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	CHAPTER ONE 

	  

	  

	“Everybody on the floor!” BANG! BANG! 

	Stunned, I froze, except for my head which swiveled towards the source of the gunshots. 

	 I was walking across the big lobby, between the door to the cages and Joe Samps’ office. He’s the president of United Banks, and I was bringing him $10,000. Small bills. In a little bank bag, the kind you put in the night deposit bag. He had just made a loan to one of our oldest customers, Tom Wheeler, of Wheeler’s Wheels, the fancy hub cap place over on fourth street. 

	The man who had fired his gun into the air was slender, about my height, and dressed all in black. He wore a nylon over his face, but even from ten feet away, and in the middle of the shock of it all, I recognized him. 

	Around me people were diving to the floor. Laying down and spreading their arms out or just covering their heads. 

	The young man with the gun moved towards me. “I said everybody on the floor! On your faces! Don’t fucking move!” 

	“Tommy?” I whispered. 

	And Tommy Johnson finally focused his eyes on me. And I knew he recognized me. He should. We had been neighbors for 12 years growing up, and for the last year we had been living together. Until he had left. Just left. I came home and he was gone. Broke my heart. And here he was again. Waving a gun in a bank. 

	“Fuck!” he whispered, knowing he was busted. 

	So he did the only thing he could do, he held the gun to my head and backed up, out of the bank, with me holding $10,000. 

	  

	 

	“Fuck!” he screamed. “What the fuck were you doing there?” 

	We had left the bank, hopped into a car which wasn’t his, and driven away like gangbusters. He screamed around corners on two wheels, was doing over a hundred, and was yelling at me. 

	“I got transferred last week. But what the fuck were you doing there?” 

	I wasn’t shy in my volume, either. I loved the damned guy, and here he was…knocking over banks! 

	He didn’t say anything. Which wasn’t surprising. He was always sort of a shy guy, and I tended to push him around a little, which made his aggressive bank robber act even stranger. 

	“Take off that stupid nylon!” 

	He ripped it off his face and threw it at me. “It’s yours, anyway. I took it when I left.” 

	And here is where it got sort of funny. I mean, he was robbing a bank, had taken me hostage, and I shifter over to, “Why did you leave me, anyway?” 

	He still didn’t say anything. 

	I studied him. Same old Tommy. Slender but strong body. Thin face with a narrow chin. Lips a little plump. Long lashes. 

	And I loved him. I loved the smell of him. I loved the way he kissed me. I loved the way he treated me so nicely, even when I was a bit of a bitch. 

	And, oh yes, I could be a bitch. But, considering the situation now, I wondered if being a bitch was the right thing. After all, he had left me…was it because I was a bitch? 

	“Tommy,” I spoke low, without anger, and I leaned towards him and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. 

	“What,” he answered sullenly, a spoiled, little boy. Caught. But at least he had said something. 

	“Where are we going?” 

	“Turner road. I can leave this car at an abandoned shack up there and take my motorcycle over the trails to Westville. I live there now.” 

	I watched him drive. Watched the way he pulled the wheel, feathered the gas. He was good with driving, and especially with motorcycles. Being light and having quick reflexes, he had a talent for the big machines. 

	“Okay. I guess it’s pretty obvious that I’m going with you. Can we have a talk.” 

	“We’re talking,” he complained. 

	“I know, but I’ll keep my voice down, I’ll listen, and I won’t get on you, no matter what you say.” 

	He glanced at me quickly, then returned his attention to the road. We were winding through turns as fast as the Road Runner farts, and we were only a few minutes from the abandoned shack he had spoken of. 

	“I mean it. I know my tongue can be like a cat’s claws, and I promise I’ll control it. Cross my heart with pinkie shake fingers.” 

	He sighed, and I knew I was getting through to him. 

	“So, first things first, any explanation is appreciated, how come you’re robbing banks?” 

	“I don’t know.” 

	I wanted to raise my voice then, but I held myself in check, and I realized something. I realized, watching Tommy hold on to himself, watching how he responded to the soft touch, that it had, indeed, been my flesh peeling ways that had driven him off. 

	“I know why you left me,” I said. “And I’m sorry. I should never let the bitch out. You don’t need me screaming at you or treating you like shit.” 

	Now he really glanced at me. 

	Then we were at the shack. There was a tree next to it, a big, old oak, and he slid the car under the thickest part. No helicopter would be able to find it. 

	“Come on,” he leaped out of the car. 

	Oddly, I was still carrying the bag with $10,000 in it. I looked at it as I followed him, and gave a mental shrug. $10,000. WTF. 

	His bike was inside the shack. It was his pride and joy. A Yamaha R-1. 180 MPH. I didn’t normally ride with him because, honestly, he was just too fast. But now I climbed on and held on. He took the money sack and slipped it inside his shirt and buttoned up. Then we were off. 

	I have never gone so fast in my life. He was riding on dirt roads with street tires, he slipped this way and that, he sailed over ruts, and the speedometer was always over 100. In the hills. On fire trails. 

	And I remembered the other reason I didn’t go riding with him. The vibrations through the seat shook my pussy, and I started to feel it. It was like riding a big dildo. A vibrating dildo. One of those Sybian machines. 

	“Fuck,” I whispered, and I clasped my hands over his hard belly. I was going to have to hang on. 

	The shimmy worked its way through my groin, I felt the first waves start up. Sitting as I was it was like waves were washing through my hips, making me weak. 

	Tommy suddenly realized what was happening. He slowed down, held one of my forearms with his own hand, and the first orgasm hit me. 

	“Oh! Fuck!” I yelled against his back. My hips lurched and my arms got weak. He held me fast. Then it was over. 

	That was the thing, the orgasms hit hard and fast, but they didn’t last long. I would be given a couple of minutes before the next one hit. 

	Tommy laughed. He yelled over his shoulder, “If I get caught it’s because you can’t control your pussy!” 

	I would have laughd, but I was too weak. I refastened my hands around him. 

	He sped up, then slowed down, then stopped. We were on a switchback. We looked down and saw a cop car speeding long the road. He was heading to Westville, and he was going to cut us off. 

	“My parent’s house,” I said. “They’re on vacation.” 

	He did a half donut, me hanging on the back, and headed to the last cut off, in a second we were winding down the mountain side, heading back to the town where he had just robbed a bank. 

