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Part One

“I don’t know. I mean, he’s cool, and he’s handsome and strong and all that, but there’s something about him that  makes me wonder.” Jean sat on the park bench, tossing popcorn to the birds. She was 23 years old, classic 36 by 24 by 36, with long, blonde hair.

Tammy sat next to her, munching on a Three Musketeers bar. She was blonde, too, and had a similar body. Her nipples tended to show through her clothes when it was cold. Or she was hot.

“So what do you guys do when you go out?”

“Oh, you know. Movies, hang out in a pool hall. Mostly talk.”

“So why is he weird?”

“I didn’t say he was weird.”

“He makes you wonder, and that’s weird.”

Jean didn’t say much to that. Tammy was right.

“It’s not what he says or does, it’s the feel of him.”

“Okay.”

“I know. I’m not making sense. But when I talk to him I have the feeling he’s sitting in the back, watching, waiting.”

“Waiting for what?”

“That’s it. I don’t know.”

“How’s the sex?”

Jean smiled. “That’s the good stuff. He’s gentle, and considerate, but…”

“But what?” Tammy was starting to feel exasperated.

“I don’t know. Just the feeling that there’s something more. That he’s more than I think.”

“Or less.”

“Maybe, but probably not.”

“So why don’t you call him on it?”

“And how do I do that? Gee, Rod, tell me the thing that you don’t want to tell me?”

“That’s a good one. You could start there.”

“No. I can’t.”

Tammy sighed. “Well, how about asking him to..to…I don’t know. Do a sexual fantasy or something?”

“A sexual fantasy? Like what?”

“I don’t know. That’s up to you, or maybe I should say it’s up to him.

Jean emptied the bag of popcorn and a thousand pigeons cooed and kept waiting.

“But this relationship is going nowhere until you get to the bottom of it. Either find out what’s buggin’ you, find out what’s weird about him, or call it off.”

“I know. But I don’t want to call it off. What if he’s the one?”

“Great, if you’re as messed up as he is. You can live a life being weird with each other.”

Jean frowned. She had hoped her friend would have some viewpoint that would help her, but…nope.

“Well, I have to go.”

“So do I. Got a date with Rod.”

“A date with Mr. Weirdo. Good luck with that.”

With that the girlfriends hugged each other and went their separate ways.

Rod met her at Charley Coyote’s, a hot spot down on Santa Monica.

“Hey, babe. How you doing?” He placed an around her, kissed her deeply, and they smiled at each other.

Jean felt that heat start up in her loins. She turned and swatted him in the dick with her hand. It was a subtle move, and he grunted and grinned. “Somebody’s hot tonight.”

“Could be. Maybe if you play your cards right you’ll get hot.”

Rod was a lithe but muscular man. He was strong, but flexible. His face was soft and he wore his hair long, and there was something hiding inside him.

They entered the bar, Rod slipping the doorman a five to make it happen, and they headed for the bar.

Rod was a bourbon and Coke man, Jean was a fruity cocktail kind of girl. They ordered their drinks and sauntered over to a corner table.

It was a hot night. The girls were wearing short latex, so tight you could see the nipples. Dancers on the floor did the vertical mambo. A bouncer broke up a fight between two young roosters, tossed those boys out and made it look easy. Then he let a fight between two young ladies go until their boy friends pulled them apart. The crowd cheered, and the party went on.

“You sound a little sad tonight,” observed Rod. “What’s going on.”

“Not much. Just thinking things through.”

“Like what kind of things?”

A girl at the bar through a drink in a man’s face. The man laughed and slapped her ass. Which made her spin angrily, then smile. In a moment they were kissing in the middle of a crowd.

“Like, I don’t know. Like…who are you, really?”

Rod chuckled. “Who am I? Hell, if I knew that I’d tell myself.”

She leaned across the small, round table and took his hand in hers. His knuckles were gnarly, hard, and she said, “We’ve been going out for months, but I always have the feeling that you’re holding something back.”

He watched her, and maybe it was her imagination, but she had the feeling that he was suddenly being careful.

“Right there. You don’t do anything, but you shut down. You stop talking and it’s like you’re waiting, watching, and not about to say anything real.”

Rod stood up and walked away.

Jean blinked. It was rude, and…and she realized he was just going for another couple of drinks.

Rod came back and handed her her drink. He placed his bourbon and Coke on the table and sat down. He looked at it, hard, then he looked at her. Still, he tried to get out of it.

He smiled. “Honey, I don’t have any big secrets. What you see is what you get.”

A moment of silence. silence for them, in a bar gone loud.

“Well, you’re going to have to come clean, or we’re going to be history.”

He leaned closer to her, inspected her eyes, almost as if he wanted to make sure she was serious. Which was silly, because it was obvious that she was serious.

“So you want to know my big, deep, dark secret.”

“Right now.”

He sipped. Hard. He was going to need another drink pretty darned quick.

He placed his drink down. “But what if it’s something you don’t really want to hear?”

“Oh, rest assured. I want to hear.”

Her reassurance missed the mark.

“What if it’s something crazy, like I’m a serial killer terrorist who crosses the country looking for victims in bars?”

He had chosen his words well; he had chosen the words and concepts that were almost guaranteed to frighten people off. Especially nosy people.

