Call it a fetish, call it a dream, but he wants to feel what a woman feels. He’s tried, but failed, and I think we should help him.” 
 
    “Help him put the dildo up his ass?” 
 
    There was a moment of silence, pregnant silence, and I could actually feel their thoughts as they cogitated the suggestion. 
 
    “Hey! No!” I shook my head and the words came out, ‘ay oh.’ 
 
    “I think he likes the idea.” 
 
    “OH!” I yelled around the penis gag. 
 
    “He’s up for anything. We left him alone for a while and he almost got himself off.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “So butt fucking him with his little dildo is a good idea?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Me protesting in mumbles, then: “Why not? He obviously wants it. Let’s do it.” 
 
    I tried to yell, but they ignored me and all agreed. 
 
    “Okay. He’s probably a virgin, at least where a dick this size is concerned. We’re going to have to grease him up.” 
 
    “Who goes first?” 
 
    “I do.” It was the voice of the woman who had discovered me. 
 
    “Okay, but I want sloppy seconds.” 
 
    “And I get thirds. By then he should be pretty big.” 
 
    “Big enough to drive truck through.” 
 
    “A train.” 
 
    “An airplane, with bi-i-ig wings.” 
 
    They laughed and laughed, then they set out to butt fuck me with my own dildo. How embarrassing! 
 
    “How do you want to do this? I mean, we can’t very well turn him over on all fours.” 
 
    “Let’s tie his legs to the top of the bed.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    They adjourned to look for rope, and shortly they were clustered around the bed and tying rope to my ankles. Then the first one whispered in my ear. “This is going to happen, and if you try to kick one of us when we move your feet you’re going to be very, very sorry. Got that?” 
 
    I was terrified, but I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, undo that cuff, let’s get ready to hoist him up.” 
 
    I felt the cuff on my right leg open, and then my ankle was being lifted up. My leg stretched out and soon I was contorted, one leg still attached to a bedpost and the other stretched up towards the upper railing of the poster bed. 
 
    “Okay, other leg.” 
 
    The cuff opened and my other leg was pulled up. And there I lay, my legs up in a V, my panties down. My dress up around my waist. 
 
    “Nice asshole, slick,” said one, running a finger around the rim. 
 
    I twitched and she laughed. 
 
    One of the girls sat down at the bottom of the bed. 
 
    “Okay, I found this in the bathroom.” I jerked as a finger pushed a huge glob of lubricant onto my ass. It was spread around my asshole, then the finger started pushing it into me. 
 
    “Un huh! Oh!” I struggled and tried to resist, to contort out of the way, but one of the girls simply sat on my midsection. I oofed, and the lubricating continued. 
 
    “Boy, he’s tight.” 
 
    She ran her finger around the rim, smoothing lubricant into me. My nerves were on fire and I felt the most delicious sensations running through me. 
 
    “Yeah, but he likes it. See how his hips are squirming.” 
 
    I hate to admit it, but it did feel good. In fact, it felt sensational, but I kept struggling. I will admit that the struggles became less. 
 
    “He’s getting looser back here. Not long now.” 
 
    Under my blindfold I was crying. I had never felt so helpless in my life. 
 
    “Try two fingers.” 
 
    “Ahh!” I yelped through the penis gag. 
 
    “Yeah, he takes that good. Give it a minute, and we’ll go to three. If he can take three fingers then he can certainly take that dildo. 
 
    A couple of minutes passed, and my asshole started feeling real good. I was actually moaning, and then the woman slipped three fingers into me. Oh, God, it felt like somebody had just exploded a pleasure bomb in my rectum. 
 
    “Told you. He likes it.” 
 
    For a long minute I felt the fingers smoothing in and out, reaming around and around. 
 
    “He’s certainly big enough now. Go on, see if it’ll fit.” 
 
    It did. Quickly and easily. I mean, the woman just knelt on the bed and sunk the dildo to the plastic balls. 
 
    I grunted, and marveled. I had never felt anything so good in my life. 
 
    “Yeah, look at him take it.” 
 
    The first woman slid in and out, and I was gasping with the pleasure. 
 
    “Hey, reach under his titties and rub his nipples.” 
 
    Two sets of hands pulled my dress down a bit, inserted under the bra and slid under the breast forms. 
 
    “Oh…” I moaned.  
 
    They pinched and rubbed my nipples. My nips were already pretty erect under the forms, but now they were definitely excited. And that excited my cock. 
 
    I felt the big dildo slide up the canal. I could feel the head of it, the plastic balls against my ass, then it slithered out. The woman gave a few twists and turns to her hips and the thing scoured my insides. 
 
    “You want me to let his cock loose?” 
 
    “Nah. He doesn’t want to cum, so we don’t want him to cum.” 
 
    Oh, God! I wanted to cum! Big time! 
 
    I felt my sexual urgency rise up higher and higher, and I began to wiggle my ass. 
 
    “Man, this guy is a sex hound! Look at him take it!” 
 
    There was laughter, but suddenly I didn’t care. I just wanted to get off, and this anal fucking seemed to be the best bet. 
 
    The dildo slid through me. I gripped it with my rectal muscles and tried to hold it, it made the electric, slithering sensation even greater. 
 
    Then into me, a long minute where it felt like a rope was being pulled into my ass.  
 
    Then out. 
 
    “Will somebody tickle my pussy?” asked the woman who was fucking my ass. 
 
    A body shifted, one nipple was ignored, and I felt the weight on the bed as the second woman knelt behind the first woman, put her arms around her and began rubbing her snatch. 
 
    “Oh…yes…I’m close. 
 
    “Let me help,” the third woman stopped rubbing my nipple and I felt more weight shift on the bed. 
 
    Damn! I was actually close. If they had kept rubbing my nipples. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, your mouth feels good. Can you rub the other one?” 
 
    Shit! The third woman had gone from my nipple to the nipple of the woman in my ass! She was getting my action. 
 
    “Oh…oh…yes…almost…almost…YES!” 
 
    She jerked against my asshole. The dildo went deeper than it ever had, and under the blindfold my eyes opened wide. She froze, pecker deep, then gave a series of violent twitches as her muscles locked up again and again. Then she started to fall forward. 
 
    “Whoa…” The other two women caught her and pulled her back. 
 
    “Wow! She’s almost unconscious.” 
 
    “She fucked herself stupid. First time I ever saw that.” 
 
    “Here, honey, put your feet on the floor. We’ll just lay you down here. Relax, and I’m going to take the strap on off you.” 
 
    I heard the mumbles of a woman totally and thoroughly satisfied. Then buckles unbuckled, and rebuckling, and the second woman was climbing on to the bed. 
 
    “All right, Mr. Numbnuts. You’ve had the rest, are you ready for the best?” 
 
    I tried to speak, to protest, but my voice was weak and muffled. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was so horny I wanted it. I wanted that dildo up my ass. I had been close. I wanted to go all the way. 
 
    “A little more lubrication, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    A hand slathered some more grease on my ass, and the second woman pushed forward. 
 
    I was broken in. My asshole was ready, and the dick slithered in like a spoon going into a fresh jar of mayonnaise. I grunted, and felt the dick slide all the way in. 
 
    I could feel the fake veins. The sides of the shaft rubbed all my nerves. I gasped. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Now I know what it feels like to be a man!” the second woman groaned, and she began to pound me. In and out, twisting and turning. 
 
    “Here you go, slick,” a hand grabbed my nuts and gently twisted and massaged. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” I breathed out. I was back in the groove. My hips rose up and my ass gripped the dick, I twisted and turned to get the most traction out of the fake weeny pounding into me. 
 
    “Oh, this feels good!”  
 
    I could feel her hand, then she was balls deep in me, massaging her pussy. 
 
    “You need any help?” 
 
    “Nah. I’m going to pop. Watching all this shit…I’m almost there.” 
 
    She kept driving in, building a rhythm that suited her. I could feel her turning her hips occasionally, and I could feel that her hand was growing more violent on her pussy. 
 
    “Oh…yep…her it comes…” 
 
    A pause. Then: “YES!” Followed by a series of grunts. I knew her body was locking up by the way she was jerking the cock into my bottom. 
 
    Then she was done. 
 
    She backed out of me and I felt the fake peter slap against one of my legs. “Man, that is good. Now I know why men like to fuck women.” 
 
    “Here, give me that dildo.” 
 
    The sounds of unbuckling and buckling, then the bed was bouncing again as weight knee walked up to my asshole. 
 
    “Do you think he needs any more lube?” 
 
    “Nah. He’s good for the rest of the weekend.” 
 
    “Excellent. ‘Cause I feel like fucking him all weekend long.” 
 
    With that she pushed into me. 
 
    The sexual electrical feeling rose up right where it had left off. I felt the depths of my asshole singing. I started grinding my hips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Ride ‘em, cowboy,” the third woman spoke to me. She drove in hard, making me gasp, then pulled out slow. 
 
    “Gah!” I said, and I knew a truth. I hadn’t had an orgasm, but I had been fucked stupid. Just like the first woman. I was incapable of coherent thought, let alone speech. I just lived for the feeling of that big cock sliding into and out of me. 
 
    “That’s it, lover. Fuck me back.” 
 
    She drove into me, and I met her with a will. Our pubics slammed, then she pulled out. 
 
    God! Who invented sex! I mean, this was heaven! 
 
    And I realized something profound. through all my stupidity and dazement, I knew that I liked being horny. Being horny and frustrated was what kept me going. 
 
    Yes, I was a horn dog, and I liked to cum. But I think I liked not cumming even more. 
 
    I didn’t cum before my wife left on her trips. I didn’t cum while I was in lock up. And now I was thrilled by the way I wanted an orgasm…and couldn’t get one. 
 
    “I got an idea,” said the second woman. She let go of my balls and climbed onto the bed. She took the penis gag out of my mouth and sat down. 
 
    “UNH!” I almost panicked, it was so sudden, and I was suddenly deprived of oxygen. 
 
    The second woman wiggled around a bit, however, and asked, “Can you breath, numbnuts? 
 
    I could, and I managed to nod. 
 
    “Then get busy.” 
 
    The third woman rode my asshole, drilled me deep, and the second woman rode my mouth. She ground her hips down and the sweet scent of her hole was thick and musky. 
 
    I could feel, as she shifted her weight, that she was leaning forward, towards the woman screwing my ass, and I realized what she was doing. She was kissing the third woman. 
 
    I could feel them through my body. I could feel them over the pleasure igniting my asshole. They were kissing, Frenching, swapping spit with darting tongues. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Grab my tits.” 
 
    The woman on my face grabbed the other woman’s breasts. I could imagine her pulling on the nipples. 
 
    The woman fucking me said, “Almost there, girls. Gonna be a big one.” 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed my tits and used them for more leverage. They were fake so she could grip them as hard as she wanted. 
 
    “Yes…yes…” 
 
    I could feel her breathing quicken, even as it grew more shallow, then I felt the series of preliminary jerks, and she cut loose. 
 
    “FUUUUU…” she wailed. It was the loudest cum yet, and the most violent.  She jerked and thrashed and drove the penis deeper and deeper into me, and then she collapsed. And I knew she had, like the other one, fucked herself stupid. She was incapable of moving. 
 
    As a matter of fact, if the first woman had fucked herself stupid, this one had fucked herself into autism. 
 
    The second woman caught her, they leaned on each other, and I felt the big dick leave my asshole. 
 
    And I missed it. I wanted it back. I felt like I had a space back there that needed to be filled. 
 
    For a few minutes they all sort of laid around, breathing hard, sighing in satisfaction, then I felt them begin to stir. 
 
    They slowly rose, got to their feet, and wandered into the other room. I was left alone, my asshole celebrating its christening, my dick trying to get erect, and my body literally burning with sexual desire. 
 
    God, did I want to cum. I have never wanted to cum so badly in my life. 
 
    No hope. 
 
    All I could do was sit there and give an occasional wiggle. 
 
    And I started fantasizing! 
 
    I heard deep, guttural breathing. Snorting, sniffling, and the shuffling of giant feet. 
 
    Oh, no! My wife had left me like this, and there was nothing I could do! 
 
    I felt a big shape darken the doorway, then a big monster shuffled in. It was Bigfoot! I had hunted him last summer, and almost shot him…and now he was hunting me…and he was going to shoot me…with a bigger gun! 
 
    He slouched across the bedroom and stood over the bed. He was eight feet tall, his head scraping the ceiling, and covered with thick fur. His huge, giant hand was holding his dick and stroking it. 
 
    It was a big dick. A foot long. No. Eighteen inches long. A foot and a half of wild beast, filled with white semen, searching for me…searching…searching…and he had found me. 
 
    “Hi, Brandon,” he growled, his voice twisted by the shape of his mouth. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” I pleaded. 
 
    But it was no use. 
 
    The hairy monster crept to the bottom of the bed and crawled onto the mattress. 
 
    “I missed you, Brandon,” the beast whispered, his voice like chalk on a black board. Big chalk. Big blackboard. 
 
    “Leave me alone!” I sobbed. Yet…back there, in the wee parts of my soul…was I glad to see him? Did I want him…? 
 
    “My dick loves you.” 
 
    “No…no!” 
 
    He knelt between my legs and touched my asshole with his monster cock. The head was as big as a tennis ball, but soft and sort of squishy. Still, that was a lot of meat. 
 
    Then he pushed it in…slowly, lovingly. That big, long, firehose of a cock slid in and…and it felt like it was in my mouth? But I wasn’t giving Bigfoot a blow job! In fact, I wasn’t having sex with Bigfoot at all! Bigfoot was male! And I wanted women! That was why— 
 
    “Are you awake?” 
 
    I opened my eyes…and saw nothing. Oh, yeah. I was still blindfolded.  
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “Do you need to pee?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to put your legs down, and put a catheter in you so you can pee.” 
 
    “Oh. Is it nighttime?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I felt the women working on my legs. First one, then the other, they secured my legs to the bed posts. It felt good to let my legs stretch out. 
 
    “How long are you going to keep me like this.” 
 
    “What do you care? You’re a pervert, so just enjoy yourself.” 
 
    Rude sort of a bitch, but what was I going to do? And, truth, there was still a part of me that liked. Hell, loved it. 
 
    “His dick looks all swollen and red in there.” 
 
    “Take it out. We can put him in it tomorrow. It’s not like he can jack off, right?” 
 
    “You’re right.” 
 
    Then I felt something being pushed into my cock slit. Oh, catheter. Good. I did sort of feel like peeing. 
 
    Then they were done. They turned up the music and left. 
 
    I lay there in the darkness. I was horny. My dick was erect and pointing upwards, glad to be free. They had not put the butt plug back in, and my asshole felt a little…happy. It liked getting used. 
 
    And I wondered what I was going to do. 
 
    I was a prisoner. I had wanted sex, and now I was getting it. More than I ever wanted. 
 
    And what about my wife? Would they just leave me tied up? For her to come home and discover? How would I explain this to my wife? 
 
    The hours passed, and I listened to music. It was sort of pleasant. I fantasized a little, but there was a part of me that was beyond fantasy. What had happened to me this day…that was so far beyond fantasy. 
 
    After an hour the door to my room opened and a woman came in. 
 
    “How you doing, Mr. Numbnuts?” 
 
    “I’m okay.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of my bed and stroked my cock. 
 
    “Catheter working fine?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Are you getting enough sex?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” I think I surprised her. 
 
    “This isn’t the way it works. I get horny, I jack off. This is everybody gets horny and gets off…except for me. 
 
    “Aw, poor boy.” Well, see you in the morning.” 
 
    “Do I get to eat?” 
 
