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Barry always dreamed of a sweet lifetime appointment to a cushy government job. When the water commissioner job falls nearly in his lap, it’s a dream come true. The only way he could mess up the hearing to become water commissioner was if he had some deep dark secret in his past, but, come on, there’s no way anyone would know about Barry’s faults. That is unless they somehow found out about his dark secret from high school. What if they learned about that party from long ago during Beach Week. It was the party where he and Willy got poor Terry pass out from drinking and then dressed Terry up as a girl for a prank. Only the prank went a tad further than even Barry planned after the crossdressing got finished. Can Barry’s dream job be saved, or will his secret past catch up with him at last? Politics makes for strange bed fellows or so they say. Either way some one is going to be the lucky boy that ends up being the girl.


Chapter 1

Barry might have hated back rooms, but he also knew that a man in his position needed them. Somehow that’s where all the best deals in this political business were made. You don’t rise in politics from part time county clerk to assistant county water commissioner without your share of back room deals. Barry opened the front door and walked inside. This bar’s front room appeared dirtier than what Barry was used to. He imagined its back room wouldn’t disappoint in its solid taste of seediness. He spied the door to that back room just ahead of him. It was time to go make a deal.

All that stood between Barry and his goal, the door that led to the back room, was a pool table. He tried to slip on passed the two ugly looking skinheads that were playing pool in front of Barry’s goal. They looked like your typical deplorables. They were covered in cheap do-it-yourself tattoos and smelled of body odor which may have been theirs or it could have rubbed off on them from the skank they slept with last night. One of them glared at Barry as he tried to squeeze by. Barry faked a smile at him. The idiot sneered back. His odor was worse than his bite, though. Most skinheads were all sneer and no action so Barry wasn’t ever afraid. A real alpha man like Barry knew only a closeted beta dressed up in costumes like these skinheads. Real me, don’t have to play pretend. He managed to make it to the door behind them marked, management only. Barry tried the door knob. It was open. Barry gave one last look at the two want-to-be Nazis. They were very fine people because a man like Barry always knew just how they’d vote. They’d always vote stupidly against their own interests and that suited people like Barry just fine.

Barry walked down a narrow corridor. A striking redhead came out of the office door ahead of him. She was tall, stacked, and wearing a short green dress that showed plenty of leg. The dress was riding up. She paused to pull it back down. All the time she eyed Barry with come and get me eyes. She was sort of delicious even if she was older than Barry’s usual lay. Barry squeezed his middle-aged frame against the wall to let her pass by.

“You’re quite the gentlemen,” she said as she squeezed by him. Being a gentleman was the last thing on Barry’s mind. He was all about copping a feel as she moved by. Barry caught a solid handful of her popping bottom. He could feel that thong panty beneath her tight dress. He let his hand linger longer on her ass than even he thought was appropriate. If she minded, then she kept it to herself. That was a good woman for you. She looked hot, let you have a feel, and then left without a complaint. Fucking feminist hadn’t ruined every woman in this country, at least not yet.

Barry didn’t get to try his luck at moving to second base on her playing field because someone called out to him. “Barry, you scoundrel, get your ass in here!” shouted a voice which ended the skanky mood of the dimly lit back hallway.

Barry reluctantly took his eyes off the fiery redhead and turned toward the open office door. The grey-haired vice governor who went by the name of Pinch was standing there waving him inside the office. Barry headed over to greet the seasoned politician. As Barry approached, Pinch extended his hand. Barry took it. Barry asked, “Who was that fine piece of ass?”

Pinch replied, “Just some assistant of Councilman McCocklin.”

“The councilman must be doing all right then,” added Barry.

Pinch nudged Barry in the stomach with his elbow. “They said you were a card and they were right. Good God, glad I’m not the only one eyeing that candy. Damn, the whole time she was in here I wanted to bust a nut in her. Barry, clearly you know a good woman when you see one. I like that about you already. I think we’re going to get along.”

“I’m a get along type of man,” assured Barry.

“Good, good.” He paused and shook his head. “Great piece of ass like that working for you and not on attempt at an ass tap. It’s just too bad for McCocklin.”

Barry asked, “What about him?”

“Shit, you don’t know? He’s not doing her, I can tell you that. He lost his nuts to a Thai rent boy twenty years ago. Refused to pay his fag the full twenty dollars for the blow job. The dude pulled out a knife for a little revenge. Take it from me, Barry, never short change your rent boy. It’s not worth your nuts.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“Good idea or else your two best friends might go missing. Now, enough of that stuff and come in. Sit down. Make yourself at home. After all we need to talk.”

Barry entered the back room. The room smelled of hookers, booze, and cigarettes. The smells were not exactly listed in order of strongest scent. It was pretty clear what the boys used this back room for. To Barry all that meant was that the room smelled of political deals and their money. It was a stench Barry was just fine rolling around in. He liked to get as much of it on him as possible.

Pinch ordered, “Sit down, Barry, and stay awhile. You make me nervous standing around. I don’t like feeling nervous.”

Barry asked, “We’ll be talking about what exactly?”

“Sit down first.”

Barry eyed the room’s furniture with suspicion. He knew exactly what went down in a room like this, so he was particular about where his ass was placed. He picked out the least offensive appearing chair and gave it a go.

Pinch waved at him. He said, “Not there, Barry. Come on and sit on the couch next to me.” Pinch patted the couch next to him.

Barry settled down next to Pinch. Barry asked, “Can you tell me what’s going on now?”

Pinch placed his hand on Barry’s upper thigh. He explained, “I’m sure you’re aware that the current state water commissioner is retiring to spend more time with his family.”

“You mean his three little darlings Jackie, Ginny, and Vermouth. I heard all about it. Couldn’t stand the man, so I’m glad to hear he’s leaving.”

“Yes, we’ve planted those stories about him drinking on TV and in the print for months. He finally gave up trying to defend himself. I love a quiter, Barry, that is when they’re not on my team. We know all about you Barry. We heard your county’s water is the dirtiest piss water in this state to drink. We think you’re the kind of man that could do big things at the capitol. We’re trying to clean up the swamp up there, you know? You can’t clean up the swamp when the water commissioner is too honest. I mean the former commissioner thought drinking water was a right and not a privilege for everyone. Damn it man, water doesn’t just fall from the sky. He’d have real men drinking the same water as the sissies. Not here in my America will we have that, not with you, I’m sure. Let’s leave it that just about anyone is up compared to what we had before when it comes to commissioning our water.”

Barry said, “I’m good at being anyone that you need me to be. I didn’t make it a secret that I would like to level up. A state job is appointed so I wouldn’t have to run for the position. I believe the salary is higher than my current county job as well.”

Pinch added, “And it’s a lifetime appointment. All you must do is pass the confirmation hearing. It’s easy as pie to pass, though. We control enough seats for you to breeze in. Just as long as there’s nothing dangerous to discover in your past.”

