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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    I thought Covid was bad, but it was nothing compared to what happened next. It started with planes flying overhead, gaseous clouds trailing after them. The gas spread out, seemed to dissipate into nothing. 
 
    I was driving down the street at the time, the top was down on my Mustang, and I was going to Sally Benton’s house. Sally was my honey, and we were going to go to the beach, play in the waves, and then play in each other, if you get my drift. 
 
    Then the planes came, flying low, a picture of a Blue Jack Ass laughing on the fuselage. Gas spewed out of the tails of the planes, and everything came apart. I felt faint, but managed to guide my car to the side of the road. I was conscious of an accident down the road, some people weren’t lucky, and then I passed out. 
 
    I came to a few minutes later. 
 
    I tried to start my car, but it wouldn’t work. So I got out and started walking down the street. There were other people out walking, and no cars were running, so I figured the gas had messed with mechanical things. 
 
    But who could it have been? The Russians? The Chinese? But we had early warning systems! No way it could have been either of them. 
 
    Engrossed in thought, I wasn’t far from Sally’s house, and I kept putting one foot in front of the other. Then things got weird. 
 
    My first clue was my feet. I was wearing athletic shoes, and suddenly they didn’t fit. They just started flopping, and I actually stepped out of one. When I bent over to put it back on and tie the laces tighter, I almost fell over. My clothes were too big. 
 
    The first thing that went through my mind was that my clothes had stretched out. I thought that the gas…maybe it was causing the cotton to come apart, and the first stage was that the material got all stretchy. 
 
    Then I thought about my shoes. Then I looked at the world, really looked, and realized that I was shrinking. 
 
    Then I felt a terrible pain in my groin. I fell on the ground and grabbed my nuts. They hurt, and they felt like they were getting smaller! 
 
    At that moment the pain lessened, and I could feel my package. Yep, it was okay…wait a minute! My dick was shrinking! My balls were getting smaller! WTF! 
 
    I tried to get up, I tried to feel my package through my now falling off pants. I was honest to God terrified! 
 
    The planes! The Gas! My body shrinking! And now my manhood? What was happening to me? 
 
    Suddenly a man ran past me. He was shrieking and pulling his hair. I took note that he had really long hair, and he was shrieking like a girl. 
 
    Then the pain started in my groin area again, and my chest hurt like I was having a heart attack. 
 
    I keeled back over on the ground, puddled into my clothes and passed out. The last thing I remember, before I went unconscious, was: why is hair in my face? 
 
      
 
    I awoke with hair in my face. Long blonde hair, like my hair, but long. 
 
    I just lay where I was, and knew that things were different. I could feel that my body was smaller. I knew this because I was still in my clothes, and my clothes were too big. I was laying in them like they were a puddle. 
 
    My shirt was like it was ten sizes too large. The familiar feel of a tight belt was gone. One shoe was gone, and the other felt like I was a child and tried to wear my father’s shoes. 
 
    “Ohh,” I groaned. My head hurt, and I felt like I had some kind of dread disease. Bitten by a tetse tetse fly, and changed into a shrinking man. 
 
    The confusion, the struggle to understand, went through my head. I tried to sit up, and that’s when I realized the true extent of my problems. 
 
    “Oh!” My chest felt like something had been attached to it, and it was dragging me down. 
 
    Inside my shirt my hands were free and I felt for my chest. 
 
    BOOBS! 
 
    I had breasts! I had tits! Bazoombas! Those things that are fun when they’re on girls, but…what were they doing on my chest? 
 
    I felt them and tried to understand.  
 
    They were big. They were bigger than my girlfriend’s, and she had big ones. 
 
    And the nipples…they stood straight up, big as thimbles! And when I touched them a sexual shock went down to my groin. 
 
    Through my panic I realized that it felt good. I instinctively  reached to my groin and…MY DICK WAS GONE!  
 
    My penis was absent, as were my balls, and all I had was a slender, little slit with big lips, or labias, or whatever they were called. 
 
    I felt myself frantically. 
 
    Oh, God! What had happened to me? 
 
    I was becoming more aware by the second, and I realized that I could see. Light was coming in through the weave of my shirt, and through the neck hole over my head. 
 
    I struggled around and examined my body with my eyes. 
 
    I was short, and big boobed. I had a vagina. My hair was long and blonde. 
 
    Yes. Whatever that gas had done…it had changed me into a girl! 
 
    Now, I don’t know why I didn’t freak. I remembered that fellow with the long blonde hair who had run past me screaming. He had freaked. He must have been freaked because he was changing. 
 
    I held on. I tired not to freak. I tried to control myself. 
 
    I was terrified, my thoughts were scattered and shaken and didn’t make sense. I was trying to cope. But, then, I was always the kind of guy who coped. 
 
    When my father had tried to talk me into being a Democrat, I had refused. 
 
    When my mother had wept for my soul because I wanted to meditate instead of pray, I had held my ground. 
 
    And I was working my way through college, holding down a job, and I was coping. 
 
    So I held it together…in a freaking out sort of way. 
 
    I began to wiggle. I pushed my hand up through my shirt neck and pulled, and I began to shimmy out of my over sized clothes. 
 
    I got my head up, but I couldn’t get my shoulders through. I pushed out of my jeans and stood up. 
 
    The world was going crazy. 
 
    People were sobbing and crying. 
 
    A couple of girls near me were naked. They were looking around like the world had come to an end. Which, of course, it had. 
 
    No cars worked. 
 
    People were coming out of stores and standing around on the street. A lot of them were girls, like me, in over-sized clothes. 
 
    I looked at my car. It just sat there, and I wondered what was wrong with it. Such an odd thought. What’s wrong with the car, when the real problem was what was wrong with me. 
 
    I was next to a parking meter. Comparing my height to the meter height I judged that I was about five feet. Not a very tall girl. 
 
    I saw my reflection in a store window on the other side of the sidewalk. I looked like a waif. I had big, blue eyes, long eyelashes, smooth, tanned skin. 
 
    Well, I had been tanned before, so it stood to reason that I would still retain that tan. I guess. 
 
    My shirt was a denim shirt with snaps on the pockets. It hung off my body and exposed one slender shoulder. Under the shirt, I had very large tits. My nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    I had been six foot four, and now I was five foot, and the shirt hung to my knees. Almost like a gown, or dress, or something. 
 
    And my face was rounder, softer. My hair was a long, golden frazzle. When it had gotten longer it hadn’t grown into a fashionable style. It looked like some cavewoman’s hair. 
 
    Unconsciously, wanting order in something in this new and crazy world, I pulled my fingers through my hair. But I needed a good brushing. 
 
    People were starting to move around me. 
 
    Two girls, small as me, walked past. One was holding up loose pants and the other was wearing a shirt like mine, no pants. Their hair was messy, too, and they were crying and asking each other what happened. 
 
    A guy rode past on a bicycle, and he leered at me. 
 
    A store keeper came out of an imported cheese store. He looked at me and said, “You better get yourself home, missy.” 
 
    Missy. I was ‘Missy’ now. I had been Brad Longstreet. I had been the envy of guys with short dicks, and the guys on my swim team had called me ‘long dick.’ 
 
    What was I now? ‘Short snatch?’ 
 
    I know. I know. Measuring a guy by the size of his dick is worse than childish, but when you spend a lifetime being something, and then find that you are not that something, it’s rough. 
 
    The old guy from the cheese store had walked down the street and was talking to other people. His advice was good, though, and I headed for Sally’s apartment. 
 
    I was too far away from my own, and I was only a couple of blocks. from hers. I figured she could help me sort this mess out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Sally! Sally!” My voice was high pitched, a girl’s voice, and I knocked on her door. Well, actually, I pounded on it. While walking to her apartment I noticed people staring and pointing, and it looked like a couple of guys were even following me. 
 
    Normally, I wouldn’t care. But normally I was six foot four and 200 pounds. Normally I would have eaten a couple of punks like those that were falling me up. I was young, strong, practiced in the martial arts, an athlete in good condition. But now I was five feet tall, maybe 120 pounds, and most of that seemed to be centered in the big, round globes on my chest. 
 
    “Hold on!” came Sally’s voice, and I sagged against the door in relief. 
 
    “Hey! there she is!” 
 
    I turned around and looked down the stairs. Three punks, and I do mean punks, were starting up the flight of steps. They were dirty, ragged, and unshaved. They were the kind of men who wore their pants so low you could see their ass cracks. 
 
    “Sally!” I yelped, pounding on the door again. 
 
    The door opened and I pushed forward, and Sally pushed back! “Get out of here!” 
 
    “Sally, it’s me! Brad!” But I was talking to a door that had been slammed in my face. 
 
    “Ha! Gotcha!” 
 
    The punks were crowding onto the landing and I screamed. I tried to fight, but their hands were everywhere. They groped my tits and pushed me on my back, and I had the sudden and terrible feeling that I was about to lose my virginity. My female virginity. My male virtue had long since passed. 
 
    “Feel those titties!” 
 
    “I get to fuck her first!” 
 
    “I get sloppy seconds!” 
 
    I was crying. I couldn’t fight back. I didn’t have the muscles, and they parted my legs and one of them pulled down his pants and moved forward. My eyes widened in horror at the sight of his scabby manhood. It wasn’t big, but it looked diseased and filthy. 
 
    “Hey! Asshole!” We all looked up. Sally stood over us and she let loose with a spray of pepper spray. 
 
    “Fuck! Hey! OOOOWWW!” The three punks fled down the stairs, tripping and falling and screaming insults. 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” 
 
    Sally grabbed my arm and hoisted me to my feet. A bit of the pepper spray had gotten me and I was crying. But I was safe. At least, I thought I was. 
 
    “I don’t know who you think you are,” she dragged me into the apartment. “But I couldn’t let those assholes rape you.” 
 
    “But, Sally, it’s me, Brad!” 
 
    “Sit there and don’t move. I’ll get a wet towel for your eyes.” 
 
    “I swear! I’m Brad.” 
 
    She stopped, turned to me with a big frown. “My Brad is six foot four, a hunk with muscles. You better stop talking right there, sister.” 
 
    I tried to calm down then. I was still sobbing, but only lightly, when she came back with a towel. I rubbed my eyes and tried to collect myself, and I finally said. 
 
    “I was gassed, by a plane. I managed to stop my Mustang on the side of the road, but I started changing. I shrunk, and I got these…these…big boobs!” I almost shouted as I held them up for her to see. 
 
    Sally started to laugh, and I stared at her. “That’s the stupidest thing I have ever heard! Mysterious planes gassing everybody. How come I didn’t change?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe because you’re already a girl. But I saw other people change, but not everybody. Just some guys. Not girls. Maybe it doesn’t effect girls.” 
 
    She chuckled, “That’s so stupid. You’ll have a fine career as a science fiction writer…if you get the fuck out of my apartment and go somewhere else.” She snarled the last, and I cringed. 
 
    I said, “I drive a blue Mustang with a black top. License plate number 1ABH334. I’m in college, the city college, majoring in literature. I have a job teaching surfing.” 
 
    She got a mean look on her face. “Have you been stalking Brad?” 
 
    I tried again. “I met you when I attended a pep rally. Our team got beat 7 to 6. You like pink underwear, and you have a big, pink teddy bear on your bed. I have to move him every time I spend the night. And you always laugh and say my manhood is threatened. Your mother’s name is Florence, and she’s got Diabetes. We visited her last April, and she asked you ‘How did you ever find such a hunk.’ She—“ 
 
    Sally slapped me in the face. She was enraged, and she said, “You’ve been spying on us! Nobody could know those things!” She grabbed me by the arm and began pulling me towards the door. She’s a big girl, four inches under my old Brad body, but a foot taller than my ‘Missy’ body. 
 
    “But I know them because I was…I am…Brad!” 
 
    She yanked open the door and pushed me out. I tripped as I went out and fell on my face. Well, my boobs. 
 
    “Oof!” And I looked down twenty steep steps. 
 
    “If you ever come back here and I’ll have you arrested!” She slammed the door. 
 
    Sniffling, I got to my feet and began walking down the steps. By the time I reached the bottom I was sobbing. My shoulders were shaking, and I descended another short flight of steps to the street.  
 
    I didn’t know where to go. I was weak and fragile. I was…a girl! And, realizing this, I sobbed even harder. 
 
    I crossed the street slowly, my world destroyed, and headed back towards my Mustang. I turned once, at the far corner, and looked back towards Sally’s apartment. She was standing behind the sliding door on the balcony, and when she saw I was looking up at her she drew the drapes. 
 
    I walked up the street, trying to control my emotions, but failing. I reached the street where my Mustang was parked, turned towards it, and saw a tow truck hooking it up. 
 
    “Hey!” I ran down the street, then slowed. My boobs were flopping, and they were so heavy it hurt. 
 
    “Hey!” I reached the tow truck. “That’s my car!” 
 
    The driver was a big fellow wearing dirty overalls. He had a day[s growth of scraggly beard and fleshy features. “Sorry, lady, I got orders to clear the street.” 
 
    “But the plane! The gas!”
He frowned. “You show me the keys and I’ll let her down.” 
 
    “The keys! They’re in the cup holder in the center console!” 
 
    He shook his head and said, “I ain’t got time for this.” 
 
    The two truck pulled away from the curb, my beautiful blue Mustang behind it. 
 
    I ran behind him, my arms flailing, then I had to slow down again. The boobs were starting to bounce. 
 
    And there I stood. Crying, helpless, nowhere to go. 
 
    I would have had to walk five miles to get to my apartment. And I didn’t have the keys. And the apartment manager wasn’t going to believe I was me. No way in Hell. 
 
    So my run after the tow truck became a trudge. A sad walk of shame. I headed towards Sally’s apartment. Not because I intended going there, but because it was the only place I knew. 
 
    I didn’t make it very far, though. I was just too distraught. I sat down on a lawn and just started crying. 
 
    And crying. 
 
    Seemed like I couldn’t stop. 
 
    But, eventually, I did.  
 
    And I just sat there and the afternoon whiled away. 
 
    Then I saw the three punks again. And they saw me. 
 
    I could see their crooked grins from a block away, and I got up and started running. I held my boobs with one arm and ran as fast as I could. 
 
    Which wasn’t very fast. As Brad I had a good, long stride, loved to run in 5K and 10K races. And I did pretty well. 
 
    As Missy I had short legs, and my chest was a load to carry. 
 
    I turned down the street Sally lived on. When I passed her apartment the punks were only 50 yards behind me, and gaining fast. 
 
    On the next block they caught me. One of them tackled me, threw me to one side and I slid and rolled across a stubby lawn. Then all three were on me. Again, they groped my breasts. They shoved my legs apart, and the one with the scabby dick was on his knees and pushing forward, and— 
 
    “Hey! Asshole!” 
 
    We looked up, and Sally was there, and she let loose with the pepper spray again. They scrambled back but she didn’t let up. She kicked one of them between the legs. He leaped into the air and fell, then scrambled to his feet and ran away with his hands cupping his testicles. She kicked another one in the butt, and he sprawled, then scrambled to his feet and kept running. Then she turned and came back towards me. 
 
    I cringed and tried to back away from her. My hands scrabbled at the grass and my eyes were wide with fear. She squatted in front of me. 
 
    “It’s okay. I know who you are.” 
 
    “You…you do?” Again, I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    She held out her hand. 
 
    “Yes. Now let’s get you safe, and I’ll tell you what happened.” I put out my hand, and she took it and helped me to my feet. Then she put an arm around my shoulders and walked me back to her apartment. 
 
      
 
    “It’s on all the news. We can watch it in a sec, but let me give you the capsule version.” She washed my forearm, which had rashed when the punks had tackled me. 
 
    “The United States has been attacked. The enemy flew overhead and sprayed everybody with gas. We haven’t found out where the planes came from, but apparently the gas turned certain men into girls. Here, this will sting.” 
 
    She dabbed my scrape with hydrogen peroxide. As a guy I would have laughed. As a girl I flinched. 
 
    “You want to eat something?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She went to the kitchen and put together a grilled cheese sandwich with sliced hot dogs and pieces of onion. The smell was delicious. 
 
    “Why don’t you turn on the TV?” 
 
    I sat on the couch and watched the newsies describe the tragedy. 
 
    “…unknown assailants…” 
 
    “…not sure why certain males have changed…” 
 
    “…reports are still coming in…” 
 
    It was a whole lot of nothing. 
 
    Sally brought me the grilled cheese, and then watched while I ate it. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” she said, as I licked my fingers. “You eat the same way as Brad. The way you move…it’s girly, but it’s also Brad.” 
 
    “But I’m so short!” I protested. 
 
    She smiled a wan smile. “And stacked. I guess being hung as a man must have transferred over to being stacked as a woman.” 
 
    I looked down at my boobs. They were big. 
 
    I started to cry. 
 
    Sally slid over next to me and put an arm around me. I turned my face into her and cried tears over her boobs. 
 
    “It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.” 
 
    After a while I snuffled out and moved back a little. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. You’ve had the shock of all shocks. That you’re still sane says something about you.” 
 
    Outside it was full dark. The TV sound was off and the flashing images cast flickers of light over us. 
 
    “What now?” I asked. 
 
    “Now? Now we sleep. You need to rest. Tomorrow you’ll be more relaxed, able to think, and we can make a plan. Maybe the stupid TV will actually say something intelligent by then. 
 
    Suddenly, I was shy. “Where do I…I mean…” 
 
    “Where do you sleep?” she had a wry grin on her face. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “You’ll sleep in my bed. Same as you always have. Come on.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me into her bedroom. She had a big bed and she looked at me and said, “Which side does Brad sleep on.” 
 
    “Nearest the door. He wants to protect you in case anybody breaks in.” 
 
    She nodded, a small smile on her face. “Don’t mind me, I’ll be quizzing you every once in a while, making sure you remember. You have to remember that this is all pretty weird to me, too.” 
 
    I nodded, and I stood there, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “You want to sleep with Pinkie?” 
 
    I looked at her teddy. He was huge, big as me. 
 
    “I guarantee, you’ll feel safe and protected. Pinkie is a bad ass. Come on, take that shirt off and get in.” 
 
    Slowly, I pulled my big shirt off and slid under the covers. Sally pushed me a little, all the way over. “You can sleep between me and Pinkie tonight.” 
 
    I cuddled up to Pinkie, then turned over. Sally had turned out the lights and was going back into the living room. 
 
    “Where are you going?” I had fear in my voice. 
 
    She turned. “I need to do a little work. I want to watch the news some more. I’ll come to bed in a half. And when you wake up tomorrow morning, if you wake up before me I might not be here. I have to do a little shopping. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered back. 
 
    “Good. Say hello to Pinkie now, and sweet dreams. Every thing is going to be all right.” 
 
    Then she gently closed the door and I was alone in the darkness. Except for a big, pink teddy bear. 
 
    I turned to him, and his button eyes glinted in the low light. Funny thing, as Brad I dismissed the idea of a teddy bear being a comfort. That was for kids. But now…now things were different. I slid over, and reached past his arms. I snuggled into his grasp, and Sally was right. There was something living and warm and protecting about the big guy. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    I awoke at ten in the morning. I had slept straight through, which was logical because of the shock to my system. For a moment I just lay in bed. Secure in the arms of Pinkie the Great. I felt my body. I felt my tits. Yes, they were still big. Double DDs, maybe larger. I had a much smaller chest size, so my boob size…I would have to measure. And I would have to measure height and weight. I needed to see what I had to work with. 
 
    Though, to be sure, I felt healthier than all get out. 
 
    I even felt a little horny, and that was weird. 
 
    Girls get horny different than guys. I had heard people say that, but now it was real. Instead of getting a white hot boner, I had a slow build up of heat, but it was as undeniable as a hard on. 
 
    I reached down and felt my snatch. Oh my God! It felt just like a girl’s pussy! 
 
    I touched around my vagina. I felt the lips, and then the clitoris, and a sexual shock went through me. I quickly withdrew my hand. I felt like a 12 year old, discovering something dirty. Then I realized I wasn’t 12. I was grown up, and I could ditch all the societal conditioning. Sex was good. 
 
    But I still chickened out. Simple truth? I was afraid. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how afraid I was. The body was so small. It was…sexy, and that freaked me out. I was used to lusting after, not being lusting for. 
 
    Having to pee, I got up and went into the bathroom, and that was an adventure. 
 
    As a guy I just whip it out and hose it. 
 
    But as a girl…I had to actually sit down! How inconvenient! 
 
    Then, I had to figure out where to put the urge, what muscle to tighten, before any pee came out. 
 
    I finally figured it out, and sighed in relief as I heard the delicate tinkle. As opposed to the heavy stream. Weird. 
 
    I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I was beautiful Maybe a little round in the hips, but the size of my breasts balanced it all out. I leaned forward and examined my skin. Female skin. Fine and bronzed by the sun. 
 
    But my hair was a fucking mess. And my eyebrows…I suddenly realized why girls pluck them. I looked like I had caterpillars crawling over my eyes. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Yes,” and my voice freaked me out. It was high pitched. Girly as all get out, but I was unaccustomed to being a soprano. I went back into the bedroom. Sally was poking her head in the door. I suddenly felt embarrassed. I had no clothes on, and the only clothes I had was the shirt I wore the day before, and it was dirty and grass stained and even ripped. 
 
    “I thought I heard you stirring. Come on in. Breakfast is ready.” 
 
    I looked at the shirt, picked it up and looked at it in disgust. 
 
    “Oh, don’t bother with that. I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    “Just come out…naked?” 
 
    She laughed. “Remember, I’ve seen you naked before.” 
 
    “But not like this!” 
 
    She entered the room then. She was wearing jeans and a sweat shirt, and I envied here in that moment. 
 
    She took my hands and looked me in the eyes. I was so scared I almost flinched, but I managed to look back. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve been changed, and we’re going to have to go through some changes, and we start right now. You may never be embarrassed in front of me. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’ll never be embarrassed in front of you.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now come on.” She tugged my hand and led me into the living room. The breakfast nook was on the other side, and she led me, bouncing boobs and all, to the table. “Sit.” 
 
    I sat, and she served me sausage and biscuits. And poured a glop of syrup on everything. My favorite…when I was Brad. 
 
    The smell hit me then, and I realized I was starving. 
 
    Well, of course. Going through a body change like I had had probably taken a lot of energy. 
 
    “Oh my God! Thank you.” And I dove into that breakfast like it was my last meal. 
 
    Sally sat down opposite me and watched me. And I kept raising my eyes to look at her. 
 
    I was Brad. Brad had loved Sally. I loved Sally. But everything was so…weird. 
 
    “I love watching you eat.” 
 
    “I put in mouth. I chew. I swallow. I don’t understand.” 
 
    She laughed. “How Brad you are.” Then she sobered. “And we have to talk about that.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “The TV. It’s going crazy.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “The news is saying people who have changed have to be rounded up. They say it’s a health crisis, that you might infect somebody. So they’re rounding up all the people who have changed into girls and taking them to a big Walmart that they changed into a FEMA camp.” 
 
    I blinked. “I read about that!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Before the planes gassed me. I read that the government was making refugee camps and they were going to round up all the Republicans and lock them up. 
 
    Sally smiled. “I had forgotten what a conspiracy nut you were.” 
 
    “But doesn’t this sort of prove it?” 
 
    “It proves that the government is over reacting, and it means we have to protect you.” 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    “First, all the girls being rounded up are easily recognized because they don’t know how to be girls. They have bushy, untrimmed  eyebrows. They don’t know how to care for their hair. They don’t know the first thing about make up, and…Lord, the clothes they’re wearing! 
 
    I sort of slumped in on myself. “That describes me to a T.” 
 
    “It won’t in an hour.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “We’re going to teach you how to be a woman. No way they’re going to take my boyfriend and lock him…” she stopped. It hit us both. 
 
    We stared at each other for a long minute. I almost broke out in tears when I blurted: “But I’m not your…your boyfriend!” 
 
    She reached across the table and placed her hand on mine. “You are, and you aren’t. And we’ll figure that all out. Right now you have to follow my directions; I’m in charge if we’re going to make this work.” 
 
    I nodded. It was a jerky sort of a nod, but it was agreement. 
 
    “So, first things first, what is your name?” 
 
    “Missy,” I blurted. 
 
    Sally was surprised at how quickly I had answered. “You’ve been thinking about this?” 
 
    “No. It’s just that when I first changed an old guy came out of a store and he said something like, ‘You’d better go home, Missy,’ or something like that. And from that moment I just started thinking of myself as a Missy.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “I like that. Intuitive and logical, and…” she moved her head and inspected me, “It sort of fits you.” 
 
    By now I was finished eating, and I realized something else. “Eating makes you feel fat, doesn’t it.” 
 
    She grinned. “And if you eat like that every day you’re going to get fat. Consider that your last meal.” 
 
    That statement sort of made me sad. As Brad I was used to eating anything and everything, and seconds and thirds. Now I was going to have to, what? Eat salads? Eat like a bird.” 
 
    Sally giggled at the expression on my face. “You look like you lost your best friend.” 
 
    “I think maybe food was my best best friend.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve got me now. We’re not only boy friend girlfriend…we’re girlfriend girlfriend, and it’s time to save your bacon.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t mention that word! It makes me hungry all over again.” 
 
    She just smiled, got up and put the dishes in the sink. “I went shopping while you were sleeping. I knew we were going to have to do this. Are you ready for the new you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Try not to look so happy, okay?” 
 
    She led me to the couch, and a half dozen bags. 
 
    “What’s this?”  
 
    She opened the bags and poured out clothes. And undergarments. and in one small leather sack with a fancy name on it was make up. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” 
 
    “You remember when you lent me your credit card? Told me I could keep it if I ever had an emergency?” 
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    “This was an emergency. So I not only spent freely, I took out $800. You’re going to need cash, and the TV is telling everybody to be aware of girls who don’t have the correct IDs. Since you no longer match your picture…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, oh. Thank you.” I held up garment after garment and inspected it. 
 
    “I’m pretty good with sizes, so most everything should fit. Are you ready?” 
 
    I wasn’t. Sally had been so kind, and I was so messed up, I just bent my head down and started sobbing. 
 
    “What? What?” She slid across the couch to me and hugged me. 
 
    “You’re so good. Doing all this for. Taking care of me.” 
 
    “Heck, you would have done for me. In fact, you were definitely on the track to taking care of me…for the rest of my life.” 
 
    I hugged her back, and cried all over her sweat shirt, and was embarrassed. Finally, she moved back, put up a hand with the sleeve of the sweatshirt clutched in her fingers. She began wiping the tears, and it hit. 
 
    Like a boner. 
 
    That connection. 
 
    That magic. 
 
    I felt it, and was confused, it was more girly than I had experienced as Brad, but she got it right away. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    And we stared at each other. 
 
    Horny. 
 
    And this big barrier between us, at least in my mind. I was a girl now. How could we…? 
 
    She placed her hand along side my jaw. Her hand felt so much bigger now, and she gazed into my eyes. “I’ve been wondering about this.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Shush now. We needed to address this some time, why not now?” 
 
    “But I’m a girl, and—“ 
 
    “And I have been wondering what it would be like to kiss you.” 
 
    I froze. I was a girl, but in my mind there was so much male, and the heat generated by my groin, and my heart, it was taking over me. 
 
    “So we’re going to find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This.” She leaned forward and placed her lips on mine. 
 
    My heart suddenly felt like somebody had booted it up into my throat. 
 
    Our eyes were wide and wondering. 
 
    And her lips felt so good. In fact, they felt better to me as a female than they had to me as a male. And I realized that girls are built differently. 
 
    Oh, not just the dick and tit stuff, but in the way their nervous system works. They are so much more sensitive. And now I was sensitive, and I felt the perfection of her lips on mine, and I felt like I had been thrown in a washing machine and was spinning dry. 
 
    Our eyes were still open, shock and aw, and she reached up and held my boob. 
 
    I jerked slightly, but it was good. Then she palmed my boob, rubbed her soft hand across my nipples. It was like electricity blowing out my chest, and suddenly I knew what girls meant when they talked about being ‘wet.’ 
 
    We parted, and we stared at each other. I have never been so hungry in my life. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed softly on me. “I’m not a lesbian, but this is amazing.” 
 
    “I…I…” And then I kissed her again, and this time we closed our eyes and lost ourselves in each other. Feeling the texture, the smoothness. Our tongues did a short dance, and then we broke for air. And we were both gasping, and we started laughing. 
 
    She took my hand and led me into the bedroom. “I’ve never made love to a woman. I think I may have been missing something.” 
 
    We lay on the bed, on our sides, facing each other, and we explored each others bodies. 
 
    She was taller, more muscular, her long black hair was like spun silk. 
 
    I was rounder, and my boobs were bigger, and my hair was an unruly splashing waterfall. 
 
    Together, there was a certain yin and yang to us. Whereas I had once been aggressive, the alpha, now she was in control. She was bigger and stronger, and it was only natural that she would assert herself. 
 
    We kissed, and we felt each others tits, and finally she lowered her hand to my pussy. 
 
    Now I gasped. I was scared, and fascinated, and helpless under the sensations rocking me. 
 
    She smiled as she looked down on me, playing with one nipple and tickling my clitoris. “This is so weird…but so right.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” was all I could manage to say. She knew about sex. I didn’t. Not in this body. 
 
    She slid down the bed, separated my legs, and began to lick. Her tongue was long and talented, and she knew how to use it. She took long licks at first, right up my slit, and I could feel the roughness of her tastebuds, I was now that sensitive. Then she latched on to my clitoris and began to suck it. 
 
    I was going crazy, and not in a slow and lackadaisical manner. I clutched her hair, and she had to tell me not to pull. Then I held her head, too hard, but all she did was giggle. 
 
    And then I felt the beginning of creation. I felt it as God separated the deep and caused a spark to come into existence. My hips were lurching, out of control, and she had to put weight on me to hold me still. And the heat became white hot. Not a quick explosion, like Brad had had, but a slow turn up of the juice, raising me up like a wave, higher, and higher, and then I fell over the edge. I felt like I was surfing in the sun, and life had ended, and God was standing right in front of me, waiting to lead me into paradise. 
 
    And then it all started to speed up, and I became aware that I was crying out words. Utter nonsense, but it had all made sense now that I had shaken hands with God. 
 
    I collapsed. 
 
    Sally crawled back up to my side. “Holy God damn!” She said. “I have never seen anybody shoot off like that?” 
 
    “I…no…I…” 
 
    She laughed. “Man, you are truly a fuck. You are like sexually a bomb and you blew up!” 
 
    Slowly, I began breathing again, and I realized that I was in the world. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. It’s my turn.” 
 
    Oh, that was easy. As Brad I was quite good at eating pussy., and now I had had the experience of being eaten out I knew what to do, and about ten times better. 
 
    I slid down, pulled my hair out of the way, and began to duplicate what she had done. I spent a long time just licking her slit, my hands reaching up to play with her nipples. 
 
    She was breathing, and her hips were moving, and after a long time, a time in which she actually begged me to hurry up, I began to nibble on the clitoris. 
 
    “Ah!” she groaned. “At last!” 
 
    “Yes, at last, but I wasn’t going to let her off so easy. This girl had to  do some real suffering before I exploded her. 
 
    The clitoris is like a little cone, and I took my time, sucking on it, swirling it with my tongue, and reaching up and rubbing it with my finger. 
 
    Now she wasn’t talking, unless guttural grunts and moans count as some kind of language. And I guess they do, and I started marking my progress by how much nonsense I could make her spew. 
 
    “Ah…Gah…please…oh…hunh hunh…” On and on she went, her hips bucking, her back arching. She had gripped my hair, but just held on. She didn’t pull it like I had, and I marveled at her presence of mind. 
 
    Then she said: “The dresser! The dresser!” 
 
    Curious, I opened a drawer and saw…DILDO! 
 
    There was a tangle of straps, it was a strap on, but I didn’t bother with that. That would come later. Right then I just grabbed the dildo and touched it to her pussy lips. 
 
    She went wild. She was crying now, actually crying, little tears leaking out of her closed eyes. “Fuck me! Like Brad! Don’t be gentle!” 
 
    I slid it in, softly, but she kept moaning and groaning, so I began to wiggle it around, to jam it in and corkscrew it out. 
 
    I had her so warmed up so it didn’t take long. She yelled something I couldn’t understand and all her muscles arched up and froze. Just her hips jerked then, again and again. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed, and she spasmed uncontrollably. 
 
    For a whole minute. 
 
    Then she started to come down. 
 
    Finally, breathing hard, gasping, she muttered. “Fuck!” 
 
    Then another minute passed, and she was able to speak, and she pulled me up and spoke into my face. “Brad, or Missy, or whoever the hell you are. That was fucking amazing!” 
 
    We started to laugh then. The sheer joy of perfect sex does that to you, makes you laugh. Though I hadn’t known that before. 
 
    Before I had been Brad, and I had tried to be considerate, especially in sex, but I hadn’t known what I was doing. Nobody does…until they’ve been both sexes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    First, she sat me down and spruced me up. 
 
    Getting my eyebrows plucked wasn’t fun, but when she was done I had nice, little arches over me eyes. It framed my eyes, made me ten times neater, and it was just the start. 
 
    Long hair takes work. A lot of work. We jumped in the shower and washed and shampooed and conditioned…and then she put big curlers in my hair. 
 
    I was half freaked. I had seen women do this but to have it done to myself…that was weird. 
 
    Then, make up. And, man, this was an education. I mean, washing the skin, moisturizing the skin, laying a foundation, putting in blush, the eyelids, the lips…it was too much! 
 
    Funny, she did it in literally seconds for her self. Split splat splot, and her face looked like Rembrandt had done it. When I tried it, however, oh, Lord! Too much, too little, brush this way and not that, too hard, too soft, too tight, too loose…it was like trying to paint a bird in flight. 
 
    But, after an afternoon of playing around, I was getting the idea. Oh, she had to help me, and I mean a lot, and she would have to continue to help me, but I was learning. 
 
    But, once done, I was amazed when looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
    “That can’t be me!” I muttered. 
 
    She grinned. You must have good genes, because you were handsome as a man, and now you’re gorgeous as a woman. 
 
    Then the curls came out, and she dressed me, and…wowie! I gave me a hard on! Or, I would have, if I still had a dick. 
 
    I was wearing culottes, a bra that lifted me right up into the stratosphere, and a sweat shirt. 
 
    A plain old sweat shirt, with the collar cut off so it hung slightly to the side and exposed one shoulder, and the bottom cut off to expose my midriff. 
 
    “Ooh, ooh!” she exclaimed, studying the final product. “We need to get your belly button pierced!” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Way! It will set your skin off and make it extra golden. Besides, we have to pierce your ears, anyway. Can’t you just see a line of diamonds hanging from your lobs?” 
 
    She brushed my hair back with one hand, and suddenly we looked at each other. We had been playing with my body all morning, and now we felt the sexual spark hit us. 
 
    The spark. The hunger. The magic. 
 
    The desire to nibble on clit and use that dildo and suck on tit and— 
 
    “Not now,” she said, disappointment in her voice.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We just spent all morning making you up, and now you want to mess it all up? Sex is a dirty business, girlfriend. Besides, we have to go out.”               
 
    Panic set in. She could see it in my wide eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll coach you on how to act. We can pull this off.” 
 
    “But the TV, it said I would be arrested and put in a…a refugee camp!” 
 
    “Not if you don’t look like a cavewoman, and you don’t. You look like a woman who has been a woman forever. And with a little attitude, you’re going to knock ‘em dead.” 
 
    But I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Besides, we have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We have to rescue your car.” 
 
    And she was right. My poor blue Mustang, my pride and joy that let me ride amongst the peasants with the top down and the wind blowing my surfer hair…I needed it! 
 
      
 
    We showed up at City Tow, which did all the towing for the city, and walked into the front office. 
 
    As a guy I wouldn’t have noticed, but it was filthy. There were dirty thumbed magazines strewn on the couch, including car mags and porn mags. There was a layer of dust over everything. There was a refrigerator that was full of so much old food it had mold growing around the edges of the door. And grease. There was grease on EVERYTHING! 
 
    I looked around distastefully. “Are men really this dirty?” 
 
    “Were you?” 
 
    “Not this dirty!” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
    Then an old bald man came to the window. He was grouchy, looked like half a heart attack, and, of course, dirty. He had grease down one cheek, his clothes were filthy, and he looked like he was hung over. 
 
    “I’d like Brad Longstreet’s Mustang brought up.” 
 
    He looked at me. And then he looked at me. 
 
    I thought Sally had prepared me, but she had only prepped me by half. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” And the slob actually drooled. 
 
    Sally nudged me. I spoke most haughtily. “I’m his sister. I was driving it when one of your morons towed it, and I want it back.” 
 
    “Well, I, uh,” he looked at a computer screen, “yeah. But I need to release it to him.” 
 
    “I’m his sister. He lent it to me. Don’t make me get a cop.” 
 
    He blinked. But he didn’t get mad. Sally had told me that no man would ever get mad at me. It wasn’t in their DNA. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I could get in trouble.” 
 
    Sally nudged me again. She had told me to be haughty, and when he showed any resistance, to go soft on him. 
 
    I sighed. I pursed my lips in frustration, and they were red and plump and delicious. 
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    I put one hand on my hip struck a pose. 
 
    His eyes lowered to my breasts. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    Then I opened up the big, baby blues on him. 
 
    “I know you’re busy. And I know this is such an imposition.” 
 
    Sally nudged me one last time, and I did the unthinkable. I placed my small, soft hand on top of his gnarly, dirty one. 
 
    Oh, geez. The slob melted like a popsicle thrown into an oven. You could just see his face transmogrify. 
 
    “Maybe you could help me out? Just this once?” 
 
    My eye lashes fluttered like butterflies on a spring day. 
 
    “Well, yeah. sure. I can do that.” 
 
    And then the most astounding thing happened. 
 
    “Heck, I can even waive the charges.” 
 
    I could feel Sally suck in her breath behind me. 
 
    Then, two minutes later, he was handing me the keys, and sliding his pudgy, greasy palm over my delicate flower of a hand. I had to do everything in my power not to jerk away from him…I was a guy, dammit! But, then, was I? 
 
    “Oh! My! God!” blurted Sally, as we drove down the street. “Did he just waive a four hundred dollar towing fee for you?” 
 
    “So I did good?” I stupidly asked. 
 
    She laughed, and then pounded on the dash. “Girl friend! You got the magic in you! I have NEVER seen a man fall that hard. And believe me, I have done what you did a lot. But when you did it…” she shook her head. 
 
    “So I did good!” 
 
    She just laughed. 
 
     
 
    We drove down the main drag, and I had my first inkling of what was really happening in the world. 
 
    We saw two police cars at the side of the road, picking up distraught looking females. Females who hadn’t had the good fortune to be rescued by their girlfriends. 
 
    We saw a girl hiding in some bushes, and another one walking fast down the street, leaving a wake of pointing people. 
 
    Yes, people who had been changed by the gas were being picked up and locked away. 
 
    “Wow!” I said, observing the pursuits and arrests. “You weren’t kidding. 
 
    “The TV wasn’t kidding. We need to go home and catch up on the news.” 
 
    And it was true. We had spent so much time making me over that we had neglected basic reconnaissance on the enemy. And I did consider the police, and anybody who was locking up small, disheveled girls as the enemy. 
 
    It was the Republican in me. I believed in courts of law and due process. I believed everybody had basic rights. But what was going on abrogated all that. 
 
    People rounded up without charges, under the guise of sickness. But was it sickness? Or was it some kind of gas weapon? 
 
    So we drove to a Chinese take out, made some jokes about ‘cream of sum dum guy,’ and went home with a couple of cartons of orange chicken and rice. 
 
    Then eating with forks, the heck with those stupid chopsticks, we sat down in front of the boob tube and relaxed. 
 
    And I had to learn to eat with lipstick, and she promised to give me lessons on how to touch up my make up after a meal. Frustrating. 
 
    And the news said: 
 
      
 
    More news on the attack on our country. No other country has stepped forth and claimed responsibility, but suspicious run high that it was the Russians. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I murmured. “It’s always the Russians.” 
 
    The news went on… 
 
      
 
    Apparently, there is an actual difference in DNA when it comes to belief systems. 
 
      
 
    Sally and I jerked our heads and looked at each other, then swiveled back to the TV. 
 
      
 
    People afflicted by this new disease are all male, and all Republicans. Scientists claim that… 
 
      
 
    I was on my feet and yelling at the TV. Sally was still sitting, but she had a hold on my wrist and was pulling me down. 
 
    “There’s no such thing! that’s impossible! You can’t tell the difference between a Republican and a Democrat like that!”’ 
 
    “It’s okay…it’s okay. Be quiet. Neighbors.” 
 
    I came to myself. I turned to Sally and spoke in a lower voice. “That’s impossible.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    And I stopped. Her calm voice was the voice of reason. I was a Republican, and I was now a girl. And a lot of men hadn’t been affected. Were they Democrats? 
 
    “It’s impossible.” but now I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Let’s call your father.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “He’s a Democrat. A vocal one. If he hasn’t changed…” 
 
    “I can’t talk to him like this. He won’t recognize my voice.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to him. He knows me. All you have to do is listen.” 
 
    I stared at her for a long minute, then nodded. 
 
    She took my cell phone and pulled up the contacts and hit my father’s number. 
 
    “Hi, Brad.” His voice was his normal gruff male voice. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Longstreet. It’s Sally.” 
 
    “Hi, Sally. what’s up? Why are you calling me on Brad’s phone?” 
 
    “He’s out right now, and he thinks he lost his phone. But it was stuck in my cushions. If he calls can you tell him I’ve got it?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Then, Sally glanced at me, and I knew she had had a thought. “What do you think of all this disease stuff going around?” 
 
    My dad’s voice changed tenor, became a little more no nonsense. 
 
    “Damn Republicans got what’s coming to them.” 
 
    “I know! Do you know anybody who got changed?” 
 
    “I’ve been on the phone the last few hours. It seems the news is right on. Men are changing into women, and from what I’ve been told every last one of them was one of those damned Republicans.” 
 
    “Well, it sure is weird,” Sally said, and then she wiggled out of the conversation. “Oh, I’ve got to pick up a friend at the college.” 
 
    “Oh, sure. We’ll talk again. And you make sure you don’t go near any of those damned Republicans.” 
 
    “I sure won’t.” And then she hung up and looked at me. 
 
    “Oh my God.” I whispered. And, “I still think it’s impossible.” 
 
    “But the impossible seems to be happening.” 
 
    “But…but what will we do?” 
 
    She had no answer. And I had no answer, or I wouldn’t have asked the question.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    “You need to learn about dick.” 
 
    “Dick? Who’s he?” 
 
    “Dick. Penis. Meat pole. Cock. Long dong. Pussy Pleaser.” 
 
    I raised a hand, “Okay. I get it. But I’ve had a dick…so what are you going to teach me that I don’t already know?” 
 
    “How to take one.” 
 
    I grew silent at that. 
 
    “Look, you did well today with that gorilla at the tow garage, but what if things go further? What if you need to suck somebody? Or fuck somebody?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Maybe to get your way…maybe because you want to.” She shrugged. “At any rate, tonight’s lesson is going to be about how to fuck a cock. And suck it, of course.” 
 
    “So I have to use my…my vagina?” I was aghast. I had had it played with, and finger banged, and sucked. And I had peed through it, but this was way further than that. 
 
    “You have to learn how to use that pussy. For fun or profit. Hopefully for fun…with profit.” 
 
    “But that means putting a dick into my pussy!” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    “You’re not going to have some guy fuck me, are you?” 
 
    She laughed, “Oh, puh-leeze. We’re just going to use my dildo. A little strap on action, if you get my drift.” 
 
    “Oh.” The odd thing was that I actually felt a little disappointment. Oh, I didn’t want dick, but there was a fascination for the unknown, and even though the idea of having some slob stick his penis in me was…scary. It was also…possible. But I would have to overcome certain male elements of my personality. And, truth, I didn’t know if I wanted to do that. 
 
    In my mind of minds I wanted my own dick back. I mean, this girl stuff was blowing my mind. But when one has been a stud for a couple of decades it’s hard to give that up. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Well, first I have to get a few things to stretch you out. I could start with a turkey baster, but we’re going to want to work up to a baseball bat, or maybe the head of a golf club.” 
 
    My eyes went wide, my jaw dropped. Stupid me, I believed her. 
 
    She began laughing and laughing. “I really had you. A golf club! And you believed me!” 
 
    I looked sheepish. “Well, I’m new to this fucking stuff.” 
 
    “You did all right when you were a man.” 
 
    I shrugged, and liked the compliment. 
 
    “Okay, first things first, we’re going to relax you. Let’s have a drink, maybe make out a little, then I’ll give you a massage, complete with dicking, and then we’ll give you the real dicking, strap on style.” 
 
    It sounded overwhelming to me, like everything I was reading in a porn magazine was coming true at the same time. But I said, “Okay.” 
 
    So Sally poured us a couple of tequilas, and we put out some salt and lemons, Sally didn’t have any limes, and we stared at each other, and we couldn’t help but grin. 
 
    We licked the back of our hands and put salt on it. the salt adhered. We each picked up a shot glass and tossed the liquor down our throats. It burned, it whooshed, and we grabbed for the slices of lemon like they were fire hoses and we were on fire, which is an apt analogy. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    Another shot, and we could feel the potent brew roiling in our stomaches. I wondered how much liquor this smaller body I had could take. Then I had a thought. 
 
    “I’ve got another way of drinking tequila.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah, hold on.” I ran in the other room, grabbed a tube of lipstick, it happened to be bright red, my favorite color, and ran back. 
 
    “Watch.” I applied the lipstick, thick, then I poured a little salt on a saucer, and pressed my lips against the saucer. Sally stared at the white granules on my lips. She was absolutely fascinated. 
 
    “Now,” I spoke carefully, lisping, trying not to lose any of the salt. “Take a sip, a small sip, then kiss the salt off my lips. When it gets to be too much you can quit and go for the lemon. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” but she was already moving forward. She moved her face close to mine, sipped a half shot, and pushed her lips against mine. I could feel the salt sliding between our lips. I could feel her tongue lapping, trying to get some salt. I could feel a bit of tequila seeping out of the corner of her mouth. I grabbed her by the hair and licked at the tequila, not wanting to waste a drop. 
 
    Then she pushed me away and slammed a wedge of lemon into her mouth. Tears were coming from her eyes. Her mouth was red with my lipstick, and she was…what kind of word can I use to describe her feelings? Blown out? Enraptured? Captivated? 
 
    I don’t know, but she was looking at me as with new eyes. Eyes of respect. 
 
    “Where did you ever learn that?” She finally managed to ask. She was fanning her mouth and breathing hard. Her chest was heaving, and it wasn’t just from the drink and lack of breathing while we kissed. It was horniness, pure and simple. 
 
    “I knew a girl who read a book. It was in the book. The book was called ‘The Bomber’s Story.’ So I tried it.” 
 
    Suddenly, her eyes thinned. “With who? With that girl?” 
 
    My mouth opened but I didn’t say anything. Then I squeaked out, “This was before I met you.” 
 
    She gave me the eye, but she was laughing, too. Everybody has a life before their life. 
 
    “Okay, your turn.” 
 
    She applied lipstick, pressed her lips against the salt, and got ready for me. 
 
    I too a small sip, then attacked her lips. I licked, I sucked, I tasted her. I ‘drank’ Sally. 
 
    And she ate me up right back. She caught some of the dribble of tequila from my mouth, and then I had had enough. It was too hot, I needed relief, and I grabbed a lemon wedge and sucked it like it was the last canteen in the desert. 
 
    Sally laughed, her eyes were alight with fire and tequila, and she handed the lipstick to me. 
 
    We drank like that for a half hour. Laughing and giggling, our faces turning bright red around our mouths, being too drunk to care. 
 
    Surprisingly, we only drank maybe a quarter of the bottle. Little sips go a long way, but we were loopy as all get out. 
 
    So we lay in each other’s arms and kissed. And occasionally put fresh lipstick on, and occasionally sipped straight from the bottle. And we were too drunk to need salt or lemon.  
 
    Finally, stoned on love and guava piss, we stood up, swayed, held each other’s hands, and retired to the boudoir. 
 
    I sat on the bed, brushed my hair out of my eyes, and watched as she took out her dildo and handed it to me. 
 
    It looked huge to me. “I can take all of this?” 
 
    “I can, and, to tell the truth, Brad’s dick was about this size. In fact, this is why I bought it. It’s like Brad’s.” 
 
    I giggled as I heft the big, purple tool. “We’re talking about me as if I’m a separate person.” 
 
    Sally smiled, but didn’t say anything. But what was there to say? Deep currents were running here. We were a man and a woman, and a woman and a woman, and we were lesbians, and we were going to perform hetero sex. 
 
    “Lay back,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I fell back, laughing, and grabbed my boobs when they moved around on my chest. 
 
    She sat down next to me. “Spread,” and she pushed my knees apart. 
 
    For a second I resisted that simple command, then I gave in. I was a consenting adult, and I spread my legs. 
 
    “Nice,” she said. And she ran a finger up my slit. 
 
    I jerked from the sexual charge that resulted. I felt like electricity was gobbling up my innards. 
 
    She switched hands, held the dildo in one hand, and placed the other hand on my snatch. She spread my labia and began trailing the dildo over my flesh. 
 
    We were laughing, drunk, and then we were not laughing, and it was serious, but we were still drunk. 
 
    “These are the labia,” she leaned forward and sucked the lip on one side of my pussy, then the other. 
 
    “This is the clitoris.” She sucked on it, then she drew back and used her fingers to push it around. 
 
    I groaned and tilted my hips in want. 
 
    “Now, you’ve got to be wet. So make the man eat you. You can’t rely on just your own juices, or his little drizzle of pre-cum.” 
 
    “Make him eat me,” my tones were awed. The sensations were making me grow weak and my groin heat up. 
 
    She licked me then, sucked noisily, and slobbered. Then she backed up and said, “Okay, let me know if it hurts.” 
 
    She began to insert the dildo into me. 
 
    I gasped, and she stopped. “Hurt?” 
 
    “No, God no!” 
 
    She smiled and pushed it a little further, and then it stopped. Which is to say she stopped because the dildo hit an obstruction. 
 
    “I thought so,” she murmured. “Hold on.” She ran into the bathroom and came out with a fluffy towel. “Lift your hips,” and she slid the towel under me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a hymen.”  
 
    “A…a cherry?” 
 
    “Yes, and it’s going to pop, and there’s going to be a little blood.” 
 
    “Oh.” And I was worried, but too drunk to give credence to my worry. 
 
    She began to work the dildo into me again, but she was slow, and she wiggling it and corkscrewed it, feeling for the hymen. The tip of the dildo suddenly stopped, and I could feel a very, very slight pain, and resistance. 
 
    “We could do this like ripping a band aid off fast,” she spoke conversationally. “But I want you to love sex with your new pussy.” 
 
    I was groaning and moaning, and even pushing my hips, and hymen, into her hand. 
 
    “Easy, now.” 
 
    “It’s just too…too—“ 
 
    She leaned up to me and kissed me, a slow, tender kiss, and it calmed me down. I realized that I wanted the pleasure, but not the pain, and I was getting both. I had to relax, to let her do me the right way. And, with that realization my hymen broke. 
 
    I could feel the thin membrane separate, and the dildo slide through, and it didn’t hurt, but I felt a gush of liquid shooting down my channel. 
 
    “There we go. Got it. You’re bleeding.” 
 
    I lay there, she didn’t move the dildo, and it felt big inside me, and we stared at each other. And I hadn’t realized how big such a thing could be. 
 
    Now I was a woman. I was full and complete, even though it was with fake dick, and I had bled for my enlightenment. 
 
    After a minute Sally wiped my thighs with the towel. Then dropped the towel on the floor. “Okay, it’s still going to be messy, but are you ready to experience dick?” 
 
    My eyes were huge, and I nodded and gulped. 
 
    She smiled, and she began to work the dildo in and out of me. 
 
    I felt it slide in, I felt all the nerves screaming with pleasure. I wanted to hunch over and go into the fetal position with the wonderfulness of it all. 
 
    She pulled it out, and I wanted to arch my back, tilt my hips and grab that wonderful cock with my pussy. 
 
    In and out, driving me more and more into white hot pleasure. This was different than jilling off, like we had done the previous night. This was real sex. It was hole and cork. Pussy and plow. 
 
    She took her hand off my nipple and put it on the bottom of the dildo. “Grab your own tits. Give yourself some pleasure.” 
 
    I grabbed for my tits, pulled on the nipples. 
 
    She slapped me on the pussy, and I grunted and lurched. I was out of control, and she knew it, and she controlled me, manipulated me, moved me closer and closer to ‘the moment.’ 
 
    “Oh…fuck…I never…” 
 
    She was grinning happily, shoving that big thing into me, yanking it out. Now that I was broken in she was showing no mercy. 
 
    I began to make weird sounds, little grunts and even whistles. My hips were lurching, my tits were on fire, and then I felt it start. 
 
    My eyes snapped open and I stopped moving. It was like there was a dragon crawling down my sex tube, looking for something to eat, trying to obliterate my awareness and replace it with sublimity. With heaven. With the truth of the universe. 
 
    “Oh…OH…OH…! 
 
    And it broke over me, my hips convulsed like somebody was shooting electricity through them. 
 
    My back arched and my hands went down to my gap, and then I folded in on myself. I just bent in half and held my pussy, and my mind…where was my mind? Oh, yeah, over there, the other side of paradise. 
 
    Sally stood up, tossed the bloody towel into the bathroom, and went to her the bed stand and opened the drawer. She pulled out the tangle of straps and began untangling it, then she stepped into it. 
 
    I came down sufficient to watch her, but my mind was not registering, or, rather, it was registering, but there was not thought. I was observing without thinking, or judgement or any of those stupid human things. 
 
    She took the dildo and fit it into the strap on. As she screwed the dildo into place she grinned at me. “There’s a nub on the back end. So even while I’m fucking you, you’re going to be fucking me. If you’re a good, little bitch…I can get off, too.” 
 
    She came to the bed and stood in front of me. “Sit up,” and she took my hand and pulled me upright. 
 
    The dildo was right in my face. It was glistening with my juices, there was even a trace of red on it, but I didn’t care. As a prissy bitch I wanted an orderly world, but as a lust hungry wench, I just wanted the world. 
 
    “Suck it. Get it wet. You want lubrication, and spit ain’t bad.” 
 
    I moved my head forward, was astounded when my lips slid over the head. I held the head in my mouth for a moment, savoring the experience. As a man I couldn’t do this. But as a woman…I had to do it. 
 
    “Yeah” Sally whispered, then she reached down and adjusted the strap on slightly. “Gobble me,” she commanded. 
 
    I did, and she groaned again. “That’s it. Now suck me. Suck me off. Pretend this is a real dick. Close your eyes and do your duty.” 
 
    And I did. I slobbered, and my plump lips slithered up and down, and I took the dick halfway into my mouth. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to deep throat me. That’s takes practice and discipline. That can come with time.” 
 
    I nodded, and my head bobbed, and she thrust her hips gently forward, and she held the back of my head and controlled me. 
 
    For a long minute I just sucked, getting the feel of the thing, trying to understand what I was doing. 
 
    “Okay,” Sally pushed my head away. I looked up at her. “Now lay back and get ready for poppa.” 
 
    I lay back, and watched as she pushed my knees apart and crawled up between my legs. 
 
    In this moment I was scared again. She was going to fuck me. She was going to put that dick in me, and with her whole weight. 
 
    But I was a man! I thought weakly. 
 
    Then I felt her arms on each side of me, and the dick touched my pussy. Now not powered by hand, but the whole weight of her body. 
 
    Her body, a woman’s body, but now it was being a man’s body. Sally was, for a the moment, a man. And she had something for me. 
 
    It was different when she pushed the dick in. It was more powerful, more stable, and it seemed to split me apart. 
 
    Not like being inserted, but like being split in two. 
 
    Then she was in, and I felt her lying on me. I felt her tits on mine. And we looked in each other’s eyes. And she said, “Brad or Missy. I don’t care. I love you.”  
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    And then she began to move. Not small jerks and motions, as if with a hand, but full powered lungings into my core. I felt her hips inside mine. 
 
    I grabbed her tits then, and I pulled them, hard. 
 
    She groaned. “Oh, you bitch!” And then she laughed and pushed into me hard. So hard I let go of her breasts. And she collapsed on me, laid on me with her whole weight, and it took my breath away and I put my arms around her body and hugged her. I held on for dear life. 
 
    “Here we go, baby.” 
 
    She began to saw into me. I had no defense. I couldn’t hold on to anything but her, and she drilled into me like a nail into wood. She savaged my hole. She ruptured my soul with her hard love. 
 
    I could feel myself draining away, becoming a rag doll to her force, her power. 
 
    This is what it feels like when a man takes a woman! I realized. This is fucking! This is what it feels like to give up, to give in, and to take, to accept, a man complete. 
 
    And Sally thrust and thrust, so much power, so much love. And the more I gave up, the closer the super nova came. 
 
    And it rose up in me, a bright light that obliterated reality and showed me the truth of love. It felt like I was floating in space, and the big dick inside me was a rocket ship, shooting me higher, taking me to places I hadn’t even imagined. 
 
    I held on, and then I felt her. The nub on her end of the dildo had worked, and it had gotten her off. Yet I felt sorry for her…as a man. No man could ever hope to understand this completion, this resurrection of pure spirit. 
 
    All they could do was spit a little and grunt, and think they had experienced something. 
 
    Sally locked up, her back arched, the prick as far into me as it could go, and I could feel her spewing her love out. No seed splatted on my walls, but she emptied her spirit into me. 
 
    And, in a way, I felt sorry for me. Because I needed something more than plastic. I really needed a real dick. Hard and fleshy, something to two balls off of, a pointer to the love that rescued the human race from itself. 
 
    Then it was over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    We watched the TV, cuddling on the couch. Kissing each other, and just enjoying ourselves. 
 
      
 
    The round up of these sick people is proceeding nicely. Citizens are advised to follow the orders of officers engaged in the round up. these heroes are easily recognized by their blue shirts and the logo emblazoned on their backs. 
 
      
 
    A knock sounded at the front door. 
 
    “I’ll get it!” I bounced up and ran around the couch to the door. 
 
    “Missy?” called Sally, but it was too late. 
 
    I opened the door and was confronted by two ladies in blue shirts. And I was frozen by the logo that wasn’t only on their backs, it was on a patch on their shirt front. It was the Blue Jack Ass in a circle. 
 
    Like the plane that had released the gas! 
 
    They stared at me, then grinned. From my frozen state that deduced that I was scared, which I was, and that I was a Republican. They jumped forward, and though I tried to get away, they grabbed me and started pulling me out of the apartment. 
 
    “Help!” I screamed. 
 
    “No help for you, Republican!” one of them sneered at me. Then Sally arrived. 
 
    “Get your hands off her you bitches!” 
 
    For a second everything was chaos, then Sally had batted their hands away and was standing in front of me like a protective mother. I stared over her shoulder at the two blue jackasses. 
 
    “We’re collecting Republicans!” snarled one of them. 
 
    “Then go collect them. Missy and I are room mates, have been for years.” 
 
    “Then let’s see her license.” 
 
    “You can fuck her license. I want the name and number of your supervisor.” 
 
    That shut the two jackasses up. They looked at each other, then started to weakly protest. “We’re just doing our job!” “There’s no need to  call our supervisor.” 
 
    “Then get the fuck out of here!” Sally moved back, moving me back, and slammed the door in their faces. 
 
    Sally and I stood in the hallway and listened. For a second there wasn’t any sound, then we heard their footsteps on the stairs. 
 
    “Come on,” Sally tugged me out into the living room. She went and drew the drapes, then drew them back far enough to watch the street.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m watching those bitches. If they stand around and watch the apartment, we have trouble They’re waiting for their supervisor. If they go on about their business then…ah. Here they are.” 
 
    I stood next to Sally, and I could see through the crack in the drapes. The two Jack Asses went to a blue van with a circle with a Blue Jackass in it. They seemed to be discussing something, then they headed for an apartment house across the street. shortly we could see them come out, and they moved to the next apartment. 
 
    Sally sighed, let the drapes come back together, and turned to me. “That was close.” 
 
    “They were going to take me away.” 
 
    “Yes, they were. And you, girlfriend, must learn something about women.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Women are meaner than men. Men get in an argument they talk a lot, they might push, but they tend not to fight. They are physical, and they’ve been in fights, and they don’t want to get hurt. 
 
    “Women, however, don’t have that experience. They start fighting, and they let out their claws and they don’t seem to understand that pain is pain.” 
 
    “So what should I have done?” 
 
    “What I did. Talk tougher. And threaten them with something bigger than they are.” 
 
    “Their supervisor.” 
 
    “Exactly. They might want to fight, but if you show them a bigger club,” and she shrugged. 
 
    I marveled at her explanation. Women are meaner than men. I turned over experiences in my mind. I sorted through the way women were described as ‘catty,’ and how men bumped for respect. The men seemed to settle things between themselves. They established a pecking order. But women did seem a bit more vicious. Once they started fighting they seemed to hate forever. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “Once again you’ve saved my bacon.” 
 
    She grinned. “You can thank me when we get your dick back.” 
 
    And suddenly it hit me. “Sally! Those girls…that truck! They had the Blue Jackass in the circle!” 
 
    “That’s the emblem of the special police. I suppose it’s based on the Democrat symbol, and—“ 
 
    “It was on the plane that gassed me!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Before I collapsed, or passed out or slept, or whatever, I remember distinctly. I looked up and the plane was low and I could see the circle with the Blue Jack Ass in it.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be mistaken.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Maybe the gas was effecting you…giving you hallucinations.” 
 