Jean didn’t care. She had deep feelings for Rod, and she wasn’t about to be. scared off. At least, not until she had the real truth.

“Are you?”

He blinked. “Am I what?”

“Are you a serial killer terrorist looking for victims?”

“I might be.”

She stood up. “I want to go now.”

He frowned, and she could swear she had seen his lip tremble, and he stood up. “This isn’t fair,” he said.

She turned and walked out of the bar. He followed her.

A couple dancing saw them and snickered at the looks on their faces.

Jean marched across the parking lot to his car. She stopped by the passenger door and waited.

Rod came up behind her. “This isn’t fair.”

“I’m looking for a man. Have I found one?”

“A guy is entitled to his own thoughts.”

“Thoughts, yeah, and normally I wouldn’t care.”

“But you care now.”

“If we’re going any further…then yes, I care.”

His lips were compressed, slightly twisted. He was normally so complacent, but right then she could see that his emotions were running.

“Okay,” he said. He turned away and walked around to his side. He opened the doors and they got in.

The drive home was like ice cubes that refused to melt. He stared out the window, watched the road.

She watched him, and neither said a word.

He dropped her off at her apartment. He pulled up and turned to her, and just watched her.

She waited, but he wasn’t saying anything.

“Call me if you change your mind,” she whispered, almost in tears. Then she got out of the car and went up the stairs and into her apartment house.

Rod waited, the drove off. He didn’t screech his tires or accelerate unduly. He just drove, and there was, in his controlled behavior, a lot of suppressed emotion.

The next day was Sunday, and Jean did her laundry, read a book, watched TV, and was thoroughly miserable.

She hurt. Deeply.

She had been hurt before. She had cried over boys, and gotten over it. The problem was that she wasn’t crying, though she felt like it, and she had the feeling that she wasn’t going to get over her hurt this time.

She was entirely miserable.

As for Rod, he stayed home. He did guy things, watched a little porn, which was, for a change, entirely unsatisfying. He read a book, anime with no words, just weird words like ‘bonk,’ and ‘sphlatz,’ and shi-i-ing!’

But, he didn’t understand anything. He couldn’t follow the weird words, he didn’t understand the sequence of the panels, and he sat out on the porch and twiddled his thumbs.

And was miserable.

Did he love her? He was a guy, and guys didn’t really understand things like ‘love.’

He understood lust, and he knew that he liked being with Jean, and he wanted to be with her all the time, but…did he love her?

Sunday night was a restless night for both of them.  Jean tossed and turned and felt like worms were crawling in her veins.

Rod just couldn’t sleep. He was wired, but for no good reason…except for the uncomfortableness in his heart.

Jean had a job watching movies for Netflix. She spent her days nibbling popcorn, sipping tea, and analyzing movies. She categorized, labeled, figure out keywords, and assigned genres. It was an easy job, she didn’t even have to go in as long as she watched a couple of movies a day, and filled out a couple of forms.

This Monday she was feeling the blues. She had to force herself to watch, force herself to think, and it wasn’t fun.

And her mind kept turning to Rod.

Rod had an internet job. He wrote technical copy, and he could work whenever he wanted, and as long or as short as he wanted.

He liked the work, so he didn’t usually have trouble turning in copy.

but today…he had trouble.

He would be thinking of a description, thinking of keywords he should include, and suddenly his mind would turn to Jean.

Damn this thing called love. He had never had trouble working before, but now…” he shut off the computer after half a day and called it a whole day. He went in and poured himself a stiff one.

He tried to watch a movie, and ended up walking around the block, kicking stones and wondering what the fuck was wrong with him.

And so went Tuesday. And Wednesday.

Staring at the phone like it was a snake that was about to bite. But why wouldn’t it?”

And Thursday. And Friday.

And each of them thought: if he/she hasn’t called me by now I guess they don’t really love me.

But there is only so long that foolishness can go on.

Ring-a-ding-ding! went Jean’s phone.

She almost leaped out of her skin. She had been waiting so hard, and it had still caught her by surprise.

She grabbed for it, then paused. Don’t let him think you’re waiting for him.

No matter how much you are.

After a couple of rings, she couldn’t help herself. She tried to control herself, tried to make it sound like she had just run in from the outside or something.

“Yes?”

“Uh, hi.”

“Hi, Rod.”

“Uh, would you like to go out tonight?”

“I don’t know. Have you decided to come clean?”

“I want to talk.”

“Then maybe we can go out.”

Arrangements were made, then she hung up the phone. God, that was hard! She felt like she had just run a marathon and been run over by a steam roller.

On the other end of the line Rod hung up, and he sighed. His armpits were soaked and his forehead was beaded with perspiration.

Still, they had done it, and though each of them was hurting, and scared, they had managed to get through the call.

They immediately began obsessing on preparing for their date.

Rod drove up the 101, took the Mulholland exit, crossed the bridge and turned left up the wiggly hill.

“Where are we going?”

“Up to the observation area.”

She nodded.

They weren’t talking, but she could feel him getting ready to.

Rod turned left through the gates into the Jerome C. Daniel look out area and found a parking spot. He grabbed a cooler and Jean’s hand and they began walking up to the look out area.

It was hot, and there weren’t any people. The tourist buses usually finished in the late afternoon, and they had the place to themselves.

They sat down on a cement bench and looked out over the city.