Ah, now Barry understood why he was here. All this could have taken place over a phone. Phones could be bugged, though. Emails were even worse. Some things were best left to back room conversations. A man listing his faults was one of them. Barry said, “I’m married. An ugly woman that I just married for her family’s money. Fucked her only once or twice. I got a kid out of it and that seemed to satisfy her. I only got the usual number of women on the side. Mostly I pick them up at church. Church is the best place to meet a loose woman, I find. Those born again always want to save you. The harder you sin with them, the harder they pray for your soul. I like to drink and I’m not particular about what I drink so long as it’s wet. Other than that, I’m practically vice free.”

Pinch replied, “All that sounds fine to me. I like a man that goes to church. The thing is … what do you think about our current Governor.”

Barry didn’t think much about the Governor. No one did. Barry was pretty sure even Pinch hated him. The governor thought he was funny, smart, and likable. He failed at all three. The five times married, four times divorced idiot had fathered seven of the dumbest kids ever seen. Each one was more egotistical than the father, if that was possible. The whole first family of the state thought of themselves as self-made men. Meaning that they all inherited their money. The kids were just waiting to inherit the old man’s stash just as the governor had inherited his from his perverted old man. A racist, a sexist, and a lifelong asshole, there was little to like about the governor other than his bank account. Well, that and his power to appoint Barry water commissioner. Barry replied, “Love the man. I voted for him twice.”

Pinch squeezed on Barry’s inner thigh. He said, “Good, the governor respects a man that loves governor more than anything else in life.”

“I’d tell him that if it meant getting the job.”

“No, need as my word is his word, if you know what I mean.” Pinch added a wink to go with that.

Barry asked, “Then the job is mine?”

“If there’s nothing wrong with you?”

“I told you all my faults.”

“The other side will give you hell if there’s anything in your past so don’t lie to me, Barry.”

“There’s nothing else.”

“I heard you might have sucked a dick or two,” said Pinch.

Barry shot up. “I protest!”

Pinched laughed. Then Pinch stood up. He took out a hundred-dollar bill. He said, “Good response. Fine, you’re our man then. Welcome to the team. Ah, and if you don’t mind, there’s two rather sexy gentlemen outside playing pool. Could you ask them to come in. You might not suck dick, but don’t hold that against the rest of us men.” Pinch then handed Barry the hundred. Barry felt ill just touching it. Pinch asked, “Care to make it a foursome?”

Barry didn’t take the money. He said, “I told you that I don’t swing that way. I’ll stick to fiery redheaded women.”

Pinch said, “Good, that was a test. You passed.”

Barry laughed. He wanted to believe Pinch, but there was something about the man that made Barry feel there was a choirboy in the man’s past. Probably a whole choir. Barry hated the capitol, but he loved the power and graft a lifetime appointment would bring. Nearly twenty stinking years running for political offices had led to this moment. He’d been a city councilman, mayor, and assistant water commissioner at the county level. All those years of pretending to care about the people, looking the other way, and kissing ass finally had paid off. Now he was moving on up to a lifetime appointment. All he had to do was not fuck up the hearing, but how could he fuck that up. They had nothing on him, nothing. He was squeaky clean.


Chapter 2

Things couldn’t have gone better at the hearing. Barry had sailed through most of the opposition’s questioning without a scratch. He only had two councilmen left before the confirmation hearing was over and one of those was Councilman McCocklin. Barry felt calm, cool, and collected. He hadn’t even needed to touch that glass of water they provided. The job of a lifetime was about to be his.  Barry set the stage to perfection. He wore an off the rack suit to give himself that every-day man appeal. He had his wife and her fat ass along with her scarecrow hair sitting directly behind him looking like she sacrificed so much just to get this far in life and needed something to be proud of. His son, whatever the hell his name was, was sitting next to her already looking toward him with admiration. He wasn’t really admiring him, but Barry had bribed him with a new bike to get him to play ball. Like father, like son. His son wasn’t a sucker, he knew how to make a quick buck off the old man. A guy like Barry appreciated that.

Councilman McCocklin was wearing a turtleneck sweater that made him look like a drunk turtle. No wonder he had to resort to rent boys back in his heyday, thought Barry. Barry didn’t respect the old shit stain one bit. Luckily, he didn’t have to. McCocklin was on the same team. McCocklin pitched up a soft ball for his first question. He asked Barry, “I’ve always judged a man by his family. Are you a good family man?”

Barry turned to face his wife. She beamed back at him with a face that gave off pure angelic thoughts. Barry reached out and rubbed his hand through his son’s hair. They were so fucking happy looking you could swear someone dump ecstasy in their morning corn flakes. Not that Barry had, but shit he’d remember that idea just in case he ever had to do this act again. Barry suppressed a giggle. Barry was about to control the drinking water of millions of people and councilman ball-less only wanted to know about his family. What did that have to do with anything? It was enough to make a man lose faith in American politics. Only Barry never had any faith in the political system to begin with. It was all a scam. McCocklin asked questions aimed to warm the hearts of the popular press to suck in the stupid people of the state. They took it for granted their water would remain drinkable, the stupid suckers.

Barry replied into the microphone in front of him, “As the papers have been reporting, I’m a huge family man. Huge. I love my wife and kid. That love is only second to my love of the Lord Jesus Christ. I even volunteer on my son’s youth football team. I love working with kids.”

MoCocklin gave off a crocodile smile at the mention of working with kids. The councilman asked, “Do all the young boys on the team run around and get so hot and sweaty as they play ball with themselves?”

“Ah, I suppose.”

“Does the sunlight glisten off their tightly pack muscles?”

“Ah …”

The councilman’s eyes lit up. He appeared to be a little too into youth sports for Barry’s liking. Hopefully the freak would just shut the fuck up soon. McCocklin asked, “Do their supple bodies sway and give as they jostle each other trying to touch the round flush leather ball?”

Barry had enough of the freak show. He’d stonewall this cock sucker and knew McCocklin would let him. Barry replied, “I’m … I’m going to get back to you on that one, Councilman McCocklin.”

The councilman rustled uneasily in his chair, but just as Barry suspected, he gave in. He replied, “Then I look forward to your written answers. I have no more questions for this incredibly qualified candidate and his lovely son … er … family. Lovely family.”

Well, that went oddly, but still oddly well. One last hurdle and he was out of here. Nothing stood between Barry and that lifetime appointment but Councilwoman Fineway. She was a dried up prune whose juices were sucked out long ago. She was a liberal in the sense she pretended to give a fuck about the poor and downtrodden. She’d be a hostile questioner, but being a woman, he could just blow her off. No one cares what a women had to say.

Fineway said to Barry, “I hate to bring up troubling subjects, but I’ve received an email. It was an email about you. This email had troubling news about your past.”

News, about his past? What the hell was the old bitch talking about? Relax Barry, don’t get yourself all worked up. She doesn’t have a thing on you. Sure, he cheated on his wife, but who didn’t. Yeah, he took paybacks to look the other way on water violations, but that was just good management. He drank, he swore, he had a gambling problem, but no man saw those things as vices. She’s got nothing. Nothing that would stick.

She continued, “They were accusations of a sexual nature. I found them very disturbing.”