    “Maybe we’ll fix you a salad for lunch. girls have to watch their figures, you know.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was horny, and I was hungry, and I was afraid. 
 
    She let go of my dick and left the room. 
 
      
 
    I slept, and was surprised by that fact. My dick was free, and it was hard, and still I went to sleep. And the next morning I awoke to…stroking. 
 
    “Good morning, sunshine.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Hi.” 
 
    “Don’t be so glum. Today is going to be a wonderful day.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. We’ve two more ladies coming over, and we’re all going to take turns sucking you, and fucking you, and we’re all going to have so much fun. 
 
    And that was what the day was like. Five women, and the woman played with my cock for a while. Two new women tried out my ass, and then they put me back in chastity. 
 
    Then they played with me some more, and took me out of chastity and brought me to the edge, and I spent the whole day moaning and groaning, wishing desperately to cum. 
 
    But I was denied. Quite emphatically. They really wanted to keep me hard and horny. 
 
    The evening came, and I received more and more of the sexual torture. And I loved it, and I was always scared that they were going to do something to me. Harvest my body for body parts? I don’t know. I just know that my heart was pounding with fear, and, at the same time, pounding with lust. 
 
    And the next day was the same. 
 
    They fed me a salad a day, and I was hungry. My dick was purple and dripping, at least that’s what they marveled at, and I realized…one more night. They had trapped me, I had been trapped, on Friday. The rest of Friday, then Saturday, and now Sunday. Ava was due home tomorrow morning. 
 
    Were they going to let me go? Or leave me for my wife to find? 
 
    I didn’t know, one more thing to be scared about. 
 
    And then I slept. Sunday night. A weekend in fantasy…that had turned into nightmare. And yet was, in a way, so satisfying. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Mr. Numbnuts.” One of the women entered my room, turned the music off and said, “It’s been a wonderful weekend, but all good things must come to an end. Come on out when you get brave enough…” and she put a key in my hand. 
 
    Oh my God! The key to my cuffs! 
 
    She walked away, and I put the key into the cuffs and turned it. 
 
    I unlocked the other three cuffs. 
 
    FREE! 
 
    I ripped the blindfold off and blinked. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. 
 
    I could hear voices in the other room. They hadn’t left? Why not? What was going on? 
 
    I was wearing a dress and breast forms. I still had traces of make up on. I might be clean, but I was a mess. 
 
    I ran to the bathroom and scrubbed my face, but there were no towels so I had to let my face drip dry. 
 
    Then I went to my closet…no clothes! 
 
    I opened my dresser drawer…no underwear! 
 
    The only thing in the room was my wife’s clothes, and I could still hear the women chatting. All friendly and happy and…what was I going to do? 
 
    Then a voice called out: “Hey! Numbnuts! Get your butt out here!” And a lot of laughter. 
 
    I walked to the door and cracked it. I could see down the hall, but I couldn’t see around the corner into the dining room, and it sounded like they were sitting at the dining table. 
 
    I tip toed down the hallway. the voices were louder, and they weren’t disguised. But they weren’t loud enough for me to make out who any of the voices belonged to, if I even knew. 
 
    I stood at the corner of the hallway for a long time. 
 
    I listened to the voices laughing, joking, and I wanted to cry. 
 
    I had been eating salads all weekend. Could I run past them? Make it to the front door? 
 
    I had to try. I had to escape. I got ready, and got set, and a woman stepped around the corner. I was face to face with her. She grinned. 
 
    “Sally?” 
 
    “Hi, Brandon. We’ve been waiting for you.” 
 
    She took my hand, and I was so stunned at seeing my wife’s friend there that I couldn’t resist. she pulled me into the dining room. 
 
    “Hi, Brandon!” came the chorus of voices.  
 
    I stared in shock. 
 
    Sally, Brenda, Joyce and Maggie. All close friends of my wife. And…my wife! 
 
    She was sitting at the head of the table, laughing at me. 
 
    They were all laughing at me! 
 
    Yet it wasn’t a cruel laughter, more of a welcoming laughter. 
 
    I stood there in shock, in a dress, with my cock in a cage, and my mouth just opened and stayed opened. 
 
    Sally pushed me to a chair and made me sit. 
 
    The girls all laughed, made remarks, and…and my wife looked at me with the most amused expression. 
 
    “How was your weekend, Brandon?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    “My flight got canceled. Bad weather. I came home an hour later and what did I find…?” 
 
    “That…that was you?” 
 
    “I find my husband dressed like a woman, enjoying himself. Brandon…I never knew you were so kinky. So, naturally I had to call my friends. We’ve had a wonderful weekend, Brandon, and we want to thank you.” 
 
    The girls all murmured their thanks, big grins on their faces. 
 
    “You…was that you fucking…somebody on the first day?” 
 
    “Me and Sally. I have a confession, Brandon, I’m bi. I haven’t been very ‘bi’ lately, because I was married to what I thought was a pretty strait-laced fellow. The kind who would never do anything kinky. But it turns out you aren’t so straight, so I decided to indulge a little.” 
 
    “And you all…you all…” 
 
    “We all fucked your ass. Fucked hell out of it, and it seems that you liked it.” 
 
    I was blushing now, and starting to come down a little bit from the shock of it all. 
 
    “So this whole weekend…it was you and these girls and…” 
 
    “We used you, and abused you, and we had so-o-o much fun. Did you have fun?” 
 
    I was silent, not sure what to say. 
 
    “Brandon? Tell the truth. Did you have fun?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    The girls all laughed and high fived. 
 
    “Excellent. Because we enjoyed it so much that…well, we want to do it again.” 
 
    “Of course, I might not be around, I do have to work, but I’m sure they will manage without me. And, Brandon?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Now I know why you never fucked me much before I went to work. You were saving it for yourself. You selfish, little bastard.” 
 
    “I…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are, and you’ll be sorrier. You see, I have something that you might want.” She touched the gold necklace around her throat. There was a little key on it. 
 
    “Is that the key to my…” 
 
    “Yes. They key to your happiness. And I will use it sparingly. After all, I don’t want one of my friends getting carried away and letting you fuck them. For that matter, I don’t think I’ll let myself get carried away. Your days of squirting willy nilly all over the place are at an end.” 
 
    “But…but, honey…” 
 
    “And, Brandon, there’s one other thing I need to confess…when I travel to the orient I almost always stop in Thailand. You know Thailand? Beautiful women? Men who change into ‘Lady Boys?” 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    “Well, I like to rent a Lady Boy when I’m over there. It turns out that I’ve been a bad girl. I really like to fuck a man with tits. Do you know any men with tits?” 
 
    “Well, no…I…” 
 
    “Or maybe we could get you a set of tits. To go with your nice dresses. I’ve thrown all your male clothes out, by the way.” 
 
    “Ava, I’m sorry, but…” 
 
    “And, last thing on the list…if you want to be abused by my friends anymore you’re going to have to pay them.” 
 
    “Pay them? Like money?” 
 
    “No, more like services.” She turned to the other girls. “Ladies? I’m starting a maid service. Who would like their house cleaned?” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Can you believe Daniel?” I asked my wife as I kicked off my shoes and slid them under the bed.  
 
    Amanda frowned, she didn’t like it when I shoved my shoes under the bed. She wanted everything lined up in the closet.  Then she sighed. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He was wearing girly shoes.” 
 
    “Girly shoes?” 
 
    “Yeah, they looked like…what do you call them? Mary Janes?” 
 
    “Yes, low heeled and black, very comfy. I’m sure Daniel just likes comfortable shoes around the house.” 
 
    “Yeah, but then he got an ear pierced last month. He’s actually got a little stud in his ear!” 
 
    “Lots of men have their ears pierced,” she said, as she wiped her make up off. 
 
    “You should leave your make up on for a while.” 
 
    She gave me a wry glance in the mirror over her make up table. “Why? You have plans?” 
 
    “It’s just…sexier. Gets me all turned on.” 
 
    “And then you want to have your way with me, and…and I’m left to clean up the mess.” 
 
    “What mess?” 
 
    The wet spot in the bed. Then cleaning your sperm out. Then, while you’re sleeping the sleep of the well and truly satisfied, I’m wiping goop off my face. 
 
    My turn to frown. “It’s almost like making love is a chore.” 
 
    “With you…sometimes it is.” 
 
    I took my shirt and pants off and tossed them over the back of a chair. Another thing Amanda doesn’t like. 
 
    I mean, what does it matter if you just take off your clothes and go to bed? Nobody’s going to know if your shoes aren’t lined up or your trousers aren’t hung up! 
 
    Amanda was watching me. She sighed, then turned towards me. “Look, Alan, I’m sorry. That was a low blow. I do like making love to you. I love it. But not all the time.” 
 
    I slanted an eye at her. I wasn’t happy. “You used to.” 
 
    She shook her head slightly. “The truth of the matter is that over the years you’ve turned into a horn dog, and it’s a bit much for me. Add to that, well, you’re a little bit inconsiderate…” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Not putting your clothes up properly, and I noticed that Daniel held Gracie’s chair for her and did other little things that made her feel appreciated…you don’t really make me feel appreciated. 
 
    “So you don’t feel like fulfilling your wifely duties and it’s my fault.” 
 
    “You know that’s not what I meant.” 
 
    “So what did you mean?” 
 
    She sat there for a long minute and regarded me thoughtfully. She started to turn away, then stopped, and looked at me some more. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Okay, Daniel. You want sex? All the sex you could ever dream of?” 
 
    A grin burst out of me.  
 
    “Well, that’s a plain enough answer. And if you want more sex than a sultan in a harem, then you have to do for me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do what Daniel does for Gracie.” 
 
    “And what does Daniel do?” 
 
    Another long moment of silence. Then: “You’re right. Those were Mary Jane’s. Furthermore, you may not have noticed, but he was wearing stockings.” 
 
    “Stockings?” 
 
    “Nylons. Like with garter belts. And, maybe, I don’t know about this, but maybe he wears sweaters because they would hide strap lines, like if he was wearing a bra.” 
 
    My mouth opened and I stared. “No.” 
 
    “You suspected it, you observed the shoes, and the ear ring.” 
 
    “But I grew up with Daniel! We were on the tennis team together. We golf. We watch football!” 
 
    “And play hockey and smoke smelly cigars and high five each other on your rough, tough manliness.” 
 
    I was stunned speechless. 
 
    “So what does this have to do with me getting more sex than, what was it you said? A sultan in a harem?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I walked over to her and she reached through the opening in my boxers. I sighed. This was more like it. 
 
    As she stroked and fondled me she said, “Alan, I married you and you were the most considerate fellow in the world. You bought me flowers, you opened doors, you went over the top to make swooping bows and treat me like a queen. How long has it been since you bought me anything?” 
 
    “So you want flowers?” 
 
    She shook her head, and it was obvious that I was disappointing her. 
 
    “I want my knight in shining armor back. I want that romantic swashbuckler who took my breath away. I want that fellow who took me in his arms and bent me over and kissed me til I was stupid. I don’t want a little boy who I need to pick up after.” 
 
    I was breathing hard. I was listening, but my dick was doing the thinking. 
 
    And she let go. 
 
    “Oh!” I moaned. “Finish me off.” 
 
    She turned back to her table and finished cleaning her face. She didn’t speak. 
 
    We went to bed unhappy that night. 
 
    She was unhappy with me, and I was unhappy and snuck into the bathroom and jacked off. 
 
    Well, what do you expect? Girl takes a guy half way to the moon and you don’t expect him to go the rest of the way? 
 
     
 
    Sunlight through the shades. I yawned and stretched. Felt pretty good, what with my cock being satisfied. Of course it would have been better if Amanda had…but she hadn’t. And a guy has got to do what a— 
 
    Something slapped me in the face. 
 
    “What?” I lifted a bra off my face. 
 
    Amanda was already up, and dressed, and, man, was she dressed! 
 
    She was wearing a yellow dress with criss cross top that revealed low cleavage. And she has a lot of cleavage. She had on high heeled sandals, straps criss crossed up her calves. And she had on full make up. Her face was perfect, her eyes were smokey with green emeralds flashing in them, her lips were a dark, wet pink. Immediately made me think of a blow job. 
 
    “Wow! You look good. But what’s this?” I held up the bra. 
 
    “You will wear that bra today.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “You will. You wear that bra today, and I look like this, and tonight I will play with you for a full hour. You’re not going to cum, you haven’t earned that, yet. But I will definitely show you what you’re missing. 
 
    Now, I had just jacked off the night before. But I was hard again! I mean, my wife has a pale complexion, dark, dark hair, green eyes, and a body that is tight, bountiful, sexy, and drives me crazy to just look at. 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “And you won’t get any if you don’t wear that bra.” She paused, and I could feel the other shoe about to drop. “Or you can go flush your seed down the toilet.” 
 
    I immediately felt guilty. I mean, I shouldn’t, jacking off is man’s right, right? 
 
    “Well, forget it.” 
 
    “Okay, bozo. You asked for it.” 
 
    She walked out of the room. 
 
    I got up and got dressed slowly. I kept looking at the stupid bra. I mean, what was up with my wife? Asking me to do such a thing. I don’t care if Daniel is less than a man, but as for me…well, I was above that sissy stuff. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I walked into the kitchen. Amanda was at the stove. “Man, what smells so good?” 
 
    “Oh, just a little something I whipped up. Sit down and I’ll serve your majesty.” 
 
    Ha! Your majesty. She was already starting to crumble, to realize how she had mistreated me. 
 
    I sat down and a moment later she plopped a bowl of mush on the table in front of me. There was a pat of butter on top, a skinny, little slice of yellow, and no honey. The mush had spilled over the edge of the bowl and a spoon stuck up and it looked, well, unappetizing. 
 
    She placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of herself. The bacon juicy and dripping, and lots of it. The eggs over hard, golden yellow and…if eggs could smile they were grinning. And a big glass of orange juice. And a side plate of hashed browns, sliced fresh, cooked to a. brown crust and…and I stared. 
 
    “What gives?” 
 
    “What?” she asked, placing a piece of bacon between her white teeth and severing it neatly. 
 
    “What gives with this mush for me and feast for you?” 
 
    “Well, I’m eating the kind of meal queens eat. Queens who are appreciated by their subjects. You’re eating the kind of meal a peasant eats, a peasant who doesn’t appreciate their queen.” 
 
    “Har de har har.” I grumbled. And then, I took a spoonful of that bland mess and put it in my mouth and remembered why God had invented honey. I mean, it was tasteless and gloppy and stuck in my throat. 
 
    I looked at Amanda. 
 
    She smiled, stretched out her hand and dropped the other half of that juicy bit of bacon on the floor. “Oops, did the queen leave a bit of forage for her subjects?” 
 
    I shook my head. Sometimes wives can be bitches. you know? 
 
    I sat there and watched for a long minute. Then I stood up and deposited the oatmeal in the garbage can. 
 
    “Ungrateful peasant,” she murmured. 
 
    “Har de har, baby.” 
 
    I grabbed the keys and went out the door. Down to Sammy’s coffee shop. I had a breakfast, and it did not satisfy me. 
 
    Well, how could it? I was fighting with my wife! And fights with wives always make a guy feel cruddy. 
 
    I returned home and stopped the car outside the house. 
 
    Amanda was washing her car. She had moved her car to take up the whole driveway, had a couple of buckets of suds out, and was scrubbing away. While wearing her skimpiest bikini. Red, not much more than a pair of band aids and a cork.She waved cheerfully at me. 
 
    I parked in the street and walked up the driveway. 
 