It was lightly smoggy, and some band was tuning up down in the Hollywood Bowl.

They could hear the traffic from the 101, the endless trundle of buses and trucks. There was a very light wind blowing. Not enough to cool them off, but enough to waken their skin and liven their senses.

Not that their senses needed much livening.

Rod opened the cooler and took out cold cans of Coke. He poured half the contents out and topped them with bourbon. He handed one to Jean, and sipped his own, and prepared to pour his heart out.

Jean sipped, and listened. In her heart she knew this was a make or break point.

“You know that I’ve been to prison.”

“I do.”

“Never made a secret about it, but it’s not something I like to talk about.”

“Okay.”

He leaned back, looked at the stars, and told his story.

“I was arrested for withholding evidence. I was 23, it was five years ago, and I was fresh out of law school. And a client had told me something. The police put the screws to me. They wanted me to turn state’s evidence, but that’s not what a lawyer does. My bosses told me to stick to my guns. I held my ground. The judge found me guilty and threw me into the jug for a five year sentence.”

“But they can’t do that! You can’t reveal things that are protected by the attorney/client privilege!”

“I know that. You know that. The cops knew that and my bosses knew that and even the judge knew that.”

“So how could they?”

Rod shrugged. “The cops charged me, the DA found an exception to the law, and…five years.”

Jean was silent. This was surprising, but it wasn’t the deep, dark secret.

“Anyway, they sent me up to Central California. Soledad. 4,000 inmates crammed together in a 3,000 inmate prison. It’s supposed to be minimum to medium security, but we had some pretty violent guys. So violent that Soledad has a rep for being a violent prison.”

“And you spent four years there.”

“Four years. One year off for good behavior, which was actually they let me out because they were trying to empty the prison because of Covid.”

Jean waited. He had talked, but he hadn’t gotten to the big secret yet.

“I went in and I was a target.”

“What do you mean target?”

“Look at me. I’m slender. My face is soft. I was a target.”

Jean figured it out and held in a gasp.

“Didn’t take but a week for them to get me.”

“Get you.”

He ignored her. He was concentrating on telling his story now, and he didn’t want to be interrupted. Confronting the bad news was not something he liked to do.

“I was assigned a cell, given a job, and it was all pretty low key. The second day on the job I was told to go over to a warehouse and pick up a couple of pieces of metal for the machine shop. I went, and as soon as I stepped into the warehouse I knew I was in trouble.

“There were three of them, and they threw me over a barrel. They were big, muscular guys. All over six feet, throwing weights around, bullying people.

They threw me down, pulled down my pants, and…” Rod went silent. In the darkness Jean could see a tear in his eye. It was a painful memory.

“But it wasn’t your fault,” she whispered. She had wanted him to talk, and he had talked, and now she was almost sorry she had made him.

“No. It wasn’t. But I was beaten, and they did bad things to me, and…that wasn’t the worst part.”

“What was the worst part?” Jean felt like she was outside her body, watching the words float across to him.

“The worst part was…I liked it.”

She blinked. Her mind stopped. She didn’t understand.

I was told to go to the warehouse every few days after that. I didn’t fight it, I just…let it happen. I didn’t tell the guards, I didn’t do anything.

“Some guys fight, and are never bothered again. I didn’t fight, and I became the Soledad Bitch. They even had a name for men. The Bend Over Boy.”

“Oh, my God,” burst out of her in a whisper.

“So, four years of living like that. Surviving by selling myself. At first they sold me, but I worked deals, and I got a cut. I knew I was going to get out of prison, and I knew what I wanted to do when I got out, and I needed a computer. I knew nobody would hire me, or they’d hire me for bend over wages, and…when I left I had enough saved up for a computer and six months rent, That’s all I needed. I took computer courses, I became a technical writer, and…and that’s it. That’s my story, my deep, dark secret.”

Jean sat, frozen. She had his secret, and now she didn’t want it. Some things are best left buried.

“Well, I’m done. I want to go home.”

He stood up, picked up the cooler, and waited for her.

Jean wanted to say something. She wanted to object, to tell him it was all right.

And she wanted to get over this sense of revulsion that was inside her.

She had forced him to tell her. Fuck!

He walked her down to the car and they drove to her apartment. He didn’t say a word, and she couldn’t say a word.

He let her off and even though she turned back to the car, he was leaving.

Driving off. Not even waiting to see that she got inside safely.

Yet it wasn’t her safety she was thinking about.

She was thinking about what she had done to him.

Put him on the spot. Made him reveal things he didn’t want to talk about. The pain of relieving that. The cruelty of her forcing him to an admission. Heysoos Xristo, was she a dope.

She went inside.

She threw her purse on the couch and sat down and stared at the picture window. She thought…and she had no thoughts.

She thought, and accused herself.

She didn’t think, just felt a deep, sad emotion.

The clock on the wall swung its arms slowly. Tick, tick, tick. A knell of doom. A remorseless march of time.

She thought of the hurt in his face. She felt guilty.

Two hours passed. She stood up, grabbed her purse and walked out. On the street she called an Uber and waited on the corner under a light. It wasn’t a good area, but she didn’t care. She had somewhere to go.

Rod sat on his couch and watched the TV screen. He didn’t see anything on it, he just focused his eyes and let life pass by. He didn’t care what was on TV. He didn’t care about anything. He had spoken of that which he never wanted to speak of. In a sense, he had betrayed himself.