The atmosphere in the room went stale. Barry reached for a glass of water. His mind was working overtime. What did this old prune know about his sex life? A prune like that, she probably hadn’t got a penis flashed her way since Nixon was in office. So, of course, she found sex disturbing. She’ll rail against his cheating or some other shit. Barry knew the political climate these days. No one was going to care. Shit, the governor proudly paraded his mistress around the annual lighting of the state Christmas tree so did she really think anyone would care about Barry’s cheating. Barry was getting angry. Really this old grab ass was trying at the last minute to steal what was rightfully his. It pissed him off. He was whiter than glue and a man. Who was this … this woman that she thought she had the right to stop his ascension to greatness? He was ready to give her a load off his mind as soon as she stopped yacking into the microphone. He’d stick this bitch in her place, he’d enjoy doing it plenty.

She said, “It’s something from your high school years. You’re being accused of sexual assault.”

Sexual assault! That was bull shit. He’d never touched a woman in high school. He didn’t get to sniff of poontang until his third year of law school when he’d paid to have sex with that Portuguese midget after wandering down the wrong alley searching for pot in Amsterdam. Even that wasn’t his fault. She had a half off deal that no one could have resist. It was sex sure, but it wasn’t assault. He paid. Sure, he had used a coupon, but he paid. Calm down Barry she’s trying to rattle you. That cock sucking old woman on the council didn’t know anything, there’s nothing to know. You’re clean. Clean. Unless … Nah, she couldn’t know about that. No one knew. That time at the high school party with Terry. Nah, she didn’t know about it. She couldn’t know. Oh no, did she know?


Chapter 3

...24 years earlier...

Barry sat in his best friend’s black Mustang. Everybody knew the best two ways to make high school girls hot and bothered in their cotton panties was to show them your gun rack or your super-fast car that your parents bought you for your eighteenth birthday. That somehow neither of these time-tested and true methods had worked for Barry so far in his life was just a crime against humanity. His senior year was sucking because the girls he asked out on dates weren’t sucking. At least Barry could relax off his disappointment in a stylish Mustang. Well, his best friend’s Mustang. Barry’s parents had bought him a Yugo instead. His dad claimed it was the Mustang of the future.

Barry’s best friend was Francis White, everyone called him Willy. Willy zipped up his pants and said to Barry, “You lose again, dickweed. You know the rules. Either pay up or eat the cookie.”

Shit, thought Barry. He always lost these bets. They were circle jerking before the big Beach Week beer party just in case they had a chance to make it with a girl. You always need one throw to start off the evening. Barry should have known better than to get into a circle jerk bet with Willy, though. The dude had the stamina of marathon runner when it came to self-stroking. Barry couldn’t turn down a bet, though. It was a small vice of his. That and sniffing glue. Now he either had to give Willy the ten bucks for losing the bet or eat the cookie. Barry pinched his nose and downed the soiled cookie. Money was honey and there’s nothing you shouldn’t do to keep every cent of it that you could get your hands on. Barry’s dad drilled that into him at a young age. Barry was pretty sure that philosophy was in the bible. Probably toward the back. Fuck the meek inheriting the Earth and shit, it was the people willing to down the soiled cookie that would really get the Earth. Everyone else would get jack and shit.

Willy nudged Barry in the ribs. “Is that Terry McNugget?”

Barry replied, “Fuck if I know.” Barry’s eyes were on better things. His eyes were watching K.Y. McCabe’s sister, Flo. She was a year older than them and a fiery redhead. She was wearing a pink headband with matching leg warmers. Damn, she was hot stuff. She must be back from college for Beach Week. K.Y. had a party every Beach Week. His dad was in the jelly industry. Made a large fortune, although, Barry never saw any of that brand in the supermarket. His dad let K.Y. throw the kickingest ass parties around. Barry had been Jonsing for K.Y.’s sister’s box since puberty had hit. She turned down Barry’s advances so often you’d think he was a poor man trying to vote in Mississippi. Hopefully those college boys had loosened her up for Barry’s little fellow. It was time to try his luck yet again.

Willy was still going on and on about Terry. Barry tried to focus in on Willy’s conversation while staring at Flo. Willy said, “I was talking to Jennifer O’Connor when fucking Terry butts in. He said to me, hey virgin what’s up. Fucking bastard called me a virgin in front of a chick.”

“But aren’t you still a virgin?” asked Barry.

“Fuck you, Barry. You don’t do that in front of a cunt. It’s the principle of the situation. The code of the guy. You never cock block a man when he’s in front of pussy. That’s like in the constitution and shit. I’m gonna get even with him.”

“Sure, you are, Willy. Let’s get inside the party and grab some brewskis.” Barry didn’t give two shits about Willy’s problems. They weren’t real problems. If it wasn’t Terry he was bitching about, it would be someone else. Willy was always mad about something so it was best to fucking ignore him. What Barry wanted was to get drunk so he’d work up the nerve to ask Flo out again. Booze was magical. No matter how bad he felt inside, booze always cheered Barry up. It was like the Village People of liquids.

Barry popped the car door open. He was following Flo into the house. The Beach Week party was in full blast. UB40 music was blaring so loud you could barely think straight. There were eighteen-year-olds as far as the eye could see in the family room and living room. They were drinking, hitting on each other, and dancing. God, it was a beautiful sight. Senior year in high school was the best time in anyone’s life. Barry knew that he’d peaked as a person. It’s all down here from now on. The only thing wrong with the situation was that Flo had made herself scarce.

Willy caught up with Barry. He shouted over the din, “Where’s the beer?”

“Kitchen probably,” replied Barry.

They headed off in that direction. No sight of K.Y. or his sister inside the kitchen. His instincts were right about the booze, though. They found coolers filled with aluminum cans of beer and wine coolers. The best was Boones apple flavored wine. It was like wine only cheap and came in 40 ozs for her pleasure. There were so many beer cans soaking in ice Barry thought he might have died and gone to heaven only in heaven the legal drinking age would be any fucking age because everyone knew that God liked a party. Yeah, it must be exactly what heaven was like only heaven was probably without a puke smell. Barry dodged the puke on the floor and got himself an ice-cold beer.

After shot gunning a beer can, Barry eyed the kitchen table. Someone had made Jello shots. Barry grabbed a cube. He nearly had it in his mouth when Willy grabbed his hand. Willy said, “The fuck you think that you’re doing? You ain’t Bill Cosby, man. That shits made for girls. Hard to get some of them to drink beer, but who don’t like laced Jello shots?”

Barry said, “They got alcohol in them so what the fuck does it matter who gets drunk on them?”

Willy explained, “Dumb ass, when I say they’re laced for girls, I mean they got the quaaludes in them. You know, to loosen a bitch up.”

“Then what?”

“Then you fuck them.”

“That sounds sick and illegal,” said Barry.

“Barry, you got to understand women want to be drugged. We’re doing them a favor. Hmm … That gives me ideas.” Willy picked up a solo cup. He poured a can of discount beer into it. He then took up a Jello shot, squished it with his hand, and tossed it in the cup.

Barry asked, “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Alchemy, Barry. Quaalude beers, they taste great and they’re less filling. Having fun takes work. Shit, let’s find that soul-less ginger motherfucker Terry and give him this beer.”

Willy headed out on his mission. Barry didn’t want no part of drugging Terry. Well, unless it was funny. He shuffled his feet behind Willy. While they’d been getting drinks, a dozen more people had piled into the living room. Barry had to shove people around just to make a path through the rabble.