	I think, if I had asked him then, he would have let me off. He knew I would never turn him in. He would have done it. But I didn’t ask him. Heck, I loved him, and he was in my arms, and there was a part of me that didn’t want to let him go. Ever. 

	We arrived at the bottom, cut across the road when there weren’t any cars, and zoomed through the woods. We were on more of a path than a road, but Tommy kept his speed up. Fifteen minutes later we were at my parent’s house. 

	My parents live on a cul de sac, and the houses on that street have large back yards. He turned off the motor and coasted down a slight decline, then onto the back patio. He was under the awning, out of sight, and we were safe. And I had managed not to have any more orgasms. 

	“Okay,” he said, getting off the bike. He didn’t look at me, just walked to the back door and stopped. The door was locked. 

	“I’ll go through the front. Hold tight.” 

	I circled the house, found the key under the pot, and entered the house. I closed the door and locked it behind me. 

	My home. The place where I grew up. And now the place where I hid out with bank robbers on the run. 

	I opened the back sliding door and Tommy entered. 

	It was cool in the house, and Tommy looked around. He was probably confused. He had never imagined ending up here. I was a done deal in his life. Or was I? 

	If I had driven him off with bitchiness…couldn’t I get him back with kindness? 

	Maybe. 

	“I’m going to fix a couple of sandwiches. Why don’t you watch TV? 

	So he did. He sank on the leather couch in the TV room and picked up the remote and I heard the TV mumble into life as I put together a couple of tuna sandwiches. An after thought, but a good one, I raided Daddy’s liquor cabinet and poured us a couple of drinks. Him stiff, the way he liked it. Me not so stiff, though I probably needed one. 

	“Here go,” I placed his sandwich in front of him, along with the frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. 

	He looked at the glass, then at me. “Thanks,” he said, as he took a drink. 

	I went back for my sandwich and drink, and by the time I got back he was done with his sandwich and half done with his drink. 

	“What’s happening on TV?” 

	“Just showing the inside of the bank.” 

	I could see Mr Samps talking to a cop. The tellers were clustered at the far end of the bank, talking quietly amongst themselves. 

	“What about me?” 

	“They’re looking for you.” 

	Pause. 

	Then he put his head into his hands and moaned, “What the fuck have I done?” 

	I didn’t say anything for a long time. Then I picked up the remote and turned off the TV. I faced him. 

	He looked up at me, “What?” 

	“I know you don’t want to, but we have to talk. So, you want another drink? Or can we get started?” 

	“I’d like another drink,” he mumbled.

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER TWO 

	  

	 

	“So, how come?” 

	He was sipping his whiskey, and looking down, and he didn’t speak. I knew this was going to be rough for him, so I started it. I laughed, and he looked up. 

	“You scared the crap out of me, shooting a gun like that! I actually saw some plaster come down.” 

	He grinned ruefully. 

	“Yeah.” 

	“Where’d you get the gun?” 

	“It was my brother’s.” 

	His brother had died in the war. Fuck. 

	He pulled out the gun and placed it on the coffee table. It was a revolver. Six shots. He had spent two at the bank. Interestingly, I knew a little about guns. Not a lot, but daddy was a big gun buff, and I had picked up a little from him. 

	“How come you didn’t get a Glock? Six shots isn’t enough when…when things get gnarly.” 

	“I didn’t have the money,” again with the mumbling. 

	“Is that why you robbed the bank? For the money?” 

	“I…I didn’t…” he clammed up again. 

	“Is that it, Tommy? Did you rob a bank just to—“ 

	His head snapped up and he yelled, “I did it because of you.” 

	I froze. He never got mad, hadn’t raised his voice the whole year we lived together. 

	Finally uncorked, he continued, “You treated me like shit! Everything was Tommy to do this! Tommy, why did you do that? Tommy you need to get your thumb out of your ass and…” 

	And his anger drained away, or at least was stoppered up again. 

	My face was white, and I knew that it really was my fault. He just wanted the money so he could get away. From me. I had been a bitch. But…I loved him. 

	“Tommy?” 

	“What,” surly, shattered, a good man ruined by a stupid woman. 

	“Can you do me a favor?” 

	He didn’t say anything, but he was listening. 

	I stood up. “Come with me.” I held out my hand. 

	He looked up at me but didn’t move. 

	“It won’t take long, but I’ve got to…I need this favor.” 

	He finally took my hand. I walked, almost dragging him along, down the hall and into my parent’s bedroom. 

	“What?” he asked. 

	For answer I began taking my clothes off. 

	He stared at me. 

	“Tommy, I’m the stupidest person in the world. I had the best man in the world and I treated him like shit.” 

	“I don’t want to…” 

	But he did. The bulge in his pants betrayed him. 

	“Then you’re going to watch me get myself off. But I’d rather you did it.” 

	He stood, unable to run, unable to move forward. 

	I took my bra off, my boobs fell out and I sighed. I began to shimmy out of my skirt. 

	“I need this, Tommy. I fucked you over, and now I need to make up for it. I need you to take me. To fuck me. To use me any way you want. I’ve got a lot to make up for.” 

	He was looking at me with haunted eyes. All the times I had mistreated him, spoken meanly to him, all those times were revealed in his brown eyes. 

	“Tommy.” I was naked now. I stood before him, I’m a good looking woman, even if my tongue is a little too sharp. “I apologize for every mean thing I ever said to you. I will spend the rest of my life making up for how stupid I’ve been. But you’ve got to help me. Tears were coming out of my eyes now. And the longer it took him to move, the more the tears would flow. I really didn’t want a major break down. I held out my hand and begged. “Tommy?” 

	And he finally came to me. He took a small step, then he rushed, and then we were holding each other. I was crying. He was crying. And I began to rip his clothes off him. 

	“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I sobbed, then I had his shirt off and was fumbling with his pants. 

	“I’m sorry,” he said, and I think he was talking about the bank robbery thing.  

	Then I had his pants off. His penis was straight out, big and beautiful, the head purple and the shaft thick and veined. I sank to my knees and kissed him. 

	He groaned. 

	I said, “You kept it shaved, thank you.” 

	I slobbered over him then, deep throating him, holding his balls with one hand and stroking the shaft with the other. 