    “What do you mean dressing like this! You’re not at the beach! And that’s even a little risqué for the beach!” 
 
    “Oh, this old thing? She aimed the hose at the windshield.  
 
    “That old thing,” I was pissed. 
 
    She put the hose down and leaned over the windshield to scrub with a soapy sponge. Her big breasts were smushed up against the window, and they were…they were big! 
 
    “Well, my other bikinis were in the wash…” swim clothes in the wash? Now that was ridiculous. “And my car was very dirty, and none of the neighbors seem to mind what I wear.” 
 
    I looked around. Old William Jansen, ‘Old Pot Belly’ I refer to him when he’s not around, was watering his lawn. His eyes were staring at us, at my wife, and the ground he was watering was turning into a swimming hole. 
 
    Then the mailman sauntered up the walk. Walking slower and slower, his eyes glued to my wife’s fantabulous body. He almost fell over a bush. 
 
    Even a kid in the street was riding his bike around in circles, his eyes pivoting around and around, staring at my wife’s big bosoms. 
 
    “It’s too bad I don’t have a manly man, you know the kind, who wears bras? To wash my car. Why, then I would have time to fix feasts for breakfast, and make sure my make up is done right.” 
 
    “I am a manly man!” I gritted my teeth. 
 
    “No. You’re more of an ungrateful peasant. A lout.” She stepped back from the car and put her hands on her hips. It was a pose, with her breasts thrust out and her sexy hips cocked. I could hear Old Pot Belly gasp all the way across the street. “You’re the kind of backwater trash that never gets to enter the queen’s castle.” And she actually drew a hand up one leg, over her pussy and under her breast and to the side. 
 
    “Oh, God. Even as I fumed my dick was pounding and throbbing. Such a blatant and over the top sexual attitude. We were obviously going to have to have a long talk. 
 
    Then she turned the knife, “You’re dismissed, lout.” 
 
    There was nothing else I could do. I turned and walked into the house. Through the kitchen, with the dishes all put away and no trace. of bacon on the floor. Into the front room. I turned on the TV and watched a football game…without seeing a thing. 
 
    Then I stood up and returned to the kitchen. I opened the fridge and reached for a beer…THE BEER WAS GONE! 
 
    I went out to the driveway. “Where’s the beer?” I asked sullenly.  
 
    “I put it on the patio. There wasn’t enough room in the fridge.” 
 
    I went back into the house, stormed out onto the patio, and there were my suds, sitting on top of the barbecue pit getting warm. 
 
    Fuck! Warm beer is for idiots! 
 
    I plucked a can out of the six pack and walked back into the house. I took off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. I sat on the sofa and put my feet on the coffee table and opened the beer and stared at the TV. 
 
    Millionaires were making touchdowns and interceptions and convicts were running across the field blowing whistles…and I didn’t see a thing. 
 
    I was fuming. 
 
    I drank my beer, and hated it, and hated the stupid game, and… 
 
    And Amanda entered through the front door, walked between me and the TV, “Hi, little boy,” and sashayed down to our bedroom. 
 
    I tried not to look as her breasts swayed and bounced. I tried not to look as her ass moving back and forth suggestively. I tried to ignore her, but my dick wouldn’t. 
 
    Fucking dick. Here I am, pissed off beyond belief, and my dick is standing up like a flagpole at a military base! 
 
    And it was throbbing and pulsing. And I had just cum the night before and I felt like I needed to cum again. Right now. I stroked it, and realized what I was doing and let it go. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    I stood up and walked down the hallway. I was going to have this out with Amanda right now. I walked into the bedroom, my mouth opened and ready to lay down the law, and I stopped. Froze. Couldn’t move. 
 
    She was laying on the bed, naked, plunging a dildo into her snatch. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking at me through half lidded eyes. “I needed this.” 
 
    She twisted the thing into herself, she stirred it, she pulled it out and jammed it in. 
 
    She was juicy. I expected a spray of droplets to fly out. She was moaning. 
 
    My mouth was open, and I closed it. 
 
    She was getting close, I could tell by the way her hips were writhing. 
 
    I automatically reached into my pants and began stroking myself. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…OOOH!” She crested, almost violently, her hips tilting in spasms, her hand jamming the dildo in hard, then it was over. 
 
    She lay there for a moment, coming back to herself, or maybe coming back to the real world, and then she tossed the dildo on the floor and got out of bed. 
 
    She looked at me, standing like a lovestruck little boy, my hand working furiously. She sneered happily. “Too bad you don’t have a queen to help you out with that.” 
 
    She walked into the bathroom and I heard the sound of the shower. 
 
    I couldn’t cum. I just kept beating and beating, and nothing came out. 
 
    Amanda stepped out of the shower and dried herself off. I stared at her long legs, so perfectly sculpted. I studied how her boobs moved, and shimmied, and taunted me. 
 
    She came out of the bathroom and didn’t even glance at me. “Still here, eh.” 
 
    She sat down at her make up table and began making herself up. 
 
    I kept beating for a while, then I stopped. I felt sort of foolish, standing in the room and trying to jack off while my wife ignored me. And probably thought I was a doofus. 
 
    “Amanda,” I said, my voice sounding a little husky. “We have to have a discussion.” 
 
    “You may talk if you wish,” she said, “But I am not granting audiences this day.” 
 
    Not granting audiences? Fucking bullshit! “Listen, this has to stop. You can’t go exposing yourself to the neighbors. And beer tastes shitty when it’s warm. Furthermore, that bit with breakfast…and…” blah, blah, blah. I ranted and I raved. I laid the law down. I told her how life was supposed to be and, godddamn it, it was going to be that way. 
 
    She finished her make up and slithered into a slinky dress. A stretchy thing that clung to her boobs and actually showed her erect nipples through the material. 
 
    “You’re not wearing that.” 
 
    She rolled up some thigh hugger nylons, then stepped into her black, high heels. I could see her red toes peeking out from the cut off toes. 
 
    She shook herself, which caused an earthquake in her bosom, then walked past me. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “To the mall.” 
 
    I ran past her and stood in front of the door. “You’re not leaving this house like that!” 
 
    She opened her purse and took out her cell phone. She opened the contacts and pointed at a number. “This is our lawyer’s number. If you do one thing to impede my royal life I will press this contact.” 
 
    We stood for a long minute. Me breathing hard. Her waiting, confident.  
 
    I stepped aside. Simply, I knew she meant it, and I loved my wife too much. 
 
    She stepped through the door and went to her fresh washed car, started it up and zipped down the street. A minute later I got a text. 
 
      
 
    Put on the bra and this stops. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
     
 
    Usually Saturday is hit the yard sales day, or go out with friends day, or just hop in the car and go day. Today it was I was left all alone in my juices to stew day. 
 
    I watched the TV for a while, and didn’t really watch it, then I decided to mow the lawn. 
 
    I don’t usually like to mow the lawn. Grass gets everywhere and I have to wash the trimmings off me, but I had nothing else to do, no wife to hang with, so…why not? 
 
    I walked back and forth, pushing the rusty old thing, and vowing to buy a power mower, when my wife’s car pulled into the driveway. 
 
    “Hi, honey. Lawn looks good.” 
 
    Oh, shit, did I subconsciously do something she wanted done? 
 
    Then Daniel and Gracie got out of the car. Fuck. I sure didn’t feel like visitors in my mood. Especially now that I knew Daniel was…a sissy. 
 
    Damn! One of my best friends! And he prances around wearing women’s underwear. 
 
    I finished the lawn, walked through the house, they were chatting in the living room, no chance to turn the game back on, and into the shower. 
 
    Rub a dub dub, scrub scrub scrub. I hoped out, felt fresher, got dressed and sauntered back to the living room. They were still talking up a storm, so I went to the garage, I had put the beer in the garage fridge, and got myself a cool one. 
 
    Oh, baby. I needed this. I went out to the patio and popped the top and sucked some suds. 
 
    I lay down on the lounger and just tried to unwind. Man, she really had me upset. Well, nothing a good bit of brewski wouldn’t fix. 
 
    “Hey, Alan.” 
 
    “Hi, Daniel.” 
 
    He was a sissy, but we had been friends so long, and I actually felt a bit of comfort. A friendly voice in the wilderness. Even if it was a soft and tender and emasculated voice. 
 
    “Beer’s in the garage fridge.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    A moment later he was back, and he sat on the lounger next to me. 
 
    I got up, turned on some music, and sat down again. Ahhh. this is the life. 
 
    “She’s going to win, you know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ll shut up if you want, but I went through what you’re going through. I lasted a couple of days, but then I caved.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a while, and I finally looked at him. He was wearing that stupid gold stud in his ear. A round, golden ball. I wondered if he put on his wife’s fancy earrings when he was at home. 
 
    “What did you want to ask me?”  
 
    I grunted. Of course he would know I would be curious. After all, he was my friend, and he had changed, and…why? “Did that piercing hurt?” 
 
    “Nope. Probably do the other ear next time I’m at the mall.” 
 
    My turn not to say something for a while. 
 
    I glanced at him. He was wearing those Mary Jane shoes. And I could see the nylons. And…darned if he wasn’t wearing female slacks. No pockets, and the zipper was on the side. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Go on, ask me.” 
 
    “So you’re wearing women’s underwear.” 
 
    “Bra and panties, garter belt, and a chastity tube.” 
 
    “A what?? 
 
    “A chastity tube. It goes over the cock and—“ 
 
    “I know what it does. But why?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Well, at first I just wanted an end to the hostilities. I love Gracie, and she wasn’t treating me mean or anything, just not touching me, or…or making love. She’d talk about needing a ‘Female Led Relationship’ every once in a while. And she kept telling me to ‘man up.’” 
 
    I snorted. “Man up? Like it’s manly to wear a bra?” 
 
    “I didn’t think so, at first. But when I started wearing one I found myself getting harder and harder, and all the time. And that’s when it started getting good. The sex, I mean. She was honestly turned on by me wearing a bra. And then, it just sort of evolved from there.” 
 
    “So…do you wear…other stuff?” 
 
    “I do. At home I sort of go day by day. Sometimes I wear manly stuff, but mostly I wear female underwear, and sometimes dresses and things. She’s teaching me how to do make up.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I mumbled. 
 
    I turned to him, about to say something, but couldn’t figure out what. I stood up. “You want another beer?” 
 
    “Just one.” 
 
    I cocked my head. 
 
    He explained, “Gracie doesn’t like it when I drink too much.” 
 
    I shook my head, yet again, and went for the garage. The beer was getting colder, and I handed him one and popped my own. I sat down. 
 
    “So your wife controls how much you drink. What else does she control?” 
 
    “Pretty much everything. Oh, I have latitude. She pays attention to me, especially when I complain. She pays more attention to me now than when I was…you know.” 
 
    “A man.” 
 
    He nodded. Yet it wasn’t a glum nod of defeat. It was the nod of a man who was somehow satisfied with himself. Fucking weird. 
 
    “She listens to me, even changes her mind, but I have to be very persuasive. You see…we’ve reached a point where we realize…I realize, that she’s almost always right.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    We sat and drank some more beer, and I thought about what he was saying. And I thought how sneaky it was to put Daniel up to this. Amanda knew how much we were like brothers, and if I listened to anybody, it would probably be him. 
 
    And then I wondered how much I actually listened to my wife. 
 
    I tell ya, when she pointed to our lawyer’s contact that was a real eye opener. 
 
    Had I driven her to that point? 
 
    Sure, I could fault her, she changed, it was her perversion that was driving this, but somehow that didn’t seem right. Or fair. Like the old Buddha saying: Changes comes from within. Had I caused this situation myself? 
 
    “There’s one other thing I need to tell you.” 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Gracie said I had to do this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He took out a tube of lipstick and began painting his lips.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Watching Daniel put on red lipstick weirded me out. Freaked me out. But, ultimately, that was the catalyst that changed me. 
 
    My best friend from forever, and he was putting on red lipstick. 
 
    I had stared at him, I had wanted to get up and run away, but I hadn’t had to. He finished painting his lips, smacked once, then stood up. 
 
    “See ya, Alan.” then he walked out, and a minute later I heard the front door close. 
 
    A minute later Amanda came out with two beers. She popped one and handed it to me, then popped the other for herself. She sat down in the lounge chair Daniel had been in and didn’t say a word. 
 
    I finally looked at her. 
 
    She was perfect. Absolutely stunning. Everything about her was sexy. 
 
    I was getting horny. 
 
    When did we stop with the ‘doing it like bunnies?’ We got married, and things were good, but then.…and now she was asking me to wear a bra. Weird. 
 
    Yet, men do strange things for women. They buy cars and houses for them, they give them money. But…wear a bra. 
 
    She smiled at me. Took a sip. I stared at the imprint of her lips on the can. I wanted to kiss her. I was so desperate for sex I would have licked her lip print off the can.  
 
    I had squirted the night before, but I was a horn dog. Always had been…always would be. So what would it hurt if I put on a bra. 
 
    “You’ll laugh at me.” 
 
    She shook her head.  
 
    “”What do you get out of this?” 
 
    She turned her face to me. “Besides a man who actually listens to me? Does something that no other man can do?”               
 
    Not much I could say to that. 
 
    “I’ll tell you something, honey. Something that surprised me. The idea of you wearing a bra is…exciting. It’s a step in a direction we’ve never gone. And there’s a sense of power in it. When you used to work at the company, you were in charge of people, didn’t it turn you on?” 
 
    “No. But I understand what you mean. The sense of power can be pretty delicious.” 
 
    “Sex is power. So getting you to do something that gives me power turns me on. It makes me horny.” 
 
    I leaned back. Horny is power. Couldn’t argue with that. But how much was I giving up here? 
 
    “So if I did something like this…wearing a bra thing…where does it stop?” 
 
    “Wherever you want it to. But you’ve talked to Daniel. Does it sound like he wants it to stop?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So, I ask you, what does it matter where it goes? You do this for me you make me horny. You’re going to be getting more sex than you thought possible. It might not be the kind of sex you expected, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What does it matter,” she countered. “You want sex…that’s the key. Want another beer.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She went to the garage and got two more brewskis. Again, she popped the top, handed one to me. 
 
    “Are you getting me drunk?” 
 
    “I’m getting you amenable. Do you like it? Me waiting on you hand and foot?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “You guess,” she smirked, then grew serious. “You’ve worked in a big company, had the reins, bossed people around. You’ve had power. I haven’t, and I want it. I want somebody to treat me like a queen, to make me wet with power, so wet I could slide down the street instead of walking. 
 
    I grunted. It was a funny image. 
 
    Silence for a while. 
 
    Peaceful. 
 
    The dominoes falling over in my head. 
 
    Wear a bra. Maybe other stuff. I didn’t want to end up like Daniel. But…what had Daniel experienced that kept him going? Getting more and more perverted? More and more sissy? 
 
    “I’d be a sissy.” 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “Wearing women’s clothes.” 
 
    She shrugged. “If you don’t like it, stop it.” 
 
    More silence. Then, the tree falling in the forest. “Okay.” 
 
     
 
    I don’t know what I expected, but she just nodded her head. 
 
    “How do I do this?” 
 
    I think you should just go get into your shorts…no, wear nothing, and the bra. You can stuff the bra if you want. Or not. Then simply come back out here and have a seat. I’m going to go make you a drink. A real drink, and it’ll be waiting for you. You come back, you don’t even have to look at me, I won’t look at you, but your drink will be waiting. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I sat there for a long minute, then I got up and walked back into the house. 
 
    I found the bra on the chair where I usually threw my pants. I picked it up and looked at it. It hung in my hand like white strands of spaghetti. Yikes. 
 