Willy said, “Shit, Barry, I don’t see him.”

Barry couldn’t hear a word of that. He spied Flo heading up the stairs. Barry pushed his way through the crowd. He was in hot pursuit of his prize. He reached the landing. There were more drunken fools barring his way left and right.  He caught sight of Flo entering a room. Barry dodged a few people and spotted the bathroom ahead. There were two girls inside there puking their guts into the bathtub. That was one way to avoid getting drugged, thought Barry. Barry ignored them and checked himself in the bathroom mirror. His hair was in place, including the rat ponytail in the back held in place with a rubber band. He had on a white Izod and his new acid wash Levi jeans, button fly naturally, no zipper for Barry. Zippers were for poor people. He winked at himself in the mirror and set off after Flo. She couldn’t turn down a stud like him.

Barry held the knob in his hand. He paused before opening the door. It felt like this was a huge moment in his life. His virginity was as good as gone already. He could feel it leaving him. Today Flo would want him. Who wouldn’t want a stud like him? He opened the door and slipped inside.

He found himself alone with Flo in her bedroom. She looked totally hot in her white shirt with a cat face airbrushed on. Her Jordache jeans were glued on her like a five-year old’s macaroni art project. And those pink leg warmers, oh they were the icing on the cheesecake, Barry had a thing for leg warmers.

Flo yelled, “Get the fuck out of my room, you creep!”

“Flo, it’s me, Barry.”

“Oh, shit Barry. I didn’t recognize you at first. You …”

“Look so much more mature now?”

“No, you look like a total dickhead prat. Ditch the pony tail Barry it’s not 1984 anymore.”

“Ha, good one. Flo … Ah … I was wondering if you wanted to go …”

Flo interrupted, “I do want to go. I got a date. Beach Week is only for the high school seniors and weak nancy boys. I got a date with a real college man tonight. Once you go collegiate, Barry, you can’t go back. You little boys and girls have a fun with your little kid Beach Weeking. Later, virgin.”

Shit. She was seeing someone else. She’d gone off to college to get educated and it had ruined her. Barry knew education was for sucks. Luckily his Mom and Dad paid for his grades so he didn’t need an education. Indeed, they paid plenty for his straight A’s. Who needed studying and books when you could just buy grades? Maybe he could get his parents to buy him a lay too. Nah, scratch that. That was crazy thinking, Barry. Of course they’d buy him a whore, but they’d buy him a discount one just like they had his gaming system. Barry had Colecovision when every other kid on the block had Atari. You couldn’t trust parents with your love life.

He was still determined to have Flo in bed. After all he had jerked off in his mom’s walk-in-closet to no fantasy girl more often than the fantasy of touching Flo on her breasts. Well, okay Rosie from the bounty commercials came in a close second, but Flo was still number one. He started after her, but bumped into Willy as soon as he opened the bedroom door.

Willy shoved Barry back into the bedroom. Fuck, it was just like Willy to keep a man down. Willy said, “Fuck, Barry, there you are. You have to help me out.” Willy then left the bedroom. He wasn’t gone long. He returned carrying Terry. Willy dumped Terry like a ragdoll onto Flo’s bed. In the process he messed up her My Little Pony bedspread.

Barry asked, “What happened to him?”

“Ludes,” replied Willy.

“You didn’t drug him for real, did you?”

Willy smiled a wicked smile at Barry. He said, “Barry remember what Khan said in Star Trek, revenge is a dish best served cold. This is going to be epic. Like going to the arcade and finding a roll of quarters, epic. Come on, help me take his clothes off.”

“What for?” asked Barry.

Willy explained, “I want him to feel the embarrassment I felt this afternoon.  He’s gonna wake up nude and not find his clothes. Then he’ll have to walk through the party naked. It’s gonna be epic.”

Willy struggled to take Terry’s jeans off. He then tossed them aside. He exclaimed the floor, “Hello, what is this?” He reached down on the floor and picked up a pair of Flo’s panties.

Barry was getting antsy. He didn’t give a shit for Willy’s revenge plan. Right now Flo was likely getting into a car with a college guy. That college driver would finger bang her just as sure as he’d look at her. A woman’s honor was at stake tonight and if anyone was going to spoil that honor it should be Barry and not some college dude.

“Leave him pantless and let’s go,” begged Barry.

“Nah, can’t go small time on this prank. This is too epic a prank to mess up.” Willy went over to the closet. He picked out a green dress. He tossed it on the bed. Next, he went to the dresser and picked out a bra. Willy then went to work on Terry. Willy knew a lot about how to dress a man up in women’s clothing. In no time at all Terry was stripped of his male clothing and placed into a panty, bra, and green dress.

Willy asked, “What do you think, Barry?”

Barry examined Terry. Shit, a few minutes ago he didn’t give a shit about this prank. Now the loss of Flo was certain and he was getting onto the epic quality of this prank. Terry would be ruined if had to walk downstairs dressed as Flo, with all those kids downstairs to see him. Ha, it was going to be epic. Still Terry didn’t seem hot enough. Barry snagged a pair of white and green tube socks from a drawer. He rolled them up Terry’s surprisingly smooth legs. The thigh high socks accented his bare-soft upper thighs. The haunting fleshy area between the socks and the hem of the dress seemed to call out to Barry to touch and fondle.

Willy broke him of that spell. He yelled to Barry, “Help me with the makeup!”

Barry replied, “I don’t know dick about makeup.”

“Shit Barry, you got three sisters and you never played dress up with them? Here let me have a crack at it.” Willy picked up the makeup box from the top of Flo’s dresser. Willy did a makeover on Terry as if he worked the perfume counter at Macy’s. Barry stood by and watched Terry slowly transform in appearance into … Well, into a chick nearly as hot as Flo. Maybe even hotter. They had the same hair color, the same build, roughly the same height, and now the same face. He couldn’t get over it. Terry was … He was smoking hot as a chick, like one of those disco dancers on Soul Train hot. And he was passed out and helpless.

Willy said, “Damn, I’m good. I’d fuck Terry he looks so much like a bitch right now, only I’m totally not a fag. Too bad we ain’t fags, huh Barry. Still … Barry you want to devil’s triangle her?”

Barry replied, “Ah …”

Willy hit Barry in the arm. “Just kidding, fuck weasel. Man, wish I had my Polaroid. This would be an epic photo. Oh well, let’s head down stairs and get so drunk we urinate in a sink. God, this is the best Beach Week ever.”

Willy bounded out of the door. Barry didn’t follow. He knew he should leave but his mind wasn’t listening to reason. Terry was passed out. Who would know? He looked so much like a chick. Too much like a chick to pass up. Barry locked the door. He licked his lips. He dreamed of having Flo for so long and now, in a way, he was going to have her.

He moved Terry’s lifeless body closer to him. He dangled Terry’s legs over the edge of the bed. He then popped the button on his own jeans. He then started rubbing his hands on those bare thighs of Terry’s. It wouldn’t be gay if he just jerked a little to someone that looked like a chick, he told himself. His member pressed again those tube socks. He liked that feeling. He used his hand to squeeze Terry’s legs together to sandwich Barry’s cock. Women’s socks were so soft and inviting.