	He started moving his hips back and forth, then he reached down and lifted me up. We fell on the bed, I scootched back and he scrambled to stay between my knees, and then I felt that heavenly touch of his cock against my cunt. 

	“Oh, God!” I moaned. I reached down and grabbed his penis, put it between the labia. I was moist, I needed him, I needed him to penetrate me, to assert ownership of me, to make me complete. 

	He shoved, and it was done, we were locked together. The world was shut out and all we could do was hold our breath and stare at each other. 

	For a long moment we just stayed that way, glorying in the lush sensation of cock and pussy, then I kissed him, and he began to drive into me. 

	I kissed his lips, tears still streaming from my eyes. I chewed on his mouth. I gobbled his lips and sucked on his tongue. All the while he wiggled and moved, pushed and pulled, and scoured out my depths with that wonderful, big cock of his. 

	I couldn’t help myself, my hips were bucking, meeting his downward thrusts with upward tilts. 

	He suckled my tits, pulling on my nipples with his mouth until I thought they would near fall off. He gripped my boobs with his hands and squeezed, and he pushed so hard with his penis that I was being shoved across the bed. 

	“Fuck,” I breathed out in wonder, reveling in the fact of finally feeling him open me up again. I had missed this so much, and I wondered, not for the last time, how I could have been so stupid as to drive him off. 

	And then the orgasm hit. It was hard, and it was fast, and I felt all my muscles clamp down. Little earthquakes rippled through my groin, and I felt him holding on, riding the whirlwind. 

	Then, just when I was done, starting to come down, he let loose. I felt his hips drive into me, and his cock felt like it was halfway up to my chest. His fluid started to spew, and I just held on, clamped my legs around him, and drank his essence into my body. 

	Then we were done, lying next to each other, staring at the ceiling, and I knew it was time to do some serious talking. We had to figure out how to get out of this bank robbery thing. 

	  

	 

	We sat on the couch and watched TV. We were both naked and hugging and not wanting to let each other go. His cock was a bit slimy, so I cleaned it with my mouth. I was dripping his juices, so he got down and cleaned me out. And we went back to watching TV, like an old married couple, except we weren’t watching Grey’s Anatomy, or the Kardashians. We were watching the aftermath of a bank robbery. 

	The big news stations were there now, and Tommy’s crime was being dissected, piece by piece. 

	“The robber abandoned his stolen car at this shack off Fire Trail 43. Police are looking for fingerprints or other evidence of DNA, but thus far…” 

	Tommy hadn’t left DNA He had worn a cap, and gloves, and he hadn’t even put his arm on an armrest. They wouldn’t find anything there. 

	“…no trace of the hostage, Kimberly Janssen.” A picture of me on the screen. It looked like they had taken it out of my high school yearbook. 

	“…surrounding the area. Units from…” 

	“I really fucked it this time,” Tommy was absolutely miserable. The joy from our coupling was evaporating fast as he watched the law make a circle and close in. 

	“No. I’ve got a plan.” 

	“To get me out of this?” 

	“Yes. And, trust me, it’ll work.” 

	He looked at me. “What kind of a plan?” 

	“Well, first I have to turn myself in. I’m surprised the cops haven’t shown up here, but they will. So I need you to hide in my room for a while. No lights. No TV. 

	“I’ll walk back to the road and stumble around. When they’ve picked me up they’ll interrogate me, and then let me go. I figure I can get back here tonight. Can you hold out that long?” 

	“But they’re making a big circle. They’re looking for a guy on a motorcycle. They figured out I dropped off the car and took a bike. It’s only a matter of time until they check out this house, and then they’ll have me.” 

	“No, they won’t. I’m going to disguise you, then I can drive you out right under their noses. Once you get back to your apartment you can hang out until everything cools down. Let yourself be seen. Then we’ll get back together.” 

	“Disguise me, eh? How’s that going to work?” 

	“Trust me. I don’t have time now, I have to get picked up, and I should have the money with me. Okay?” 

	Tommy nodded. 

	So, an hour later, holding the bag with $10,000 in it, I stumbled out onto the road and started limping towards town. I had rolled in the dirt and even dragged my forearms on the ground until they were scraped raw. It wasn’t two minutes before a cop skidded to a stop next to me. 

	“Kimberly Janssen?” came the loudspeaker. 

	I turned and ran, limping towards the cop car. “Help me! I got away! Help me!” 

	And, five minutes after that, I was being driven through town to the police station. 

	I described the robber to the police. Red hair. Tommy had brown. I didn’t know what kind of motorcycle he drove because I had jumped out of the car before he abandoned it. I had rolled down an embankment and he had stopped for a second, then roared off. 

	He was slender, couldn’t get around that, and his eyes were blue. Tommy’s were brown. 

	A doctor came in and looked at me. Wanted to take me to the hospital, but I just wanted to go home. 

	The newspapers wanted to interview me. After all, I was a hero. I had not only escaped, but I had brought the money back to the bank. 

	But I shook my head and said I was just going to go home, and then hide out at a friend’s house. 

	The cops understood, and a cop drove me to my apartment on 4th street, and now the fun started. 

	I cleaned myself up and waited until dusk, then I set off for my parent’s house. 

	It was a five mile walk, and I entertained myself by trying to stay out of sight. Since I had grown up in Pittsville I knew the town inside and out, and I made the five mile walk in just under three hours. It was ten o’clock when I finally limped through the front door. And I was limping because I was sore from such a long walk, not from jumping out of a moving car, which had been fiction. 

	“Tommy?” I called. 

	He ran down the hall and hugged me. God, he felt good. 

	We ate dinner, watched ourselves on TV a little more, and studied how the police were putting up barricades. 

	“I could probably hike across country,” mused Tommy, at one point. 

	“My way is safer.” 

	“Okay.” He studied me. I still hadn’t told him what I had in mind. “So when are we going to make the Great Escape?” 

	“Right after Mr. Thompson checks on the house. He and daddy always watch each others houses when they go on vacations. He should be over pretty soon, what with us having the lights on.” 

	Tommy watched TV then, and I got things ready. Inside, I was feeling a little glee. Not only was I making up to my boyfriend for having been mean to him, I was saving his ass. And I was saving it in a way that turned me on. 

	Really turned me on. 