    I took off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I wasn’t one of these big muscular guys. I had a slender body, but not girlish. Okay, Here goes nothing. 
 
    I figured out how to fasten it, then turned it around my body, like I had seen my wife do, and pulled the straps up over my shoulders. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. There it was. A man with a bra. The cups hung slack. They needed something to fill them. 
 
    I stood there for a long time. just thinking about it, then I gave a mental shrug. I had a pack of rubbers in my side table drawer. Never used them, and they would work perfectly. 
 
    I grabbed two and went into the kitchen. I put the end of one over the mouth of the faucet and started filling it. I tried to estimate the amount of water it would take to fill one of my wife’s large cups. I tied it off and did the other one, and tried to make them the same size. Then I slipped them into the bra. 
 
    I went back into the bedroom and looked at the mirror. Holy fuck. I might not be a woman, but there was a definite feminine suggestion to my figure. 
 
    I walked back to the dining room, stood for a moment staring at my wife. Her back was to me. There was a tall glass on the small table between loungers. I gave a small sigh, here goes nothing, and went out and sat down on the lounger. 
 
    My wife didn’t look at me. She had her eyes closed and she didn’t even open them. “Have a drink. It’s been a while, I can go get fresh ice cubes if you want.” 
 
    “This is fine,” I said. I picked up the drink. I had spent a lot of time putting on the bra, and the cubes were melted and the outside of the glass was wet with perspiration. I took a big, long drink. 
 
    Mmm. Bourbon and Coke. Nectar of the Gods. I put the glass down and sat there and looked out at the world. 
 
    Everything was the same. Same old trees. Same old bushes and fences. Same old lawn. 
 
    Different me. 
 
    I was the same, but drastically different. My mind was actually percolating, not knowing how or what to think. I was freaking myself out. 
 
    “How’s it feel,” Amanda asked, her eyes still closed. 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know how to answer that. Weird, of course, there’s weight on my chest, and my shoulders. I put water filled condoms in them and they bounced a little. Do you want to see?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Then take a look.” 
 
    Amanda sighed. A very sexual and pronounced sigh, then she opened her eyes and slowly turned her head towards me. Her eyes grew larger, she drank me in. “Oh, my God. You are so fucking sexy.” 
 
    My face was red, everything felt surreal, and I said, “I don’t see how.” 
 
    Suddenly she was leaning forward, turned towards me, and her hands started to reach out. She stopped them. “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She reached forward and placed her hands on my boobs. I couldn’t feel much, just a bit of a wiggly wave, but she felt something. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” her eyes were large and she licked her lips. “Was your dick standing up the whole time?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “Fuck…” 
 
    Then she leaned forward and began blowing me. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos Xristo in a dress without underwear,” I quipped. 
 
    She didn’t giggle. She was intent on my dick. 
 
    I felt her mouth rimming the edge of my head, her hands went up and down the shaft. My balls felt big and tight. 
 
    She stood up and threw a leg over me. She was fully clothed, so there was no penetration, but my dick surged against the material of her panties, and I could feel her slit. 
 
    “I’m so fucking wet,” she whispered, then she had my face in her hands and was kissing me. Her lips searched out mine, licked them, pressed until we were as if attached by lips. 
 
    My cock was really throbbing now. 
 
    Without breaking the kiss she lowered her hands to my boobs. She hefted them, squeezed them, and kept pressing her mouth on mine. Her tongue darted, she was halfway down my throat with her tongue. She was writhing on my lap, fucking me through her panties. 
 
    She stopped and sat back. She was breathing like she had run a marathon, and staring at me as if she was seeing me for the very first time. 
 
    Then she kissed me again. Longer, harder, more passionate. 
 
    I was almost overwhelmed by the ferocity of her sex. We had been passionate before but not like this. 
 
    She backed off again. She stood up and shoved the little table out from between our lounge chairs. It skidded over the patio with a screek. 
 
    She pushed our chairs together, then walked away.  
 
    I didn’t move. I breathless with horniness. My cock was harder than a metal pipe. It kept throbbing and throbbing. 
 
    A minute later she came back out, with two drinks. 
 
    “You’re going to whiskey?” I asked. 
 
    “Baby, this is too much for me. I’ve never felt like this.” She sat down next to me, and we watched the world. Sipping our drinks. She put her hand on my cock and rubbed the head gently. 
 
    After five minutes she rolled over and kissed me again, and felt my tits. She broke, and was out of breath. She sat back and rubbed my cock again. She said, “You came last night, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Nasty boy. Please don’t do that again. I need this cock hot for me. I need these nuts full of semen.” 
 
    “So when am I going to squirt?” 
 
    “There’s two answers to that. Actually, several answers, but we’ll start with two. First, when I want you to. Second, when you are so fucking out of your head that you can’t stand it.” 
 
    It was electrifying, what she said. I felt like a lightening bolt was shooting up inside my chest. 
 
    “I thought you were going to fuck me.” 
 
    “I am fucking you. This is foreplay. We’re going to spend a long time doing foreplay. Are you liking the foreplay.” 
 
    I gulped. “Yes.” 
 
    “Good.” She rolled all the way over and sat on me again. Again my dick was pressed against her cooch, but kept back by the material of her panties. “Honey, I love you. I want to please you. And, I have to tell you, pleasing you in this way is pleasing me. When I finally do let you squirt you are going to cum so hard you’ll think your toes are going to fall off.” 
 
    I was smiling then. 
 
    “Want to go to bed?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Want to make out all afternoon? Get hard and horny like you did when we first got married?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    So we went into the house and rolled in the hay, the hay being our big bed, all afternoon. By the time dinner rolled around I felt like an electrical wire that had been touched to a bathtub full of water. 
 
      
 
    We had dinner, and it was the most sexual dinner I ever had. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her hands off me. She would feed me every once in a while. And I, clad only in a bra, loved it. And my dick was jerking and throbbing and started to leak. 
 
    Then we made out all evening. 
 
    Somewhere around midnight Amanda went to sleep. By then I was reduced to a puddle of horniness. I was begging her to let me cum. But she refused. And I loved it. In fact, I craved it. 
 
    I lay there in the dark, her curled up against my side. I was still wearing the boobs. I was totally wired. In that silent moment I think I realized that I was hooked, that she had hooked me. And never a happier fish there was. 
 
      
 
    The next morning she stretched and grinned and turned to me. 
 
    I had managed to fall asleep, but awoke with an immense case of hard on. 
 
    “Get me off,” she whispered into my ear, and then she was kissing me. 
 
    Oh, God, I wanted to fuck her, but she shook her head and said, “With your mouth, with your fingers. Make me pop.” 
 
    “But I need to pop.” 
 
    “You need to store up more juices before we let you pop.” 
 
    I rolled over, pushed her down, and moved down her body. She spread her legs and I was face to face with my favorite part of the female anatomy. I licked her snatch and began to chew on it. Funny, the inner lips of her labia were perfectly suited to kissing. They were like the lips on her face, but I was able to suck them, and twist them, and she moaned and groaned as I did so. 
 
    My tongue licked her, I sucked on her clitoris, and she groaned and writhed and pushed her pussy harder into my face. 
 
    I put a finger in her and began rimming her. I circled that finger like I was stirring a pot, and she gasped and cried out. Then she was bucking, trying to fuck my one lone digit. So I put two fingers in her and began to rub, looking for her G-spot. 
 
    “Oh…oh, yes. Do me.” 
 
    I worked my hand back and forth, knuckled her pussy, sank my fingers in again, and she began to cum. 
 
    “Fu…fu…gah…” Her eyes rolled back in the sockets and her pelvis kept lurching forward. For maybe a half a minute she groaned and ground her pussy on my hand, then it crested and she came down. 
 
    “Oh, man. Lover, you are the best.” She kissed my cheek. 
 
    I looked at my lap. Mr. Happy was saluting the stars. 
 
    She giggled. “Enjoy this moment. Enjoy a new way of having sex. And get dressed. Here, I’ve got a couple of things for you to think about.” 
 
    She hopped out of bed and disappeared into her closet. She came out with panties and a garter belt. The look in her eyes was downright horny and evil. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered. 
 
    “You can wear them under your manly clothes. To the world you are a stud. That’s what they think a stud is, a pair of jeans and some tennis shoes. But you and I know different. Jeans don’t make you erect like a rocket ship. All day long you will be feeling the nylon rubbing. You will feel the bra under your sweat shirt. And while the world is filled with false ideas of manhood, we will know who is the brave one, the one with the big pecker in his pants. 
 
    The day before I never would have considered doing this, but I had been changed. I took the condoms out of my bra, stepped into panties, and then the garter, and then Amanda helped me roll nylons up my legs. 
 
    My God! The sheer sexuality of it! Now I knew why women liked nylons. In fact, I suspected some women had orgasms just from putting the things on. 
 
    Then I slipped into my jeans and athletic shoes. My jeans were long, and unless I made an effort, nobody could see the nylons underneath. 
 
    I pulled on a sweat shirt and inspected myself in the mirror. Manly Alan. And a sissy under the clothes. 
 
    Was I a sissy? I didn’t feel like it. I was hard and horny, and what do sissys feel? 
 
    Amanda finished getting dressed, and she was wearing a pair of shorts and a sweat shirt cut off mid waist. Her tits pushed the sweat shirt cotton material out, and it made a guy want to get down and look up, to see the mammoth globes under the material. 
 
    Then she made herself up. Sexy. Dark pink, electric, moist. Heysoos, I wanted to cum just from looking at her. 
 
    She brushed her hair back, grinned at me, and we went out to the car. 
 
    We drove to the mall and sauntered past the shops, and people stared at Amanda. They wanted her, but I had her. She grinned at me conspiratorially. 
 
    Under my jeans my cock was creating an eternal bulge. Every once in a while she would turn and brush her hand against my front. And once she stopped and hugged me, and whispered in my ear. “Nobody knows your secret. Doesn’t it make you feel powerful?” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. 
 
    We went into a dress shop. Normally I found it boring when Amanda went clothes shopping. But now it wasn’t boring. In fact, the whole world was exciting. 
 
    “What do you think about this?” She held a pink dress up to her front and turned this way and that. 
 
    “It’s beautiful.” 
 
    Then she blew me out, speaking just low enough so that only I could hear her. “And how would it look on you.” 
 
    Man, I turned eight shades of red, and she laughed and spun around and hung the dress up. 
 
    She took me into a wig shop and tried on wigs. Then she looked at me, and at a wig, then at me, and said, “Hmmm?” 
 
    Again, I was red. She said, “Remember these dresses and things. We can order you stuff off the internet. Nobody will know how manly you are. Or how womanly.” 
 
    We went into a shoe store and she tried on various high heels, asked me about them, and grinned suggestively as she imagined me wearing them. 
 
    “Young man, could you get that box down for me?” 
 
    It was a middle aged woman, short, and I reached up on the shelf and grabbed the box. I brought it down and turned to her, and she was looking at my ankles. 
 
    Oh, fuck! She had seen my nylons. 
 
    Yet she didn’t say anything. Simply took the box, thanked me, looked at Amanda with a smile and  went to a chair to try the shoes on. 
 
    “She saw my nylons,” I whispered, all panicky, to Amanda. 
 
    “Uh, oh. Is she calling the cops?” 
 
    I blinked and looked at the lady, then realized that Amanda was pulling my leg. My nylon clad leg. I looked at her ruefully. “Sorry. It’s just, I…” 
 
    “Shush now, Mr Big Dick. You are doing fine. More than fine. And we’re getting some great ideas here, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    The ‘yes ma’am’ slipped out, but it was natural. 
 
    “Ooh, I like that. Use it more.” 
 
    I grinned sheepishly. “Okay. Yes…ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, if you keep saying that I’m going to grab my crotch and diddle myself off right here.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    We both laughed, and she put a hand around my neck, brought me down to her level and smooched me a good one. 
 
    She stopped at a make up counter and asked my opinion on colors and shades. When the counter girl was turned around to get a product she blew a kiss at me, and lifted a tube of lipstick and looked at my lips. 
 
    Talk about red. I almost didn’t survive that one. 
 
    Finally, hours later, mid afternoon, I was ready to drop. I wasn’t used to walking so long on those hard floors. 
 
    “We’ll have to toughen you up, Mr. Man,” Amanda giggled, and we walked back to the car. 
 
      
 
    Back home she fixed me a drink and we sat in the living room and talked. 
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself?” 
 
    “I actually did.” 
 
    “So you love to go shopping for women’s things.” then she laughed. “You get red so easily.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I do. 
 
    “Would you like a little fashion show?” 
 
    “Sure.” Normally I wouldn’t, but I had helped pick out the clothes so I had a vested interest. 
 
    She went and changed and sauntered out in a blouse, nothing else. Her breasts were jutting the material out and her nipples were fully erect. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “Heysoos. My God. You are incredible.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll bet you say that to all the sex goddesses.” 
 
    “Only the ones who look as good as you.” 
 
    She twirled around. I could see her trimmed bush, and my cock, which had been erect all day, was even more erect. 
 
    “It’s even better than when you were in the store.” 
 
    “Oh, really. Maybe I should model all my clothes like this. Without panties.” 
 
    “Come here,” I growled. 
 
    “Oh, please, Mr. Man,” she pranced over to me. “Don’t hurt me.” 
 
    “I’ll hurt you.” I sucked her boobs right through the blouse as I injected a finger into her snatch. 
 
    She humped my hand for a long minute, then pushed away, breathless. She looked at me. “Are you ready for some adventure?” 
 
    I was not. I didn’t think I was, but I asked, “What kind of adventure?” 
 
    “Adventure that only you and I can do, in our own house, by ourselves.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was like a bug frozen. 
 
    “Come on,” she took my hand and pulled me. She led me through the house and into the bedroom. “Take off your jeans, put your boobs in and put this blouse on. She took off her blouse and handed it to me. 
 
    I felt like I was outside my body. I felt like somebody else was moving my body for me. 
 
    I took off my jeans. My cock pressed outward. I took off my shirt and put the water filled condoms back in. I put on her blouse. 
 
    “It’s inside out,” I blurted. 
 
    Amanda laughed. “Buttons are backwards from men styles. That’s all.” 
 
    Sheepishly, I buttoned up, and my chest was now thrusting forth. 
 
    “Here, put these on.” She handed me a pair of black pants. Female pants, the zipper up the butt. 
 
    “It won’t fit.” 
 
    “They’re stretch.” 
 
    “Oh, my god.” I whispered. I sat down on the bed and pulled the pants up. They were tight, but delightfully so. Amanda helped me pull up the zipper. 
 
    The pants were short, leaving lots of nylon clad ankle visible. She handed me a pair of high heels. 
 
    I looked at them. “Really?” 
 
    “It’ll give your calves definition and make your butt stand out.” 
 
    “That’s what I need, baby’s got back.” 
 
    She giggled and helped me into the high heels. 
 
    I took a step and almost twisted my ankle. “You’ve got to be kidding.” 
 
    “Teen age girls can walk in these, so can you.” 
 
    So we practiced. And I got a look at myself in the hall mirror. I stopped. I did have a feminine body, but I also had male angles. 
 
    Amanda knew what I was thinking. “A tummy shaper, or, better yet, a padded corset, and you’ll look totally feminine.” 
 
    “Except for the head.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. The silence was deafening. 
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    She shrugged. “I can fix your face. Up to you.” 
 
    “I think I need a drink.” 
 
    “A little courage, eh?” 
 
    “A lot of courage.” 
 
    “Fortunately, I’m not averse to that. Come on.” 
 