He was getting too pumped up. He relaxed and let go. He rode his hands up the legs of Terry from calf to hip. He then lifted the dress up until the panties were exposed. Now there was something to get worked up over. If those socks felt good against his member, those panties would feel twice as nice if not more so.

He pressed his waist against Terry’s. At first, he rubbed his cock only on the top of the panties. However, he couldn’t resist the growing urge to slide it under. He rocked his hips back and forth over the cotton panties. He slid his finger under the panties to create a gap. His member slid effortlessly under the seam of the panties. His member plowed through the red pubes of Terry. Accidentally his member came in contact with Terry’s dick. It sort of broke the mood, but he did his best to ignore the fact there was no hole in there to fill. He also tried to ignore the growing mound under those panties.

He was into it, but still it lacked something. The moment just wasn’t epic yet. Penetration, yes, he craved full penetration.  Only there was no possible place to do that. There were only a cock and balls under those panties. Well, at least on the front side. Then Barry got a wicked idea. There was always anal. Damn, anal was supposed to be better than vag anyway. Of course, there was the whole fact it was a bit creepy, but, ah, fuck it.

He gently scooped up Terry’s legs. He rested one on each of his shoulders. He rocked forward lifting Terry’s ass off the bed ever so slightly. He then returned to probing under the panties with his cock. He made a hot dog out of it between Terry’s buns. At last, he hit paydirt. He pressed his dickhead against Terry’s anal rim. It was a hidden pink treat. He pressed hard and found the quaaludes had relaxed Terry’s sphincter muscles. His dickhead plopped right in. It was so warm and cozy in there. Terry’s ass taint made for smooth gliding. Barry pounded on that ass. Slowly at first because he was just a beginner. However, his confidence gained by leaps and bounds. He started upping his pace. The rhythm of his balls slapping against Terry’s ass was sweet music to Barry’s ears.

He imagined Terry calling out to him, “Hammer me, Barry. Pump my ass. I’m the best chick you’ll ever have.” Sweat started pouring out of Barry. Fuck, Terry was getting a sweet ass pounding on the house because Barry was doing all the work. If he were awake then he’d thank Barry. Barry couldn’t hold out much longer. He was going to cum. He looked Terry in the face. Terry was watching him right back with big round loving emerald eyes.

Oh shit, his eyes were open. Terry even winked at him. Oh crap, he liked it. He liked being the girl for Barry. He wasn’t passed out at all. Then Barry felt it. The whole panty area became a hot sticky mess. It wasn’t from Barry. Shit, Terry was awake, loving it, and climaxing. Terry had shot a load inside those panties. It was seeping down his anal crack.

Barry freaked out and then he pulled out. As he did, he climaxed too. He blew his hot load all over the front of Terry. Sticky cum was all over the front of Flo’s green dress. Shit, she’d notice that for sure. Damn, he fucked up. More than fucked up, he fucked Terry. Dressed as a girl or not Terry wasn’t a chick. He looked like one, though. Worse, it had felt so good. He loved making Terry his bitch.

Terry groaned, “Barry, why didn’t you tell me you went my way. That was incredible.”

Oh crap, Barry nearly puked. He covered his mouth to hold it in. Terry had liked it. The situation was now the worst possible situation ever. Everyone at school would know, everyone. Barry had fucked a sissy and liked it. Barry took two steps away from the bed. He was in full panic. Terry would tell. Barry darted for the door. The tried to yank it open. It was still locked. He became frantic now. Pulling over and over on the knob while fumbling for the lock. At long last he popped it open.

He heard Terry yell, “Awe, don’t love me and leave me!”

Barry could care less what Terry wanted. He ran out of the room. He hadn’t even zipped up his fly, let alone wipe the tip. Out of the house he ran with his dick flapping in the wind the whole time. It was the worst Beach Week party ever!


Chapter 4

...24 years later...

“There are also additional reports to my office of sick behavior of a depraved nature. Among these accusations are that you sniff the saddle of the exercise bikes at the women’s gym,” said Counsilwoman Fineway.

Barry wasn’t listening to her. She’d been hammering at him for a solid five minutes now as he’d been lost in those memories of his past. Barry hadn’t really registered what she had been saying. Bike seats? What was that about? It wasn’t anything that would sway a vote. No, the big fear was that she knew about what he did to Terry. The thing was, Terry never told anyone about that time together at the party. No one knew. No one! Certainly, this bitch lecturing him couldn’t know the truth. What happened during Beach Week stayed at Beach Week.

He poured another glass of water from the pitcher as she droned on and on about his sexual failings. He sipped the glass of water by using both hands. Sure, he might have fondled someone’s breast at his current job, sure, he pinched bottoms, sure, he once exposed his penis to a woman during a law school lecture, and, sure, he once beat up someone at a bar because they looked like the lead singer of Lipps-Inc. But he could explain all that stuff. That bitch at the bar wouldn’t tell him the way to Funkytown. Hitting someone asking to be taken to Funkytown that didn’t actually know the way to Funkytown was a basic form of self-defense. It wasn’t a crime. It was constitutional. This …. this Councilwoman Fineway bitch was making him sound like a drunken pervert. He wasn’t a drunken pervert. He knew for a fact that he never mixed his perv and his drinking at the same time. It was just like a woman to smear a good honest God loving family man like himself. Suddenly she finished speaking. The room was silent waiting for Barry to address these serious accusations.

Barry stammered to respond. He offered, “Come again, Councilman?”

“Councilwoman,” corrected Fineway.

“Sorry, I … You were saying … Question, what’s your question for me?”

“My question to you is, how do you account for all these attacks on your character? Are they all lies?”

“Ah … Yes?” shrugged Barry.

“Even the woman that claims that you and your high school best friend, Willy, dressed up on Halloween as Donkey Kong and Mario. You then proceeded to walk around with a ladder and a burning barrel which you intentionally threw at young women so as to force these young women to climb up the ladder so you two perverts could look up their skirts?”

Jesus, she knew about that too. But that ... That was a youthful indiscretion. No one was hurt. Most of the young women they played that prank on were wearing panties. Most! It was clean drunken fun. Guy stuff. You couldn’t punish a grown man for doing guy stuff while drunk in high school. Barry had changed. He had a bank account now. That’s how a boy became a man. Well, that and tapping pussy. Only Councilwoman Fineway couldn’t understand how a boy transformed into a man … Probably. Barry replied, “That isn’t exactly how it happened.”

“I see. And the young lady who claims that you anally raped her at a Beach Week party, was she lying too?”

Barry didn’t hesitate. He nodded. Of all the accusations against him, this one was actually false. It wasn’t a woman that he anally raped, never. It wasn’t rape she . . . He had wanted it. He had liked it. They were Barry’s willing bitch.

Barry cleared his throat. He knew he had the perfect defense. He declared, “I was a virgin all throughout my high school years.”

Fineway shot up straight in her seat. She asked, “Can you say that again?”