	I had been wanting to do this for ages, but Tommy always scoffed and backed away. Well, he had no choice now. 

	Knock. Knock. 

	“Hi,” Tommy said, opening the door.  

	I was hurrying down the hall and heard Mr. Thomson ask, “Who are you?” 

	“I’m—“ 

	“He’s Tommy, Mr. Thompson. My boyfriend.” 

	“Oh my gosh! Kimberly! I saw you on the news. Are you all right?” 

	I had known Mr. Thompson for a dozen years. He had even taken me to the hospital when Daddy had his heart attack. 

	“I have never been so scared in my life!” 

	“And you really jumped out of a moving car?” 

	“Well, the robber had to slow down for a corner…I was pretty lucky.” 

	“I’ll say! So are you just going to hang out here?” 

	“Tommy said he’d come over and take care of me. I really just need a little sleep.” 

	“Well, just call if you need anything.” 

	“I will.” I gave a small yawn. 

	“Nice to meet you, Tommy. Take care of Kimberly. She’s our favorite neighbor.” 

	Tommy said he would, then the door was closed, and we were ready for my plan. 

	 

	  

	 

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER THREE 

	  

	 

	“Take a shower, and use this. Don’t get it on your head or eyebrows.” 

	“What is it?” 

	“Nair. It’ll wash your hair off. It’ll feel good when you’re really baby naked.” 

	“Baby naked,” he mused, then he looked at me. “And this is the plan? To disguise me by getting rid of my body hair?” 

	“It’s the start. Now, get to washing.” I slapped his ass and he headed for the bathroom. 

	I had my make up ready, and some undergarments. What I didn’t have Momma had, so all I really needed was some kind of dress. 

	That’s right. Tommy was going over to the other side. And it was going to be fun. I was already feeling a little moist down there at the thought of prettying him up. 

	Fifteen minutes later Tommy was out of the shower, looking down at his hairless limbs. “Man, this is weird.” 

	“But cool, eh?” 

	“Well, I don’t—“ 

	I shook his dick. “Mr. Hard On says so. 

	He blushed, and I loved it. Seeing a boy turn red always turned me on. And I realized something. 

	I treated Tommy like crap, and I should have been just embarrassing him. Making him blush. Then I would have got turned on, and he wouldn’t have felt so bad. 

	“Okay, let’s cream you up.” I had a big bottle of skin softener, and I squirted a big dollop in my hands and started smoothing it over him. 

	“Yikes! It’s cold!” 

	I laughed and slapped a big glob on his nuts. He jumped, then laughed. He was having fun, and that was a good sign. 

	As I put softener on the rest of his body he said, “So how is soft skin going to get me away from the cops?” 

	“Simple. They’re looking for a man.” 

	He got it fast, but it took a long second to percolate through him. 

	“Wait a minute.” 

	“I won’t wait, but go ahead and tell me you don’t want to do this.” 

	“I don’t want to do this.” 

	“You’d rather get caught and spend ten years in prison.” I grabbed his dick and pulled him to me. I whispered fiercely into his face. “You expect me to wait ten years for this dick?” 

	“Well, but…I’m a man!” 

	“Not in an hour. Within one hour—well, maybe two—I’m going to have you looking prettier than me.” 

	There was a look of fear in his eyes then. He really was scared. 

	“Are you scared of being a woman? Tommy? Tell me the truth.” 

	It took a while for it to come out, but it did. “I’m not the biggest guy, and I’ve got…soft features. Kids used to pick on me.” 

	I grinned. Zingo bingo. Right where I wanted him. 

	“Do you think I’m going to pick on you?” 

	“Well, no.” 

	“And, here’s the kicker, what if you did get caught? Nobody’s going to pick on you. Everybody will think you’re some sort of criminal mastermind. 

	Oh, baby, that did it. I could see the light in his eyes. 

	“And you can really do this? Make me look like a woman?” 

	“Does the pope shit in the woods?” 

	He giggled. Not laughed, but giggled, and I knew that I had finally tapped in on the source of Tommy’s problems. He wasn’t one of these big jock types, he was a gentle soul, and he had been abused. 

	And I knew there was something soft and feminine inside Tommy that wanted to come out. And that was his real fear. That was why he drove like a maniac. That was why he took chances, even robbed a bank. He was trying to prove he was a man…when he was a gentle person, and all he really needed was love. 

	“Honey,” I kissed him soft and slow. I stroke him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?” 

	And he started to grin. Not one of those half assed grins. Not a concealing type of grin. But a real, soul revealing grin. 

	“Okay. Let’s put on your clothes, and then I’ll fix your make up.” 

	Tommy struggled into my mother’s corset, thank God I didn’t need one, and I helped tie it tight. 

	“Uh!” He grunted as I pulled the last string. “Does it have to be that tight? I can’t breath.” 

	“Take shallow breaths,” I muttered as I tied it off. “And look at the mirror.” 

	Tommy turned and stared. “Geez, is that really me?” 

	He had a perfect hourglass shape, minus the boobs. But I’d take care of that. 

	“Okay, sit down and let’s roll up these nylons.” 

	He sat on the edge of the bed and watched as I encased his legs in electric smoothness. 

	“Man, that feels…” 

	“Good?” 

	“Sexy! Why don’t guys wear these?” 

	“‘Cause they’re not as smart as you,” and I snapped the nylons in place. “Okay, put this on,” I tossed him my mother’s bra. She had bigger tits than I, and she had a pair of D breast forms. Poor girl had gone through a double mastectomy. 

	Tommy fouled the bra all up and I started laughing. He started to look sullen, but I laughed him right out of it. “How are you supposed to know?” I asked, as I turned it around and showed him how to pull it up over his tits. If he had tits. 

	“Okay, but—“ 

	“But you thought I was laughing at you.” 

	He actually looked sheepish at that point. Another endearing look I loved. I kissed him softly. “Tommy? Love? If you knew how hot this was making me you wouldn’t worry about me laughing at you.” 

	“Really?” 

	I took his hand and mashed it into my groin. “Feel.” 

	His eyes opened wide. “You really are wet!” 

	“Any wetter and they’d have to follow me with a mop.” 

	He laughed at that, and I put on his face and pouted. “Are you laughing at me?” which made him laugh harder. 

	“Okay, let’s give you some boobies.” 