    We walked through the house to the kitchen and she mixed a drink. She handed it to me. 
 
    I sipped. I said, “What’s happening to me?” 
 
    “You’re having fun.” 
 
    I nodded. “Unfortunately, I think you’re right.” 
 
    “Unfortunately?” 
 
    “Okay, bad choice of words. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But nothing. I’m just…sort of flabbergasted.” 
 
    “Flabbergasted, but beautiful.” She kissed me, a long kiss, and she felt my cock. Beautiful and sexy. “Now this is what a real man should be like.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She knew what I was talking about. She took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. She sat me down in a chair next to her make up table. She looked me squarely in the eye. 
 
    “Honey, I know it’s your first real day playing like this, but I want to go whole hog.” 
 
    “Whole hog being?” 
 
    “Make up, nails. I’ve even got my old wig.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” I breathed. “I don’t know. I mean, yesterday I was a guy. Now…” 
 
    “Now you’re still a guy, a sexy guy, a guy who’s sexier than any other guy I know.” 
 
    “Even Daniel?” 
 
    She snorted. “It took Gracie six months to get Daniel to where you’re at now. And it’ll take six more months to get him to where you could be in an hour. You’re the man, Alan. There’s no doubt there.” 
 
    Her words made me proud. 
 
    “Are you having fun?” 
 
    “You know I am.” 
 
    “How much fun can you have?” 
 
    That was the question, wasn’t it? I nodded. “I can have all the fun you give me.” 
 
    She smiled, and I could tell she was instantly breathless. “Okay, lover, it’s time to take off the gloves.” 
 
    She sent me into the shower with some Nair. 20 minutes later I came out, my body as bald as a baby’s butt. 
 
    “Sex-y!” blurted Amanda, sitting me down at her table. 
 
    Then she cleaned my hands up, then picked out fake finger nails. She had a big collection, and she grinned evilly and pulled out some long, sharp ones. “These are called stilettos. You’re going to love them. 
 
    She pressed them on, then began painting them. “I assume you’re going to want the reddest red possible.”  
 
    “Oh, Lord,” I said. My dick was bobbing furiously. 
 
    Then she had me put my feet up and did my toenails. With short stilettos.  
 
    “Got to be careful with these. I’ll help you put on your nylons.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I stared at my hands. Thick coats of luxurious, shiny red. They made my hands look slender, and like claws. 
 
    Then I stared at my feet. God. How sexy. 
 
    Then she went to work on my face. She plucked my eyebrows a bit, lightly, so I wouldn’t look too feminine when I went into the outside world. 
 
    “This is cleanser,” she explained. We have to make sure your pores are able to breath. Then she went through the other steps necessary to a beautiful face. Foundation, blush, the whole nine yards. 
 
    I washed my complexion change in the mirror. I was transforming before my very eyes. 
 
    She colored my eyes and lengthened my lashes. She was focused on what she was doing, and I was focused on her. I had nobody else to stare at, and I found it incredibly exotic to stare at her face while she made me up. Then she put lipstick on me. Red, to match my nails, and my cock was throbbing and dripping. 
 
    She patted my dick and giggled, “Down, boy.” 
 
    “Not much of a chance of that happening,” I said, watching my red lips move in the mirror. 
 
    “I’m going to pierce your ears now.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “A needle, some alcohol, I’ve done it before.” 
 
    Working carefully, she eyed my ears, then pushed a needle through the lobe. It pinched, but that was about all. 
 
    “We can put a stud in there for every day life, but right now I want to dazzle you.” 
 
    She picked up a pair of long, dangly diamond earrings. They glittered in the light, and I knew they would sway and give incredible definition to my face. She put them in my ears and I felt them sway and touch the side of my face. 
 
    “Now, let me attach this wig.” Her wig was long and wavy, and she fastened the clips and stood back. In the mirror I looked like a woman. Not a guy in drag, but a woman. She had softened my jaw with make up, my eyes shone in the dusky eye shadow. My lips…God, I loved how red and juicy they looked. 
 
    “Okay, a dress. Let’s try this black one.” She pulled out one of her best dresses, helped me step into it, then I shimmied and she smoothed, and we pulled it over my tits, and she zipped me in. 
 
    It was tight, but that was okay. In the mirror I looked perfect. 
 
    In fact, I started to cry. 
 
    “Stop…none of that. I don’t want to ruin your mascara. 
 
    Somehow, I managed not to cry, then we stood there, giggling and happy. 
 
    We walked out to the kitchen and opened a bottle of champagne in celebration. After a few drinks she began taking pictures of me. 
 
    “Can I send these to Gracie?” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    “No. Never mind. I shouldn’t have asked.” 
 
    Yet my mind was turning. Daniel understood. He had helped me understand. What would it hurt? 
 
    Amanda saw how deep in thought I was, and she thought maybe she had gone too far. She said, “Have a seat. Let’s talk.” 
 
    So we sat at the kitchen table, smearing the mouth of the champagne  bottle with our lipstick. 
 
    “Honey, let me ask you…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How far do you want to go?” 
 
    “I thought we already went pretty far.” 
 
    “You have. Further than I ever expected, and you have really blown my mind with your willingness, but there’s always something more.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like me wearing a strap on.” 
 
    I froze. I heard nothing, and yet I heard everything. A strap on. A dick. And she would wear it. 
 
    “Why do we have to do that?” I finally asked. 
 
    “Because I need to. And…” she paused, “You need it.” 
 
    “I need to have a penis up my…why?” 
 
    “So you can see what it’s like. So you can see what a woman really feels. So you can experience your true feminine side.” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “Look, we’re already in a female led relationship. But it doesn’t end there. It’s not just a case of me pushing you into things.” 
 
    I said nothing. I didn’t know what to say. My mind was spinning. 
 
    “People think a female led relationship is the woman is in charge and the man wears dresses. Do you think that’s all it is?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” But I was answering timidly. I wasn’t sure where this was going. 
 
    “So we will play with dress up, mess around with chastity, and decide on a schedule for you to get your rocks off. I will be in charge of all that. But there’s one thing I need to do, and I need your agreement to do it. I need to put on a strap on dick and fuck your butt.” 
 
    This was…more than I had imagined. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll love it. It’s one more step in your transition, but it’s a big step. When I fuck you with my dick you will be initiated into my world, and we will have exchanged power. I will have your power, and you will have mine. You will understand the joy of being a woman, of being pretty, of having a world bow down to you. I will finally have that power, that ultimate sex, that I so desperately need. 
 
    “Why should men always be in charge? Why should men always get to be on top? Why shouldn’t women explore their own power?” 
 
    I didn’t have an answer to that. 
 
    “And, to tell you the truth…I NEED that power.” 
 
    “I…I have to think…” 
 
    “No. You don’t. All you have to do is enjoy yourself. I will lead you slowly and surely to the point where you can finally confront the woman that is in you. All you have to do is enjoy the ride.” 
 
    “But…having somebody stick…isn’t that a gay thing?” 
 
    “So what if gays like it? It doesn’t mean it’s bad, it just means that you are a hetero that has explored all your sexual options. There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
 
    I sat very silent. 
 
    She patted my hand, then took it. “Come with me.” 
 
    She led me into the bedroom. She had me sit on the bed and she went to her bottom dresser drawer and pulled out a bunch of straps and…and a dildo. I stared as she untangled the straps and put it on. Finally, she stood before me, hands on her hips, her dick sticking straight out. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She stepped in front of me. Hands on distance. “Put your hands on my dick.” 
 
    That wasn’t hard. I held her peeny and stared at it. 
 
    “This is what goes in a woman. This is what must go in you, or you haven’t made it all the way.” 
 
    “All the way,” I said dully, then I looked up at her face. 
 
    She was beautiful. Powerful. She had big breasts and she towered over me, and I had her cock in my hand. 
 
    A sudden feeling of dizziness overwhelmed me. I was holding her cock. I was holding her power. The thought was an extreme shift of thinking for me. 
 
    “Does it make you horny? Holding a cock like this?” 
 
    My dick was pounding like a bass drum. I could feel my chest throbbing with excitement. I nodded. 
 
    “Then put your lips on it. Suck my cock.” 
 
    There was a guttural excitement in her voice, and she was challenging me. 
 
    Challenging me to suck dick. 
 
    Yet it wasn’t the dick of a man, I wouldn’t be losing anything here. She was a woman. 
 
    I bent my head, stopped in front of her dick, then opened my mouth. 
 
    With a sigh she moved her hips forward. The thing went into my mouth, slid along my throat. 
 
    I gagged, and she stopped. 
 
    I regained control of myself. I tried licking it, using my tongue. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’re good, baby.” 
 
    I looked up at her and the cock dropped out of my mouth. 
 
    “You know you have to do this, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. A simple acquiescence. 
 
    “Get on the bed. All fours, butt towards me.” 
 
    Feeling like I was in another world, I climbed onto the bed and assumed the position. 
 
    A moment while she got some lube, then she said, “It’ll feel cool, and exciting.” She began to slather lube on my ass, and to push it into my asshole. 
 
    “Why so much?” 
 
    “I don’t want it to hurt. I want you to enjoy it. Baby, you’re going to love this.” 
 
    “I shivered while I was waiting. I could feel my asshole as she rimmed it with lube. My hips were already jerking, as if I was being fucked, then she began to push in. 
 
    I gasped for the sensation. I was opened up, my hole was made wider, I felt the big log sliding into me, and I felt like I was being washed down a wide river of rapids. 
 
    “There,” she whispered. “There.” 
 
    She was all the way in. I could feel plastic balls against the top of my thighs. She began to move, and I began to come apart. The feeling was so incredible I was shortly moaning and pushing back, trying to wrap my ass around her big dick. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me.” 
 
    For a long time we moved back and forth. At one point she got out, had me lie on my back, and she stroked my dick while she fucked me. 
 
    I was a man no longer. I was more than a man. And now…I felt like a woman. 
 
    I began to cry, and she let me, didn’t tell me to shush, just kept sliding her dong in and out. 
 
    I have never been happier. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “God, I envy you.” 
 
    “Of course you do, honey. What’s not to envy?” 
 
    Cooper stared at me. Well, to be precise, he stared at my boobs. The poor boy is so flummoxed by my breasts he literally drools. This has given me a wonderful power over the dear boy. He’s my husband, but because I have tits I wear the pants. Figuratively. 
 
    He realized he was staring and lifted his eyes. “Did I say something?” 
 
    I giggled. The poor boy was so besotted with my breasts he didn’t even know when he was talking. 
 
    “You said you envy me. And, of course, you were talking about my breasts.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled. “I know I sort of lose it around you. But…I am just mesmerized by your figure. 
 
    “Coop, I don’t mind at all that you are dumbstruck by my beauty,” I patted his cheek. “I just wonder if you would still love me if I didn’t have these big mothers.” I hefted my breasts and he gulped. 
 
    Credit to the boy, he managed to get his gaze back to my face. He said, “Honey, I’ll always love you. I just…I’m sort of fixated.” 
 
    “Obsessed you mean.” 
 
    He nodded glumly. 
 
    We were in our bedroom, getting ready for a party. A small party of just a few friends, and I had a surprise for Cooper. A good surprise. Heh heh. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was auburn and wavy over the shoulders. I’ve got deep brown eyes, they almost look black when the light is dim. My make up looked good, red lipstick always adds a little bounce to poor Coop’s dick, and I was wearing a svelte, black dinner dress. Svelte except for the bulge up top. 
 
    Look, I’m not shy about it. When a girl’s as big as I am they learn to either walk hunched over in a sack, or to strut it proudly. I didn’t feel like walking hunched over, and…I got ‘em so I flaunt ‘em. 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “Size? Oh, I don’t know, I stopped measuring at double D. I mean, what’s a D or two among friends, eh?” 
 
    He gulped again. 
 
    He was dressed, and I just had to fix my hair. “Did you want to stroke yourself while you’re waiting?” 
 
    He nodded. He was just a sad boy. 
 
    “Well, go ahead. I don’t mind. And maybe tonight I’ll let you slide that big rod between my awesome boobs.” 
 
    He almost lost it right there. I swear, his pants looked near to busting, and they were pulsing, and I expected to see a wet spot appear at any moment. 
 
    I fixed my hair and he pressed his groin with one hand and reached up to rub a nipple with his other hand. 
 
    I smiled as I brushed my hair out. I do so love a helpless man. Makes me sort of hot, if you know what I mean. And if they get helpless enough I actually start to get wet. Actually wet. Like drip drip wet! 
 
    “Okay, babe. Let’s go live the life.” 
 
    I sauntered past him and he followed me, and he was so dazed by my awesomeness he tripped over his own feet and almost fell. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, everybody!” We entered the party in style. My style being my boobs entered the room first, and when all eyes were on them, I entered, and the eyes would quickly shift to me. 
 
    Oh, it is so funny. These macho guys, they’re all pussy whipped. Well, boob whipped. 
 
    Martha greeted me and we hugged and air kissed, then I made my rounds. Jimmy and Tanya, Russ and Maxine, Martha and Sammy. 
 
    The girls hugged me without problem, they all had big boobs and we girls aren’t averse to the feeling of having boobs touch. I mean, we’re wearing clothes and everything, so what? Right? 
 
    But the guys, all of them, were self conscious. Even though they had wives with big ‘uns, they kept their bodies a bit apart. It was almost like they were afraid of boobs other than their wives’. 
 
    So I, quite the devil, usually tried to close the distance and give a good hug. Make them feel my awesomeness. 
 
    Some would gulp, some would turn a little red, but all of them would have an instant boner. And this was fine with their wives because these guys were all in love with their wives, and they would take their boners home and put them in the right places. And I knew better than to go after a married man. After all, I had my own married man, and I wouldn’t want somebody to go after him. Right? 
 
    After greetings were done I turned and saw that my husband was red in the face and mumbling. Poor boy, that was my surprise for him. These girls were all in the local la leche league. They were lactating to a gal. Breastfeeding. And they wore bras with snap on fronts that made their bosoms look even bigger than they were. 
 
    Poor boy, and I grinned as his eyes didn’t know which way to look, and any direction he looked in had a boob or two in it and his face just kept getting redder and redder. 
 
    Drinks were served, and we all got a little tipsy. We chatted about this and that, and we kept the guys by our sides because we all hated it when guys went off by themselves and talked about something stupid like…well, football. 
 
    I mean, grown millionaires, getting all hissy over who can carry a misshapen ball further. 
 
    Actually, I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I know why football is so popular among men. The football is shaped like a boob. Go on, take a look at a football. Cut it in half and you have a big boob. Maybe a triple J or something. And that is why men are stuck to the screen on the weekends. they are watching a big boob being tossed around, and they wished they could do some tossing. Or catching. 
 
    Heck, women know that men are always horny after a football game, and they know why. And that is why some women like their men to watch football, or don’t. If the woman likes sex, she likes here man to watch a game because he’s going to get all horny and bone her. And if the woman doesn’t like sex she’d prefer her man not to watch football. 
 
    It’s sort of funny listening to a woman who doesn’t like sex degrade a man watching a football game. She’s trying to emasculate him before he gets horny and wants to have his way with her. 
 
    Fortunately, I don’t have to worry about that. I like sex. My man wants to watch football, go for it! If we’re alone I’m going to be getting poked by half time. But even if we’re at a party or something, when we get home he is going to be all over me. Sucking on my football-sized jugs and trying to, ahem, ‘score.’ 
 
    Anyway, we’re sitting there chatting, and the men are trying to appear nonchalant and not ogle, let alone let their tongues out to drool, and the subject matter turns to breast feeding. 
 