And for what?

A girl who wouldn’t want to see him again.

Why had he told her?

Because he thought there was some hope there. He thought maybe she could forgive him.

But she couldn’t. She couldn’t because he couldn’t forgive himself.

Yes, he was a victim, but only for about three seconds. Then he had laid his bed for the next four years. Happily. Understanding that he could buy his way out of getting beaten up. And all for…having fun.

And that was what it was for him: having fun. Getting sex and getting paid for it. Getting paid first by buying people off from beating him up, and then, later, actually getting money.

How could he ever hope that Jean would understand that? How could he ever think she would forgive him, that she would get over her revulsion for his perversion? How could he—

Knock knock!

The sound was sudden and jarring and he turned, as if just turning  his body would open the door.

Knock knock.

He walked, stiff legged, across the room.

Who was it? Who would be calling on him this time of night?

It couldn’t be Jean (though he had a vague hope welling inside his chest) because she didn’t have a car.

Who could it be?

He swung the door back.

Jean. Standing still, shoulders slightly slumped. Her head slightly lowered so that she had to look up and out at him.

“Jean?” He whispered.

She leaped at him, put her arms around him and squeezed. Somehow the door got closed, and she pushed him back, across the room, until the backs of his knees hit the couch and he sat down.

“Jean?”

She was on top of him, hugging him fiercely, not letting him get up.

Then he was hugging her back.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s me,” he responded desperately.

“I’ll never do that to you again.”

“I love you.”

There. He had said it. A commitment.

They made love. Slow, languorous, love. Their bodies moving in synch, creating a harmony that would last longer than just the night. He penetrated her gently, savoring the moments of wet contact. She accepted him, loving the hardness of him as he laid her bare. They just wanted to be together, to be physically attached, unable to be separated. And cumming would have separated them.

Better to just hold on, to slide flesh against flesh, to kiss rapturously, to absorb the moment of connection, of knowing they weren’t alone, and would never be alone again.

They rubbed, they slithered, they giggled and bounced.

They pressed the mattress down, strangled each other like drunken boa constrictors.

It was wonderful, glorious, and it went on and on and on…and they finally fell asleep.

Unfortunately, with his secret out, Rod’s problems were just beginning.

Rod awoke in Jean’s bed. He stretched, he yawned, and he rolled out of bed and hurried for the bathroom. He had morning wood, and he sat on the toilet and relieved himself.

Jean came to the door and leaned against the jamb. She was wearing a very fashionable nothing, and she smiled at Rod.

“You are incredible. I came three times last night.”

Rod smiled. “Glad I could help, lady.”

He finished his ablutions and stood up. His boner was straight out. It was red. A little bead of pre-cum formed and dropped.

“Whoa!”

“Uh…I didn’t cum.”

“You didn’t.” She spoke sort of blankly. Just ascertaining in her own mind what he had said.

“No.”

“Well, do you want to cum?”

He smiled, “Does the pope shit in the woods?”

He came to her, kissed her deeply, and pushed her back to the bed.

Jean was just a touch sore. Not enough to make her complain, but enough so that Rod would havre limited time between her legs before she would be too sore.

Jean fell back on the bed and spread.

Rod was hot, but he was also considerate, and he had a feeling she might be a teensy bit sore. He moved between her legs and started performing cunnilingus.

Jean groaned and held to the back of his head. She thrust her hips up and ground her pussy into his mouth.

Rod did himself proud, and after a few minutes, her actually in danger of another orgasm, he moved up and slipped inside her.

Now Jean really groaned. Rod was well endowed, and he knew how to move. He tilted and twisted, and it was like he was trying to stir her insides with the head of his dick.

A few minutes passed, and suddenly Jean was holding on for dear life, her hips spasming, her eyeballs rolled back. Thirty seconds, and then it broke. She relaxed, and Rod kept fucking her.

“You still aren’t there?” she murmured.

“Almost, I think. Almost.”But now he was actually a little tired. He was close, he was hornier than all get out, but he couldn’t quite get over  the edge.

He dipped deep, rubbed his weenie against the lip of her cunt. Again and again. And, finally, he rolled off her. He placed his forearm across his eyes and mumbled. “Crap!”

Jean hugged him from the side, snuggled against him. “It’s okay. We’ll do it another time.”

She was sore now, but she would sacrifice herself for him if she had to.

He lay there, breathing hard. “I don’t know what’s wrong!”

“We just stayed up too late. Maybe too much booze.”

She was satisfied, talking to talk, and didn’t think anything was wrong.

Rod, however, was worried. His dick always squirted. He never had any problems. What the heck could have happened?

But, nothing to do for it, They slept a few minutes, then woke up and got up and entered the day.

Two days passed, and they tried again. And again Jean received multiple, glorious cums.

And Rod received nothing.

And he was priapic. His dick didn’t want to go down. When he dressed he had to bend it down and shove it into his pants. When he walked he had a constant bulge, and sometimes there was even evidence of drippy dick, the constant discharge of pre-cum.

At first, Jean took it as a joke. “It’s okay, honey. It tells me you love me,” and she giggled.

And she liked stroking it, even though he was growing more and more frustrated.

“It’s okay,” she soothed, rubbing his member gently, glorying in its hardness, its constant leaking.