	I pulled his bra out and shoved the breast forms in, one after another. Suddenly, it took my breath away, he was stacked. 

	“Here, slip this on.” I gave him a simple dress, just a little flare at the waist to disguise his bump, which the corset was holding pretty well. The dress went on easily, except for the boobs, but I managed to pull it down and smooth it out. then I stepped back and looked at him. 

	“Fuck!” I said, and he could see the awe in my eyes. 

	“What?” 

	“Look in the mirror.” 

	He did, and his mouth opened. His body was perfect. Hourglass with big boobs. The dress was a slick blue with a couple of lines on it. His boobs looked totally natural. 

	“I’ve got a girl’s body!” It was half protest and half delight. 

	“When you don’t have this stuff on, you’re all man. But right now, yeah, you’re all woman.” 

	Tommy couldn’t stop staring, and I loved it. I could see him accepting himself, accepting that part of him that was more than male. 

	“Come on, let’s put on some make up.” 

	He sat down, and he was actually eager, though he tried to hide it. 

	“Okay, first a moisturizer.” My fingers swirled cream over his skin, rubbed it in, and made his face female soft. 

	“That feels cool.” 

	Don’t you mean sexy?” I spoke wryly. 

	“Uh, yeah.” 

	“Okay, now for the primer.” 

	“What’s that for?” 

	“Primer is like a foundation. It hides lines and fills in pores. It also helps your make up last longer.” 

	He closed his eyes and I used a gel pad and smoothed the primer in. 

	“Now for the foundation. This is the hard part for me. It’s coloring, and you have to blend it with the foundation. 

	For a long few minutes I concentrated on him. He was a different color than me, and I had to work to find the right blend. Finally the foundation began to disappear, and I knew I was on the right track. 

	I went light on the concealer, he didn’t have many lines to cover, and I had already done a good job with the foundation. 

	I had to work at the bronzer though. His skin was dark already, and I thought, for a minute, that maybe I should have skipped the bronzer. He had enough tan. Then it all came together and I heaved a sigh of relief. 

	“Okay, what’s next?” 

	“What’s next, girlfriend, is I should lie down on the bed and you should eat my pussy. You’re making me hotter than your alter ego ever did.” 

	He giggled. God, I loved that sound, and I wanted him to jam his boner, hard, into my bush. 

	But, work comes first, especially when you’re saving your boyfriend’s life. “Blush. And then highlighter. And this should be easy.” 

	It was, and, finally, I was ready for the heavy lifting. The eyes. 

	I made them smokey hot. I shadowed the lids gently, graduated the color down to the eyes, then took a pencil and outlined the eyes. 

	“You want real eyes or fake eyes?” 

	“I’m scared to answer that.” 

	But he wasn’t scared. He was having the time of his life. 

	“Okay, I’ll choose.” And I chose real eyes. He had long lashes, so I curled them, applied mascara, and I was almost done. 

	Correction, he was almost there. He was so fucking beautiful I couldn’t believe it. He was making my breathing quick and shallow. I wanted to lay him down and fuck him stupid right there. 

	Discipline, I forced myself to the matters at hand, and I chose a deep red stain. A stain with a heavy plumper in it. I wanted those lips kissy gorgeous. 

	I didn’t want him licking at his lips because he wasn’t used to the waxy taste. Stain might last longer, maybe a lot longer, but that was okay with me. I intended to be chewing on those lips like my life depended on it. I took my time and, bad me, I made sure the stain was extra thick, double coated, and then I applied a light layer of lip gloss. 

	“Okay. you just sit there. Don’t move. Don’t look in the mirror. I’ll be right back.” 

	I dove into Mommy’s closet and found her wig, and suddenly I realized it wasn’t going to work. I had applied make up for a brunette, which was Tommy’s hair color. Her wig was blonde. 

	I said a dirty word, came out of the closet and held the wig up to him, and knew I was right. 

	“What’s the matter?” 

	“I sat on his lap and faced him. I would have kissed him, but he was too perfect. I said, “We’re going to have to cut your hair.” 

	He frowned, then lightened up and shrugged. “We’ve come this far.” 

	“And we can always cut it back to a male style after we get you home.” 

	So I got scissors and comb, and a brush, and Daddy’s old shaver, and we set to work. 

	Cutting hair is one of those jobs that, if you do it right, it is a dream, and the result is a dream. If you do it wrong, then you have to put a bag over your head and find a beautician, and I mean quick. 

	Fortunately, I was pretty good with a pair of scissors, Mom had me work on her hair all the time, and I pulled it off. 

	I tapered the back, gave him some bangs, and feathered it along the sides. When I was done it was perfect for his face. 

	“Okay, gorgeous, check yourself out and prepare to be awed.” 

	He stood up and looked into the mirror, and I waited. Oh, it was perfect, I had outdone myself, but I still crossed my fingers. After all, this was a guy, no matter that he had a soft spot in his soul, and one can never tell how a guy is going to act. Especially when he has been made into a woman. 

	“Wow,” he said. And he touched his face. 

	“Oh, crap!” 

	“What?” he looked a little alarmed. He had liked himself, and now I had backed off on him. 

	“It’s not that. We have to give you some nails.” 

	“Nails?” 

	He looked at his hands. 

	Hands that worked on motors. Gnarly and cracked and all full of knuckles. 

	“Sit down, put your hand on the table. I’m going to have to work some real magic.” 

	I cleaned his hands up. Made them soft and gentle looking, prettied up the nails, then I selected some fakes for him. 

	And, perverse, little, old me, I chose some long ones. 

	I couldn’t help it! He was too gorgeous to give him a bunch of stubby, little things! He deserved the best! He deserved some claws worthy of a beautiful woman! 

	He wasn’t paying attention. He was looking in the mirror and marveling, so I picked out some stiletto nails. Long and pointed. He could scratch my back any day. 

	I glued them, with extra strong glue, and shaped them, and then I began painting them. 

	Stroke after stroke of luscious red, to match his beautiful lips. Three coats. A fixer. And he was done. 

	“Oh. My. God!” he blurted, looking at his talons. 

	“You like them?” I was nervous, but I wasn’t nervous. They might be extra feminine, even dangerously feminine, but I had done a good job. 