    “Hey, I’ve been stoned enough to know the difference between reality and a hallucination.” 
 
    Sally studied me. She could hear the ring of truth in my voice. 
 
    “But that makes no sense. Why would the special police gas you…and then round you up?” 
 
    We stood there for a long time. Wondering. And I finally put it into words. “Because there was no attack.” 
 
    “No. You can’t…that’s a conspiracy theory. And you Republicans are always spouting conspiracy theories.” 
 
    “But I know what I saw. Can you explain it any other way?” 
 
    She couldn’t. “Okay, let’s say you’re right, and I’m not saying you are, what do we do?” 
 
    “Go to the newspapers. Tell the truth. Reveal the conspiracy.” 
 
    Sally was silent for a long time, deep in thought, then she said, “If we do this then you’re putting yourself at risk.” 
 
    “But if I do this then there’s a chance, a small chance, that I could be turned back into a man.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to risk losing you. Brad or Missy, I want you.” 
 
    “And I love you. But if people are being transgendered against their will, then we need to speak up about it.” 
 
    Finally, Sally agreed. But first, we had to spend a night researching the Blue Jackasses, and we had to eat and rest. And most of all, we had to make love. 
 
      
 
    The next day I woke to a finger up my cunt. 
 
    “What!” And I tried to move, but Sally held me down, laying half across me as she nibbled on a nipple and finger banged me. “Let me go!” 
 
    “The fuck you say!” she giggled, and inserted two fingers. 
 
    I was moving my hips up and down, but after a second it was more I was humping her hand more than struggling. 
 
    “Let me go,” I moaned weakly. 
 
    She just laughed, a very evil laugh, then she took her hand away and spun around, threw a leg over me, and was sitting high on my chest. Her buttocks was above my tits but below my face. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to get me off.” 
 
    “I can’t!”I tried yelling, “Rape!” but she wiggled forward, and suddenly my mouth was eating her pussy. 
 
    “Gah! Yu go le go!” 
 
    She laughed and moved down, smushed her pussy onto my face. 
 
    I had no choice. It was eat, or be smothered. I started by giving little bites, then, when she moved up an inch, I began chewing on her hole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    I could see her arch her back, and she began slapping and pulling her breasts. 
 
    I gobbled more. I used tongue and teeth, and I found her clitoris. 
 
    “Unh! Oh!” 
 
    I sucked and bit. I pulled and slapped it with my tongue. 
 
    “God!” And then she orgasmed. It was a quickie, an early morning quickie, and she froze on my face for a second, lurched a couple of times, then I tasted the sweet nectar as she squirted a bit of juice. 
 
    She fell forward, suddenly tired, and held herself up on her hands. 
 
    I wiggled out from under her, and she didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    I stood up, and she rolled over and lay back. “God, that was good.” 
 
    “If that was good, think how this will be.” And I jumped on her. 
 
    If she hadn’t just cum I wouldn’t have been able to hold her down. But I managed to lay across her belly. It was an awkward position. She had my full weight on her, and her arms couldn’t get the leverage to toss me off. 
 
    I put a fist to her pussy and began grinding my knuckles into her. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh!” 
 
    “Turn about is a bitch, you bitch!” I laughed and pushed my fist harder. Then I opened my hand and inserted two fingers. 
 
    She gasped. I finger fucked her for a minute, and I must have been hitting something good, because she lost all strength and moaned and her body rippled with pleasure. 
 
    Three fingers, and more moans, and then something unexpected happened. My new body was small, and had small hands, and my hand actually slipped into her. She was juicy from just cuming. She was getting hot and slick from my pressure, and she just suddenly relaxed and my fist slipped past her labia and I was suddenly up to the wrist. 
 
    We froze. I stared at my wrist. She brought her head up and stared at me. I stared at her. And then she mumbled, “Fuck me, you bitch!” 
 
    Tentatively, a little scared of what I was doing, I moved my fist inward. My wrist slid across her nerves, and the look on her face. It was sublime rapture. It was heaven on a stick. I have never seen such pleasure on a human face in my life. 
 
    Her head dropped back, and it sounded like she was gargling, then I felt her hands grab my wrist. I was moving slowly, but she grabbed my wrist and used my fist like it was a dildo. She pushed my fist in and out, groaning and crying out. She was so loud the apartments above and below us could hear us, if they were listening. 
 
    “Fuck me…fuck me…fuck me, Brad!” she chanted. 
 
    I began to take over. I had more leverage, and I rammed my fist in and pulled it out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She yelped, her hips jumping six inches up. 
 
    I pulled out and her fingers clutched at my wrist, her nails actually scoring me. 
 
    In and out, again and again. Violent love. Sweet ravagement. And before I knew it, she was bucking and crying and cuming again. And again. And again. 
 
    I stared at her in awe as she came down, finally stopped cuming. Then I pulled my fist out, slowly and carefully, and realized she had passed out. 
 
      
 
    She slept for an hour, and I went in and fixed breakfast. And while I waited for Sally to wake up I thought, she called me Brad. 
 
    But I was Brad. But I was also Missy. 
 
    Did she want Brad or Missy? 
 
    And, not to be crass, did it matter? One way or another, we were together. And we had a love that was bigger than merely being male or female. 
 
    So immersed in thought, I actually jumped when Sally slid into her seat. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “You were deep in thought. Mmm. Delicious!” She chewed on a piece of bacon. 
 
    “I was wondering whether I was Brad or Missy.” 
 
    “Does it matter? As long as we’re together?” 
 
    I smiled. She just cut through all my mental cogitations, and didn’t even sound crass. 
 
    “So what’s on the plan for today? 
 
    “Well, more lessons for you. We need to work on make up, and we should dress you in something that will knock out the men, not make the bitches too jealous, and then we should reconnoiter.” 
 
    “Reconnoiter?” 
 
    “The Blue Jackasses. We need to find out more about them. I’ll look on the internet first, but we’re going to have to go to the newspapers, or city hall, or somebody, and start figuring out how to tell your story. I mean, we want to be smart enough to tell it, and not get arrested by the Blue Jackasses.”               
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And, by the way, thank you.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “For that glorious morning cum. I have never been fisted before, but it’s not going to be the last time.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    And then she said, “And we need to fist you.” She held up her hand. It was larger than mine. A lot larger.” 
 
    “That’s too big.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she leered at me suggestively, and I had to laugh. Sally was truly incorrigible.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    I never realized how many ways a girl could play with clothes and make up. I didn’t have many clothes, but I tried them on in different combination. I borrowed jewelry, and marveled at the way it changed my face and whole being. Sally combed my hair different ways, and we searched for the look that was ‘me.’ She marveled because she found a couple of looks that seemed perfect, brought out my curves, emphasized my face and made it sweet appearing, and yet extremely sexual. 
 
    And the make up. We spent some serious time really exploring it. Different eye shadows, bronze and blush, different shades of lipstick. 
 
    And I was learning all the time. Sally said I was a quick learned and would be putting my own make up on within the week. It was odd, being given a compliment as a girl, and it went against all my maleness, and yet, I glowed on it. 
 
    Finally, she put fake nails on me. She brushed downwards, three coats, and put a hard shine on top to protect them. “You’re going to have to learn to pick things up, use a phone, even eat, all over again. It’ll be frustrating at first, but you’ll get it, then it will be fun. While guys try to smush their fingers into a little square on a cell phone, you’ll be tapping that fingernail and feeling a thrill run up your finger and to your spine, and then…somewhere else.” 
 
    We giggled. Seemed all we did was giggle. 
 
    Then we had a quick, small lunch, rabbit food, and I wasn’t too thrilled about that. Then we headed out for the day. 
 
    She drove, and I sat in the passenger seat. The sun felt wonderful, and the wind blew my long, blonde hair behind me. I caught glimpses of me in the make up mirror on the visor, and realized how truly beautiful I was. 
 
    So weird. I was a hunky man, never had trouble with the girls, and now I was one of the girls, and I could feel my whole way of believing shifting and changing. I would no longer hold the door open for a girl, but stride past a fawning male with pride and out thrust titties. I could no longer relax and joke, I would have to be careful and on the watch for lustful males all the time. 
 
    Sally interrupted my thoughts, and she must have been reading my mind: “Now, how do you treat men, and how do you treat women?” 
 
    “With men I look down, or upward in admiration. I giggle a lot and let themselves act crazy for me. With women I have to figure out whether they are good or bad. If good I trust, with reserve. If bad, I take a snide attitude and watch for an opportunity to walk all over them.” 
 
    “Don’t watch, just do. You can’t give the mean girls a chance. Once they think you’re weak they will make it their life mission to squash you.” 
 
    On one hand, I knew how good this advice was. On the other hand, I was astounded at how she immediately categorized women as good or bad. As Brad almost every woman was good. They all giggled and responded to me. Only one in a thousand was a bitch. As Missy I was told it’s more like 50/50. And once a bitch doesn’t want something from you, they scorn you. So you have to be more beautiful, more arrogant, and willing to walk all over them with your high heels. 
 
    First stop, my apartment. I had my keys now, and I wanted to pick up a stash of extra cash I kept on hand. So we swung by my apartment, Sally parked and I ran in. And ran into Marsha, the manager. 
 
    “Who are you?” she barked as I unlocked my door. 
 
    I was surprised, she had never spoken to me in such fashion, and I wasn’t quick enough. She stepped forward and tried to take my keys. “Give me those!” 
 
    I jerked them back, and Sally’s training, plus a little bit of my own pissed off self asserted itself. She had always been sweet to Brad, but to find out she was one of the bad ones, it pissed me off, and it pissed me off that she had had me fooled. 
 
    “I’m Missy, Brad’s sister. And who the fuck are you?” 
 
    She pushed my up against the corner of the hall. Shit. I had almost been through the door, and now I lamented my big titted body. It seemed that everybody was stronger than me. I was going to have to do a little working out, maybe study some more MMA, if this continued. 
 
    “Get your hands off me, bitch!” My voice rose up, and I think the only thing I had in my favor, she wasn’t buying my tough girl act, was that I was right. And I knew I was right. 
 
    So we struggled for a second, my hand closed tightly over my keys, and I realized that the real reason I was having trouble was that I still had that piece of male in me that said it wasn’t right to hit a girl. 
 
    Heck, if a guy had tried what she was doing I would have cold cocked him. Slobber knocked him into the next century. But no guy would try that because as Brad I was big, strong, and had an alpha male confidence. 
 
    Realizing that, I finally made a move, I head butted her. I jerked my head and hit my forehead into her nose. 
 
    “Ow!” She said, and lurched back, keys forgotten. A little bit of blood ran down from her nose. 
 
    “Ow!” I cried, tears coming to my eyes. I had never head butted anybody, and I hadn’t known how much it hurt. I rubbed my forehead and stared at her. I wondered if she was going to come back on me. But, as Sally had pointed out, girls aren’t used to real violence. She just held her nose and stared at the blood seeping onto her hands. 
 
    I had my advantage. “I’m going in to call the police. You wait right here.” 
 
    I entered the apartment, closed the door, then raised my voice so it could be heard outside the door. “Hello? I want to report a mugging, my address is…” I continued talking as I moved away from the door, and by the time I reached the kitchen I knew she wouldn’t be able to hear me. I stopped fake talking and ran for my room. I collected a paper envelope I had taped to the bottom of my drawer, I know, tacky, but it worked. 
 
    I grabbed a credit card I only used every once in a while, then headed for the door. Then stopped and went back into the kitchen and picked up a bottle of Wild Turkey, 101. I had never opened it and it was a shame to think of it going to waste. 
 
    I returned to the front door. Except for a few drops of blood on the landing, there was no sign of Marsha. I sprinted down the stairs and headed across the street for Sally. 
 
    She watched me, and she grinned, and I knew I must make a sight. My hair was a little mussed up from my encounter, my boobs were bouncing, and I was holding a big, old bottle of booze. 
 
    As I got in she said, “Bitch, you are every man’s dream, why did…what happened to your forehead?” 
 
    “Drive, and I’ll tell you. I rubbed my forehead. No bump, but the visor mirror revealed a big, red mark. 
 
    So she drove, and I told her about Marsha. 
 
    “Sounds like a real bitch,” she commented when I was done. “Try a little make up on that bump.” 
 
    “That surprised me. I don’t know why, or maybe I do. When a guy gets a bruise it’s ‘so what? That’s part of life!’ But I couldn’t take that attitude as a girl. My first response always had to be…look good. 
 
    So I opened up a compact, weird things, those little cases, and I touched up my forehead, and darned if that big red spot became nothing more than a hint of redness. 
 
    “Excellent,” I muttered, then turned to Sally. “You want to try the bank? See if I can get any more money out?” 
 
    “Might just as well.” 
 
    We stopped at my bank and I walked up to the front door. I could see official people inside, so I turned to the ATM. I couldn’t get everything out, but I could get the limit, which was $800. A minute later I was back in the car. 
 
    “Good thing to avoid the official types. So saying, are you ready to go to the newspapers?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Sally turned and headed across town to the local newspaper. 
 
    “We’re going to have to be careful,” Sally cautioned, as we walked up to the front doors. 
 
    Boy, did I know that. Jack Asses picking up people on the street, the news telling everybody to watch out for ‘infected people,’ the suits in the bank. ‘Careful’ was going to be my middle name from now on. 
 
    We entered a shiny, new building and crossed to the front desk. 
 
    “How may I direct you?” the receptionist smiled at us. 
 
    “We’d like to see a reporter,” Sally took the reins, and that was good. This place had a strange feel to it. 
 
    “And this is about?” 
 
    Sally lifted an arrogant eyebrow, stared the girl down, and stated in the most bland manner, “News.” 
 
    For a long second I thought we were going to have trouble On later reflection I saw that we were fine. For one, Sally had spotted the girl as a bad one right off. Good eye, girlfriend. For two, we said we had news, and if she turned us away and we did have news, bye bye cushy ‘sit around and file your nails’ job. 
 
    “One moment.” 
 
    She poked a phone with one finger and spoke into her lip mike. “Todd? We have some potential news out here.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for him to say anything, she just smiled and said, “Please have a seat. Todd will be right down.” 
 
    And Todd was right down. He greeted us cordially, then invited us back to a small office. He sat behind a desk littered with paper. The bookshelves were packed with odds and ends, only half of which were books. He had a big computer, very dusty and well used, sitting on the left side of his desk. 
 
    He leaned back in his swivel, clasped his hands behind his head, and said, “What can I do for you, ladies?” 
 
    Just as the building had a weird feeling, Todd had a weird feeling. There was just something, he had a smirky sort of smile lurking on his lips, and his eyes were very expressive, and…and insulting. Like he knew something and you didn’t and it was your fault you didn’t. 
 
    My estimation of Todd seemed to be shared by Sally, because she spoke slowly, haltingly, as if trying to figure him out. 
 
    “We saw the planes going overhead the other day, when we got gassed.” 
 
    “Umm,” he grunted without commitment. Encouraging us to go on even while he showed little interest. 
 
    “And we, uh, we noticed there was a circle with a blue donkey on it. It’s the symbol of the special police.” 
 
    “Yes,” he nodded. 
 
    “And we wondered…why is the symbol on the plane that gassed us, and on the sides of the special police trucks?” 
 
    “And why would that be news worthy?” 
 
    “Well, the TV said it was an enemy, but the…” and here she got real circumspect, “…why would the enemy have a Blue Jack Ass on it?” 
 
    He frowned, pursed his lips in a twisted way, and seemed to think. 
 
    Right at that moment, a girl stopped in his doorway. 
 
    “Todd, we have a news meeting with Black Lives matter in fifteen. Boss wants some copy by deadline. Meet and greet, welcome to our fair city, that sort of stuff.” 
 
    Todd nodded his head and the girl continued on down the hallway. Todd went back to considering us. 
 
    “What do you think it means?” 
 
    “We weren’t sure, that’s why we wanted to come report it.” 
 
    “You probably should go to the police. Can I have your names?” He leaned forward, picked up a pen and pulled a blank sheet of paper in front of him. 
 
    And suddenly I knew what it was that was weird, Todd was gay. He was male…and not male, and where did that put him? How was I supposed to treat him? 
 
    Sally had figured it out, too. Her body language changed. “We thought that maybe somebody had stolen a plane, and we wanted to…but I guess you’re right. We should go to the police. Come on, Missy.” She stood up. 
 
    Quicker than spit Brad rounded the desk. He stood between us and the door. “I think you should wait while I get security up here?” 
 
    “I think you should get out of the way. It’s against the law to hold somebody against their will.” 
 
    “I think you might be more than you appear.” He leveled an accusing gaze at us. 
 
    “And I think you think we’re Republicans!” 
 
    “Aren’t you? If you were gassed you would be unconscious, and how does an unconscious person see the Blue Jack Ass?” 
 
    “Because I’m a Democrat, you numb nuts! And I’m a woman! And you’re the Republican, trying to get in the way of citizens reporting criminal activities.” 
 
    Things were moving fast now, and Todd scrambled for words. 
 
    “If you’re really one of us then you won’t mind sitting and waiting for security.” 
 
    I thought hard, and came up with the ultimate weapon, one of Democrat devise. 
 
    “You racist!” I yelled. 
 
    He stepped back and blanched. Then he snapped, if you think I’m a racist then you must be one! 
 
    We were getting nowhere, so Sally pulled out the big gun. “RAPE!” 
 
    We could hear the offices go silent. “RAPE!” 
 
    But nobody came. And it hit me. A news reporter is supposed to go look at tragedy, not try to help those in jeopardy. We could get raped by this gay creep and nobody would bat an eye. It was just a news story to them. 
 
    So I pulled out the biggest gun. On the corner of his desk was a reward for reporting. It was a glass cube, not very big, but it was hard plastic, contained some kind of gold, congratulatory, super-sized coin, and it was heavy. 
 
    So I swung it around in an arc. I saw his eyes widen and his hands start to come up. Then the cube slapped into his forehead. 
 
    Bang! He went down like a a guy hit in the head. 
 
    Sally smiled and nodded, took my hand and led me over his body and out of the office. The last thing I did was drop his ‘trophy’ in his lap. He just groaned and looked up at me and rubbed the blood seeping from a huge discolored area. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! You really smacked that him!” 
 
    We were hustling for home. We didn’t know if the police would be interested in a couple of desperados smacking an asshole on the head with his own good work, but we didn’t want to find out. 
 
    “Boy, he was weird though.” 
 
    “Did you see how quick he fell when I hit him?” 
 
    Sally smiled, “Good thing you were a guy.” 
 
    “I really didn’t want to hit him. But this guy, brrr,” I shivered. 
 
    We talked about men as gay, and how female gay was, and the different ways they responded. The odd thing was, they responded like girls, but they still had a testosterone-y feel to their actions. 
 
    Finally, we reached Sally’s apartment. Nobody had stopped us, and we walked up and let ourselves in. 
 
    As soon as I closed the door Sally locked it, then grabbed me around the waist and pulled me to her. Our tits pressed together as she kissed me. Her lips felt so delicious, and I began to feel her boobs. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered, pulling me into the bedroom. “You are so messing my mind.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I spoke huskily, my blood rising, my estrogen working like testosterone does for a man. I pushed her back on the bed and began shucking my clothes. I was unused to female clothing, however, and she was naked before me. She watched as I struggled with the bra. I flexed my arms up behind me, a very unnatural thing for a male, and worked the fingernails over the clasps, trying to undo the thing without breaking a nail. 
 
    “I feel like I’m more alpha than you, and it’s bringing out the beast in me. You’re making me hornier than a male. I have never lusted for anybody in my life, as I do for you.” 
 
    “Oh, finally!” I threw the bra to one side, shimmied out of my panties, and climbed onto the bed. I crawled up between Sally’s legs and she reached her arms out to me. 
 
    We kissed, long and slow, taking our time and letting the pleasure build. And the heat. And the moisture in our groins. 
 
    “You want the dildo?” 
 
    She looked at me with the oddest look, then she said, “Can you wear it?” 
 
    “You bet your titties!” 
 
    I jumped out from between her legs and off the bed. I opened the drawer and pulled out the strap on. And inside I was exulting. A dick! I get to have a dick again! 
 
    In a trice I was back between her legs, and now I stopped at her box and started using my tongue. And, baby, did I use it. I slurped, I sucked, I nibbled, I bit. I virtually inhaled that moist pussy, and she started wiggling and groaning and holding my head to her junction. 
 
    Then I slid up and munched on her bosoms. I kept one hand down between her legs and used two fingers to search for her g spot. 
 
    “Ah, God!” she writhed and twisted and tried to fuck my fingers back. She arched her back and I pulled on her nipples. 
 
    And, feeling very male-like, I knelt and pressed the dildo to her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she paused and held onto my upper arms and gazed into my eyes. It was like she was hypnotized by lust. Yet, wasn’t I? Also? 
 
    I pushed forward, and it was comfortable and weird at the same time. The dildo was set a little higher on my frame than my dick had been, and it required different motions, different muscles. But it was a dick! And it reminded me of all the manly I was…had once been. 
 
    I slowly sank the plastic peter into her snatch, and loved the way she drew in her breath. 
 
    I tell ya, there is nothing like the feeling of a prick pushing past your membranes, filling up your sex, making you feel submissive, and yet like you have conquered the world. And I realized this not just from the male perspective, but from the female viewpoint. 
 
    “Oh, God! I love you. And…you remind me so much of Brad.” 
 
    Ah, yes, Brad. I was him, I was me, at least for a little while, and I began to drive into her harder, letting her feel the difference between a male initiated cock and a female initiated cock. 
 
    And it was different. For a moment the alpha look left her eyes, and she gave her self up to pleasure, to being a woman. 
 
    She began to hump and buck, and I had to move quick and fast, because I didn’t weigh as much as I once did, and I didn’t have the muscles, and I was in danger of being thrown off. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” She began to spasm, and I knew it was starting. I grabbed her nipples with my red tipped fingers and scratched them. It was something I liked, so I knew she would, and she did. 
 
    She gave a funny screechish sort of yelp, humped up, and the damn burst. Her eyes rolled back and she held on to me and rode the tsunami. for a long moment she twitched and jerked, and then she started to come down. 
 
    I didn’t pull out, I just stopped moving. And she could feel me in her and just enjoy the sensations without the urgency. 
 
    “Oh…that was sublime,” she sighed. 
 
    I held on to her and loved her, and just engrossed myself in the feeling of her warm flesh complimenting mine, heating me up, making me hornier just by her fleshy ambience. 
 
    Finally, however, I reached a peak of horniness. I cleared my throat. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Uh, have you, uh, forgotten about me?” 
 
    She laughed, then pushed me off. She sat cross legged and looked at me. There was a funny humor exuding from her eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to leave you high and dry.” 
 
    “What?” My voice rose up in protest. “After what I just did to you?” 
 
    “And you did it very well, but there’s something you need to know about being a woman.” 
 
    I was pouting now. I was REALLY horny. I NEEDED some. “What?” I grouched. 
 
    “You go out on a date, the guy’s a hunk, but he doesn’t go for you. He drops you off without a kiss, but your loins are on fire. You are so wet  you are leaving a snail trail. You stomp into your bedroom, you’re breathing hard. You know that he should have fucked you, but he didn’t…what do you do?” 
 
    My eyebrows tilted downward toward my nose. “I don’t know. Jack off?” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    And I got it. In hushed tones I repeated, “Jack off? Really?” 
 
    “Every girl does it, and every girl has to start somewhere. Jacking off, or Jilling off, as we rightly call it, sometimes takes practice. It’s not like men, you whip it out, whip it good, and spit out a frothy mess. A woman has different plumbing, and she has to learn how to do it the right way.” 
 
    I was staring at her and I was all agog. 
 
    “And, fortunately,” she breathed on her fingernails and rubbed them on her chest. “I am the expert who can talk you through it.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And, let me tell you, the first time is the best. Are you ready for your first trip down stimulation lane?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so.” 
 
    “Okay, lay here. On your back.” 
 
    I took her place, head on the pillow, and she sat next to me, kneeling like a zen monk, and staring avidly at me. 
 
    “In front of you?” 
 
    She laughed. “Embarrassed? After I’ve had  my dick in you, and yours in me, and we’ve Jilled each other off?” 
 
    It did sound like I was being stupid, but I couldn’t help it. And, oddly, I think it was some of that male in me that was causing that embarrassment. One of the things I was learning was that men are much more restricted than women. Women are restricted by society, specifically their society, but men are restricted by themselves. And since I had both the male and female viewpoint, I was double restricted, and yet, in a way, double freed up. 
 
    “Okay, rub your nipples a little. 
 
    I did, and my face was bright red. 
 
    “Oh, look at poor you! All humiliated by having a tit. And a slit.” 
 
    I tried to push the embarrassment away. 
 
    “Now, stick a finger in your snatch.” 
 
    Feeling like I was on fire, I did, and it felt good. “Oh.” 
 
    “Yes, a little penetration goes a long way, but the secret of female masturbation is not penetration.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “Definitely not. The key is to rub right here.” She rubbed just a fraction of an inch above my clit. Immediately I felt electricity. 
 
    “Oh, Missy likes that!” Sally giggled. “Now, the trick is to play with your tits, lick them if you can, and your boobs are so fucking big you should be able to do that easily, and keep rubbing that spot above your pussy. 
 
    So I did. I lifted my tits up and sucked on my own nipples, and it felt good. Really good. And I rubbed my pussy, and even slapped it a little. 
 
    “Good! You have an intuitive feel for this. Now, if you feel like rolling a bit, turning on your side, or whatever, feel free.” 
 
    I arched my back, and energy seemed to leap off my tits. I wiggled my hips, and I could feel the button I was rubbing screaming out. 
 
    In truth, I wanted a dick. I wanted penetration. I wanted somebody else to help me. 
 
    But that wasn’t the point here. This was flying solo. 
 
    So I rubbed, and my breathing became harsh and ragged, and Sally said. “Close your eyes. Forget I’m here.” 
 
    That was easy. I had gotten so horny I had forgotten my embarrassment. And I was so close it was easy to forget about everything else. 
 
    “Now, last hint…try to relax. don’t make it happen, let it happen.” 
 
    This last piece of advice was hard, and I rubbed myself for a long minute before I could figure it out. but when I did, I popped. I mean, I BANGED! 
 
    My eyes flicked open and the world was white and I was barely aware of anything else. There was only this explosion, almost male like, deep inside me. My back arced so hard I thought it was going to hurt. I was dimly aware of Sally jumping for joy, literally, next to me. she was clapping her hands and laughing, and my mouth was in an O of surprise and delight. 
 
    And, slowly, the whiteness faded, and I began to see the world again. My body relaxed, and I could breath, be it in short and ragged gasps. 
 
    And Sally said the most interesting thing. 
 
    “A real woman never needs anybody else.” 
 
    And it was true, but I knew it wasn’t totally true. Sure I could Jill off, but I needed her. I needed her warmth and protection. I needed her sweet, moist pussy. I even needed her plastic dick. 
 
    And a part of me started to cry. And tears flowed out of my eyes. 
 
    Sally hugged me then. She held me and comforted me and shushed me. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    But I couldn’t stop crying for a long time. I was crying for my lost dick. I loved being female, but I had started out as a male, and I was losing that. I was adapting and changing, and it was hurting me, even as Sally helped me through it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    We woke early the next day, refreshed and ready to go. Sally gave me a small lesson on make up, and we determined to get me some more clothes, high heels, more sexy underwear, bras that really showed me off. 
 
    We ate a quick breakfast, then we started out with our shopping. 
 
    We were in a lingerie shop, holding up items to our bodies and giggling and laughing, and I suddenly asked. “What am I going to do about identification?” 
 
    “That might be tough, and it might not.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you have to establish yourself. Once you establish yourself, however, the government doesn’t care about you as long as you pay taxes.” 
 
    I thought about that, and I thought about the various possibilities. 
 
    First I would need to get a birth certificate, then a driver’s license. Hmm. 
 
    “How hard is it to make a birth certificate?” 
 
    “Pretty easy, probably. Just go online and find one, then copy it, and then change it to suit yourself.” She was looking at a shelf bra, and I knew what she was thinking. Fuck me bra. And I liked it. 
 
    And that was about all we did that morning. Shop, talk, make plans, and keep a low profile. In the backs of our minds was the afternoon. We were going to go to City Hall and poke around. 
 
    The news paper had been a dead end. And social media we were scared of. Everybody knows the social media is a spy machine for the government. 
 
    But maybe if we went to city hall and nosed around, maybe we could find somebody who knew something, or was sympathetic, who we could speak to with honesty. 
 
    It was discouraging to know that half the United States had gone over to the dark side. The more we watched TV the more was we were convinced that the Democrats had executed a coup, and that the country was changing, now and forever. 
 
    Of course, it always changed, but to be changed against the will of the people? 
 
    Anyway, we tried to keep ourselves cheerful, and we went out to a fancy bistro and ordered veggie sandwiches and ate them. Well, Sally ate them both of them. I only nibbled before I handed mine over to her. 
 
    “How are you ever gonna put some fat on those skinny bones of yours?” She joked. 
 
    “I think it’s you that’s going to be loading up on the fat.” 
 
    She held up a sandwich and looked at it. Veggie sandwiches, now there’s a plot. How come a girl can’t eat what she wants?” 
 
    “She can, if she wants to look like this” and I puffed my cheeks out and looked cross eyed. 
 
    Sally laughed and laughed, and I loved the sound of her laughter. 
 
      
 
    The afternoon came and we drove down to the heart of the city. Traffic was light, which stood to sense now that half the Republicans,  25% of the total population, were women and in some FEMA camp somewhere. 
 
    Still, we didn’t park too close to City Hall. If we had to run for it we didn’t want to get bogged in traffic. Easier to run a couple of blocks than play bumper tag. 
 
    As we walked onto the plaza where City Hall was located we saw the changes right away. 
 
    To the right of City Hall was a table advertising for people to join Black Lives Matter. On the left was a table looking for Antifa recruits. 
 
    As there was a small crowd mingling, we stood around and listened to people for a while. 
 
    In front of the Black Lives Matter table: “You don’t want to join Antifa! They’re fascists!” 
 
    “But they say they’re anti-fascist!” 
 
    “Who do you think is fire bombing and dragging down statues, eh?” 
 
    And, in front of the Antifa table: “Stay away from Black Lives Matter. They’re communists!” 
 
    “But aren’t they for black people?” 
 
    I had to lean in closer to hear the whispered explanation. “They’re not really black!” 
 
    We walked up the steps, winding our way around news crews filming politicians. I had heard it said that a politician never wastes a good disaster, and now I knew it was true. These politicians were spouting all sorts of various things, and seemed awfully happy. 
 
    We entered the rotunda and looked across to where a table was set up and many people were engaged in talking over one another. Over the table hung a flag. On the flag was a circle, and inside the circle was a Blue Jackass. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I whispered. 
 
    We looked at a big menu board, but weren’t encouraged. All the people we  thought we might be able to see were on the second floor or higher, and there were two big guards next to the elevator. 
 
    We wandered up to the Blue Jack Ass table and listened surreptitiously to the various conversations. 
 
    One conversation: 
 
    “We rounded them all up and the judge is pronouncing sentences right now.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen to them?” 
 
    “Damn Republicans, who cares.” 
 
    Another conversation: 
 
    “But they’re women now, we should send them out to service our troops. They’re all whores anyway.” 
 
    Another conversation: “We have to repeal the 19th amendment. These damned Republican women now outnumber the Democratic women, and…” 
 
    And, standing behind a councilman being interviewed: 
 
    “They’re not real women, so they don’t have rights. As far as I’m concerned, they don’t get to vote, and they’re just chattel, property of the state.” 
 
    Suddenly Sally bumped me. I looked at her, and she grabbed my sleeve and pulled me towards an open door. Behind it were stairs, and no guard, and she just managed to get to it before it closed. 
 
    Quickly, we ran up the stairs. 
 
    “Who are we going to see?” 
 
    “Howard Bossoms.” 
 
    “Howard Bosoms?” I queried. 
 
    Sally laughed. “I watched a couple of interviews with him. He’s a Democrat, but he seems to be sympathetic, or at least not vindictive. 
 
    We came to the third floor and walked briskly down the hallway. A few doors down we came to a closed door with frosted glass and the legend, Representative Howard Bossoms. 
 
    We listened, but there was no sound. Sally tried the doorknob, it turned, and we entered. 
 
    An empty waiting room. We walked across a rich rug, passed a desk of exotic woods, and came to the door to Howard Bossom’s place of work. 
 
    Sally tapped. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    We entered. 
 
    It was a big room, lots of furniture. There was a conference table on the right. To the left were several chairs and a big TV set. In front of us was another desk of exotic wood, and behind the desk sat Howard. 
 
    He was an older man, grey hair starting to fringe out. He was wearing spectacles, but his eyes shone behind them. 
 
    “Good afternoon, ladies. What can I do for you? 
 
    We went to his desk, and he motioned us to sit down.  
 
    Sally and I looked at each other, and then I began. 
 
    “I’m pretty scared.” 
 
    “Yes, this epidemic…” 
 
    “It’s no epidemic.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly and watched me. He appeared bland, but I knew that just hid a shrewdness. “How so?” 
 
    “I saw the plane that did the gassing. It was the special police. The plane had a circle with a Blue Jack Ass in it.” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes?” he didn’t appear unduly disturbed. He just sat back and took it in. 
 
    “Well, that’s about it. We’ve tried telling the newspapers, but they…they weren’t interested.” 
 
    He smiled. Then he stood up, came around the table and headed for the wet bar. He seemed to be deep in thought. 
 
    “I hate champagne,” he said, as he poured bourbon into three glasses. “I’m going to splash a little Coke in here. It’s good bourbon, but ladies find the taste a little rough.” 
 
    Sally and I stared at each other. We had just told him the world was ending, or at least the United States, and he was making drinks! 
 
    He returned to us, handed us each a glass, then went back for his own. Shortly he was sitting behind his desk again, musing, getting ready to pontificate. 
 
    “So what makes you think I would be interested in your, excuse me if I say…’tall tale?’” 
 
    “But it’s not a tall tale! It looks like the Blue Jack Asses are a branch of the Democratic party! And they have used weapons of mass destruction—“ 
 
    He lifted one eyebrow. 
 
    “Okay, call it weapons of mass transformation. But they have deliberately attacked the Republican party and changed them into girls. They…” 
 
    I ranted for a half a minute, then just sort of shut. It was his eyes, kind and knowing, that did it. 
 
    “Okay, so let me get this straight.” He leaned back, held his glass of booze as if he was balancing it on his belly, “You were a Republican.” And he looked at me. 
 
    It was an accusation without being an accusation. It was merely a statement of fact without rancor. 
 
    “I…but—“ 
 
    He waved a hand desultorily, “Oh, I don’t care. I’ve got far bigger problems.” 
 
    Sally and my mouths were starting to open. It was plain he knew about the planes and the Blue Jack Asses. 
 
    “The camps are already overflowing. They were supposed to be big enough. And we are having a heck of a time getting enough women to be guards.” 
 
    He looked at us, his eyes filled with Santa Claus humor. 
 
    “We can’t have men guard the Republican women. Oh, no. The women would offer themselves, and the men would take them, and suddenly we would have a bunch of Democrat men turning into Republicans, and we would have to send out the planes again…” 
 
    Now our mouths were fully open. He didn’t just know about…he was fully engaged in. He was virtually admitting complicity. 
 
    He stood up and went to the bar again, poured himself another drink. He looked at us and held the bottle up. We found ourselves shaking our heads at him. 
 
    He came back and sat down. 
 
    “What I would suggest you do,” and he looked at me. “Is go on about your business. I can even help you get official documents, driver’s licenses and so on, should you wish. The camps are too full, and you girls don’t impress me as being overly dangerous, as far as loose cannons go.” 
 
    Sally and I looked at each other. We looked back at him. He chuckled. 
 
    “I know. You’re wondering why I’m being so helpful. Well, first off, as I said, the FEMA camps are full, and what are we going to do with all these extra girls? We’re going to have to eventually let them go, the ones that don’t get sent to entertain the troops, and that means re-educating them with Democratic principles. Lot of work, that. Republicans don’t seem to understand the concept of freedom. They don’t seem to want to do what they are told.” 
 
    He seemed to have no trouble making such a contradictory statement. 
 
    “So go home, go about your business, come see me if you need help with documents, and, oh, and be careful. There’s a very strong possibility that a lot of women are going to be deported.” 
 
    “But…but…” I stuttered, “but I’m of Irish lineage! I had family fight in the revolutionary war!” 
 
    “Irish. Despicable people.” he shook his head, then, politician like, “Present company excluded, of course. Is there anything else?” 
 
    We shook our heads, and we stood up and walked for the door. Right before we reached it I spun around and blurted, “Is there any way to make me back into a man again?” 
 
    He smiled wanly, “There is, but what do you think the chances are that you would be given that potion?” 
 
    And so we left City Hall. We walked down the front steps and trudged two blocks to my Mustang. And when we got there I got into the drive’s seat and we just sat there. Thinking. 
 
    The Blue Jack Asses had won. 
 
    There was no more United States. 
 
    And, on a more personal level, it looked like I would be stuck being a woman for the rest of my life. 
 
    Which wasn’t bad, I liked it, but I needed to dick somebody. Precisely, I needed to dick Sally. She was my woman, and we would probably be stuck as Lesbians for the rest of our lives. And I suppose that wasn’t bad…but I needed to be a man if we really wanted to explore our relationship. 
 
    Tears slowly crept into my eyes, overflowed, and trickled down my cheeks. 
 
    “It’s okay,” said Sally. But she didn’t take me in her arms. I knew that she was having similar thoughts to my own. 
 
    I started up and drove back to her apartment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    We drove down the main street, lost in our thoughts. Me sad for my lost manhood, but already trying to figure things out, how to get fake ID, or real ID, if representative Bossom could be trusted. And that was a question: how do you trust a guy who has just transgendered half of the Republicans in the United States. 
 
    Sally was thinking her own thoughts, and I was pretty sure what they were. Could she commit herself to a Lesbian relationship? Could she live without ever feeling the warmth and wonder of a real, flesh penis? 
 
    We came up to the place where the plane had first flown overhead and gassed me, and I looked at the spot, and wondered at the vagaries of life.  
 
    Suddenly, a plane flew overhead. It flew low, and it was red, and I could see the circle on the side of it with a Red Elephant on it. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I screamed, and then I looked at Sally. She was holding her throat, turning pale, and her eyes were totally panicking. 
 
    I steered to the side of the road and stopped and leaned over to her. 
 
    “Sally!” 
 
    She was unconscious, and I patted her hand, then I grabbed a bottle of water that was in the side panel and poured it over her face. 
 
    She came awake. Her eyes were dazed. “I feel sick. I feel funny! I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    “Sally! Don’t sleep! Try to stay awake!” 
 
    But she shifted to the side, her head leaned against the window, and she started snoring. 
 
    We were only a few blocks from her apartment. We had to get there. I pulled out, there was no traffic now, everybody was stopping their cars, and I saw a man run screaming down the road. His voice was high pitched, like a girl’s and he was holding his chest where two boobs were growing. 
 
    I cursed, and pounded the wheel, and shook Sally, but she slept on. 
 
    Within two minutes I was pulling up to her apartment. I got out and ran around to her door. I opened it and she started to fall out. 
 
    “Wha…?” 
 
    I caught her, and I pulled her, and I yelled at her. “Wake up! We’ve got to get you upstairs!” 
 
    She was heavy, heavier than I remembered, and I got under her arm and started pushing/pulling her up the stairs. 
 
    “I don’t feel well.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s going to be all right.” 
 
    She seemed to be getting heavier, and her arms and chest felt so solid. it was like her tits had disappeared and she had grown muscles. 
 
    We reached the top of the stairs and I managed to stagger her into the apartment. 
 
    She tried to get to the couch, and I struggled to get her aimed towards the bedroom, but I finally gave up. She felt so strong. Even dazed, it was like she was a powerhouse. 
 
    I pushed her onto the couch and she immediately went to sleep. 
 
    I thought about calling for an ambulance, but she was sleeping, snoring loudly, in fact. 
 
    I went to the sink and got a wash cloth and cleaned her face. 
 
    She mumbled, and I stared, her eyebrows were thicker, fuller, and her jaw was becoming hard and angular. 
 
    Her tits had disappeared and I could feel hard ridges of muscle on her chest. I took her clothes off and stared. She had a penis. Small, but getting bigger. 
 
    I covered her with a blanket and tried to deal with my thoughts. 
 
    A Red Elephant. The Republicans were striking back. They were changing Democratic women into men. And Sally was a Democrat! 
 
    That was really going to mess things up. 
 
    25% of the population, half the Democrats, would grow a pair. They would becomes strong and powerful, and they would start to become more manlike, more…Republican! 
 
    What a fine mess. A world of Democrats, suddenly made into real men. And they would be lusting after Republicans made into women. 
 
    Finally, nothing else to do but let Sally sleep it off, I poured myself a drink and turned on the TV. Time to see what new ‘enemy’ the United States had to deal with. 
 
    For a long couple of hours I stared at the TV, and the changes were immense. 
 
    The men on Republican stations were now softer, more concerned with their make up. 
 
    The women on the Democrat stations were suddenly tougher, real take charge men, and the lines of politics began to blur. 
 
    And I watched, and my mind was in a spin, and I kept checking Sally. She was fully changed now. Looked like a damn weight. lifter, muscles all over the place, and when I lifted the blanket I had covered her with I couldn’t believe my eyes. 
 
    Her penis was big, bigger than mine had been. It was long, and thick, and it was hard. Real hard. And throbbing. 
 
    Cautiously, I reached a hand out and touched it. 
 
    What a massive engine of pussy destruction! 
 
    And Sally stirred. “What?…What happened?” Her voice was deep and husky. 
 
    I put the blanket down and moved up to watch her face. 
 
    She opened her eyes. She still had a bit of make up on them, residual color from shadow, a bit of lipstick, but there was no mistaking the fact that she was a man, with a masculine face. 
 
    And the penis under the blanket totally backed that up! 
 
    “Sally, can you hear me?” 
 
    She smiled. Her lashes were shorter, her hair was shorter, her teeth were strong enough to bite sharks with. 
 
    “Hi, ba—my voice!” 
 
    She sat up in panic. She moved quick and sure, like a man. 
 
    “It’s okay! It’s okay!” And I tried to hug her. 
 
    But now she wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly, like a woman. Now she was feeling hard and masculine, and she wanted to get things done. 
 
    “What’s happened to me?” 
 
    “A plane went overhead. You got gassed, you turned into a man.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she jumped to her feet and ran into the bathroom. 
 
    For a long moment I waited for her to scream. But men don’t scream. 
 
    I followed her into the bathroom. 
 
    She stood in front of the mirror and was touching her cheek with her hand. She studied her bare chest, the light smattering of hair, the way her thick muscles were corded over her frame. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I grabbed her hand and led her back into the bedroom. I sat her down. 
 
    “What is going on?” 
 
    “You had a nightmare, but it’s changing into a dream.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I cupped his face—time to stop thinking of her as her, and start thinking of her as him—and kissed him tenderly. 
 
    Confused, not sure what was happening, he started to respond and kiss me back. 
 
    I pushed him back and crawled onto him. I sat on him, and his dick rose up, a monstrous thing, right in front of me. It was so long it touched my belly, and it felt like an oak tree. 
 
    “Missy?” 
 
    “Sal,” I said, and I stroked his penis. “I was scared. I was scared that I would have to live as a woman, and you as a woman, and we would miss out on all those man/woman things.” 
 
    He started to grunt, and I knew his balls were roiling with fluid just waiting to be spent. 
 
    “But now things have changed, and I’m no longer scared. I’ve got you to protect me, and I will take care of you. I will love you, and feed you, and even have babies, if that happens. 
 
    He was getting hotter, and I was already hot and boiling. He was rigid like a baseball bat, and nearly as big, and I was moist enough to take it all. 
 
    He began to moan, to make deep, guttural sounds. His hips began to move up and down. 
 
    “Sal, baby, are you ready for your first fuck as a man?” 
 
    And Sal, though confused and dazed and changed into something that he, as a she, never expected, nodded his head. 
 
    I squatted over him then, and I held his dick with one hand and placed it between the lips of my orifice. 
 
    His eyes were wide, wondering. He was going through sensations he had never even imagined existed. 
 
    “Okay, baby, here we go.” 
 
    I slid down, down, down. He opened me up, filled me, and my breath caught. 
 
    He was better than another pussy, better even than a plastic dildo. He was alive and warm, and I could feel his heart beating with love. 
 
    And I know that my heart was filled with love. 
 
    And I fucked him. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jackson was about the meanest boss in the world. Never a kind word. Never a please or thank you. Nothing but frowns and barked orders. And the day he took away Christmas bonuses was the topper. 
 
      
 
    “Wow. the company must really be in trouble.” Ann shook her head sadly. She was thirty, had dark brown eyes and black hair. Her white complexion really made her eyes pop, and the dress code really made her boobs pop. She was Jackson Rand’s personal secretary. 
 
    Rand Enterprises had a very strict dress code. All women must be made up, wear tight fitting pencil skirts and white blouses. Nylons and high heels a must. 
 
    “The company’s not in trouble at all,” scoffed June. She was a blonde, curvy red lips, a bigger chest than even Ann, and worked in accounting. 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Mia. Mia was a petite knock out. A redhead with a splatter of sexy freckles, green eyes and a body to die for. she worked in tech. 
 
    June leaned across the table conspiratorially, which placed her rather large boobs on the table. “You girls want to know the real reason the Grinch stole Christmas?” 
 
    The other two girls leaned forward, and June explained in a very low voice. 
 
    “He’s going to the Islands. He’s meeting his mistress. And he needed a little extra money for that.” 
 
    Ann and Mia stared at her. Their mouths were open. 
 
    “He had a late lunch last week, forgot his cellphone, he always does that, and I peeked at it. I saw his calendar for the week, I saw his plane reservations, and I saw texts where he told his lover, with much ‘LOLs’, how he was going to take away our Christmas bonuses to be with her. 
 
    The other two girls sat in shock, and their shoulders slowly slumped. They had worked hard all year. They had put out, and put up with his domineering personality, and this is what they got. 
 
    For a long minute they sat and stared at their salads, then Mia looked up. There was fire in her green eyes, and a set to her jaw that boded trouble for someone. 
 
    “You say he left his cell in his office.” 
 
    Ann: “He gets in a hurry and just walks out without it. If I see it I remind him, but I don’t always see it. Why?” 
 
    “Can you get me that phone for 15 minutes?” 
 
    “Sure. But I repeat…why?” 
 
    “Because I’m pissed off and I want to know more. Get me that phone.” 
 
    Ann blinked. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    That very afternoon Jackson took a two hour lunch. He wined and dined a lady rep from the state, who didn’t turn out to be from the state after all, but was really a high priced escort. Jackson didn’t want to be interrupted, so he deliberately left his cell phone. Ann immediately ran it across the hall to tech. 
 
    Mia was working alone, everybody else had gone to lunch. She was hoping Ann would bring the phone. 
 
    Quickly, she hooked the device up to her big mainframe. First she downloaded everything. Then she popped a little spyware app into the thing. Finally, less than fifteen minutes had passed, she handed it back to Ann. 
 
    Ann returned it to Jackson’s charger. 
 
      
 
    Two days later Jackson was due to fly out to the islands. Ann took him to the airport, an excruciating two hour trip during which he made rude comments, fired people on the phone, and generally conducted himself like a louse. 
 
    Ann got no extra pay, nor even a simple ‘thank you’ for driving long past quitting time. 
 
    She was about to pull away from the curb when she saw a tall brunette, very severe make up, hair tied back tightly in a bun, stride through the crowd. 
 
    Curious, she watched the woman. She watched her turn into the very terminal she had dropped Jackson at, walk through the crowd and right up to him, and slap him in the face. 
 
    Slap him in the face? Her boss? The original Grinch? 
 
    Then a cop tapped Ann’s hood and she had to move on. But as she drove home she couldn’t stop wondering. 
 
    Slapped him in the face. And it didn’t look like a soft slap. Right in the middle of a crowded airport terminal. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Suddenly her phone rang. She ran it through the car speaker. “Hi, Mia. What’s up?” 
 
    “What’s up is I need you back here pronto.” 
 
    “What? I just did the long drive to the airport and—“ 
 
    “Never mind that, I have discovered the pot of gold.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The stuff dreams are made of.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I am talking about Christmas all year round. Now get your sexy ass back here. Pronto.” 
 
    Mia hung up, leaving Ann in a state of double WTF. First some mean looking bitch slaps Jackson in the face, then Mia lays some mystery on her. Well, it had better be good. And she took the next exit, got turned around, and headed for the office. 
 
      
 
    June was already at the office when Ann arrived. She had a puzzled expression on her face as she greeted Ann. 
 
    “Okay, bitches,” chortled Mia, “Come with me.” 
 
    They entered tech and Mia led them to a small room in the back. In it was a big computer. Mia sat them down, turned on the computer, and began typing. 
 
    “First off, there is this.” She pulled up a spread sheet. It listed a couple of years of expenditures. There were a lot, and quite a few of the squares had been outlined in red. 
 
    “The red squares are off the books. Hard to find, but easy if you’re me.” She grinned. 
 
    “So what…wait a minute.” June leaned forward, examined the entries. “These are…this is weird. I can see how he did it. He’s running it right through the company, but…” 
 
    “But it’s illegal.” 
 
    “According to the IRS,” June’s breath caught.  
 
    “Do we have to worry that Mr. Asshole is going to get us shut down?” 
 
    “Oh, no. No way anybody can find this. Only a highly trained and savvy tech person like myself,” she puffed on her knuckles and rubbed them against her chest, “can find this stuff.” 
 
    “But we have something to use against him,” Ann stated. 
 
    Mia smiled. In all the smiles Ann had ever seen, that was the most insidious, nefarious, secretive smile of all. 
 
    “We don’t want to do that.” 
 
    “We don’t?” June asked. “Doesn’t that make us complicit?” 
 
    Mia ignored that statement. “You see, then there is this.” She clicked a button and the screen opened up, June’s and Ann’s eyes opened up, and then, slowly, the future opened up. 
 
    A woman. Severe make up. Hair back in a bun. Looking like the bitch from Hell. Standing. With a whip coiled over her shoulders, wearing a black, leather outfit that showed off her tits. Sitting, legs spread, sneering into the camera. On a bed, no clothes. 
 
    “I saw her at the airport,” Ann blurted. 
 
    “And well you should. She is the focus of all these expenditures that are so illegal and which eventually robbed us of our Christmas.” 
 
    Ann and June were shocked, and still puzzled, then Mia tapped the keyboard again. “And then there’ s this. 
 
    The pictures on the screen were taken by the woman with the whip. Pictures of Jackson Rand. Naked, on his knees. Eating the severe woman’s pussy. Wearing a dress. His junk locked up in a strange device… 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A chastity tube,” breathed Mia. 
 
    …tied to a bed with red stripes on his buttocks and back. In a maid’s outfit with full make up. Taking a strap on up his… 
 
    “Wow!” June and Ann both blurted at that last picture. Jackson was on all fours, and there were several angles. The rear, showing the big dildo slamming into his rectum. The side, showing his back arching downward as he was ruthlessly penetrated. The front, showing his eyes, all made up with mascara and eye shadow, rolled back in his sockets. His lipstick was very red and sexy, too. 
 
    Stunned, Ann and June sat back in their chairs. Mia was already sitting back, and with a Cheshire grin wide enough to eat the moon. 
 
    “Do we have what we think we have?” Ann asked. 
 
    “Complete control of Jackson Rand enterprises,” Mia said. 
 
    “Oh. My. God.” June muttered. 
 
    Ann said, “We can write checks, pay ourselves as we wish, make that asshole get down on his hands and knees and lick our tootsies. 
 
    “My pussy,” blurted Ann. 
 
    “My asshole,” sighed Mia. Then Mia sighed again, and she said, “But, there are problems, and, there is more.” 
 
    Ann and June cocked their heads. Another shoe was about to be dropped, and they couldn’t imagine it being bigger than what they already had. 
 
    “First, we can’t just write ourselves checks. Jackson has driven this company to the breaking point, and we need to put it back together. There’s 500 employees depending on us. 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “We couldn’t hurt the people here.” 
 
    Mia: “But, while we spend the next few days resurrecting Rand Enterprises, and while Jackson Rand is getting his submissive, little ass whipped to a frothy red, there is one more little item that we will be able to use against him. 
 
    June and Ann watched the smaller woman. 
 
    Mia smiled. It was a tight smile, the corners of her mouth going up and leaving her full lips in a beautiful little crescent shape. 
 
    She reached forward and tapped the keyboard. 
 
    The screen was black. Nothing there. Ann and June looked at each other  in puzzlement. 
 
    “This, my dear bitches, is the feed from Jackson Rand’s cell phone.” 
 
    “But it’s black!” Ann protested. 
 
    “Because it’s in his pocket. When he takes it out we will have a real time feed on anything and everything our perverted little boss does.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. And double yes.” 
 
    “Now, I’m going to go home, have some ice cream, and come back tomorrow and see what we have captured.” 
 
    “But what if he just lays it down somewhere?” 
 
    “Then he does. But, I researched the resort he’s staying at, and told them to have one charger placed on the dresser in the bed room. I even told them which way I wanted it facing. The odds are in our favor.” 
 
    And that was it for the impromptu ‘briefing,’ and the girls went home, to ice cream and vibrators and dreams in the night. 
 
      
 
    The next day they all reported for work, even though it was the weekend. They all trundled into the same, little office as the night before, and they all sat down and watched the computer screen. They all had big cups of Starbucks, they were all wearing loose clothes that would NEVER come close to the company dress code. And Mia clicked the keyboard. 
 
    Blackness. And disappointment. 
 
    “We just have to scroll to real time,” explained Mia. 
 
    So they watched several hours of blackness pass in a couple of minutes, then a jiggly picture appeared. 
 
    A back walking away. A bare back. Throwing himself onto the bed, his arms and legs spread. 
 
    The woman, wearing the tight, leather mistress outfit, tied scarves around his wrists. She tied them tight. 
 
    Then she sat on the side of the bed and said something to Jackson. 
 
    “Sound?” I asked. 
 
    “Sorry,” muttered Mia, and she tapped the keyboard. 
 
    “…issed me?” 
 
    “With all my heart.” Jackson’s voice was no longer proud and haughty. It was like a school boy’s begging not to be flunked. 
 
    “And have you jacked off?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good, because you know what the punishment is for illegal cums.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Are you ready for what is about to befall you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    The woman got up, moved around the bed, picked something up from off screen, then leaned over Jackson’s ass. It was a butt plug. It was big, and had Barack Obama’s likeness on it. 
 
    She sucked on it for a moment, then pushed it into his ass. 
 
    Jackson grunted and arched up. “Oh!” His voice came loud and clear. 
 
    “And this is all recorded,” June said, absorbed by what she was watching. 
 
    “Every dirty pixel,” Mia said. 
 
    The woman unlocked the chastity tube and placed it aside. 
 
    “Does he wear that all the time?” asked Ann. 
 
    “He will now,” laughed Mia. 
 
    The woman began to work him over. She pressed on the butt plug, stroked him until he was big and red and dripping, then whipped him, with a real whip, until his ass was red, he was sobbing, and his dick was near spurting. 
 
    Then she backed off, had herself a drink, and exchanged a little small talk with Jackson. 
 
    It was so odd, to see him all tied up and crying, trying to maintain a conversation with the woman who was whipping his ass. 
 
    After a couple of hours of this the woman slapped his balls until he was soft and put the chastity tube back on him. Then she let him up and told him to get ready for lunch. 
 
    Jackson got ready all right. He picked up a bottle of Nair and headed for the bathroom. He came out hairless, and pulled on panties and a bra… 
 
    “He’s got tits!” 
 
    And he did. Mia explained, “One of the expenditures were for hormones. Our big, bad boss is trying to grow a pair. And I don’t mean balls.” 
 
    They all laughed, and Mia slowed the picture on the computer so they could study his growing, little mounds. They were cute. Easily disguised with a compression shirt. And they looked like they had the potential to get bigger. A lot bigger. 
 
    …and a corset which made his figure quite slender, and emphasized his boobs, he was wearing a shelf bra and the nipples would plop right through a blouse. 
 
    And he rolled up nylons and fastened them to the straps hanging from the corset. 
 
    And high heels. 
 
    And then, the piece de resistance…make up. 
 
    Mr. Big, Bad, Studly Boss was accomplished at the application of cosmetics. He cleaned and moisturized, he put on foundation and light blush. He curled his eye lashes and applied mascara. Then his lips became all kissy as he put on a thick coat of lip stain. 
 
    Not lipstick, but the longer lasting stuff. Stain. 
 
    And gloss. 
 
    The woman came back into the room. She was wearing a dress which showed her boobs. It was very stylish and looked extra fine with her long legs and heels. And her hair was now undone. She had thick, gorgeous hair, and it spread over her creamy shoulders in a gentle wave. 
 
    No trace of the harsh mistress who slapped his face and beat his ass. Now she was a kind looking, gorgeous babe. 
 
    He pulled on a dress, slipped into his heels, and she put a wig on him. 
 
    Ready to go. 
 
    They walked out of the room all ready to crack crabs and eat caviar. And drink champagne. And get drunk and do it all again. 
 
    On the company dime. 
 
    The girl’s dime. 
 
    The employee’s Christmas bonus. 
 
    The girls all sat and were immersed in heavy thoughts. 
 
    Jackson Rand. Under their thumb. A big man with a big secret. An asshole if ever there was one. 
 
    And in that moment of reflection, waiting for the next chapter in their sexy, little soap opera, each of the girls made up their minds. They were going to bring Jackson down. And save the company. And there was nothing Jackson could do about it. 
 
      
 
    Ann picked up Jackson at the airport. There was no trace of make up on his face. There was no unsightly bulge in his slacks. He looked relaxed, and ready to go, and mean as ever. 
 
    “I see my calendar needs a little work.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Ann replied, watching him in the rear view mirror. 
 
    “You really should clean this car better.” 
 
    “I will, sir.” 
 
    “I need to call a meeting. Things are getting slack and we need to tighten things down. This is a professional company.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Jackson gave orders and complained all the way to the offices. Ann let him out, parked the car, and rode the elevator up to the 20th floor. 
 
    “How was he?” June asked. 
 
    “Same old same old. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes. We just need Mia to…here she is.” 
 
    Mia strode down the hallway. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. The sweat shirt read ‘Tax the Rich.’ She was carrying a keyboard and a mouse. The keyboard and the mouse were already hooked up to Jackson’s big wall monitor. 
 
    “Ready, bitches?” 
 
    “Lead on, head bitch,” June said, and they all giggled. Then, marching in step, they entered the back corridor, walked down to Jackson’s office and pushed the doors open. 
 
    Jackson was sitting at his desk, his hand between his legs, a drink to one side, and he looked up in shock. “What the hell!” He rapidly pulled his hand up. It looked a little tense. Like he had been doing something to himself below the desk. 
 
    “Jackson, we’ve come to talk.” 
 
    The girls moved chairs in front of the desk and sat down. 
 
    Jackson goggled, then said into the phone, “I’ll have to get back to you.” Then he turned red, and he whispered into the phone, “Yes, my love.” Which was apparently not loud enough, for a moment later he repeated, in a louder voice, “Yes, my love.” 
 
    He hung up the phone and glared at us. 
 
    “What the hell is going on? And you, why are you wearing that…that stupid sweat shirt? There’s a dress code here! And you two, why aren’t you—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” Ann yelled. 
 
    Jackson’s face froze, was stunned, then started to turn red. He was about to ratchet up and start screaming. The girls had all heard him scream before. They had heard him yell at a secretary for eating a donut at her desk. He had yelled at a mail boy for being ten minutes late with the mail. He had yelled at salespeople, and technicians, and even strangers on the street. 
 
    And he had gotten away with it. He was big and bullying, and…no more. 
 
    Mia tapped on the keyboard and the screen on the wall on the right side of the room lit up. 
 
    Jackson couldn’t help himself. He turned and looked, and his mouth dropped open. 
 
    There he was, on the screen, looking into the camera. Full make up. Charcoal eyes and red lips, very feminine looking. Eye lashes curled, long hair hanging down the sides of his face. 
 
    “I…what…I don’t…?” He stuttered helplessly. Caught by his own visage. Damned by his own make up. 
 
    The picture was a still, and Mia tapped a key. A cartoon speech balloon appeared. It said: 
 
      
 
    My name is Randy. 
 
    I’ve been a bad girl. 
 
    Please spank me. 
 
      
 
    He turned to the girls, his face the deepest shade of purple they have ever seen. But it wasn’t anger, it was embarrassment. ‘Please,’ he mouthed, but no sound came out. 
 
    “Watch,” Ann admonished. He turned his attention back to the wall monitor. 
 
    Another picture. Him on a bed. Naked. A woman caught uncoiling a whip across his back. His back was criss crossed with red stripes. 
 
    Another picture. Him wearing a bra and a corset, sitting on a bed rolling up nylons. 
 
    Another picture. Him putting mascara on his eyes, his mouth open in an O as he stretched his face in concentration. 
 
    Another picture. And another. And another. 
 
    And then the video. Scenes of the woman with the whip on vacation. 
 
    Scenes of her lashing him mercilessly, playing with his cock. Teasing him, making him cry, putting on the chastity tube, screaming at him to eat her pussy better. 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    The clip finished. Jackson sat down, a totally crushed man. He was like that final scene in King Kong. The giant ape is laying dead on the street, and Carl Denham says, ‘It was beauty killed the beast.’ 
 
    Except, in this case, it was three beauties. 
 
    A whisper: “What do you want.” 
 