And after two more days they tried again.

For an hour Rod tried, and Jean had cum after cum.

She was starting to like this, in spite of the occasional soreness.

He was not starting to like it at all.

Two more days, and Jean made the suggestion, “I’m getting used to this. We can try doing it every day.”

Rod nodded, but was glum. He was losing confidence.

What the hell was going on with his pecker?

Day after day he entered her, got her off, then finally withdrew. He was frustrated, had to work to control his crankiness, but there didn’t seem to be anything he could do.

A month later they went to a doctor. The doctor was female, Dr. Samantha Evers. She listened to his tale of woe, took note of the fact that Jean had a very satisfied look on her face, and set about examining him.

She listened to his heart. She took blood samples. She checked his blood pressure. She tapped his knee.

There seemed to be nothing wrong.

She had him drop his drawers and her eyes grew a bit wide at how big and red his cock was.

She gently palpated his balls, felt every part of him.

He groaned when she held his penis.

Jean suddenly felt like giggling. Except it wasn’t a laughing matter.

Then, nothing else to do, Dr. Evers had him bend over.

She applied a little lube to his asshole, then put a digit inside him.

“Everything feels normal…” she wormed her finger, feeling everything, looking for something unusual, and she felt his prostate.

“Oh,” he said.

“Is that sensitive?”

He was suddenly breathing hard. His nipples were stiff and his legs were shaking.

“Yes,” he muttered.

She pressed on the prostate.

“Fu-u-u!” Semen spurted out of his pecker.

Jean was watching, and her mouth opened in surprise.

He hadn’t cum for a month. He had been primed for a month. And here it came. He shot a gusher up on the table he was leaning on.

Dr. Evers was surprised. Not stunned, because she knew that men could discharge semen with stimulation of the prostate.

But there was so much sperm!

And he kept cumming and cumming.

And that was the point. He wasn’t just leaking, like a normal prostate massage would cause, he was spurting, in orgasm, and that wasn’t quite normal.

Yes, it could happen, but it wasn’t likely, and certainly not after a simple finger for less than a minute.

Rod collapsed on the table. His legs simply gave way and he laid his upper body down, right in his slime, and breathed hard.

“Oh…wow!”

Dr. Evers gently removed her finger.

He groaned the whole time, even grinding his hips a little on the table.

In the corner, Jean was on her feet, string in shock. She had never seen so much cum in her life!

And the doctor frowned, then hid her frown and put on a professional face.

“Well, I don’t know what was wrong, but everything seems to be working now.”

Rod regained control of his body. His legs were still trembling, but he stood up. He looked at his front, all cum stained.

The doctor handed him a towel and he wiped himself off, then started wiping the table off. Then got down on his knees and started wiping the floor.

“No need for that, Rod. I’ve got nurses who clean the room after every exam.”

“Oh, okay.”

He was dazed. The force of the cum, the fact that it had happened at all. He straightened up, but was still on his knees. He looked up at the doctor and Jean. “I’m sorry.”

And there was something submissive, and endearing, about the way he knelt before them.


Part Two

“Wow! That was amazing.”

Rod said nothing, just held to the wheel and guided his car through the streets.

“I mean, you just kept cumming and cumming. I’ve never seen so much sperm in my life.”

“Yeah,” whispered Rod.

Jean was sitting in the passenger seat, marveling at what had happened. She didn’t notice that Rod was a little withdrawn.

“Well, I’d ask if you wanted to make love, but right about now you’re probably pretty empty.” Then she glanced at him, and glanced at him again. “Is there something wrong?”

“No.”

“Yes. And I already know all your secrets, so talk.”

“It’s just…I can’t go to the doctor whenever I need to get off.”

“Oh, honey! We broke the dam! You’re fixed. Don’t even worry about it.”

But he was worried. Once he had survived through anal sex. And he had grown, very quickly, to love it. Was that going to be a problem?

At home they went about their business.

She still had her apartment, but she had pretty much moved in with him. Once he had told her his big secret it seemed that there was nothing more stopping him, so…why not?

Except now they had another problem.

She was used to being screwed every day. She gave him a day off because of what happened at the doctor’s but then she wanted him. She woke up, rolled over, and went to work on his dingus.

She stroked, she played with his testicles, she got down and fellated him with gusto.

He didn’t cum with her ministrations, but she wasn’t thinking about that now. She was just glad that he had resumed his state of hardness, and she rolled over on top of him.

He groaned, it felt so good, and she went for a nice, long ride. A ride with several orgasms.

But when she rolled off he hadn’t squirted.

“It’s too soon after the doctors,” she smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ve broken the jinx.

But he was worried.

And the next day he was worried more. And more.

The days passed, and Jean was in heaven. She was having world class orgasms, orgasms that shook her from the roots of her hairs to the tips of her painted toes. Incredible.

But she knew Rod was having a hard time.

Finally, she said, “Why don’t I stick a finger up you?”
That was tough for Rod. But easy.

Tough because he was reminded of his time bending over in prison.

Easy because…all he had to do was bend over.

So he bent over.

She got some gloves and greased him up. She tried to make it happy. She slapped his ass and stroked his dong.

Rod liked it right from the get go.

Jean stuck her finger up, wiggled it for a while, figured out where the prostate was, and pressed on it.