	He held his hands up to his face. His lips matched perfectly. His eyes were alluring. His hair was shiny and framed his face perfectly. 

	“Okay, last thing. I know you can’t wear these, it takes practice, but I want to see how you look in heels.” 

	I slipped a pair of mother’s tan straps on him. They had a five inch heel, and his legs bent funny, then he concentrated and straightened them out. 

	“Walk into the other room.” 

	He tried. His ankles wanted to go one way or the other, but I held him, and he grabbed walls and chairs and whatever, and he made it into the living room. 

	I grabbed my old camera and started snapping pictures, and he began to pose. As long as he took his time and moved slow, he looked exactly like a woman in heels. 

	God, he was beautiful. He was gorgeous. He was a woman and a half, and I was in love. I was also so wet I needed a drip pan under me. I have never been hornier in my life. 

	“Okay, what now?” he finally asked. 

	I stepped up to him, and we faced each other. “Now we wait until it’s light out, and then I drive you right through John Law.” 

	“Only one problem.” 

	“What’s that?” 

	“I’m so damned horny, my dick’s so hard, we need to make love.” 

	I laughed at that, be it a bit sourly. 

	“We can’t. I can’t risk smearing your make up.” 

	“So…what? We just stand here and look at each other?” 

	“Sounds like.” 

	And we did. We stood in the living room. Well, actually the foyer, and leaned against a wall and gazed at each other. 

	And I apologized again for being a bitch. 

	And he apologized for robbing a bank. 

	“Of the two, bitches or bank robbery, which is worse?” 

	“Bitches,” he returned, as solemn as he had ever been. 

	“Well, I hope I’ve made up for that. And if I haven’t…I’ll try harder. You’re the most beautiful man I have ever seen.” 

	“Don’t you mean woman,” he primped his hair gently and grinned. 

	“Both. And…can I ask you something?” 

	“Sure.” 

	And I knew that our relationship had changed. His anger was gone. He was happy.  

	I said, “When I get you home…can you stay a woman for a while?” I began to hurry my words. “I mean, just a little while…Io want to…I need to…I want to make love to you as a woman. I…” 

	I blathered on for a while, then stopped when I saw him smiling. 

	“I was going to ask you if I could stay a woman for a while.” 

	“You were?” 

	“Kimberly, you’ve done something to me. You’ve opened my eyes. All my life I’ve been trying to be tough, even competing with guys that were bigger and stronger than me. But now, what you’ve done, what you’ve made me see, I don’t have to. I love the way I feel. I don’t know how far I want to take this…I’m still a man, but I’m willing to accept the fact that maybe I’m not a manly man. Maybe…just maybe…I’m a womanly man. 

	Somewhere in the middle of his speech I had collapsed into his arms. I felt his fake tits pressing into mine. His breath was sweet and washed over me. I moved my hand between his legs and started petting his bulge. 

	“Oh, God!” he moaned. “Are you sure we can’t, like…do it a little bit?” 

	I moved back, happy in my heart. “Not on your life, buster But when we get you home…” I left the threat unfinished, and we just stared into each other’s eyes. 

	 

	
  

	  

	  

	CHAPTER FOUR 

	  

	 

	We talked and talked, and about three in the morning we sat on the couch and cuddled, and went to sleep. 

	And awoke suddenly. 

	Knock! Knock! 

	“Oh, no! Oh, no!” Tommy was panicked. First, he was panicked because he was a bank robber on the run. Second, he was panicked because he was a woman. 

	“Don’t worry,” I soothed him, leaping to my feet. “Just stay here.” 

	It was the cops. It was six in the morning, the sun was starting to lighten up the world, and it had to be the last shift. 

	“Hi.” I opened the door. 

	“Oh, hi, Ms Janssen.” The cop recognized me right away. He had been the one who had driven me back to my apartment. 

	“Good morning.” 

	“You really did go into hiding. I never would have found you, but we’re checking outlying areas for the bank robber.” 

	“Yeah. This is my parent’s house. My girlfriend came over to sit with me.” 

	“Good idea. It looks like you’ve recovered nicely from your experience.” 

	I could feel Tommy in the other room, and I knew he was probably ready to run screaming into the hills. 

	“I’m still so nervous, I actually took one of daddy’s pills. One of his heavy duty relaxing pills. I don’t think I’m supposed to, but I was so…it was so scary.” 

	The cop chuckled. “If I went through what you went through I’d be drinking a quart of whiskey right now.” 

	“Well, thanks for understanding.” 

	“Is it okay if I take a look around the backyard? Make sure nobody’s  trespassed?” 

	“Please do,” What? I was going to say no? “And have a good night.” 

	He smiled and, as I closed the door, he circled to the side yard and went through the gate to the back yard. 

	“I’ve got to hide!” Tommy was a mess. He was ready to bolt. “He’s going to see me!” 

	“He’ll see nothing but a beautiful woman.” Then I had a thought. “What about your bike?” 

	“I moved it into the garage.” 

	“Oh. Good.” 

	It was getting lighter outside, we could see the cop, but he still needed his flashlight. He was at the far end of the back yard. We didn’t have a fence, but we had a wood pile that stretched the length of the yard, then there were a few fruit trees, and then the great out doors. 

	“I’m just hoping he doesn’t notice any tire tracks.” 

	We watched him, and I turned on the TV and we tried to appear normal. He poked around for a while, but didn’t seem agitated by anything, and he finally left. 

	“Oh, man!” moaned Tommy. “That was close.” 

	“Actually, baby, it wasn’t.” 

	I climbed on his lap and he looked up at me. In the flashing glare of the TV his face was innocent, open, trusting. It was the Tommy I had always wanted, but hadn’t known how to get. 

	“What do you mean?” 

	“I mean…you know he looked in here while he was out back. He could see us plain and simple. And he thought nothing of my girlfriend.” 

	Tommy’s brows furrowed. I had plucked them, and I loved the delicate expressiveness it gave him. 

	“Yeah, but—“ 

	I shushed him with a kiss. I pressed my mouth to his and inhaled him. I had been staring at him all night, getting hornier and hornier, and I was near tempted to rip off his clothes and have my way with him. 

	But I didn’t. It was almost time to make our getaway. 

	I broke our kiss, was breathing like a panting dog. “Heysoos Xristo!” I blurted. “You are so fucking sexy. I just want to…” 

	“Can we get me out of—“ 

	“No. But I’ll tell you what we can do.” 