    Mia said, “First of all, we want you to speak up.” 
 
    He looked up, a crushed, despondent, hopeless man. “What do you want?” 
 
    June said, “I’d like a manicure. I would die for nails as pretty as Randy’s.” She positioned her face coyly and made a brushing motion with her slender hand. 
 
    Ann and Mia giggled. Ann said, “I’d like a Maserati. A convertible. With a built in bar.” 
 
    More giggles. 
 
    “Please,” begged Jackson, forever after to be known as Randy, “Tell me what you want?” 
 
    Mia, always the more practical one, took the reins. 
 
    “Several items come to mind. Let’s start with the most obvious. Call that woman and tell her her services are no longer required.” 
 
    “But she’s got pictures! She might…” 
 
    “Tut tut. Don’t bother us with details. Now call.” 
 
    Broken, he reached for his cell phone. 
 
    “Put it on speaker.” 
 
    Staring at Mia, looking like a dog about to be hung, he hit a contact, then put the phone on speaker. 
 
    “How’s my little Jerk Off?” 
 
    Her pet name for him, and the girls almost lost it right there. They had heard her call him that, but to hear it all again, in real time…they placed hands over their mouths and stifled their mirth. 
 
    “Uh, I can’t see you anymore.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “You dare speak to me that way? Do you know what I will do to you?” Her voice lost that pleasant banter and became a hiss. A woman scorned. Or maybe a woman’s pocket book scorned. 
 
    “I can’t see you anymore. I’m going to hang up.” 
 
    “I’ve got pictures, videos, receipts. I’m going to put them on the internet.” 
 
    One thing about Randy, he wasn’t stupid, and he managed to come up with a counter. “The IRS would love to talk to you about all those very expensive gifts I’ve given you.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “You fuck.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    “Fuck you  you fucking fu—“ 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    The girls smiled as one. Three Cheshire cats, all in a row. 
 
    “Next item. Read this over the loud speaker.” 
 
    Mia tapped a key and the wall monitor filled up with a memo. 
 
    “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “We don’t have the money!” 
 
    And it was true. The company had the money, but Randy had used it to have a vacation, and now the company didn’t have the money.  
 
    “Randy, Randy,” June smiled at him. “The company doesn’t have any money, but you do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It was very nice of you to take out a loan on your house.” 
 
    “What! I didn’t…you can’t…that house is paid off!” 
 
    “Not any more,” three girls smiling. 
 
    Mia: “Read.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” He revolted. Which the girls had expected. 
 
    “The recordings you have seen are in the cloud, planted in unsuspecting computers everywhere, and even addressed to your grandmother.” 
 
    His mouth opened. 
 
    “What do you think mama would think if she saw you having such fun?” 
 
    Short revolt. He hung his head and pulled his desk mike forward. He turned to the wall and read, and his voice could be heard throughout the building. 
 
    “The subject of Christmas bonuses has come up again. I am pleased to say that everybody will be getting double the bonus. Checks will be cut this Thursday by six o’clock. Please pick up your checks at that time and take Friday off. Thank you for being a wonderful company, and Merry Christmas.” 
 
    They could hear the cheers erupt all through the building. We could hear people yelling at each other,  screaming congratulations and holiday happiness. 
 
    Ann, June and Mia smiled. 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy no. We’re just getting started.” 
 
    His face was ashen. 
 
    Mia tapped a key and another memo appeared on the wall. 
 
    He didn’t try to revolt this time, he simply picked up the mike and keyed it. “Will the following people please report to my office. Marsha Black, Sandra Cummings, Trisha…” he called a dozen women’s names, then pushed the mike away. 
 
    They waited. 
 
    The ladies came in, all. twelve of them. they looked a little crestfallen, a little afraid. 
 
    Randy said, “I realize the company has been remiss. It’s all my fault, and I’d like to make amends. Marsha and Sandra, you now have extended maternity leaves. Please take six months to be with your newborns. Your checks will be mailed to you every week, and  your jobs will be waiting, at increased pay, when you return. 
 
    “You other ladies, I have been remiss in assisting you with parenting. We are going to open a daycare within two weeks. It will be free, and you will be given whatever time you need to make sure it meets your expectations, and to visit your children during the day. My apologies for this mistake, and there will be an extra bonus in your next paycheck.” 
 
    The ladies couldn’t believe their ears. They cried, and they hugged each other, and they even forgot that Randy was the meanest man in the world and they thanked him. Two of them even hugged him, which brought forth big grins from Ann, June and Mia. Watching their boss meet his comeuppance in hugs was more delicious than could be imagined. 
 
    The ladies filed out, and Mia put another message on the wall.  Randy pulled the mike to him and called a half a dozen men’s names. Shortly, the half a dozen men, looking puzzled, filed into the office. 
 
    “Gentlemen. You are fired for being sexually abusive. You will get no severance, you will receive no recommendation for future employment. Get out of here.” 
 
    That brought forth stunned silence, then some nasty remarks, and then a sad troupe of unemployed idiots. 
 
    Randy looked at the three women. Surprisingly, his eyes were clear. He actually looked calm. The fact was, doing the right thing had actually brought him a little bit of spiritual relief. 
 
    People know when they are being bad, and he had known, and now he wasn’t. It was making deep changes in his psyche. 
 
    “Okay, Randy, well done on your progress, but the changes are just starting. Here’s how it’s going to go. We are in charge of this company. We will tell you what to do, what to sign, everything. You will not put your signature to a piece of paper, or even make a verbal agreement, until we okay it. All three of us. We will have daily meetings to discuss this procedure.” 
 
    “Is that all,” his voice was low, his situation was starting to effect him again. He had done a momentary good deed in helping abused ladies and firing sexual harassers, but he was still a pervert who had stolen from his company and betrayed the 500 people who worked there. 
 
    “Not a chance, Randy, baby.” Ann smiled. “Now, you already know that we have the goods on you, and you know everything is being held back. But you do have one possible hope.” 
 
    “I do?” And that actually confused him. 
 
    “Absolutely,” said Mia. “You see, if we reveal you, we lose our club. If everybody knows, then you have nothing more to fear. So we are in a stand off, be it with us girls having the upper hand. So, you will do what we say. In everything. No protests. No complaints. No trickery. If you don’t, we will send your little sex file to your grandmother.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to object but Mia held a palm up to stop him, 
 
    “If you refuse to follow our instructions again, we will send it to other immediate family members. And then to the family at large. And then to the company. And then to your business competitors. And then to the world at large.” 
 
    He looked like a fish then, opening and closing his mouth, stunned by the girl’s perfidy. 
 
    “But…I…you…” 
 
    June, Ann and Mia watched, and waited and smiled, and enjoyed his predicament. 
 
    Randy hung his head. His mind raced frantically. But there was no hope for him. 
 
    “Now that we all understand each other,” Ann said, “There’s one last thing. At least for today.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    “But…I…” now he was embarrassed all over again. 
 
    “Stand up,” steel in her voice. 
 
    He stood up, and his dick sprouted from his pants. He had been jacking off when they had entered, and he was still hard. 
 
    The girls grinned.  
 
    Ann, “I thought so. I can’t tell you how many times I have suspected…” 
 
    He started to put his penis away. 
 
    “No, no,” blurted June. “Finish yourself off.” 
 
    “But…me…now?” 
 
    “Now and here. And be quick about it,” Mia snarled. 
 
    Randy placed his hand on his penis and began stroking. His face was a mess of distraction. He really didn’t want to do this. 
 
    “Play with your nipples,” Ann commanded. 
 
    Dutifully, he reached up and began rubbing a nipple. 
 
    Remove your shirt, open your compression shirt and show us your titties, then keep rubbing. 
 
    His face stunned by what they knew, he followed directions. 
 
    For long minutes he stroked and played with his chubby nipple, but nothing was happening. “I…I can’t…not with you three sitting there!” 
 
    “But you can when the woman with the whip tells you to? When you have full make up on and she has her finger up your butt?” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “Take down your pants.” 
 
    He tried to move slowly, but we wouldn’t let him. 
 
    “Now, bend over the desk.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Keep jacking off.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    Mia walked behind him. On his desk was a tray with cigars. She took one out and inserted it up his rectum. 
 
    He grunted and his eyes got a very far away look. 
 
    Then she started spanking him. 
 
    “When we say cum…we mean cum!” 
 
    Spank. Spank. Spank. 
 
    His face was red, but June and Ann could tell that Mia was turning the trick. 
 
    He started lurching. His eyes rolled a little, and he began to spasm. His upper body jerked, and behind him Mia smiled. “That’s a good bitch,” she said. 
 
    Randy stood up. His dick was leaking all over his desk.  Mia said, “Lick it up.” 
 
    He bent and licked. He was used to such things. 
 
    “Now, put this on.” 
 
    June held out a small, black bag. 
 
    He pulled out a chastity tube. Oh, the look on his face. Caught, gutted and ready for the grilling. 
 
    “And hurry, before you get hard again.” 
 
    He put on the tube and Mia locked a very secure padlock on it. 
 
    “We each have keys. We will have a board meeting whenever you wish to bring up the subject of getting your cock loose.” 
 
    “A board meeting?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re a company asset, and we wish to make sure you are not used frivolously.” 
 
    And, oddly, his face didn’t look terrified. There was something he liked about being in chastity, and the girls made quick note of it. 
 
    “Now, pull your pants up and go home. Report for work tomorrow, eight o’clock—“ 
 
    “But I don’t need to be here until ten!” 
 
    “And you like to leave early, but a real boss should show up early and leave late. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Say ‘Yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Get out of here. And make sure you smoke that cigar on your way home.” 
 
    The ladies all giggled happily. 
 
    Beaten, destroyed, a ruined man, Jackson Rand, now know as ‘’Randy,’ pulled up his pants and left the building. 
 
    The odd thing, the girls were watching him on the security feed as he left, was that people kept coming up to him and thanking him. 
 
    And, at one point, though confused, he actually showed a smile. 
 
    Was there hope for the meanest man in the world?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tuesday morning arrived. Sunshine and cupcakes, everybody came to work, and were greeted with this missive. 
 
     
 
    ‘As comfort makes for a happy company, and since a happy company has better production, the dress code is hereby canceled. As long as you are clean and tidy, wear what you wish.’ 
 
      
 
    Ann walked through the building and listened to the comments.  
 
    “Oh my God! Is this real?” 
 
    “Thank God! I am so tired of heels and pencil skirts. 
 
    “I’m going home. I’ll be back in a half.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    Upstairs she made her way into tech and found Mia. 
 
    “Hey, girl, any news on the Randy front?” 
 
    “He’s been digging into the net all night. He’s looking for loopholes, but what’s he got? ‘My secretaries are blackmailing me, how do I stop them?’ Google hasn’t been very helpful.” 
 
    They laughed, and then saw him on the security cam. It was five minutes before eight and he was taking the private elevator up to his office. 
 
    They smiled at each other. The private elevator was at the end of the hall. Everybody should have had access to it. Well, they would now. Memo time. 
 
    June entered the building. She was wearing a blue linen dress with red leggings. An eyesore that somehow worked. She greeted her friends cheerfully, and, “How’s the big, bad boss?” 
 
    “We’re going to see him right now. Want to come?” 
 
    “Does a chicken want to lay eggs?” 
 
    They left tech, crossed the hall, and entered Randy’s office. 
 
    He had just put his cell phone on the charger, and he turned and looked at the three. The look on his face told them how badly he didn’t want to see them. 
 
    “Hey, Randy. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    June answered for him: “Long loose and full of juice?” 
 
    Mia quipped, “Real short and ready to abort?” Which caused the other girls to break out in hysterics. 
 
    Randy kept a stone face. He sat down. He didn’t say anything, just waited. 
 
    “We’re making your elevator employee friendly.” Ann said. He frowned. 
 
    June said, “We’ve changed the dress code. Everybody can wear what they want, except for you.” 
 
    “What?” Now he was worried. 
 
    June had a paper sack, and she put it on his desk. “Get dressed, and be quick about it.” 
 
    Randy looked into the sack, and his face got pale.  
 
    Nylons. A garter belt. A bra. 
 
    “I…please don’t make me…” 
 
    “Sorry, buddy boy, but you’re made. Now, chop chop.” 
 
    He picked up the bag and, head down, he rounded the desk and headed for the door. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    He stopped and looked at the three women. He was confused. “To put this stuff on.” 
 
    “Right here,” commanded Mia. 
 
    They directed stern looks at him, and he sighed. And he was terribly embarrassed, his face was bright pink as he took off his clothes and put on the sexy underthings. 
 
    “Really…I don’t…” he mumbled and the girls couldn’t make out what he was saying. 
 
    “Speak up, Randy Boy.” 
 
    Instead, he stopped mumbling. Shortly he stood in his glory. Panties and garter. Nylons. A bra, somewhat frilly, and his chest bulged slightly. 
 
    He looked down, and looked ready to cry. Then he began putting his clothes on. 
 
    Finally he was dressed, and he sat down behind his desk. He looked so manly, his specially ordered Burberry double breasted, his extra long, red power tie. His Italian loafers. 
 
    But underneath it they knew he was a sissy. And he knew that they knew. The knowledge in their eyes was delicious, and he stayed nice and red in the face. 
 
    “Okay, time to take apart these staff reports.” 
 
    Ann brought out a sheaf of papers and the meat of the meeting began. 
 
    Randy wasn’t a very good boss. He had taken over the company when his grandfather died a couple of years previous. His grandmother had tasked him to care for the family business, and he had driven it near into the ground. 
 
    Ann educated him about treatment of employees. June schooled him on simple ‘School of Common Sense’ principles. Mia jumped in whenever tech was involved. 
 
    And, after the meeting, which had gone all morning, the girls sat back. 
 
    “Randy Boy. We girls have private matters to discuss. Go buy yourself some high heels. Five inchers. Spikes. Boots are okay, but you will get brownie points for the kind that have straps that criss cross up. Shoo.” 
 
    “But where am I supposed to get heels?” 
 
    “At a heel store. You’re a heel, right? You should feel right at home.” Mia tossed the instruction to him nonchalantly, and the other two girls laughed. 
 
    “But I usually get these…these kinds of things off the internet!” 
 
    “Now where’s the fun in that? I’ll tell you what. Go to Playmates, I know it’s on the 6400 block of Hollywood Blvd. I’ll call and tell them you’re coming. Now get going. Find some shoes, then take a long lunch, then report here for afternoon instruction.” 
 
    Hang dog, Randy walked across the room. 
 
    Mia blurted, “And don’t take the elevator. Use the stairs.” 
 
    He turned and his mouth opened and he looked so delightfully upset. 
 
    “Oh, I’m kidding. You can use the elevator, but just this once.” 
 
    He shut his mouth, went back to being a hang dog, and walked out. 
 
    June and Ann giggled, and Mia looked thoughtful. “You know, we’re going to have to up the game.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s used to being abused. It won’t be long until he’s bored.” 
 
    “And you care if he’s bored?” 
 
    “I care if he doesn’t learn. Keeping him interested is going to keep him aware, and if he is aware he might actually become somebody.” 
 
    That was an interesting thought. And it would not only fix the company, but might make him into something resembling a human. 
 
    “Now, let me make that call, and try something.” 
 
    Mia hit a number on her phone, and: “Talia! How are you? Uh huh. Oh, I loved that. Now, listen, a big burly man is going to come into your story in about, oh, say fifteen minutes. He’s our boss, and he likes to be embarrassed. So this is what I want you to do.” 
 
    She explained the plan, then finished up with, “Say, can I hook into your security feed so we can watch the fun?” 
 
    A minute later the wall monitor lit up with the insides of Playmates. The girls could see long rows of lingerie, tons of shoes. Feather boas, hats, and gimcracks and doodads. 
 
    Nineteen minutes later Randy walked into the store. It wasn’t color, but the girls didn’t need color to see his embarrassment. His body language was jerky, a sad attempt at being cool and not obvious at the same time. 
 
    “That’s Talia.” 
 
    A skinny girl wearing a tee shirt and leggings came up to Randy. There was no audio, but it was obvious she was asking him what he wanted. 
 
    Then she looked at him with disgust. She was upbraiding him for being a man in an underwear shop. 
 
    Mia picked up her phone and called Talia. On the screen Talia glanced at her phone, realized who it was, and answered. 
 
    Talia half turned, grinned at the security camera, which meant she was big-faced and grinning on the huge wall monitor. She looked like she was hanging up, then she turned and faced Randy. And she was holding her phone so the girls could listen. 
 
    “You expect me to believe that? That you want a present for your girlfriend? Sheesh! Of all the perverts. Okay, tell me the shoe size of this so called girl friend.” 
 
    “Well, uh, she’s a big girl, and, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, no. You’re going to tell me she’s the same size as you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Yes.” 
 
    Talia led Randy to the back of the shop. There was a row of tubular chairs on a dirty, grey carpet. She sat him in one and folded her arms and looked at him. “Okay, so this make believe girl friend, what kind of shoes does she want?” 
 
    “High heels. With straps.” 
 
    “So her pretty painted toes can show?” 
 
    June, Ann and Mia looked at each other in shock. Painted nails. Of course! 
 
    Back on the screen Talia went into a store room, then returned with several boxes. 
 
    “Okay, slick, let’s see the tootsies.” 
 
    In the office the girls laughed. 
 
    Randy put his foot on a little stand and just sat there. He was conflicted about something. Then Talia pulled his pant leg up and it was obvious what he was conflicted about. 
 
    Nylons. 
 
    “I know,” groaned Talia. “You wore nylons to better approximate your girl friend’s feet. Right?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Randy couldn’t look at anything. He was mumbling. 
 
    “Speak up, sissy boy.” 
 
    Randy’s head shot up like he had been slapped. 
 
    Ann, June and Mia howled. Sissy boy. Now they had to include it in their own conversations, but without letting him know they were spying on him. 
 
    Talia kept trying shoes on poor Randy. She chose shoes that were too tight, or too pink, or otherwise abusive to his poor, tortured soul. Randy kept mumbling his answers, and Talia kept calling him on it. “Speak up! Sissy boy!” 
 
    A couple of employees moved closer. They were grinning as they checked stock and listened to Talia let loose. 
 
    Finally, he stood up, tall in a pair of spikes with the requisite straps. His toes peeked out the bottom and Talia shook her head. “Don’t you know anything?” 
 
    “Can I pay now?” He was actually asking if he could do something! Not demanding it like a cocksure boss. Could anything be better? 
 
    And, the answer, of course it could. 
 
    Just as Randy put his wallet back in his jacket Talia came around the counter. She glanced up at the security camera with a vicious grin. “Hold it.” 
 
    Randy held it. He froze. He thought he was done and out, but the worst was just starting. 
 
    “If you’re going to be a sissy, then you have to act like one.” 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick off the counter. She grabbed his tie and pulled him down to her level. 
 
    Randy started to struggle, but she snapped, “Don’t make me call Mia!” 
 
    Randy looked like he was crying, but the camera didn’t give enough resolution to be sure. 
 
    Talia painted his lips a bright red. Even on the black and white the girls could tell his lips were now a bright red. 
 
    The two employees started cheering and making comments. 
 
    “Now, I’m calling Mia, and if you don’t walk into her office with this lipstick still in place…I’m sure she’ll be a bit upset.” 
 
    June and Ann high fived Mia. 
 
    Then Randy started to leave the store, and Mia stopped him again. 
 
    “Don’t you want to wear your new shoes home?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I’ll carry them.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Everybody likes new things. Kick those loafers over here and put on your high heels.” 
 
    Randy moved like he was suddenly old. He removed his shoes and slid them along the floor to Talia. Talia nodded at his shoe box. 
 
    Randy took the shoes out and put them on. He laced the straps properly and straightened up. 
 
    Six inches taller, and feeling like he was about an inch tall. 
 
    Finally, he was allowed to leave, to the accompaniment of cheers and laughter. 
 
    “What do you think he’ll do?” asked June. 
 
    Ann: “He’ll either carry the shoes back here, or just slink out and try to fake it. His pants are long enough that he’ll just look a little long-legged.” 
 
    The girls settled in to wait. They changed the computer feed to the building security, and focused on the camera showing Randy’s parking spot. 
 
    Suddenly Ann jumped up and ran out of the room. 
 
    June and Mia exchanged glances and shrugged, and went back to watching the security feed. 
 
    Five minutes later a car pulled into Randy’s parking space. It was Ann, and she got out and, with a big smile on her face, flipped the security cam off. 
 
    She was back in the office four minutes later, and sitting down. 
 
    “I realized he could pull in, jump into the elevator, and jump out right next to the office. This will make it a little more difficult.” 
 
    Twenty minutes later Randy’s car drove into the garage and headed for his spot. The car slowed down, and the girls could see him striking his steering wheel, then it shot past, went down three different rows, and two levels, before he found a parking space. 
 
    All the time the girls were making remarks. 
 
    “Come on, Randy!” 
 
    “It’s just a short walk of shame.” 
 
    “Next time I’m going to disconnect the back elevator. Can you see him walking through the lobby like that?” 
 
    The girls watched him walk through the garage. He move quickly, and it was obvious that he was afraid. Suddenly he stopped and hid behind a car. Two ladies walked past, oblivious of their boss hiding from them. 
 
    The girls laughed uproariously. 
 
    Another level, more hiding and people passing, then he was at the elevator. 
 
    “Oh, excellent, look at this!” 
 
    June and Ann looked at the patch of screen. Janie Hackins was getting on the elevator. Janie and Randy were going to be face to face in seconds. 
 
    The girls leaned forward and studied the screen raptly. 
 
    The elevator door opened and Randy half spun away and covered his lipstick clad face with one hand. 
 
    Janie gave him the strangest look, then she was past and he was getting on. A minute later the girls saw him get off the elevator and scamper to his office. Nobody was there and he made it. He opened the door, stepped in, and was met by a trio of grinning faces. 
 
    He was blushing, had probably been blushing since the shoe store. “I got them.” 
 
    And here was the weird thing. There was an underlying happiness to him. Could it be that he actually liked the embarrassment, and almost being caught? 
 
    Or was it just being able to look like a woman? Finally, after all his years and fantasies and whippings? 
 
    “Okay,” Mia brought the room to order. “Let’s talk about how to read sales statistics.” 
 
    They spent the afternoon discussing how statistics could be read, what kind of incentives sales people needed, and various other things. 
 
    Finally, five o’clock, the girls stood up and stretched. “You know,” said June, “If you had applied yourself to all this sooner this might not have all happened.” 
 
    “Oh, heck,” said Ann. “It would have happened. He’s a sissy boy. Always has been and always will be.” 
 
    Randy mumbled something, probably a protest, but the girls ignored him. 
 
    “One last thing, Randy Baby…take off your clothes.” 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    “No, just your male clothes. Leave the good stuff on.” 
 
    “But I have to go home!” 
 
    “The sooner you give us your male clothes…” 
 
    He started stripping. In a minute the girls had his slacks and suit. His loafers were back at Playmates and he stood tall in his heels. 
 
    “Okay, boss, see you tomorrow.” the three ladies headed for the outer door. 
 
    “But wait! How am I going to get home?” 
 
    “Drive your car?” asked Mia of the other two, and they all chortled. 
 
    “But I need to get to my car, and…and these heels…and these…this underwear!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. About that. Make sure you hand wash your duds, and paint your toenails red, and come back to work the way you’re leaving right now. We’ll put your suit in here early tomorrow morning. You can get it then.” 
 
    Then they cheerfully went home. 
 
     
 
    The building opened up at six the next morning, and the girls were waiting at the gate. Randy took his place in line behind them. When it opened they entered the garage, and this time Mia parked in Randy’s space. 
 
    Randy didn’t stop and pound the wheel, he zoomed past, found the closest space to the elevator and ran back to it. 
 
    The girls hopped on the elevator quickly, pressed the buttons, and giggled. They knew he had to wait for the elevator to return, he would be easy for anybody to see. They could imagine him watching the light that indicated floors and pounding on the ‘up’ button. Terrified. 
 
    They reached the top floor, tossed his suit, all wrinkled, onto his chair, then went back out to the hall to watch him. 
 
    The elevator door opened and he jumped out and ran for the door to his office. Then he stopped. June Ann and Mia filed out of his office. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned in disappointment. 
 
    “You aren’t glad to see us?” 
 
    “Randy boy, how disappointing.” 
 
    And, Mia: “You left here with lipstick. Where is it?” 
 
    But that isn’t…it’s not clothes!” 
 
    “You were supposed to show up like you left. Where’s the lipstick.” 
 
    “But I don’t have any!” 
 
    “Then you’d better get some.” 
 
    Voices out in the big office. People were arriving. 
 
    “But I don’t…please…can you…can you give me some? Do any of you have lipstick?” 
 
    “I do,” chirped June brightly. “But I don’t want your cooties on it.” 
 
    “I’ll buy you some more! Please! Please!” Voices were approaching the hallway. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, faces twisted in amusement. Then June reached into her purse. “Oh, all right. But you’re going to have to get me some new lipstick at lunch.” 
 
    “Okay! All right! Anything. Just please…please.” 
 
    June handed him the gold tube and he frantically turned the base and started applying it to his lips. 
 
    “Mia! Is that you?” A voice drifted down the hallway. “I need to see you about…”               
 
    Randy shrunk into himself, and, just in time, the three girls moved, keeping a tight line, and he squirted into the office. Seconds later he was pulling on his suit, and hoping that nobody was coming in to see him. 
 
    Mia talked to the chubby girl from downstairs for a minute, then the girl left and the three ladies turned to each other. They were grinning. 
 
    “I tell you, he likes it.” 
 
    “He likes being a woman, and he wants to get caught.” 
 
    Yes, he was frantic, desperate, but they could see the excitement in his eyes. And they could see his cock cage dripping. 
 
    “Then we need to keep doing this, and we need to get better, get more creative. As long as we keep him like this he’ll follow directions. If we don’t, he’ll have time to think, to protest, and we don’t want that.” 
 
    With much to think about, the girls went to work. And, as the day before, they spent the time teaching Randy how to run his company, something he should have known, but which he had been too busy getting whipped and beaten to take the time for. 
 
    And the days passed. And as the days passed Randy started getting a little belligerent. They were having him do embarrassing errands, and he frequently had to run through the garage in bra and panties, or stay late at work, afraid that somebody would discover him in his office, all made with nowhere to go. 
 
    After two weeks the girls knew they had to up the stakes. 
 
    “Randy,” June tossed him a bag. “Put these on.” 
 
    He pulled out a pair of breast forms. He was already walking through the building hunched over and in fear of his own tits being discovered. But these breast forms were bigger. Much bigger. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he muttered, but his eyes were shining. He was becoming a literal adrenaline junkie. Excited by having to run through the garage or go buy cosmetics or whatever. 
 
    He took off his jacket and put the new forms over his breasts. 
 
    Now hunching wasn’t enough. Now if somebody saw him they would see bulges. 
 
    And he didn’t complain. His eyes just lit up, and though he said how unhappy he was, he wasn’t. He was getting off on this game. 
 
    They gave him errands, and somehow he managed to navigate the building without being caught. He drank at the water fountain, turned into a room just before somebody could catch him, and slid by without notice. 
 
    And the gleam in his eyes was getting bigger. 
 
    “We’ve created a monster,” muttered June. She was actually getting tired of constantly watching Randy. He was figuring out how to run the company. How to read statistics, how to work spreadsheets, and he was getting good at it. 
 
    Well, of course. He was the founder’s grandchild, there had to be some DNA in him. 
 
    He started complaining, almost daring the girls to do something, and his biggest complaint was his chastity tube. 
 
    “I’m dripping constantly. I need some relief.” 
 
    And he was dripping. His pants would spot up in the front and the girls would catch him stuffing toilet paper in the front of his panties. 
 
    Which led to his next exciting adventure. But it wasn’t an adventure which would risk him being exposed, it was an adventure that risked changing his whole personality. 
 
    Two months in and things came to a head. “Get in here,” Mia snarled. “We’ve had enough of your silliness. Get up on the desk.” 
 
    Puzzled, but not really alarmed, after all, they hadn’t beaten him like his whip woman did, he climbed up on his desk. 
 
    Ann pulled his pants down. No big deal. That had been done plenty of times. 
 
    He knelt on all fours, his bra hanging low, his chastised dick tight between his legs. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “Don’t talk,” and Mia slapped his ass. Hard. 
 
    He grunted, but, again, it wasn’t bad. 
 
    Then June stepped behind him and began putting lubricant on his asshole. 
 
    “Hey! What are you—“ 
 
    “Shut!” Another slap on the ass. 
 
    Then June showed him the prostate massager. It was like a big thumb, and designed to press on his prostate. 
 
    He grunted when they put it in, and now his eyes were wide and uncertain. 
 
    They took turns pushing it in and swirling it around. They located his prostate, and began massaging it. 
 
    Randy’s eyes got even wider. It was pleasurable. He actually liked it. He never thought he would like something up his butt, but he didn’t know what was good for him. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “I’m going to pee.” 
 
    And he did. But not urine…he let out a stream of semen. It came out and felt good and he closed his eyes. No orgasm, but now he was empty. 
 
    “Get down. And the next time you talk about having to cum…this is what you’ll get. 
 
    Unfortunately, that was what he wanted. The very next week he complained of being horny, of being hornier than he had ever been. So the girls massaged his prostate. And the next week, and the next. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to do something about this,” Mia complained. “He’s like a big baby. We’re always coming up with new things, and it’s not punishment, it’s pleasure.” 
 
    Ann said, “I got tired of his whining the other day, so I made him wear a butt plug. All day. And when I told him to take it out he actually looked disappointed. 
 
    The girls sat around and bemoaned their fate for a while, and then Randy came in and had to be played with. And they knew…he was definitely leading from the bottom. 
 
    Fortunately for them, though they didn’t know it, a rescue was at hand. 
 
    It was a Monday and the girls were explaining the facts of life to the smirky Randy, and they heard a commotion at the front of the office. 
 
    Not a big thing, just more of a raised whisper, a hub bub, and they looked at each other. What now? 
 
    But they were busy spanking Randy and they were too busy to be interrupted, so they continued, and, suddenly, the door opened. 
 
    Mathilda Rand walked into the room. The wife of the founder of the company. Randy’s grandmother. The old dame herself. She had stories of starting the company up, of staying up all night to stamp envelopes, of working side by side, tirelessly, with her husband. 
 
    She stopped and took in the scene. 
 
    Randy with his pants off, bent over the desk, unaware of who had walked in. 
 
    Three women taking turns with a ping pong paddle. 
 
    And she said: “This ought to be good.” 
 
    Randy jumped up and spun, and his face dropped. In his mind this was the end. He was fired. Disowned. Out on his red, striped ass. 
 
    The girls jumped back, crestfallen. All their plans were now over. They would be fired.  
 
    Mathilda walked across the room, around the desk, and sat down. She leaned back and said one word: “Explain.” 
 
    “Well, uh, we, uh…” They all talked at the same time and said the same nothing. 
 
    “Stop,” Mathilda commanded, and hers was the voice of iron. She looked at Randy. “Explain.” 
 
    Randy looked down at the ground. His pants were still down, and his chastity tube was easy to see. 
 
    “Well, uh, these girls were helping me learn about…uh, company discipline. We’re exploring ideas about, uh…” 
 
    The three girls stared at each other in shock. He wasn’t throwing them under the bus? Why? 
 
    “That is the biggest load of horse shit I have ever heard in my life.” She pointed at Mia. “You, computer girl, talk.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…like he says…” 
 
    “Why do I see strange computer programs running on company computers?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And what is all that porn doing?” She looked at Randy. “And why are you in the porn?” 
 
    Talk ran out at that point. There was nothing more to be said. 
 
    But Mathilda had plenty to say. “I’ll tell you what those strange programs and the porn is doing…” she glared at Randy. “My numbnuts grandson got caught getting his ass whipped by a dominatrix. 
 
    Jaws started to drop. 
 
    “Then you three idiots found out about it and moved in. It’s obvious from the pictures and videos you’ve saved that you’ve been trying to outdo the dominatrix. Now, the only question is…what are we going to do about it.” 
 
    “Grandmother,” Randy spoke up, and his voice was suddenly surprisingly strong. “It’s all my fault. I got caught, and they tried to teach me how to run a company. Their advice has been invaluable, and they deserve raises.” 
 
    Ann, June and Mia stared in shock. He was actually going to bat for them! 
 
    “Not only that, they’ve taught me something about humility. They’ve showed me how to treat my people and get the best out of them.” 
 
    “Oh, they have, eh?” Her eyes were thin and snappy, her voice was like the growl of a pitbull. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. And I insist they get rewarded, not fired or disrespected in any manner. No matter what you do to me.” 
 
    The room grew silent. The girls were nonplussed and didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Randy was done with his speech, and he was actually standing up like a man. A man with his dick in a device and his ass red and raw, but a man. 
 
    Mathilda clasped her hands in front of herself and began rocking. Her no nonsense eyes dissected the quartet. Finally, she said: “I wondered what the hell was going on down here. Your statistics for the last couple of months have been a rocket. Not even Hiram and I had statistics like those, and I used to whip his damn ass bloody! And I never let him cum! And when he wasn’t working he was down on his knees and sucking my pussy. 
 
    Jaws dropped, all the way to the floor. Eyes opened wide. The atmosphere in the office was as if somebody had dropped a bomb. 
 
    “Oh, don’t look so surprised. The real question now is what do we do about this mess.” 
 
    “Then you’re not going to fire us?” bubbled Ann. 
 
    “Lord no. I’m giving you all a raise. You’ll be Chief Fanny Spankers in charge of bozo brain here. If his stats don’t go up then your salaries will go down. You are tasked with whipping, spanking, putting cherry bombs up his butt if you need to, but his stats will continue to go up if you do what you’ve been doing. So continue. Forget all your current jobs and focus on running him.” 
 
    She jerked her chin at her grandson. 
 
    “But, grandmother.” 
 
    “Oh, shut. You’re just like your grandfather. Without a little slap and tickle you just don’t get the job done. These girls have your ass now, and they’ll do a good job, right?” the old lady glared at the three younger girls. “So you do whatever they say, if they give me a bad report I’ll cut you out of the will. Now, I’m out of here.” 
 
    With that the old lady stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
    The three girls stared at each other, then at Randy. 
 
    “Randy. You didn’t throw us to the dogs,” Ann stated. 
 
    Randy looked at the ground, then up at the three girls. “I know I’m not a very nice person. But you’ve taught me something these past few months. When I walk through the office and people come up to me and thank me for a raise, or helping them with child care, or whatever, it feels good. I never felt that kind of good feeling, and I like it.” He shrugged. 
 
    “So a little spanking has gone a long way.” 
 
    “I hate to say it, but…yes. 
 
    Mia said, “then prepare to go a longer way. Bend over that desk.” 
 
    Smiling, Randy so bent. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
      
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    The Stepforth Husband

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    I Changed My Nephew into a Girl! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Lana is an idiot. 
 
    Lana is my sister, and we have never gotten along, and I couldn’t believe it when she called me up out of the blue. 
 
    “I’m going to Europe, but I need to find a summer home for Chuckie.” 
 
    Oh, great. My least favorite sister is going to saddle me with my least favorite nephew, and…and then I got an idea. 
 
    “Lana, is Charles still cross dressing?” 
 
    “What? Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Don’t avoid the issue. Does Charles cross dress?” 
 
    Silence. then: “Well, maybe a little. Just every once in a while.” 
 
    Huh. He probably wore gowns on the golf course. I said: “Well, I always liked his softer self, so I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I will let Chuckie stay here for the summer as long as he does exactly what I say.” 
 
    “Well, of course he will. He’s a good boy and…” blah blah blah. 
 
    “No, Lana, you don’t understand. I said ‘anything.’ Like what you did for Charles twenty years ago. 
 
    Blah bla—what? I could hear her mind shrieking. “You want to what?” 
 
    “I want to do what you did to Charles 20 years ago.” 
 
    “But I don’t…no. You can’t—“ 
 
    “Good bye.” I hung up. And I grinned, and I chortled, and I poured myself a glass of sherry. I gave her 24 hours and she would come begging. 
 
    She didn’t have a lot of friends, her nephew, as I recalled from seeing him some 13 years previous, was a brat, and there was no way she was going to find a home for him for a summer. 
 
    To add to that, she wasn’t fond of the male of the species. 
 
    She met Charles, found out he was rich, and told him to marry her. When he wouldn’t, she spent a summer converting him into femininity. I hadn’t seen him for years, but I could still see him in my mind, prancing about in high heels and a bra, lipstick and red nails. His penis flopping about like it was big. Have I used the word ‘sheesh?’ Well, here it is again. Shee-eee-eesh. 
 
    The rest of the day I spent thinking over my plans. I wrote scenarios, I checked out the price of girly things in a male size, I imagined fixing up the bedroom, and the dungeon. 
 
    Ah, the dungeon. I hadn’t used it lately. But all my toys were still down there. A little dusting, a little polish, and Chuckie would have a fine place to play. Heh heh. 
 
    And, feeling a little horny, all that planning and thinking about what I was going to do to Chuckie, I ran upstairs to polish my dildo. And I think you know what I mean. 
 
    Then I swam in the pool, went for a run, and called Martha, my BFF. I just had to share the news 
 
    “Hello Daphne, you bitch.” 
 
    “Hello Martha, you cunt.” 
 
    Then we giggled. We always started our conversations out like this. For over two decades we had been bosom buddies. Emphasis on the word bosom. We were both stacked, the boys chased us, and we found we were particular suited to each other.  
 
    “Guess who’s coming to dinner?” 
 
    “You mean ‘cuming?’” 
 
    “Get your head out of the gutter, sister…” 
 
    “I’d rather keep it in the gutter, with you.” 
 
    “Hardy har har, now guess.” 
 
    “Jeffry Epstein?” 
 
    “Oh, you silly…my nephew!” 
 
    “Your nephew? I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “My sister’s son!” 
 
    “Your sister? I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “Argh! That did it! Get that stupendously fat rhino ass of yours over here right now!” 
 
    “Ooh, goodie, I’ll bring some refreshments.” 
 
     
 
    A half hour later the doorbell dinged and I strode to the door. Click. Click. Click. “Who’s there?” 
 
    “A handsome stud with a really big dick!” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” I swung the door open. 
 
    “Oops, I lied,” Martha entered, air kissed and hugged me. Her big tits pressed against mine. She was carrying a bottle of champagne. 
 
    “Champagne?” 
 
    “They were out of Vodka.” 
 
    We giggled. We walked into the kitchen where I took out two flutes. Expertly, she popped her cork—not that way, at least not yet—and poured us a pair. 
 
    We leaned our butts against the island and sipped the ambrosia of the Gods. 
 
    “Champagne in the morning,” I chortled. “How evil.” 
 
    “It’s what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    “An evil doctor.” 
 
    We hugged each other again, then stood back and looked at each other. Then I turned us towards the side wall, which was a big mirror. 
 
    In body we could have been twins. We had started out with big boobs, and they had just gotten bigger.  
 
    We had the same shade lipstick, a metallic red. Her eyes were smoky grey, mine light blue. She had brunette locks that poured over her white skin. I had blonde curls that waved halfway down my back. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look at us. Divorced, horny, and turning into fat cows.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself, Miss Double Ds.” 
 
    “I’m bigger than that.” 
 
    “No!” I looked at her. 
 
    “And you probably are, too.” 
 
    I checked myself out again. I still had a good waist, not a 23, like in college, but probably not over 28. “We’re going to have to measure.” 
 
    “So what’s this stuff about a nephew.” 
 
    “Chuckie. My sister is going to Europe for a few months, she’s trying to palm the boy off on me.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. A slave boy!” 
 
    We giggled. 
 
    “You’re reading my mind, sister.” 
 
    “So what does he look like?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, they send me family pictures every Christmas, but I just throw them in a drawer.” 
 
    “Well, where’s the drawer?” 
 
    “Upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    In my bedroom Martha opened a drawer, pawed through scissors and papers, a tape measure, a dildo—she held it up and winked at me—and a stack of Xmas cards. Quickly we looked through the cards. 
 
    Pictures through the years. Lana looking like a bubble brained blonde. Charles, looking so manly. “He’s a cross dresser,” I explained, “and an idiot. I told Lana that if she palmed her idiot son off on me I would make him into a cross dresser.” 
 
    “And she’s okay with that?” 
 
    “She’s okay with anything that diddles her pussy and makes her money. I’m sure her nephew doesn’t diddle, and he’s probably a lazy snowflake. So she won’t care.” 
 
    “Ah, this generation…” Martha commiserated, then she found last year’s card and held it up. 
 
    They stood in front of a tree weighted down with lights and tinsel. A tomountain of packages surrounding their feet. 
 
    Lana on the left, holding a glass of cheer and looking a little wasted. Charles on the right, holding a flute up with one hand, and tipping Chuckie’s Santa hat down over his eyes. Chuckie didn’t look too happy, and Martha and I weren’t too happy. Sort of ruined the picture. A guy in garish PJs, a stupid hat on in his head, squeezed between two drunks. Hmm. 
 
    “Doesn’t look promising.” 
 
    “Well, at least he’s not fat.” 
 
    “No.” I turned to Martha. “I’m going to make him a cross dresser.” 
 
    She stared me and waited. 
 
    “I have been wanting to get back at Lana for 20 years.” 
 
    “For what.” 
 
    “Charles was my boyfriend.” 
 
    “Aha,” she nodded. “I thought I detected an extra bit of vitriol.” 
 
    If I can send him back to her a prancing fop it will serve her right. 
 
    Daphne stared at me. Hard. 
 
    I slumped. “I know.” 
 
    “He’s an innocent.” 
 
    “So what do we do? We use him for a slave boy, let him jack off a lot, and that’s it?” 
 
    “Well, it is cruel to hurt somebody else to get back at another person.” 
 
    “Oh, damn. You rain on my parade.” 
 
    She sat down on the side of my bed and sipped. She watched me. 
 
    I straightened up. “Okay. Slave boy only.” 
 
    “And I get to help?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    We clinked glasses, and, at that moment, the phone rang. 
 
    I grinned. “She broke. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Well answer the phone, girl friend.” 
 
    I picked up my cell, put it on speaker, and spoke in my haughtiest voice, “Yes…who is this?” 
 
    Martha laughed silently. 
 
    “I don’t want you to abuse Chuck.” 
 
    Daphne nodded. She was right. 
 
    I sighed. “Well, I don’t know why I’m so kind, but I’ll tell you what. I won’t do anything he doesn’t want. Any abuse that occurs will be self abuse.” 
 
    “Don’t try to be funny about this.” 
 
    “I’m saddled with your bonehead offspring for a summer. Yeah, I guess it isn’t funny.” 
 
    She was silent at that, but only for a moment. Then: “We just put him on a plane. And listen, I warned him about you.” 
 
    “Warned him what?” 
 
    “I told him you were strange and that he should be very careful around you.” 
 
    I soughed. “Well, okay, sister mine. Text me the data and I’ll pick him up at the airport.” 
 
    “No need. He’ll Uber.” 
 
    “Excellent. Have a great Europe.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    No thank you. Just…click. I turned to Daphne. “On his way.” 
 
    “Goodie. Let’s measure your boobs, then have a swim.” 
 
    We measured, and that was fun. 
 
    “Take off your blouse.” 
 
    “You just want to get your hands on my boobers.” 
 
    “Accurate measurements in the name of science,” she reprimanded me. 
 
    She held up the tape measure and circled my chest. I felt the cold material slide across my flesh and it gave me a shiver. 
 
    “Getting horny?” 
 
    “Be serious.” I was. 
 
    “Okay, 58 Z.” 
 
    I laughed. “Now you be serious.” 
 
    “Okay. 40 EE. You cow!” 
 
    “You’re just jealous.”  
 
    She put the Xmas cards back into the drawer and took out the dildo. She said. “Lay down and I’ll get you off.” Her voice was throaty. 
 
    Now, we weren’t Lesbians. We were just efficient. We didn’t want to kiss, we just wanted a quick bang, relieve the pressure, get on with life. 
 
    I lay back, pulled up my skirt and lifted my legs. 
 
    She pulled my panties down with one hand, then began massaging my cooch.  
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “It’ll feel better in a minute. You have any lube?” 
 
    “I’m wet enough.” 
 
    “Oh, she likes it rough.” 
 
    “In the bathroom.” 
 
    She went for the lube, brought back a jar and placed it on the night table. She coated the dildo, then put a finger glob onto my snatch. 
 
    “Ooh,” I gasped. 
 
    She smiled and pushed the dildo into me, and I really gasped. 
 
    “Geez Louise! You ever hear of foreplay.” 
 
    “We don’t need no stinkin’ foreplay,” she giggled, and she began ramming it back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” my hips responded with jerks.  
 
    “I think she likes it,” she quipped. 
 
    Being penetrated in such hard fashion, it was so caveman, it just woke up the survival senses. The only way to survive was to fight back, and fighting back with a pussy is  always fun. 
 
    “You bitch!” I moaned, trying to hold her wrist with my hands. 
 
    She swiped my hands away and kept jamming into me. “Take it like a cunt, you cunt!” She laughed. 
 
    Within a minute I was spasming, twitching, my pussy muscles gripping frantically and losing to the lube. 
 
    “Ha,” she said, as I went over the edge. 
 
    “AHHH!” My back arched like I was getting electrocuted. My mouth opened wide and I felt the white heat consume me, lift me up, and deposit me on the sheets, a puddle of sweat and happiness. 
 
    “Ah, God,” I said, after a minute. “You really got me.” 
 
    “Well,” she said, licking the dildo, “You could always return the favor.” 
 
    “Grrr,” I said. I reached up and pulled her arm. She fell to the bed as I stood up. I took the dildo and stood over her. “Vee haf Vays of deallink vith cunts!” 
 
    “Oh, mine fuhrer!” she threw a hand across her big chest in a mockery of fear. “Please…not the cock!” 
 
    I held up the dildo. “You are takiink it all!” 
 
    “Noooo!” she wailed, as she pulled up her skirt.  
 
    I pulled her panties down and spread lubricant over her hot, little honeypot. 
 
    “Oh, that does feel good.” 
 
    “How about this?” I growled, and I jammed…my little finger into her. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” 
 
    “What’s the matter, is it too big?” 
 
    “Use the dildo!” 
 
    “I am, it’s just that…you’ve grown.” 
 
    She tried to sit up but I pushed her back. 
 
    “This big, giant dildo, I remember when it could at least touch the walls. But now…what have you…been fucking elephants?” 
 
    She finally managed to reach a hand down and grabbed my wrist. So I pulled out my finger and stuck the dildo in. Hard. 
 
    “Gah!” And she let go of my wrist and sank back on the bed. 
 
    “You want turn about? Here you go!” I used both hands and began jackhammering the thing into her slit. 
 
    “Fu…fu…fu…!” she writhed on the bed. It looked like she was trying to escape, but I knew the truth, she wanted more. I gave it to her. 
 
    I pushed her back on the bed using nothing but the dildo and my well toned muscles. I shoved that dildo as far as I could, and she humped back in little half inches, trying to get traction, but she couldn’t. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” 
 
    Her eyes were glazing and her boobs were shivering with the impact of my fucking. 
 
    Finally, I tired, my arm muscles gave out, so I used one hand to push on her mons, which included squashing her poor, little clit, and circled the dildo in her. 
 
    I fucked her, I scooped her innards, I excavated her lust. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she almost screamed when she came. I have never seen a body lock up so hard. And it lasted long. For a full 30 seconds she was locked in spasm, and I knew she was having a REALLY good cum. I kept worming the dildo into her, making it last longer. 
 
    She finally broke, and collapsed. For a long minute she just lay there, trying to regain her breath. 
 
    I grinned as I cleaned the dildo off and placed it in the drawer. 
 
    “Come on down to the pool when you recover. Don’t forget to make us a couple of drinks. Make mine bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    The last thing I heard, as I walked out of the bedroom, was her wheezing, “Oh, you fucking bitch.” 
 
    I laughed all the way downstairs. 
 
      
 
    I swam laps in the nude. I always swim in the nude. If God had wanted me to wear a bathing suit I would have been born with one. Right? 
 
    Finally, I got out, walked around the pool and lay on a lounger. At that moment Daphne came out of the house with a couple of frosty ones. She handed me one and sprawled on the lounger next to me. 
 
    We sighed. The sun warmed us, we were fucked out, but feeling that delightful tingle of having just cum. 
 
    “What a life,” murmured Daphne. 
 
    “I’ll drink to that.” 
 
    We sipped our drinks, chatted, and before we knew it, we were ready for our second. And then our third. 
 
    “It looks like a lost weekend for us,” commented Daphne. 
 
    “Just in time,” I answered. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    We looked at each other. 
 
    “That can’t be…” 
 
    “Not yet!” 
 
    I looked at my cell phone. Only a couple of hours had passed. 
 
    “Well, whoever it is, you have to answer it.” 
 
    “We have to answer it.” Giggling, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to her feet. I dragged her through the house. She protested, but she was drunk and laughing. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was something that only a drunk would do, and we were drunk, so we did it. 
 
    We stood in front of the door and I swung it open. 
 
    On retrospect, I wondered what we were doing. What if it had been an UPS delivery. Or a pizza driver with the wrong address?” 
 
    But it wasn’t. It was Chuckie. 
 
    His mouth opened, his jaw dropped, his eyes were as wide as pies. He dropped his suitcases and stared at us. 
 
    Two buxom, naked, drunks. Our tits flopping in the wind, our cheer exuding out the front door and into the great, wide world. 
 
    “Come on in!” I was slurring my words slightly. 
 
    “Yeah, put up or shut up!” drawled Daphne. 
 
    He blinked, but then, as we stood back and held the door for him, he picked up his suitcases and entered the house. 
 
    He was not a tall boy. He was actually a couple of inches shorter than me, and he had long, brown hair. It was in a pony tail, and I had the urge to pull it as he passed us. 
 
    He stopped in the foyer. He just stood there, looking at us.  
 
    We giggled and held each other up. 
 
    “You’re my Aunt Martha?” 
 
    “Ooh, you’re an Aunt,” Daphne laughed and poked me in the ribs. 
 
    “And you’re my nephew Chunkie. Chuckie. Whoever. Put your bags upstairs, last room on the left. Then come down and go swimming.” 
 
    “And don’t wear no stinkin’ clothes.” 
 
    “Clothes? Why would he wear clothes?” 
 
    “That’s what I’m saying!” 
 
    “Clothes?” 
 
    “Bathing suit,” Daphne figure it out and corrected herself. 
 
    We laughed and staggered back to the pool area. We laid down on our lounges and kept laughing and giggling. 
 
    A short while later Chuckie came down. 
 
    In the light he was slender, soft, sort of like a miniature of Charles. Except that Charles was studly, and Chunkie wasn’t. Chuckie. 
 
    He had soft brown eyes, full lips, his skin was beautiful, slightly olive with no blemishes. 
 
    The interesting thing was that he had little mounds for pecs. Not like muscle, but like actual tits, but small. That made me wonder. 
 
    “Ooh, he’s bootiful,” slurred Daphne. “Take off that stupid swim suit, Chunkie.” 
 
    She was having the same trouble I was with his name. 
 
    Blushing, Chuckie slid his trunks down over his thighs and stepped out of them. He had, of course, a boner. 
 
    For a skinny, little fart he was fairly well endowed. From perverted research I knew that average American men were 6.5 inches. Chuckie was at least 8. An inch and a half over average. Lucky boy. 
 
    “Go get a drink, Chunkie. Chuckie.” 
 
    Chuckie walked back into the house. Both Daphne and I, though drunk, were obsessed with staring at his ass. It was not big. But if his waist was a little skinnier…hmmm. Then I shook myself. I had told Lana I wouldn’t mess with him. Too much. 
 
    He returned with a drink. 
 
    “Wush that?” We stared at his drink. 
 
    “It’s called a Beggar’s Banquet. It’s got maple syrup and lemon and a splat of beer in it.” 
 
    Daphne and I stared at each other. Then I asked, “Can you make me one?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re too drunk. It would be wasted on you.” 
 
    “You can’t tell us what wasted is!” protested Daphne. 
 
    He smiled, a polite, little good boy smile. “Mother told me not to serve people too drunk to drive.” 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    “Lana?” 
 
    “Mother insisted that I learn how to make and serve proper alcohol. She also warned me not to endanger drunks.” 
 
    “Drunks? Did he call me a drunk?” 
 
    “Listen, buster,” I started, and I stood up. 
 
    I wavered, he reached out to steady me, and we fell in the pool. Well, I actually fell, and I grabbed on to him and pulled him in with me. 
 
    I spluttered and gasped and then I felt his hand grip my biceps and lift me up. My head appeared above water and I gasped for air. 
 
    “WEE!” and Daphne cannonballed us. 
 
    Then Daphne and I were laughing, laughing so hard that Chunkie…Chuckie…started smiling. 
 
    “Thash it, sweet cheeks,” burbled Daphne. “Throw all hope aside.” 
 
    “You ladies are really…something else.” 
 
    We splashed for a while, then we climbed out of the pool. Chuckie put us in our loungers and we stared at the sun. We were at the end of our drunk, dazed, feeling great, and wondering what was next. The world was circling a bit, and I looked at Chuckie. 
 
    “So, it’s your summer. What you want to do?” 
 
    Chuck then said something which totally blew me out of the water. Even drunk I was gobsmacked by what he said. 
 
    “Mother said you’re going to feminize me.” 
 
    I blinked, and blinked, quite owlish, and Daphne was laughing and laughing, and that’s the last thing I remember. 
 
      
 
    “Unh…oohh…what happened?” 
 
    I was laying in my bed. Fortunately it was a wide bed, because Daphne was groaning on the other side. 
 
    “Martha? Is that you?” 
 
    “No. Leave me alone.” 
 
    We slept again, and when we woke up it was about ten in the morning, and it was a beautiful morning. The sun was creeping through the window, the air was fresh, there were even a bunch of stupid birds singing in the trees outside. 
 
    Slowly, I swung my legs out to the floor, then I held my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. Oh, it was a fog, but I must have slept through the major part of the hangover. I looked at the clock. 
 
    10. An ungodly hour in my condition, but it was what I had. 
 
    “Hey,” I shook the bed. “Get up.” 
 
    Daphne groaned, then stretched. “I need a drink.” 
 
    “Hair of the dog,” I agreed. I reached over and pushed her and she fell off the bed. 
 
    “Ow! Hey!” Then she stood up, rose up like a muddy Frankenstein. “I’ll get you back for that.” 
 
    “Later. Let’s go swimming.” 
 
    We walked down the stairs, a little staggery, then out to the pool area. 
 
    Chuckie was reading a book, the cover said, ‘We Made Him Our Fem- Boy: Three women, one, boy, one summer.’ It was by some idiot named Grace. 
 
    He put it down and lifted his sunglasses and inspected us. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “I remember you.” Then I fell into the pool. When I came up he was walking into the house. Oh, well. 
 
    Daphne and I swam our stupor off and began to brighten up. The world started to make sense, and we swam laps slowly, but appreciated the water sluicing off our outer bodies, and smoothing out our inner thoughts. 
 
    Finally, we climbed out of the shallow end. The sun threatened to dry us off, so we just stood there and faced it. Then I heard a sound. We turned around. Chuck was carrying two plates, one on each arm, and two glasses, one in each hand. 
 
    “Breakfast, ladies.” 
 
    We looked at each other in delight, then hurried over to the little wrought iron table with the glass top. We sat down and he placed drinks in front of us, and then. our plates. He was a good juggler. 
 
    “These are Palomas, they will hold off any alcohol hangover, and the citrus will replace nutrients. I didn’t know how you liked your eggs, so I made simple omelettes. A bit of onion, peppers, seasoning, and, of course, cackleberries.” 
 
    “Cackleberries,” I laughed and then sipped. God, it felt good, and I felt what muzziness remaining in my skull dissipate. “You’ve been talking to my sister.” 
 
    “Occasionally,” he agreed. 
 
    We ate then, Daphne and I, and we soon were refreshed and strong and ready to go. And Daphne suddenly blurted, “My God, I remember you. You were drinking this crazy drink, and you said something…something important…” 
 
    She tried to remember, but I remembered first. “You said… you said your mother said…we are supposed to feminize you?” 
 
    He smiled. He was cute when he smiled. He looked so young. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    Daphne and I looked at each other. I remembered talking with her about that, and deciding not to. And here it was again, being offered on a silver platter. I looked around. 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    “My cell phone.” 
 
    “I put inside. Last night. Would you like…of course you would like me to get it. Or you wouldn’t be looking for it. One moment.” 
 
    He trotted into the house. Trotted, like in hurried, and in hurried to do my bidding. My mind was starting to get boggled by his perfection. 
 
    “Can you believe him?” whispered Daphne. 
 
    Then he was back and handed me my phone. 
 
    I hit Lana’s number. Ring, ring, ring. No answer. 
 
    “Try a text. She’s probably talking with somebody, she’s always talking with somebody, but she’ll check her texts no matter.” 
 
    So I texted. 
 
     
 
    Lana, are you serious? 
 
      
 
    I put the phone down, expecting an answer in an hour, when she finally got off the phone and checked her messages, but I had an answer within ten seconds. That girl might be a twit, but she was quick. 
 
     
 
    Of course. We’ve discussed. Ask him. Now go away. 
 
      
 
    Bitch. 
 
    I turned to Chuckie. “I’m supposed to feminize you.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. If you would.” 
 
    “And you want this?” 
 
    I’ve talked it over with mother. A lot. And I really want to experience this. I’m afraid of permanent, I want to see what it’s like.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’ve watched my father for years. He is the happiest man I know. I love my father, and I want to be like him.” 
 
    I looked at Daphne. She put her hands up and shrugged and gave me a WTF look. 
 
    And I knew that my sweet, loving sister, the bitch, had managed to put one over on me. Grrr. 
 
    “Okay. Have you tried any cross dressing or anything?” 
 
    “When I was young. But when mother found out she made me stop.” 
 
    “She did? How come?” 
 
    “She said I wasn’t old enough. She said I had to mature a bit before I made such decisions.” 
 
    Hmm. Maybe Lana wasn’t so stupid after all. Well, she was, but at least she had done one right thing in her life. 
 
    Daphne blurted, “So let’s get this straight. You will turn yourself over to us for the summer. You will do anything, absolutely anything, we ask, and in return we just have to gussy you up. Make you soft and sweet. Tenderize you.” 
 
    “Like a girl,” he nodded. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    We had a few more questions, but he was quite serious, and finally Daphne dropped a bomb. 
 
    “Okay, look. I’m with this, but I’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “Yes?” he arched his eyebrows, and I noticed that it looked like he had done a little pre-plucking. And it looked good. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know how to say this, so let me just blurt it out.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I need sex.” 
 
    His eyes opened a little, but he didn’t say anything.  
 
    “I like young men, they are a gas, and the idea of fucking a girly girl…that sort of makes me wet. So, do you think…could you…” 
 
    He smiled. “Of course.” 
 
    “And you don’t mind that I’m a bit older than you?” 
 
    He knelt then, the darling boy knelt, and he looked her right in the eyes. “When I first saw you yesterday I was afraid. I didn’t know which of you was my aunt. But I got an instant boner, and,” he looked at me, “no offense here, Auntie,” he called me auntie, the dear boy, and he looked back to Daphne, “I didn’t want you to be my aunt.” 
 
    “Oh,” I could feel Daphne’s heart do a flip, then lay down and give up. “You dear boy.” 
 
    “In fact,” he stood up, “I don’t mean to be forward, but mother always said you,” he looked at me, “were sexually adventurous. I wanted to learn about that. But I am so afraid.” 
 
    “Of what?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re my aunt, and because we shouldn’t have sexual relations, I was afraid that you wouldn’t…show me how to be sexually adventurous.” 
 
    We were silent for a long moment after that. We kept exchanging glances, grokking things, trying to absorb certain things, feeling our way through this strange, new relationship. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “I know we’re related by blood, and that we shouldn’t…shall I say,’do the deed?”…but we can certainly play with each other. It’s just that I’ll get the short end of the stuck, which in this case is no stick at all.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” murmured Daphne. She was now staring at Chunkie hungrily, like she wanted to take him into the bedroom, cook him on one side, turn him over, and cook him on the other. 
 
    I looked at her. “Okay for you, bitch.” 
 
    She giggled. “There are those who are pure as the driven snow, they get their wishes. Then there are the ugly hags who get nothing.” 
 
    “Did you just call me an ugly hag?” 
 
    “If the shoe fits…” she reached out and felt his trunks. “Lose the trunks, bozo.” 
 
    Quickly, Chuckie shimmied out of them. That delightful cock sprang up and I felt my heart sink. I wanted it so-o-o much. 
 
    Daphne grabbed his cock and pulled it. 
 
    Chuckie grunted and began to move his hips. For a few seconds they explored the hand job, then I cleared my throat. 
 
    “What?” asked Daphne, feigning irritation. 
 
    “There are times and places.” 
 
    “And this is the time and—“ 
 
    I held up a hand, “hold it, don’t say it, because it’s not.” 
 
    “It’s not?” now she was curious. 
 
    I turned to Chuckie and smiled sweetly. “Tell me, dear boy. Have you ever seen a dungeon?” 
 
    Daphne yelped a chortle, stood up and walked away. Chuckie’s dick being in her hand, he was compelled to follow. I didn’t think he minded. 
 
    And I ran for the computer room.  
 
    I am not a loose woman, but I have appetites, and every once in a while I meet a man I’d like to sample. So I set up the playroom, my dungeon, and one of the little tricks about it was that there was a video feed that led directly to my computer. When there were no men around, and I got a little horny, I had a complete set of videos to get myself wet and wild. 
 