Nothing.

She took her time, stroked him, tried to get him off, but…nothing.

“Use two fingers,” he said. He was shivering a little, but the orgasm was still avoiding him.

“I am.”

“Oh.”

“I’ll go to three.”

So she did.

Nothing.

Disappointed, she pulled her fingers out of his ass.

Rod straightened up, went into the bathroom to wipe, and was supremely dejected.

“I thought that would do it,” he complained.

“I thought so, too.”

They sat on the edge of the bed, looking down.

“It’s harder than ever. And it’s dripping. Why didn’t it squirt?”

“I don’t know.”

They took a day off, Rod was actually too sad and they wanted him to recover, but on the day after they screwed again, and Jean had four orgasms, and Rod had…none.

Day by day they screwed.

Day by day Jean was made supremely happy.

And day by day Rod grew more irritated, more frustrated, and his balls got harder and harder and his dick dripped more and more.

Finally, after a month, Rod called the doctor again.

Ostensibly to get checked out, to see if there was something  they had missed.

But in his heart of hearts Rod wanted her finger up his ass. He wanted relief.

And he got it.

The doctor pulled her finger out of him.

Rod had cum so hard that he was crying little tears.

Jean was in a state of shock. A month of her hard work had just been taken by the doctor.

“How come you can make him cum, and I can’t?”

Doctor Evers shook her head. “I don’t know.” She deposited her latex gloves in a trash can and sat on a swivel chair.

“We’ve got to do something,” said Rod, wiping his goo over his front, off the table, and finally getting down on his knees.

Dr. Evers was deep in thought.

Jean noticed how Rod was on his knees again, and something warm ignited in her. God, she loved it when he was like that.

Rod struggled to his feet, and she wanted to go push him back down, put him in that submissive posture again.

Yet she controlled her fantasies.

“I think you should see a psychiatrist.”

“What?”

“It’s simply not a physical problem, and the fact that you ejaculate for me, and not for Jean…I think you should see a psychiatrist.

Rod, of course, didn’t want to. And maybe he wouldn’t have, except that Jean wanted him to.

Yes, she enjoyed her daily ravaging, but she saw how it bothered Rod, and she wanted to help him.

So under her encouragement, they made the appointment.

Dr. Jan Porter had a small office in a medical building. Third floor, a single room, and a view of the woods behind the building.

She had a tiny waiting room, and Rod and Jean waited, and she opened the door and welcomed them.

“Have a seat. Would you like some tea? Coffee?”

No and no. Jean wanted to get down to business, and Rod wanted to run screaming down the street.

After a short talk, which was more like orientation than anything else, Dr. Porter got down to business.

“I’ve read Dr. Evers’ medical report, but why don’t you tell me, in your own words, what is happening with you.”

“Uh,” said Rod, totally lost.

Jean slipped right into girl chat. “Rod can’t cum. He stays hard, I think you call it priapic, but when it comes to cumming, ejaculation, he just can’t do it.”

Dr. Porter wasn’t bothered by Jean taking over, she could see who was the dominant one in this relationship. She just glanced at Rod and gathered observations and information.

“I see that Dr. Evers was using anal stimulation. Tell me about that.”

“Well, she was checking Rod out, and she did an anal exam and he started cumming.”

“Just from the anal stimulation?”

“That’s it. He just started cumming. Came all over the place.”

Rod was looking down now. The situation had gone from terrible to embarrassingly terrible.

“Rod, Jean’s been doing the talking. Can you tell me what happened when Dr. Evers stimulated you?”

Rod thought he didn’t want to talk. He thought he wanted to hide, but now that he had the opportunity, he became quite honest.

“Uh, it feels good.”

“Yes? And does it not feel good when Jean puts her finger up your backside?”

He looked up at her. He was conflicted, he was red in the face, and what was worse, his dick was hard as a rhino’s horn in his pants.

“It does.”

“So what’s the difference between Dr. Evers and Jean?”

“I, uh, don’t know.”

“Do you have any emotional connection with the doctor?”

“No!” He was surprised and spoke vehemently.

“But you have an emotional connection with Jean.”

“Of course I do!” He seemed agitated.

“So if you have an emotional connection you can’t cum.”

He blinked. “That’s weird.”

“Have you ever had an anal experience before?”

He wanted to talk, but he couldn’t. Jean chimed in, “During prison.”

Dr. Porter nodded, “And when was that, Rod?”

Rod looked up, as if hoping for a reprieve, then he sort of sunk into himself and began talking.

“I was in prison and I survived by selling my butt.”

“What were you in prison for?”

Rod explained about the courts and evidence and the situation surrounding his incarceration.

Then they got into the nitty gritty.

“So, over this four years, how many times did you have anal sex?”

That stopped Rod for a moment, then he did the math. “Probably three times a week, 52 weeks—call it fifty—four years…600 times. but I gave a lot of head, too.”

Dr. Porter waved a hand at that. “We’re not concerned with that at this time. Let’s focus on your anal experiences.”

Rod stared at the floor.

“Rod, look up at me, please.”

Rod did.

“We don’t sit in judgement concerning how a man chooses to survive.”

“Yeah, but…” he dwindled off.

“All we’re concerned with is your survival right now. What you did, the patterns you created, the experiences you had, they must be undone and a new survival mode must be established.