	“What?” 

	“We can watch The Getaway. The old one with Steve McQueen and Ali McGraw. And you can get normal. Like stop worrying. And I’ll fix breakfast and then fix your make up…”  

	“What’s wrong with my make up?” 

	I almost laughed at that. Manly man Tommy asking about his make up. 

	“Nothing. You’re so hot I could cook eggs on you. But we need to make sure you’re looking your best when we make our own getaway. ‘Cause that’s what we’re going to do after I do some repairs to your face. We’re going to get away.” 

	He stared at me, was silent. Was thinking about everything I had said, and I could see it in his eyes. There was a chance. I think, up to that point, he had just being going along, fantasizing. But now, now that we had survived one encounter with a cop, he was thinking about getting out of town, for real, and resuming his real life. 

	So. I put on ‘The Getaway.’ And we watched as Steve worked his cool magic, dumfounding all pursuers with style and class. 

	We ate a good breakfast of sausage and biscuits, heavy on the grape jelly, thank you, and I had to teach him how to eat while wearing lipstick. Not that his lipstick would be coming off, that stain was looking more and more permanent. Then, the movie over and breakfast done and even the dishes cleaned, I gave him a few lessons. 

	I taught him how to walk with heels. I had given him short heels, two inchers, but he still staggered a bit. 

	I told him about sitting and crossing his legs at the knee so you don’t flash anyone. 

	I schooled him on looking demure, and casting innocent glances that turned the boys on and yet gave away nothing. 

	He giggled at that. Giggled. No guffaw, like the old Tommy, but a polite titter. 

	And he said, “Being a lady is crazy. You have to remember so much stuff!” 

	“We don’t have to remember, or obsess on remembering things, it’s just sort of natural, passed down by example. It’s about as difficult for me to remember how to be a girl as it is for you to remember how to be a boy.” 

	“I still think it’s weird.” 

	By nine o’clock we were ready. I turned off the TV, locked the doors, and grabbed the key to Daddy’s Lexus. We walked out to the car—I waved to Mr.Thompson, who was getting some morning watering done—and we drove off down the street. 

	“Man, oh, man, oh—“ 

	“Turn on the radio,” I suggested, trying to calm him down. 

	It was pretty much nothing but news, but he managed to find an oldies station. By now we were coming to Main Street. A simple left turn, ten miles on a two lane road, and we would be at his apartment. Maybe 15 minutes. But it was going to be the most excruciating 15 minutes of our lives. 

	We came to Main, waited for a break in the traffic, then zipped into line. There were a couple of cop ars parked at Smiley’s Donuts, but other than that, nothing. 

	We followed the line of cars, normal for this time of day, and headed for Westville, the next town over. 

	I turned up the radio and nudged Tommy. “Stop trying to look so sexy.” 

	“I’m not—oh. Okay…I know, relax.” 

	“Now you got it. I tapped the wheel in time to the song on the radio, which was an old America tune, ‘The Horse with No Name.’ 

	“Been through the desert on a horse with no name…come on, Tommy, you know this one.” 

	Tommy tried to sing, and finally, by the time the song ended, he was singing. Then the cup song came on. “You’re gonna miss me when I‘m gone, You’re gonna…” 

	We sang, and he finally started to relax. Heck the weather was beautiful, traffic meandered along, good, old familiar cars, and we harmonized and were actually having a good time…road block. 

	“Oh, God!” 

	“Oh, shut up,” I countered, cheerfully. 

	I watched as cars approached the barrier. Most of them were just waved through, but if it was just a lone guy, even a guy in a suit, it was stopped and two cops would scrutinize the interior. 

	Tommy was so nervous he started to shiver. 

	I turned to him. “I want you to start breathing. Or I’m going to hit you in the face.” 

	His eyes snapped to me. Wide and panicked eyes. He said, “What?” 

	“I went to a lot of trouble to get you this far, and you’d better just control yourself, or…or…” 

	“Or what?” and there was actually curiosity in his eyes. 

	“Or I’ll turn into a bitch again!” 

	He blinked, and, for a moment, I thought I had said the wrong thing. Then he smiled. It was a weak smile, but it was a good smile. “Oh, God…not that!” 

	I giggled. “So that’s the secret. Make you beautiful, then, when you don’t please me, treat you like crap.” 

	And he laughed, and it showed how far we had come. One night and everything was shaking out of him. 

	“I’ll be good,” he promised, and his voice was normal and level. Then: “‘Cause I want to get you home and…and…” 

	“And what?” 

	“You know.” 

	“No. I don’t. What are you going to do to me once we get to your apartment.” 

	Defiantly, he blurted “I’m going to fuck your ass off.” 

	My turn to giggle. But this talk of sex was just the right ticket. Tommy came back to earth, and then we were at the barricade. 

	The cops didn’t even give us a second glance. They just waved us through. 

	Ten minutes later we drove up to the back of his apartment. Everybody was at work, and I parked the car, we went up the back steps, and into his apartment. Zingo bingo. We had made our getaway. 

	And now it was time for my reward. 

	His apartment was small. A studio with a bed in the front room. 

	I locked the door and pushed him, and he half twisted as he fell on the bed. His corset slowed him down or he would have fully twisted. 

	“Hey!” 

	“Hey, what?” 

	He saw the look in my eyes and grinned. 

	“Hey is for horses, and cows that go moo.” 

	“And jail sentences are for assholes who rob banks.” But I had learned. I was smiling, and I took the bitch out of my words. 

	“Yeah,” still, he sobered up a bit. 

	“Are you curious what kind of a sentence you’re going to have to serve?” I was sitting on him now, and his hard on was pushing so hard I could feel it through the corset. 

	“What?” A look of curiosity flitted across his face. 

	I kissed him. A deep kiss designed to take men’s breath away and make babies. 

	“First, since I’m in control, I get to be the judge, jury and executioner.” 

	“You’re the judge?” He spoke with dubiosity. 

	“I’m the judge.” I pulled his dress up and then his corset. His dick popped up like a Jack in the Box. 

	“So what’s the sentence?” 

	I squirmed and wiggled and pulled my panties to the side and sat on him. Both our eyes went wide as I slid on to him. Apparently being escaped convicts is very wet and moist work, if you get my drift. 