    I was about to get another one.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I powered up the computer, pulled up the security system, tapped on line 4, and, voila, I was looking at the dungeon. Full color, full sound, full lights. 
 
    Daphne and Chuckie enter. Daphne tried to turn the lights down, but they wouldn’t go. Of course not. I was controlling them, and I wanted to see. 
 
    So she showed Chuckie the dungeon. 
 
    Against one wall were whips and boas, handcuffs and feather, dildos and butt plugs. In short, everything a young man, or woman, would need to titillate themselves or others. 
 
    At various places around the room were pieces of furniture. 
 
    In one corner was a pillory. I loved to be locked in it, my butt projecting to the rear, defenseless and ready. 
 
    In another corner was a Sybian. Oh, the hours I had spent letting that thing take me to the stars. 
 
    In yet another corner was a simple poster bed. With leather circlets at the four corners. 
 
    In the center of the room was the piece de resistance, a specially made table. You could tie a person to it, and his arms and legs to moveable arms, and then you could arrange him, or her, as you wanted. 
 
    You could move it upright into a St. Andrew’s cross. You could move it horizontal open open the legs, for a suck from down under or  a fuck from up above. 
 
    I tall ya, that table was a masterpiece. 
 
    In the basement: “Tell me, dear boy,” Daphne held his arm and snuggled her boobs against him. “Have you ever had anything up your butt?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “And what have you had up your butt?” 
 
    “Well, when I was younger I tried to sit on a coke bottle…” 
 
    “Things do go better with Coke,” Daphne laughed. 
 
    “…but I didn’t understand about lube so it just sort of hurt. But then, a few years ago, I discovered butt plugs. I use them all the time. I even have some in my suitcase.” 
 
    “Okay, pick a plug, any plug,” she indicated the wall. 
 
    “Chuckie walked to the wall, a focused look on his face He examined my collection. He chose a good-sized one, a glass one. One of my favorites. 
 
    “I always wanted to try out glass plugs.” 
 
    “There’a a bottle of lubricant on that shelf over there.” 
 
    Chuckie got the lube and began slathering it over the bulbous object. 
 
    I chose that moment to turn on some music. 
 
      
 
    Nights in white satin 
 
    Never reaching the end 
 
    
Moody Blues. Great stuff. The four speakers in the dungeon would be caressing their ear drums delightfully. 
 
    On the screen Daphne suddenly looked up at the camera. She smiled. She knew I was watching them. 
 
    “Here, let me help.” Daphne went to Chuckie. 
 
    Chuckie gave her the plug. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” and she grabbed his cock and stroked it. 
 
    “Oh,” I could hear his groan. 
 
    Daphne put the tip to his rectum and pushed it in. It went easily, which showed that Chuckie was experienced in the art of butt pluggery. 
 
    He straightened up slowly, feeling his way through the barrage of sensations exploding in his asshole. 
 
    “I don’t usually use ones this big,” he admitted. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Oh…oh, no. I t doesn’t hurt.” I could feel the awe in his voice. 
 
    “Excellent,” she reached behind him and grabbed the base of the plug. She began to rock it in his asshole. 
 
    “Oh!” his face lit up and his pelvis rocked back and forth, “Oh, my.” 
 
    Daphne played with him then. One hand on his cock, holding him in place, squeezing hard so he couldn’t cum, she pushed and pulled on the plug. She corkscrewed it and wiggled it, and Chuckie moved this way and that. His knees buckled, and he put one hand out and grabbed the counter. 
 
    Daphne let go of his cock then. She reached around and pulled his head around and down to her. She pressed her lips to his. 
 
    He was groaning, moaning, making guttural sounds that sounded like they should have been made in a cave a million years ago. 
 
    Her hand went back to his cock. They continued kissing as she fucked him with her hand, squeezing so he couldn’t cum, and working the plug against his prostate. 
 
    I tell ya, that girl is a pro! 
 
    Finally, she backed off. He was holding to the counter with one hand, and the other arm was around her shoulder. He was so weak she was holding him up. 
 
    She whispered into his ear. “I can’t wait to get you into the pillory, or maybe on to the Sybian, but right now, I have hunger.” 
 
    He moaned as she screwed his butt a particularly good one. 
 
    “What…what do you…” 
 
    “I want you to fuck me. I want you to put that big dick in me and stir my pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts, and stick your fingers up my asshole. In short, I want you to do me as good as I’m doing you. 
 
    She went to the poster bed and sat down. 
 
    He stood for a moment, breathing hard, trying to collect his thoughts, then, good boy, he walked over to Daphne. He walked a little gingerly, he did have a full asshole, but that was good. It was driving him over the edge. I could see the long string of pre-cum issuing from his cock. 
 
    He laid her down then, and he began to kiss her. He kissed his way up her legs, sliding his tongue and lips over her flesh. He dove into her cunt with his tongue, and I could tell he had a long one. He groped her breasts, yet delicately, feeling for what she wanted and trying to give it to her. 
 
    Finally, he set his cock to her pussy and began to tease her. He ran the rod up her lab, flicked her clit with his head, then back down. Over and over. Inserting an inch, then drawing back and continuing. 
 
    She began to lurch up at him, tried to ensnare his manhood with her pussy. 
 
    He moved back, pulling away so she couldn’t quite engulf him. 
 
    She groaned in frustration, and he stirred the outside of her slit with his dick again. And again and again. It was one of the most educated teases I had ever seen. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to cum until you do. I won’t even cum then, if you don’t want me to.” 
 
    Oh, my God, what a dream. He could make drinks and omelettes. He was polite. And he could hold himself back until the woman was actually satisfied. 
 
    At that moment I wanted him more than anything. But I knew the rules. No fucky fuck between blood. All I needed was to get pregnant by my own kin and spit out an idiot. 
 
    On the screen Daphne was thrashing back and forth, desperate for a cum, but he kept it just out of her reach. A true master, he tantalized and titillated and brought her along. And, finally, her begging and crying and even pounding on him with her fists, he pushed her over the edge. 
 
    She groaned loudly, so loudly that I could actually hear it in the computer room. She closed her eyes and squeezed her body, and the orgasm hit. It overwhelmed her, blew her away, and she was obviously out of her mind. 
 
    God, what a cum. I was so jealous. 
 
    Then I got an idea. Giggling, I ran to my purse and took out a lipstick, then I ran for the stairs. 
 
    They were still just laying there, him on top of her, and I ran across the cement floor. 
 
    He looked confused, “What?” 
 
    She just looked, and I realized that he had actually fucked her stupid. What a man! 
 
    I squatted next to the bed, and I colored his lips. 
 
    His eyes went wide, were sort of shocked. 
 
    I kept pressing the tube, rolling on the color, and, suddenly, he groaned and arched his back. 
 
    “OHHHH!” 
 
    He was still in her, and her eyes opened. She could feel him squirting his batter deep into her. 
 
    I ran back across the room, laughing. The dear boy had actually cum just from having lipstick put on him. He really was ready to be a girl. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I came in you,” Chuckie said to Daphne. 
 
    “Oh, I never mind a little sperm up the coosh. She leaned forward and looked intently into his eyes. “But tell me, how did you ever learn to…be so good?” 
 
    He actually blushed a little. 
 
    “Well, I’m not supposed to tell anybody, but you are family, after all.” 
 
    We were sitting on the patio having the first of our afternoon drinks. The dear boy had fixed us some Smoked and Salteds. Here’s his recipe… 
 
      
 
    2 oz Bourbon 
 
    .25 oz maple syrup 
 
    5 dashes bitters 
 
    Stir with ice and strain into a glass with a large ice cube. A slice of orange on top. 
 
      
 
    And they were de-fucking-licious! 
 
    They were made even more delicious when we insisted that he stir them with his beautiful, iron hard cock. 
 
    “Out with it,” I muttered as he hesitated. 
 
    “Well, I showed an interest in sex right away, and mother finally realized that she might just well give in. We never fucked, mind you, but when father was away and she was horny she would have me get her off manually or orally. But I was never allowed to put it in her. She liked lengthy sessions, and she taught me quite a lot. But,” he looked at me, “she always said that you were the expert when it came to sex.” 
 
    “Well,” I agreed modestly, “I have been known to take a man to heaven a time to two. 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait!” 
 
    Daphne laughed. 
 
    I said, “Maybe later.” 
 
    He looked disappointed, so I patted his cock and said, “You just came.” 
 
    “So no cuming until I recharge.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. you’re young. It won’t be long. But we may need to put you on a diet at some point.” 
 
    “Oh.” That didn’t sit well. 
 
    “But the more you get into loose lips over there, without cuming, the better.” 
 
    “What? Did you just refer to a part of my anatomy as—“ 
 
    “If the shoe fits,” I waved a hand airily. To Chuckie: “But that doesn’t mean we can’t get started. Go get a pillow to kneel on and we can start your lessons right now.” 
 
    Chuckie actually clapped his hands in glee. He rushed into the house. 
 
    Daphne leaned towards me. “Why does your sister think you’re better at sex?” 
 
    “We used to have contests, who could make each other cum the best. I always won.” 
 
    She giggled and Chuckie returned. Quickly, he was on his knees, tongue deep in my pussy, and learning the fine art of getting a woman off. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day Chuckie practiced what he learned on Daphne. The poor girl actually had two screaming Os. Then he fixed us a sumptuous repast: he barbecued ribs and served those viands with cheese dipped potato skins. The boy could cook, and I wondered if maybe I was going to have to revise my opinion of my sister. She had done a marvelous job with Chuckie. 
 
    Then we drank for a while, Chuckie screwed Daphne some more, and I went upstairs to diddle myself. God, I was getting horny. 
 
      
 
    The next day  we took Chuckie to the make up table. 
 
    “Now then,” I asked as I brushed out his hair. “I noticed you have a couple of bumps. Have you been taking hormones?” 
 
    “I have,” he admitted. “But I’ve been careful. I want a big set of boobs, but I want my penis to still work.” 
 
    I nodded, brushed his hair this way and that, analyzed what style would suit him best. The dear boy did have luscious hair. 
 
    “Well, until you get large enough, there are tricks.” 
 
    I showed him how to wear a bra. He had his own shelf bra, and it was perfectly sized. It showed his nips. His nips were larger than normal, the hormones were doing their job.  
 
    “Now, we tape under the pecs, the mini boobs in your case, like this.” I squeezed his little titties together and it gave him better cleavage instantly. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Daphne?” 
 
    I held his hair back and Daphne applied a streak of make up, a shadow to create a valley, and suddenly his eyes went real big. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Daphne and I grinned. In the mirror it suddenly looked like he was a C cup. 
 
    He turned a bit and the effect lessened. “Oh,” a slight disappointment.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I touched his shoulder. Yours’re coming, and until they do, don’t turn sideways.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “And choose your lighting,” Daphne instructed. “Learn when lighting will accentuate the shadows, or expose them. A little dim lighting and you are going to look a D cup.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” he breathed, absolutely thrilled. 
 
    “Now then, let’s talk make up.” 
 
    For the next two hours we had a wonderful, girly time. We laid on the concealer and the blush and the foundation and all that. We curled his eyelashes—is it my imagination or do boys really have better lashes than girls?—and shadowed his eyes until they were mysterious vales. In the vales his eyes sparkled with secrets. 
 
    Then, my favorite, lips. 
 
    “This is plumper. You already have good lips, but we want you to have great lips.” 
 
    “An Angelina mouth,” he whispered. He knew what he wanted. 
 
    Then we stained his lips. 
 
    “Why not lipstick?” 
 
    “This is longer lasting. Then you don’t have to put on as much lipstick. It will make clean up easier, too.” 
 
    We chose a shade of red that was not exactly shiny, but metallic. He smacked his lips several times and admired the look. 
 
    “Okay, now the clothes. Any thing in particular that you would like to wear for your first foray into true feminism?” 
 
    “Sorry, I only have two suitcases and I didn’t have enough room to pack anything.” 
 
    “Oh, I have lots of closets. I’ve been collecting clothes for years and I never throw anything away.” 
 
    We crossed the hall and entered one of the rooms I use for storage. In the room were racks and racks of expensive dresses, shoes, skirts, blouses, lingerie, everything. 
 
    He was like a scamp in heaven, going from one rack to another, holding up articles of clothing and asking our opinion. Daphne and I sipped our drinks and thoroughly enjoyed his childish joy. It was so good to be young. Daphne had told him she preferred younger men, and I did, too. There is just something so refreshing about having a large and dripping and always hard cock at your disposal. Young men never get tired, are never jaded, and are more than willing to live dangerously. 
 
    In fact, I recommend, if you older gals want a true fountain of youth, that you take on younger lovers as often and as many as you can. 
 
    Anyway, Chuckie finally decided on a slinky black dress. Classic. It had a slit up the side for showing off the stems, and a low neck that would just work with his new boobs. 
 
    We put him in garters, nylons, slipped the dress on him, then gave him high heels. 
 
    Now he was our height, or so close it didn’t matter. And, you know? It is a better world when everybody is the same size. No looking up or looking down. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend, you are almost complete. Shall we adorn your loveliness with jewels and gems?” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    We took him back to the make up table and I brought out my dazzlers. I’ve managed to accumulate a pretty good collection of jewelry over the years, and he stared in awe at the necklaces and earring and bracelets and rings. 
 
    He looked at me. Or, perhaps I should say ‘she’ looked at me. “Are you sure? These must be so expensive!” 
 
    “Jewelry doesn’t usually wear out. Besides, the joy they get from being worn by someone so lovely as yourself makes them feel younger.” 
 
    He looked at me and giggled. 
 
    I smiled, “At least it makes me younger to see them so appreciated.” 
 
    We went diamonds then. Daphne picked out some string earrings that really caught the light. I selected a necklace that would make the eyes glitter and sparkle and reveal his chestal charms. Then we bangle-ized him with shiny silver, and he picked out a selection of rings. 
 
    Then we stood in front of the big mirror in the hallway downstairs. We oohed and awed, turned this way and that, showed a bit of thigh, a flash of titty, and posed and posed and posed. 
 
    Two full breasted women with the cheer of years and moist vaginas. One slender girl with rather amazing boobs, who looked like a diamond in the night. 
 
    And took lots and lots of cell pictures. 
 
    The end of this summer,” I told Chuckie, “We’re going to get you a professional photo shoot. Guaranteed this is a summer you will remember.” 
 
    “I’m already remembering it!” his eyes filled up. “I’ve never felt this way before. It’s…it’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of.” 
 
    Quickly we group hugged and hushed his tears. “Don’t mess your make up, dear.” 
 
    Finally, we all sat down in the living room and sampled some more of Chuckie’s awesome mixology talents. 
 
    We were sipping ‘A Place in the Suns,’ the recipe being, 
 
      
 
    1 oz fresh lemon 
 
    1 oz fresh orange juice 
 
    2 oz Rye 
 
    Shaken, not stirred, thank you James, 
 
    and a slice of orange. 
 
     
 
    It wasn’t an expensive concoction, but it was a true sip of what those nasty old Gods liked to imbibe. 
 
    And I said, “Are you ready for a little fun?” 
 
    Chuckie looked at me. “Really?” The dear boy was almost drooling. Then, a little dismay, “But I just got dressed like this,” he inspected himself winsomely. 
 
    “Tut tut,” I waved away his objection. ”Why do you think girls get all prettied up?” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    I grabbed his cock and squeezed. “So they can be ravaged a bit.” 
 
    He giggled. 
 
    “Come along,” I took his hand, “Let Auntie show you what that dungeon is really for.” 
 
    We descended to my sacred sanctum and I turned on a mix of my favorites, things like: 
 
    I don’t Know (McCartney) 
 
    Still the Rain (Karen Lovely) 
 
    Bad Romance (Ariana Savalas) 
 
    And so on. 
 
    The dungeon filled with soft but savage music, guaranteed to thrill the soul. 
 
    I took him on a tour of butt plugs and dildos. The dear boy had a liking for tall hose holy hole fillers, and I felt he should know the ins and the outs of them. Sorry about that pun, but I just couldn’t resist. 
 
    “This is delicious, but it needs a slight curve.  There is a brand that is heat shapable, you can put the curve in it, but I don’t have one right now. I broke it.” 
 
    “You broke a butt plug?” asked Daphne. 
 
    “I have an ass that works, unlike some of us,” I sniffed. 
 
    She pinched mine and giggled. 
 
    “Now this one is so much fun,” I held up a plug with a horse’s tail on it. “Don’t try to run with it, though. You may feel like a gorgeous, prancing horse, but you can trip if you don’t force yourself to plod lightly.” 
 
    Daphne and Chuckie giggled. 
 
    After I had finished my spiel I turned to Chuckie. “Now then, dear boy, choose a toy.” 
 
    For right now? 
 
    “Nope,” I answered mysteriously. 
 
    Curious, he examined my wall and chose a beautiful pink and bulbous prostate massager with a slight curve. 
 
    “Oh, you’re in for it now.” 
 
    “Why?” he asked me. 
 
    “You’ll find out. Daphne, since you’re the baggage, I must insist you perform layman duties.” I held out my empty glass. 
 
    “I’ll put arsenic in yours,” she retorted. she ran up the stairs, ran across the house, we could hear her feet padding along, and returned just as quickly. She was getting somewhat of an education and she didn’t want to miss a thing. 
 
    “Now then,”I opened a drawer. “Here is the Sybian equivalent of what you picked out.” 
 
    I took out an attachment that was shaped very similar to the butt plug Chuckie had selected. 
 
    “A real Sybian? Oh, my gosh,” Chuckie’s eyes lit up. “I always wanted to…mother has one…but I heard they aren’t good for men. They just make the asshole numb.” 
 
    “That’s only if the man tries to use it like a woman. A Sybian is designed for a woman, and it fits her anatomy, and it is particular designed to rub that clit and find the G-spot. 
 
    “A man simply must turn the setting way down and choose a shape that is more suited to his anatomy, which, I might add, you have done.” I held the attachment up. “This little fellow is going to acquaint you with your prostate, which is the equivalent of a woman’s G-spot. It is called a P-spot.” 
 
    We all sipped our drinks, and I led them over to the poster bed. I picked up a remote and pressed a button. A motor lurched into life, and the sound drew their attention upward. 
 
    A Sybian descended from the gloom above the bed. It was on four ropes and sank until it touched the bed. I put the attachment on and stood back., 
 
    “Now then, when you seat yourself you should wrap your wrists around the ropes to help you stay upright. Let’s grease you up. This is going to be a hell of a ride and I don’t want you hurting yourself.” 
 
    Daphne and I applied lube, a lot of lube, to his asshole, then slathered it all over the Sybian attachment. “Okay,” I said. “Upsy daisy.” 
 
    Carefully, Chuckie got onto the bed and positioned himself above the Sybian. He wiggled his dress up his thighs and his hips and spread his legs and I helped him fit the massager to his brown button, then he sank slowly but determinedly down. 
 
    “Oh,” he whispered, his eyes wide. 
 
    Daphne grinned and gave his cock a few strokes. 
 
    “Feel it in there?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” he was already gasping for breath. 
 
    “Good. Here’s the first and only setting.” I clicked the remote. 
 
    We heard the sound of the Sybian motor, a very low hum, and Chuckie  instinctively arched his back at the unfamiliar vibrations that ran through his rectum. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “Now, wrap your hands in the cords and relax.” 
 
    Daphne and I sat on the bed and sipped our drinks. We began chatting like he wasn’t even there. 
 
    “He really is a dear boy, isn’t he.” 
 
    “The best,” I agreed. 
 
    “How did you learn this stuff?” 
 
    “Well, there were the contests with my sister, and then there was a long assortment of lovers, sometimes shabby sometimes a wonder. And, of course, I am a well read woman.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Have I ever showed you my library?” 
 
    “Why, no! I didn’t even know you had one.” 
 
    “Chuckie, dear? We’re going to go upstairs for a half hour. You be a good boy, and don’t cum.” I walked to a drawer and took out a cock ring. I returned and put it around Chuckie’s red and drooling member. “Now, don’t take this off. Store up your juices and when I get back I’ll show you how to expel them. Okey dokey?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…yeah.” he was red faced, eyes closed, lost in the wondrous vibrations of the Sybian Goddess.
Daphne and I went upstairs, to my attic. 
 
      
 
    “I fixed this room special. No moths or bugs, proper atmosphere, no mold.” 
 
    I turned on the light and she stared around in wonder. “Oh, My. God!” 
 
    The walls of the room were lined with shelves, and the shelves were packed with books. 
 
    There was a reading chair in the center of the room, and a table with an assortment of dildos on it. 
 
    We went to the shelves, and Daphne picked out books at random and leafed through them. 
 
     
 
    `A Defense of Masochism,’ by Anita Phillips. 
 
    ‘A Woman’s Guide To a Female Led Relationship,’ by Victoria West. 
 
    ‘Erotic Power: An Exploration of Dominance and Submission,’ by Gini Scott. 
 
    A complete collection of Anne Michelle’s works. 
 
    Then we came to a glass fronted section, and Daphne asked, “What are these?” 
 
    “My pride and Joy. A collection of works by Grace Mansfield, and this shelf is her friend, Alyce Thorndyke.” 
 
    Daphne picked up a Thorndyke book and examined it. 
 
    “That one, Alyce Thorndyke, she has an incredible background. She was actually kidnapped by drug dealers. Now, how do you think she survived months of being used and abused? 
 
    “How?” she looked at me raptly. 
 
    “Like the Arabian nights, keep them enthralled with incredible stories. Except, in her case, she used her imagination and thought up new ways of sex and kept the drug dealers too horny to kill her.” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” 
 
    “Cross my heart.” I ran a finger over my chest twice. 
 
    Daphne handed me the book and I returned it to its proper place. 
 
    “I’d love to get that girl in my dungeon. I’ll bet she could teach me a few tricks.” 
 
    “I doubt that,” Daphne said wryly. 
 
    I giggled and cupped her breast. 
 
    Shall we get back to Chuckie? It’s probably time to turn him over and cook the other side. 
 
    Laughing, arm in arm, we left my library. And let me say only one other thing. People who are serious about sex, who aren’t just dilettantes, or youngsters who think they know something but don’t, should have a library. A real live library. Proof against computer crashes and energy black outs. There is absolutely nothing in the world like a little alone time with the masters, hearing the rain patter on the roof while you explore your inner self with a king-sized plastic lover. 
 
      
 
    In the basement dungeon Chuckie was just right. 
 
    His cock was purple and dripping, pulsing, trying to get past the cock ring, and failing. 
 
    He was lurching on the Sybian, his eyes closed, his hands wrapped in the cords so he wouldn’t collapse and fall off the beast. 
 
    And he…she…was so beautiful. The way his breasts bulged with him gasping for breath, the way his face was flushed and covered with light perspiration, the delicate set of his desperate features, the way his bangles jangled as he lurched. He was ready. 
 
    “Okay, Chuckie. It’s time to take you to heaven.” 
 
    “It…it…is…is?” 
 
    He could hardly speak. 
 
    “Daphne, I want you to suck on his cock. Not too much, and be careful of the area under the head.” 
 
    Daphne crawled up on the bed and took his cock in her mouth. 
 
    Funny thing about a man getting butt fucked, they don’t always remain hard. They just start focusing on prostate pleasure and forget about their cock. It opens up a whole new erogenous world to them. But a little oral stimulation and that cock gets harder than it ever did before. 
 
    Daphne was on all fours, her boobs hanging down to the bed, her neck bent back a little, and she looked like a dog sniffed an ass. But her mouth was doing its job. Chuckie was groaning and lurching, and it was plain to see that he was totally ready. 
 
    “Now, then, my little Chuckles,” I took his nipples in both hands and squeezed them. His whole body spasmed. “I want you to forget about cuming.” I laughed. 
 
    Daphne actually tried to laugh, with a mouthful of cock. 
 
    I went to my workbench and brought back a tens unit. I had Daphne draw back, and I attached one of the leads to his cock ring. 
 
    “Back to work, girl,” I advised Daphne. “But don’t touch the cock ring.” 
 
    I then attached the other lead to a slim probe. I put that probe underneath Chuckie, slid it up the underside of the massager and into his ass. I could feel it when it touched the bulge of his prostate inside. 
 
    I stood back and held the tens unit. “Okay, Chuckles, are you ready for the orgasm of your life?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” He nodded. He was drooling. I knew his cock was drooling into Daphne’s mouth. 
 
    “Three, two, one…” I flipped the switch on the tens unit and current went through his sexual organs, his balls felt like they exploded, his asshole muscles began to contract  spasmodically. His chest arched. 
 
    In front of him I saw Daphne’s eyes go wide. His cock was bulging and purple, and I knew he was forcing the sperm up the tube and into her mouth. Cock ring be damned, he was having the orgasm of his life. 
 
    His mouth opened and his eyes stared into some wonderful Neverland. 
 
    For a long twenty seconds he hung there, his hands now clenched because of the electricity coursing through his sex organs, holding the ropes and he wasn’t able to fall. 
 
    I turned the tens unit off. 
 
    Still he jerked. Sperm was leaking out of Daphne’s mouth. She couldn’t swallow it all. 
 
    He was like a marionette, lurching and dancing under the strings of electrical sex. 
 
    I placed a hand on his face and said, “It’s okay. It’s okay. Let yourself relax.” 
 
    Still, he couldn’t. Not for a whole minute. He had no semen left in him, his body was jerking, and he was totally helpless. 
 
    Then, finally, the spasms became less. His shoulders started to slump, and his hands relaxed. 
 
    Like syrup pouring out of a frozen can, he collapsed. He fell forward. 
 
    I gently tugged Daphne and she moved back and made way for him. 
 
    He lay there, breathing, wondering what he was doing on earth. Helpless and unable to move. 
 
    “Come on, Daphne. Let’s leave this poor soul to recover. 
 
    Daphne and I went up the stairs, poured some drinks and went swimming. 
 
    It was a full hour before Chuckie finally came out to the patio. At that, his legs were shaking and he needed to hold on to things with his hands. 
 
    He managed to make it to a lounge and sat down. 
 
    Of the girl, there were still traces. 
 
    His make up was smeared, his dress was ripped. His hair looked, well, electrified. 
 
    He wasn’t smiling, he was just alive. More alive than he had ever been in his life. We handed him a drink and he sipped it, and we laughed. 
 
      
 
    That was a glorious summer. The games we played, the sex was grand. I even got off a lot of times, though not by dick, and boy did I want that. 
 
    But I will always remember that moment when Chuckie was sitting, drained of his semen, scoured down to a nub, and what he said to us. 
 
    He didn’t even look at us. He just asked, and in tones that indicated he was asking the whole universe… “What ’s next?” 
 
    Daphne and I, of course, rolled with laughter. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It started innocently enough; I was turned on by my wife getting dressed. 
 
    We had been married a half dozen years, lot of love there, and a lot of sex. 
 
    Lately, though, the sex had been diminishing. Diminishing in spite of the fact that she was truly coming into her own. She had made partner in her firm, was pulling in high profile cases, and the resulting flush of victory, the power in her stride, the way she smiled, so ‘I rule the world,’ it was turning me on even more and more. 
 
    So why was the sex diminishing? 
 
    Because I was static in my career. I sold cars, and in the beginning I sold a lot, but my interest was waning, she made more money, she was always getting ready, she had knock ‘em dead gorgeous, large breasts (Like I ain’t kidding!) and strutting out of the house like a sexy bombshell. 
 
    And I just didn’t feel worthy. I mean, we had started on a level, but now she was out classing me. She was out of my league, far out, and I didn’t feel worthy. 
 
    And it all came to a head one sunny morning. 
 
    We had just had great sex. For her.  
 
    I had eaten her to a frothy peak, suckled her tits, kissed her endlessly, and then, because I wasn’t pouncing on her pussy with my dick, she pushed me on my back and rode me. 
 
    She bounced, tilted her pelvis, corkscrewed, got every square inch of my dick. She pulled her tits and slapped her pussy, and in the end, she arched her back, tilted her head back, and opened her mouth in a silent scream of pleasure. 
 
    I went over baseball cards in my head. 
 
    I held myself back. I tightened my muscles and tried to act passionate even as I divorced myself from the pleasure. 
 
    I managed it. Just as she was able to throw herself over the top of the mountain and have a glorious orgasm, I was able to hold myself in. 
 
    And, let me tell you, with a woman with the face of an angel and the  body of a goddess it was hard. 
 
    And, not to toss puns around, when she looked down at me, contemplated me, then rose up off me, it was still hard. 
 
    She sat for a moment, biting her lip, studying me like I was a hostile witness about to be interviewed. She sighed, stood up and went into the shower. 
 
    God, I was like steel down there. Being fucked and not cumming, I was standing up like a redwood tree. 
 
    I considered jacking off. I could do it quick, while she was in the shower, or I could do it later, when I had the time to…do things to myself. 
 
    Later. Maybe with a little porn, as if I needed that with her luscious presence in my mind. 
 
    She finished her shower, I watched her take the towel off her head and release those gorgeous locks, they tumbled down over her shoulder like waves on a golden beach. 
 
    She dried her legs, bent over so her breasts drooped, but only for a moment. When she straightened up they rose to their proud position. Big, but not saggy. Oh, Lord. I felt the heat in my groin all over again. It was moments like this that made me wish I had cum. 
 
    She tossed the towel in the hamper, giving me a view of her world class ass. Not too big, but round, firm from all her work outs, a man stopper in the best sense of the word. 
 
    She came back into the bedroom, and, I swear, I almost swooned. I was so damned horny. I wondered if I could hold my cum, not jack off, all day. I would be so fucking hot, and desperate, and as the day drew out it would just get better and better. 
 
    She entered her closet and picked out a pair of panties, a thong, gave her a thrill to have that strip rubbing her rectum all day. She stepped into them, pulled them up snug and wiggled a bit. That wiggle almost drove me insane. 
 
    She took a garter from where they were hanging on the back of the closet door. She stepped into them, took down some stockings and came out of the closet. 
 
    She sat on the back of the bed and rolled them up her sleek stems. I reached out and touched her back. I sat up and massaged her shoulders. 
 
    “Mmm,” she groaned. 
 
    She turned then and kissed me. Her lips were the height of sensuality and my hard cock throbbed as I felt her flesh on mine. 
 
    She pulled her face back and stared at me, contemplative, then finished rolling up her stockings. 
 
    She went back to the closet and took out a bra, a shelf bra. She liked to wear shelf bras in court and in negotiations. She would wear a jacket over, but open in the front. She wouldn’t deliberately flash an opposing lawyer to distract him, or show a bit of tit to a judge she wanted a favorable decision from, or let the jury catch a glimpse of her fullness…like hell she wouldn’t. She was a lawyer who knew her business, she worked all the angles and always came out on top.  
 
    She was a driven woman. 
 
    “I’m going to quit and sell cars on the internet.” 
 
    She came out of the closet, pulled up a pencil skirt and almost killed me with the sheen of her legs. 
 
    “Is that good money?” Told you. Driven. 
 
    “It’ll be better than what I’m making now.” 
 
    “Have you ever thought about opening your own car dealership?” She sat down in front of her make up table. This was the part of the morning that I liked best. I loved to watch her do her magic, to transform her face from merely stupendous to out of this world. 
 
    I walked over and pulled a chair to the side so I could watch her better. 
 
    I loved to watch her apply a little TLC to her perfect flesh, her sparkling eyes, her full lips. 
 
    “Maybe some day. I’d have to deal with car companies, get backing,  it’s a big undertaking.” 
 
    “Will selling cars on the net aid you…or slow you down.” 
 
    I thought about it. “Actually, it will help me. It will teach me things I don’t know, and I can see, if I make certain contacts, it could be a big boost. That means going to seminars and conventions, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    She had applied foundation, was working on blush. Her hands moved quickly, but gently, and the color came into her cheeks. My penis, of course was starting to drip. 
 
    She suddenly looked down at my crotch. She reached down with a soft brush and pulled it over the top of my head. 
 
    I shivered and my cock jerked. I truly thought I was going to cum. 
 
    She put the brush aside and began working on her eyelids. She chose a delicate grey and gently transformed her eyes, made them smokey and mysterious.  
 
    I gave a shiver, which I knew didn’t escape her trained eye, and watched as she picked up her lipstick, but she didn’t apply it. She swiveled on her chair and faced me. 
 
    “Tom, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Wrong? Nothing’s wrong? Why do you ask?” 
 
    Everything was wrong. I wasn’t cumming, I was jacking off when I did cum, and I was withholding myself from her. 
 
    She leaned forward, her face mere inches from mine, and she applied her lipstick. I watched as the golden tube moved across her lips, leaving a red, moist color. Built in plumper, though she didn’t need it. 
 
    I licked my lips, and realized that I was staring at her lips. 
 
    And she knew it. She was expert at cross examining, and she had just worked her magic on me. I was a trembling, sweaty mess, my dick was surging, out of control, fucking the air. 
 
    “What’s going on, Tom. Tell me.” Her voice was soft, yet penetrated my soul. She had put all her lawyer wiles into it, made the witness, me, love her, which was easy because I already did love her. 
 
    “Nothing’s going on,” I tried, my voice wasn't steady, though. 
 
    She smacked her lips, never took her eyes off mine. “I feel sexier and sexier every day. I am alive with lust for you, yet we make love less and less, and when we do…when we do you usually don’t cum. And if you cum you act all grumpy, like you’ve been caught doing something wrong. 
 
    “Now, Tom. I’m a patient woman, and I love you, but enough is enough. You will tell me right now.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing,” I bubbled in false cheer, trying to get past the moment. “It’s just something I’m handling on my own.” 
 
    “You’re going to handle it with me. Right now.” 
 
    “I’m just going through something, and…no need to bother yourself ab—“ 
 
    “Tom.” 
 
    Still I held on. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my cock. Her soft hands brought a thrill to my heart. My cock jumped. It was already dripping, wanting to spew, and I was out of baseball cards, especially with her incredibly beautiful face inches form mine, and those lips, with that lipstick, and… 
 
    “Tom. If you don’t tell me right now then I’m never going to let you cum again.” 
 
    “UNNNHHH!” I shivered, like a dog shaking off water, and my cock spewed a massive cum shot. It just went out, through her grip, messing her hand, and getting on her nylons. 
 
    “Uh….uh…uh…” I kept roping, but not so forceful. That first shot had been the home run, these were all singles and doubles. 
 
    Stunned, Tammi looked down at the dripping mess in her hand. 
 
    She looked at her nylons, a big glob of goo sliding down her beautiful legs. 
 
    She looked at me. Her eyes were wide, her mouth was open, she was stunned. 
 
    “Huh…huh…” and I finished. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.” I hung my head. 
 
    A moment passed, a long moment, full of…thoughts. 
 
    She gently touched my chin, lifted my head. Surprise was gone, and thoughtfulness was in her features. “I understand now.” 
 
    “No, no…” I protested. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me. A firm lip plant that she normally didn’t do for fear of messing her make up. 
 
    She drew back. “I understand everything. And we can talk tonight.” 
 
    She stood up and took off her stockings. 
 
    “But….I’m sorry… can’t we…” 
 
    She smiled, and it wasn’t a sad smile, and said, “Don’t worry, Tom. I understand, and we’re going to have a good talk tonight. So just relax.” 
 
    She stood up and stepped into her heels. Her calves popped and I stared down at them. 
 
    She giggled then. She touched my face, a light caress of the cheek, her red fingernails making my heart throb. “Don’t worry, Tom. I’m going to take care of you.” 
 
    Then she walked out of the bedroom, picked up a short jacket in the hallway, her briefcase, and…out the front door. 
 
    I, of course was a mess. She was going to take care of me. What did that mean? And what did she think she understood? Well, I would find that out tonight. And it scared the hell out of me. And would scare me all day. And I didn’t even know what it was that was scaring me. 
 
    And that’s how it started. 
 
      
 
    Lawyer’s sometimes work long hours. They get in the middle of a trial, there’s research and planning to do, and Tammi would put in long hours. 
 
    She wasn’t, however, involved in a big case right now. A couple of weeks she had a big one coming up, but for right now she was taking it easy, arranging her schedule as she wished, and today she wished to get off early. 
 
    It was only three o’clock when I heard her Beemer trundle into the garage. That was earlier than usual, and I shut down the computer and went out to meet her. 
 
    She entered the kitchen with a smile and a large bottle of champagne. Expensive champagne. Bollinger La Grande Annee Brut 2012. And, not to draw this out, the official champagne of James bond. 
 
    “Well, what’s this?” I greeted her cheerfully, giving her a quick kiss and taking the bottle. 
 
    “It’s the first day of the rest of your life, baby. Now open that bottle of fizz and let’s get down to business.” 
 
    She went to the bedroom to change and I reached into a drawer and took out a corkscrew. I screwed the pig’s tail into the cork, worked it gently, and…POP! The cork was out. 
 
    I poured two flutes, placed the champagne in the frig and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Tammi was wearing a filmy negligee, her shelf bra lifted her breasts and caused her nipples to rub against the material. She had told me that made her really horny. Just looking at her sitting at her make up table and applying lipstick made me gulp. 
 
    Applying make up? But she was home from work. She usually relaxed and didn’t bother with make up. 
 
    “Have a seat, lover,” she motioned to the chair I had sat in that morning. 
 
    I placed the champagne on the table and sat. 
 
    She looked at me, smiled, and placed one hand over my flute, and lifted the other one to her lips. 
 
    Absolutely enthralled, I watched as her lips nibbled at the edge of the glass. She lowered the glass, and the red imprint of her lips was thick upon the rim of the flute. 
 
    “I’m not going to drink?”  
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re going to drink. Here.” She held her glass out to me. I looked at the lip print, my cock was surging, and I looked at her. 
 
    “Turn it so you have to drink over my lips. It’ll be like we’re kissing without touching.” 
 
    I actually groaned a little at that. I raised the glass and, her eyes fixed on mine, I touched my lips to her…lip print. 
 
    She smiled. “Drink more.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Finish it.” 
 
    I drained the glass, set it down on the table. I felt the cold liquid slide down my throat, burst in my stomach, and within literally seconds I was flushed, feeling the blood rushing through my body, into my face. 
 
    Tammi smiled, and reapplied lipstick, thickly. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    That was easy to do. I stood and shucked my pants, slid out of my underwear, threw my shirt somewhere, and sat back down. 
 
    She had taken a drink from the remaining glass of champagne and she held the glass out to me. 
 
    “Drink, but slowly this time.” 
 
    Her lips were again on the rim, I stared at them, was fascinated. I was kissing her without kissing. It was incredibly erotic, to have something without even touching it. I lifted the glass and sipped slowly. 
 
    “Good,” she said, “let’s go. Bring the bottle.” 
 
    Stood up, and when I stood up she grabbed my penis with one manicured hand. She was holding her golden tube of lipstick in the other. She left the other glass, we would be drinking from only one, and led me out of the room.  
 
    She led me through the house, and I was having trouble walking. My knees were weak and my cock, even though I had cum just that morning, was pulsing. 
 
    She looked back at me, giggled, and led me out to the patio. We sat down on a lounge chair, both of us. She was sitting with her back to the back, and I was sitting facing her. Our legs were spread and she stroked my cock softly. 
 
    I groaned with the sheer, intense pleasure of it all. 
 
    Our faces were close. We drank. Her pouring the champagne, drinking a bit, but having me drink the lion’s share. Shortly I was riotously drunk. 
 
    She kept putting on fresh lipstick, sipping, or kissing me, and continued stroking my cock, stopping when I got too close. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I said, at one point, thoroughly intoxicated and in love. 
 
    “God won’t help you now, buster,” and she giggled yet again. I might be drunk, but she was giddy with…with something in her mind. A hidden secret. 
 
    I was too hypnotized by her beauty, and the scene, to even think about finding out what she knew. But she was going to tell me. 
 
    “Did you look into selling cars on the net?” 
 
    “I did,” the world was slanting slightly. 
 
    “Does it look good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good. Quit your job and give it a try. If you don’t make money I can support us.” 
 
    I stared at her, drunk, in love, and I couldn’t help it, I began to cry. 
 
    She put the glass aside, leaned toward me, and asked, “What’s wrong, Tom.” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing.” 
 
    She was holding my cock, my tears were splattering on it, and she said, “If you don’t tell me then…” she let go and emphasized her words, “I’m never going to let you cum again. 
 
    I began to jerk, my hips thrust forward, fucking the air. I had an orgasm, but without the sperm. I was empty, but my urges couldn’t be denied altogether. 
 
    She watched me, her lips pursed, a quirky smile on her face. 
 
    I bucked, and shuddered, and then sort of caved in on myself. I sat there, all slumped over. Tears gone. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my cock again. She began to stroke it, and it stayed hard. 
 
    I stared down at it incredulously. 
 
    “You had a dry cum, lover. An orgasm without the squirt. Your body is empty, but your mind still wants to cum.” 
 
    It was true, I felt on edge all over again. 
 
    “Now, tell me what is wrong.” 
 
    Still, I couldn’t. But I didn’t deny that something was wrong. I just shook my head and remained mute. 
 
    “Then I will tell you.” 
 
    Huh? how did she know what was wrong with me? 
 
    “Tom, do you remember when I first graduated law school?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “I was doing pro bono work for the county, and I had all sorts of cases.” 
 
    I remembered. We had spent much time discussing them. It had been fascinating. 
 
    “There was one case I never told you about.” 
 
    I tilted my drunk head. Secrets coming out? 
 
    “Do you remember the name Ricardo Lopez?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “He was a bad person. Beat his wife so bad…he ended up on the docket. I ended up interviewing him. A lot.” 
 
    “So?” I was curious. My dick was throbbing, I felt like cumming again, though I knew it would probably be a dry cum,  yet I still wanted to hear what she had to say. There was something here…something I was being set up for. 
 
    “Nearly a hundred hours of sitting and letting him spew, of getting down to his motivations. After that I had countless meetings with psychiatrists who explained things about Mr. Ricaro Lopez.” 
 
    “What things?” 
 
    “Ricardo had started out being a cross dresser. Dressed in his mother’s dresses, wore her lingerie.” 
 
    Now I was frozen. I wasn’t a cross dresser, but her words were piercing me. 
 
    “Do you know what motivated him?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A feeling that he wasn’t worthy.” 
 
    “Wasn’t…” my mind was shocked, and yet in overdrive. She had stated my exact feeling. 
 
    “Now, we don’t know why, or how, but that motivation led to his becoming a cross dresser, and, eventually a wife beater.” 
 
    “But I don’t…don’t understand.” 
 
    “Tom, there is something in you that doesn’t feel worthy. That is causing you to draw back from me. Maybe it’s the disparity in our salaries, maybe it’s something else, but it’s there.” 
 
    I was silent. What could I say? 
 
    “Tom, do you want to wear my clothes?” 
 
    “No.” In truth, I had never even thought about it. 
 
    “Well, you’re going to.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to start making you wear articles of female clothing, and you’re going to come to grips with your feelings of…not being worthy.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Not wear women’s clothes? Or not feel worthy?” 
 
    I was confused, but that’s the way she wanted me. I was drunk, and she was pushing it. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    She was stroking me, squeezing my testicles rhythmically. She kissed me softly, and I tasted her lipstick. 
 
    “You will, lover. Now, I want you to do something.” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “Just follow my instructions and I will prove something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She smiled. She let go of my cock, unscrewed the golden tube and held it to my lips. She slowly painted my lips. 
 
    My heart felt like it was stopping, my cock was throbbing. 
 
    She said, “If you don’t let me dress you up…I will never let you cum again.” 
 
    “UNNNHH!” and this time semen actually dribbled out. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke with a groan. That’s the thing about champagne, it sometimes leaves a nasty reminder of its joys in your head. 
 
    “Well, well, look who’s coming to breakfast.” 
 
    Tammi was already sitting at her make up table. 
 
    “Oh, man,” I moaned. 
 
    She finished her lipstick—I had missed the show, damn it!—and turned to me. 
 
    “Come look in the mirror.” 
 
    I groaned some more, wanted to go back to sleep, but there was something in her voice that compelled me. I stood up and walked into the bathroom, and stopped, and woke up all the way, and even the pounding in my head went away, so great was my shock. 
 
    I was fully made up. 
 
    I had lipstick, eyeshadow, and my face was smooth and blushed. 
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    Tammi came in and stood next to me, one hand on her hip in a saucy pose. 
 
    “Of course, you shouldn’t sleep in make up, we’ll have to wash the sheets, but you can do that today.” 
 
    “I need to get this off!” 
 
    “I know, it’s a bit much for a first time. So I’ll show you how to get rid of it, but first, you have to promise me something.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    She reached to the back of the bathroom door and took down the negligee she had been wearing the day before. She held it out to me. “Put this on.” 
 
    “I’m not—“ 
 
    “And you must wear it all day. No other clothes.” 
 
    “But what if I have to leave the house?” 
 
    “You’re working on the internet now, and you don’t have to go anywhere. Unless you want to show off your new uniform?” She giggled. 
 
    “I’m not going to…” but there was something in me that was perking up. Something telling me to…to… 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    She ignored my words and put the sleeve up one of my arms, then pulled it up and helped me insert my other arm. 
 
    She stepped in front of me and bumped into my dick. 
 
    I looked down. She looked down. 
 
    “Mikey! I think he likes it!” She laughed, then reached down and started to stroke me. 
 
    I groaned. Then: “What about removing this goop?” 
 
    “Use the jar of cold cream on my table. You don’t need a lot. There are washcloths on the sink. And I’ve got to go to work. It’s Friday and I’ve got some meetings. I have no idea when I’ll get home.” 
 
    She kissed me, gave me a final squeeze to the nuts, a hard one that buckled my knees, then walked out laughing merrily. 
 
      
 
    All that day I was confused. Yet I was alert and able to think, but the thoughts were…weird. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a girl. 
 
    Did I? 
 
    I didn’t want to wear woman’s wear, but then why did this negligee cause me to be so erect? 
 
    Because it was rubbing my nipples and my cock. 
 
    Still,  mostly on remote, I managed to do some work. 
 
    I called the car dealership and told them to send me my last check. Well, I couldn’t go pick it up, could I? 
 
    I burrowed into the net, exploring the job of selling cars on the net. It wasn’t a big field, but people were doing it, and there did seem to be potential. 
 
    All morning I tried to stay focused, naked but for the filmy negligee, my cock hitting the table under the keyboard, my penis actually oozing pre-cum. 
 
    I had just cum the day before, and cum so much that I was dry. Yet I was already manufacturing baby batter. My cock told me so. 
 
    It was the negligee. It was the rubbing of the sexy material, it was…it was good. It felt so damned good. I found myself thrusting my hips as if I was fucking, and groaning a loud. 
 
    Then, lunch time, I was tired. I had been fighting my urges all morning. I had been struggling against the idea of wearing women’s clothes. 
 
    I closed the windows having to do with finance and car sales and opened up Nudevista. I typed in ‘cross dresser.’ 
 
    A sad window opened up. Yet I knew this wasn’t all. I typed in ‘Trans,’ then ‘Transexual,’ then ‘Tranny.’ 
 
    My interest began to perk. 
 
    There was the usual cock sucking and butt fucking, but there was more. 
 
    Men wanting to be women. Men with tits. (That one made me hard. Or maybe I should say ‘harder.’) Men who looked like women. Men who REALLY looked like women. 
 
    I felt things crashing in me. I felt attitudes shifting. I felt my world thrown into the air and landing in an entirely different position. 
 
    Could it be true? Could I be a closet crossdresser? A Tranny in the making? Was there something wrong with me? 
 
    Yet it didn’t feel wrong. 
 
    I didn’t feel like I identified with being a woman. 
 
    Yet what was happening? 
 
    I began exploring the net, typing in a variety of terms, slowly honing in on various…things. 
 
    Men who took hormones and became women. With a working dick. Without a working dick. 
 
    Yikes! I was a horny bastard! I wanted my dick to work! 
 
    Men who got castrated. 
 
    I almost screamed in my head at that one. 
 
    But it made me understand something: I wanted to be made up, dressed up, and that was what made me horny. 
 
    All those mornings of watching my wife make herself up, get dressed in such sexy clothes…I wanted that. 
 
    I wanted to feel beautiful. 
 
    I wanted to feel worthy. 
 
    I was a guy, and maybe some people would consider me handsome, but I wanted to feel beautiful. 
 
    I wanted the world to be a beautiful place. 
 
    I wanted to feel worthy. 
 
    The phone rang. I checked, and it was Tammi. 
 
    “Hey, lover, have you given much thought to what we talked about this morning?” 
 
    There was so much confidence in her voice. And I could see her in my mind’s eye, sitting behind her desk, powerful, beautiful, Her legs up, the ankles cross, the bottoms of her feet showing. 
 
    I could imagine people, both men and women, coming into the office. Seeing her legs so presented, then she lowered them, hid them behind her desk. 
 
    I could feel the heat of those people. They were in the presence of a powerful, beautiful, worthy person. 
 
    I wanted to be worthy. 
 
    “I’ve thought about it a lot.” 
 
    “Any specific thoughts?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve given my notice, and I am willing to be your canvas. Do you wish to paint? Do you wish to create a work of art?” 
 
    “Oh, lover, do I. You’re making me so hot I’m dripping.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    I love you more, and lover…?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ll be coming home in a while. Get ready.” 
 
    I smiled and hung up the phone. 
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    This story was so much fun to write I got carried away and wrote a complete book. Here’s the full write up and a recommendation from my writing partner, Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
      
 
    ALEX TRENTON loves his wife, but he makes a mistake. He becomes ensnared by a ‘Mystery Messenger’ on the internet and dresses up like a girl. That’s not so bad, but then he is caught by his neighbor, and the fun begins. Day after day Alex is blackmailed, pushed further and further down the road to femininity. He is terrified his wife will find out. What’s worse…he starts to like it. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I love my husband, but he is such a cheater. 
 
    A couple of weeks ago I was coming home from a business trip. I was three days horny, and, believe me, that is a lot for me. 
 
    So I pull up to the house and there’s a strange car in the drive way. 
 
    Huh? Jim worked at home, so I figured maybe somebody had come to call on him for work. 
 
    I pulled past the driveway and over to the curb. I got out and walked back towards the house. I had on flats, so my usual click, click, click of high heels wasn’t present. I slid under the garage door, which was half open, it was closer than the front door, and entered the kitchen. 
 
    Now, I respect Jim’s work. He makes good money, and I didn’t want to interrupt if he was having some serious wheelings and dealings, so I walked silently. Not tip toeing, but just walking gently. 
 
    I heard voices and frowned. I recognized Jim’s but the other voice was…a woman’s? 
 
    Well, Jim could have a woman call on him. Maybe she represented a company and they wanted him to do some work. I walked silently through the kitchen and stopped just outside the foyer, I listened, and now I only heard Jim’s voice. 
 
    “Oh, baby, yeah! That’s the way I like it. Uh…uuh…put your finger up my asshole…yeah! Oooh, I think I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” 
 
    Wha….? What the hell… 
 
    I stepped into the foyer and faced the living room. 
 
    Jim was standing in front of the couch, facing me. The girl was sitting on the couch, and she had a mouth full of my husband’s cock. And my husband’s cock was spewing. 
 
    Jim had his head back and he was shooting the first rope down the slut’s voracious mouth. 
 
    “What the fuck is this!” I screamed. 
 
    The girl popped up and faced me. 
 
    Jim just stood there with his cock spitting semen. He shot streams all over the backside of the woman who had just sucked him to a frothy cum. He drooled his slime on the couch. 
 
    He saw me. He looked right at me, but he didn’t care, and it wasn’t just that he was getting his rocks off. He just had this stupid, happy expression on his face and kept cumming. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you!” I screamed. 
 
    She was shorter than me, and nekkid as the day she was born. Totally flustered, her make up was smeared and her big tits hung down, and I advanced on her. 
 
    “You come in here and fuck my husband and…” 
 
    “I didn’t fuck him,” she whined, trying to gather her clothes. 
 
    I grabbed her long hair and jerked and she went with me. I dragged her towards the front door. 
 
    “But I didn’t get paid, yet!” she wailed. 
 
    She tried to struggle out of my grasp, so I shifted my grip. I closed a fist around her over-sized nipples. 
 
    A look of real pain shot through her eyes. 
 
    By now we were in the foyer. She had dropped half her clothes, she was crying, and I opened the door and tossed her out. 
 
    All she had a bra and one high heel, but I didn’t care. I snarled, “I’m getting my husband’s shot gun and coming back here.” I slammed the door. Hard. The whole damned house rattled. 
 
    I turned back to Jim. 
 
    He was just finished his orgasm. His back shook and then he grabbed his cock and flicked a bit of squirtem off it. 
 
    “You son of a bitch!”  
 
    Outside I heard a car door slam. The woman had taken me at my word and run for it. She was going to drive home with just a bra and one high heel. Good. And I ended up putting her clothes in a bucket and pouring bleach on them, then throwing them in the garbage can. No recycling for her shit. 
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself.” 
 
    The son of a bitch just smiled, sort of loopy, and that’s when I got it. 
 
    My husband of ten years was not only fucking whores, but he was on something. 
 
    “Oh, that was a good one.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open. It was incongruous, such a response. What the hell was going on? 
 
    “Don’t be such a Debby Downer,” he grinned, and then he just sauntered past me towards the bedroom. 
 
    I followed, wanting to screech like a Harpy. Wanting to stick my foot, shoe and all, up his ass. But he wouldn’t have cared. He was stoned. He was on something. The whole world was soft and cuddly to him. 
 
    I wasn’t feeling soft and cuddly. 
 
    He flopped down on the bed, glanced over his shoulder at me, and said, “Welcome home, honey.” Then he laid his head down and closed his eyes.  
 
    I went to him and lifted one arm. Nothing. I dropped it and it fell on the bed. He was passed out. 
 
      
 
    I took care of the whore’s clothes, as previously described. I took a shower. Somewhere in there I began to cry. Anger gave way to tears and I sobbed my heart out. 
 
    The love of my life. A cheater. And a drug abuser. And he didn’t even care! 
 
    I stepped out of the shower and dried off. While I rubbed the towel over my body I could see him, snoring loudly now, on the bed. 
 
    Images floating through my mind. Beating him with a belt while he slept. Let him wake up with the bloody stripes of a convict. 
 
    No. I wasn’t a physically cruel person. 
 
    An image of future years, him buying whores and bringing diseases home. Me catching syphilis, gonorrhea, even AIDs. 
 
    Him smiling and cheerful as they carted him away with me shooting a gun at him. 
 
    But I wasn’t the violent sort. I know, I showed a bit of violent behavior when I kicked that whore out of my house, but that was different. That was heat of the moment. With time for reflection I never would have done that. 
 
    I dressed and left the bedroom. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and got down the booze. Bourbon and Coke. I poured myself a stiff one, and, at that moment, Sally drove into the driveway. 
 
    Sally’s my bestie. We’ve been through thick and thin and had the best time of our lives. 
 
    Now I watched as she strode up the driveway. A good looking woman, with red lip and big tits. 
 
    I grunted as thoughts of other women assaulted me. The other woman. The whore I had kicked out of the house. 
 
    Sally entered the house and called, “Tammi? How come you’re not parked in the driveway? How—“ she entered the kitchen and saw me. Saw the shattered look on my face. “What?” 
 
    And I began crying all over again. 
 
      
 
    We sat on the patio, the sun bright and shining, my life feeling like shit. Sally had seen my hubbie, naked and passed out, and now she was sitting with me, and we were sipping our bourbon at a rapid rate. 
 
    “Are you going to leave him?” 
 
    Bitterly, I snapped, “I love him.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Talk with him.” But my voice revealed the depths of my hopelessness. 
 
    “That son of a bitch,” she mused. “And here I thought he was one of the good ones. Good, old Jim would never cheat on you. And you never suspected anything?” 
 
    “Oh, he’s always been a little too friendly with ladies, and I have seen his hands wander a bit, but I thought he was just flirting. A guy thing.” 
 
    Sally shook her head slowly. “Bastard.” 
 
    “So what would you do?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled at me. “Pack his pecker in cement and make him stand in one place while I parade beautiful woman before him.” 
 
    I laughed, a quick snort that brought bubbles to my nose. I was shattered, and I needed a laugh. And she was so matter of fact in her description… 
 
    We drank some more, and then she said, “Why don’t you?” 
 
    “Why don’t you what?” 
 
    “Do what I just suggested.” 
 
    “Pack his pecker in cement?” 
 
    “Well, not exactly, but there are other ways to do this. Ways that wouldn’t hurt him, and yet he would get the lesson.” 
 
    I mulled that over. “How…what did you have in mind? How would we do it?” 
 
    “Let me get back to you. I want to talk to some of the girls in The Club. See what they think. Do a little brainstorming.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped. 
 
    The Club was what we called our little group of women. We were friends over the years and we liked to get together every few weeks or a month and have a hen party. We would chat and gossip and trade secrets and talk to each other. 
 
    Not a few of the girls had had problems that a talk with the other girls had solved. 
 
    Still, I didn’t want my marriage problems broadcast. 
 
    Then I shrugged that thought off. Who better than friends? 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But I need to talk to Jim first.” 
 
    “If he doesn’t even care, if he actually is talking drugs, you won’t have much luck. 
 
    Sadly, I thought she was right. But I had to try. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t see what the problem is, babe.” He was awake now, feeling a little guilty, but only a little. 
 
    “You’re not home, I get a little horny, it’s only a few bucks for a blow job…” 
 
    “So a blow job isn’t sex?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “And it’s not breaking your marriage vows? Your vows to me? Your wife?” 
 
    “But honey…” He weaseled on. 
 
    This was going nowhere. 
 
    “What about the drugs? What were you taking?” 
 
    “Just a little Vicodin. It helps me unwind. I get real tense sometimes. 
 
    “So you buy cheap sex and take drugs to relieve your pressures. What happened to honest communication? With your wife, maybe?” 
 
    “You’re always busy. And I don’t want to bother you with my problems.” 
 
    “So you feel justified in screwing around.” 
 
    “Now, honey, I already explained about that. 
 
    “Yeah, blow jobs aren’t sex.” 
 
    “Exactly!” He was actually relieved. He thought I understood. 
 
    I turned around and left the room. I stomped into the bedroom and he didn’t follow me. I picked up my cell and hit a contact. 
 
    “Sally?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let’s do it.” 
 
    I hung up the phone. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later. 
 
    I made Jim a delicious dinner. Steak and potatoes smothered in butter and grease. A tall drink. Apple pie for desert. 
 
    He devoured the meal and I served him a second drink. He never noticed the little bits of white material floating in his drink. He went to sleep quickly and easily, right in the middle of a sentence. And the sentence, interestingly enough was: “So I guess you’ve gotten over all this stupid anger about me and…and, me and girls…and…” Snore. 
 
     
 
    The warehouse was dark. Pitch black. The windows were covered with black plastic, even the spaces around the doors were blocked. If it was a painting it would have been a black bear in a coal mine at midnight. 
 
    “Wah…what’s happening?” Jim’s voice rose up in a quavery tone. 
 
    The lights were turned on. The light. A small, yellow cone shone down from the ceiling. He was well lit, but the shadows only showed the dim, naked figures of buxom ladies wearing hoods. 
 
    He was lying, curled up, his head raised, trying to figure things out. His penis was chained to a big ring bolt in the floor. His wrists were fastened to his thighs. His face began to look panicky. 
 
    He sat up, looked down between his legs, looked around the room. 
 
    Eight women on the rim of the cone of light. He was able to see that they were naked. He took note of the paddles laying next to their chairs. He could barely see, by squinting, that they were wearing hoods. 
 
    I knew he would recognize my body, but he would never guess at the identities of the others. He always chuckled about my club, and had only met a couple of the ladies, and that in passing. 
 
    “James Haskins!” A voice thundered out. It was one of the girl’s mothers, who was an ex-actress and who had begged to be included. She was in the deep shadows, and her voice was thundering, stentorian, dooming. “You have failed womankind!” 
 
    “What? Who…who are you?” He was fearful, close to tears. 
 
    “You have been found cheating on your wife.” 
 
    “What? No…no! It was only a blow job! It wasn’t really sex!” 
 
    “Is that your defense? That your silly little dick spitting into a whore’s mouth is not sex?” 
 
    I almost giggled. 
 
    “Look! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to hurt anybody! It was just…it was just…” and he started to cry. 
 
    That was good enough for me. I just wanted remorse. I figured that if he was willing to change then everything would be all right. 
 
    The girls, however, felt differently. 
 
    The voice boomed out, “What shall be his punishment!” 
 
    One of the hooded figures stood up, she stepped into the light. 
 
    It was Roxanne. She had probably the biggest tits of all of us, and they were standing up big and proud. She held her paddle in her hand. 
 
    Jim’s head snapped up. He stared at her, and, son of a bitch, I could see the lecher in him. 
 
    Roxanne stepped forward. 
 
    Jim tried to move around, but he only had two feet of chain. He squatted, and turned as she circled him. 
 
    And his dick started to grow. 
 
    “Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” thundered the voice. 
 
    “No! No!” yelled Jim, but it was too late. He had a full erection. 
 
    “James Haskins! Touch your head to the floor and receive your punishment for unauthorized erections!” 
 
    Unauthorized erections? Where did she come up with this stuff. I put a hand under my hood and stifled my laughter. The girl next to me, Sally, snaked a hand over to pinch my thigh and remind me to keep shut. 
 
    “What…what do you mean?” 
 
    “Put your head to the floor!” 
 
    Slowly, and with difficulty, it was hard with his hands tied to his thighs, he assumed the position. He lay on his side, then rolled over so that his head could touch the floor. His butt was perfectly positioned. 
 
    Roxanne circled him, got set, and…WACK! 
 
    Oh, Jim howled. He scuttled and cringed and tried to cover himself. But Roxanne was done. 
 
    Roxanne strutted back to her place and backed into the shadows. 
 