    Natch. Heh heh! Coop is going to get an earful, and I’m going to be wonderfully pleasured at the end of the night. 
 
    “I sometimes think I should stop lactating,” sighed Maxine. She’s a redhead with breasts almost as big as mine. 
 
    “But why?” Martha asked. She’s a brunette with smaller breasts, but not too small, and a dedication to milking them in the hopes that they’ll get bigger. 
 
    “Oh, just having to lug these puppies around, and sometimes they get so full, I don’t have time to milk them, and they get a little painful.” 
 
    I looked at Maxine’s husband, Russ, and waggled my finger. “You let your wife’s breasts get too full? You bad boy!” 
 
    He looked a little embarrassed, which caused all the girls to focus. 
 
    “Well, uh, Russ, uh, he’s developed an allergy. An allergy to milk.” 
 
    Mouths dropped. Poor Maxine. Titties all filled and no relief in sight. 
 
    “Are you okay right now?” asked Martha. 
 
    “They’re a little full,” Maxine admitted. 
 
    “Do you want to use my pump?” 
 
    The men were starting to perk up. Pumping her breasts meant she would simply pull her dress down and start pumping, and they would all get an eyeful of super-sized boob. I could already see tongues licking lips. 
 
    “Well…I guess I could. That would be nice.” 
 
    Martha went into the kitchen and brought back a breast pump. “Why don’t you sit right there,” she pointed at the end of the couch, “And take care of yourself.” 
 
    “Thank you, Martha.” 
 
    Maxine sat down, undid her top, unbuttoned the flaps on her bra, and her big bazookas were out in the open.  
 
    She has a nice set. Pink areolas, nips that are unusually distended from constant milking, and, of course, they are big. 
 
    The party adjourned to the living room so we could all chat while Maxine milked herself. But one squeeze of the handle and the breast pump broke. 
 
    “Oh, no! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “I’m sorry I don’t have another one. What will we do about your milk?” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other, and it was obvious what the men were thinking. So I, with a smirk, pointed out, “We’ve got three suckers without allergies, if Russ doesn’t mind?” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” said Russ. “Look at how big her boobs are. I always needed help.” 
 
    I turned to Cooper. “Coop? Do you want to volunteer your services?” 
 
    I thought he was going to fall over. He actually reeled on his feet. The other guys were also sort of dizzy from the suggestion, and us girls started to giggle. 
 
    “Maxine? Do you want to use my boob headed hubby to drain your boobs?” 
 
    Maxine giggled. “Are you sure it’s all right?” 
 
    “Oh, hell. We all know these men have a boob fetish. He’s going to be in heaven for weeks over this.” 
 
    Then, with a few quips and jokes, I pushed Cooper over to Maxine. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” suggested one of the guys. 
 
    “Sit here, Cooper. Tanya made room for him. Tanya’s the blonde among us. Surfer blonde, and when she goes to the beach and struts around with her puppies hanging out all the boys fall off their surfboards. 
 
    So Cooper sat down, slunk down a little, was very self conscious, looked at me, and I nodded my reassurance, then he began to suck on her breasts. 
 
    Now suckling a breast is supposed to be for feeding. Yes, it is an erogenous zone, but in this situation it was not supposed to be about sex. 
 
    Tell that to Cooper’s dick. 
 
    I nudged Martha and nodded towards Cooper’s crotch. It was bulging, and even growing a little wet. He was actually dripping! And I wondered if he might actually cum from sucking on Maxine’s big mountains. 
 
    Then, so as not to let the moment become too awkward, we all started talking again. And we ignored the elephant in the room, my hubbie suckling a world class set of breasts, gulping down massive amounts of milk, and in a whole ‘nother world of horniness and pleasure. 
 
    Time passed, and finally Maxine was empty. “Thank you, Cooper. You’re a good breastfeeder. I envy you, Amanda.” 
 
    “Not a problem. My sucker is your sucker,” and we all giggled. 
 
    Cooper stood up, and his pants were wet, but I think just from dripping, not from cumming, though it was probably close. And he looked so manly, so proud of himself. Red-faced, but proud. 
 
    “Easy, Tiger,” I laughed as I linked my arm through his. 
 
    And the party went on…and was eventually over. 
 
    Cooper was driving and I was sitting in the passenger seat, turned towards him, laughing inside. 
 
    “Didn’t expect that, did you?” 
 
    He shook his head. Then: “You’re not mad, are you?” 
 
    “Hell no. I suggested it. Give you a thrill. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if Maxine drops by in the next few days, needs a little more milking.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And, yes. It’s okay if you take advantage of the situation. I know how you like your boobs.” 
 
    He grinned. then he sobered, and he said, for the second time that night, “I envy you.” 
 
    I was a little high, and I was feeling pretty good about giving Cooper that little ‘gift,’ and I blurted out. “You should get your own pair.” 
 
    He was silent. And I didn’t notice because we were almost home. He pulled into the driveway, turned off the car, and we got out. We walked into the house, his arm around me, my head on his shoulder, and right into the bedroom. 
 
    Then, me giggling, I slid right out of my clothes. Bingo, I was naked in two seconds. For a change, he was moving a little slower, almost like he was a thinking. 
 
    I know, that’s a rare thing for a man, but he was actually doing it, thinking. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Don’t hurt yourself.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re thinking too hard. Don’t hurt yourself.” 
 
    He stared at my unfurled boobs. Bingo, back under my thumb. No more thinking for him. Now there was only one thing on his mind. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he launched himself at me. 
 
    Cooper’s not a big man, but he’s strong. Wiry strong, and he pushed me back on the bed. His head was aimed for my breasts and I hugged his head and helped him nose in for a landing, then he was sucking on my nipples and pressing on my tits. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I moaned. When somebody sucks my nipples it goes right to my groin. Little electrical shootings that make me hornier than a brass section in a marching band. A big marching band. 
 
    I reached down for his cock and found it agreeably ready. I fondled it, his hands found my pussy and began finger banging me. I humped his digits and my hips were going out of control and… 
 
    “OOOH!” He moaned, and I felt his fluids spurt all over my legs. 
 
    What? I couldn’t believe it! The son of a bitch had actually ejaculated! All over me! Not in me, like he’s supposed to, but on me! 
 
    “Oh, no!” I pushed him back. He slid to his knees on the floor and his cock was still spurting. 
 
    “Sor…sorry…” he shivered and trembled as his seed leaked out. 
 
    “But…I needed…you were supposed to…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey,” his spurting had stopped, just a little bit of white oozing out of the tip of his cock. “But that scene tonight, it got me so horny…” 
 
    I lay back on the bed, totally frustrated. I couldn’t believe it. The big goof had shot his load without me. Fuck! 
 
    He struggled to his feet, then fell on the bed. That’s the unfortunate thing about my tit-obsessed hubbie. He cums easy, and cums a lot, then he passes out. 
 
    “Hey!” I shook him. “Get me off!” 
 
    “Huh…wha…” snore. 
 
    I mean, really. He was out that fast. 
 
    I stared around the room. His mess was on the floor. Clothes were scattered. My poor pussy was aching for some action. 
 
    So, as I had done before, when finding myself in this situation, I went to the dresser drawer and took out old faithful. My nine inch buzz happy substitute dick. 
 
    I lay on the bed, right next to Cooper, and began playing with myself. 
 
    He snored.
I played with my nipple, rolled it around. like I like it, and I teased my labia with the head of my monster cock. 
 
    He snored. 
 
    I slid that puppy into home plate and heard the stands go wild. Screaming, cheering… 
 
    I worked my arm, pumping and pumping, and I rounded first. The crowd was throwing their hats in the air. 
 
    I stirred my pussy, feeling the big head scouring my insides. 
 
    Rounding second, arms pumping, feet flying. The crowd screaming and throwing beer cups into the air. 
 
    Oh, yeah. I could feel that warm sense of ignition swelling up under me. 
 
    Rounding third…people screaming and fighting in the stands! 
 
    I crossed the plate! “OHHHH! OHHH! OHHHH!” 
 
    I shuddered and shook, and my tits wobbled all over my chest. Heysoos, it was a good one. 
 
    But it wasn’t dick inspired. It was plastic generated. And I wanted that warm, living, flesh feeling inside me. 
 
    Cooper snored. 
 
    And I made up my mind, right then, that I was going to do something about the situation. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and Cooper was still slumbering. I elbowed him. “Hey! Wake up!” 
 
    “Huh! What?” 
 
    “You forgot to do me last night.” 
 
    “Oh, crap. I’m sorry.” He was looking at me…and trying not to look down at my tits. 
 
    “That’s okay, but you need to make up for that error. Now get busy!” 
 
    I threw the covers off us and spread my legs. 
 
    I might just as well have kept them closed because he went for my boobs. Silly man, he just came, and still he’s obsessed with my breasts. I could feel his dick getting hard all over again as he played with my boobs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered excitedly. 
 
    “Come on, honey, my pussy is down there, it’s hot and ready.” 
 
    “Okay, yeah,” but I had to shove his head down to get him off my tits. 
 
    Finally, he was down there, licking and sucking, and man, did it feel good. His tongue slathered my labia, he munched on my clitoris, and he began to use his fingers. Oh, I loved it. I moaned and held his head down. Then: “Are you hard enough to fuck me?” 
 
    “Uh, no,” he mumbled up at me. 
 
    Yet I could feel his dick. Bastard. 
 
    I pulled his ear and made him move up. “Stick that candy cane into Santa Land. 
 
    He sighed. At this point, after having cum and being a little over sensitive down there, he would rather eat me to a cum, or just finger fuck me. Or even get a dildo out and…hmm. A dildo. My mind, in spite of the delightful way the boy chewed on me, started to work. 
 
    Fake penis. Hmmm. 
 
    He put his dick in me, and it felt go-o-od. Spread me out, made me drip, and the raw, raspy pleasure of a dick scraping my insides…oooh! 
 
    But I had a thought in my head. I stopped him from fucking. 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Do you like fake tits?” 
 
    “Huh? you mean like silicone?” 
 
    “Yeah. Whatever. Would you still like my tits if they were fake?” 
 
    “Of course!” He actually looked offended. “I love your tits!” 
 
    “Well, he liked them natural, and I was sure if he would love them fake…but he probably would. I mean, he was a boob man.” 
 
    “Good, now fuck me.” 
 
    Confused, but willing, feeling his poor, abused dick stay hard, he went back to sliding in and out. 
 
    I groaned and fucked back. I corkscrewed my hips and felt the wonderful goodness of…I stopped. 
 
    “Can you tell the difference between fake tits and real tits?” 
 
    He was looking a little exasperated. “Of course!” Like he was saying ‘Duh.’ 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Fake ones ride higher, they don’t bounce as much, they don’t shimmy.” 
 
    “But you don’t care if the woman you are fucking has fake tits or natural.” 
 
    He paused, his mouth open, then he suddenly shoved his irritation back. He answered honestly. “Honey, we know my problem. I see a tit and my boner kicks my brain out of the saddle and takes over. I’m sorry. I can’t give you the answer you want.” 
 
    “What makes you think I want a certain kind of answer?” 
 
    He stared at me like I was the one who was brain dead. “Because you keep stopping me to ask the same question.” 
 
    I laughed, and reached down and grabbed his nuts. 
 
    He jerked and his head rose up and his eyes open. 
 
    “Honey, you answered perfectly. Now fuck me good, and I won’t stop you again.” 
 
    He cocked his head. Curiosity. Then he tentatively moved his hips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Fill me up, buttercup.” 
 
    He started banging me hard. Heck, maybe he just wanted to hurry up before I stopped him and asked any more stupid questions, but it was just what I needed. 
 
    He drove that hard cock into my nethers, he slapped his balls against my fanny, and he grabbed a tit with each hand and pulled on them. 
 
    “AHHHH!” I almost screamed. I was definitely loud. Neighbor waking loud. 
 
    “Shhh!” he whispered. 
 
    Fuck that! 
 
    “AHHHH YEAH!” 
 
    He tried to put his hand over my mouth, but it did not good. I was having a good cum and I didn’t want him stopping it. I shook my head free and gave one last shriek. “YESSSSS!” 
 
    Then my body stopped spasming and I began to cum down, nothing left but mini-twitches and that warm, wonderful feeling. Ah seen mah duty and ah done it! 
 
      
 
    A shower, got dressed, with a half bra that would expose my nipples and drive Cooper mad, then breakfast. We ate silently, thinking our own thoughts. The sun was shining in through the kitchen window. 
 
    Cooper: “Did you mean it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That if Maxine came over and needed me to…relieve the pressure…I should go ahead and…do it?” 
 
    “Sure. And I don’t even care if you have a spontaneous ignition of sperm. As long as you keep that dicklet in your pants. 
 
    “Dicklet?” he smirked. “It wasn’t a dicklet when I was balls deep in you.” 
 
    I grinned. “You got me on that one.” 
 
    We were silent again, then I dropped the bomb. 
 
    “You envy me.” 
 
    He stared at my boobs. 
 
    “You love these big honkers.” I put my hands under them and lifted. They weighed a lot. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He was so intent he was almost cross-eyed. 
 
    “And I love the fact that they keep you so horny, because that means…well, you know what it means. 
 
    “It means you get all the loving you want.” He actually looked at me. 
 
    “So I’m just wondering…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How you would be if you had your own set of tits.” 
 
    He blinked. I could see his mind disconnecting, and not in a bad way. 
 
    “You mean…like boobs. On my chest. Real boobs.” 
 
    “Or fake boobs. There’s lots of ways, you know.” 
 
    “So that’s why you were asking if I liked fake tits.” 
 
    I shrugged. I stood up and cleared the table and started doing the dishes. He just watched me. I knew his dick was doing the thinking, I could feel him staring at my nice, round ass, but I also knew that, in spite of his dick, he was doing some actual thinking. Like with his skull. 
 
    I finished the dishes, took him by the hand and led him out to the living room. I put some music on the TV, lifted my blouse, and pulled him to me. 
 
    He lay by my side, palpating my boobs, sucking them, feeling them. His mind going a million miles an hour. 
 
    I sighed. This was the life. I felt warm and good and I felt little sparks of sexual electricity shoot form my nipples to my pussy. 
 
    “You’re serious,” he mumbled over a mouthful of tit. 
 
    “Just a thought,” I shrugged it off. You bet I’m serious. I’m dead fucking serious! 
 
    He adjusted himself and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, one filled with all sorts of things besides just sex. 
 
    “Me with with tits.” 
 
    “I can see it,” I murmured, holding him tight. “You’d have to get your own bras, and around the house you could wear sexy tops. When we go out you could bind them, or not, your choice. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he whispered, his eyes far away. “Walking down the street, actually bouncing, my flesh shivering. People checking me out.” 
 
    “Men?” I asked. 
 
    “I hope not.” He sat up. “What would other women think of a man with tits?” 
 
    “Depends. If they’re nice, big honkers they’d probably be jealous.” 
 
    “I’d have to avoid men. I’m pretty sure men would have a tough time with me having boobs.” 
 
    “Maybe. But probably not the men from last night.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “But you’re not the kind of guy who hangs out with men much, anyway.” 
 
    He twisted his lips a bit. “But if I’ve got my own boobs…what would that do to us?” 
 
    “Depends. If you could suck your own boobs you wouldn’t need me. But if you can’t, maybe even if you can…there’s a lot of pleasure in sucking somebody else’s tits.” 
 
    Tell me about it,” He said, wryly. Then he had a thought: “Why don’t you ask the ladies from last night? If anybody is going to have an opinion about men having tits it would be members of the La Leche League.” 
 