“Oh.”

Jean was watching Rod avidly, and she suddenly smiled. “Is it that simple?”

“That simple, and that difficult. How does one undo that which enables him to survive?”

“But, then, what if we can’t?”

“Then we look at alternatives.”

Jean nodded slowly, and Rod stared at the rug.

They met with the doctor once a week. She would have preferred more, but during the six days in between Rod and Jean had to make love,. they had to use the tools Dr. Porter gave them.

The first week they just made love and hoped that Rod simply knowing about his condition would help. It had been known to happen.

But, it didn’t work, and the second week they practiced role playing, Jean talking like a rough and tough convict, Rod rising up and taking charge, trying to change his thought patterns concerning sex.

And the third week they tried mental exercises, Rod focusing on visualizing cumming with Jean.

Week by week, they tried different things.

Every week they met with Dr Porter and went over their progress.

Or lack of it.

Six months, no joy, and Dr. Porter was  almost out of tools.

Rod and Jean sat in her office, dejected. Dr. Porter showed no expression.

“Okay, so nothing has worked, so far.”

“What are we going to do?”

“Well, there is one thing, I’ve avoided it thus far, there are dangers to it.”

“No more dangerous than what we’re going through,” muttered Rod.

Dr. Porter ignored his comment and said, “There is a method called ‘Reliving.’”

Rod cocked his head. Everything had failed, he hadn’t enjoyed the whole thing, but this…just the word, made him feel something.

“Reliving is where you duplicate the initial experience, live through it again.”

“What are the dangers?”

“That it won’t work, that it will cause other effects, less desirable effects.” The good doctor shrugged her shoulders very slightly.

“But what other options do we have,” stated Rod, which surprised Porter. Thus far he had been backing into everything, have reservations. But now he sounded, in a vague way, excited.

Porter thought: He wants to do this. “So let’s discuss what we need to do to relive the experience.”

Shortly, she could see the underlying excitement in the young man.

Rod lived in a house with a basement, and the basement had cement walls, very similar to a prison.

He painted the walls, using the exact same kind of paint prisons used.

He made a wall at the bottom of the stairs. The wall was made of bars, and the basement looked like a corridor. At the end of the corridor was a cell, and inside the cell was a perfect mock up of Rod’s prison cell. It had a small bookcase, a narrow bunk with a thin mattress, a radio, and a notebook and a short pencil. Too short to be used as a weapon.

For her part, Jean had to learn to walk and talk like a bully prisoner.

She bought clothes and made a couple of prison uniforms. She watched movies that had a certain degree of realism. She spent a lot of time going over prison lingo with Rod, and learning how to throw her weight around.

At one point she giggled and said, “This is sort of cool.”

He smiled a lopsided smile. “I suppose.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, you’re right. I just happen to be on the wrong side of it. It’s really sort of interesting to try and make you into a prison bully.”

“Really?” Her heart was pounding. “For me it’s sort of empowering. Girls don’t get to be bullies, at least not like this.”

“Girls are supposed to be meek and mild, bow down and submit.”

There was something funny in his voice when he spoke of this, and Jean stared at him.

“Are you okay with this?”

“Oh, yeah.”

But he wasn’t, but what could he do about it? He was already doing everything he could.

When the ‘prison’ in the basement was complete they began role playing again.

Rod played the part of the bully, for a change. He was gentle, and careful, but he managed to raise his voice and ‘manhandle,’ gently, of course, Jean.

He ended up fucking her, but with a dick that wouldn’t cum.

Back to the old drawing board.

They tried him being on the bottom, her being the bully.

“Get down, bitch! Spread your legs! I said ‘MOVE!’”

It was exciting, and for a while Rod thought he would be able to cum, but in the end nothing happened.

They tried tying each other to the bunk. They tried light spanking, Jean wiggled her fingers endlessly in Rod’s ass, they tried everything. Nothing worked.

Dr. Porter didn’t show it, but she was at the end of her wits. She had nothing more to offer.

At one session she finally made the statement. “You might have to resign yourself to letting the doctor relieve you.”

Rod looked at her grimly. He didn’t want to hear that. He had been going to the doctor once every month and getting his relief. It was embarrassing, and he wanted it to end.

“So, what? I’m supposed to just live a life of frustration? Never being able to have normal sex?”

Porter pursed her lips and made the most interesting statement. “Maybe you were built to have anal sex.”

That simple statement, delivered out of frustration, swept through Rod like a hurricane. He showed nothing on the outside, but things were working on the inside.

Days passed. Rod gave Jean the loving of her life. All the role playing, the psychological drama, it made him hornier and hornier.

In his mind he was like a satyr, couldn’t do anything without thinking of sex.

His body mirrored that with his always hard peeny.

He spent his days dreading having to make love with Jean. He loved her, he loved to make love to her, but he ended up more frustrated than a monk in a whorehouse.

It was almost the end of the month, almost time for him to go to Dr. Evers to get his ‘relief.’

He decided not to.

“Are you sure?” asked Jean.

“I don’t want to.”

“But what’s going to happen?”

“I’ll get frustrated. I’ll get irritated. I might even get mean. But you just tie me down to the bunk if I get that way. Whatever happens, I’m tired of it. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? My balls turn blue and fall off?”

“But, honey, I’m worried.”