    I noticed that Jim had lost his erection. 
 
    Another girl stepped forth. This was Lacy. She had good boobs and a round butt. Jim looked up. 
 
    She just stood there, and Jim’s dick started to grow. 
 
    “James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” 
 
    James looked down. He saw his penis getting big and bold. He looked up, “No! No! I can’t help it! It just…it just does it on its own!” 
 
    “Assume the position!” 
 
    James didn’t want to. He didn’t move. But we had prepared dialogue for this. Lacy was the one who got to deliver the dialogue. “Listen, buster. We aren’t going anywhere until you assume the position.” 
 
    Sniffling, James timidly lay on his side and worked up so that his head was on the floor. 
 
    Lacy walked around behind him. The wind up…the pitch…WACK! 
 
    James fell over, I could see his ass was red on both cheeks. He was sobbing. His penis immediately shrunk. 
 
    Lacy returned to her place and another girl stepped into the light. Big boobs, and she stood with a slight spread to her legs so he could see her coosh. 
 
    James tried not to look. 
 
    “Look at your accuser!” yelled the voice. 
 
    It took a minute, but finally James looked at her. And his penis started to grow. 
 
    “James Haskins! Your penis reveals your true thoughts!” 
 
    “Oh, no…no!” And I knew that if James could have hit his penis to make it stop growing he would have. 
 
    “Assume the position!” 
 
    It took a while, but James had to confront the situation. He wasn’t going anywhere. He was terrified. He didn’t know what else was going to happen to him. But, finally, he was ready. 
 
    WACK! 
 
    It took an hour to get through all the girls, including me, but when we were done James was sobbing, tears were flowing, and he was cursing his dick for getting hard for each new girl. 
 
    Finally, we were done. 
 
    The girls in The Club all stood up and walked in a line towards a door. They walked softly, but he could probably hear them. There was only one woman left. Me. 
 
    We had discussed my choices. Leave him and call the police. Undo him and give him clothes. Other things. What I had finally decided on, however, was simple, but insidious. 
 
    I walked to the center of the room. I placed a glass of water in front of him. I turned around and left. 
 
    Jim was thirsty by now. He picked up the water and drank. And shortly went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine!” I chirped cheerfully, springing out of bed. “It’s a new day!” I drew the curtains back. 
 
    Jim bolted upright. He stared around wildly. 
 
    I pretended not to notice. I walked into the bathroom. “Did you have sweet dreams?” 
 
    I waited for the shower to get hot, and watched him in a little hand mirror I had propped into a corner. He would never notice it, but I would see him. 
 
    He got out of bed, gingerly. He rubbed his ass, turned around and looked over his shoulder at it. 
 
    It was bright red. Both cheeks. He was going to be sitting softly for a couple of days. 
 
    Smiling, I got into the shower. 
 
    As I soaped and lathered and shampooed and all that kind of stuff I was thinking about how well this worked out. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was that we hadn’t filmed it. It would have been nice to have that reminder, maybe show it to Jim if he ever felt like wandering. 
 
    Still, he had gotten the message. I was sure he was cured. 
 
    Little did I know. 
 
      
 
    Time passed, and maybe I should blame myself for what happened next. You see, even though I loved Jim, and though he had been shown the error of his ways, I didn’t want to make love. 
 
    I tried it a couple of times, but just started crying and pushed him away. 
 
    I think a year or two and I would have gotten over it, but the sad truth was that while Jim had been handled, I still had a deep hurt that hadn’t been handled. 
 
    So I didn’t go back to sleeping with him. 
 
    The thought made me miserable, but I didn’t, and I tried not to even think about it. 
 
    A recipe for disaster, especially given his history, if ever there was one. 
 
    My first clue was his happiness. 
 
    At first he was sort of hang dog. He knew I had been part of the scene that had humbled him, and every time I looked at him, and maybe gave a smirk, he knew. 
 
    Then, he stopped being hang dog. He just started smiling a lot, and I knew…he was playing with drugs again. 
 
    I didn’t say anything, but I did do a little snooping, and I found his stash. I didn’t throw it out, or confront him, or do anything drastic. I was hurt, and I was still in the throws of my own depression, and I just wanted to stand back and figure things out. 
 
    But it made me start to suspect him, and I determined to track him down, to catch him in the act. 
 
    Now, I don’t know what I would have done. I was just sort of mildly obsessed. I was like a dog chasing a car, if I had actually caught it I would have been stumped. 
 
    I examined his computer. Nothing there. Well, a few websites that were inappropriate, but…so what? Is there a guy alive who doesn’t look at a little porn? And I reasoned that if he was watching porn then maybe he wasn’t going out and getting it. Silly me. 
 
    I checked his phone numbers. He didn’t have a lot of them, but they all seemed above board. Nothing that screamed out: Blow Jobs! $75! 
 
    I went back to his computer, and I was staring at it, and then I realized…I had checked his browsing history, but what about his email? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I hummed. I tapped my fingers on his desk. I went and got a drink and just thought. I knew something was going on. I just didn’t know how to find it. 
 
    And, on a whim, I don’t know why, I typed into his browser ‘blow jobs.’ Now, when you type into Google the computer will finish filling it out for you. I had reached ‘Blo,’ and I saw a list of links hanging from the address box. 
 
    I stopped. 
 
     
 
    ‘Blow jobs, how to do’ 
 
    ‘Blow jobs, self taught. (Huh?) 
 
    ‘Blow jobs…’ 
 
    Yadda yadda yadda. 
 
      
 
    And, at the bottom of the list, ‘Blow jobs by Marilyn.’ 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    Bingo…fucking bingo! 
 
    The picture of the girl whose ass I had kicked. 
 
    A password required. I ran the cursor over the box and the passwords were computer loaded. I clicked. I was in. 
 
    Pages of them messaging. 
 
     
 
    ‘I want you. I can’t wait to feel your cock on my lips.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Not tonight, my wife is still awake.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Can’t wait to suck your tits.’ 
 
     
 
    ‘You should talk…you’ve got the most sensitive nipples in the world!’ 
 
      
 
    And, at one point, Jim actually said,  
 
      
 
    ‘My wife doesn’t understand me. Oh, if only I was married to you.’ 
 
      
 
    My mind stopped. If only he was married to her? 
 
    I checked the dates. I scrolled back. I found messages that were sent during our vacation, when I was hauling him off the beach to suck and fuck him to a fare thee well. He was talking to her, dreaming of her sweet lips, and willing to pay her $75 a shot. 
 
    Motherfucker! 
 
    But there were a lot of messages that were sent after he had been to the warehouse. 
 
    I closed the computer. 
 
    I think, at that point, I was probably officially insane. 
 
    I had no feeling. I was like a psychopath, watching a spider crawl into a fire, no emotion, just wanting to see the quick flare of fire as the spider burst into flames. 
 
    The spider being my husband, of course. 
 
      
 
    Two days passed, I had lunch with Sally, and I think that helped bring me out of it. 
 
    Jim was so happy on his drugs he didn’t see the insane calmness of me. I probably would have snapped one night and taken a baseball bat to him while he slept. 
 
    But Sally helped. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, oh. What the hell is going on.” 
 
    I had sat down and smiled at her. My smile must have been ghastly. A rictus of crazy frightening at worst. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    She ordered a couple of drinks. Then made me drink both of them. She watched to make sure I did, and I did. I gulped those suckers like they were the keys to the kingdom. 
 
    She reached across the table and took my hand. “Out with it.” And she wouldn’t let go of my hand. She wouldn’t look away. She kept calling me back to her with her eyes when I tried to look away. 
 
    “Oh, it’s nothing.” I said, airily. Desperate and breaking into little pieces. 
 
    “Jim,” she stated. 
 
    I cracked and fell into an ocean of tears. 
 
    I sobbed and I sobbed, my back rippling, my chest gasping for air. 
 
    She just waited. 
 
    The waiter came up to ask if everything was all right. She just moved him along. 
 
    After 15 minutes I slowed down. 
 
    After a half hour I stopped. 
 
    I stared at her with red eyes, mascara a ruin, but somehow empty and refreshed. I was going to be okay. 
 
    After a little revenge, of course. 
 
    “Tell me,” she commanded. 
 
    I told her of my suspicions, of Jim being too happy, of find his drugs, of searching his computer and finally finding his emails. 
 
    She nodded, listened, and when I was done, she simply got up, came around the table and hugged me. 
 
    Everybody in the restaurant was watching, of course, but we didn’t care. 
 
    She gave me hope, and I needed it. And The Club was called for an emergency session. 
 
      
 
    I fixed Jim a big dinner. He was happy, so it may have been wasted, but I did, and at least knew that it would be consumed. 
 
    It was consumed. Jim thanked me, and wandered off. Vacant, horny, wanting to get back to his internet lover. 
 
    I hummed while I did the dishes. Heck, I hummed all that night. And I checked his messages with ‘Mistress Marilyn.’ 
 
    La de da. Nothing. But I knew it was coming. 
 
    Nine days later it came. 
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I don’t know why, I just couldn’t get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t worry, lover. Next time I’m going to suck you so hard your asshole will whistle. 
 
    His asshole will whistle? I laughed. I liked that. 
 
    I invited Sally over and showed her the message. Oh, what a laugh we had. 
 
    And the girls of The Club started dropping by. 
 
    They all had big grins, and especially when they greeted Jim. And they took to hugging him. 
 
    And they even made a point of brushing their hands across the front of his pants. 
 
    Jim was, of course, made extra horny by this, and he badly needed a blow job. 
 
    Six days later.  
 
      
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong.’ 
 
      
 
    ‘It happens, lover. You should probably see a doctor, though.’ 
 
      
 
    I printed out the message and showed it to the girls. they all chortled and snickered. They hugged me and we had little celebrations. 
 
    More and more I invited the girls over. It became rare for Jim to not see one or two of the girls during the day, and I spent hours on the phone at night. 
 
    Jim stayed happy, but there was a haggardness to his happiness. The drugs were making him happy, but there was an underlying problem that was making his life a problem. 
 
    He couldn’t get hard. 
 
    No boners for Jimmy boy. 
 
    No erections, hard ons, chubs or anything. 
 
    He was just a slack worm, and the slacker he got the more worried he got, and the more it showed through his drug haze, and the more the girls and I laughed. 
 
    Finally, the day came. 
 
    “Jim? Baby?” 
 
    He looked at me. We had just finished dinner and he was sitting there, caught in his own stew. 
 
    “I know we haven’t done it much, but I…I think maybe if we try…maybe tonight…” 
 
    Oh, he was caught. Conflicted. He wanted to fuck in the worst possible way, but he hadn’t had a boner for a month. Mistress Marilyn had even messaged him, 
 
      
 
    ‘Call me when you can get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    So he wasn’t even getting blow jobs, and now I was sitting there asking for a fuck. 
 
    I could see his mind running over the fact that he couldn’t get hard. But…God! He…he…he had to do something! 
 
    “Well, uh…I haven’t been feeling…” 
 
    I unbuttoned my blouse. Right there. In the kitchen. 
 
    He gulped as my big boobs came into view. 
 
    I shimmied out of my dress. 
 
    He gulped again, his eyes were still on my boobs. 
 
    I took off my bra. His mouth sort of opened, and a weird sound came out. A sighing sort of a gasp. 
 
    “Jim? Baby? I really need it. Please?” 
 
    He didn’t move. Wanted to move, but I knew his dick wasn’t getting hard. 
 
    “Jim?” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. I led him out of the kitchen, down the hallway, into the bedroom. 
 
    I heard a slight sound behind me and knew that the girls were filing in and arranging themselves in the living room. They were quiet, and Jim never suspected a thing. 
 
    I pushed him on the bed and started working on his zipper and buckle. In a trice he was naked, and I took his slack cock in my mouth. 
 
    “Uh…oh…” he grunted, but there was nothing there. He was making sounds out of habit, not out of any lustful feeling. 
 
    “Look,” I said cheerfully, “I’m deep throating you.” I took his entire dick in my mouth. Erect I couldn’t do that. Slack, it was easy. I rolled the slug around in my mouth and sucked and tongued the slumping dick. 
 
    He groaned, but it wasn’t pleasure, it was frustration. He couldn’t get it up. He couldn’t be a man. 
 
    I grabbed his nuts and squeezed them. I played with them, I batted them. I stuck my finger in his asshole. 
 
    He made sounds, especially when the digit went up his button, but his cock stayed asleep. 
 
    Nothing there. 
 
    I stood up and looked down at him. His face was a study in misery. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Don’t you love me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I do…I’m just tired.” 
 
    “Like you’ve been tired for the last month?” 
 
    His face rippled in surprise that turned to shock. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, like the girl says, I paused, then said it with significance. 
 
      
 
    ‘Call me when you can get it up.’ 
 
      
 
    He blinked. Things were coming together in his mind. He realized where he had heard that phrase before. 
 
    “Tammi?” 
 
    I grinned and stepped away from him. 
 
    He got to his feet and walked towards me. 
 
    I turned and walked down the hallway. 
 
    “Tammi? What do you mean? What do you…” 
 
    He froze. He was coming out of the hallway and saw the ladies sitting in a semi circle, facing him, their hoods on. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered, his face turned grey. 
 
    “James Haskins!” A voice thundered. Marsha was a matronly woman, the ex-actress, and she stood behind the circle. Her voice a weapon. 
 
    “Oh, god!” Jim blurted, then he fell to his knees. It didn’t matter that he was in his own home, he was being called to task. 
 
    “Stand here, Jim.” 
 
    I lifted him up and positioned him facing the ladies. 
 
    He stared at them. 
 
    They took their hoods off and smiled at him. Some of the smiles were quirky, some rueful, some amused. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Jim repeated. 
 
    “Jim Haskins,” Marsha spoke in a normal voice. “You have cheated on your wife for the last time. We are an old and powerful coven of witches, and we have laid a spell on you. 
 
    “We are going to set a task out for you, and if you accomplish it, we might return the function of your penis to you. If you don’t, then…” she shrugged, like ‘so what.’ 
 
    In truth, I had added one drop, that’s all it took, of medroxyprogesterone acetate, to his food. 
 
    That was the drug used to ‘chemically castrate’ sexual offenders. But it didn’t really castrate them, it just stopped erections, and when it wore off, after about six months, erections were possible again. 
 
    But Jim didn’t know that, and, for all he knew, we really were witches. Oh, how delightful. I had a stick and I couldn’t wait to use it! 
 
    “What…what do I have to do?” 
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, honey,” I woke cheerfully. I turned over in bed, splatted a big kiss on his cheek, and got up. 
 
    Jim lay there, no expression on is face. 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    Quickly, he put out some false cheer. “Good morning…dear.” 
 
    I smiled. I was naked, and I stood spread legged, giving him a fine view of my bush. “And how’s my wonderful hubby this morning?” 
 
    “I’m fine. How are you?” He was like a robot trying to be a human. 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” I jumped back onto the bed and lay on my belly. “Give me a back rub.” 
 
    Quickly, he slid out from under the covers and squatted over me. He began massaging my back, my waist, but butt, my legs. His hands squeezed and kneaded. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re going to have strong hands in six months.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “Let me turn over and…ah, yes. Do my front, and then get me off.” 
 
    He gently dug his hands in and massaged me. He especially worked on my breasts, and sucked the nipples. 
 
    I knew he was hurting inside. He couldn’t get it up, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t get horny. In fact, he was going to be more horny than ever. We were ordering lots of hormones for him, and we had selected chemicals that would increase his estrogen, but not interfere with his horniness. And with all the massaging and sex he was going to be putting out…he was going to be hornier than a bull on viagra. But he was going to be a cow. Heh heh. 
 
    Finally, I was nice and hot and tilting my hips towards him, and he went down for the finish. For long minutes he ate me and I arched my back and stuck my pussy into his face. Hard. I loved the feel of his soft tongue slithering up my slit. 
 
    “Nibble the kibble,” I moaned. That was my code phrase for suck my clit. 
 
    He did, and I gasped. 
 
    “Use your fingers.” 
 
    He started with one finger, but quickly went to three. I felt my juice gushing over his hand, and I said, “Now.” 
 
    He started jamming three fingers in and out of me. I could feel his knuckles hitting the rim of my hole. I gasped, and I bucked and squirted. 
 
    “OH, YEAH!” 
 
    Jim eased off and backed away. I lay there and luxuriated. Waking up with a massage and a cum, every day, how delicious. 
 
    I sighed and sat up. “That was wonderful. Thank you, dear. Go get my shower ready.” 
 
    He scampered into the bathroom and made sure the water was exactly the right temperature. 
 
    “Marsha? Are you here?” 
 
    Click, click, click. Marsha loved her high heels. Wore them everywhere. She entered the bedroom. “My, that sounded like a good one.” 
 
    “Heavenly,” I affirmed. “I’m going to shower now, you want a cum?” 
 
    “Why, I don’t mind if I do.” She giggled and began taking off her blouse. 
 
    I smiled. For an older lady she had a wonderful set of ta tas. Big and bulbous, overflowing. They weren’t as big as Roxanne’s, but they were firmer. 
 
    “Have a wonderful time,” I said. I walked into the bathroom. Jim held the door open for me and closed it gently when I was under the water. 
 
    Ah…this was the life. It had been one month since Jim had been acquainted with his new life, and I honestly didn’t know why all women didn’t do this: chemically castrate their man and hold his function as reward for service. 
 
    And it was wonderful turning him into a woman. 
 
    He was starting to get boobs. His skin was finer, and the fat was already redistributing on his face. 
 
    And he was becoming quite accomplished at putting on make up. 
 
    Of course, his horniness kept reminding him that he was a man, but that was okay. 
 
    I soaped and loufahed and washed my hair. I listened, with a smile, as Jim worked on Marsha. She was such a nasty girl. She would deliberately not wash her pussy, and loved it when he wrinkled his nose or hesitated. She also had a wart down there, and she delighted in making him suck it. 
 
    Oh, so nasty. I laughed. 
 
    I stepped out of the shower and Jim was waiting with a towel. 
 
    “Thank you, dear,” I said as he dried me off. 
 
    I walked out of the bathroom and sat down at the make up table. Jim had the hair dryer out and running. He gently brushed my hair out as he dried it. 
 
    “Give me some good waves today, slave boy.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Finally, my hair dry, I began putting on make up. “You can start yours while you wait.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” He moved to the side of the table and began working with his little box of creams and lotions and such. He was becoming expert with concealer, foundation, blush and all the other skin products, and I loved watching him when he curled his eyelashes. Men have such long, thick lashes, and his thickened up and curled and looked like they were almost fake. 
 
    “Jim?” I asked as I put on lipstick. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Wonderful, dear.” 
 
    “No. I mean really. Tell me your true feelings.” I did this every once in a while. First, I really wanted to know. Second, to get him to verbalize his emotions was a wonderful thing. With the hormones kicking in, and his emotions running high, it made him so girly to talk about what was bothering him. 
 
    He sighed. “I’m okay.” 
 
    “Do I detect a little reticence in that statement?” 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    But I could read him like a book. “Come on, out with it. Truth between girlfriends.” He didn’t really like it when I called him my girlfriend, but that was one of those ‘so what’ things. 
 
    He soughed, heavily, and said, “It’s sort of fascinating to…to look at my make up. Or to feel nylons slithering over my hairless skin.” 
 
    I giggled. “Would that give you a hard on if you were actually a man?” 
 
    He actually blushed a little. “I think it would.” 
 
    I stood up and looked at him, and he began to cry. Little tears leaked out of the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “What’s wrong, little Jimmy?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Is it the hormones?” 
 
    “I think so. Yeah.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes,’ not ‘yeah.’ It’s much more feminine.” 
 
    “Okay. I mean yes.” 
 
    “Well, have a good cry, and check your make up before you come out.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    I left him there, little bits of mascara washing down his face. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, sluts!” I called into the spare bedroom. Roxanne and Sally were spending a few days. “Get him while he’s hot!” 
 
    A pillow flew at me and I easily sidestepped it. I continued down the hall. 
 
    Marsha was in the kitchen, starting the breakfast.  
 
    “You should be letting Jimmy do that.” 
 
    “I know. But he gave me such a delightful cum, and I like to work. So I thought…” 
 
    “You’re a kind person,” I kissed her cheek. 
 
    “For a witch,” she responded, and we both gave out evil cackles. 
 
    I sat at the table and Marsha put some orange juice in front of me. I sipped, and noted Jim coming down the hall. He was walking softly, carrying his high heels. As he passed the spare bedroom Roxanne’s voice yelped. “I saw you! Don’t you try avoiding your duties. Now get in here and start eating.” 
 
    Jim’s shoulders slumped and he turned and went back into the bedroom. shortly I heard the sounds of grunts and groans and squeals. I laughed. 
 
    “The poor boy. He does suffer so.” Marsha placed a plate with an egg on it, perfectly done, on the table. “Sausage in two minutes.” 
 
    I began eating, listening to Jim slurp and use his talents. 
 
    “He hates eating girls out after he’s put on his make up.” 
 
    “As I said, poor boy.” Marsha showed no mercy, just enjoyed everything. 
 
    Ten minutes later I was done eating, and Roxanne was out of the bedroom. Five minutes later Sally sauntered in, looking a little weak kneed. 
 
    Jim slunk down the hallway to repair his face. 
 
    “Well, girls,” I spoke as they began eating. “How’s it going.” 
 
    “You know, it’s only been a month, but I’m thinking we should keep him this way.” 
 
    I know what you mean,” I said. “But we all agreed.” 
 
    “Agreements can be changed.” 
 
    I smiled. “I don’t think Jim will like that.” 
 
    “Are you referring to ‘no vote Jim?’” Marsha was washing dishes, but her ears were quite good. 
 
    Roxanne, Sally and I laughed. 
 
    “Yes, that’s the one,” Sally tossed back. 
 
    Marsha came to us. “You know. It is possible to make him love being a woman, and we could keep our slave.” 
 
    “But?” I asked. 
 
    “But we would need to go further.” 
 
    “Further than feminizing him completely? What’s left.” 
 
    “Oh, there are many steps on the road to complete and utter emasculation.” There was a mysterious quality to her voice. “But you would have to be willing, Tammi.” 
 
    All eyes were on me. It was my husband, after all. 
 
    I pondered. My eyes got that far away look, and they watched me. 
 
    Jim. A good provider, but a cheater. Would making him a woman make him stop cheating? Probably. But what would happen when he went back to being a man. And I knew, with sinking heart I knew. A cheater once is a cheater forever. 
 
    My eyes unglazed and I faced my friends. “I’ve got a few concerns, but I’m willing to consider it.” I looked at Marsha. “Have you ever done this ‘total emasculation’ thing before?” 
 
    She smiled a tight but happy smile. “Oh, yes.” And she began to talk. 
 
    Interestingly enough, it was a three week program, and we decided to implement the very next month. In one month his tits would be quite obvious, maybe even large. And he would be unmistakeable as a woman. 
 
      
 
    One month later, his tits were almost C cups, his face had shifted and become cute. His hair was past his ears and we had layered it to really bring out the highlights. 
 
    “Hi, sluts,” Sally chirped, cheerfully, coming through the front door. She had just been out on a date with a fellow named Tom. She had known Tom for years, and knew that he was a big dick, and a big cummer. 
 
    She looked at Jim, who was standing by, waiting to wait on the girls. “Come with me.” 
 
    Dutifully, he followed her down the hallway. It was delightful to listen to intermingling ‘click, click, clicks.’ 
 
    Shortly afterwards we were all silent, listening to the sounds of sex. 
 
    “Hell, we can’t hear anything. I’m going to go listen.” Marsha slipped her heels off and tip toed down the hallway. The rest of us, there were three other girls plus me, we all wanted to be in on the start of Jim’s emasculation, tip toed behind her. 
 
    At the bedroom door we all stopped and turned our heads this way and that to best listen. We were just in time. 
 
    “Oh, yes, now eat me!” 
 
    He had finished spreading his love all over her breasts and she was ready. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…Hey! Why are you stopping?” 
 
    “There’s…there’s…something is in your pussy!” 
 
    “Oh shut up and keep eating.” 
 
    “But…but what is it?” 
 
    “Eat it. Now. And don’t worry. It not only won’t hurt you, it’s good for you.” 
 
    “But…I…I can’t.” 
 
    Sally told us later that she had to grab his hair and force his head back down to her juncture. “It’s sperm, you ninnie! Now lick it out!” 
 
    “Bummm ahnn caan!” 
 
    “Shut up and eat, or you’ll never be a man again.” 
 
    We girls had to stifle our giggles, and we walked back down the hallway. 
 
    When Sally came out of the bedroom, looking flushed and satisfied we all clapped with our fingertips. She bowed. “Man, that was good. Getting eaten out after you’ve just had a big load deposited in your quim…there is nothing better. It’s so sensitive, and his face just slides around and stimulates you so wonderfully. 
 
    15 minutes later Jim entered the living room, and we could tell he was a changed man. He had taken the time to repair his make up, but we could see a redness to his cheeks, a dismay to his eyes, a slump to his shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t slouch,” snapped Marsha. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” He tried to straighten up, but his mind was in shock. I took pity on him. 
 
    “Jim.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “How many times have I swallowed your cum.” 
 
    He admitted, “A lot.” 
 
    “And it was good.” 
 
    “But…it was another man’s!” 
 
    We all tittered. 
 
    Sally said, “All men are the same. All semen tastes pretty much the same. But you’ll find that out pretty quickly now.” 
 
    He stared at us, but nobody elaborated. 
 
    “Now, honey,” I said. “Every real woman has got to know how to swallow sperm. Lots of it. And you want to be a real woman, don’t you?” 
 
    He was caught there. He was commanded to answer in the positive. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now go make us some drinks.” I turned to the other girls, “I don’t know about you, but I feel like celebrating little Jimmy’s transitioning.” 
 
    Little cheers and affirmations. 
 
    Jimmy went into the kitchen, trying to to slump. A moment later he was back. “We’re out of liquor.” 
 
    We girls looked at each other, mock aghast. Marsha: “Well go get some, you ninny!” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    Now Jimmy was in a quandary. He had never been out of the house, and he had to go to the liquor store. And there was no way out of it. 
 
    He tried to hem and haw, to make excuses, but we just laughed and shooed him away. 
 
      
 
    20 minutes later the door opened and Lacy came in, followed by Jim. 
 
    “Guess who I ran into at the liquor store?” 
 
    Jim slunk past her, bags in hands, and shortly we heard the sound of drinks being mixed. 
 
    “How’d he do?” asked Sally. 
 
    “Oh, he was a hoot,” and she described how he was trying to cover himself up with a scarf. “He looked cute and stupid at the same time.” 
 
    “What’d you do?” I asked. 
 
    “I yelled out ‘Jaime!’” And hugged him like a girlfriend. He found out that in numbers there is strength. He seemed to relax, and was able to complete his mission. 
 
    We all had a good chuckle over that, then Jim…Jaime, brought in the drinks. 
 
      
 
    By the end of the week Jaime was ahead of schedule. He had had to eat the loads out of the girls’ snatches daily, once twice, and he wasn’t even blinking. He would slobber and lick, then swallow whatever came out with no hesitation. 
 
    On the last day of that week I went out. Sally had arranged a date with Tom. Mr. Big Cummer, and, I tell you, it is quite amazing to fuck somebody other than your husband, especially after years and years of fucking only your husband. 
 
    It was like being out of your body, and all your nerves are twice as fired up, and when you find out that a bigger dick than your husband’s is available… Oh, my. Katie bar the door. 
 
    So I laid down on the bed, his side, let him sleep in the wet spot, and had him eat me. 
 
    Oh, his eyes were as big as pies when he realized what I had done. He raised up, was about to speak, and I pushed his head back into my valley. “Don’t talk, just eat.” 
 
    And he did. It was a thrilling victory for me, and as I came down from my second wonderful cum of the night I thought about how appropriate justice was, to make a cheater eat a cheater’s cum. 
 
      
 
    Second week. 
 
    A couple of the girls who knew carpentry were hammering and sawing in the garage, and Jaime was forbidden to go see what was happening. 
 
    That night we held a party. And we all wore dildos. Big old strap ons. Oh, we weren’t all going to rape him, only I had been voted to break him in. But he was going to suck us all, and then I was going to pop his cherry. 
 
    “Have a drink, Jaime,” I handed him a glass. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We decided you needed a break. So we’re going to get you a little drunk tonight.” 
 
    The ex-drug addict had been refused all alcohol, all drugs, and was on a salad diet. His weight was dropping off wonderfully, but he was starving. But a girl has to do what a girl has to do to keep her waist line, right?” 
 
    He tossed that drink down faster than Speedy Gonzalez masturbates, and he was handed another one. Then the fun began. 
 
    “Would you like another drink? Jaimie?” Marsha stood in front of him. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “What’s that? Dear boy?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to earn it.” 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” 
 
    “Suck my cock.” 
 
    Jaime turned bright red. You would think that after sucking another man’s juice out of his wife’s pussy he would be done with embarrassment, but he wasn’t. I actually thought it was sort of cute. 
 
    Cute or not, he knelt in front of Marsha and put his mouth on her dick. 
 
    She grabbed the back of his head and began lightly fucking his face. 
 
    He gagged, but manage to control himself. 
 
    “Make sounds, dear boy. Show me you love to suck cock.” 
 
    “Ah…gah. Yeah.” 
 
    We all laughed. 
 
    And so the party went. Us girls getting loopy, and Jaimie going from lady to lady, earning his liquor with blow jobs. It was particularly humiliating, and yet delightful. 
 
    “Oh…oh…I’m going to cum!” yelled Roxanne, her big tits bouncing. She thrust her hips into his face like she was blowing her load. 
 
    Jaime again gagged, but he was learning to take cock down his throat better and better.  
 
    “Oh, you’re a mess. At least put some lipstick on!” And shortly all our cocks were getting smeared with red. 
 
    And, the good part, Jaime started getting into it. He slobbered and he licked, and he responded to our compliments with a smile and a bit of pride in his eyes. 
 
    Finally, we took him out to the garage. 
 
    “Lay on the horsie, Jamie,” Marsha commanded. 
 
    Jaime looked at it. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “More of a how to fuck,” I giggled. 
 
    He was drunk, and he was used to following directions, so he laid down on a wide plank with some towels folded across it for cushioning. 
 
    The plank was supported by four two by fours, and we quickly secured his hands and feet, a handcuff to each limb. 
 
    His face lay on one end in a sort of cradle. His red lips facing whoever wished for a blow job. His butt hung off the other end. 
 
    “What now?” he asked. 
 
    “Now,” I said to my husband, squatting in front of him so he could see me. “Now I break you in. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Sure. Whatever.” 
 
    Marsha knelt next to me. “Isn’t it wonderful? Feeling like this?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    I said, “No, really.” 
 
    He had stopped crying pretty much, but moisture filled his eyes and he admitted. “It does feel good.” then: “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “I’m going to emasculate you. Now relax, and learn to take it like a woman.” 
 
    I kissed him, on the lips, which I rarely did anymore, and I walked behind him. 
 
    “Oh!” Jamie squirmed as I squirted lube onto and into his anal crevice. “What are you doing?” 
 
    But he was figuring it out now. 
 
    “Making you a woman,” somebody quipped. 
 
    I stood behind him then, and I placed my cock head onto his brown star. It fit perfectly and I waited. 
 
    Lacy was in front, and she kissed him. And kissed him. And kissed him. 
 
    Jaime lost himself in her lips, and I pushed an inch in. The head popped through the rim, and his eyes went wide. Lacy grabbed his hair and kept his face on hers. 
 
    Kiss, kiss.  
 
    Marsha started rubbing his back. 
 
    He relaxed, and I added an inch. 
 
    Inch by inch I penetrated him, and, I tell ya, there is something absolutely incredible when you take a man’s power away from him. 
 
    He had always been the manly man, assuming ownership with his cock. 
 
    Now he had no cock. I did, and I was assuming ownership. His ass was my property. 
 
    All the way in. My fake balls up against his limp package. 
 
    Lacy backed away and one of the girls knelt in front of him and started taking pictures. Later I would see the look on his face, 8 by 10, shock and awe, a defeat and an acceptance and, in a way, a victory. He was taking it. And…he was liking it. 
 
    Marsha nodded to me. 
 
    I began to move back and forth, sawing my hips in, giving a twist, pulling out, corkscrewing mercilessly. 
 
    Jaime groaned. 
 
    Marsha nodded, and I picked up the pace. My hips smacked into his flesh, my cock disappeared into his orifice. Jaime began to make sounds. Gulps, gasps, expressions of delight. 
 
    His dick, poor, limp thing, began to ooze sperm. I was hitting the prostate and forcing the semen through his cock. He didn’t feel anything, no spasm nor orgasm, but he was being drained. He was going to be extra horny from here on out. 
 
    And, finally, after ten minutes, Marsha held up her hand. Good. I wasn’t used to the fucking motion of the hips the way a man did it, and my muscles were sore. 
 
    I backed away and my dick flopped out of his asshole. 
 
    Jaime groaned. He had felt full, complete, and now he was empty. I had done it right, and he would crave cock from here on out. 
 
    We left him there. We undid the cuffs and just walked out of the garage, turning off the light and leaving him, gasping, sobbing in happiness. 
 
    Hours later he would sneak into bed, careful not to wake me. But I was awake, and I was smiling. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week the girls took him out to the garage and opened him up. Each night one, or even two girls, would exercise his butthole.  
 
    After that first time Jaime didn’t need to be tied down. He would simply go out and lay down and take it.  
 
    And he liked it. 
 
    And he realized that, in a way, though it resulted in more and more horniness, it provided a form of sexual release. 
 
    Eventually, in the weeks ahead, he would come to the girls and ask them to fuck him. 
 
    We would, of course, accommodate him. 
 
     
 
    The end of week three. D day as far as Jaime’s emasculation was concerned. 
 
    We held another party, and we wore cocks, and we gave him drinks in return for blow jobs, but we didn’t get him as loopy as before. 
 
    To completely emasculate a man one must leave a little wiggle room. Room in which the man must make his own decision. If he doesn’t choose to be emasculated, it is not as effective. 
 
    About an hour into the party Tom showed up. 
 
    Tom is a hunky fellow. His dick is about eight inches long, not unusually fat, but nice. It really fits into the pussy. 
 
    Several of the girls had utilized him, he did shoot such delightful and large loads, and we all gathered around him. 
 
    Jaime stood back, watching, wondering, and knowing that something was up. 
 
    I took Tom by the hand and took him to Jaime. 
 
    Jaime looked completely like a woman now. He was wearing a tight dress, a slit up the thigh, a heart cut into the top so his cleavage, all him, could be presented. His hair was perfect, his make up was impeccable, his lips were red and moist and ready. 
 
    “Jaime, Tom is going to be your date tonight.” 
 
    Jaime was frozen. 
 
    “Shake his hand, girlfriend.” 
 
    Sally moved forward and moved Jaime’s hand forward to a shake. 
 
    “Give a hug.” 
 
    Sally moved him into Tom’s arms. 
 
    For a moment they hugged. 
 
    I could see Jaime’s eyes were thoughtful. I think he had figured it out. He was going to get fucked. For real. 
 
    So we drank a little more. We got Jaime to dance with Tom, and then we all went out to the garage. 
 
    “Lay down, Jaime.” 
 
    Jaime looked at me, eyes all shiny and opaque, like mirrors. Oh, what mysterious things were going through his mind. 
 
    He lay down. There was tension in him, as he gripped the two forward legs with his hands. But we didn’t have to cuff him. 
 
    I sat in front of him, gave him some sips of bourbon and Coke, talked softly to him. 
 
    He didn’t say much, just listened. 
 
    I kissed him gently, “You’re a good girl.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    The girls greased Tom up, then they lubed Jaime. They took their time, fondling him, loving him, making him warm and loose. 
 
    Then Tom stepped  between his legs. His cock was hard and loomed large. He placed the tip of his cock to Jaimie’s hole and gently inserted. 
 
    Jaimie’s eyes went wide. His back was shivering and rippling. 
 
    “Relax, lover.” I whispered to him. I kissed him again. I took my time and really swallowed his lips. 
 
    Tom slid smoothly in. We had prepared Jaimie, had stretched him out, and he took the cock in easily. 
 
    “Oh,” said Jaime, and I knew he was feeling the wonderful sensation of hot skin rubbing against his anal walls. 
 
    Tom began to move in and out.  
 
    Oh, the wonder in Jaimie’s eyes. He began to push back, to fuck Tom. 
 
    Tom grinned and grabbed Jaimie’s hips. He drove in hard, and Jaime groaned with the pleasure. “Oh…yes…yes….” 
 
    In and out. Flesh on flesh. Heat on heat. Jaimie’s mouth was slightly opened. I grabbed the back of his head and kept kissing him. Our lipstick was smeared and he was barely aware of me, but it was all working. He was growing towards a massive explosion. 
 
    An actual orgasm. A prostate orgasm. The girls had been careful, kept him on edge, trying to avoid the inevitable, saving him for Tom. 
 
    The surges began. 
 
    “I feel it,” said Marsha, who was holding his slack penis. “It’s coming. 
 
    Jaimie was grunting and groaning and lurching. He was out of control, caught by the tsunami sneaking up on him. 
 
    “Here it comes!” 
 
    “So do I,” grunted Tom. 
 
    Jamie drooled a long stream of sperm out of his limp penis. 
 
    Tom began shooting ropes of thick, white liquid into his bowels. 
 
    For a long minute they both came, locked up, spasmed out, shooting their guts out. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
     
 
    By the time six months had passed we no longer used Jamie for a slave. He was one of us. He giggled and gossiped, he joyously ate pussy,  and he had fucked two other men, and Tom several more times, but we no longer made him do anything. He did everything on his own. 
 
    One day, he was doing dishes and four of us gals were sitting at the table having a hen party, and he suddenly stopped what he was doing and just looked out the window. His expression was so serious, and he was so obviously thinking, that we all felt it. We grew silent and watched him. 
 
    “What is it, Jaimie?” 
 
    He turned to us. Wiped his red tipped fingernails on his apron, brushed a strand of hair back. “You aren’t going to turn me back into a man, are you?” 
 
    We were silent. Then Marsha said, “I think that’s up to you, Jaimie. What do you want to do.” 
 
    He stood there, a once upon a time man, and thought about it. He tilted his head slightly and licked his red lips with his pink tongue. His eyes were charcoal shadowy and his breasts were quite large. Over C cup, and we were betting he would get to D cups. 
 
    He said, “Well, I know what I want to do.” 
 
    We all sat there and waited for his decision. 
 
    “I want to…do the dishes.” 
 
    He turned back to the sink and we all laughed. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Ed Swanson?” 
 
    I looked up at the old biddy. I recognized her immediately. HR. Human Resources. Heysoos Xristo, what hell the was she bugging me for?
“Yes?” 
 
    “June Haver, HR. You missed an appointment with me.” 
 
    I studied her closely. She wasn’t too bad looking. For an HR worm. I wondered who had complained about me now. 
 
    I began my obligatory excuses. “Sorry about that, but I’m the number one salesman, and I have a lot to do, and…” yada yada, I made my excuses. 
 
    She waited, a gimlet eye on me, and when I was done she dropped the bomb, “There have been complaints of sexual harassment. Would you like to discuss it here in front of everybody?” She swept a chubby arm around to indicate the half dozen other salesmen. They all had their heads down, but I knew they were laughing. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Let’s go.” I closed the newspaper I had been reading and followed her out of the office. 
 
    Down to the elevator, up, down the hall, turn left, and I was in her stupid office. 
 
    And so was Rhonda Hemmings. Rhonda was co-owner of the company and we went wa-a-y back. Rhonda of the fine thigh and juicy boob. Rhonda, who I had spent many late nights over the copier with…making copies of her fine ass just before I plowed it. 
 
    “Rhonda! How you doing?” I gave a genuine smile. She had gone to the top, and I was always her number one boy, so I knew this couldn’t be too serious. 
 
    I had no idea how wrong I could be. 
 
    “Ed!” She stood up and did a light hug. 
 
    “Heck, if Id known you were here I would have put work aside.” 
 
    June, meanwhile, was rounding her desk. I noted her fine ass, and she did have big boobs. Pity she was a couple of years older than me, I would have liked to have done a little prospecting on her tight frame. 
 
    “So what’s the haps here?” I started the ball rolling. Always get ahead of the other guy, I always say. Even if the other guy is a woman. 
 
    “Well, Ed, we’ve had some complaints about your attitude, things you’ve said, that sort of thing. Since we go way back I asked if I could sit in. and June agreed. So let me jump into the background and…June?” 
 
    June cleared her throat. I gave her my full attention, turned on the nice smile, and prepared to wait it out. 
 
    “Mr. Swanson…” 
 
    “Call me Ed.” 
 
    “Ed, we’ve had a number of complaints concerning things you’ve said. Did you actually call Janet, down in receiving, ‘cow tits?’” 
 
    “Uh…” Oops, forgot about that. “It was a disagreement, and I might have misspoken.” Fuck. 
 
    “And Sally, in the front offices, complains that somebody has been masturbating in her pumps.” 
 
    Oh, shit! I had forgotten about that! It was only once, a party, and I had been drunk. Heck, all the guys had been drunk, and we all laughed hysterically as I shot my load in her spare set of shoes. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “No need to answer. We’ve got security footage. And did you refer to Miss Chandler as, I quote: ‘a stuck up cunt no man would willingly fuck, even with another man’s dick?’” 
 
    I lowered my head. How the hell had…I know I…fuck! 
 
    “Ha ha ha!” June and I swiveled our heads to Rhonda. 
 
    Rhonda was laughing. 
 
    June’s face showed a little surprise, but it need not have. Rhonda looked at me, “Ed, you’ve always been my favorite asshole. But there’s no way I can cover this up, I can’t even start to back you up. Did you really call that girl in receiving  ‘cow tits?’” 
 
    I gave a rueful smile. “I’m sorry. I was…it was a frustrating day and…” I shrugged. 
 
    I had called Rhonda ‘cow tits’ many times. It was a joke of appreciation for her rather large ta tas. 
 
    “Well, it’s your job, and you can tell Alice I’m sorry.” 
 
    Alice was my wife, and she hadn’t been too happy with me lately, either. 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    “Look, Ed. It’s not rock and roll times, like when we started. People could sue the company. And if the public ever heard of one of our people being so crassly insensitive, we would lose sales, clients, even vendors.” 
 
    Now I was starting to panic. This wasn’t going well at all. “So what are you saying?” 
 
    “We’re saying we’re going to can your ass,” June spoke with satisfaction. 
 
    I looked between the two ladies. June smug. Rhonda rueful. Smiling, she appreciated a good joke, but she had to do what she had to do. 
 
    “Wait…wait!” My mind was whirling desperately. 
 
    “Wait for what?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry, I can change. Alice and I…we just bought a house, by the time I get another job my credit will be ruined, the house will be in foreclosure. There’s got to be something.” 
 
    “You should have thought about that before you mistreated women,” June snapped. 
 
    “I know! I know! But I’ve been the top salesman! I make a lot of money for the company…there’s got to be something you can do?” 
 
    “You haven’t been the top salesman for many months now,” pointed out June. Seems like every woman is turning in better stats than you.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. Okay, maybe I had been a little lax lately, but I could fix that. Just dig in my heels, nose to the grindstone, and all that. 
 
    “I just need to use a little more discipline. And you know I can do that! I can be the top again, easy, I just need a chance!” 
 
    “Well…” Rhonda pondered. 
 
    An opening, a chance to redeem myself, a chance to keep the best paying, most fun job I had ever had. I leaped. “Tell me what to do! I’ll apologize to everybody, I’ll take any kind of training, learn how to be a better person. Please…there’s got to be something you can do!” 
 
    I was directing my speech to Rhonda, with side glances to June.  
 
    “Well…” 
 
    June cleared her throat. “You’re not going to let him—“ 
 
    “There is that new training program.” 
 
    “But that’s designed for women!” 
 
    “And he’s offended women. So maybe.” 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    But she could. 
 
    And, in the end, June signed me up for a class in ‘comportment training.’ 
 
    “Comportment?” I asked. “Like how I conduct myself? My bearing?” 
 
    June gave a grunting sort of snarl. Clearly unhappy about this turn of affairs. 
 
    Rhonda: “It’s a new program, but results have been stellar for all companies that have implemented it.” 
 
    “Okay, okay!” I gushed. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    June, unhappy, snapped, “The class lasts nine months. If you miss even one minute, I will can your ass!” 
 
    “I won’t…and thank you. Thank you Miss Havers. Thank you Rhonda. I’ll make this work.” 
 
    A short time later, a bit of paperwork filled out, my promise to complete the company ‘comportment class,’ I walked back down the hallway. Heysoos, that had been close! I really was going to have to toe the line, at least for a while. 
 
    “Ed?” 
 
    I turned, Rhonda was walking towards me. 
 
    “Thanks, Rhonda, for going to bat for me.” 
 
    “We’re friends, Ed. And I still have fond memories of you and I, late at night…” she chuckled. 
 
    I laughed. “I still have a copy of your ass.” 
 
    “You don’t!” 
 
    “Want to sign it?” 
 
    We laughed, then Rhonda grew serious. “You know, Ed, this is going to be the hardest thing you ever did.” 
 
    “Learn to be polite? I’m in sales, I can be polite no problem.” 
 
    Rhonda gazed at me, and small smile seemed to tug at her lips. “You don’t understand what comportment training is, do you?” 
 
    “I learn to be polite, to walk around and…and be polite.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, Ed. You always did leap before looking.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s for women, to train them how to best present themselves for this company.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “You don’t understand.” 
 
    “What don’t I understand?” 
 
    “It teaches women how to dress, what clothes to select, what make up to wear.” 
 
    “I can learn that stuff.” I was a little bit put off, but what the hey, eh? 
 
    “It’s a hand on class, Ed. You learn by doing.” 
 
    I blinked. Something wasn’t making sense. I shook my head slightly and was confused. 
 
    “Ed, you’re going to have to learn to be a woman.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    Rhonda walked away, shaking her head and laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Rhonda called,” were the first words out of Alice’s mouth when I arrived at home. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” I stated, and I headed for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    “Did you really call a girl ‘cow tits?’ my wife asked as she followed me into the kitchen. 
 
    I took down a bottle of bourbon and poured a big slug down my throat. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo, Ed…you can’t be doing things like that!” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    She waited while I made myself an official drink. Coke and bourbon, half and half, ice to cool the burn in my throat. 
 
    I sat down at the kitchen table. She sat down opposite me. 
 
    “You know, we joke a lot, and I was never offended when you called me ‘cow tits.’ After all, you claimed it was a term of endearment, because I’ve got the ‘best breasts in the world.’ Your words. But now to find out it’s an insult you toss around when you’re feeling a little inadequate…” 
 
    “Inadequate? I’m not inadequate!” 
 
    “Bullies are bullies, they pick on people, because they are scared. If you’ve been a bully, it’s because there is something you’re scared of.” 
 
    “The bull shat!” I snapped, and guzzled a little more whiskey. 
 
    “What is it that frightens you, Ed?” 
 
    “Nothing.” I was morose, staring into my drink. I was supposed to dress like a woman? 
 
    “So you insult people because…because why? I repeat my question…what is it that is so scary.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what’s scary…having to dress like a woman!” 
 
    She blinked. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    “That’s it!” 
 
    “What’s it?” 
 
    “You’re scared because the new salespeople, all those women, they’re out doing you!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think it is.” 
 
    “I am not scared by any woman!” I spat out the last word. 
 
    “Then why do you insult and belittle women?” 
 
    “I don’t insult and belittle you!” 
 
    “I think this training program is going to be good for you.” 
 
    “I’m thinking about quitting. Telling them to take their stupid job and shove it.” 
 
    “Stupid job? You just were telling me the other day how much you love it.” 
 
    “That’s before it became stupid.” 
 
    “That’s before you were faced with having to dress like a woman.” 
 
    “I repeat…the bull shat.” 
 
    My glass was suddenly empty. I stood up and reached for the bottle, but Alice grabbed it. “No.” 
 
    “No, what? Give me that bottle.” 
 
    “No…you’re not going to quit your job. And, yes, you are going to learn how to dress like a woman.” 
 
    “Do I have to repeat myself? The bull—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I blinked. Alice never spoke to me like that. 
 
    “Ed Swanson. I married you, and I figured you are the brave man that I wanted to spend my life with. Now I find that you’re scared of women, that you aren’t man enough to be a woman.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that before you quit your job, before you burn your bridges and lose this house and destroy our credit…I’ll leave you.” 
 
    “Alice!” I was shocked. 
 
    “Or you can man up and be a woman, and I will help you. I will help you deal with it, and I’ll be right next to you, fighting. But I’m not going to fight for a bully who is just a scared, little boy.” 
 
    “Alice,” I whispered. “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Oh, I am dead serious. So make up your mind…are you a man…or a mouse?!” 
 
      
 
    That weekend was probably the worst weekend of my life. Alice and I talked until our lips were sore, but there was no changing her mind. 
 
    She did give me back my bottle, however, and I did have drunkenness as solace, which wasn’t much. 
 
    But the bottom line, when Monday morning rolled around, was that I showed up in room 112c, with blood shot eyes and desperation in my heart. I needed to do this. 
 
    “Good morning class, my name is Miss Benton. I will be your instructor.” 
 
    We all mumbled a greeting. We ‘all’ being half a dozen ladies and…myself. 
 
    “Now then, first things first, the elephant in the room.” 
 
    A few titters, and the ladies all turned their heads and glanced at me. 
 
    “I want to welcome Mr. Swanson, Ed, because he is doing a brave thing. Ed is in sales, and the enlightened sales person is going to want to know not just how the man’s mind works, but the woman’s mind. After all, with women taking over the world, and with over half of sales being to women, it is imperative for every person to understand the things that make a woman tick. Welcome, Ed.” 
 
    I gave a wave and tried to smile. 
 
    “Now then, this company prides itself on our professionalism, and professionalism begins with your attire. What does the well dressed woman wear in today’s work force? Ed? Can you start the ball rolling with your thoughts?” 
 
    Oh, shit! “Uh, well, I would think that a woman would wear a professional looking dress…uh, skirt, blouse and—“ 
 
    “Oh, my, you are so right…but so wrong.” 
 
    She turned to the class. “Yes, Ed is right, but can you all feel his dowdy approach? No offense, Ed.” 
 
    “No,” I was a little dazed at how fast I had been shot down. 
 
    “A woman is a flower. And that flower must walk the line between professional and clothes that enhance her beauty. If you’ll open your books to page 10 we will go over some examples…” 
 
    The class ended at 12, which gave me a quick lunch, then I had to work until 9. Just because I was getting special training didn’t mean I could slack off on my job. In fact, June had said, with much glee, that they would be keeping a close watch on my statistics. 
 
    What a bitch. 
 
    So I worked, and I was properly cowed. I had to study fashion for a week, and pick out a dress to wear on the following Monday. Heysoos Xristo in a submarine with screen doors! 
 
    When I arrived at home, 15 minutes after 9, I was beat. I had just pulled a 13 hour day, and I still had homework to do. Dresses to look at. 
 
    Alice found it funny. 
 
    She poured me a light whiskey and we sat at the dining table and she helped me do my homework. 
 
    “This is a culotte, it is acceptable, but not for every situation. It’s more for casual or sports.” 
 
    “But it looks like a dress!” 
 
    “You’re just trying to stay in trousers, lover boy. Give it up.” 
 
    I growled, and sipped, and wanted to sip more. 
 
    “You can offset the severity of this ensemble with a scarf, or even a different hairstyle. See, a French bun would—“ 
 
    “What’s a French bun?” 
 
    She typed in ‘French bun’ on her ipad and shortly I was looking at a sexy hairstyle, the hair wrapped back, like it was combed, but with strands flowing here and there. 
 
    And so the night went. Finally, we went to bed, and I found myself tossing and turning. 
 
    “Will you stop that?”asked Alice. “You’re like a big, old water buffalo!” 
 
    “I can’t help it.” 
 
    She turned to me, hugged me. “I know, it’s difficult learning all this stuff. Stuff I grew up with and—uh oh. I see the problem.” 
 
    “What?” I sighed.  
 
    “Eddie has a boner!” she chanted. 
 
    “Well, so?” I turned to her and began nose diving for her breasts. 
 
    She hugged me to her. “Eddie’s getting all hot and horny because he likes women’s clothes.” 
 
    “Heysoos!” I snapped, sitting up. “What the hell is it with you women?” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry, Mr Thin Skin. But you having been immersed in sexy clothes all night, and forgive me if you have a little boner.” 
 
    She turned away from me, and I knew I had been too rough. 
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry. I’m just going through some stuff.” 
 
    “Doesn’t give you the right to pick on me.” 
 
    I lay back down. I touched her, hoped she would turn over, I still had the boner, but she wouldn’t touch me. 
 
    “Honey, we need to talk about this.” 
 
    “Sure. When I say that you laugh at me. But you say that and I’m supposed to flip over and suck your little dick!” 
 
    Little fick? Grrr. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Well, you can be sorry.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    She sighed, then turned over. She took my cock in her hand and started stroking. 
 
    “Ed, you are a pig, and I’m tired of it. I spend all evening trying to help you, and you treat me like this.” 
 
    “Oh…” Her hands felt so good. My cock was pulsing. I couldn’t wait to cum. 
 
    “So your punishment, for being a pig, is no more of this.” 
 
    She let go of my cock and turned over. 
 
    “Honey! Alice!” 
 
    “Go to sleep, Ed. And think about what a true oinker you are. I’m not going to fuck you until you aren’t a pig!” 
 
    She suddenly turned over and grabbed my dick. She started stroking it again. 
 
    “I want this, but not bad enough to put up with your abuse. Maybe when you get through this class, maybe when you’ve actually learned something…maybe then I’ll let you put your little penis in my sacred cave. But until then…” 
 
    She let go of me and flipped over. 
 
    I groaned. God, I was horny! Why did she have to be such a bitch! 
 
    Suddenly she turned back over and took me in hand once again. She squeezed me, circled the head with her hands, used her fingernails. Immediately I was throbbing. I tried to push my hips forward, but she wouldn’t let me fuck her hand. 
 
    “But I am going to tease you. I’m going to make sure you don’t forget what pussy feels like. Furthermore, I don’t want you jacking off.” 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    “Maybe I’ll even get you one of those chastity things, one of those tubes that fits over your cock. In fact, yes. I’m going to do that! No, go to sleep, Mr. Pig Face!” 
 
    She turned over, and she didn’t turn back. 
 
    I lay awake and felt my dick surging, wanting to get a relief. But there was no joy in Mudville that night. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    “Good morning, Miss Benton,” we chorused. 
 
    “Let’s talk shoes today. Ed? What kind of shoes should a woman wear to work?” 
 
    Oh, crap. Never a break. “Well, athletic shoes are out, and so are hiking boots, so are the ones with flat soles…” 
 
    The girls all smiled at my inadequate descriptions of shoes. Finally, I decided on heels. It seemed safe enough, because most of the women in the office wore heels. Even that cow tits in receiving had a pair of heels stashed under the order desk. 
 
    “Excellent, Ed. Now what kind of a vamp should the shoe have?” 
 
    She had directed her question to one of the ‘other’ girls, but my hand shot up. 
 
    “Yes, Ed?” 
 
    “What’s a vamp?” 
 
    She smiled. “Betsy, can you name the parts of your normal high heel?” 
 
    “The vamp is the top of the toe, then there’s the counter, at the heel, the topline, the heel breast, the pitch…” Betsy named off the parts of a shoe quickly and easily. Didn’t even have to think. My jaw sort of dropped. 
 
    Miss Benton smiled at me. “A little confusing, Ed?” 
 
    “It’s like another language!” I blurted. 
 
    The girls all giggled. Funny, it wasn’t mean, but it was sort of embarrassing. I thought about all the times I had delivered such laughter. 
 
    “Now, ladies, don’t laugh at Ed. Betsy, what are the parts of a car?” 
 
    Betsy blinked. “Well, uh…the thing you put the gas in…and then there’s tires… and…” 
 
    Miss Benton interrupted her. “That’s fine.” She turned to me. “Different upbringings. Different matters of importance. Let me ask you, Ed…which is more important? Knowing the parts of a car, or knowing how to dress well? 
 
    I figured out the trap. “For men’s it one, for women the other.” 
 
    “Exactly, but not for all cases. Betsy, what kind of shoes should you wear to work on a car?” 
 
    “With all that yucky grease and stuff?” 
 
    Miss Benton smiled. 
 
      
 
    I had twice the homework that night. Miss Benton had given me a book listing all the parts of clothes that women should know. Alice sat up with me again, and quizzed me. 
 
    “What are the parts of a purse?” 
 
    “Handle, zipper, strap, binding, tab…” I tried to remember everything. 
 
    “What are the styles of a dress? 
 
    “Waistline, skirt, flounce, pep…pep…” 
 
    “Peplum, here’s the definition…” she pushed her ipad at me and I read… “a short flared, gathered, or pleated strip of fabric attached at the waist of a woman's jacket, dress, or blouse to create a hanging frill or flounce.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now go on…” 
 
    “Peplum, bodice…” 
 
    “What are some summer hats?” 
 
    “Straw, wide-brimmed…” I went on. 
 
    Finally, it was late and I was super tired, we were getting ready for bed, and I turned to her. 
 
    “Honey. I did well tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, you did. For a pig you have a very fast mind.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and closed it. She giggled. 
 
    “I know what you want, and you can forget it. This will inspire you do to a good job, to graduate with honors.” 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    We got into bed and she cuddled up against me. She took me in hand, massaged my balls, and kissed me passionately. 
 
    “Oh, honey, this is so delicious. I wish I had thought of this before. Are you aware that you are already more polite?” 
 
    “Polite enough to make love?” 
 
    “Not a chance. But I’ll tell you what you can do…” 
 
    “What?” I asked eagerly. 
 
    “Well, you know you’re not supposed to cum, but it’s not very polite to make your wife do without.” 
 
    “What? But if you cum I should cum!” 
 
    “But I’m not the little piggy. I’m not the one who insulted women and got in trouble. I’m not the one who’s wife has to stay up late and make sure he learns his lessons.” 
 
    “Oh, jeez.” 
 
    “So, if you could get down there and show your appreciation…” 
 
    And…I hate to admit it, but she was right. She was helping me, and it was all my fault. I slithered under the blankets and crawled between her legs. 
 
    Oh, she smelled good. She had that musky odor that gets me aroused in quick snap time. Not that I wasn’t already aroused. In fact, I was harder than a baseball bat covered with steel. 
 
    I began with light licks to her snatch, rubbing along the line of the labia with my tongue. I found myself at the clitoris. I put my lips over it and began licking and sucking. 
 
    Alice moaned and held my head. It was obvious that me not fucking her had made her a wee bit horny, too. 
 
    “Use your fingers…” she groaned, thrusting her hips into my face. 
 
    I slid back a fraction and inserted a finger, then two fingers. Alice especially like it when I hooked my fingers and rubbed. I suppose this stimulated her G-spot. Whatever that was. And then it hit me. It hit me so hard I froze. 
 
    Alice, needless to say, noticed. “What? Why’d you stop?” 
 
    “What are the parts of a pussy?” I blurted. 
 
    She started laughing. Belly laughing. It was so odd, so incongruous, and yet…logical, considering what I had been doing. 
 
    Finally, she managed to blurt out, “Clitoris, inner labia, vaginal opening, clitoral hood, urethral opening, outer labia.” 
 
    I raised my head up under the covers and stared at her. “Really?” 
 
    “You men are so stupid. You don’t even know what you’re putting your dicks into.” She began laughing again. Then: “Now get back to work and finish me off.” 
 
    I lowered my head and and began licking, and now I was thinking of each part as I used my mouth. Clitoris. Labia. Clitoral hood. 
 
    Shortly Alice was gasping and bucking, and she had the most wonderful orgasm. 
 
    We lay there then. Me on my back, my dick pointing at the moon. Her on her side, hugging me. 
 
    She said, “I ordered you one of those chastity thingies.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes, and you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I like you like this.” 
 
    Funny thing, I was actually enjoying it, too. Not getting my rocks off was leaving me with surpluses of energy. And I had something to look forward to. 
 
    “Now spoon me.” 
 
    She rolled over on her other side, facing away from me. 
 
    I turned and moved close to her. I fitted my front to her back. My cock poked against her ass crack. She giggled and wiggled her butt, and I groaned. 
 
    “Good, little piggy,” she murmured, then she went to sleep. 
 
    It was an hour before I finally drifted off. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday. 
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    “Good morning Miss Benton.” 
 
    “Today we are going to talk nails. “Ed, how long should a woman’s nails be?” 
 
    I was used to getting the short end of the stick by now. I said. “Short enough to be functional. To be able to type and stuff, and yet long enough to…uh…to…” 
 
    Miss Benton grinned. “Long enough to what?” She obviously knew what I was having trouble with. 
 
    “Well, uh,” I actually blushed, “To be sexy.” 
 
    A couple of the girls smiled at my discomfit. 
 
    “Tell me, Ed, does the word ‘sexy’ embarrass you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, it’s something women do…” 
 
    “Hmm. Women do…but men don’t?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…” 
 
    “What Ed is trying to focus on, ladies, is that men can whistle at women, and even make crude comments, when surrounded by their own kind, of course, but they have a hard time actually dealing with the subject.” 
 
    I didn’t want to say a word. This was like a mine field for me. Miss Benton, however, liked to do the fox trot in a mine field. 
 
    “Tell me, Ed, do you look at women and make judgements as to whether they are sexy or not?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” In a way, that’s why I was in this class. 
 
    “Do you think women don’t?” 
 
    This actually stopped me. I simply blinked and thought stopped. I was blank. 
 