    “Good idea.” I leaned back and was able to reach my phone on the side table. I opened contacts and selected Maxine. 
 
    “Now?” mouthed Cooper. 
 
    I shrugged. “Might just as…Hi, Maxine? Oh. Fine. Yes, it was fun. The reason I called…I have a question that might seem a bit over the top, but Cooper and I were thinking about giving him boobs. Yes, real boobs. Don’t know, big as we can, I guess. Really? No! I’m sure he’d be interested in that. Sure, I’ll call the others and…no, no. Okay. Got it. Okay, talk to you later.”  
 
    I hung up and hit another contact. 
 
    “What’d she say?” asked Cooper. 
 
    “Shh—Hi, Martha. Listen, the reason I’m calling, I have a sort of a goofy question, but I’m serious, we’re thinking about giving Cooper his own set of ta tas.” 
 
    I finished talking to Martha, and then Tanya, and I hung up the phone. 
 
    “What’d they say?” Cooper was anxious, almost desperate. 
 
    “You heard some of it, so you know they were supportive…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “And, actually, they were all excited by the idea. Tanya called it groundbreaking. Martha said she wished she had thought of it for Sammy. Says he’s needed a good set of boobs from the beginning.” 
 
    We were silent then, and for once he didn’t stare at my boobs. Instead, I think he was staring at his own set of tits in his mind. 
 
    Cooper Haddon, a man with a big chest. Wears a bra. And a blouse. Maybe even a little make up. 
 
    And dangly earrings, and suddenly I realized that I was getting warm. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I breathed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is making me so horny. I can’t believe how wet I am. I just fucked, had a great cum, and yet here I am, all ready to go again.” 
 
    “From the idea of me having tits?” 
 
    “Yes.” I stood up, determined. “Come on.” I led the way back to our bedroom. I handed him an old bra. It was stretched out, and shabby, but I thought it would fit him. He wasn’t one of these big chested bozos. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put it on. Take off your shirt and wear it.” The lust in my voice was plain. I wondered if I had a dark spot in my crotch. This was almost like having sex. Good sex. Really good sex. 
 
    He took off his tee shirt and fumbled with the thing. Finally, I stepped in and turned it the right way and fastened the clasps. I put the straps over his shoulder and stood back. 
 
    He looked at himself. A dismal expression on his face..  
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “It looks stupid.” 
 
    “Just wait.” I went to the closet and took down a box. Aunt Jasmine had had a mastectomy and I still had her fake tits. I don’t know why I had kept them, she had passed a couple of years ago, but I did. I handed the box to Cooper. 
 
    He opened it, and his breath caught. He took out one breast form and studied it. He felt it. His fingers sunk into the spongy material. “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on, put them in before I have a squirt attack.” 
 
    “A squirt attack,” he snickered, and he slipped first one form into a cup, then the other. He smiled. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” I said. I wanted to reach down and rub my crotch. Right there. In front of God and Cooper. In fact, I was going to need a drip pan. 
 
    “Heysoos is a duck in a feather factory!” he whispered. “Look at my crotch!” 
 
    His boner was pushing, hard, and his pants bulged out. 
 
    “Take off your pants.” 
 
    He stripped quick, pulling the pants over his cock and letting the monster out to breath. On one hand, it looked funny. A man with a set of tits and a massive boner. On the other hand…it wasn’t funny. It was sexy. I could imagine him in nylons and garters. High heels. Maybe even a dress. At least a nice blouse. 
 
    “If you let your hair out a bit. In fact, come here.” 
 
    I sat him down at my make up table and started combing out his hair. I brushed it and. teased it and made it fluff out. Finally, I sprayed a bit of hair spray on him. 
 
    “Wow!” he said, looking in the mirror. 
 
    “Double wow,” I murmured. “This can work.” 
 
    Then he looked up at me, “Am I going to be gay?” 
 
    The expression on his face was so worried I had to laugh. “No, Coop. Gay men like men. You want to be with a man?” 
 
    “No!” he was offended. 
 
    “What do you say to getting dressed up and sinking that cock to the hilt in my plush pussy?” 
 
    He grinned. “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “There’s your answer.” 
 
    He looked at himself some more, then he asked, “So how do we do this?”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We did it slowly, one step at a time, with plenty of research, and plenty of help from the ladies of our La Leche chapter. 
 
    First, we compared the differences between silicon and natural. The comparison was favorable, but there was one thing natural boobs had that silicon didn’t…lactation. 
 
    That’s right, men can lactate. They have all the equipment, and all they need is the right stimulation. There are certain chemicals that can cause lactation. Usually they are used for women who are having trouble with milk, but they work on any body, even the male body. 
 
    So we were going to go natural, and the girls, Tanya, Maxine and Martha, were very supportive. They were fascinated by the idea of a man having boobs. Heck, they were all large women, in the breast department, and they knew the fun of having a giant set of knockers, and why shouldn’t men have that kind of fun? 
 
    A week later, while Coop and I were scouring the net, making notes, and trying to decide on what chemicals, how much, and so on, Maxine showed up at the house.  
 
    I saw her through the kitchen window and I waved her in. She entered and came in to the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, honey, how’s ‘The Boob.’ 
 
    We laughed, and that ended up being his nickname. All the girls, and even me, started referring to him as ‘The Boob.’ 
 
    He liked it.  
 
    “Coop! Come see who’s here!” 
 
    Cooper came in, was a little red-faced, but hugged her, his arms out a little to keep distance between them. 
 
    “Oh, Hell, Coop. Hug the bitch like you mean it. She’s here to help.” 
 
    So Coop went in for a good hug, and he gulped as he felt her giant bosoms squash into him. 
 
    And she actually goosed his pecker! 
 
    He jumped and I laughed, then he laughed, and the ice was broken. 
 
    “A couple of things,” said Maxine. “First, I’m full up, I need some draining. Can I borrow Mr. Boob?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And no need to ask from here on out. And I don’t have to be here. I’m not your baby sitter, and Cooper knows the ground rules.” 
 
    “Keep it in my pants,” Cooper said solemnly, and Maxine and I laughed. 
 
    “Second, I brought Cooper a present.” 
 
    She had a bag and reached into it. She brought out a very classy red bra. “I actually bought this for Russ, but he dug in his heels. Silly boy. But it’s from Japan, where lots of men wear bras. It is designed for the male body, and the cups stretch a bit, if you want to put something in them they’ll accommodate just fine. 
 
    Cooper took the bra and held it up to his front and whistled. “Wow. That’s sexy. Thanks, Maxine.” 
 
    “Thank me by trying it on. Right now.” 
 
    Cooper took off his shirt, quickly, and slipped the bra on. It was a perfect fit. And the cups weren’t saggy. 
 
    “Wow,” Maxine’s stared at his chest hungrily. “I sure wish Russ had your guts.” 
 
    “It’s pretty. I should…my breast forms are too big for this.” 
 
    “You could try water balloons, or condoms. They would probably fit nicely. Now, about my problem?” She raised her eyebrows and made a face and squeezed a boob.” 
 
    We all went into the front room and Maxine got comfortable, then unleashed her beasts. As I said, she’s almost as big as me, and Coop dove right in. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good!” She exclaimed, and I could see that being suckled was turning her on. 
 
    “So, we’re looking at various possibilities. There are some drugs that will block testosterone, and there are drugs that pump up the estrogen…” 
 
    “Be careful of the blockers, or using too much estrogen. You don’t want a wishy washy willy on your hands.” 
 
    So we talked, and Cooper chewed on his meal, and I could tell that Maxine was getting all hot and bothered. 
 
    “Are you getting horny?” I asked, a smile on my face. 
 
    She nodded. “I’m sorry, but he’s so good. And Russ hasn’t, uh, done me for a week.” 
 
    “Why not? I thought he liked your boobs?” 
 
    “He loves them, but, uh, he’s sort of freaked out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because of Cooper.” 
 
    Cooper lifted an eye and looked at her, but he didn’t stop his feeding. 
 
    “What about Cooper?” 
 
    “Just the whole idea of having breasts, of being womanly, it freaks him out. Russ may like boobs, and ‘got milk’ would make a fine bumper sticker for his car, but he thinks wearing woman’s clothes is weird and…I think he’s some sort of homophobe.” 
 
    “Reach down and feel Cooper’s package.” 
 
    She reached down and felt him, and her eyes went wide. “Wow! That’s big!” 
 
    “And hard. And, just between you and me, and anybody else you’d like to tell, since we started this program, I know it’s only been a week, but he’s like a rock! And he rocks my world every night. And he cums more. And he ain’t no sissy.” 
 
    Maxine pursed her lips and thought, and said, “Imagine that. Being more manly because you can handle your female side.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    “Other Side, Mr. Boob.” 
 
    Cooper switched tits and continued sucking. I noticed that his pants were all wet in the front. 
 
    Maxine was squirming a bit. 
 
    “Maxine, do you want to borrow a vibrator or something?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Can I?” She gasped. “I’ve never felt this horny when getting suckled, but Mr. Boob, the idea of having a manly woman sucking my titties, it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    “Hold on,” I said, and I went to the bedroom and brought back my vibrator. I plugged it in and handed it to Maxine. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she gushed, and she pressed the knob against her pussy. “This is so great.” 
 
    “I love cords. No batteries to run out, and they seem to have a more violent vibration.” 
 
    I sat in a chair and watched as Cooper sucked and Maxine dissolved into a puddle of lust. 
 
    And it was good. Getting sexual precedents established I knew there would be no problem with Cooper straying. 
 
    After a minute Maxine began to shudder and shake. 
 
    “Suck harder, Coop.” 
 
    Coop did, and Maxine went over the top. “Ahhh! Oh…yes!” She spasmed, her body locking up so quickly that it knocked her tit out of Cooper’s mouth. He quickly popped it back in, though, and Maxine shivered to a collapse. 
 
    Watching her get off that way made me horny, and I asked for the vibrator. A dazed look in her eyes, she handed it to me. 
 
    “Keep sucking, Coop. This is turning me on.” I unzipped my pants and got the knob right down on the flesh, then I turned it on. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos on a boat with no sails. Just watching him suck your boobs…it’s too much!” 
 
    Cooper tried to wiggle around to watch me, and Maxine moved a little to help him, then he was groaning himself, and holding his crotch. Hell, he had orgasmed! Which put me over the top. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, then I arched my back and straightened out my legs. The spasms shot through me, and I felt that white, hot feeling of pleasure rock me. 
 
    “Yeah! Go girl!” Maxine urged me. 
 
    For a long minute I shuddered, and my legs kicked out a couple of times, then I was done. 
 
    And, so was Cooper. Maxine’s other breast was empty and she pushed Cooper away, unceremoniously, but giggling. “Enough, you tit hound!” She tucked herself back in and buttoned up her blouse. 
 
    Cooper grinned. He still had a slight redness to his face, but not much. He was adapting well. 
 
    Maxine stood up. “God, I hate to say it, but I’m coming back. Don’t tell Russ, but Cooper is better than him. And that vibrator…wow!” 
 
    We hugged, and I walked her out. I waved as she drove away. I turned back into the house, shut the door, and walked in to confront Cooper. “Did you have an unauthorized orgasm?” 
 
    He looked down. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    “Bad boy! Bad Mr. Boob.” I picked up a newspaper and touched him lightly on the nose. I was kidding, I wanted this to be light, but I wasn’t kidding, either. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Boob, let me tell you what your punishment is going to be.” 
 
    “Huh?” He turned the concept of being punished for cumming over in his mind. 
 
    “You’re not being punished for cumming, but for unauthorized cumming. Next time you want to have a cum you must ask permission.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    And yet, it looked like the idea turned him on. 
 
    “So your punishment is that you must walk around in your cum filled panties. All squooshy. Just as I sometimes have to sleep in a wet spot after you’ve had your jollies, now you have to walk around in your own wet spot.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    And he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Oddly, the idea appealed to him. And the idea of punishing him appealed to me. 
 
    Oh, I didn’t want to spank his ass or anything, I just wanted him to  take a little more responsibility for his orgasms. I wanted to train him to control himself, so that he lasted long enough for me to get off. 
 
      
 
    The next Saturday night, two weeks after we had started ourprogram, we held another small party. Just the original four couples. Cooper and I showed up and a little bourbon and Coke made its appearance, and we all talked about the week and the happenings. And, of course, Cooper’s situation arose. And it arose because the other men were shutting him out. 
 
    We girls noticed it right away, and we got a little grim. After all Cooper was our boy. He had helped Maxine out twice more over the last week, and Tanya had dropped by and let Cooper drain her boobs. Simply, Maxine had gushed so much about Cooper that she simply had to try him out. 
 
    But now the men were getting freaky. They excluded him, made a few cutting remarks. Then Martha stepped into the breach. 
 
    “Sammy, no sex for you for two weeks.” 
 
    The guys’ jaws all dropped.  
 
    “And for you, Jimmy and Russ, I would suggest that you fix your attitudes, because I have a certain amount of influence with your wives.” 
 
    Sammy couldn’t help it. He was a lusty fellow, and to be upbraided, and in such coarse fashion, right in front of his male friends, it was too much. He didn’t want to talk about this, but he blurted, “Honey? What? What are you saying?” 
 
    “I am saying that Cooper is my friend. And he’s yours. And I have heard you bitches talking down to him, and I will not have that.” 
 
    The guys were all looking down, muttering, not sure what to do, and  Cooper, bless his heart, said, “I…I don’t think…” 
 
    “Spit it out, Coop,” I said. 
 
    “Well, if you punish the guys on my account it just causes more resentment.” 
 
    “Nope,” Martha said. “Because these bozos know that I’m right. We’ve all been friends for years, and for them to mistreat you just because you have courage, the courage of your convictions, well, it’s not right and they’re wrong. 
 
    Tanya grunted and said, “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the other gander. Jimmy. That’s two weeks for you. And I don’t want you sneaking off into the bathroom. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Jimmy was caught. He looked at Tanya with wide and frightened eyes, then he looked down and mumbled in the affirmative. 
 
    “Don’t think you’re getting off, Russ,” Maxine chimed in. “Two weeks for you. Now all of you apologize to Cooper.” 
 
    They didn’t even hesitate.  
 
    “Coop, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Maxine is right, I guess we fucked up.” 
 
    “Yeah, Coop. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    We girls smiled and glanced at each other. This was the first time any of us had really used our power, and, I have to tell you, it felt good. FUCKING good. I could tell that it wasn’t going to be the last time. 
 
    “Now then, girls, and guys. The night is late, but let’s have another meeting in two weeks. I want to check on the guys’ progress with politeness, and I want to see how Cooper’s boobies are growing. 
 
    Everybody sort of chuckled, a little ruefully, but honestly. And the night was over. 
 
    The next week Cooper was kept busy. Every day he had to drain one of the ladies, and he was drinking so much milk I had to cut a meal out of his day. 
 
    “But, honey! I need to eat!” 
 
    “Breast milk is pretty nutritious, and by my figure you’re getting a couple of extra meals a day in milk. And we don’t want you getting chubby like a baby, do we?” 
 
    Interestingly enough, Cooper found that he was able to maintain his svelte figure on two meals a day, and lots of milk. 
 
    In fact, I guess it’s one of those oddities, he was getting more slender. Like you give a child speed and he slows down. That’s what Ritalin does, and that’s what I think was happening with Cooper, but the next week I realized I was wrong. It was the hormones we had him on. We had picked out the most powerful and quick acting hormones we could find (and the safest, believe me, safety was top of the list here) and he was responding. His body was already changing. His hips were reshaping, he had little bumps on his chest, just swellings, and his face, I couldn’t believe it, his face was becoming softer. 
 