“I was a virgin back then.” Nailed it, thought Barry. Barry faced his loving family for support. His wife was frozen in horror. Everyone in the gallery was watching him with shock in their eyes. There was dead silence in the room. Then his own son blurted out, “A high school virgin? What a fucking loser you were!” The whole room busted out in laughter. Barry shrank in his seat. He could see the headlines now, high school virgin bombs at water commissioner hearings. Oh, crap what had he done?


Chapter 5

The bartender at the hotel’s bar asked Barry, “Would you care for another drink?”

It had to be a rhetorical question because Barry had told him already that he planned on drinking until he didn’t care anymore. Oh, but fucking drinks were a double edge sword, weren’t they? The more Barry drank to numb his caring, the more he cared about drinking. In the end drinking was the only thing Barry did really care about. The soft, warm comfort of booze had never failed him. Alcohol wasn’t like a woman. Those bitches always let you down. Take his wife, his loving wife wasn’t returning his calls. She’d packed up junior in the BMW and headed home. Shit, that was more good news than bad. She was a defeatist. Granted today was an embarrassment, but even Jesus had to suffer a little to get what he really needed. Barry assumed that was Mary Magdalene’s sweet whore pussy that he got as his reward from God for that whole passion play thing. She was probably an epic lay too. Damn, that bible had all the good wisdom you’d ever need. Shit, the best part about the bible learning was you never had to read it to get it.

Barry replied, “Yeah, give me a double and don’t use ice cubes. They just get in the way.”

A crisp hundred-dollar bill hit the bar counter. A voice called out. “Scratch that, bartender, and get this man some champagne.” Barry turned to see that the man that said that was Vice Governor Pinch. Pinch grabbed a stool next to Barry. Barry looked the man over. Pinch showing up boosted Barry’s spirits. He wasn’t dead yet.

Barry said, “You’re the last man I expected to see. I thought rats abandoned a sinking ship. According to the nightly news, no ship’s going down faster than mine. That Fineway put three barrels in me today.”

Pinch put his hand on Barry’s thigh. He explained, “Normally I would agree with you on that, but the governor is like PETA. He never saw a rat he didn’t like. He likes a man like you. He likes a man of character, mostly rotten character. Those are the real men in his book. A man like you is not afraid to show proper disrespect for a woman. Being an asshole is our governor’s only actual character trait.”

Barry asked, “What’s all this mean to me?”

“It means you got a one-week delay in the final vote to confirm or reject you. The governor has the state police doing a “check” of the accusations against you. They will all come back negative, don’t worry. The state police are in the bag.”

“They won’t be able to do shit. It’s he said, she said.”

Pinch nodded. He replied, “True Barry, but the media doesn’t care what she said unless she is young, blonde, and sporting double Ds. By a weeks’ time a cat will get stuck in a tree, the president will get urinated on by a Romanian whore dressed as a panda or some other shit that’s actually even more weird ass will occur and Barry’s little problems will quietly slip out of the news as Barry slips into the water commissioner’s office.”

Barry asked, “You really think so?”

“I know so. See you in a week, Commissioner.” Pinch walked off just as the bartender slapped a double down in front of him. Barry didn’t want it anymore. He wanted to celebrate. He wanted that champagne instead. Pinch was right. The media could never prove these stories and without any pictures the accusations would be dead in one twenty-four-hour news cycle. Shit, right now some pretty blonde was likely getting raped, murdered, or raping and murdering someone herself and she and her luscious knockers would knock Barry right out of the news. God bless for young blonde women and the third estate’s obsession with them.

Speaking of pretty women, a tall redhead walked into the bar. Barry had a thing for gingers. They had no soul so you could get down and dirty with them without worrying that your wife would meet them in heaven and find out all about your marriage infidelity. Yeah, gingers were made for sinning and every ginger knew it.

Barry picked up his two doubles. If his wife wasn’t going to talk to him then that was practically permission to search elsewhere for chit-chat. Hopefully a tit fuck went with the chit-chat. He sauntered over to the redhead’s table. His awkward high school days were long gone. He was a man now. He flashed her a “I got a bank account” smile and said, “You look like a woman that could use a drink.”

She had emerald eyes. They bore into Barry with lust. She batted her long eyelashes and replied, “You don’t remember me, do you? I work for Councilman McCocklin.”

Barry help himself to an empty chair at her table. He remembered her all right. Damn, the capitol was a small town. Luckily, it was large enough to accommodate her double Ds. He slid a glass in front of her. He replied, “I remember you. I never forget a snapping ass, particularly one I’ve felt up. What’s the dickless councilman want with me?”

“Ball-less,” she corrected.

“Who gives a fuck? I won’t back down. I never fucked anyone that didn’t want it. You tell him that. I’m going to get confirmed.”

She sipped her drink. She replied, “Did Pinch give you that much confidence? You blew chunks today. The only reason you’re still alive at all is many on our side want to win at all costs. They see dropping you like a priest drops the soap around a choirboy as a bad loss. They don’t care about you as a person. You’re just a pawn in their game. Councilman McCocklin is worried, though. He thinks the charges will stick. He thinks you’ll cost us seats in the next election. He’s willing to lose today to win tomorrow. He wants you out.”

Barry asked, “Are you here to convince me to drop out?”

She pulled the olive out of her drink by the toothpick. She placed the olive between her teeth. With one hard suck she had removed the red pimento from the olive. Then she snapped the rest down her throat with one gulp. She replied, “No, you’re here to motivate me to change McCocklin’s mind. I’m ready to be convinced.”

“I don’t believe I caught your name.”

“I didn’t throw it out for you to catch.” She put the drink to her lips. She downed it in one gulp. “My, that was a good one. I find champagne more romantic, though. I think Pinch mentioned ordering some earlier. The bubbles in it make me so randy.”

“I’ll get you a glass then.”

She stood up. She teased, “A real man doesn’t serve a woman, he’s served by one.”

He leaned back in his chair. She went up to the bar to get his drink. Damn it Barry, you’ve practically already scored with her. She was a little longer in the tooth than Barry’s normal side thing, but she made up for it in the smoking hot department. Her breasts were clearly fake, and the face uplifted, but Barry didn’t mind. He watched that tight ass of hers from afar. It was poured into her dress as she ordered a drink poured from the bartender. Barry was now and always has been an ass man at heart. As the bartender worked, she gave him a coy half turn. Damn, she knew he was staring right at her backside and she wanted him to stare. He had a stiffy already.

She wiggled her bottom back to Barry carrying two full glasses of the bubbly. Barry stood up to greet her. Not so much because he was a gentleman, but mostly to show off his bulge in his pants to her. It never hurt to be obvious. Her wandering eyes told him she noticed and approved. She said, “Cheers.” as she handed him a glass.

Barry echoed her, “Cheers.”

They locked arms. She drank from his glass and he drank from hers. When they were done they tossed the glasses on the floor. She laughed. He followed her lead and laughed as well, but he added a kiss to end of his laugh. It was a quick peck, but landed right on her lush red lips. She didn’t resist at all.