    The girls in the class all turned and looked at me. 
 
    I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. 
 
    “It seems that Mr. Swanson is having a, pardon the phrase, a ‘brain fart.’” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Oddly, I was so brain farted that their laughter didn’t phase me. I finally managed to say, “Uhhh.” 
 
    “Mr. Swanson. Ed. Let me break the news to you. Everything a man does, judgments as to what is sexy and what is not, getting horny, telling dirty jokes…women do it too, and they do it better.” 
 
    I blinked. My mind was starting to focus on what she was saying. 
 
    “Do you talk to your wife?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And do you ever discuss matters of sex?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “I think I understand.” 
 
    “Excellent. Of course we all know that sometimes it is inappropriate to talk of certain things, but there are also times when it is very appropriate. For instance, what we just talked about, outside the parameters of this class, you would rarely discuss. In this class, however, since you are the white elephant, we can occasionally discuss them. Just be careful Very careful.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” And there was something in my voice that made the girls consider me thoughtfully. 
 
    I had the feeling that my universe had just shifted. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, about nails. What are the parts of the nails? Ed? Do you want to try?” 
 
    Something in me had lifted, and I grinned. “There’s the point and the head. There’s nine penny and ten penny…” 
 
    Miss Benton blinked, then smiled. “Well done, Ed. One of you ladies wish to give it a try?” 
 
    One of the girls chanted, “The free edge is the part beyond the finger. The nail plate sits over the finger. The lunula is the white crescent at the back of the nail…” 
 
    “Excellent, now, blessed are we for our white elephants, for we have a person in this room who has never had his nails done. At least I don’t think he has. And we can practice our nail techniques on him.” 
 
    My mouth opened, and, once again, nothing came out. Then I was surrounded by the girls, moved to a chair in front of the class, and they began working on my hands. 
 
    Miss Benton: “Push those cuticles back. Betsy, what shape should we use for Ed?” 
 
    “Well, I’d love to put long stilettos on him, but we should probably put him in simple ovals.” 
 
    “Good choice, but I think to make his fat hands—pardon me, Ed—look more slender we should go for almond.” 
 
    Soon my fingernails were prepared, and I watched in fascination as my fingernails grew instantly longer. And…I hate to say it, my dick started getting longer. 
 
    Heysoos Xristo! Why would I get erect over this? Then I pushed it aside, tried to ignore it, tried to focus on learning about what was happening. 
 
    “We’re using hard gel nails, Ed. They will last longer. You will have to take care of them, but you shouldn’t have any trouble with that, right?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    Then, disaster, one of the girls was handling a bottle of polish, and she dropped it…right on my lap. 
 
    I stifled a groan. 
 
    She picked up the bottle, looked at me, and our eyes met. She was grinning. She knew I had a bulge in my pants. She nudged one of the other girls, and before I knew it, everybody was glancing at my lap and giggling. 
 
    Another bottle was ‘accidentally’ dropped on my lap. And the girl who picked it up pushed down before she lifted the bottle up. 
 
    My eyes were wide. And here was the weird thing. I had groped, on occasion, but I had never been groped myself. 
 
    It was an invasion, an intrusion, yet, as a guy, I didn’t complain. I enjoyed, and turned red, and felt my dick get hard and throb. 
 
    Miss Benton: “Betsy, Ed looks a little freaked out. Why don’t you put a damp cloth over his eyes. Ed, you can just relax. Take a nap if you want.” 
 
    Betsy put a cloth over my face and I closed my eyes and tried to relax. I was so aware of  how my dick was pulsing. Yet, there was nothing I could do. I tried to think of baseball, and wound up imagining naked women frolicking around the diamond. Fuck! 
 
    Finally, my nails were done. But I was drowsing. I was barely aware of little giggles, then Miss Benton shook me awake. 
 
    “What?” I was still under the damp cloth, and slightly confused. I could feel that the girls had left the room. 
 
    “Ed?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I realized that Mis Benton was leaning her weight on my wrists, keeping my hands in place. 
 
    “Getting your nails done made you horny, didn’t it?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “No need to speak, the evidence is in your lap.” 
 
    Heysoos, I was erect! 
 
    “Are you ready to see your nails?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She released my hands and stepped back. 
 
    I took off the wet cloth, and felt my fingers, so long, so…oh, shit! They were bright red! 
 
    “But I thought they were just going to be a little pinkish, flesh colored, whatever!” 
 
    They were a quarter inch longer than my real nails, and they weren’t oval, they were extended oval, VERY feminine. 
 
    Miss Benton pulled up a chair and sat down. She was amused, a smile on her face, as she contemplated me. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    Oh, no! That phrase again! 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “I know why you’re here, Ed. Furthermore, I’m close friends with some of the ladies in the company. In particular, I’m more than close friends with some. Cow Tits is my niece.” 
 
    “Oh, God. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “So you can imagine my surprise, and delight, when I discovered who HR had sent down to me. And I immediately went up to talk to June, and…well, I guess you can imagine what was said.” 
 
    “I’m sorry for what I said. I never should have called your niece ‘cow tits.’” 
 
    “That’s all right. You’re getting your lesson. We’ll be able to get past it…eventually. After I’m done with you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She suddenly leaned forward and placed her hand on my crotch. Right on my bulge. “I also called your wife. I wanted to make sure that it was okay with her. We women, you see, are sort of a sisterhood. Sometimes we have our little arguments, but underneath it all…we are sisters. Do you know what your wife said when I explained what I was going to do to you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “She said…‘It will be good for him.’” 
 
    And I knew that was the truth. Alice had been enjoying this from the get go. Heck, if last night was any indication, she was even getting wet over it all. She liked pushing me around. And after her telling me about bullies. 
 
    And then I had another thought. Had I really been that much of a bully to my wife? And the conclusion…yes. And in that moment I was really, really sorry. 
 
    “So, Mr. Swanson, Edwina, enjoy your new nails, and know this…it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    She pushed down on my dick and rose up. She sauntered out of the room chuckling. 
 
      
 
    I worked that afternoon. At first I tried to hide my hands, but the other fellows and gals kept finding excuses to come by my booth and stare at my nails. 
 
    “Hey, Eddie, baby.” Chuck chuckled. 
 
    “Nice color, Ed,” one of the girls observed. 
 
    “Meow!” was a common comment, along with a scratching motion of the hand. 
 
    My face, of course, was redder than red. It could have passed for a fire engine. 
 
    And the guys and gals wouldn’t let up. In fact, I was so disturbed that my eyes filled with tears several times. Oh, I didn’t overflow, but it was a close thing. 
 
      
 
    I arrived home shortly after nine. I walked into the house like a condemned man on the way to his gallows. 
 
    “Oh, my,” said Alice, admiringly. “They really did a number on you.” 
 
    “Yes. They did. Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “I’d like to say no, make you suffer, but you look like you need a little unconsciousness.” She handed me a drink. 
 
    “You talked to Miss Benton,” I said, taking the drink. 
 
    “I did. she was nice enough to call me up and prepare me.” 
 
    “And you talked with her last week. When this all started.” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    I sat down, took a big slug, and looked at how my long, red nails were wrapped around the glass. 
 
    Alice sat next to me and looked at my other hand. “Oh, my. What a professional job. And these are going to be long lasting. Of course, when they do start to wear off I’ll help you fix them, and you might want to try a few other colors.” 
 
    “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you.” 
 
    “You have no idea. Furthermore…you have another ‘no idea’ in store for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Don’t you just love Amazon overnight?” 
 
    I was blank, then I got it. 
 
    “That’s right, love of my life. Your personal penis prison has arrived. Would you mind if I sucked on you for a while? Right now? I want to embed the memory of your penis in my mind before we lose it for the next nine months.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “Just think. You won’t be able to masturbate, to even touch it. And you’ll have to sit down to pee, just like a girl. Only I’ll be able to touch it. I’ll have the only keys, and I’ll let you out every couple of days just to clean you, to wash you, and maybe to give you a little suckee suck, to remind you of what a penis feels like. Or should feel like, if it wasn’t locked away.” 
 
    Alice slowly unzipped me, watched me, grinned at me. I took a long drink, then watched as her red nails took out my penis and stroked it. Then she moved her head down and took me in mouth. I could feel her tongue licked at the underside of the head. I was horny already, and this was torture of the most extreme kind. Within a minute I felt myself start to throb, and knew I was going to shoot my load. So she stopped, and laughed at me, and even kissed me. Then she poured me another drink and waited for my dick to go down. 
 
    It took a while, but my dick did finally shrink, and she brought out the gift that keeps on giving. 
 
    She pulled my balls through a ring. 
 
    “Ow! Take it easy!” 
 
    “Take it easy yourself, Cow Tits.” She pushed a tube over my cock, then attached the ring to the tube. Finally, she picked up a small padlock, held it up for me to look at, giggled, and inserted the lock into the ring. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    Had that little piece of metal really sounded that loud? 
 
    “Okay, lover. What’s for homework tonight? I want to get it done so we can go to bed. I’m feeling a wee bit horny.” 
 
     
 
    “Good morning, Miss Benton!” 
 
    I was still blushing, very red in the face.  
 
    She smiled at me and said, “Today we are going to go into make up.” 
 
    I felt myself sinking. Deeper and deeper. Into despair. I wish I’d never thought of the name ‘Cow Tits.’ 
 
    “Mr. Swanson has been so easy to work with, let’s continue with our little transformation. 
 
    The girls all clapped their hands, moved me to the chair in front of the classroom, and surrounded me. 
 
    I sat, my face feeling like a fire was burning on it, and the girls cleansed me, moisturized me, and began transforming me. 
 
    Every once in a while one of them would hold a mirror up so I could see their progress. 
 
    I watched as my skin grew pale, then showed blush, and became a seamless new skin. 
 
    They worked on my eyes. They put light grey around them, made them smokey and, I hate to say it, alluring. Finally, the piece de resistance…lip stain. 
 
    Not short lasting lip stick, but long lasting lip stain. That’s right, they actually stained my skin. I was going to have red, juicy lips for several days. 
 
    And gloss, to top it off, to give me that sheen of sexiness that looks so good on women, but men…but men…was I even a man anymore? 
 
    And while I was being made up Miss Benton sat in front of me, commented, gave instructions, and she was not gentle. 
 
    “Doesn’t he have wonderful skin? Really, Ed, you should consider transitioning all they way. We’ll get you some breast forms, but you really need your own set of knockers.” 
 
    I took it all stoically. I had to do this. my job was at stake. And…I was erect. 
 
    I was blushing ten shades of red, but underneath it all, my penis was singing. It was hard and pulsing 
 
    The girls could see it. Miss Benton could definitely see it. And the game of ‘drop something in his lap and pick it up’ was commenced. 
 
    A can of cream. A tube of lipstick. A bottle of lotion. Item after item was dropped in my lap, and my dick responded with fresh pulsings, and the girls slowly picked up the dropped items. 
 
    I groaned, and Miss Benton laughed.  
 
    One of the girls took Miss Benton aside and whispered to her, and I heard Miss Benton tell the girl, in a voice loud enough for everybody to hear: “He’s got a chastity tube on. His wife must not trust him. Feel it if you want. He’s harmless.” 
 
    And they did feel it. And I grew hornier and hornier. My dick was desperate to grow to its fullness, but all it could do was feel the frustration of being trapped, of surging against unmovable plastic. 
 
      
 
    Work, that day, was beyond beyond. I don’t even know if I was thinking, the way everybody stared at me. 
 
    Nobody said a word. They just stared. It was one thing to make fun of me for having nails, and it was another thing to see my face in full femme. 
 
    Then, about six l’clock, after dinner, something odd happened. I stopped caring. 
 
    I think I just used up my quotient of embarrassment. I ran out of humiliation. 
 
    I started working. 
 
    I made calls, talked to people, and just flat out ignored the stares. And things got easier after that. And I realized something: I had been playing for laughs, to be the big dude in the office, and I had lost the discipline that had made me the top salesman in the office. 
 
    Suddenly, I had it back. I think I made more sales that evening than I had made all week.  
 
    I felt like I was in an electrical groove. Charged up and set on the track and told to let it all out. 
 
    And I was horny, my dick was struggling eternally in my tube, but even that frustration fed me. 
 
    I felt like I had a bolt of lightening running right up the center of my body, and everything was crystal clear. I understood what customers were saying before they said them. 
 
    It was a rush I had never felt before in my life. 
 
      
 
    I went home, and couldn’t keep my eyes off my face in the rear view mirror, or my fingernails on the steering wheel. 
 
    There was a part of me that was horrified; there was a part of me that was steeped in pure joy. 
 
    I walked into the house and Alice’s face dropped. She stared at me and her mouth opened in shock. “Oh…my…sweet…heysoos!” 
 
    Yet, for a change, I wasn’t embarrassed. If anything, and I know this sounds odd, I was proud. 
 
    I couldn’t have articulated this pride, but I could feel the sensation welling within. 
 
    She walked around me. She touched my face. She had a drink ready for me, I saw it on the table, but she had forgotten about it. I walked over to the table, her in trail, picked up the drink and sipped. 
 
    Not guzzled, for that would not be ladylike. And over the past few days I had been educated as to what ‘ladylike’ really meant. 
 
    “Sit down,” Alice whispered. 
 
    I sat, and enjoyed her sitting right on my lap and examining my make up. 
 
    “You make a more beautiful woman than me.” 
 
    “I doubt that.” but I was good looking. And, courtesy of my natural looks, I didn’t look like a man with make up on. I looked more like a girl with a man’s body. 
 
    She placed her arms over my shoulders and just sat there for a long moment, staring at me. 
 
    At my lips, my eyes, the smooth blend of my skin. 
 
    She leaned forward and touched her lips to mine, and I understood why there are air kisses. There was a part of me that didn’t want my make up mussed. 
 
    But there was also a part of me that wanted to rip off my cock cage, throw Alice on the floor and sink my dick to the hilt. 
 
    But now I was a lady, and I had discipline, so I just sat there and we kissed lightly. And hungrily. 
 
    And she said: “God, I love you like this. I don’t want a woman…but I do. I want you as a woman. I want you to put your penis in my pussy and wiggle it around…while wearing make up.” 
 
    “And a dress,” I offered. 
 
    “And a dress,” she nodded. 
 
    “And lingerie and tits and everything.” 
 
    “Everything,” she breathed me in, ground upon my caged cock. “Now let’s got to bed. I hate to say it, but your make up is about to be destroyed by my pussy.” 
 
    We went to bed, and she undressed me. She held my cock in her hands and stared at me. I knew she wanted to take it out and use it, but women have discipline. She just settled for a few kisses, then we climbed into bed. 
 
    “Do me, Cow Tits.” 
 
    I didn’t mind being called that, and I went to work. I fucked her with my face. I stuck my fingers in her. I gobbled her snatch like it was the last one in the world. 
 
    She moaned and held me, and I have never felt her so hungry, so insistent, so wet. 
 
    Hell, she was a gusher, soaking my face with her juices. 
 
    “Oh, baby…oh, baby,” she kept chanting. 
 
    I fucked her with my tongue. I finger banged her, and she began to climb for the stars. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” She was out of her mind with lust. If you had asked her her name at that moment she wouldn’t have understood, let alone remember who she was. 
 
    And, when she was done, she lay dazed, as if she was the one exhausted by a 13 hour day. And she wrapped herself around me, her tits pressed up against me, her hand on my cage. 
 
    Neither of us slept much, we were just too wired by my appearance. We were happy. Sublimely happy. 
 
     
 
    “Good morning, class!” 
 
    We greeted Miss Benton. She came and inspected me. 
 
    “Wonderful, Edwina. Your wife helped you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She turned to the class. “Okay, we have a test on Monday, which means today will be a dry run. You will model clothes, we will discuss make up and nails, and we will work on your comportment, how to walk and act like a woman. 
 
    “Ed, I have a special surprise for you.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She picked up a bag that was near the chair at the front of the class. She pulled out a brassiere and breast forms. 
 
    The girls all applauded, and giggled, and glanced at me. 
 
    “You are doing so well, and it would be odd if you had a flat chest, so we have decided to help you out. I want to make sure everything is the right size, so if you could come get undressed?” 
 
    I didn’t want to. I had been feeling so good the night before, but I was a little down now. Not depressed, just…down. 
 
    “Come on, Edwina.” 
 
    The girls all looked at me and started a low chant.  
 
    “Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a! Ed-win-a!” 
 
    I finally stood up, to their cheers and applause, and went to the front of the class. I took off my shirt, showing a growing dexterity with my long fingernails. I unbuckled my pants and let them drop. I kicked off my shoes and pants and then, nothing else for it, I dropped my drawers. 
 
    The girls all gasped when they saw my chastity tube. 
 
    “It’s a simple device to curb his desires, ladies.” 
 
    They had felt it, but now to see it… 
 
    “He won’t be able to stand and pee, he’ll have to sit, but at least we’ll have no more of that unsightly bulge.” 
 
    The girls tittered. Then one raised a hand. “Miss Benton, can we…feel it?” 
 
    “Of course. Edwina?” 
 
    I was about to put on panties, but I stopped. 
 
    The girls all clustered around and began feeling my package. 
 
    “Oh, feel his testicles!” 
 
    “They’re so hot!” 
 
    “Look at his peeny struggling to get out!” 
 
    Finally, the show was over, and Miss Benton told me to put on my underwear. 
 
    “See how his penis sort of disappears?” 
 
    It was true, my front was flat. 
 
    Then the bra. I figured out how to put it on, then Miss Benton slipped the forms into the cups. 
 
    “Men have wider chests than women, so we had to get him extra large forms to make it natural appearing.” 
 
    I stood there and one of the girls held up a small mirror. I was able to see my reflection. My body was slender, I always was a thin fellow, but my boobs were gigantic. 
 
    “Oh, my.” I whispered. 
 
    “Okay, let’s dress Miss Edwina and see how she looks.” 
 
     
 
    That afternoon I worked totally en femme. I walked past the gawping guys and gals, sat down, and began to work. 
 
    And, like the day before, I was focused, like a laser. 
 
    And the feeling in my chest, the rising lightening bolt of heat, it was almost overwhelming. 
 
    At dinner time one of the fellows, Charles, came to my booth. I had given up going to the cafeteria and just nibbled at hard boiled eggs and granola bars in my booth. 
 
    “Hey, Ed. How’s it going.” 
 
    “Pretty good, Charles. Hows it going with you?” 
 
    “Pretty good. Eh…Ed?” 
 
    “Yep?” 
 
    “How long is this…uh…dress thing going to go on?” 
 
    “I’m in a class to make me a better man. I think it’s working. I sure feel better.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” And the conversation went nowhere else. 
 
    Charles and I had been good buddies. He had laughed the hardest when I jacked off in that woman’s shoe. Now we were different. I was glowing, and different. Alive in a ways he couldn’t understand. 
 
    He was just an office schmuck. A drone making a wage. 
 
    I was driven. Disciplined…like a woman. 
 
    Sure gave me pause to think. I had resisted this program…and now, look at me. 
 
      
 
    I went home, full femme, and Alice was waiting for me. She literally jumped into my arms, giggled at the feeling of my tits pressing into her, and kissed me voraciously. Then she pulled me to the floor, wiggled out of her dress, and made me eat her to a frothy squirt. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said, when she was sated. “I never knew it could be like this.” 
 
    “Could I have a drink?” I quipped. 
 
    She giggled and slapped me on the arm. “Oh, you. Acting like it was nothing.” Then she stopped and frowned. “Is it? Nothing?” 
 
    I took her in my arms and kissed her. Hard. Not caring about my make up. “It’s something. It’s really something. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s like I’ve got a charge of electricity exploding in my chest. And life…life seems so much fun.” 
 
     
 
    To Alice’s delight, I spent that weekend as a woman. We worked on the way I walked, mannerisms, that sort of thing. I learned more about repairing make up, how to walk in high heels, and it was fun. 
 
    It was especially fun having to service my wife. 
 
    Alice had always been okay with sex, but her drive was definitely less than mine. Now the shoe was on the other foot. Now she was so damned horny, and I, though I was hornier, was able to stand back and act more reticent. 
 
    The truth was I wanted sex so much, I was so erect and horny that I was actually dripping, that I loved being horny and dripping more than I wanted to fuck. 
 
    So I would act aloof, and she would beg me, or get tough with me, or otherwise play the game, and I ate her out probably a half a dozen times that weekend. And always to a thunderous orgasm. 
 
    She liked me as a man; she loved me as a woman. 
 
    Sunday night we went over what I was to wear, things I needed to know, tips on fixing my face, then we went to bed. Where she attacked me without mercy. 
 
    I was actually a little tired when I awoke on Monday morning, but the energy from not cumming quickly brought me up to speed. By the time I arrived at work I had that humming electricity filling my chest. I was brighter and chipper than I had ever been. 
 
    I walked through the building, greeting people cheerfully, and ignored their stares, they still weren’t used to the female me. I made my way to the warehouse. 
 
    I walked up to Janet, in receiving, and greeted her. 
 
    She looked at me and was blank. 
 
    “I’m Ed Swanson.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up, and shut down. 
 
    Lit up because she realized I was a man. Shut down because, well, because I had called her ‘Cow Tits.” 
 
    “I just wanted to apologize. I‘ve been taking a class to teach me more about respect for women, and…I called you a name once, and I know it hurt your feelings, and I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. From the bottom of my heart…I’m sorry. And I’ll never say such a thing again. To anyone.” 
 
    Her face was sort of slack, then, slowly, she came to herself. “My aunt…she told me…are you the one?” 
 
    “I am. And your aunt is a marvelous woman and I have truly seen the error of my ways.” 
 
    “Wow. Well, I don’t know what to say. I do accept your apology, and…wow.” 
 
    I smiled and told her thanks, then continued back to the training room. 
 
    Because I had taken the time to apologize I was a couple of minutes late, but nobody seemed to care. In fact, it wasn’t a class, it was a party. Everybody was standing around, chatting, and even drinking champagne. 
 
    I went to Miss Benton and said: “I apologize for being tardy, but I went to the warehouse. I had to apologize to your niece.” 
 
    Her eyes opened a bit, then she smiled and air kissed me. “I think you may be our greatest success.” 
 
    “I hope so. I think that what you’ve done is spectacular, and there are a lot of people who could benefit from this kind of training.” 
 
    I accepted a glass of champagne then, and just in time. June Haver and Rhonda walked in. 
 
    They gave short speeches, then sat down to critique our choices in appearance. 
 
    Girl after girl stood up and was applauded, and congratulated, and complimented. 
 
    Finally, it was my turn. 
 
    I walked to the front of the class, trying to appear smooth in my heels. I pirouetted, smiled, and said, “I’d like to thank June and Rhonda for giving me this chance. I will try never to let them down. 
 
      
 
    For the next 9 months I attended weekly classes, classes designed to improve my already heightened knowledge and appearance. 
 
    I learned all manner of things, and my sales statistics started to go through the roof. 
 
    I outdid the guys easily, and I even outdid the girls. Simply, I had my discipline back, and my joy of life, and I outworked everybody. 
 
    And I didn’t waste my time bullying or making insulting jokes. 
 
    In fact, after 9 months I was promoted, in charge of all sales. And the first thing I did was talk to the guys, tell them the secret of my success, and encourage them to take Miss Benton’s class. 
 
    “Charles, you’re standing where I stood 9 months ago. You’re adequate, but no shining light bulb. You’re probably starting to think this is a dead end job, that you’re not being paid enough, but let me tell you something: The world is changing, and men are pretty stupid. 
 
    “You look at the young men of today, they spend all their time playing video games, and fall behind in school. They don’t develop the discipline it takes to make it in this world. They don’t have much of a sense of self worth, and they certainly aren’t much to look at. 
 
    “You can change that. You can change it for yourself, and you can change it for others. Simply look at the group that is winning, that is outdoing men, and copy them. It’s not bad to do what is working for others. In fact, it’s smart. 
 
    “Now, Miss Benton’s class is a tough one, it will change your attitudes, your opinion of yourself, and a lot of other things. So I have only one question for you: are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    The response to little speeches like that one was marvelous. Guys were going through the course, and their sales statistics were going up, and they were much happier. 
 
    Many of them tell me how much more sex they are getting. 
 
    And, speaking of sex… 
 
      
 
    I arrived home on a Friday evening. I was wearing a pencil skirt and heels, blouse and short jacket, and was made up to the nines. My eyes were scintillating, my lipstick looked luscious, and I was the picture of the successful woman. 
 
    I stepped into the kitchen and Alice was waiting for me. She a drink in her hand, pushed it into mine, and said, “You know what today is?” 
 
    “I believe I do.” 
 
    “You get to get out of prison. You get to get into me.” 
 
    I grinned, and then I sobered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Honey. I’ve been thinking.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    “What a good thing we’ve got going. And I don’t want to mess it up.” 
 
    Her face became solemn. “Spell it out for me.” 
 
    “Well, if I get out of my chastity device, and squirt my seed in you, then the edge will be gone. Oh, I am sure we could build it up again, but…why fix what isn’t broken?” 
 
    “So you’re saying you don’t want to get out of jail…you don’t want to plunge your dick into me…you want to…?” 
 
    “I want to stay a woman. In fact, I was just talking to June, and she was telling me that insurance might cover breast augmentation.” 
 
    “Augmentation means making bigger. But you don’t have any at all.” 
 
    “But I’d like to have some. Big ones, like these fakes.” 
 
    “What’s in it for me?” 
 
    “Well, I know you’ve been using a dildo since I…uh, the program started. And I think that’s good, and maybe you could get another dildo, and, uh…” 
 
    “Uh, what?” 
 
    “Maybe you could use one on me?” 
 
    She stood with furrowed brow for a long minute. 
 
    “A guy does need to be relieved every once in a while, and there’s this milking thing I read about, and… 
 
    She grabbed my hand. “Honey?” She led me back to the bathroom. “There’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I was actually a little fearful. I had thought over this little speech for weeks, months, and now that push was come to shove… 
 
    In the bathroom she reached up to her necklace. The key to my chastity device was on it. She took it off, dropped it in the toilet, and flushed it. 
 
    “Are you ready for your milking?” 
 
    We both smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I shrieked. “I have a pussy!” 
 
    My wife bolted upright and stared at me.  
 
    I was sitting up in bed. I was pale, sweating profusely. My eyes were large, and the dream I had had…the dream— 
 
    “Tommy? What…what is going on?” 
 
    “Oh, man!” I blurted. “I dreamed…I dreamed I was a woman!” 
 
    Jenny cocked her head slightly and smiled, “is that supposed to be bad?” 
 
    “Oh, man, it was so real. I had tits, and they were big, and I was like, hot and horny, and I was feeling them. And then I reached down for my dick, to jack off, but my dick was gone, and I was just sitting there, looking down at my crotch and I had…I had a snatch!” 
 
    Jenny lay back down, and I realized she was giggling. 
 
    “What? You think a nightmare is funny?” 
 
    “No, but a wet dream is.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but it was scary! I mean, how’d you like to lose your tits?” 
 
    “You mean these big honkers?” 
 
    She pushed the covers down and hefted her bosoms, and, man, they were big. 
 
    Quickly, I rolled over and attached a mouth to a nipple. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned. “Yes. Do me.” 
 
    I pulled on her nipple with my teeth, pulling the dark skin out, feeling the little pores and crevices with my tongue. 
 
    “Oooh, yeah.” 
 
    I used one hand to palpate her boob, squeezing it up towards the nipple. My other hand went down to her groin. 
 
    “Fuck!” She whispered as I slid two fingers into her hole. 
 
    “You’re wet, babe.” 
 
    “Oh, I am wet. And juicy. And horny. And I want your big cock in me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, humping her with two fingers, my cock is gone. All I have is a hole, like you.” 
 
    “Ahhh!” she tilted her pelvis and fucked my fingers, then she pushed my head up and said, “You’ll be sorry you said that.” 
 
    “Oh, I will?” I redoubled my efforts. I liked to get her as close as possible before I entered her. 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    Then she fooled me. She began to buck on my hand. She grabbed my head and pulled it to her chest, immersed me in bosom, and exploded her orgasm all over my fingers. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled, my voice muffled by her big cones. “Fuck!” 
 
    But she was done. She lurched a few times, held me tight, and then it was over. She sank back and was satisfied. 
 
    I tried to roll over on her, but she pushed me away. “No thanks, dickless. Save your hole for a Lesbian.” 
 
    She laughed and rolled out of bed, quickly, before I could get some muscle on her and have my way. 
 
    I lay back. “You didn’t tell me you were that close.” 
 
    “Well, my dickless husband, with all your whining about not having any manhood, about being a woman down there, it just sort of got me real horny. Pushed me right over the edge.” 
 
    “Well come back here and push me over the edge!” 
 
    She turned at the bathroom door, struck a sexy pose with one hand on the frame. “So solly…no can do. I have a busy day planned.” 
 
    “What? Reading fashion magazines and eating chocolates?” 
 
    “Ooh, ooh, let me revise my schedule. During commercials of Sex and the City I’ll eat chocolates and read fashion magazines. She turned slowly, giving me an awesome view of her charms. She flipped her long hair back and looked over her shoulder at me, “And maybe, just maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you suck my toes. And paint them.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I threw a pillow at her. 
 
    She giggled, pushed the pillow away, and entered the bathroom. A moment later I heard the shower start up. 
 
    Fuck. Here I was horny, a stiff dick with no place to go. 
 
    “I’m going to jack off!” I yelled. 
 
    She yelled back, “Don’t you fucking dare! That dick is mine and I don’t want you abusing it.” 
 
    “Then you better abuse it!” 
 
    She leaned back from the shower, just enough so I could see her face. “Come on in here, big boy. I’ll show you what abuse is.” 
 
    I heard the shower door open and close, so, nothing for it, being an enterprising sort of fellow, I got up and went into the bathroom. I got into the shower and she squealed in delight. “Oh, goody!”  
 
    She began soaping my cock. Long, slow strokes, and I felt the skin heat up and my hips automatically started to thrust. 
 
    “Easy there, Big Boy. We don’t want no stinkin’ accidents.” 
 
    “You love this, don’t you?” I grunted, trying to get some traction, trying to fuck her hand hard enough to cum. 
 
    “My favorite sport. Get fucked, keep you hot and hard all day, then watch the fireworks tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I nuzzled her and kissed her. The water ran over us making everything so wet and sexual. 
 
    “Or maybe tomorrow. Or maybe even next week.” 
 
    “Ohhh!” I groaned. “I really will abuse myself if you do that!” 
 
    “No you won’t,” she said. 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    “No. Because by next week you won’t have a dick. And I’ll have a sister. A sister who loves me and eats me and paints my toenails.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” I moaned. 
 
    Sensing I was close, she let go of my cock. 
 
    “So solly,” and she giggled. 
 
      
 
    We went out for breakfast. Down to a little eatery that had the best hash browns, and indulged in those hash browns, and bacon and sausage and orange juice. 
 
    As we ate Jenny asked me, “So tell me about this weird dream you had?” 
 
    We were sitting on the patio, sort of by ourselves, and I said, “It’s funny, I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house.” 
 
    You mean the old biddy? The one in the corner house from your house?” 
 
    “That’s the one. I used to do odd jobs for her.” 
 
    “And then you stopped. I remember that. You were pretty weird for a while. You never told me what happened.” 
 
    I shrugged. It was a long time ago, when Jenny and I were kids, living near each other. We would ride bikes and play and we never dreamed we would end up falling in love and getting married. 
 
    “One day she came on to me.” 
 
    “You’re. kidding!” Jenny’s mouth opened. “But she must have been sixty years old?” 
 
    “I guess even old ladies need a little. But I was pretty young, and I just looked at her with disgust and walked out. Never did another odd job for her.” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “Fucking that old crone…now that is an odd job.” she turned pensive for a moment, “Did you know I call her an Old Bag?” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “You were pissed off at her, and I saw her on the street, and she made me angry, making you mad. So I called her an Old Bag.” 
 
    “What’d she do?” 
 
    “She just glared at me. When I was riding my bike away I looked back at her. She was like making the sign of the cross, or whatever Old Bags do. 
 
    “Wow. I never knew.”  
 
    We sat there for a moment, chuckled, then I asked: “You want a chocolate shake?” 
 
    “For breakfast?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Why not is because you don’t have to watch your svelte figure,” she preened, thrust her boobs forward, and grinned.” 
 
    “Well, you’re right. And if I don’t get to cum, then maybe I should just enjoy my chocolate shake. Right in front of you. Very delicious, slurping moment. 
 
    “You bastard!” 
 
    “Tease is as tease does,” I grinned and waved to the waitress. 
 
      
 
    We took in some yard sales, hit an antique shop, and enjoyed the beautiful morning. 
 
    Jenny, needless to say, made it much more enjoyable for me. She bumped my bulge with her hand. She played with my nipples. She stuck here hand into my pants and stroked my enormous member. 
 
    At one point, we were driving down Main Street, she said, “It doesn’t feel smaller.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I moaned. 
 
    She didn’t, and she didn’t stop playing with me, and by the time we returned home I had a raging tiger in my pants. 
 
    We barbecued that night, just a couple of burgers and some potato salad, then we sat on the patio and watched the sun set. 
 
    She brought me out a bourbon and Coke, and she had a wine spritzer. We watched the stars come up, and she kept her hand on my crotch, rubbing, rubbing, and then, unzip, stroking, stroking. 
 
    “Wait here,” she suddenly said, and she got up and went into the house. Ten minutes passed and I wondered if she was just joking when I heard her come back out. 
 
    “Here go, lover.” She handed me a fresh drink, and I stared at her in awe. 
 
    She wore a nightgown, sheer, with a thong and a shelf bra. Her nipples rubbed the thin material and were standing right up. 
 
    I took the drink, and her hand, and helped her onto my lap. 
 
    She squirmed a bit, gave me a lap dance of sorts, and placed her arms over my shoulders. I could sip my drink, and I could look into her eyes, study her immaculately made up face, but her arms kept me from kissing her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I blurted, as her pussy ground down upon me. 
 
    She reached down and undid my pants. My penis immediately stood up and saluted, and there we sat, her arms back on my shoulders, drinking and getting horny and unable to touch her. 
 
    Not being able to touch a woman, when you’re that horny, is the most exquisite torture. You want with all your being, but she keeps you back, controls you, tames you even as your cock rages. 
 
    My cock was in front of her pussy, pushing up against her belly. 
 
    “Kiss me, you bitch,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she warned me. Keeping her arms up, moving them so I couldn’t move my head, she leaned forward and nibbled my ear. Then she nuzzled my neck. Then she sat up. I wasn’t pinned, but I couldn’t sit up and pull her to me, either. 
 
    She picked up a tube of lipstick, the bright red stuff, and slowly painted her lips. It was cruel and unusual. My dick was throbbing. I couldn’t take my eyes off her mouth. 
 
    “You are such a sucker for a pair of lips,” she observed. “Feel my tits.” 
 
    I reached up and grasped her mounds. I felt the hard nipples rub against my palms. My dick kept bouncing against her belly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she gave a mock yawn. “I’m awfully tired. Maybe we should just call it a night.” 
 
    “Oh, God…no!” I managed to pull here to me. Her chest landed on my face and I pulled her nipple into my mouth. 
 
    “Ooh, that’s nice!” 
 
    “Please, honey,” I mumbled over a mouthful of tit. “I need you. I love you. I’ve got to have you.” 
 
    “Promise not to lose your dick?” 
 
    “Oh….God!” I was so frustrated, and it was so delicious. 
 
    She pushed my head back. “Well, if you really want to.” 
 
    “I do! I do!” 
 
    “I guess I could let you sample the goods, for a little while.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    She rose up, pushed my dick under her snatch, and sat down. 
 
    My eyes opened. That fast, and I was ensconced in pussy. I could feel her warm delight gripping me.  
 
    “Lay back, lover, have a drink and let mama do what mama does best.” 
 
    I lay back, I took a gulp of good bourbon, and watched as she wormed and squirmed, twisted and tilted, and ground my dick to a nubbin. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I breathed. I had never felt this horny. This hot.  
 
    She kept grinding on me, playing with my nipples, then kissing me. 
 
    I was losing myself in her. The world became a place of plush pussy and love. 
 
    I twisted a little, but she did most of the work. For ten minutes we writhed, and moaned, and made love, but…it wasn’t working. 
 
    I was growing frustrated, not good frustrated now, but bad frustrated. 
 
    “Can I get on top?” I finally asked. 
 
    Jenny knew something was wrong. Usually I spurt my brains out pretty quick when she has me like this.  
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She rose off me, we changed position, and I lowered myself into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I groaned. 
 
    Now I was in control. Now I could make the tempo just right. I could slide that cock in and angle it to get the most feeling. 
 
    For a time I plunged and pulled, plunged and pulled, and then…it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I know. You must be sore.” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    I had to force myself to get out of her cunt. I wanted to stay in her in the worst way. But it wasn’t doing any good. I just wasn’t able to cum. 
 
    We lay awkwardly on the lounge chair. I was a little to the side, on my side, to take the weight off her. She held me and I could see the concern on her face. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah, just…I couldn’t cum.” 
 
    “It happens.” 
 
    “It’s never happened before.” 
 
    “Maybe I shouldn’t have given you that second drink.” 
 
    But that wasn’t it. We had fucked many times with me a lot drunker than that. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the dream,” I spoke out of nowhere, and was suddenly surprised by what I had said. 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    After a few minutes we got up and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, I rubbed my chest. I didn’t have tits. I  pushed the blankets back and looked at my crotch. My dick was still there. Limp. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny held my arm and rubbed my back. 
 
    “The dream. The dream again,” I gasped. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she pulled me to her, hugged me. I was almost crying. It was so real. 
 
    “I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was dressed like a witch, stirring a big pot, a cauldron. She said…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She said that thing from Shakespeare, ‘double, double, toil and trouble…’” 
 
    “From Macbeth. Shhh. It’s okay now.” 
 
    We sat for a long minute, me shaking, her soothing me. Finally, I lay back on the bed. She held me, rubbed my chest now, and we were silent. 
 
    Finally: “Mrs. Morrison. We used to call her the old witch. Do you remember?” 
 
    I nodded. My forearm was across my eyes. 
 
    “Well, it’s okay now. We’re far away from her. Just relax, go to sleep.” 
 
    I was wired, but time passed, and I began to calm down. At last, I began to drift away, and the last thing I remember was that my chest itched. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and my chest hurt. So did my groin. 
 
    “Oh,” I moaned. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I am…it’s my chest, my chest hurts.” 
 
    I didn’t want to get into my groin right then. 
 
    “Maybe you should stay home today.” 
 
    I own my own company, so that wasn’t a problem. I could take as much time as I wanted  to. “Okay.” 
 
    I went back to sleep. For some reason I wasn’t refreshed, and I knew I needed more sleep. Unfortunately, I didn’t sleep, just tossed and turned. And scratched my chest. And felt my groin. 
 
    Oddly, I felt like punching my groin. Isn’t that weird? Why would I want to hit myself in the nuts just because they were a little sore? Heck, that would make them more sore. 
 
    I finally got up, went in for a shower, and the clouds began to lift. 
 
    Moving around. Motion. that’s the cure. I soaped myself, hummed a weak version of ‘Summertime,’ and began to feel better. 
 
    Oddly, when I soaped my chest I realized it was swollen a little bit. Not a lot, but it was swollen around the pectorals, and the nipples felt raw, irritated. 
 
    I pulled on a shirt, and realized just how irritated my nipples were. I mean….’Ouch!’ 
 
    I took the shirt off, pulled on some sweat pants, and walked out to the kitchen. Oddly, I felt…uncoordinated. Just walking, everything else I was agile, but walking, I felt like my hips were grinding. Out of synch. Weird. 
 
    “How’s my honey bun?” Jenny smacked me on the lips, a good smack, and I knew she was worried. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just needed to get up and walk around a little. I feel weird though. 
 
    “Too much sex,” she quipped. It was the perfect thing to say, and we both laughed. 
 
    She fixed me some French toast and we sat and enjoyed the morning.  
 
    she asked: “How come no shirt?” 
 
    “My chest sort of…my nipples are irritated.” 
 
    She frowned, leaned forward to look at them, and said, “They look a little swollen.” 
 
    “They feel like somebody sand papered them.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s an owie.” She reached forward and touched my nipple with one finger. 
 
    “OW!” I shrank back.  
 
    “Oh!” she jerked her hand back. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. It just felt like an electric shock or something.” 
 
    “Wow.” Then: “I want you to go see a doctor.” 
 
    “As if that would happen,” I snorted. 
 
    “I know you don’t like doctors.” 
 
    “I don’t like quacks, and they should be called ‘duck-ters.’” 
 
    “Nevertheless, I want to—“ 
 
    “If I still feel funky in a couple of days I’ll consider it.” (Not) “Until then, what am I going to tell him? My chest is sore and I overused my dick.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I grinned. “And I’d like to overuse it again.” 
 
    She smiled. My joking went a long way towards calming her down. 
 
    “I’m sorry, the doors to my sacred cave are closed.” 
 
    “What? You can’t open them?” 
 
    “Do you have a ticket?” 
 
    “I’ve got a ticket to ride!” I sang the tune of the old Beatles song. 
 
    “Well, maybe in a few months.” 
 
    “A few months!” 
 
    “There’s a lot of people in line, sir. You’re going to have to wait your turn.” 
 
    I shook my head and mocked up sobbing. “Oh, please…I’m an orphan!” 
 
    “Orphan shmorphan,” she mocked. 
 
    “But you don’t understand! I’ve got to have sex! I have a dread disease and could drop dead at any second.” 
 
    “Ew! You think I want to fuck somebody with a dread disease?” 
 
    “Where’s your heart!” 
 
    “Right here,” she said, grabbing my crotch. 
 
    I groaned. It felt good. She rubbed me and rubbed me and it felt so good. 
 
    Then: Honey?” 
 
    “What?” I sighed. 
 
    “You’re not getting hard.” 
 
    Oh, shit! 
 
    I stood up and pulled my pants down. Sure enough, old faithful had wilted. It looked small and puny, like fingers after they’ve been int he water too long. Pruney. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
     
 
    “OHMYGOD!” I sat up, rubbing my chest, and now it was really swollen. 
 
    “Honey?” Jenny sat up with me. 
 
    “My chest hurts!” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked at her, she looked at my chest. I looked at my chest. It was really swollen. It was like somebody had cut a couple of tennis balls in half and glued them to my chest. And on top of the tennis balls my nipples were erect and proud, and bigger. Real bigger. 
 
    I looked at my wife’s tits. Her nipples. My nipples. 
 
    My nipples were as big as hers! 
 
    She followed my eyes and saw what I was looking at, realized what I had realized, and her eyes grew big. “Oh…my…God!” 
 
    We stared at my chest for the longest time. Finally, she said, “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    My mind was moving at light speed, but only in confused circles. 
 
    She reached out and gently cupped my…my breast. 
 
    I felt a shock go through me and I shivered. 
 
    She quickly drew her hand back. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I gulped. “It’s just that…that…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It felt sexual.” 
 
    We were in pause for another while, then she said, “I’m going to try again.” 
 
    I nodded. I was gulping, and I felt a little lightening-like sensation in the middle of my chest. 
 
    She reached out and cupped my breast. 
 
    I felt the feeling, the surge of sexuality, and I groaned. 
 
    She didn’t take her hand away. She felt my tit. She rubbed it gently with her palm. 
 
    I groaned again. This was getting me horny. 
 
    She touched my nipple with her thumb. 
 
    “Ahh!” My hips bucked and I felt like I was going to spurt. 
 
    “Shit,” whispered my wife. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t know how to tell you this, but…” 
 
    “Spit it out,” I moaned, her hand was making my chest feel like it was on fire. A good fire. A sexual fire. 
 
    “”This is making me hot.” 
 
    “But you’re only touching me!” 
 
    “Yeah, but…your hot is my hot…I guess.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    “I’m going to try and suck your nipple.” 
 
    For a moment I felt a sense of panic, then I nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She leaned her head forward. I felt her blonde hair run across my belly, then her lips touched my nipple. 
 
    “Ahh! God!” I clutched her head and pulled it into my chest. 
 
    For a second she struggled, then relaxed. She could feel that it was all sexual. She sucked on my nipple. 
 
    “OHHH!” Sexual electricity shot from my nipple to my groin. 
 
    She sucked and sucked, and kneaded my breasts with her hands. 
 
    “I’m hard!” I gasped. 
 
    We stared at each other. This was so weird, but we were compelled. 
 
    She pulled the blankets down and spun around and sat on me.  
 
    I could feel my dick pressing against her snatch, so hard. I had never felt so hard. 
 
    She reached down and pushed me into her hole, and her eyes suddenly opened wide. “Oh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your dick!” 
 
    “What about my dick! It’s hard!” 
 
    “Yes, but…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    For answer she rose up off me, backed up on the bed on her knees, and we stared at my cock. 
 
    It was hard, all right, and it was only half size.  
 
    “Oh, no!” I whispered. 
 
    Normally it was eight inches, I’m a hefty sort of a guy. Now it was only 4 inches. If that. 
 
    “What happened?” Jenny breathed. 
 
    “I shrunk.” 
 
    “But...but how!” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I touched you and knew it was wrong…and when I sat on you it felt like I wasn’t getting penetrated at all.”  
 
    She reached down and touched my penis. It was hard and red and pre-cum oozed out of the slit. And it was small. Miniature. Tiny. 
 
    She looked up at me. “You’re going to see a doctor.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, we have no appointments until September.” Jenny mimicked the receptionist. 
 
    “We could always tell them I have a heart attack.” 
 
    “They’d probably want you to pay your bill before they treated you,” she growled. “Fucking assholes!” 
 
    “Duck-ters,” I quipped. 
 
    She looked at me. I was making a joke. My dick was falling off, sort of, and I was making a joke. “Are you all right? Do you feel anything else?” 
 
    “Aside from having tits and a shrinking peeny? No. I feel great. Maybe a touch of a cloud over my thinking processes, but I wasn’t much of a thinker, anyway.” 
 
    Another joke, and she stared at me. 
 
    “Let’s go to the hospital.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Come on,” she tugged on my hand and pulled me up. 
 
    So we went to the hospital, and to make a long story short, there was a line out the door. And down the walk. And around the block. 
 
    We didn’t even try to stand in line. We just stared at it without even getting out of the car. 
 
    “Maybe we could just pay my bill,” I quipped. 
 
    Jenny looked at me. “You’re acting giddy.” 
 
    “Yeah. Probably. I mean, isn’t it sort of funny? My dick falling off and growing a pair of tits? All on the same day?” 
 
    She turned the car around and returned home. 
 
    Once home we sat at the kitchen table. We wanted to talk, but there wasn’t much to say.  
 
    I giggled every once in a while. No male guffaw for me, just a tittering sort of giggle. Like a girl. 
 
    Jenny stood up and went to the liquor cabinet. It was the middle of the morning, but when tragedies strike…but was this a tragedy? In my addled mind I wondered. I wasn’t unhappy. In fact, I was sort of happy. 
 
    I looked down at my tits and chuckled. 
 
    Jenny placed a drink in front of me. My favorite, bourbon and Coke. “What?” 
 
    “I think they look kind of sexy.” 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo fucked a duck without feathers. Here you are…transforming before my eyes, and you think it’s…sexy?” 
 
    “Well, I could always cry in my soup, or my bourbon.” 
 
    She sat down and sipped her own drink. No wine spritzers for her…she was drinking bourbon. 
 
    We drank silently for a while. Except for my giggles. Then I suddenly stood up. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “We need some music.” I went to the computer and turned it on. I have it hooked up so the music goes throughout the house, even outside if I want it too. I pulled up Katie Melua. 
 
    ‘If you were a cowboy I would trail you…’ she sang softly. 
 
    I sauntered back into the kitchen. 
 
    “You’re walking funny.” 
 
    “My hips hurt.” 
 
    “Your chest, your hips, your dick, what’s next?” 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “My nipples are getting rubbed raw,” I explained. 
 
    She just watched me, suspicious, but without sacrificing any of the love between us. 
 
     
 
    Two drinks later…”Honey? Could you suck my dick?” 
 
    “Sure,” she slurred. 
 
    Oddly, we were afraid to touch each other, but, it was almost like we were afraid not to touch each other. We needed the feel of each other’s flesh to prove that this was all real. 
 
    We stood up, tottered a bit, and she took my hand and led to towards the bedroom. 
 
    She led me, like she was in charge, the man, and I was the woman. 
 
    Thoughts ran through my head. I was a woman. Was I a woman? I was a woman. Like a Gregorian chant or something. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and she shoved me onto the bed. There was a look of lust in her eyes. I just wanted my dick sucked, and here she was, getting all hot and bothered. Women! I snorted. 
 
    She pulled my pants down, off, and tossed them away. I lay back on my elbows. In my crotch my little fellow stood up all proud-like. A tiny rocket ship ready to blast off…with nowhere to go. Heh heh! 
 
    She knelt, and we kept eye contact as she moved in. Her face loomed over my teeny peeny, and then she deep throated me. Easily. I fit into her mouth like a foot into a sock. I felt the little head rubbing against the roof of her mouth. I felt her giant tongue swirling over me. She sucked and sucked. 
 
    I moaned, and groaned. 
 
    If felt so good. So ungodly good, yet, that’s all it did. No trigger within. No white hot tsunami, no electric surge of orgasm. Nothing. 
 
    She stood up and glared at me. “I need a fuck.” 
 
    “So do I.” 
 
    “But you can’t cum. I can.” 
 
    “But if I make you cum, if I use my mouth, my fingers, then I’ll just get hornier.” 
 
    “That’s good. You like being horny.” 
 
    And it was true. I did like horny. But I also liked to squirt. Big squirt, lots of gizm. And right now I NEEDED to squirt. I felt warm all over. I was breathing hard. I wanted to get off. 
 
    But it wasn’t my turn. Yet again. And I wondered when it would ever be my turn. 
 
    She pulled me off the bed, lay down and spread her legs. “Come on, stud, do me.” 
 
    I bent to her and sucked her nipples and finger banged her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Eat me.” 
 
    I slid down her body and began chewing on her snatch. I gobbled. I licked. I sucked. I could feel her clitoris, it felt like a small dick. Smaller than mine, anyway. Barely. 
 
    Then I moved back up. I slipped three fingers in her and began pumping my hand. 
 
    Oddly, I didn’t feel strong. Usually I do something like this and I get all male and bullish, feel my muscles in my arms, but this time I didn’t feel strong. I actually felt weak. But that didn’t stop me. I just kept ramming my fingers in, hooked and pulled, rubbed the insides of her. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She moaned and thrust up with her hips. 
 
    I doubled down, moved my body up so I could use more weight. 
 
    She hugged me, she groaned and twisted her hips. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” 
 
    Then she began to cum. And it wasn’t a normal cum. I could tell from the expression on her face when she opened her eyes in surprise. Her mouth opened, her face went slack, then her head fell back. Her body arched, her hips began dancing, jerking, twitching, like somebody had just shoved a live wire up her pussy. 
 
    And it went on and on. One minute, two minutes, and then, finally, she seemed to come down. She still jerked and twitched, but it was all residual. The big bang was done, and she was done. I pulled my fingers out of her when I heard here first snore. 
 
    I moved softly, didn’t want to wake her up, and got into bed. I was wired. Electrified. Everything was happening. And I understood nothing. 
 
    Wired, I lay on my back and stared upwards. I wondered. I wondered about tits and dicks and puberty and orgasms and all sorts of things. I don’t know when I drifted off. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Oh…my God!” I mumbled. I was in Mrs. Morrison’s house. She was sitting in an old rocking chair, knitting. Her black cat was sitting next to the rocker, and it was like an old cartoon, every time the rocker went to roll over the cat’s tail the cat lifted it up. 
 
    She looked at me, her sour, pruney, old face. She laughed, wheezed, really, and said, “Double double, toil and trouble. Don’t you wish you knew what the ‘double’ means?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up. I was awake, in bed. Well, on the bed. I looked down at my chest. My boobs were bigger. They weren’t tennis balls now, they were like grapefruits. And the nipples were bigger than my wife’s. And they were big. Real big. 
 
    I looked at my crotch. My penis was only two inches now. 
 
    “Honey?” I gasped and grabbed my throat. My voice was an octave higher. 
 
    Next to me, Jenny stirred. She opened her eyes, sat up and looked at me. “Oh, my god.” she whispered. “It’s worse.” 
 
    “Or better,” I said. Oddly, not joking. And I surprised myself, and Jenny, with that utterance. 
 
    “What will we do?” she asked of the thin air. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to have to do some quick steps to retain control of my company. I either have to make a new identity and sell it to myself, or maybe just tell everybody I’m transitioning.” 
 
    “In three days, though.” 
 
    I shrugged, and felt the delightful sensation of globes moving on my chest. Bouncing. Quivering. 
 
    I stood up and stretched. Oddly, I felt wonderful. I felt like I had never been sick a day in my life. I. felt rejuvenated, refreshed, ready to go out and wrestle gorillas to the ground. 
 
    “Your face…” 
 
    I looked in the mirror. It was more oval, the cheek bones had sort of shifted, were gentler. 
 
    “Pretty good looking, eh?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    I looked at Jenny. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Aside from my husband turning in to a woman?” 
 
    “Aside form that,” I agreed. 
 
    “Well, how about…how do we make love? If we do, am I a Lesbian? Is there a support group for, like, uh, Males Anonymous?” 
 
    I struck a pose, “My name is Thomasino. I’ve been a woman for 32 years, two months, and—“ 
 
    “Please,” she begged, and I saw that she was really upset. 
 
    I went to her, reached up and held her. 
 
    Reached up? I used to be taller than her! 
 
    She began to cry. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay,” soothed. “It’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “But…but you’re a woman!” 
 
    “And a pretty good looking one.” I held her at arm’s length. “But, listen, I still love you. Do you love me? I mean, my body is changed, but you’re the woman I fell in love with…” then it struck me. I wasn’t the man she fell in love with. 
 
    She understood, too. And it was a BIG question just hanging there in the air. 
 
    “Okay. We’ve been doing a lot of drinking, and maybe it’s time we had one more, and sat down and talked about this.” 
 
    “Oh…okay,” she sniffled. 
 
    I took her by the hand. I was now diminutive, but I felt so powerful. Woman, hear me roar. This girl’s on fire. The whole bit. I led her out to the kitchen. 
 
    We were naked, and, I have to say this, I had the better body. I was more stacked.  
 
    Of course my hair needed to grow a little. I probably could have bobbed it, but I sort of wanted long tresses. The better to make a man horny with.  
 
    Make a man horny? Did I just think that? 
 
    “Have a seat.” 
 
    She sat. I went to the cupboards and opened the door and encountered my first ever, real, female problem. I was too short to reach the liquor. 
 
    “Oh, no.” I jumped, but couldn’t get a hold on the bottle. 
 
    Jenny giggled. She came over to me and reached the bottle. Then she was crying again. holding me, the bottle in one hand, our boobs pressed against each other. 
 
    A minute passed, then she got control again, and she sat down and I poured the drinks. 
 
    “Bourbon for you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Shortly we were sitting, two glasses, filled with ice and amber liquid in front of us. 
 
    “I’m not a Lesbian,” Jenny opened. 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “And I you.” 
 
    We drank. 
 
    And, sitting there, drinking, our hearts began to open up. 
 
    Yes, I had changed. But it wasn’t the end of the world. When I told her how wonderful I felt she was happy for me. 
 
    When I told her I would wear a strap on if I needed to she was bittersweet. 
 
    When we talked about children she was sad. 
 
    In the end, we were at a stalemate, then I broke it. 
 
    “You know, every time I go to sleep I dream, and I changed, and…I dream of Mrs. Morrison.” 
 
    Jenny nodded. Then: “What? You think she’s really a witch? That she cursed you and made you change into a woman? But why would she hold a grudge for 20 years?” 
 
    “Maybe she cursed me then, and it took 20 years for it to take effect.” 
 
    She sipped a bit of bourbon and thought about it. “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “I think I need to see her.” 
 
    “Now? She’s probably not even alive.” 
 
    “She was what, 60 then? She’d be 80 now. She might be alive. Only the good die young.” 
 
    Jenny snorted. “It’s a fool’s errand.” 
 
    “But it’s the only thing I can think of.” 
 
    “How are you going to get there?” 
 
    “I could fly.” 
 
    “You don’t have any identification as a woman.” 
 
    Hmm. That was certainly true. “How long before I could get some?” 
 
    “Well, you’d have to go through the DMV, that could take years right there.” 
 
    “So flying is out. I could drive.” 
 
    “If you get stopped, with no ID you might get in trouble.” 
 
    “Want to come with me? Do the driving? You have a driver’s license.” 
 
    She nodded. “I hate to say it, but we’ve always been planning a vacation.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” I stood up. 
 
    She laughed. “Give it a couple of days. You need to see to your company, get any legal things started that you need to, to see about your transition.” 
 
    “Transition. How weird. Okay. Give us two days. We could leave Friday.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Should we kiss to seal the deal?” 
 
    Jenny stared at me. I was almost sorry I had said what I had said. Almost. 
 
    Then: “We should try.” 
 
    “Try to kiss.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’m ready if you are.” 
 
    We both stood up, and we’re actually a little frightened. It was as if we knew that doing a simple kiss would make the whole thing complete. It would acknowledge that I was a woman forever. 
 
    She put out her hands, and I took them in mine. It felt so weird, I had to bring my hands up a few inches to grasp heres, usually I had to reach down a couple of inches. 
 
    We stood, body to body, face to face. Our tits were almost touching. 
 
    She leaned forward, and so did I. Our eyes were open and we watched each other as our lips met. 
 
    It was weird. So different. My lips were softer, and the way we moved, it was almost fragile. 
 
    Then we parted. And we were both breathing hard. Gulping air. Frightened and…compelled. 
 
    “We better do that again,” I suggested. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    We stepped closer together. Now our breasts were touching. We moved slowly, feeling our breath on each other, and our lips slowly, slowly, came together. 
 
    I don’t know what happened. We were exploring, tentative, then she had me in her arms. And our eyes were closed. And she was half turning me, leaning me back, kissing me…using her tongue. 
 
    “Oh…” I gasped when she returned me to a standing position. 
 
    “My…” she returned. Then we both started giggling, and we literally ran for the bedroom. 
 
    We threw ourselves on the bed, entwined our bodies, and lusted merrily. We groped each others tits. We felt each others pussies. And mine was starting to feel more like a pussy, a rather enlargened clit only slightly resembling a dick. 
 
    We giggled, and we laughed, and we rejoiced. 
 
    I got her off again. A massive squirt that rocked her world, then she started in on me. 
 
    For the first time I felt a finger inserting into my body. It didn’t go deeply, as my vagina didn’t seem to be fully formed, to have enough depth. But the nerves were there, and I gasped in awe as everything fired up and turned on. 
 
    Jenny laughed, and she knew how to rub me the right way. Then she got down and ate me, sucked on my clitoris like it was a dick, then stuck her tongue into me. 
 
    Oh, God! Rapture. My pussy felt like it was exploding with fire and light. My breasts were so hot they were actually glowing. Well, they  were, sort of. They were red, flushed with excited blood. 
 
    Then she began to slip her fingers in and out. 
 
    “Oh! So this was what it felt like! All those times I had taken her over the top. This was…oh…oh… 
 
    I felt a strange sensation, like I had never felt before. Not an ignition, like a switch clicking, which is what a dick feels like when it’s about to pop. More like a deep welling of warm waters that kept rising, filling my hips, making me light headed and dizzy. 
 
    “Fuck!” I breathed hard, losing control. “Shit!” 
 
    Jenny just grinned and rammed harder, then I popped. It was like a huge wave just lifted me up, blotted out the universe and washed me back and forth, as helpless as if I had been crammed into a washing machine. 
 
    I held on, gasping, saying things, but I don’t know what. All I felt was her hands doing things to me, and I was far away and in heaven. 
 
    No wonder women are more spiritual than men. 
 
    Then I was bucking, and whining, and Jenny just held on to me and helped me through my first ever female orgasm. 
 
      
 
    The next two days were a whirlwind and confusing. So many things to do. I had to turn the business over to my junior. Then there was packing, making sure the car was ready to go. And…and we kept getting interrupted by our desires. 
 
    Into the bedroom, out of the bedroom. Giggling hysterically. Drained, and only wanting to do it again. 
 
    On the morning we were ready to go Jenny sat me down. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s one thing we haven’t done, and which we need to do. Desperately need to do.” 
 
    “Well?” I was confused. We had discussed everything. I thought we were ready to go. 
 
    “Well, girlfriend,” she spoke lightly. “You are pretty dour.” 
 
    “Dour?” 
 
    “Like, plain. A sack. A dowdy, little daisy, instead of a blooming rose.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Well, I have had to see to the car, and you have been packing, and we tried to pack a suitcase with enough stuff for you as well as me.” 
 
    Oh. 
 
    “So the other day, while I was waiting for the car to be worked on, I Ubered over to the mall, and I got some things for you.” 
 
    “Oh!” That was a surprise. 
 
    “So, just have a seat there…no take your clothes off…my clothes off, and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I sat on the couch. Then I took my clothes off. Her clothes. 
 
    I looked at her bra. I had had a tough time figuring that one out, and it didn’t help that I was a little bigger than her. And her clothes were all right, but they were just slightly off. 
 
    Funny, as a man I wouldn’t have noticed. As a woman…I really noticed. 
 
    She came back into the room carrying half a dozen sacks. She placed them on the dining table and started bringing out the goodies. And they were goodies. 
 
    “Your first shelf bra.” she presented me with a sexy bra, cut low to expose the nipples. “When you feel the fabric rubbing your nips you are going to be erect in the chest….and horny all the time.” 
 