He held her then. He hugged her, and he whispered into her neck. “I am, too, but we’ve done everything we could. Maybe it’s just time to let it alone. To let things play out.”

She nodded, her hands laced through his hair, and she worried.

Rod canceled the appointment with Dr. Evers. Then he called Dr. Porter and canceled her.

Then he sat back and waited for the night to come.

At first it was okay. He serviced Jean in the way to which she had become accustomed, and lived with his own thoughts.

She groaned and moaned and thrashed and fought underneath him, and he kept pumping, bringing her gain and again to the summation of their love.

But in his head he was turning vicious, and violent, and there was a part of him that cried in rage.

He had moments of surliness, and Jean noticed, but…what could she do?

She talked, and he listened, but he was at the end of his rope.

On a Saturday night he laid her down and made love to her. Eight times. It was midnight when she had had enough.

“No more,” she gasped, her soul wrung out, her body a broken, sweaty machine.

He lay next to her in the darkness. His cock pointing at the ceiling, his heart pointing towards hell.

She turned to him, rapped her arms around him, and was in eternal love.

He stood up.

She stared at him. His face had no expression.

He walked out of their bedroom.

Puzzled, and a bit alarmed, Jean followed him.

He walked into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator door and stared at the innards of the beast.

Ketchup and mayo, milk and beer.

Fuck! he thought.

“Rod?”

Rod closed the door and went to the door leading to the basement. He opened it and walked down into the darkness.

Jean followed him, turned on the light, and descended the stairs.

Rod was like an automaton. He was on an enraged autopilot, understanding nothing, yet driven to the brink of the cliff and wondering what it would feel like to jump off.

“Rod?” she followed him down the fake corridor.

He turned into his cell. He stood in the middle of the room. His hands were fists and his face was crying.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Rod? What is it?”

He turned to her. “I’ve had enough. It’s over.”

“What?”

His faltering words, the rigid way he held himself, Jean was getting scared.

He turned to the little table next to his bunk. On it lay the strap on. She had worn it and made him suck her dick, but that was as far as they had gone.

Now, Rod wanted to go further.

He held it out to her. “Put it on,” he rasped. “Put it on and take me. I can’t make love like a man, so maybe I should make love like a woman.”

Jean, puzzled, fearful, strapped the dildo on her hips. It stuck out, and he dropped to his knees.

Heat surged through her. He was in that submissive position again, and her pussy was dripping.

He took her in his mouth. He made slurping noises, crying as he did so.

Then he stood up and glared at her.

“Take me, you bitch! Let’s get it over with!”

He lay on the bunk, crying, his arms bent and his hands in fists. He spread his legs.

Jean didn’t know what to do. There was too much emotion here, his demands were too great.

He looked over his shoulder. “Didn’t you hear me? Give it to me! This is what I want!”

But was it?

Yet Jean knelt on the bunk between his legs.

He fumbled forward, got up on his hands and knees.

“Fuck me. If it’s the only way…then it’s the only way.”

She dipped forward, lowered her hips, then scooped up into his rectum.

The dildo entered easily. It slid into him and he gasped. He arched his back, and she began to drive into him.

His submission had excited here, his insistence had impelled her, and now she couldn’t say no. She couldn’t back out…this was what he wanted.

This was what he had, in his own demented way, been begging for.

This was how he survived in prison, and it had become his way of surviving in life.

Take it up the butt.

Bend over and enjoy it.

This was sex the way he liked it.

And this was sex the way Jean liked it.

She gripped his shoulders and pulled him back as she thrust forward. She sunk into him, scoring him deeply.

His hands made fists and he gripped the sheets. He pushed back. He was past the breaking point; he had broken, and this was what was at the bottom of the well.

She grabbed his hair and pulled his head back.

She reached under and grabbed his balls and twisted them.

And Rod began to cum.

And cum and cum.

Great, long jerks in which he emptied his balls and his soul.

When he was done he collapsed, and Jean collapsed on him.

They lay, him on the bottom, her with her prick still deeply embedded in him.

And he was happy.

“Honey,” said Jean. “I can’t do this to you every night.”

He nodded. “It’s okay. I have to build up some juice. I have to reach a breaking point.”

An hour later they got up. They showered, and they smiled giddily at each other, and they kissed passionately. She soaped his cock, and it was limp. Empty.

“Is it okay? Us making love this way?”

She smiled. “You fuck me for a month, and I’ll fuck you once a month. I think that’s a deal.”

She frowned. “Why can you cum that way And not the regular way?”

“I just got used to taking love that way.”

“Love? From convicts?”

“Convicts are people, too. They are desperate people, and when they fuck it is a desperate kind of love.”

She thought about that, and realized he was right.

She asked, “Do you think you’ll ever be able to cum the regular way?”

“I don’t know. We’ll keep trying. Every time I fuck you and can’t cum, I’m trying. My dick keeps getting harder because I’m trying. After all, at the heart of it all…I love you.”

“And I love you.”

They smiled at each other and kissed again.

END
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             

This has been an excerpt from

Girlism!

Read it on kindle or paperback

OEBPS/image_rsrc13H.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc13C.jpg
The Bend Over Boy!

Prison made a man into a woman!

fiace '- L field





OEBPS/image_rsrc13E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc13D.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc13J.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc13F.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc13G.jpg