Everything tonight was going perfectly. He got the confirmation that his commissionership was just a matter of time, his wife was out of town, and he had just about the hottest lay this side of the Atlantic begging for his full four inches.  It was fucking epic. Everything was epic, except for the fact that Barry probably had drank too much. Yip, he was feeling a bit tipsy. It had hit him all at once. His head was spinning. His vision was becoming blurred. Shit, the best lay of his life was begging for all four of his mantooth’s inches and here he was flagging on the last quarter mile. He rubbed his eyes. He was still bleary eyed. No good. He was seeing double as well. He yawned. Everything in the room seemed to have slowed.

She asked him, “Are you feeling okay?”

“No .... I feel … I feel …” he couldn’t get the words out of his mouth fast enough for his lips to keep up with his mind. It was like his tongue went to bed without him.

She finished his statement for him. She said, “You feel like you’ve been drugged, don’t you?”

What? No, not that! He tried to shake it off. It didn’t shake off. Damn, it wasn’t alcohol making him feel this way, it was drugs! He looked at those emerald eyes of hers again. He’d seen those eyes before. But where? Then it hit him. Terry. Damn, she aged well. Wait, she? But it was true. He was a she. She was Terry. But Terry was a man. The fuck? His mind couldn’t grasp the truth. It seemed too epic a fact for his drugged out, alcohol pickled mind. He tried to take a step to get away but his foot missed the floor. He toppled to the ground. The last thing he heard was, “Goodnight my dear sweet Barry.”


Chapter 6

Barry opened his eyes. He was staring at a popcorn ceiling. There was something familiar about that ceiling too. It took a few minutes for it to register in his still dazed brain, but he eventually figured out where he was. He had never left the hotel. He was clearly in one of the hotel’s bedrooms. Not his room unfortunately from the look of things. He was lying on top of the bedsheets. He wasn’t naked, which came as a relief. He was dressed in a pair of black lace panties, a matching garter, and a black lace bra. This wardrobe was a fact which came with much less sense of a relief. In addition to the new outfit he also had on some new jewelry. Were his ears pierced? He couldn’t panic about that now. He was much more worried over the fact that he was spread wide with each arm and leg handcuff to a different corner of the bed. It was an odd situation to be in, but hardly as bad as it could have been. He thought of no balls McCocklin and counted himself lucky that his two best friends were still with him. The only question now was, why the fuck was all this happening to him?

Terry walked out of the bathroom. No doubt he … Err … She would inform him of the why. She’d changed outfits. She was dressed in a form fitting black body stocking. It was mostly see-through and, man, was it nice to see through it. Barry was transfixed by her elegant form. The body stocking didn’t let a single curve go to waste. That was fantastic minus the bulge at the waistline. She was so delicious Barry was willing to not notice the features no GI Joe doll had that Terry was sporting.

Terry said, “I’m glad to see that you’re awake now. Goodie, the fun can begin.”

Barry asked, “What fun?” His question was more a formality than an actual inquiry. You’d have to be dumber than the average American voter not to guess what might be happening next to him. Still, it didn’t hurt to play dumb. If he could delay the main event then just perhaps he could get out of this mess with his rear intact. Only, given how hot Terry looked, did he want out of this situation? Oh, the mind was unwilling, but his erect penis was very willing. It was practically bursting out of his panties all to Barry’s shame. That night long ago, he saw how much Terry had liked being the woman. Could being the woman be better than being the man?

Terry walked over to the bed. She snapped Barry’s garter. Terry explained, “Twenty-four years ago you made love to me and then left me Barry. You ran away from my love. In doing so, you left me alone to face our friends downstairs at the party. I was dressed up as a girl with your sperm shot all over me. You know what happened next when they saw me. The pure shame of the situation of being forced out of the closet, Barry, it changed me. My parents moved me to San Francisco to help me escape the ridicule. They had to. After that night your friends made my life a living hell back home. The thing is that I’m glad you did what you did. Becoming the real me was the best thing that ever happened to me. And I never told on you Barry. I kept your part of the secret.”

“Nothing happened between us.”

“Barry now is the time for honesty. I told you that McCocklin’s vote is in the palm of my hand. That was a lie. To be honest, I hold his vote between my legs. Ten solid inches of pure voting magic and it’s time for you to go to my poll.”

“But you told Councilwoman Fineway! Why would you do that and then still help me get McCocklin’s vote?” shouted Barry.

“Barry, I’ve waited all this time to return the favor you did for me. I’m going to record the two of us banging away. I’m then going to release the sex tape. I’m going to set you free. I know you’re a crossdressing sissy just waiting to burst free. All you need is a little sissy boy training to get you over the edge. Think about it, Barry. You and me in the capitol together forever from now on. I know we were meant for each other.”

“But I’m not ga . . .”

Barry never even finished his protest before Terry was upon him. She fished his cock out of those black lace panties faster than a tax cut for the rich increased deficits. She sucked hard, so hard, like you wouldn’t believe hard. Barry was getting worried that he was going to love it. He tried to think of something unappealing. He thought of the least appealing thing he could think of. He thought of a US senator. The fishy faced passionless lump of flesh from a low population state that couldn’t make a mood less romantic unless he had a twin. Those grey haired jerk wads in Washington DC were to modern sex what baseball was to a horny man in the 1950s.

Only even dreaming about lyin’ politicians in congress weren’t working. The inhuman smile of them should dampen the lust off of any moment. Her sucking skills were too good, though. She was breaking through to his inner core. Her tongue was pierced. It had a thick round pearl stud which was burying itself deep into Barry’s shaft with every up and down motion. She was lathering up his love stick the way Barry imagined coal miners lathered up coal to make it clean coal. Against her blow job skills, imagining anything else had no power to dampen spirits. He liked it. Damn, this kind of sex was hot. He might just be a little gay.

She must have sensed Barry’s growing excitement because she laid off the sucking and worked his dick with her left hand just as he was about to arrive. Barry shot a load straight up in the air. It splattered all over his naked chest.

Terry said, “Good boy.”

“Fine, you got your revenge on me. You drugged me and jerked me. Now release me!”

She slapped Barry across the face. “I said good boy. Now I’m about to make you a good girl. Bitch, that was just the warm up. The main event is about to come.”

The use of the word come in that context did nothing to build up Barry’s excitement. Instead he struggled against his restraints. It was useless to resist. He was locked up tight.

Terry tore away at her body stocking. She was freeing the beast that lurked within. Ten inches of the best meat a lady had to offer a man dropped down. She gave her ass a wiggle. The penis rocked back and forth. It had an almost hypnotic effect. Barry couldn’t turn away from watching it sway. How could such a fine ass woman be hung like a Victorian circus freak.

“She’s lovely, isn’t she?” asked Terry.

“I’ve seen bigger,” insulted Barry.

“You’re a little liar. Liars must get punished.”

“Must we?”

“Yes!”

Damn it, Barry don’t lie. Don’t lie he repeated to himself. But he couldn’t resist. Barry was a liar at heart. Barry replied, “I loved The Last Jedi, I think tax cuts for the rich will pay for themselves, I think corporations really are people, I think Kiss is a great rock band, and I didn’t pay a lot for my muffler.”

“Oh my Barry, you must really want it bad, don’t you?”

Barry, you idiot, just shut the fuck up. What was his mouth doing? He wasn’t a liar. He wasn’t a very bad boy that needed Terry’s ten inches. He wasn’t.