    We giggled, and I put it on. I inspected myself in the foyer mirror, and, man, I was stacked. I was BUILT! I hadn’t realized just how healthy a girl I was. 
 
    “And here’s some panties, and a garter…aren’t you glad I had you shave the other night? And here’s…” She went through the bags and I tried things on, and it was just absolutely delicious. Things fit. She knew my sizes perfectly. Then, the last bag, she pulled out the piece de resistance. 
 
    “Two things, first…these!” She lifted out a pair of heels. Sandal heels, with straps on the vamp and around the back. God, they were sexy. 
 
    “And second…” she pulled out a small bag and held it out to me. 
 
    I looked at it, puzzled. I opened it and looked in, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “Oh…” I breathed. 
 
    “I got you a full make up kit.” 
 
    I had been worried about make up, and Jenny had shown me a couple of things, but this…this was the answer to a girl’s dreams. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you ready. Sit here.” 
 
    By now I was wearing a blouse and a skirt, and nylons and heels. She placed a towel over my shoulders and began to work on my face. She explained everything as she worked. 
 
    “This is cleanser. You need to make sure you clean your face every day. Don’t want those nasty, old pores clogged, right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “And this is moisturizer. It will help your skin stay fresh. And this little cream right here will…” 
 
    She went through the various items. She even curled my eyelashes and helped me put on mascara. My favorite, though, was the eyes. I absolutely loved how she gently brushed color on to them. I was enthralled by the way my eyes turned from plain and dowdy to scintillating diamonds of lust. 
 
    And I was feeling lustful. Real lustful. 
 
    “No, no,” laughed Jenny, slapping my hand away from her breast. “We don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “So this is why you never wanted to kiss me,” I grumped. 
 
    “I didn’t want to kiss you because you were an ugly male…” then she froze. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Why? I was a male. Compared to now I was uglier than a wart on a pimple.” 
 
    She relaxed and finished my eyes, then she took out a gold tube. “You want to do the honors?” she asked me. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    She gripped my cheeks with one hand and painted my lips with the other. I couldn’t believe how sexy it felt. The taste, the way my lips felt so plump. 
 
    She finished, screwed the lipstick back into the tube, and sat back. She smiled. “Almost done.” 
 
    “What’s left?” I asked, dazzled by how I looked in the foyer mirror. 
 
    “This.” 
 
    I turned, and she held up a wig. 
 
    I choked up. I was almost ready to cry. 
 
    “None of that,” she said. “Beautiful girls don’t need to cry. Ever.” 
 
    She put the wig on my head and attached it. “Just until your own hair grows enough.” 
 
    Then she took the towel off my shoulders and we looked at the mirror. 
 
    Two sexy girls. One slightly taller, the other slightly fuller in the bust. 
 
    “Oh, my,” I breathed. “So this is what heaven feels like.” 
 
    “It’ll do, sister.” 
 
    God, we were horny for each other. But we couldn’t muss our make up. 
 
    “Ready to go?” 
 
    “Let’s load the car and hit the strip.” 
 
    So we did. Fifteen minutes later we were heading out of town, the top down, feeling free and enjoying the wind in our hair. And we got a few looks from men. 
 
    We had to drive from California to Ohio. A long trip, but fun. Especially fun when all we had to do was drive, listen to music, and spend nights in shabby motels making love. 
 
    It was an educational trip. We learned about life with me as a woman. It was doable. We could survive as…Lesbians. We loved each other, and that was that. 
 
    Of course, we missed dick, but the dildo we brought with us provided a good substitute. We took turns using it, and I found out what it was like to have six inches of love tube sunk into my canal. 
 
    It was pretty good. Those full body orgasms just kept getting better and better. 
 
    So, the days and nights passing, we pulled off the freeway into a little town called Parker’s Place. 
 
    “Wow, 15,000 people. It sure has grown.” 
 
    We giggled. It had grown maybe a thousand or two. It was still small and comfy and small town, America. 
 
    We passed down Main Street and gawked at how little businesses had changed. In the twelve years since we had been gone a few names had changed. Parker Pharmacy was now Bradley’s Pharmacy. The drive in movie theater was gone, replaced by a K Mart, gas stations were a little more modern, but that was about it. 
 
    The people on the streets wore different fashions, the kids hanging out at the high school were a little scruffier than I remembered, but that might have been my memory. Kids, you know. They’re always in a hurry to grow up. 
 
    Finally we turned off the Main street and headed for a small housing complex. And we were there. 
 
    “Dutch Street,” I said. looking at the sign. It was the same faded green I remember. Then we were on the street where Jenny grew up. 
 
    We passed her house. It looked like a new family was there. A mother was walking a toddler, obviously on his, or her, first legs, across the scabby lawn. 
 
    We turned on my street, and I stared as my old homestead loomed. 
 
    A little two story. My room was on the second story, and there were pink drapes in the window. 
 
    “Pink drapes,” I quipped, “could it be a…girl?” 
 
    Jenny laughed at the mock disgust in my voice, and then we were closing in on our destination. 
 
    At the end of the street,  on the left, past a still empty lot, was a grey, shabby, paint peeling, lawn dead 20 years ago house. 
 
    The witch house. The home of old Mrs Morrison. She of the long, warty nose,  the eternally black garb, the toothless grin. We kids used to say she had one tooth once, but she lost it in the war. Then we would laugh hysterically. And shush each other and make fake ‘warding’ signs. 
 
    But, for the most part, we left her alone. I mean, she was an old lady, and we had all been taught to respect our elders. And we had respected her, until one day she made a move towards my trousers. 
 
    Imagine, the old biddy, probably sixty years old and looking ninety, coming on to a young boy of 12. 
 
    Jenny pulled the car to the curb and we sat for a minute and stared at it. I gave a shiver. “Looks pretty creepy, eh?” 
 
    “You can say that again.” 
 
    “Looks pretty—oof!” She elbowed me. 
 
    “Okay. I guess it’s time to find out.” 
 
    “Heck, we don’t even know what we’re supposed to find out.” 
 
    We looked at each other. We had traveled a couple of thousand miles, for what? A witch? A dream? It sounded pretty silly, now that we were there. 
 
    Still, in for a penny…I opened my door and stepped out. 
 
    Jenny got out on her side, and we again stared at the house. 
 
    There was a rocker on the porch, but it was festooned with cobwebs. There were vines dead on a trellis. The whole thing had an ambience that was pretty gloomy. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” 
 
    We walked across the non-existent lawn and onto the cracked cement front walk. We ascended four steps, planks that looked ready to snap into splinters, and across the porch. 
 
    I raised my hand and knocked on the door.  
 
    “Come in.” The voice was old and quavery, but we knew it was her. It had that same cracked quality. 
 
    Jenny reached for the knob and turned, pushed the door open, and we entered. 
 
    It was dark inside. If the old lady had ever had light bulbs they had long ago passed away. 
 
    We stood on a thread bare rug, a circular pattern that had probably been handmade before the war. The Civil War. 
 
    “Well, step into the light.” 
 
    There wasn’t much light, but we took one more step, to the edge of the rug, and peered into the darkness. 
 
    “Heee….heee.” Her laugh was like a dusty wheeze. Then she lit a light. She did have electricity, but she had probably bought the light bulb from Edison himself. Still, it was enough to see her. 
 
    She sat in a rocker just a few feet from us. 
 
    “Heee…heee. Don’t you look pretty.” She looked at me, and I stared at her. 
 
    She was the same, but uglier. Her nose was bigger, more hooked, and she had two warts on it now. Her eyes were set close together, and they were narrow and rheumy. The lids sagged with age. She wore the same black, drab outfit. 
 
    “Mrs. Morrison?” Jenny asked. “Do you remember us?” 
 
    “Heee…heee. Of course I do. Little Jenny and little Tommy. Though I don’t suppose you go by that name anymore. Do you?” 
 
    At that point we didn’t know what to say. We were both here, had arrived, and our plan was ill thought out. After all, how do you politely ask somebody if they are a real witch and could you take this curse off me please? 
 
    Though, I have to admit, it didn’t feel much like a curse to me. Now it felt like a blessing. I liked being a sexy girl. I liked wearing heels and sashaying so that people stared at my long hair and big breasts. 
 
    But we didn’t have to ask her anything. She brought it up. 
 
    “Been having some dreams, I’ll bet. Heee…heee.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Been 20 years, and you’re right on time. Do you feel like calling me an ‘Old Bag’ now?”               
 
    Jenny blinked. “But it was me that called you an Old Bag!” 
 
    Mrs. Morrison cocked her head slightly and grinned. Her toothless mouth was a black hole in her face. “Heee…heee. You both did. Two impertinent youngsters. Feel pretty impertinent now, do you?” 
 
    “But I didn’t call you an Old Bag!” I protested. 
 
    She stopped laughing and leaned forward a little bit, then she started laughing again. “Heee…heee…heee! You still don’t understand. Even after all these years and come again. Do you?” 
 
    “Understand what?” 
 
    “Tell me, little Tommy, do you remember when I spelled you?” 
 
    “Yes,” my mind leaped back through the years, her reaching for my pants… 
 
    “What do you remember?” 
 
    I blinked. Something was wrong. “I remember you reaching for my pants. I remember…you tried to touch me.” 
 
    “Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee! Heee…heee…heee!” She bent slightly forward, she was having a belly laugh. 
 
    I looked at Jenny, who shrugged. 
 
    She finally straightened up and said, “I wasn’t reaching for your pants, I was pointing at your dress, and then your pants.” 
 
    “I don’t…what do you mean?” 
 
    “You think I cursed you just last week or two.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That I suddenly got all mad because you called me an Old Bag 20 years ago.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. It sounded stupid. 
 
    “I didn’t just spell you. I spelled you 20 years ago.” 
 
    “Then why did I suddenly turn into a woman?” 
 
    “You didn’t turn into a woman…you turned ‘back’ into a woman. Or, rather a grown up girl. A rude and impertinent girl, who called me an Old Bag. Guess you won’t be doing that again.” 
 
    I shook my head, something didn’t make sense. Jenny got it first. 
 
    “Oh…my…fucking…God!” 
 
    “She got it. Heee…heee! She was always a smarty pants.” 
 
    I looked at Jennie. She looked at me. 
 
    “You changed back. She didn’t just curse you, she cursed you 20 years ago, you were a girl, and she made you into a boy!” 
 
    And then I got it. I felt faint as I realized the truth. Jenny grabbed me and made sure I didn’t fall. She walked me out of the house. Supported me. 
 
    Mrs. Morrison came to the door, moving like frozen molasses, but she got there and we turned around and stared up at her. She winked and pointed at us and said, “Double, double, toil and trouble…Heee…heee…heee!” 
 
    We made it into the car and Jenny drove us away. Fast. 
 
    We drove back to California. 
 
    We were chastened. We had met a real witch. And we had lived to tell the tale. But we were chastened.  
 
    Jenny drove, and we listened to the music, and the top was up and we didn’t talk much. We were lost in dark and dire thoughts. 
 
    I thought about my curse. Living as a man for twenty years. And the dream, that was the curse wearing off. 
 
    I thought about how my life would have been if I had grown up a girl. Probably a lot different. I certainly wouldn’t have gone away with Jenny. Probably would have married some schmuck somewhere, maybe had kids. 
 
    Instead, I was plopped into womanhood suddenly, with a vengeance, and I thought about all the lessons inherent in that change. 
 
    And I realized that  witches curses aren’t always curses, but hidden blessings. 
 
    She hadn’t cursed me, she had taught me a lesson. My life would be different now. 
 
    During the nights we stopped at motels. We still made love, but slowly, thoughtfully, considerately. We were both changed by what had happened, what had been revealed. 
 
    We arrived back in California. We had driven a week out, but only four days back. No sight seeing or meandering on the way back. 
 
    We were too chastened for that. 
 
    I took over the reins of my company. Everybody congratulated me for being brave enough to transition. 
 
    I managed to change all my legal paperwork without much problem. I think that was something connected with the spell MRs. Morrison had cast. 
 
    After all, a girl changes into a boy and the town doesn’t notice? 
 
    Damn, her spell had to be pretty powerful to make a whole town shutter its eyes. 
 
    And she had to be a pretty powerful witch. 
 
    I thought about what it would be like to be her. Old and cranky and so powerful you were bored by the affairs of men. 
 
    I wondered, if I got old enough, and if she was still alive, whether I could go be with her, find out her secrets, become a witch myself. 
 
    All women are witches. I came across that quote somewhere. ‘All women are witches if they dare to dream.’ 
 
    We were back in the groove after a couple of weeks. We lived, we loved, and we were happy. We were making a recovery from the shock of our discovery. But one thing still bothered me. Actually, a couple of things. 
 
    First, Mrs. Morrison, chanting that ‘Double, double, toil and trouble’ quote at me. Why that? 
 
    Second, why it was me that got the curse. After all, if Jenny had called her an Old Bag, too, why wasn’t she cursed. 
 
    I realized my answer on a Saturday morning. 
 
    “OHMYGOD!” Jenny sat up in bed. 
 
    “Honey? Are you all right?” 
 
    She turned to me and said, “I’ve got a dick!” 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized by Neuralink! 
 
    A simple medical procedure goes haywire! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Sylvia kissed me. “Just think, you won’t be a fathead anymore.” 
 
    “Har de har har,” I responded wryly. 
 
    I smiled at my wife from the hospital gurney. They were about to take me into the operating room. The doctors had already talked to me, the nurses had given me a sedative, and my brain was about to be fixed. 
 
    What was wrong with my brain? A little too much cholesterol causing a slight swelling. Yeah, if you read that right then you can make the joke: I was a fathead. And that was the point of my wife’s little quip. 
 
    But, joking aside, I was going to be outfitted with a Neuralink. You know, those little gizmos invented by Elon Musk? Just a simple, little chip with awesome powers. It could actually interface with my brain, increase blood flow to certain areas, and, voila, I could be adjusted into good health. 
 
    Not that I wasn’t already in good health. Heck, I was young and strong  and, except for a little fat in my brain, healthy as a horse. A healthy horse. 
 
    But Neuralinks were the latest thing, my doctor recommended it, so…why not? 
 
    I could like a life free of cancer, diabetes, heart problems, everything. 
 
    “Are you ready, Mr. Lacey?” 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    I gave a little wave of my hand to Sylvia, my wife, as the nurse rolled me down the corridor. Five minutes later I was slumbering peacefully. Ten minutes later the doctor made a small incision in the side of my head, just below the bone of the skull, and slid a little, teeny, weeny chip into my head. 
 
    The little thing, it was actually about as big as a fly’s testicles, was guided up through the brain. It would work off my body’s electricity, last 100 years, and I might actually live that long, and…and I had the strangest dream. 
 
      
 
    “Put that on!” My wife was wearing black leather and snapping a whip. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    “I said,” she snapped the whip and struck my rump and I felt a sharp pain, “Put that on!” 
 
    “Put what on!” 
 
    “You know what!” Then she was cracking the whip, and I was running, and she was chasing me, and I yelled… 
 
      
 
    “Did the monkey pee?” 
 
    Nurses chuckled. 
 
    “What?” I opened my eyes. 
 
    “How you doing Mr. Lacey?” 
 
    I stared at the nurse.  
 
    “The operation is over. How do you feel?” 
 
    “What did I just say?” I was a little groggy and trying to figure things out. 
 
    “You asked if the monkey peed.” 
 
    She chuckled, and behind her my wife giggled. 
 
    The nurse held a glass of ice chips and water to me. “Take a sip. And don’t worry about the monkeys. People often say strange things when they come out of anesthetic.” 
 
    “Did the monkey pee,” Sylvia laughed.  
 
    “Har de har,” I murmured, holding back a grin. “What time is it?” 
 
    At that moment the doctor walked in. “Hey, Mr. Lacey, high fives and flowers. You are a raving success.” 
 
    He then showed me pictures of my brain, showed where the chip was lodged. 
 
    “And I don’t have to do anything? The chip is all programmed?” 
 
    “Not a thing. Except maybe have a glass of champagne. The Neuralink is self-contained. You’re good to go. In fact, are you still here?” 
 
    We all laughed, the nurse had me get into a wheel chair and they rolled me right out of the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, good to be home,” I said, entering the kitchen from the garage. 
 
    “You’ve only been gone a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Yes, but in that time I cured the world of dread diseases.” 
 
    “Wow! You’re quite the stud. Want to see if that chip will increase blood flow to your penis?” 
 
    I laughed and opened the fridg. “First a celebratorial bit of bubbly, then I will attend to your wicked desires.” 
 
    I took out a bottle of chilled champagne, worked the tinfoil, and popped the cork.  
 
    While I performed such a delicate task Sylvia hugged me, and he rarms went around my body and fondled my not inconsequential manhood. 
 
    “Mmm. I can feel that blood flow already.” 
 
    “So can I,” I said as I poured two flutes full. 
 
    And I could. My penis was fully engorged, pressing my pants out, and throbbing with the pulsing of rich, red blood. 
 
    I handed Sylvia a flute and we toasted, and I smiled inside. Just think, I Ron Lacey will never have a dread disease. I will live to a happy, old age. 
 
    “Next year is my turn.” 
 
    Sylvia was healthier than me, she didn’t have any fat on the brain,  so I had gotten my implant first. Next year we would have the money and she would get one. We were looking forward to a healthy, blessed life. 
 
    She reached a hand into my pants and found my snake. “Hmm. Yes. Blood flow is starting up. Patient is expected to rise to the occasion.” 
 
    “He has risen.” 
 
    She pulled me, by the penis, out of the kitchen, through the house, and into the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she unzipped my pants and pulled them, and my underwear, off. My turgid member did a dance of happiness. 
 
    She took my balls in her hands and massaged them as she sucked on the head of my cock. 
 
    Sylvia is a beautiful woman. About my height, maybe twenty pounds lighter, and those twenty pounds are in her tits. 
 
    Yep. She is top heavy. And atop that hourglass figure is perched the most beautiful face. Full lips, blue eyes, blonde hair. Man, I won the lottery when I won her hand. 
 
    She rose up, my cock still in her hand, stroking, stroking, and whispered, “Are you going to make me wait?” 
 
    I pushed her back on the bed and she yelped happily. 
 
    I spread her legs and did the gobble. That’s what we call it, ‘The Gobble,’ when I lick her slit, slid my tongue over her labia, suck on her clitoris and give her the finger. Or two. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she moaned, as she arched her hips up unto my face. 
 
    I slithered up her body and began kissing her tits, one after the other, as my hand worked her pussy. 
 
    “Mmm….mmmm!” her voice was soft and velvety, husky and filled with desire. 
 
    I pushed her up further on the bed and knelt between her thighs. 
 
    She reached for me, but I pushed her hands away and slapped her pussy with my dick. 
 
    “Hey!” she giggled. 
 
    “That’s what I dreamed, when I was waking up. That you were whipping me, trying to get me to put something on. 
 
    I held my dick and used it like a soft club, slapping her thighs, her pussy, and she laughed and protested, then I placed the head into her vagina. 
 
    “Oh,” her eyes grew wide. 
 
    “You’ve had the rest, now try the best,” I spouted the old ad slogan. 
 
    “I prefer the best,” her eyes were half closed as pleasure inundated her and warmed her core. 
 
    “Then you shall have it. I moved my hips forward and my penis inexorably entered her.  
 
    She gasped and grabbed my arms with her hands. She held on as I filled her up. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Yes.” She breathed. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing much. The pleasure was swarming her. 
 
    “Uh oh,” I froze. 
 
    She looked up at me, “What?” 
 
    “Brain alert! Brain alert! Too much blood to penis, must handle.” I began to fuck her jerky style, just plunging an inch and jerking back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” She yelped. “I love it when you do that!” 
 
    “Uh oh!” 
 
    “Oh, no!” she moaned, when I froze again.  
 
    “Pussy alert. Bweep! Bweep!” I began to circle my cock in her, rimming her and feeling the head, deep inside her, move in circles. 
 
    “Oh…FUCK!” 
 
    “Uh oh!” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    “Squirt alert. Prepare for incoming!” 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos Xristo!” 
 
    I began lurching, pouring my seed into her. 
 
    “Oh, you fuck!” she groaned. “I’m not there, yet.” 
 
    But it was too late. I pulled back and my already limp dick flopped out of her. 
 
    “Sorry, babe. But you’re just too hot.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to finish me the other way.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes! I don’t care if it’s messy, get down there and use your tongue!” 
 
    She pushed on my shoulders, then my head, and squirmed around. Then she was pulling my head into her crotch. 
 
    Funny, I was usually strong enough to resist. But I guess undergoing the operation had made me temporarily weak. 
 
    “Hey…MMMPH!” 
 
    I didn’t like eating her out after I squirted in her, but she loved it. She said there was something about a man praying at the alter after the offering had been given turned her on and made for special orgasms. 
 
    Well, whatever, I was in for it now. 
 
    I tasted my sperm, and it was sort of bland, a little salty, a little musky. Okay, I could handle that. 
 
    I licked and sucked her hole, and she began to discharge more and more. Heck, I had never cum that much, and I ended up swallowing a couple of tablespoons of my own gizm. 
 
    “Oh, yes! That’s the way!” She kept my head tight and bucked, and began to cum. For a long minute I was subjected to the wild gyrations and gymnastics of her hips, then she relaxed. 
 
    I slowly raised my head. She looked at me and laughed. “You’re a mess.” 
 
    “Bweep,” I said sadly. “Mess alert.” 
 
    I stood up and headed for the shower. Sylvia relaxed for a minute, then joined me. 
 
    Happily, we soaped each other. I soaped her tits and she soaped my dick, and…okay, we’re sex fiends. Can you blame us? 
 
    Then we dried each other off and returned to the bedroom. She was in her closet, picking out underwear and clothes, and I picked up her bra and put it around my waist. I remembered how she did it, fastened it in front and then slid it around. I snaked my arms under the straps and pulled them over my shoulders, then I bent to pick her panties. As I was stepping into them— 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I looked at my wife. She had the most puzzled expression on her face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you doing putting on my bra? And…and my panties.” 
 
    I looked at myself and was supremely confused. I didn’t understand what she was objecting to. I mean didn’t I always…didn’t I… “Huh?” 
 
    Bra, goes on woman, slowly percolated through my cranium. 
 
    “I don’t know.” I just stood there trying to figure things out. 
 
    “Well take it off!” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    She watched as I moved, as if in a dream, and took off her bra. I took the bra and her panties to her hamper and stood over it, looking at them. I wanted to put them on. What was going on? I wasn’t a cross dresser. I needed to— 
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” Sylvia took the bra and panties out of my hands and put them in the hamper. “Bweep! Bweep! Stupid alert!” 
 
    She shook me and I snapped out of it. 
 
    “What the fuck,” I had a twisted expression on my face. “Why the hell did I do that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but don’t do it again. It’s freaking me out.” 
 
    “Bweep?” I asked. 
 
    “You got that right. Now get dressed, in your own clothes, and let’s head out for some yard sales.” 
 
    So I did, and we did, and things just got worse. 
 
     
 
    We stopped at a corner house, big yard, and blankets and tables were spread out and filled with goodies. 
 
    Usually, I go looking for things like tools, manly toys, things like that. Sylvia examines art nick nacks and ponders whether they will fit into our house. 
 
    Today, however, I fond myself standing in front of a table, fingering lingerie. And I must have creeped people out, just standing so quietly and feeling the material. As if from far away I heard whispers, and people moved away from me. But I was fascinated by the soft texture of the filmy underthings. They felt so delicious, and I could imagine the softness sliding over my body. And my dick would be so hard. And they should make men’s under things of this material. Why, I’d be hard all the time. I’d be— 
 
    “What are you doing?” Sylvia hissed into my ear. She tugged my shirt and pulled me around. 
 
    “What? I…I’m just looking…” Again, I was terribly confused. I had been doing the right thing, looking at clothes, and the clothes felt right, and I just wanted to… 
 
    “Come on,” she whispered harshly. She pulled me from the yard and I suddenly noticed everybody staring at me. 
 
    “Why are they looking at me?” 
 
    “Because you’re creeping them out. Obsessing over women’s underwear and…and your pants!” 
 
    “What about my pants?” I looked down. I had worn sweat pants, and they were bulged out. The shape of my dick could be seen tenting the material. “Oh!” 
 
    What the hell had I been doing? That was why those people…I was so embarrassed. 
 
    Sylvia pushed me into the passenger seat, and went to the driver’s seat. I was moving too slowly, so she just took over. As we started up from the curb she groaned, “Last time I’ll ever take you to a yard sale. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just felt right. I…thought I was supposed to be there.” 
 
    “Feeling women’s underwear and rubbing your cock?” 
 
    “I was rubbing my…” 
 
    “Didn’t you get enough nookie this morning?” 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened.” 
 
    But she wasn’t placated. She drove with a stoney face, and when we arrived at home she stomped into the house. 
 
    I watched her storm into the kitchen. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I felt like something had gone sideways in my head, but I didn’t know what. I mean, I was happy, everything was cool, but…then I got excited by female clothes. 
 
    And I do mean excited. 
 
    Sylvia and I had made love this morning, yet an hour later I was erect and throbbing, and I think my legs were even trembling a bit, as I stood at the yard sale and examined woman’s underwear. 
 
    What the heck? 
 
    I got out of the car and started walked towards the kitchen, and stopped. My head turned. My body was facing the kitchen, but my face was looking at the laundry. The washing machine. The drier. The pile of dirty clothes. 
 
    My wife’s clothes on top, with her brassiere sticking out from under a dress. A purple dress. With little white flowers. Such a pretty pattern. 
 
    My body turned away from the kitchen, faced the big basket full of clothes. I took a step. Another step, and something inside me gently reminded me, ‘No.’ 
 
    But that little voice was nothing in the wind of my desire. 
 
    I found myself standing over the laundry. I reached down and picked up the bra. I sniffed it. I felt it. I admired it. Sylvia had such wonderful taste when it came to clothes. 
 
    I took off my shirt. 
 
    My dick was poking out in my sweats, a tent pole of massive proportion. A tent pole for the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey circus. 
 
    I ignored my crotch, well, not completely. I enjoyed it, but I had to put on the bra. 
 
    I did, and it felt good…but empty. I wished I could fill the bra. And then I realized I could. 
 
    Aunt Jane had had a mastectomy last year. She had worn breast forms for a while. When she went back home she had left them with us. I had tossed them into a box in the corner of the garage. All I had to do was go get them. 
 
    Breast forms. In a box. 
 
    That little voice was whispering to me…’that’s wrong…don’t do it…take off that bra!’ 
 
    I told the little voice to shut up and get out. I walked back to the far corner of the garage, lifted the box down from a shelf, and there they were. Ds. The same size as my wife. A perfect size to fit my bra. 
 
    Not my wife’s bra…but my bra. 
 
    I pulled a cup out and managed to slide a boob into the cup. I did the other one. 
 
    I just stood there, feelings of pleasure washing through me. I felt so sexy. My hard on was like a gun barrel. Long and pointing and ready to shoot. 
 
    I walked back to the laundry, feeling so sexy, feeling myself bounce inside the bra. If only I had real boobs. That was what I really needed. 
 
    I bent down and picked up a pair of panties. I could see a bit of dried discharge in the crotch. I lifted the panties to my nose. I smelled the dark spot. Mmm. I put the panties on. 
 
    I stood there in the gloom of the garage, knowing something was wrong, but helpless to do anything but look at the purple dress. 
 
    Purple. A royal color. A rich color. I picked it up and shimmied into it. I had to pull it over my breasts, and it felt so good. It felt like when I rolled a ribber over my cock, but for my whole body. My whole body felt like a penis in the dress. The material slithered over me, sexually charged my skin. 
 
    I felt so good, so right, so…the door opened and Sylvia looked out. 
 
    “Oh, My God!” 
 
    I turned and stared at her. She slammed the door. Locked it. 
 
    I started sobbing. I knew something was wrong, but I didn’t know what. I went to the step by the kitchen door and sat down. I could feel the cold cement on my butt. My cock was poking the dress out, my tits were so big and beautiful…and all I could do was cry.              I knew Sylvia was in the kitchen. I knew she was listening. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, as my tears fell on the floor. “I don’t know why I’m doing this.” 
 
    Nothing from the house. 
 
    My back was lurching with the sobs now. I was happy, I really was, but something was wrong and I couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    “I can’t stop myself. I’m sorry.” 
 
    For five minutes I sobbed, my heart pouring out, my tits jiggling in my bra. Then I heard the door unlock. 
 
    The door opened, just a crack. I didn’t look. I couldn’t stop myself from crying. 
 
    It opened all the way. 
 
    “Ron?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I wailed. 
 
    She stepped out on the step. I kept crying.  
 
    She sat down and I leaned my head towards her, big splatters of tears falling on the floor. 
 
    Then I was hugging her, crying, happy, but miserable, and nothing made sense. 
 
    “There, there,” she said. “It’s okay.” 
 
    For long minutes I sobbed, then, because she was there, because she was now holding me, an arm around my shoulder, comforting me, I began to dry up. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I snuffled and wiped my eyes. 
 
    She said: “I think it’s the Neuralink.” 
 
    “You…you think so?” I rubbed my eyes with my forearm, and wished I didn’t have hair on it, on them. Or on my legs. 
 
    “I’m going to call the hospital.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Just sit and wait.” 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “Pour me one, too.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She stood up and went back into the house. 
 
    I managed to stand up and I walked into the kitchen. As I mixed the drink I heard her talking on the phone. 
 
    “What do you mean I signed release forms! If course I did! We both did, but that’s neither…” 
 
    I took a sip. A long sip. I listened some more. 
 
    “But he just had the operation today, and now he thinks he’s a woman!” 
 
    No, I didn’t. I didn’t think I was a woman. I was a woman. 
 
    “Why the hell would I want to talk to your lawyer? I want you to look at my husband and make this stop happening…” 
 
    I drank some more. A lot more. Then, because Sylvia was taking so long, I drank her drink. 
 
    Mmm.  
 
    And I admired my breasts in the kitchen window. Big ones. Hefty. Auntie had a rack, and so did my wife, and now so did I. 
 
    “I am going to sue your ass off!” 
 
    She stomped back into the kitchen, and I admired how her boobs shook with every step. I had boobs that would shake with every step, I just had to make them real. 
 
    She looked at me, sitting there with a simpering look on my face. She whispered, “Fuck!” Then she looked at the empty glasses, said another dirty word, and began fixing herself a drink. 
 
    “What’d they say?” I asked. 
 
    “We signed release papers, there’s nothing they can do, the phenomena isn’t connected with the operation, call the lawyers.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, feeling one of my boons. “Do you think I can get implants?” 
 
    Sylvia was putting the bottle back in the cupboard and she froze, then she began to cry. Long, wracking sobs that shook the frame. Sort of like the sobs I had done. 
 
    I went to her and hugged her, and she froze for a moment, then melted into me. “It’s all right,” I whispered. “Everything is going to be fine.” 
 
    For a long minute she cried, then she toughened up. She backed away from me and said, “I’m going to call our lawyer.” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    She looked at me, and she had the most curious expression on her face. A twist of disgust and fascination. She said, “I don’t know. Go find some high heels, and some nylons.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Knock yourself out.” Then she picked up the phone and went down her contacts. 
 
    I went down the hall and into our bedroom. I went into our closet. Her high heels were in a row at the back of the closet. I picked a pair with straps. I figured if my foot went past the platform the straps would keep them on me. 
 
    I grabbed a pair of pantyhose and went back out to the bedroom. I could hear Sylvia droning from the living room. 
 
    “Look, Charles, it happened right after the operation…uh huh. But what’s the big deal about this Corporate Shield thing? Oh…but…” 
 
    I took the time to trim my toenails, then I pulled the panty hose up my legs. It took some work, I remembered something about Sylvia rolling them, but I couldn't figure out what that was. Eventually I did get them on, and I pulled them up tight, making my balls scrunch into my crotch a bit, which felt really good. 
 
    Funny. I didn’t want a pussy. I liked having a cock. I especially liked having a big cock. For a small and slender man I had a pretty good sized ding dong. 
 
    I stepped into the heels. 
 
    I stood in front of the mirror and admired myself. I was lithe and slender, except for the big boobs. My lips were full and…my lips. 
 
    I walked to my wife’s make up table. I looked at all the creams and potions and thing. I didn’t understand much. There was some mascara, I could do that, and I had seen Sylvia use those weird scissors things on her eyelashes, but I was interested I…oh, there it was. I picked up a gold tube. Except it wasn’t lipstick, it was a weird applicator, a little brush thingie, but the color was red, and I had seen Sylvia use it, so I used it. 
 
    I heard Sylvia hang up the phone. I heard her walk into the kitchen. She must be making another drink. 
 
    I painted my lips thoroughly. Two coats. Got every nook and crevice, and I smacked my lips. My mouth was red, and sexy, and if I was a man I would have kissed me. 
 
    But my hair…yuck! 
 
    I picked up her brush and tried to comb it, but though I made it neat, it just sort of lay there. It wasn't long enough. I didn’t have enough body. I wished I had seen this coming. I would have grown my hair out long ago. 
 
    Then it hit me. Sylvia had a wig. Once she had gotten a short hair cut, and hated it. So she had worn a wig for a couple of months…and it was still in the closet! 
 
    I ran, well, walked and almost fell, into the closet. On the top shelf, way in the rear, I found the box with the wig. It was long and blonde, gentle curls that would drape over my shoulders. I took it out of the box and slipped it onto my head. I tried to slide the clips into my own hair, and I think I did pretty good, then I turned around and closed the closet door. There was a mirror on the back of the door, and I stared at myself. 
 
    I was beautiful. I hadn’t been a big man, narrow shoulders, and I fit perfectly into the dress. I did have angular hips, but the shape of my bosom gave me enough curve to make up for the hips. What was interesting was that my running legs were so shapely, and I was glad I wasn’t a hairy fellow. Though I did need to shave this and that… 
 
    “Ron?” 
 
    “In here,” I called. I brushed my hair back a bit, and was about to open the door when Sylvia opened it. She stood there, frozen, and stared at me. 
 
    I stared at her. I heard that little voice telling me things were wrong, but I didn’t understand what could be wrong. I just felt so right and beautiful…what could be wrong? 
 
    “Oh…oh…” she stuttered. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    She gulped and nodded. 
 
    “What did the lawyer say?” 
 
    “He, uh, he said we wouldn’t be able to sue the, uh, manufacturer of the Neuralink. Not unless we sue the doctor first, but we can’t sue the doctor because…oh, my God.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She shook her head. Then she said, “Come out to the kitchen. I need another drink.” 
 
    I followed her through the house. I admired her ass. It was rounder than mine, quite sexy. But I thought my ass was pretty good. I tried to duplicate the way her butt swayed. I felt awkward in the heels, but I think I managed to get my butt to look sexy. 
 
    “Sit there,” she said, pointing to a chair. 
 
    I sat, and she got down the bottle and placed it on the table. She filled our glasses with ice and poured them half full with Wild Turkey. Then she opened the fridg and took out a can of Coke. She poured half the can into one glass, and the other half into the other glass. Then she shoved a glass at me, sat down, and took a big glug. 
 
    I giggled. “We’re going to be alcoholics.” 
 
    “Today it’s okay,” she returned soberly. She kept staring at me. 
 
    “What? Did I get it wrong? Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “No. No.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “It’s just that…why did you use lip stain?” 
 
    I just saw it.” 
 
    “You know it lasts longer than lipstick?” 
 
    “Oh. Is that bad?” 
 
    “It is if you want to be seen as a man in the next few days.” 
 
    “Oh.” I frowned. Then, brightly, “I don’t.” 
 
    She shook her head, took a big swallow, then went back to staring at me. 
 
    “So what do we do now?” I asked. 
 
    “Tell me, why did you start putting my clothes on?” 
 
    “They just look so good, and they feel so right.” 
 
    “But you realize you’re a man?” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” my disappointment must have showed because she took another big gulp. 
 
    I sipped. And I looked at the slight trace of lipstick…lipstain…on the rim of the glass. Sexy. 
 
    “So are you going to continue this?” 
 
    “This being…being a woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, I guess I am a woman. At least I have a woman’s breasts, but my dick is so big and hard.” 
 
    I noticed,” she spoke drily. 
 
    “So I guess I am a woman.” 
 
    “Okay.” She finished her liquor and got up to make another one. As she waited for the refrigerator ice to fill her glass she said, “I was freaked out. You really freaked me out. But I guess it was just the shock. I mean, you’ve always been so manly.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I didn’t know what I was sorry for, but it felt appropriate to say that. 
 
    She turned to me, leaned her butt against the sink and spoke almost contemplatively. “Now that the shock is over…I have to say you make a good looking woman. If it wasn’t for the hips you’d be a better woman than me. What are you going to do about work?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Should I do something?” I think I realized there was a disconnect in my mind, but I couldn’t imagine what it could be. 
 
    “Tell them you’re transitioning.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Government contracts.” 
 
    That made us think. Would the government keep giving my company contracts if I was…feminized? 
 
    “Come on,” she grabbed my hand and led me to the computer room.  
 
    We sat down and she opened a browser and went looking. She typed in, ‘government contracts and sexual transitioning.’ Right away we hit pay dirt. There were a whole host of sites advising of transgender rights. 
 
    “But am I a transgender? Or a crossdresser? Or what?”  
 
    Sylvia regarded me. “I don’t know. Let’s ask Quora.” 
 
    She pulled up Quora and typed in a question: ‘My husband got a Neuralink, then started dressing like a woman…is he a crossdresser or transgender?’ 
 
    She started to close the computer, but I stopped her. “What else does it say about cross dressers?” 
 
    She turned back to the computer and started surfing. We found a massive community of cross dressers, and transgenders, and just about everything else under the sun. 
 
    Fascinated, we learned about drugs for transitioning, ways to keep a pecker solid under hormones, the benefits of surgery vs hormone therapy and on and on. 
 
    The most fascinating thing for me, however, was Noogleberry. Noogleberry was a company that made breast pumps. Not for milk, but to make the breasts larger simply through a pair of cones and a pumping device. The cups are placed over the pectorals, the air is pumped out, and over months the breast tissue forms into tits. 
 
    “I can have tits! Real tits!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Sylvia looked at me. “Do you want me to buy this thing?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    So she ordered their deluxe kit, and I dreamed about having a nice, big set of knockers. No more breast forms. Just real tissue. Real tits! 
 
    After that we kept surfing, looking at educational sites, perusing porn sites, and growing hornier and hornier. 
 
    Finally, Sylvia turned off the computer and pushed her chair around. She looked at me with lust filled eyes. “Fuck. I just came this morning, but I’m ready again. Could I actually prefer you as a woman?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I’m a little concerned with my dick. It feels so big and large in this dress. How will I ever hide my bulge?” 
 
    She dismissed that, “First, we fuck a lot. Second, we can get you special underwear, a gaffe, I think it’s called. Female impersonators wear them. Third, if that doesn’t work we can put your cock in one of those chastity tubes and tied it back between your legs.” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    “What a woman will do to be beautiful, eh?” 
 
    “Whatever it takes, I guess.” Then: “Would you like to go to the bedroom?” 
 
    She sat and didn’t move, and her eyes were far away. Then: “I need something more. I’m still a little freaked out by everything.” 
 
    “A little more alcohol? Maybe a little making out?” 
 
    She nodded. “That might do it.” 
 
    We returned to the kitchen and filled our glasses up again. Funny, we had done a lot of drinking, and we were high, but we weren’t getting drunk. I think we were too wired for the alcohol to really hit us. 
 
    So we sat and sipped and talked, and halfway through the night Sylvia went and got her make up kit. We talked for hours about make up, about shades and hues and how to blend everything just right. 
 
    Then she made me up. God, it felt good. I felt my face come alive, and I was astounded at how different, and brilliant, my eyes started to look. She glossed my lips and I felt magnetic. We even tried on some jewelry, and decided to get my ears pierced. 
 
    After a couple of hours Sylvia leaned across the table and pressed her lips to mine. Oh, it was wonderful, soft, caring. We had open eyes, and I know I was trembling. Then we sat back and kept talking, and giggled every once in a while. 
 
    And we kissed again. And again. And my lip gloss got on her lips, so she had to make herself up. 
 
    Finally, near midnight, drunk, but still not too drunk, we adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    Arms around each others waists, we made it into the bedroom. 
 
    “You still have a hell of a bulge,” Sylvia observed, taking her dress off. I stared with lust at her large breasts. 
 
    “I’ve been hard all night,” I admitted. 
 
    “Not for long,” she laughed. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties, then she came to me. 
 
    “Maybe we should leave my dress on, just pull my panties down.” 
 
    She nodded. “This is so weird,” she kissed me, “I’m kissing a girl. I feel like I should be accused of Lesbianism, but it’s not…you’re still a man down there. Where it counts. 
 
    “The best of both worlds,” I said. 
 
    We sat on the bed and began really making out. She felt my fake boobs, and I felt her real ones. She pulled my dress up and scooted my panties off and stroked my cock. 
 
    “Geez,” she blurted, “it feels bigger!” 
 
    “The better to fuck you with, Little Red Riding Hood.” 
 
    We laughed, then I moved down to her nipples and gave them a lip stained sucking. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Sylvia moaned. “It’s weird, knowing your lips are so red, it makes my nipples harder.’ 
 
    I reached into her cavity with a couple of fingers and began massaging her rim. She moaned and circled her hips, trying to fuck my fingers. 
 
    Then I pulled my dress up and knelt between her thighs. My dick was fully engorged, and it did feel bigger. I put it at her portal and we paused for a long second. 
 
    Staring at each other, glorying in our eyes and lips, our hips and tits. Then I began to push the head gently into her. 
 
    She grunted, and her hole opened a bit and allowed me in. Just the head sat in her hole, big and dripping, lubricating her. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my balls. She pulled me gently, and I began to slide into her hole. Inch after excruciating inch, she swallowed my cock with her pussy. Our eyes were locked. I pressed on her tits with my hands, and she gave a mournful groan. “Ah….God! It’s never felt this way!” 
 
    Then I was all the way in, my pubes pressed against her pubes, and we just stopped and waited. We watched each other, and gloried in the feel of my big dick stretching her out, filling her up, connecting us in every which way but loose. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos, I’m almost afraid to move. This feels so good. I don’t want to risk losing it.” 
 
    But we could only hold still for so long, then I twitched, and she turned her hip a bit, and we were off to the races. Out of control. Filled with love and lust. I fucked her deep, and she held on, and touched my face, my lips, and watched me with soulful eyes. 
 
    I was penetrating her, I was grinding and groaning and pushing my penis into her snatch. 
 
    I had cum too soon this morning, but I managed to hold off this evening. 
 
    She began to lurch, to cry out, and her hips made little, slamming motions into me. 
 
    I felt her muscles twisting me, rippling along my cock, and just as she began to relax I let go, 
 
    “Oh….oh!” Semen shot out of my dick and coated her insides.  She lay under me and enjoyed the feeling of my pulsing, vibrating cock, then we were done. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she murmured. “I never knew…fucking a woman…I should have tried it before.” 
 
    “But what about the cock?” 
 
    “Keep the cock, lover. And keep it hard.” She kissed me then, and we lay there, entangled, and drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I sat up in bed. I felt wonderful, but a little bleary. “What’s that?” 
 
    Sylvia rolled out of bed and said, “I’ll get it.” 
 
    She padded through the house, and I listened, then she came back. “Honey, come out here.” 
 
    Puzzled, I followed her into the living room. She held the curtains open a slit and I peeked out. 
 
    News vans. Four of them. And a gaggle of reporters standing around on our lawn, cameras at the ready, news gals fixing their make up. 
 
    “What the hell?” I asked. 
 
    Sylvia went to the door and called out, “What do you want?” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, is it true Neuralink turned your husband into a woman?” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, are you going to sue Neuralink and…” 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy. We’re FOX news and would like a statement regarding…” 
 
    “We’ll be out in five minutes!” 
 
    “We will?” I asked, a bit scared. 
 
    “Absolutely. We can’t sue, but we can make life miserable for those assholes at Neuralink.” 
 
    She led me back to the bedroom, but first, we need to fix you up.” 
 
    Quickly she dressed me. Put me in one of her good dresses. Fixed my make up, brushed out my wig. 
 
    “I need a shower.” 
 
    “Later. This is more important.” 
 
    “You’re really going to have me step out there like this?” 
 
    “Hey, you wanted to be a woman…” 
 
    I did, but this was so…sudden! 
 
     
 
    It was closer to ten minutes, but we were pretty good looking for a rush job. Sylvia opened the front door and stepped out. 
 
    An explosion of questions, but Sylvia merely held her hands up and waited. 
 
    When everybody had calmed down she said, ‘One person at a time!” And she pointed at channel 5. 
 
    “Mrs. Lacy, did Neuralink change your husband into a woman?” 
 
    “Neuralink did effect my husband. He had the operation and immediately became fascinated with being a woman. How far this change is going we don’t know. Yes…CNN.” 
 
    “Can we see your husband?” 
 
    “In a minute. She’s shy, as you can understand, so give her a moment to get ready. I’ll answer questions, and when we’re done she’ll come outside. I’ll tell you right now, this is a shock, and she won’t be answering any questions. And if you bozos get too obnoxious we’ll just go back in the house. And, oh, yes, we will be turning the sprinkler system on immediately after we finish this little shindig.” 
 
    I listened from behind the door. My heart was pounding and I was actually having trouble breathing. 
 
    “You, Channel 6…” 
 
    “You refer to your husband as ‘she,” Does this mean that…” the questions went on. 
 
    And, finally, Sylvia opened the door. “Come on out.” 
 
    “I was fully femme. I had huge breast forms. I was made up and had long, blonde hair. My legs were sexy, and my dick, thank God, was limp. I stepped into the sunshine. 
 
    Pictures. Click, click, click. 
 
    And I suddenly felt good. Confident. Like a good looking woman should. I held my head up, and this improved my posture, and my breasts stood out. 
 
    And I started to get a boner. Oh, shit. 
 
    Fortunately, Sylvia noticed, and quickly pushed me into the house. 
 
    Reporters banged on the door, people were shouting questions, and it was obvious that reporters had about as much manners as a coyote eating a rabbit. 
 
    Sylvia smiled and stepped out onto the porch. She picked up the metal rod that turned the sprinkler system on. She placed it on the little cross thing that controls the water, and said, “Five…four…” 
 
    The reporters scattered. They tripped and fell and scampered off our property. 
 
    Sylvia turned the water on at two, and a couple of reporters screeched and jumped. 
 
    Sylvia came back into the house and we laughed. Our eyes were bright, and everything was looking good. 
 
    In an hour things were going to look better than good. 
 
     
 
    An hour later we had finished eating, and were talking and laughing about the news people, and…KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    Sylvia frowned. She went to the door, prepared to blast whatever stupid reporter had decided to not follow the ground rules. I followed along. 
 
    “Mrs. Lacey? My name is Herman Denkers. I represent Neuralink.” 
 
    Sylvia cocked her head and pursed her lips. It was curiosity mixed with defiance. 
 
    “May I come in?” 
 
    “Wipe your feet.” 
 
    He did, she opened the door, and he entered. 
 
    And looked at me. And breathed, “Oh, my!” 
 
    “So what do you want?” asked Sylvia. 
 
    He turned to her and assumed a businesslike attitude. 
 
    “Neuralink finds itself in a strange position. The company doesn’t wish to admit any kind of guilt, after all, no tests have been done, but we feel it would be best…” blah, blah, blah. Lawyerspeak. About as significant and boring as speech can get. But, in the end… 
 
    “We are prepared to offer you one million dollars. We would like your husband to enter into a comprehensive study of his condition. You won’t be required to…” Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. A million dollars. We would be millionaires! We could travel the world! Own a big house. Never work again! OMG! 
 
    When Herman was done it was Sylvia’s turn. 
 
    She looked at me, and I shrugged. I was thinking more about make up than million dollar deals. I was too dazed to think coherently. 
 
    “Mr. Denkers. I am a regular person, I don’t understand a lot of what you said. But I will tell you what I think you said, in plain English, and you might not want to say anything, but you’re going to have to nod your head, or shake it, and then write us a check. Right now.” 
 
    “Yes?” he spoke tentatively. 
 
    “What you said is that you don’t want us speaking on Facebutt anymore. It’s bad publicity. And while you are not willing to cop to what you did to my husband, you are willing to pay us to cancel our Facebutt account and never speak of what has happened to Ron. Is that a fair summarization?” 
 
    Carefully, he nodded. 
 
    “Then we want ten million dollars. We will be part of your study, though we reserve the right not to take any medicines or have any procedures done without our full consent. We will cancel Facebutt, and do you need a pen?” 
 
    Herman Denkers paused. Then he pulled out his cell phone and texted somebody. I caught a glimpse of the text. 
 
      
 
    10 mil? 
 
      
 
    The answer came back less than 15 seconds later. 
 
      
 
    Do it. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a pen…” 
 
      
 
    The door closed and we stared at each other. In less than ten minutes we had made ten million dollars. 
 
    “I could have gotten more,” whispered Sylvia. She put her arms around me. 
 
    “Oh, you push over,” I wrapped my arms around her. 
 
    We giggled, then we laughed, and we couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    No more newspapers. We could buy a country estate and live in comfort. Travel. And no more of that stupid Facebutt shit. I really hated that big tech company. 
 
      
 
    Six months later… 
 
    I sat down on the side of the bed and took my Noogleberry out of it’s case. The cups were shiny and padded perfectly. I wore them for a couple of hours at a time, and my boobs were getting quite large. 
 
    Silvia entered the bedroom. “You need any help?” 
 
    “If you could hold this one in place I can hold the other one.” 
 
    She held the cup over my tit and I placed the other one, then started pressing the handle. Air began to leave the cups, and my breasts began to grow larger. 
 
    “How large are you going to make them?” asked Sylvia. 
 
    “Not sure. I’m a C right now, and I’d like to be as big as you.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Look at how the nipples are standing up.” 
 
    As the breasts grew so did the nips, and they were like little half inch rockets, standing up and waiting to blast off. 
 
    “And they feel so good. Whenever I do this I get hornier and hornier.” 
 
    “I didn’t notice,” said Sylvia drily. 
 
    I laughed. “Sorry, you can always say no, if you want.” 
 
    “And miss out on the big dick?” 
 
    We chuckled. 
 
    “Why do you think it’s getting so big?” 
 
    “Well, the tits I understand. I’m causing my boobs to get bigger, and that calls for more blood flow, and the Neuralink can’t tell the difference between my brain and my tits.” 
 
    Sylvia nodded. 
 
    “As to my dick, I just think that the more we use it, the more blood it pumps, the more blood the Neuralink thinks it needs.” 
 
    “Well, whatever, it sure is making me a happy camper. It must be near ten inches now, and it really fills me up.” 
 
    “Fill me up, buttercup,” I sang to the old tune. 
 
    “So what do you want to do about me?” 
 
    We sat and stared at each other. My boobs were getting bigger, more blood was flowing, I was getting hornier. 
 
    “Well, we can get you a Neuralink if we travel out of country, but we risk brand X, and I don’t think we’ll score ten million dollars if something goes wrong.” 
 
    “What do you think could go wrong?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Probably nothing. but…we could always force Neuralink to do you. We do own a lot of the company now. And they are the most reliable.” 
 
    She smiled. “That was pretty smart of you to invest five million in them.” 
 
    “I knew there would be a demand. Heck, it wasn’t just the good health, it was the fact that every person who wanted to transition would want to get the implant. And statistics have proven that almost half the men in the United States want to be women, and half the women want to be men. 
 
    “Would you still love me if I turned into a man?” 
 
    “More than ever.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Look, honey, the worst that could happen is that we would have two swinging dicks in the family, and we’d have to start doing it anal. Are you ready for something like that?  
 
    “Wow, to have a dick. I don’t know. I mean, I sure do like yours, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Or we can just keep thinking about it, keep it on the back burner.”               
 
    “But what if I don’t turn into a man? Not everybody changes sex,  and they’re getting better at predicting.” 
 
    “Then there are the benefits of being super healthy, never getting sick, and living twice as long…” she said. 
 
    It was my turn to shrug. Thinking about it, I said, “Man, woman, it doesn’t matter what we are…all that matters is that we love each other. And I’m pretty sure that I know the answer to that one.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay, then. I think I’ve made up my mind.” 
 
    “You know what you want to do?” 
 
    “I do. I’ve considered all the pros and cons.” 
 
    “So tell me! I can’t wait to find out!” 
 
    She did, and I was so happy for her. 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He Wanted a Real Chest! 
 
    So I gave him one! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “God, I envy you.” 
 
    “Of course you do, honey. What’s not to envy?” 
 
    Cooper stared at me. Well, to be precise, he stared at my boobs. The poor boy is so flummoxed by my breasts he literally drools. This has given me a wonderful power over the dear boy. He’s my husband, but because I have tits I wear the pants. Figuratively. 
 
    He realized he was staring and lifted his eyes. “Did I say something?” 
 
    I giggled. The poor boy was so besotted with my breasts he didn’t even know when he was talking. 
 
    “You said you envy me. And, of course, you were talking about my breasts.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled. “I know I sort of lose it around you. But…I am just mesmerized by your figure. 
 
    “Coop, I don’t mind at all that you are dumbstruck by my beauty,” I patted his cheek. “I just wonder if you would still love me if I didn’t have these big mothers.” I hefted my breasts and he gulped. 
 
    Credit to the boy, he managed to get his gaze back to my face. He said, “Honey, I’ll always love you. I just…I’m sort of fixated.” 
 
    “Obsessed you mean.” 
 
    He nodded glumly. 
 
    We were in our bedroom, getting ready for a party. A small party of just a few friends, and I had a surprise for Cooper. A good surprise. Heh heh. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was auburn and wavy over the shoulders. I’ve got deep brown eyes, they almost look black when the light is dim. My make up looked good, red lipstick always adds a little bounce to poor Coop’s dick, and I was wearing a svelte, black dinner dress. Svelte except for the bulge up top. 
 
    Look, I’m not shy about it. When a girl’s as big as I am they learn to either walk hunched over in a sack, or to strut it proudly. I didn’t feel like walking hunched over, and…I got ‘em so I flaunt ‘em. 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “Size? Oh, I don’t know, I stopped measuring at double D. I mean, what’s a D or two among friends, eh?” 
 
    He gulped again. 
 
    He was dressed, and I just had to fix my hair. “Did you want to stroke yourself while you’re waiting?” 
 
    He nodded. He was just a sad boy. 
 
    “Well, go ahead. I don’t mind. And maybe tonight I’ll let you slide that big rod between my awesome boobs.” 
 
    He almost lost it right there. I swear, his pants looked near to busting, and they were pulsing, and I expected to see a wet spot appear at any moment. 
 
    I fixed my hair and he pressed his groin with one hand and reached up to rub a nipple with his other hand. 
 
    I smiled as I brushed my hair out. I do so love a helpless man. Makes me sort of hot, if you know what I mean. And if they get helpless enough I actually start to get wet. Actually wet. Like drip drip wet! 
 
    “Okay, babe. Let’s go live the life.” 
 
    I sauntered past him and he followed me, and he was so dazed by my awesomeness he tripped over his own feet and almost fell. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, everybody!” We entered the party in style. My style being my boobs entered the room first, and when all eyes were on them, I entered, and the eyes would quickly shift to me. 
 
    Oh, it is so funny. These macho guys, they’re all pussy whipped. Well, boob whipped. 
 
    Martha greeted me and we hugged and air kissed, then I made my rounds. Jimmy and Tanya, Russ and Maxine, Martha and Sammy. 
 
    The girls hugged me without problem, they all had big boobs and we girls aren’t averse to the feeling of having boobs touch. I mean, we’re wearing clothes and everything, so what? Right? 
 
    But the guys, all of them, were self conscious. Even though they had wives with big ‘uns, they kept their bodies a bit apart. It was almost like they were afraid of boobs other than their wives’. 
 
    So I, quite the devil, usually tried to close the distance and give a good hug. Make them feel my awesomeness. 
 
    Some would gulp, some would turn a little red, but all of them would have an instant boner. And this was fine with their wives because these guys were all in love with their wives, and they would take their boners home and put them in the right places. And I knew better than to go after a married man. After all, I had my own married man, and I wouldn’t want somebody to go after him. Right? 
 
    After greetings were done I turned and saw that my husband was red in the face and mumbling. Poor boy, that was my surprise for him. These girls were all in the local la leche league. They were lactating to a gal. Breastfeeding. And they wore bras with snap on fronts that made their bosoms look even bigger than they were. 
 
    Poor boy, and I grinned as his eyes didn’t know which way to look, and any direction he looked in had a boob or two in it and his face just kept getting redder and redder. 
 
    Drinks were served, and we all got a little tipsy. We chatted about this and that, and we kept the guys by our sides because we all hated it when guys went off by themselves and talked about something stupid like…well, football. 
 
    I mean, grown millionaires, getting all hissy over who can carry a misshapen ball further. 
 
    Actually, I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I know why football is so popular among men. The football is shaped like a boob. Go on, take a look at a football. Cut it in half and you have a big boob. Maybe a triple J or something. And that is why men are stuck to the screen on the weekends. they are watching a big boob being tossed around, and they wished they could do some tossing. Or catching. 
 
    Heck, women know that men are always horny after a football game, and they know why. And that is why some women like their men to watch football, or don’t. If the woman likes sex, she likes here man to watch a game because he’s going to get all horny and bone her. And if the woman doesn’t like sex she’d prefer her man not to watch football. 
 
    It’s sort of funny listening to a woman who doesn’t like sex degrade a man watching a football game. She’s trying to emasculate him before he gets horny and wants to have his way with her. 
 
    Fortunately, I don’t have to worry about that. I like sex. My man wants to watch football, go for it! If we’re alone I’m going to be getting poked by half time. But even if we’re at a party or something, when we get home he is going to be all over me. Sucking on my football-sized jugs and trying to, ahem, ‘score.’ 
 
    Anyway, we’re sitting there chatting, and the men are trying to appear nonchalant and not ogle, let alone let their tongues out to drool, and the subject matter turns to breast feeding. 
 
    Natch. Heh heh! Coop is going to get an earful, and I’m going to be wonderfully pleasured at the end of the night. 
 
    “I sometimes think I should stop lactating,” sighed Maxine. She’s a redhead with breasts almost as big as mine. 
 
    “But why?” Martha asked. She’s a brunette with smaller breasts, but not too small, and a dedication to milking them in the hopes that they’ll get bigger. 
 
    “Oh, just having to lug these puppies around, and sometimes they get so full, I don’t have time to milk them, and they get a little painful.” 
 
    I looked at Maxine’s husband, Russ, and waggled my finger. “You let your wife’s breasts get too full? You bad boy!” 
 
    He looked a little embarrassed, which caused all the girls to focus. 
 
    “Well, uh, Russ, uh, he’s developed an allergy. An allergy to milk.” 
 
    Mouths dropped. Poor Maxine. Titties all filled and no relief in sight. 
 
    “Are you okay right now?” asked Martha. 
 
    “They’re a little full,” Maxine admitted. 
 
    “Do you want to use my pump?” 
 
    The men were starting to perk up. Pumping her breasts meant she would simply pull her dress down and start pumping, and they would all get an eyeful of super-sized boob. I could already see tongues licking lips. 
 
    “Well…I guess I could. That would be nice.” 
 
    Martha went into the kitchen and brought back a breast pump. “Why don’t you sit right there,” she pointed at the end of the couch, “And take care of yourself.” 
 
    “Thank you, Martha.” 
 
    Maxine sat down, undid her top, unbuttoned the flaps on her bra, and her big bazookas were out in the open.  
 
    She has a nice set. Pink areolas, nips that are unusually distended from constant milking, and, of course, they are big. 
 
    The party adjourned to the living room so we could all chat while Maxine milked herself. But one squeeze of the handle and the breast pump broke. 
 
    “Oh, no! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “I’m sorry I don’t have another one. What will we do about your milk?” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other, and it was obvious what the men were thinking. So I, with a smirk, pointed out, “We’ve got three suckers without allergies, if Russ doesn’t mind?” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” said Russ. “Look at how big her boobs are. I always needed help.” 
 
    I turned to Cooper. “Coop? Do you want to volunteer your services?” 
 
    I thought he was going to fall over. He actually reeled on his feet. The other guys were also sort of dizzy from the suggestion, and us girls started to giggle. 
 
    “Maxine? Do you want to use my boob headed hubby to drain your boobs?” 
 
    Maxine giggled. “Are you sure it’s all right?” 
 
    “Oh, hell. We all know these men have a boob fetish. He’s going to be in heaven for weeks over this.” 
 
    Then, with a few quips and jokes, I pushed Cooper over to Maxine. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” suggested one of the guys. 
 
    “Sit here, Cooper. Tanya made room for him. Tanya’s the blonde among us. Surfer blonde, and when she goes to the beach and struts around with her puppies hanging out all the boys fall off their surfboards. 
 
    So Cooper sat down, slunk down a little, was very self conscious, looked at me, and I nodded my reassurance, then he began to suck on her breasts. 
 
    Now suckling a breast is supposed to be for feeding. Yes, it is an erogenous zone, but in this situation it was not supposed to be about sex. 
 
    Tell that to Cooper’s dick. 
 
    I nudged Martha and nodded towards Cooper’s crotch. It was bulging, and even growing a little wet. He was actually dripping! And I wondered if he might actually cum from sucking on Maxine’s big mountains. 
 
    Then, so as not to let the moment become too awkward, we all started talking again. And we ignored the elephant in the room, my hubbie suckling a world class set of breasts, gulping down massive amounts of milk, and in a whole ‘nother world of horniness and pleasure. 
 