	“First off, I’m sending you to a woman’s prison. It’s one room. This room, in fact.” 

	I wiggled and he groaned. I could feel his dick massaging my inner walls. 

	“Furthermore, there’s only one guard. Me.” 

	“This sounds like solitary confinement with Miss America.” 

	“You betcha.” I slipped my shirt off, then reached behind to undo my bra. My breasts tumbled out and it felt good. He reached for them, grabbed them, pulled me down to suck on my lips. 

	We kissed, and then I pushed back and stared down at him. “You can’t believe how sexy those lips are. And I have a confession to make.” 

	“What?” He was having trouble thinking, I was grinding on him in the most provocative manner. 

	“I put lip stain on you. Not lipstick. A special kind of lip stain. It lasts a week, maybe more, and I’m going to put more on you. And I’m going to keep those eyes dark and mysterious. 

	“Oh, God,” and I could tell I was getting to him. I could feel his cock surging. 

	I quickly got off him. 

	“Hey!” 

	I grabbed his penis and held it, squeezed it so he couldn’t cum. “Your sentence isn’t over, sister, and there is no cuming when you’re in my prison.” 

	“There’s not?” His eyes were wide. From the way his hips were thrashing I could tell that he liked this game. 

	“Bad boys don’t get to cum. Only good girls get to cum.” 

	Again, his erection throbbed. Just talking this way was driving him over the edge. 

	I crawled up his body, keeping a firm grip on him, and began kissing him again. This served to keep him hot, but gave his dick time to back off from that edge. 

	“Now then,” I broke the kiss and remounted him. “Do you understand the rules?” I put my hands on his falsies and squeezed, and I swear, he moaned like he could feel my hands. He was responding to this game in the best way. 

	“I do.” 

	“I do?” I mocked him. This isn’t a marriage proposal! this is a prison. And you know what happens in a prison?” 

	“What?” 

	“You pick up the soap.” 

	He froze then. He knew exactly what I meant. 

	“So I’m going to fuck you until I cum, and then I’m going to fuck you till you don’t cum.” 

	He was a little confused at that, but he didn’t object. What man would object? With his dick stuck up a horny, old pussy? 

	I rode him then. Hard, and stopped when he got too close. 

	And I rode him again, and stopped. 

	And, third time, I managed to have an orgasm. And it was good. The kind that curls your toes, that rolls your eyeballs up so you’re trying look inside your forehead. The kind that make the whole body lock up and you lose track of time. 

	Then I collapsed on him. 

	“Fuck,” he whispered. “I am so horny. I’ve never been so horny.” 

	“And you’re going to get hornier. Are you ready for me to pop your cherry?” 

	He gulped, but didn’t say anything. 

	“Afraid?” I taunted. 

	“No.” But he was. 

	I kissed him, swarmed his face with my lips, worked his cock with my hand, and I said, “Don’t worry, honey. I’m going to be so gentle…” 

	Now, problem. I didn’t have a dildo. I had one at home, but that was at home, and I didn’t have any harness to wear. 

	Well, where there’s a will there’s a way. There’s lots of dildos in this world, if you know what to look for. 

	I looked in his refrigerator. There was a cucumber there, but it was too big. I wanted to love him, not rape him. I wanted him to like this so much he begged for it. 

	Then, in the bathroom, I found a hair brush. Excellent. Small handle, smooth, no edges or roughened grip. Just long enough to reach his prostate. I grabbed a jar of Vaseline and came back into the one room. 

	Tommy was laying on his back, hands clasped behind his head, looking exactly like a woman should. 

	“Get on all fours.” 

	Dutifully, and shivering with excitement, Tommy rolled over. 

	I sat on the edge of the bed and lubed him up. I smeared thick gobs of the stuff in his back door, and I reamed him with first one finger, then two. 

	He groaned and his back arched, and he even gave a few uncontrollable lurches. 

	“If I had known you liked it this much…” I grabbed the hair brush and covered the handle with Vaseline. 

	He looked over his shoulder. “Are you going to do it now?” 

	“Oh, yeah.” 

	I placed the handle at his butthole. I didn’t push it or anything, I just circled it around his rim, crossed the star, watched him jerk and twitch at the delicious sensations. 

	After a couple of minutes I slid it in. It went easy peasy, smooth as silk, and Tommy’s back arched like a cat’s. 

	“Fu-u-u…” 

	I began to work it in, slowly, taking my time, waiting for the asshole to accept, to pull, to want more. 

	Tommy was writhing now. His arms and legs collapsed and he fell on the bed. I kept the handle in his ass, rode him down to the sheets. 

	“Ah…ah…” His head moved this way and that, and I could see drool coming out of his mouth. His eyes were closed and he was lost in another world. 

	“Tommy?” I slowed down, sawed slowly in and out. 

	He came to himself enough to mumble, “What?” 

	“It goes without saying that I don’t want you robbing anymore banks.” 

	“I’m sorry,” he said, and I knew he was. He had fucked up royally, but we had somehow gotten him out of the mess. He was grateful. 

	“And about this woman thing.” 

	He was listening now. I pulled up gently on the handle and watched his butt rise in the air. He couldn’t help but moan. 

	“I’m going to keep you as a woman. Oh, maybe you can go to work as a man, sometimes. And maybe if I feel like being seen with a man, but for the most part…your man days are over. 

	He was making gurgling sounds. He was drooling. His butt was lurching as he tried to screw back, but I had the upper hand. I crawled over him, sat on his ass facing towards his feet and used both hands. I went in and out, angling it against the prostate, and I loved the guttural sounds he was making, and the feeling of helpless love coming out of him. 

	We had found what made him tick, and I was going to keep him ticking. And we were going to have a good life together. A great life. And I said, “I think maybe you should get some real tits.” 

	He came hard then. Actually almost bucking me off. His dick spooled out rope after rope of the good, white stuff. Finally, when he was done, I left the handle in him so he could enjoy it, and I crawled up next to him. I laid on my side and faced him. One arm over him, kissing his ear. 

	“Okay for you?” I asked. 

	He managed to mumble. “Yeah. Yeah.” And I knew he was excited to finally have the life he needed and wanted. 

	I kissed his ear and let him fall asleep. 
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