Terry squirted lube onto her left hand. She started lubricating that tool of hers until it shone like the bathroom floor of a 7-11. There was no denying it. His mouth knew what it was doing just now. His mouth was lying because it wanted that steel rod of woman meat shoved up his mangina. Barry wanted cock bad. He wanted to know what it felt like to be the girl.

Barry blurted out, “Hillary’s emails prove she allowed Benghazi yellow cake uranium to fall into Syrian-Russian Muslim brotherhood’s hands to facilitate the give away of middle class tax dollars to the tune of over nine trillion dollars of Chinese imports through illegal Mexican immigrants’ drug tunnels and into Iranian led Caravans hidden inside secret tunnels located under only your finer pizza joints in order to fix the super bowl in the New England Patriots’ favor!”

“Oh Barry, such deliciously hot lies. You sure know what makes a woman like me so hot and bothered all over.”

Terry eased her cock between Barry’s thighs. He could feel gentle pressure down below. She thrusted her hips and pounded Barry’s ass. Her rod eased around his anal rim. His butt did what it could do to resist, but only briefly. Soon it eased into his warm hole. His man button located in his ass began to sing. It had never song before. Barry was never prouder to be an American than this moment. The first time his secret anal girl spot was allowed to sing out in pleasure.

She had only cycled up and down with one thrust when Barry climaxed. His ejaculation splattered again all over his chest. He couldn’t help it. The penile prostate massage was pure ecstasy. He knew the truth about himself now. He was a crossdressing lover. Terry was right about him. There was no going back. Once you’ve gone this way there was no looking at an ordinary woman again. He had lost all his manhood, maybe not like McCocklin had, but it was gone all the same. His only other thought besides those of her pounding his ass hard again was if he’d look good in pink leg warmers too.

He watched in satisfaction as she continued to work him. Her breasts heaved with every pounding thrust. Her hair swayed in rhythm to the sound of their love making.

Terry said, “Talk dirty to me, Barry. Build the moment.”

Barry said the vilest thing he could think of. He said, “Universal health care.”

“Oh Barry, you are one nasty bitch. You’re making me so hot. Keep it up.”

“Post colonial Kenyan mindset.”

“Yeah, Barry, that’s the spot, keep it up.”

Barry started shouting, “Lock her up! Lock her up! Lock her up!” He yelled it in perfect timing to his ass taming.

Terry joined in. They were both chanting, “Lock her up, lock her up, lock her up!”

Suddenly Terry stopped chanting. Terry also stopped pumping. She started gyrating her hips. He could feel her steamy love lava pumping deep into his gaping ass. If Terry’s jizz could be bottled, Barry was pretty sure some politician would sell it as a delicious weight loss shake. It was that good a jizz.

Terry pulled out of Barry. She rubbed the last free drops of her cum out of that beautiful rod of hers. The drops landed on Barry’s chest and mixed in with his own spent orgasm. Terry stirred Barry’s chest with a finger. After her finger was sufficiently lubed with cum she offered it up to Barry. He sucked their love juices off her finger. She tasted great.

Terry climbed down from the bed. She put on her green dress. Then she slid into her high heels. She wasn’t planning to linger around after doing the deed. No, she made for the door.

Barry said, “Unlock me before you go.”

Terry smiled at him. She pulled out a key. She said to Barry, “I almost forgot. Here’s the key to my place. I’ll email you the address later on, commissioner. Let’s say every Wednesday night at eight. We will have a little CD fun. I might even let you get a turn on top sometime again.”

“But what about the handcuffs?”

“Oh Barry, you poor dear. The maid can hardly find you dressed as a girl, with cum all over you in the morning if I unlock you now. Buh bye.”

That bitch. That absolutely lovely sexy ass pounding bitch! Well, Barry you were certainly fucked now. There was no mistaking it. No way McCocklin would vote his way after this hit the news. Terry must be crazy to think otherwise. She was crazy hot, yes, but still crazy.


Chapter 7

The governor shook Barry’s hand. A week ago, Barry was lying in a strange hotel room covered in hot jizz waiting for the morning maid to discover his sinful ways and today he was on top of the world. It was the proudest day in Barry’s life. It was a better day than the day he found out he got into Yale (mostly because he was a legacy). It was a better day than the day he got married (nuf said). It was a better day than the day he won two doubles, four exactas, a pick six, and blew all the winnings on a street walker named Candi Kained. No, not one of those days could compare to today. Barry stood side by side with the governor as Barry was about to be sworn in as the state’s next water commissioner. Barry’s wife stood behind them. She was beaming with pride. She was already dreaming about all the capitol hill parties she’d be attending. His son was next to his wife. He only took half the usual cash it took to shut him up, stand still, and pretend to be happy to be with his old man. Yup, today couldn’t have been better and it was all due to Terry.

The governor stepped up to the podium. A hush went over the crowd. The governor announced, “Today is a great day for this country. When I say USA, I’m the kind of patriot that spells our country with a capital C. Never forget a Kingdom is ruled by a king, a principality by a prince, and a country by a cunt, but enough about that. We’re here today to celebrate winning. Today is about winners. Not just winners like me, a man that won a huge election because my opponent died five days before the vote took place, but also true winners like Barry Whatever the Fuck is His Last Name is. Barry here is what I call a winner. Because he wins. He wins bigly. So much winning, like you wouldn’t believe. When the great people of this state asked me what I wanted in a water commissioner I said to them, what the fuck is a water commissioner? And the people replied, I should have voted for the dead guy. But they didn’t and so I got to pick a great new water commissioner. A really great one. So great. So, so great. When you meet the new water commissioner you’re going to love him. He’s huge. Not in the penis department as all of you that have seen the secret sex video of him and the hot chick that’s really a dude know already. I’ve sat and watched that video six or seven times. Maybe more, maybe a lot more. Maybe. And what I saw in that video was two guys dressed as girls banging each other in the ass. Sure, I saw that. But I saw that and more. I saw a great family man. I saw a ten-inch penis on a woman, but most of all, I saw a man named Barry obviously wrongfully accused by Council-dyke Fineway, who I call no-poca-her-hontas because we all know no man ever would. Clearly if there was a man that didn’t rape a woman, it was this crossdressing bisexual lover standing beside me. This dude digs dudes dressed as chicks when he’s dressed as a chick. So, please put your hands together and welcome our state’s newest water commissioner Barry What’s a Bucket. And remember the best part about a man like Barry getting a lifetime appointment is knowing his time in office ends when the bastard drops dead. So, we all have that to look forward to.”

The governor moved away from the podium. Barry approached it. A better introduction seemed impossible unless it had been given by any other human being on Earth. Still, it didn’t matter. Barry clutched the key in his pocket. The after celebration with Terry was going to be even hotter than this new job. Terry had set up the Councilwoman with that planted story and made Barry a real woman at the same time. Nothing touched the heart of a woman like Fineway, like a trans-woman. She’d caved to the news faster than a diabetic at an all you can eat chocolate fountain. From now on life was going to be epic, just so long as you planned on drinking bottled water like Barry did, because the state’s water supply was likely fucked.
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