    I loved it. I loved my manly man looking so soft and juicy. I dreamed of putting make up on him. But I held myself back. He was just getting used to bras, and some nylons, and an occasional night in high heels. I didn’t want to blow him out of the water. 
 
    Anyway, the first week he was busy drinking tons of milk, and I kept the vibrator on the side table in the living room, plugged in and ready to go. And this all contributed to my love life. Cooper being the partner, without penetration, of so many orgasms, he was in a constant state of horniness. 
 
    And it didn’t help him that I gave him two weeks of no cums. 
 
    Well, of course I did! 
 
    If his friends had to suffer, so did he. 
 
    Besides, as I told him, he was responsible for letting that scene happen in the first place. If he wasn’t so wishy washy, like a man, he would have confronted his friends and saved them a little squirt drouth. Specifically, I said, “Why don’t you man up and be more like a woman.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. Heh heh! 
 
    Anyhoo, where was I, oh, yeah, the next party. 
 
    Coop and I showed up, me in a wonderful, low cut dress that had the men gulping every time they stared at my boobs. And they couldn’t help but stare. 
 
    “Oh, it’s that kind of game, eh?” Martha quipped. “Next party I know what I’m going to wear.” And I thought, uh oh, I’m in the big leagues here, I’d better be careful. 
 
    Cooper was wearing manly attire, including a tee shirt and a light leather jacket. 
 
    So we drank a little, chatted, and we were all happy to note that the guys presented a solidified front. No more bitchiness. And I even heard one of the guys asking Cooper if he had problems dealing with the hormones. 
 
    And it was obvious to all that Cooper was taking tons of estrogen. What wasn’t so obvious that his hormone therapy had been carefully tailored to make sure his cock didn’t shrink or go limp. And it wasn’t. The front of his pants was still getting wet, and almost every night he was balls deep in me. Spreading me out, plumbing my depths, and making me cry for the ecstasy of it all. But without cumming. Heh heh. 
 
    Then it was time for the big unveiling. 
 
    We were standing and sitting, and Martha brought it up. “You ready Cooper? We all want to see your progress.” 
 
    Cooper nodded. And he wasn’t red-faced. My little boy was growing up. He was learning how to cope with a world dominated by big boobed creatures. “I guess so.” 
 
    Oh, the confidence in his voice made me want to cream right there. 
 
    “Okay. Take off your jacket and shirt.” 
 
    Cooper stepped to the center of the room and took off his jacket. He handed it to Sammy, and just turned around. 
 
    Even with the black tee shirt on, it was obvious that he had large pecs, shaped pecs, or, if you will, small boobs. 
 
    Very small, but distinct. 
 
    “Wow,” the girls gave a few yelps and hooyahs, and the guys just sort of shook their heads. 
 
    “Okay, Coop,” Maxine said. “The shirt.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I said. “Before he does, has anybody appreciated that tee shirt.” 
 
    There were blank looks, but the girls got it first. It was designed for a female. It was light material, a slight Vee in the front. Cut so that the body would be better accentuated. 
 
    “A fashion show, too,” quipped Tanya. 
 
    Then Cooper took off his shirt. 
 
    His boobs were small, not in the drooping stage at all, but without the shirt they were more defined as mammary glands. 
 
    Everybody applauded, and Cooper did blush then, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Look how his waist is slimmer.” 
 
    “And his hips are starting to flare a bit.” 
 
    Coop, asked Sammy, “Are you losing muscle mass?” 
 
    Cooper nodded. “But I don’t really feel weak, just sort of…I don’t know, delicate? Is that the right word?” 
 
    It was. 
 
    Then the big unveiling was at an end, but Cooper being the center of attention wasn’t. We girls had been with him all week. We had talked with him, joked with him, discussed his progress in intimate detail. But the guys, this was a time jump for them. They hadn’t seen him for two weeks, and the difference was bigger to them than us. So they started asking him questions, real questions. 
 
    “Is your cock…has it shrunk at all?” 
 
    “Nope.” And he explained about the types of hormones he was taking. 
 
    “What about…is it just as hard as ever?” 
 
    “Yeah. And a little longer lasting. I used to be a premature ejaculator…” 
 
    “God, I have that problem,” blurted Jimmy. 
 
    Everybody chuckled, but it was a good chuckle. 
 
    “Try some of these hormones,” suggested Cooper. 
 
    Nervous laughter on the part of the guys.  
 
    And the night went on, and life went on, and we agreed to meet two weeks later. 
 
    The next week Cooper started wearing more girly clothes. Not because he was swishy, but just because they felt better. But it wasn’t long until he realized that they not only felt better, they looked better. 
 
    His hair was longer, too. We started puffing it up, I gave him some bangs, and we looked at his finger nails…but he wasn’t ready for that, yet. 
 
    Yet. But it was only a matter of time. 
 
    And he helped the girls out quite a bit, he was draining at least two girls a day, and if he hadn’t been so obviously slimming down I would have cut out another meal. 
 
    But the best thing was his staying power. 
 
    I don’t know, maybe it was he had too much testosterone, but, whatever, he was in balance now, and his dick was staying hard for longer periods of time, and when it did shoot, he was really shooting the juice. He had never been much of a cummer, just a few moderate squirts, but now he was shooting a half a dozen thick ropes. 
 
    Mind you, before you go out and take estrogen and start expecting cupfuls of sperm, I think it was the very educated blend of hormones, and specific to his body. 
 
    Anyway, I was finally getting happy in the bedroom, real happy. And I was so horny, all the time, that I was constantly walking with a squishing sound, afraid I was going to drip on the floor maybe leave a trail of girl juice splatters behind me. 
 
    All right, okay, I know, over the top, but I was that horny. And I certainly was wet. And I was happy. 
 
    The next meeting got canceled, a death in Tanya’s family, and we all figure we wanted everybody to meet. It just wouldn’t have felt right if there were only three couples. 
 
    And the next week was canceled because Sammy had to go out of town. 
 
    Man, by the time the next meeting was scheduled we were all dying to see Cooper unveil himself. 
 
    Sure, the girls all had glimpses of him. They noted his hair was up, and that he had touches of make up, but he didn’t usually dress up when they were around. Truth, Cooper liked running around the house naked, and he just threw on a robe, or some jeans and a tee when the girls came over for their milking. so by the time the next meeting came along everybody’s breath was bated. 
 
      
 
    Cooper and I arrived early, and he sat in a chair, bundled in a big sweatshirt—heck, all his sweatshirts were big now, he had shrunk, except for his tits—and waited for everybody to arrive. He had a blanket covering his legs. 
 
    And they arrived, greeted Cooper, noted the smile on his face, and everybody tossed a drink or two down, and then it was time. 
 
    “Okay, Coop,” I said. “Time to show your stuff.” 
 
    Cooper stood up, happily, no trace of the red-faced boy anymore. Now he was smaller, but packed with confidence. He stepped to the center of the room and everybody literally held their breath. 
 
    Cooper tossed the blanket off his legs. They were long, slender stems, his legs were shaved and he wore sleek nylons. He wore a onesy with a short, pleated skirt. I knew that under the sweat shirt he wore a top that hugged his body. 
 
    And high heels. Stylish high heels that arched his calves and made his butt stand out. 
 
    “Whoa,” blurted Jimmy. 
 
    Cooper smiled at Jimmy, then he took off his snow cap. 
 
    His hair fluffed out. He was wearing just a trace of make up, and his ears could be seen plainly. They had some awesome pretty earrings dangling from them. 
 
    Then he shimmied out of the sweat shirt and everybody gasped. 
 
    He had boobs. Not small, not big, but perfectly shaped and appropriate to his slender body. His waist was thin, his hips were round, and…he was beautiful. Quite beautiful. 
 
    Suddenly the room was filled with hand clapping. And then the guys actually started stamping their feet and giving wolf whistles. 
 
    Tears came to Cooper’s eyes and he blinked them back, and couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    And the party started. We girls were amazed at how the guys gathered around Cooper. They complimented him, asked him questions, and were positively enthralled. 
 
    Martha stepped into their circle. “Only one thing missing, sweetheart,” she said. Then she painted his lips a bright red. The guys laughed, and it was obvious that they were enthralled, that they wouldn’t have minded kissing a face like that. 
 
    Unfortunately for them, Cooper wasn’t interested in men. He was married, and he loved his wife, and that was as it should be. 
 
     
 
    We drove home late that night. A bit tipsy, thoroughly happy, and I loved the way Cooper’s mouth was so red and kissable. 
 
    Interestingly, I drove. When we had started Cooper was two inches taller than me. Now he was two inches shorter. He said he had to move the seat forward to drive, but didn’t want to inconvenience me, so I drove. 
 
    I think he just liked being toted around like the Queen of Sheba. I drove and he just watched out the window, happy in his thoughts. 
 
    We arrived home and had a nightcap. We sat in the living room and laughed and joked, and I noticed that his laugh was turning more into a giggle.  
 
    It was cute, his slightly high pitched laughter. 
 
    “Well, honey,” I said, “Time for bed.” 
 
    “That it is.” He said. 
 
    “What do you think, is tonight the night?” 
 
    Cooper was still for a moment, then he nodded. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be very gentle.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” he said. “I know you need to be gentle the first time, but I almost wish it was rough. That you’d just take me and rock my world, treat me like a whore. Fuck me like I was a rag doll.” 
 
    “That day will happen. Now, come on.” 
 
    We walked into the bedroom and I turned on some soft music. When It urned around I saw Cooper starting to take his skirt off. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked at me. “No?” 
 
    “Not yet. It’s going to feel better if you feel more feminine. Just  take off your panties and kneel on the bed. 
 
    He was actually shaking a little bit, a combination of fear and wonder and anticipation. He knelt on the bed and presented his fanny. 
 
    I took off my clothes, I was naked. A twist on the CFNM (clothed female naked male) scene. 
 
    I opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap on harness. I stepped into the harness, adjusted it, then picked up the dildo Coop had chosen for his deflowering. I clicked it into the harness and picked up a bottle of lubricant. 
 
    Stepping between his legs I squirted heaping helpings of lube into his asshole. I massaged his buttocks. I rimmed his asshole. I shoved more lube into him. 
 
    All the time I whispered to him. “Honey. I love you. This is the most manly thing you can do. You’re going to love this.” 
 
    Then I stroked his cock. I moved my hand up and down his shaft and massaged his big balls. He shivered and I said, “I’ve been thinking about a chastity tube for you. What do you think?” 
 
    “Sounds good. I need to control Mr. Happy. He’s pushing my dresses out a little bit too much.” 
 
    Finally, I stepped closer and put my dildo right to his star. He jerked. 
 
    “Easy, big boy. This is going to feel good. But you have to relax.” 
 
    “Heysoos!” and he gave a big shiver with his whole body. “I can’t help it. This is so exciting!” 
 
    I smiled, then I simply pushed in. 
 
    He wasn’t expecting it, and his mouth dropped and his eyes opened wide. I was two inches in, and I just held it there. 
 
    “Oh, God. Oh…Oh, God!” His voice was just a whisper. 
 
    He relaxed. It took a long minute, but I could finally feel his muscles let go. I moved forward an inch. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” but he didn’t tighten up. Actually wiggled a little bit. 
 
    I went all the way in. Coop had picked out a big dildo for his first, and he gasped for breath. His arms half collapsed and his face buried into a pillow. 
 
    “Okay, Coop. Here it comes.” I was whispering, but he heard me, and I could see his head nodding on the pillow. 
 
    I began to move in and out, he moaned and his ass began to move. 
 
    In and out, and he lurched, flattening out a bit more, then he found his arms. He pushed up a little, and I began to dig deep. 
 
    “God…oh, please…” 
 
    For a long five minutes I just fucked him. And he moaned and twisted and pushed back. Then I took it out of him. 
 
    “On your back,” my voice was husky, throaty, and I didn’t even recognize it. 
 
    He rolled on to his back. His legs were spread and his hole presented perfectly. I grabbed his cock and began to stroke it even as I fit my cock to his rectum. 
 
    Now we could watch each other, and it was spectacular. The look in his eyes as I shifted his manhood over to me. The blossoming in his eyes as he absorbed my womanliness. I have never felt anything so electric and perfect. 
 
    “Okay, baby, let’s get you off.” 
 
    “All right,” his voice was an awed whisper. 
 
    I plunged into him, and he arched his back and groaned. His hips tilted and he absorbed and gloried in the feeling of being penetrated. 
 
    In and out I went, gently, lovingly. Appreciating this wonderful gift he had given me, his manhood. 
 
    “Play with your nipples,” I commanded. 
 
    He pulled his top down and exposed his breasts. His nipples were large, very hot, very erect and wanting. I had sucked them and they truly were delicious. 
 
    “Oh…” he moaned. “That feels so…so…” 
 
    I pushed in and he gasped. He was reaching the point where he couldn't speak coherently. There was just too much pleasure firing in his body, overwhelming his brain. 
 
    I moved my hips in a circle and his eyes went wide as he felt the tip of my cock move across his anal walls. It felt like I was stirring his insides. 
 
    I bent down and managed to get the top of his cock into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, ah…yeah!” 
 
    There we stood for a long minute. Him pulling on his nipples, me balls deep in his ass, sucking on the head of his cock, then I felt him start up. 
 
    “Unh…uh…” His eyes started blinking, and his hips started shivering, 
 
    I jammed harder, and he exploded. Truly exploded. His hips arched up, his ass pushed back, and his cock spit huge streams of cum into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…oh…yeah!” 
 
    He grunted as he spewed, and I was hardly able to keep up, to swallow fast enough. I could feel his muscles rippling on my cock. I could feel his ass clamping down. 
 
    He locked up, his chest lurched back and forth, his eyes rolled back, and I gobbled. Then he simply rolled his head back and groaned out the most guttural sound I had ever heard. 
 
    “FUUUUUUU…” 
 
    Then he collapsed. Just went limp, and his eyes started to close. 
 
    Yes, he had shot harder and more, and he had had an orgasm up the butt, but he still had one habit…after cumming he went to sleep. No matter what. 
 
    That was okay with me. I pulled my cock out and took off the harness. I pushed him—he didn’t even wake up—to his side of the bed. It was easy because he had a lighter woman’s body. Then I cleaned up, slid into bed, and watched him sleep. 
 
    He was so peaceful, so happy. And so manly. And I knew that, until a man had done what Cooper had done, they didn’t know what it was to be a man. 
 
    Then I heard my phone ring. 
 
    Cooper didn’t wake up, but I rolled out of bed and sprinted through the house. This late at night, it was either a wrong number, or pretty damned important. It turned out to be important. 
 
    “Amanda?” Maxine gushed excitedly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Russ wants to do it. He’s going to do it!” 
 
    I smiled happily. There was hope for the world, after all. 
 
      
 
    END
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    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections… 
 
    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotica in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ’Another 21 Stories of 
 
    Feminization and Female Domination!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power
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It was a job a man couldn’t do





images/00006.jpeg
Grace Mansfield






cover.jpg





images/00012.jpeg
Hlyce
Thorndyke

\
\ 2 ERWw
A \J ' Up ] ‘—
: \ r
A 41






images/00017.jpeg





images/00027.jpeg





images/00026.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg
U

A,

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!
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ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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The Shivering Bone
Seven Erotic Stories!
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FEMINIZATION RESOURCES

The Big Book of Feminization ~ volume one
Seven erotic stories of men who like to be sexy!
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD
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