    Time passed, and finally Maxine was empty. “Thank you, Cooper. You’re a good breastfeeder. I envy you, Amanda.” 
 
    “Not a problem. My sucker is your sucker,” and we all giggled. 
 
    Cooper stood up, and his pants were wet, but I think just from dripping, not from cumming, though it was probably close. And he looked so manly, so proud of himself. Red-faced, but proud. 
 
    “Easy, Tiger,” I laughed as I linked my arm through his. 
 
    And the party went on…and was eventually over. 
 
    Cooper was driving and I was sitting in the passenger seat, turned towards him, laughing inside. 
 
    “Didn’t expect that, did you?” 
 
    He shook his head. Then: “You’re not mad, are you?” 
 
    “Hell no. I suggested it. Give you a thrill. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if Maxine drops by in the next few days, needs a little more milking.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And, yes. It’s okay if you take advantage of the situation. I know how you like your boobs.” 
 
    He grinned. then he sobered, and he said, for the second time that night, “I envy you.” 
 
    I was a little high, and I was feeling pretty good about giving Cooper that little ‘gift,’ and I blurted out. “You should get your own pair.” 
 
    He was silent. And I didn’t notice because we were almost home. He pulled into the driveway, turned off the car, and we got out. We walked into the house, his arm around me, my head on his shoulder, and right into the bedroom. 
 
    Then, me giggling, I slid right out of my clothes. Bingo, I was naked in two seconds. For a change, he was moving a little slower, almost like he was a thinking. 
 
    I know, that’s a rare thing for a man, but he was actually doing it, thinking. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Don’t hurt yourself.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re thinking too hard. Don’t hurt yourself.” 
 
    He stared at my unfurled boobs. Bingo, back under my thumb. No more thinking for him. Now there was only one thing on his mind. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he launched himself at me. 
 
    Cooper’s not a big man, but he’s strong. Wiry strong, and he pushed me back on the bed. His head was aimed for my breasts and I hugged his head and helped him nose in for a landing, then he was sucking on my nipples and pressing on my tits. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I moaned. When somebody sucks my nipples it goes right to my groin. Little electrical shootings that make me hornier than a brass section in a marching band. A big marching band. 
 
    I reached down for his cock and found it agreeably ready. I fondled it, his hands found my pussy and began finger banging me. I humped his digits and my hips were going out of control and… 
 
    “OOOH!” He moaned, and I felt his fluids spurt all over my legs. 
 
    What? I couldn’t believe it! The son of a bitch had actually ejaculated! All over me! Not in me, like he’s supposed to, but on me! 
 
    “Oh, no!” I pushed him back. He slid to his knees on the floor and his cock was still spurting. 
 
    “Sor…sorry…” he shivered and trembled as his seed leaked out. 
 
    “But…I needed…you were supposed to…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey,” his spurting had stopped, just a little bit of white oozing out of the tip of his cock. “But that scene tonight, it got me so horny…” 
 
    I lay back on the bed, totally frustrated. I couldn’t believe it. The big goof had shot his load without me. Fuck! 
 
    He struggled to his feet, then fell on the bed. That’s the unfortunate thing about my tit-obsessed hubbie. He cums easy, and cums a lot, then he passes out. 
 
    “Hey!” I shook him. “Get me off!” 
 
    “Huh…wha…” snore. 
 
    I mean, really. He was out that fast. 
 
    I stared around the room. His mess was on the floor. Clothes were scattered. My poor pussy was aching for some action. 
 
    So, as I had done before, when finding myself in this situation, I went to the dresser drawer and took out old faithful. My nine inch buzz happy substitute dick. 
 
    I lay on the bed, right next to Cooper, and began playing with myself. 
 
    He snored.
I played with my nipple, rolled it around. like I like it, and I teased my labia with the head of my monster cock. 
 
    He snored. 
 
    I slid that puppy into home plate and heard the stands go wild. Screaming, cheering… 
 
    I worked my arm, pumping and pumping, and I rounded first. The crowd was throwing their hats in the air. 
 
    I stirred my pussy, feeling the big head scouring my insides. 
 
    Rounding second, arms pumping, feet flying. The crowd screaming and throwing beer cups into the air. 
 
    Oh, yeah. I could feel that warm sense of ignition swelling up under me. 
 
    Rounding third…people screaming and fighting in the stands! 
 
    I crossed the plate! “OHHHH! OHHH! OHHHH!” 
 
    I shuddered and shook, and my tits wobbled all over my chest. Heysoos, it was a good one. 
 
    But it wasn’t dick inspired. It was plastic generated. And I wanted that warm, living, flesh feeling inside me. 
 
    Cooper snored. 
 
    And I made up my mind, right then, that I was going to do something about the situation. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and Cooper was still slumbering. I elbowed him. “Hey! Wake up!” 
 
    “Huh! What?” 
 
    “You forgot to do me last night.” 
 
    “Oh, crap. I’m sorry.” He was looking at me…and trying not to look down at my tits. 
 
    “That’s okay, but you need to make up for that error. Now get busy!” 
 
    I threw the covers off us and spread my legs. 
 
    I might just as well have kept them closed because he went for my boobs. Silly man, he just came, and still he’s obsessed with my breasts. I could feel his dick getting hard all over again as he played with my boobs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he muttered excitedly. 
 
    “Come on, honey, my pussy is down there, it’s hot and ready.” 
 
    “Okay, yeah,” but I had to shove his head down to get him off my tits. 
 
    Finally, he was down there, licking and sucking, and man, did it feel good. His tongue slathered my labia, he munched on my clitoris, and he began to use his fingers. Oh, I loved it. I moaned and held his head down. Then: “Are you hard enough to fuck me?” 
 
    “Uh, no,” he mumbled up at me. 
 
    Yet I could feel his dick. Bastard. 
 
    I pulled his ear and made him move up. “Stick that candy cane into Santa Land. 
 
    He sighed. At this point, after having cum and being a little over sensitive down there, he would rather eat me to a cum, or just finger fuck me. Or even get a dildo out and…hmm. A dildo. My mind, in spite of the delightful way the boy chewed on me, started to work. 
 
    Fake penis. Hmmm. 
 
    He put his dick in me, and it felt go-o-od. Spread me out, made me drip, and the raw, raspy pleasure of a dick scraping my insides…oooh! 
 
    But I had a thought in my head. I stopped him from fucking. 
 
    He stared at me. 
 
    “Do you like fake tits?” 
 
    “Huh? you mean like silicone?” 
 
    “Yeah. Whatever. Would you still like my tits if they were fake?” 
 
    “Of course!” He actually looked offended. “I love your tits!” 
 
    “Well, he liked them natural, and I was sure if he would love them fake…but he probably would. I mean, he was a boob man.” 
 
    “Good, now fuck me.” 
 
    Confused, but willing, feeling his poor, abused dick stay hard, he went back to sliding in and out. 
 
    I groaned and fucked back. I corkscrewed my hips and felt the wonderful goodness of…I stopped. 
 
    “Can you tell the difference between fake tits and real tits?” 
 
    He was looking a little exasperated. “Of course!” Like he was saying ‘Duh.’ 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Fake ones ride higher, they don’t bounce as much, they don’t shimmy.” 
 
    “But you don’t care if the woman you are fucking has fake tits or natural.” 
 
    He paused, his mouth open, then he suddenly shoved his irritation back. He answered honestly. “Honey, we know my problem. I see a tit and my boner kicks my brain out of the saddle and takes over. I’m sorry. I can’t give you the answer you want.” 
 
    “What makes you think I want a certain kind of answer?” 
 
    He stared at me like I was the one who was brain dead. “Because you keep stopping me to ask the same question.” 
 
    I laughed, and reached down and grabbed his nuts. 
 
    He jerked and his head rose up and his eyes open. 
 
    “Honey, you answered perfectly. Now fuck me good, and I won’t stop you again.” 
 
    He cocked his head. Curiosity. Then he tentatively moved his hips. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Fill me up, buttercup.” 
 
    He started banging me hard. Heck, maybe he just wanted to hurry up before I stopped him and asked any more stupid questions, but it was just what I needed. 
 
    He drove that hard cock into my nethers, he slapped his balls against my fanny, and he grabbed a tit with each hand and pulled on them. 
 
    “AHHHH!” I almost screamed. I was definitely loud. Neighbor waking loud. 
 
    “Shhh!” he whispered. 
 
    Fuck that! 
 
    “AHHHH YEAH!” 
 
    He tried to put his hand over my mouth, but it did not good. I was having a good cum and I didn’t want him stopping it. I shook my head free and gave one last shriek. “YESSSSS!” 
 
    Then my body stopped spasming and I began to cum down, nothing left but mini-twitches and that warm, wonderful feeling. Ah seen mah duty and ah done it! 
 
      
 
    A shower, got dressed, with a half bra that would expose my nipples and drive Cooper mad, then breakfast. We ate silently, thinking our own thoughts. The sun was shining in through the kitchen window. 
 
    Cooper: “Did you mean it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That if Maxine came over and needed me to…relieve the pressure…I should go ahead and…do it?” 
 
    “Sure. And I don’t even care if you have a spontaneous ignition of sperm. As long as you keep that dicklet in your pants. 
 
    “Dicklet?” he smirked. “It wasn’t a dicklet when I was balls deep in you.” 
 
    I grinned. “You got me on that one.” 
 
    We were silent again, then I dropped the bomb. 
 
    “You envy me.” 
 
    He stared at my boobs. 
 
    “You love these big honkers.” I put my hands under them and lifted. They weighed a lot. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He was so intent he was almost cross-eyed. 
 
    “And I love the fact that they keep you so horny, because that means…well, you know what it means. 
 
    “It means you get all the loving you want.” He actually looked at me. 
 
    “So I’m just wondering…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How you would be if you had your own set of tits.” 
 
    He blinked. I could see his mind disconnecting, and not in a bad way. 
 
    “You mean…like boobs. On my chest. Real boobs.” 
 
    “Or fake boobs. There’s lots of ways, you know.” 
 
    “So that’s why you were asking if I liked fake tits.” 
 
    I shrugged. I stood up and cleared the table and started doing the dishes. He just watched me. I knew his dick was doing the thinking, I could feel him staring at my nice, round ass, but I also knew that, in spite of his dick, he was doing some actual thinking. Like with his skull. 
 
    I finished the dishes, took him by the hand and led him out to the living room. I put some music on the TV, lifted my blouse, and pulled him to me. 
 
    He lay by my side, palpating my boobs, sucking them, feeling them. His mind going a million miles an hour. 
 
    I sighed. This was the life. I felt warm and good and I felt little sparks of sexual electricity shoot form my nipples to my pussy. 
 
    “You’re serious,” he mumbled over a mouthful of tit. 
 
    “Just a thought,” I shrugged it off. You bet I’m serious. I’m dead fucking serious! 
 
    He adjusted himself and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, one filled with all sorts of things besides just sex. 
 
    “Me with with tits.” 
 
    “I can see it,” I murmured, holding him tight. “You’d have to get your own bras, and around the house you could wear sexy tops. When we go out you could bind them, or not, your choice. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he whispered, his eyes far away. “Walking down the street, actually bouncing, my flesh shivering. People checking me out.” 
 
    “Men?” I asked. 
 
    “I hope not.” He sat up. “What would other women think of a man with tits?” 
 
    “Depends. If they’re nice, big honkers they’d probably be jealous.” 
 
    “I’d have to avoid men. I’m pretty sure men would have a tough time with me having boobs.” 
 
    “Maybe. But probably not the men from last night.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “But you’re not the kind of guy who hangs out with men much, anyway.” 
 
    He twisted his lips a bit. “But if I’ve got my own boobs…what would that do to us?” 
 
    “Depends. If you could suck your own boobs you wouldn’t need me. But if you can’t, maybe even if you can…there’s a lot of pleasure in sucking somebody else’s tits.” 
 
    Tell me about it,” He said, wryly. Then he had a thought: “Why don’t you ask the ladies from last night? If anybody is going to have an opinion about men having tits it would be members of the La Leche League.” 
 
    “Good idea.” I leaned back and was able to reach my phone on the side table. I opened contacts and selected Maxine. 
 
    “Now?” mouthed Cooper. 
 
    I shrugged. “Might just as…Hi, Maxine? Oh. Fine. Yes, it was fun. The reason I called…I have a question that might seem a bit over the top, but Cooper and I were thinking about giving him boobs. Yes, real boobs. Don’t know, big as we can, I guess. Really? No! I’m sure he’d be interested in that. Sure, I’ll call the others and…no, no. Okay. Got it. Okay, talk to you later.”  
 
    I hung up and hit another contact. 
 
    “What’d she say?” asked Cooper. 
 
    “Shh—Hi, Martha. Listen, the reason I’m calling, I have a sort of a goofy question, but I’m serious, we’re thinking about giving Cooper his own set of ta tas.” 
 
    I finished talking to Martha, and then Tanya, and I hung up the phone. 
 
    “What’d they say?” Cooper was anxious, almost desperate. 
 
    “You heard some of it, so you know they were supportive…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “And, actually, they were all excited by the idea. Tanya called it groundbreaking. Martha said she wished she had thought of it for Sammy. Says he’s needed a good set of boobs from the beginning.” 
 
    We were silent then, and for once he didn’t stare at my boobs. Instead, I think he was staring at his own set of tits in his mind. 
 
    Cooper Haddon, a man with a big chest. Wears a bra. And a blouse. Maybe even a little make up. 
 
    And dangly earrings, and suddenly I realized that I was getting warm. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I breathed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is making me so horny. I can’t believe how wet I am. I just fucked, had a great cum, and yet here I am, all ready to go again.” 
 
    “From the idea of me having tits?” 
 
    “Yes.” I stood up, determined. “Come on.” I led the way back to our bedroom. I handed him an old bra. It was stretched out, and shabby, but I thought it would fit him. He wasn’t one of these big chested bozos. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put it on. Take off your shirt and wear it.” The lust in my voice was plain. I wondered if I had a dark spot in my crotch. This was almost like having sex. Good sex. Really good sex. 
 
    He took off his tee shirt and fumbled with the thing. Finally, I stepped in and turned it the right way and fastened the clasps. I put the straps over his shoulder and stood back. 
 
    He looked at himself. A dismal expression on his face..  
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “It looks stupid.” 
 
    “Just wait.” I went to the closet and took down a box. Aunt Jasmine had had a mastectomy and I still had her fake tits. I don’t know why I had kept them, she had passed a couple of years ago, but I did. I handed the box to Cooper. 
 
    He opened it, and his breath caught. He took out one breast form and studied it. He felt it. His fingers sunk into the spongy material. “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on, put them in before I have a squirt attack.” 
 
    “A squirt attack,” he snickered, and he slipped first one form into a cup, then the other. He smiled. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” I said. I wanted to reach down and rub my crotch. Right there. In front of God and Cooper. In fact, I was going to need a drip pan. 
 
    “Heysoos is a duck in a feather factory!” he whispered. “Look at my crotch!” 
 
    His boner was pushing, hard, and his pants bulged out. 
 
    “Take off your pants.” 
 
    He stripped quick, pulling the pants over his cock and letting the monster out to breath. On one hand, it looked funny. A man with a set of tits and a massive boner. On the other hand…it wasn’t funny. It was sexy. I could imagine him in nylons and garters. High heels. Maybe even a dress. At least a nice blouse. 
 
    “If you let your hair out a bit. In fact, come here.” 
 
    I sat him down at my make up table and started combing out his hair. I brushed it and. teased it and made it fluff out. Finally, I sprayed a bit of hair spray on him. 
 
    “Wow!” he said, looking in the mirror. 
 
    “Double wow,” I murmured. “This can work.” 
 
    Then he looked up at me, “Am I going to be gay?” 
 
    The expression on his face was so worried I had to laugh. “No, Coop. Gay men like men. You want to be with a man?” 
 
    “No!” he was offended. 
 
    “What do you say to getting dressed up and sinking that cock to the hilt in my plush pussy?” 
 
    He grinned. “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “There’s your answer.” 
 
    He looked at himself some more, then he asked, “So how do we do this?”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We did it slowly, one step at a time, with plenty of research, and plenty of help from the ladies of our La Leche chapter. 
 
    First, we compared the differences between silicon and natural. The comparison was favorable, but there was one thing natural boobs had that silicon didn’t…lactation. 
 
    That’s right, men can lactate. They have all the equipment, and all they need is the right stimulation. There are certain chemicals that can cause lactation. Usually they are used for women who are having trouble with milk, but they work on any body, even the male body. 
 
    So we were going to go natural, and the girls, Tanya, Maxine and Martha, were very supportive. They were fascinated by the idea of a man having boobs. Heck, they were all large women, in the breast department, and they knew the fun of having a giant set of knockers, and why shouldn’t men have that kind of fun? 
 
    A week later, while Coop and I were scouring the net, making notes, and trying to decide on what chemicals, how much, and so on, Maxine showed up at the house.  
 
    I saw her through the kitchen window and I waved her in. She entered and came in to the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, honey, how’s ‘The Boob.’ 
 
    We laughed, and that ended up being his nickname. All the girls, and even me, started referring to him as ‘The Boob.’ 
 
    He liked it.  
 
    “Coop! Come see who’s here!” 
 
    Cooper came in, was a little red-faced, but hugged her, his arms out a little to keep distance between them. 
 
    “Oh, Hell, Coop. Hug the bitch like you mean it. She’s here to help.” 
 
    So Coop went in for a good hug, and he gulped as he felt her giant bosoms squash into him. 
 
    And she actually goosed his pecker! 
 
    He jumped and I laughed, then he laughed, and the ice was broken. 
 
    “A couple of things,” said Maxine. “First, I’m full up, I need some draining. Can I borrow Mr. Boob?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And no need to ask from here on out. And I don’t have to be here. I’m not your baby sitter, and Cooper knows the ground rules.” 
 
    “Keep it in my pants,” Cooper said solemnly, and Maxine and I laughed. 
 
    “Second, I brought Cooper a present.” 
 
    She had a bag and reached into it. She brought out a very classy red bra. “I actually bought this for Russ, but he dug in his heels. Silly boy. But it’s from Japan, where lots of men wear bras. It is designed for the male body, and the cups stretch a bit, if you want to put something in them they’ll accommodate just fine. 
 
    Cooper took the bra and held it up to his front and whistled. “Wow. That’s sexy. Thanks, Maxine.” 
 
    “Thank me by trying it on. Right now.” 
 
    Cooper took off his shirt, quickly, and slipped the bra on. It was a perfect fit. And the cups weren’t saggy. 
 
    “Wow,” Maxine’s stared at his chest hungrily. “I sure wish Russ had your guts.” 
 
    “It’s pretty. I should…my breast forms are too big for this.” 
 
    “You could try water balloons, or condoms. They would probably fit nicely. Now, about my problem?” She raised her eyebrows and made a face and squeezed a boob.” 
 
    We all went into the front room and Maxine got comfortable, then unleashed her beasts. As I said, she’s almost as big as me, and Coop dove right in. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good!” She exclaimed, and I could see that being suckled was turning her on. 
 
    “So, we’re looking at various possibilities. There are some drugs that will block testosterone, and there are drugs that pump up the estrogen…” 
 
    “Be careful of the blockers, or using too much estrogen. You don’t want a wishy washy willy on your hands.” 
 
    So we talked, and Cooper chewed on his meal, and I could tell that Maxine was getting all hot and bothered. 
 
    “Are you getting horny?” I asked, a smile on my face. 
 
    She nodded. “I’m sorry, but he’s so good. And Russ hasn’t, uh, done me for a week.” 
 
    “Why not? I thought he liked your boobs?” 
 
    “He loves them, but, uh, he’s sort of freaked out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because of Cooper.” 
 
    Cooper lifted an eye and looked at her, but he didn’t stop his feeding. 
 
    “What about Cooper?” 
 
    “Just the whole idea of having breasts, of being womanly, it freaks him out. Russ may like boobs, and ‘got milk’ would make a fine bumper sticker for his car, but he thinks wearing woman’s clothes is weird and…I think he’s some sort of homophobe.” 
 
    “Reach down and feel Cooper’s package.” 
 
    She reached down and felt him, and her eyes went wide. “Wow! That’s big!” 
 
    “And hard. And, just between you and me, and anybody else you’d like to tell, since we started this program, I know it’s only been a week, but he’s like a rock! And he rocks my world every night. And he cums more. And he ain’t no sissy.” 
 
    Maxine pursed her lips and thought, and said, “Imagine that. Being more manly because you can handle your female side.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    “Other Side, Mr. Boob.” 
 
    Cooper switched tits and continued sucking. I noticed that his pants were all wet in the front. 
 
    Maxine was squirming a bit. 
 
    “Maxine, do you want to borrow a vibrator or something?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Can I?” She gasped. “I’ve never felt this horny when getting suckled, but Mr. Boob, the idea of having a manly woman sucking my titties, it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    “Hold on,” I said, and I went to the bedroom and brought back my vibrator. I plugged it in and handed it to Maxine. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she gushed, and she pressed the knob against her pussy. “This is so great.” 
 
    “I love cords. No batteries to run out, and they seem to have a more violent vibration.” 
 
    I sat in a chair and watched as Cooper sucked and Maxine dissolved into a puddle of lust. 
 
    And it was good. Getting sexual precedents established I knew there would be no problem with Cooper straying. 
 
    After a minute Maxine began to shudder and shake. 
 
    “Suck harder, Coop.” 
 
    Coop did, and Maxine went over the top. “Ahhh! Oh…yes!” She spasmed, her body locking up so quickly that it knocked her tit out of Cooper’s mouth. He quickly popped it back in, though, and Maxine shivered to a collapse. 
 
    Watching her get off that way made me horny, and I asked for the vibrator. A dazed look in her eyes, she handed it to me. 
 
    “Keep sucking, Coop. This is turning me on.” I unzipped my pants and got the knob right down on the flesh, then I turned it on. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos on a boat with no sails. Just watching him suck your boobs…it’s too much!” 
 
    Cooper tried to wiggle around to watch me, and Maxine moved a little to help him, then he was groaning himself, and holding his crotch. Hell, he had orgasmed! Which put me over the top. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, then I arched my back and straightened out my legs. The spasms shot through me, and I felt that white, hot feeling of pleasure rock me. 
 
    “Yeah! Go girl!” Maxine urged me. 
 
    For a long minute I shuddered, and my legs kicked out a couple of times, then I was done. 
 
    And, so was Cooper. Maxine’s other breast was empty and she pushed Cooper away, unceremoniously, but giggling. “Enough, you tit hound!” She tucked herself back in and buttoned up her blouse. 
 
    Cooper grinned. He still had a slight redness to his face, but not much. He was adapting well. 
 
    Maxine stood up. “God, I hate to say it, but I’m coming back. Don’t tell Russ, but Cooper is better than him. And that vibrator…wow!” 
 
    We hugged, and I walked her out. I waved as she drove away. I turned back into the house, shut the door, and walked in to confront Cooper. “Did you have an unauthorized orgasm?” 
 
    He looked down. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it.” 
 
    “Bad boy! Bad Mr. Boob.” I picked up a newspaper and touched him lightly on the nose. I was kidding, I wanted this to be light, but I wasn’t kidding, either. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, but…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Boob, let me tell you what your punishment is going to be.” 
 
    “Huh?” He turned the concept of being punished for cumming over in his mind. 
 
    “You’re not being punished for cumming, but for unauthorized cumming. Next time you want to have a cum you must ask permission.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    And yet, it looked like the idea turned him on. 
 
    “So your punishment is that you must walk around in your cum filled panties. All squooshy. Just as I sometimes have to sleep in a wet spot after you’ve had your jollies, now you have to walk around in your own wet spot.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    And he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Oddly, the idea appealed to him. And the idea of punishing him appealed to me. 
 
    Oh, I didn’t want to spank his ass or anything, I just wanted him to  take a little more responsibility for his orgasms. I wanted to train him to control himself, so that he lasted long enough for me to get off. 
 
      
 
    The next Saturday night, two weeks after we had started ourprogram, we held another small party. Just the original four couples. Cooper and I showed up and a little bourbon and Coke made its appearance, and we all talked about the week and the happenings. And, of course, Cooper’s situation arose. And it arose because the other men were shutting him out. 
 
    We girls noticed it right away, and we got a little grim. After all Cooper was our boy. He had helped Maxine out twice more over the last week, and Tanya had dropped by and let Cooper drain her boobs. Simply, Maxine had gushed so much about Cooper that she simply had to try him out. 
 
    But now the men were getting freaky. They excluded him, made a few cutting remarks. Then Martha stepped into the breach. 
 
    “Sammy, no sex for you for two weeks.” 
 
    The guys’ jaws all dropped.  
 
    “And for you, Jimmy and Russ, I would suggest that you fix your attitudes, because I have a certain amount of influence with your wives.” 
 
    Sammy couldn’t help it. He was a lusty fellow, and to be upbraided, and in such coarse fashion, right in front of his male friends, it was too much. He didn’t want to talk about this, but he blurted, “Honey? What? What are you saying?” 
 
    “I am saying that Cooper is my friend. And he’s yours. And I have heard you bitches talking down to him, and I will not have that.” 
 
    The guys were all looking down, muttering, not sure what to do, and  Cooper, bless his heart, said, “I…I don’t think…” 
 
    “Spit it out, Coop,” I said. 
 
    “Well, if you punish the guys on my account it just causes more resentment.” 
 
    “Nope,” Martha said. “Because these bozos know that I’m right. We’ve all been friends for years, and for them to mistreat you just because you have courage, the courage of your convictions, well, it’s not right and they’re wrong. 
 
    Tanya grunted and said, “Sauce for the gander is sauce for the other gander. Jimmy. That’s two weeks for you. And I don’t want you sneaking off into the bathroom. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Jimmy was caught. He looked at Tanya with wide and frightened eyes, then he looked down and mumbled in the affirmative. 
 
    “Don’t think you’re getting off, Russ,” Maxine chimed in. “Two weeks for you. Now all of you apologize to Cooper.” 
 
    They didn’t even hesitate.  
 
    “Coop, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Maxine is right, I guess we fucked up.” 
 
    “Yeah, Coop. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    We girls smiled and glanced at each other. This was the first time any of us had really used our power, and, I have to tell you, it felt good. FUCKING good. I could tell that it wasn’t going to be the last time. 
 
    “Now then, girls, and guys. The night is late, but let’s have another meeting in two weeks. I want to check on the guys’ progress with politeness, and I want to see how Cooper’s boobies are growing. 
 
    Everybody sort of chuckled, a little ruefully, but honestly. And the night was over. 
 
    The next week Cooper was kept busy. Every day he had to drain one of the ladies, and he was drinking so much milk I had to cut a meal out of his day. 
 
    “But, honey! I need to eat!” 
 
    “Breast milk is pretty nutritious, and by my figure you’re getting a couple of extra meals a day in milk. And we don’t want you getting chubby like a baby, do we?” 
 
    Interestingly enough, Cooper found that he was able to maintain his svelte figure on two meals a day, and lots of milk. 
 
    In fact, I guess it’s one of those oddities, he was getting more slender. Like you give a child speed and he slows down. That’s what Ritalin does, and that’s what I think was happening with Cooper, but the next week I realized I was wrong. It was the hormones we had him on. We had picked out the most powerful and quick acting hormones we could find (and the safest, believe me, safety was top of the list here) and he was responding. His body was already changing. His hips were reshaping, he had little bumps on his chest, just swellings, and his face, I couldn’t believe it, his face was becoming softer. 
 
    I loved it. I loved my manly man looking so soft and juicy. I dreamed of putting make up on him. But I held myself back. He was just getting used to bras, and some nylons, and an occasional night in high heels. I didn’t want to blow him out of the water. 
 
    Anyway, the first week he was busy drinking tons of milk, and I kept the vibrator on the side table in the living room, plugged in and ready to go. And this all contributed to my love life. Cooper being the partner, without penetration, of so many orgasms, he was in a constant state of horniness. 
 
    And it didn’t help him that I gave him two weeks of no cums. 
 
    Well, of course I did! 
 
    If his friends had to suffer, so did he. 
 
    Besides, as I told him, he was responsible for letting that scene happen in the first place. If he wasn’t so wishy washy, like a man, he would have confronted his friends and saved them a little squirt drouth. Specifically, I said, “Why don’t you man up and be more like a woman.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. Heh heh! 
 
    Anyhoo, where was I, oh, yeah, the next party. 
 
    Coop and I showed up, me in a wonderful, low cut dress that had the men gulping every time they stared at my boobs. And they couldn’t help but stare. 
 
    “Oh, it’s that kind of game, eh?” Martha quipped. “Next party I know what I’m going to wear.” And I thought, uh oh, I’m in the big leagues here, I’d better be careful. 
 
    Cooper was wearing manly attire, including a tee shirt and a light leather jacket. 
 
    So we drank a little, chatted, and we were all happy to note that the guys presented a solidified front. No more bitchiness. And I even heard one of the guys asking Cooper if he had problems dealing with the hormones. 
 
    And it was obvious to all that Cooper was taking tons of estrogen. What wasn’t so obvious that his hormone therapy had been carefully tailored to make sure his cock didn’t shrink or go limp. And it wasn’t. The front of his pants was still getting wet, and almost every night he was balls deep in me. Spreading me out, plumbing my depths, and making me cry for the ecstasy of it all. But without cumming. Heh heh. 
 
    Then it was time for the big unveiling. 
 
    We were standing and sitting, and Martha brought it up. “You ready Cooper? We all want to see your progress.” 
 
    Cooper nodded. And he wasn’t red-faced. My little boy was growing up. He was learning how to cope with a world dominated by big boobed creatures. “I guess so.” 
 
    Oh, the confidence in his voice made me want to cream right there. 
 
    “Okay. Take off your jacket and shirt.” 
 
    Cooper stepped to the center of the room and took off his jacket. He handed it to Sammy, and just turned around. 
 
    Even with the black tee shirt on, it was obvious that he had large pecs, shaped pecs, or, if you will, small boobs. 
 
    Very small, but distinct. 
 
    “Wow,” the girls gave a few yelps and hooyahs, and the guys just sort of shook their heads. 
 
    “Okay, Coop,” Maxine said. “The shirt.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I said. “Before he does, has anybody appreciated that tee shirt.” 
 
    There were blank looks, but the girls got it first. It was designed for a female. It was light material, a slight Vee in the front. Cut so that the body would be better accentuated. 
 
    “A fashion show, too,” quipped Tanya. 
 
    Then Cooper took off his shirt. 
 
    His boobs were small, not in the drooping stage at all, but without the shirt they were more defined as mammary glands. 
 
    Everybody applauded, and Cooper did blush then, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Look how his waist is slimmer.” 
 
    “And his hips are starting to flare a bit.” 
 
    Coop, asked Sammy, “Are you losing muscle mass?” 
 
    Cooper nodded. “But I don’t really feel weak, just sort of…I don’t know, delicate? Is that the right word?” 
 
    It was. 
 
    Then the big unveiling was at an end, but Cooper being the center of attention wasn’t. We girls had been with him all week. We had talked with him, joked with him, discussed his progress in intimate detail. But the guys, this was a time jump for them. They hadn’t seen him for two weeks, and the difference was bigger to them than us. So they started asking him questions, real questions. 
 
    “Is your cock…has it shrunk at all?” 
 
    “Nope.” And he explained about the types of hormones he was taking. 
 
    “What about…is it just as hard as ever?” 
 
    “Yeah. And a little longer lasting. I used to be a premature ejaculator…” 
 
    “God, I have that problem,” blurted Jimmy. 
 
    Everybody chuckled, but it was a good chuckle. 
 
    “Try some of these hormones,” suggested Cooper. 
 
    Nervous laughter on the part of the guys.  
 
    And the night went on, and life went on, and we agreed to meet two weeks later. 
 
    The next week Cooper started wearing more girly clothes. Not because he was swishy, but just because they felt better. But it wasn’t long until he realized that they not only felt better, they looked better. 
 
    His hair was longer, too. We started puffing it up, I gave him some bangs, and we looked at his finger nails…but he wasn’t ready for that, yet. 
 
    Yet. But it was only a matter of time. 
 
    And he helped the girls out quite a bit, he was draining at least two girls a day, and if he hadn’t been so obviously slimming down I would have cut out another meal. 
 
    But the best thing was his staying power. 
 
    I don’t know, maybe it was he had too much testosterone, but, whatever, he was in balance now, and his dick was staying hard for longer periods of time, and when it did shoot, he was really shooting the juice. He had never been much of a cummer, just a few moderate squirts, but now he was shooting a half a dozen thick ropes. 
 
    Mind you, before you go out and take estrogen and start expecting cupfuls of sperm, I think it was the very educated blend of hormones, and specific to his body. 
 
    Anyway, I was finally getting happy in the bedroom, real happy. And I was so horny, all the time, that I was constantly walking with a squishing sound, afraid I was going to drip on the floor maybe leave a trail of girl juice splatters behind me. 
 
    All right, okay, I know, over the top, but I was that horny. And I certainly was wet. And I was happy. 
 
    The next meeting got canceled, a death in Tanya’s family, and we all figure we wanted everybody to meet. It just wouldn’t have felt right if there were only three couples. 
 
    And the next week was canceled because Sammy had to go out of town. 
 
    Man, by the time the next meeting was scheduled we were all dying to see Cooper unveil himself. 
 
    Sure, the girls all had glimpses of him. They noted his hair was up, and that he had touches of make up, but he didn’t usually dress up when they were around. Truth, Cooper liked running around the house naked, and he just threw on a robe, or some jeans and a tee when the girls came over for their milking. so by the time the next meeting came along everybody’s breath was bated. 
 
      
 
    Cooper and I arrived early, and he sat in a chair, bundled in a big sweatshirt—heck, all his sweatshirts were big now, he had shrunk, except for his tits—and waited for everybody to arrive. He had a blanket covering his legs. 
 
    And they arrived, greeted Cooper, noted the smile on his face, and everybody tossed a drink or two down, and then it was time. 
 
    “Okay, Coop,” I said. “Time to show your stuff.” 
 
    Cooper stood up, happily, no trace of the red-faced boy anymore. Now he was smaller, but packed with confidence. He stepped to the center of the room and everybody literally held their breath. 
 
    Cooper tossed the blanket off his legs. They were long, slender stems, his legs were shaved and he wore sleek nylons. He wore a onesy with a short, pleated skirt. I knew that under the sweat shirt he wore a top that hugged his body. 
 
    And high heels. Stylish high heels that arched his calves and made his butt stand out. 
 
    “Whoa,” blurted Jimmy. 
 
    Cooper smiled at Jimmy, then he took off his snow cap. 
 
    His hair fluffed out. He was wearing just a trace of make up, and his ears could be seen plainly. They had some awesome pretty earrings dangling from them. 
 
    Then he shimmied out of the sweat shirt and everybody gasped. 
 
    He had boobs. Not small, not big, but perfectly shaped and appropriate to his slender body. His waist was thin, his hips were round, and…he was beautiful. Quite beautiful. 
 
    Suddenly the room was filled with hand clapping. And then the guys actually started stamping their feet and giving wolf whistles. 
 
    Tears came to Cooper’s eyes and he blinked them back, and couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
    And the party started. We girls were amazed at how the guys gathered around Cooper. They complimented him, asked him questions, and were positively enthralled. 
 
    Martha stepped into their circle. “Only one thing missing, sweetheart,” she said. Then she painted his lips a bright red. The guys laughed, and it was obvious that they were enthralled, that they wouldn’t have minded kissing a face like that. 
 
    Unfortunately for them, Cooper wasn’t interested in men. He was married, and he loved his wife, and that was as it should be. 
 
     
 
    We drove home late that night. A bit tipsy, thoroughly happy, and I loved the way Cooper’s mouth was so red and kissable. 
 
    Interestingly, I drove. When we had started Cooper was two inches taller than me. Now he was two inches shorter. He said he had to move the seat forward to drive, but didn’t want to inconvenience me, so I drove. 
 
    I think he just liked being toted around like the Queen of Sheba. I drove and he just watched out the window, happy in his thoughts. 
 
    We arrived home and had a nightcap. We sat in the living room and laughed and joked, and I noticed that his laugh was turning more into a giggle.  
 
    It was cute, his slightly high pitched laughter. 
 
    “Well, honey,” I said, “Time for bed.” 
 
    “That it is.” He said. 
 
    “What do you think, is tonight the night?” 
 
    Cooper was still for a moment, then he nodded. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I’ll be very gentle.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” he said. “I know you need to be gentle the first time, but I almost wish it was rough. That you’d just take me and rock my world, treat me like a whore. Fuck me like I was a rag doll.” 
 
    “That day will happen. Now, come on.” 
 
    We walked into the bedroom and I turned on some soft music. When It urned around I saw Cooper starting to take his skirt off. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked at me. “No?” 
 
    “Not yet. It’s going to feel better if you feel more feminine. Just  take off your panties and kneel on the bed. 
 
    He was actually shaking a little bit, a combination of fear and wonder and anticipation. He knelt on the bed and presented his fanny. 
 
    I took off my clothes, I was naked. A twist on the CFNM (clothed female naked male) scene. 
 
    I opened a dresser drawer and took out a strap on harness. I stepped into the harness, adjusted it, then picked up the dildo Coop had chosen for his deflowering. I clicked it into the harness and picked up a bottle of lubricant. 
 
    Stepping between his legs I squirted heaping helpings of lube into his asshole. I massaged his buttocks. I rimmed his asshole. I shoved more lube into him. 
 
    All the time I whispered to him. “Honey. I love you. This is the most manly thing you can do. You’re going to love this.” 
 
    Then I stroked his cock. I moved my hand up and down his shaft and massaged his big balls. He shivered and I said, “I’ve been thinking about a chastity tube for you. What do you think?” 
 
    “Sounds good. I need to control Mr. Happy. He’s pushing my dresses out a little bit too much.” 
 
    Finally, I stepped closer and put my dildo right to his star. He jerked. 
 
    “Easy, big boy. This is going to feel good. But you have to relax.” 
 
    “Heysoos!” and he gave a big shiver with his whole body. “I can’t help it. This is so exciting!” 
 
    I smiled, then I simply pushed in. 
 
    He wasn’t expecting it, and his mouth dropped and his eyes opened wide. I was two inches in, and I just held it there. 
 
    “Oh, God. Oh…Oh, God!” His voice was just a whisper. 
 
    He relaxed. It took a long minute, but I could finally feel his muscles let go. I moved forward an inch. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” but he didn’t tighten up. Actually wiggled a little bit. 
 
    I went all the way in. Coop had picked out a big dildo for his first, and he gasped for breath. His arms half collapsed and his face buried into a pillow. 
 
    “Okay, Coop. Here it comes.” I was whispering, but he heard me, and I could see his head nodding on the pillow. 
 
    I began to move in and out, he moaned and his ass began to move. 
 
    In and out, and he lurched, flattening out a bit more, then he found his arms. He pushed up a little, and I began to dig deep. 
 
    “God…oh, please…” 
 
    For a long five minutes I just fucked him. And he moaned and twisted and pushed back. Then I took it out of him. 
 
    “On your back,” my voice was husky, throaty, and I didn’t even recognize it. 
 
    He rolled on to his back. His legs were spread and his hole presented perfectly. I grabbed his cock and began to stroke it even as I fit my cock to his rectum. 
 
    Now we could watch each other, and it was spectacular. The look in his eyes as I shifted his manhood over to me. The blossoming in his eyes as he absorbed my womanliness. I have never felt anything so electric and perfect. 
 
    “Okay, baby, let’s get you off.” 
 
    “All right,” his voice was an awed whisper. 
 
    I plunged into him, and he arched his back and groaned. His hips tilted and he absorbed and gloried in the feeling of being penetrated. 
 
    In and out I went, gently, lovingly. Appreciating this wonderful gift he had given me, his manhood. 
 
    “Play with your nipples,” I commanded. 
 
    He pulled his top down and exposed his breasts. His nipples were large, very hot, very erect and wanting. I had sucked them and they truly were delicious. 
 
    “Oh…” he moaned. “That feels so…so…” 
 
    I pushed in and he gasped. He was reaching the point where he couldn't speak coherently. There was just too much pleasure firing in his body, overwhelming his brain. 
 
    I moved my hips in a circle and his eyes went wide as he felt the tip of my cock move across his anal walls. It felt like I was stirring his insides. 
 
    I bent down and managed to get the top of his cock into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, ah…yeah!” 
 
    There we stood for a long minute. Him pulling on his nipples, me balls deep in his ass, sucking on the head of his cock, then I felt him start up. 
 
    “Unh…uh…” His eyes started blinking, and his hips started shivering, 
 
    I jammed harder, and he exploded. Truly exploded. His hips arched up, his ass pushed back, and his cock spit huge streams of cum into my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…oh…yeah!” 
 
    He grunted as he spewed, and I was hardly able to keep up, to swallow fast enough. I could feel his muscles rippling on my cock. I could feel his ass clamping down. 
 
    He locked up, his chest lurched back and forth, his eyes rolled back, and I gobbled. Then he simply rolled his head back and groaned out the most guttural sound I had ever heard. 
 
    “FUUUUUUU…” 
 
    Then he collapsed. Just went limp, and his eyes started to close. 
 
    Yes, he had shot harder and more, and he had had an orgasm up the butt, but he still had one habit…after cumming he went to sleep. No matter what. 
 
    That was okay with me. I pulled my cock out and took off the harness. I pushed him—he didn’t even wake up—to his side of the bed. It was easy because he had a lighter woman’s body. Then I cleaned up, slid into bed, and watched him sleep. 
 
    He was so peaceful, so happy. And so manly. And I knew that, until a man had done what Cooper had done, they didn’t know what it was to be a man. 
 
    Then I heard my phone ring. 
 
    Cooper didn’t wake up, but I rolled out of bed and sprinted through the house. This late at night, it was either a wrong number, or pretty damned important. It turned out to be important. 
 
    “Amanda?” Maxine gushed excitedly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Russ wants to do it. He’s going to do it!” 
 
    I smiled happily. There was hope for the world, after all. 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I thought about it a long time. I knew there would be a bit of a backlash, and it surprised me when it wasn’t as bad as I feared. But that’s the way it always is, fears look bigger until you confront them. 
 
    “Babe, we have to talk.” 
 
    Julie laughed. That is our favorite/least favorite phrase. It means the shit is about to hit the fan, and it is terribly overused on TV. Whenever somebody says that it means somebody is dead, pregnant, or both. (Kidding, there, but only a little.) 
 
    She was working on her computer and she swiveled around and looked at me with that quirky smile of hers. 
 
    She’s a beautiful woman. A little heavy set, but that just makes her bosom bigger. Her face is a bit squarish, her hair is short and layered and quite dark. the most important thing, however, is her sense of humor. She’s a psychiatrist, and unlike some in that dour field, she had retained, and even grown, a really nasty sense of humor. I guess being front line to tragedy forced her to make herself that way. 
 
    “So what’s the ups, lover doll?” 
 
    I’m always ‘lover doll,’ or ‘lover boy,’ or something else.  Sometimes, especially when she’s had a few, I’m ‘my favorite little fuck stick.’ 
 
    “Well, I want to make a lifestyle change.” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly and her eyebrows bent down a bit. “What kind of a lifestyle change?” 
 
    “Uh…I…uh…” 
 
    “Spit it out. Mama knows anyway, so get it off your chest.” 
 
    “I was thinking of becoming, uh, a little more feminine.” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “Drinks, patio, now.” 
 
    When serious shit was about to go down that was where and how we discussed things. 
 
    Five minutes later I was sitting on the patio, the sun was warm, and two frosty drinks were on the little tables beside our side to side lounges. 
 
    I was sipping, rather fast, as my heart was racing and I was scared. 
 
    She came out, and in true Julie fashion, she had prepared herself appropriately. 
 
    She was wearing a short negligee, showed off her legs. Under the flimsy gown she was wearing a thong and a bra. The bra was not much more than a band aid to cover her erect nipples. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said, handing her her drink, “I guess you really want to win this argument.” 
 
    She laughed, sipped, sat back, gave me a fantastic view of her beautiful boobs, and said, “Now what’s all this shit about a sex change?” 
 
    Damned psychiatrist. She had an inner line to my psyche and had jumped to the head of the train of thought. 
 
    “Not a sex change. At least, I don’t think so. I love having a big, bony cock. I love shoving it to the hilt in my favorite doctor.” 
 
    “So how much…shall we say ‘feminization?…do you require?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just feel the urge, and that’s why I wanted to talk.” 
 
    “Do you want to quell the urge or explore it?” 
 
    “Explore it.” 
 
    “And you’re not too sure how far you want to go.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    We were silent then, sipping our drinks. I didn’t say anything. She was the doctor, she was the deep thinker, and I wanted her to turn the concept around in her mind. 
 
    “Round two,” she handed her empty glass to me. 
 
    I took it and said, “A two drink solution. Are you being thorough or devious?” 
 
    “A bit of both,” she chuckled. 
 
    I refreshed both our drinks, then came back. She took her’s, sipped, and said: “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I stripped out of pants and shirt, kicked off my shoes. She raised her eyebrows at my c ring underwear but didn’t say anything about it. But, of course, she’s a bit used to my little kinky side. The question was, could she get used to a bigger kinky side? 
 
    And, I should probably say that I had a big boner. Not just because I was naked and on my way to drunk, but because of what we were discussing. Me…more feminine. 
 
    “Stand over there.” 
 
    I walked to one side and stood. 
 
    “Tilt the head up slightly, arch the back like you’ve got tits.” 
 
    I did so. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    I pirouetted slowly. 
 
    “Do it like you think a sexy woman would do it.” 
 
    I smiled and tried to give a light ‘flounce’ to my movement. 
 
    She laughed, then patted the lounge next to her. 
 
    “Well, lover boy,” she said when I was seated and sipping, “I have some good news and good news…and a cautionary.” 
 
    “I always want the good news first.” 
 
    “The good news is that you have a body that can easily be feminized. Your face is soft, we can pad your hips with a bit of food and hormones.” 
 
    “That’s good. I think.” 
 
    She smiled, not acknowledging my nervousness. 
 
    “Second, let’s be honest, we’ve always had a female led relationship. An FLR. I tend to be the hard charger, pushing things through, sometimes being abrasive, organizing, whatever. You have granted me that right from the start, and you seem to like it. You sit in your office and do your writing and like our orderly situation, and, I have to say it, you seem to respond well to being ordered around.” 
 
    “Well, you do it gently. You’re a smart woman. You know how to lead without squashing.” 
 
    “That, I do.” She sipped. “Now for the bad news. At least, I have a feeling there is a lot of bad potential in here, though you might, or might not agree.” 
 
    “Okay,” 
 
    “It’s going to change our relationship.” 
 
    My turn to frown. “I figured it would, but…I think I can handle it.” 
 
    She stood up then and actually walked around the pool. I could feel her putting things together in her head. She came to my lounge and put her feet on either side of it, on either side of me. She took her thong off. I mean actually ripped it off, and sat down on me. 
 
    I gasped. Her pussy is one of the seven wonders of the world. Deep and dark and mysterious. A sacred alter in which to place the magic wand. It never failed to excite me and make me squirt. She, however, had other plans. 
 
    “Don’t cum,” she commanded. 
 
    She used a very authoritative voice and glared at me. 
 
    I gulped. I was already feeling the burn. 
 
    “I have a rather complete collection of sexual deviations in my medical library. I know some of the ways you’ll react, and have an idea of others. I know that our love will be at risk. I also know that the fact that you even brought this up shows a deep seated obsession.” 
 
    She didn’t grind her hips, just felt me deep inside her. Watched me gulp and squirm. 
 
    “You’re going to be giving up a lot of orgasms. You’re going to be whipped and beaten and treated like the worm you are. And you are a worm. Men are worms, and you, letting me rule you, are the wormiest. Now, if you understand that…” 
 
    I was trying not to twitch and groan. My cock, always a bit premature, was trying to squirt, and I was equally determined not to let it squirt. My woman had spoken, and I loved it. 
 
    “…if you really want to explore your feminine side, then you won’t be able to control yourself, and you will squirt.” 
 
    She sat on my lap and watched me. I groaned. She reached forward and grabbed my nipples. She pinched them and turned them.  
 
    “AHHH!” My cock let loose. I leaned up and tried to hug her, to hold on to something as my world shook. She pushed me back and smiled. “Enjoy, it, worm face. It’s going to have to last you for a while.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: I was a bit taken a back when John broached the subject of feminization with me, though, to be honest, I shouldn’t have been. John has always had a soft side. The way he holds himself is already a bit feminine. Even his voice is a bit soft. And when I got over my initial surprise, which only took a nano second, I had images of him in my mind. Images of him in lingerie, in dresses, with long hair. Fully made up. And…boobs. I could really see him with a nice set of double D ta tas. 
 
    So I wasn’t upset, but more intrigued. 
 
    I did lay it on rather thick, when I warned him of consequences, but, true confession here, I was turned on. The idea of having a lesbian lover who wasn’t a real Lesbian…it just made me so wet. I mean, normally I wouldn’t have sat on his cock to end such a discussion, at least, it’s not something I would do with my patients, but I was so damned horny and wet and hungry…the idea of feminizing him just made me fuck him. 
 
    But here’s the funny thing. I didn’t cum. 
 
    And I knew, right then, that I was in trouble. 
 
    I didn’t cum because I was in love with the power. I’ve always been more interested in power than sex, and here comes my favorite fuck stick with a plan to submit himself to more and more of my exquisite control. 
 
    I did, however, pinch my pussy lips shut when he was done squirting, and I told him to move down and start sucking. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. That was the biggest squirt of my life. The idea of being feminized was driving me, and the way she was pushing me around was driving me, and the idea that this might be the last cum for a while…that really drove me.” 
 
    Anyway, we didn’t do much else that day. I was a bit drained from that massive cum, and I was dealing with a whole new assortment of issues, and we just sat and got high and discussed the how and the why and all that. 
 
    “Go get my laptop,” she commanded. I noted how her voice was more direct. 
 
    I retrieved the computer and we sat and explored everything from fashions to colors to make up to hair styles to…(gulp)…sex. 
 
    “We need to make sure you don’t have any unsightly bulges.” 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    She ticked off on her fingers: “Gaff, tummy shaper or corset, chastity tube, surgery.” 
 
    “Surgery?” 
 
    She smiled at me, “Don’t think you’re going to get out of this without a little permanent modification.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…you’re not going to chop off my dick?” 
 
    “My favorite toy? I should say not! But we may ‘incapacitate’ it for a while. Just long enough for me to work my magic and bring you to the state of mind I require.” 
 
    “What state of mind is that?” Now this had me curious. Julie had access to every pill that modern medicine had…and even a few that it didn’t.  
 
    “First, I want you frustrated. I want you so horny you can’t stand it. And I want you to realize that I am the key to your release. You won’t get any satisfaction unless you completely and totally submit. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She shrugged. “It’s a bit more than you might think you want, but case studies show that, underneath your wormy, little hide…you crave what I am about to do to you.” 
 
    I felt like I was out of my body. The way she was taking control, leading me down a path which, apparently, she knew the end of…and I didn’t…it was making me feel very surrealistic. 
 
    “Okay, so when do we start this?” 
 
    “I’ll start bringing pills home this week. We can start ordering clothes and make up and such tonight. After you start work on the dungeon.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    Her mouth curved upwards and she gave a throaty laugh. 
 
    “I’m going to need the back house turned into a complete dungeon. I want certain furniture built or ordered. I need whips and dildos. And I need you to fix up the guest room like a dog house.” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” 
 
    “Nope.”  
 
    “I’m not going to be sleeping with you?” 
 
    “You will on most nights. But some nights I will require you to experience new surroundings. I am going to want those surroundings to work on your mind, make you more amenable to further training.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, though, on the inside, I was blinking up a storm. I figured a shift in clothes, a little light make up, just around the house. Here she was going full on BDSM. 
 
    She placed a hand on my wrist. “Don’t worry, lover doll. I’m going to make it fun; you’re going to have more fun than you ever thought possible. And, I should probably give you good news.” 
 
    “Good news?” Was my voice cracking? 
 
    “Yes. I’m going to use you for a case study. This thing you’ve brought up is hot in the psychiatric circles right now, and I figure to make a score off it.” 
 
    “And that’s the good news?” Yes, it was cracking. And I was sweating. 
 
    “The good news is that this trial will last for one year. At the end of one year we will call a halt, and then you can either go back, as far back as we can, there will be some permanent changes, or…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “Or you go forward. Live your life as a woman. Up to you.” 
 
    Then the thing that worried me the most came out, “And you will love me?” 
 
    She placed a hand on my cheek, leaned to me, kissed me lightly. “I will always love you. The only question is…how will I love you. Do you want to back out?” 
 
    I took a deep breath, then shook my head. 
 
    “Good. Because this is getting me so worked up. Get down there and suck my pussy. And I want to cum this time.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    JULIE: This was fun. Truth, I love John, and always will, but I am a doctor first. I am clinical, and to be so involved in experimentation is a thrill. 
 
    And, I will admit it, a horny thrill. 
 
    So we spent that night ordering things from Amazon. We’re pretty well off, so we didn’t have to worry our budget over these expenditures.  
 
    We ordered underwear, lots of kinky underwear (boring to me, kinky to him), a full make up kit, a couple of wigs (until his own hair grows out, which shouldn’t be long), and lots of books. 
 
    Books with beauty tips, books with fashion tips, books on how to do your hair, books on mannerisms, and so on. 
 
    And, we ordered a lot of kinky books. Books on how to train your man, books on couple’s experiences, books on BDSM. 
 
    I have an extensive library, but there is a definite difference between doctor’s descriptions and people experiencing. 
 
    And we ordered furniture. Tables to be tied on, Crosses to be whipped on. Odd little torment furniture like Humblers and sex benches, inflatable seats with dongs, and so on. 
 
    Hey! It isn’t all for him, you know? 
 
    Finally, all done, we discussed changes to the back house and a spare rooms. Space wasn’t going to be a problem, nor security, nor privacy. 
 
    Although, I will admit it, I knew that once John started to transition people would notice. But, like I said, he works at home, and most visitors will be my friends, and professionals always understand things like this. 
 
    The real problems, or difficulties, I should say, began the next day. I had to order chemicals. Fortunately, I have good contacts. I ordered John the fastest acting chemicals with the most reversible features, and I specified that I didn’t want him to lose penis function. 
 
    Penis function is tricky, because when you blast the body with estrogen and similar chemicals penises are usually pretty quick victims. But there are chemicals that will work quickly and yet not interfere with penile function. 
 
    In fact, I found a couple of pills that would enhance his sexual response. But there was a kicker to them. 
 
    Before he became prone to rock solid hard ons he was going to go through a month of limp dick. That’s right. For about a month he would be totally limp.  
 
    That’s cool. It gave me time to prepare a little mind fuck for him. By the weekend I was all ready, and I gave him his first set of pills and shots. The ‘castrator special,’ as I called it, kicked in right away. 
 
    On a Saturday at breakfast he said, “Honey? I’m really…I don’t feel much down there.” 
 
    Oh, the worried look on his face. He knew what was happening, I had discussed it with him, but when a man loses his dick he panics. That’s what men do. Silly creatures. 
 
    Of course, looking at it from my point of view, I understand. After all, a woman can never go limp. Heh heh. 
 
    “Excellent,” I said, showing him a loving smile. “We can get to work right away.” 
 
    “What kind of work?” He was still worried. 
 
    “I’ll show you right after you do the dishes. Come back to the bedroom when you’re done. 
 
    Five minutes later he was in our bedroom and I was ready. 
 
    “Take a shower and get rid of all your hair.” I handed him a bottle of Nair. 
 
    Twenty minutes later he was standing before me, nekkid, bald as a baby’s butt, feeling decidedly weird. 
 
    His dick was a small, little, shriveled raisin. He looked at it. “And you’re sure it will come back?” 
 
    “Bigger and better than ever. But first, for the next month, you are going to be experiencing a ‘eunuchal’ lifestyle. 
 
    He frowned, but I just dismissed his worries. This was what he had asked for, right? 
 
    “Hop up on the bed and let’s get you tied. Face up, if you please.” 
 
    Shortly he was secured. I shoved several pillows under his groin area to push his groin way up. Then I left the room and returned with a surgical tray. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He blurted, seeing me set the tray down on the bed. He eyed the instruments and broke out in a sweat. 
 
    “I’ve actually wanted to do this for a while. I read about it on the old Altairboy site, and, well, it always intrigued me. 
 
    First I dabbed some topical anesthetic over his groin area. Well, slathered it, is more like. I didn’t want him feeling a thing. Then I gave him a series of shots to numb his whole area. 
 
    “How’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “How’s what?” He was dazed, not just numb in the groin, but numb in the head. Which was right where I wanted him. 
 
    “Excellent,” I approved. 
 
    I gently pushed his testicles upward, into their cavity, the place where they lived before they dropped. Then I took a needle and thread and sutured the ball sac skin tight. I had to be careful, I didn’t want any skin or blood vessels to be compromised. But when I was done his balls were no more. At least to the naked eye. They were hiding inside him. 
 
    Then I made a slight cut in his perineum, and another slight cut in the head of his glans. I took the suture needle and sewed his penis to his perineum, well, to the skin of that area. 
 
    I looked up occasionally, and chuckled. His eyes were like an owl’s. Big and round. He was breathing hard. But he didn’t say anything. He just lay there watched. He had read the same story on Altairboy’s that I had, and knew exactly what I was doing. 
 
    Fortunately, there was very little blood. I cleaned up the area, washed it off, and voila, a man with no package. But he still had it. It was just…out of place. Heh heh. 
 
    I released him and helped him to his feet. 
 
    He moved slowly, afraid of ripping stitches. 
 
    “Okay, from here on out you have to sit to pee, and you will learn certain things about eunuchs and women and that sort of thing.” I spoke with a high degree of cheer. 
 
    He stared at himself in the mirror. His package was gone. His dick was pulled down and there were no balls to bounce around or otherwise get in the way. It was a most feminine look. 
 
    “Holy, fuck!” He whispered. 
 
    “Holy no fuck,” I replied. 
 
    He stared at me, and his eyes…they were like those thousand yards stares that men have after they have been in combat. 
 
    Heh. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I couldn’t believe it. I was neutered. I was a eunuch. I had no sensation down there, and when the anesthesia wore off…I had no dick, no dickly sensations. Nothing. 
 
    “Here go, sweetfart,” Julie handed me a negligee. Hers. Filmy. Sensual material that rubbed her nipples and mad her horny. I put it on. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” she breathed out, staring at me. The look in her eyes, I don’t think she even saw me. She just saw a sexless object standing helpless in front of her. 
 
    “And you can return me to normal?” 
 
    “If I wish.” It was obvious that she might be not wishing. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’ve just had surgery, but…do you think you can kneel down and do my pussy? Or maybe just lay back down on the bed and I can sit down on your face?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    “It’s just that this is making me so…fucking…horny!” 
 
    So I laid back on the bed, and she was careful when she climbed over me, and squatted on my face. 
 
    And there I lay, eating and slurping and trying my best to get her off. My mind was totally a mess. I had no dick. I wasn’t a man. I couldn’t get a hard on…I didn’t have a penis…all I was good for was to eat my wife’s pussy. 
 
    And, funny thing…under the shock of it all, I liked it. 
 
    Oh, not loved it, like Christmas gifts, but…there was a part of me that rejoiced, enjoyed, felt the gift of submission worming into me. Heysoos, I had wanted this, but the reality…Oh, my God! 
 
    “GOD!” Julia moaned above me. She grabbed her breasts and pulled and began arching and pushing her pussy into my face. 
 
    Yeah, I wanted it, but so did she. And there was just a trace of bitterness as I envied her her cum. 
 
      
 
    JULIA: The fun really started the next day. Amazon started arriving with packages, and I was quick to call John and have him put on a show for me. 
 
    Thongs were my favorite. He had no package to hold, or to spill over the sides of the delicate fabric, so they fit perfectly. Except for the slight ridge of his hips, he had a female groin. 
 
    Bras were good, too. He didn’t have anything to fill them, but it excited my imagination. To see the loose cup material and know that soon he would have big, old titties. I know, not very professional of me, but I save the professionality for my case study. Between John and you and me…titties. 
 
    He looked wonderful in dresses, and the tummy shaper helped slim him down and even helped the hips look a little rounder. 
 
    But the real piece de resistance was the wigs. 
 
    John wears his hair long, but not long enough. At least, not yet. But the wig, I especially liked the red one, showed what he would look like once he was completely en femme. And, baby, he was going to look good! 
 
    Then the big package arrived. Big as in significant. Breast pumps. 
 
    Oh, not the little ones for milking mothers, but the big ones, for pumping up the whole chest area. They are called breast enhancement pumps, or some other such name, and they are designed to fit over the whole pectoral area and actually pump up the whole tit. 
 
    “Okay, Babyface, time for your milking,” I joked. “Fifteen minutes a day for each boob.” 
 
    “But I don’t have boobs!” 
 
    “You will,” I warned laughingly. 
 
    So he set aside a half hour a day and followed instructions and his chest area began to grow. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t big growth, just a slight mound, and it went away quickly. 
 
    But it expanded the area, caused nerves and tissue to accommodate, and grow, and I had gotten him an appointment to give him ‘vacation boobs’ within two weeks. 
 
    Within two weeks he was going to be a boobed man, and on the road to bigger and bigger boobs. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I could not believe it. I sat in a recliner and plastic cones covered my pecs and air was pumped out. I actually watched my tits grow. And, for a while afterwards, and more and more in the coming days and months, they started to last longer. 
 
    “And these will go away? If I choose?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Julia shrugged. “I suppose you could go on an exercise regimen and work them off, but why would you want to?” 
 
    And she was right. Why would I want to? I looked at those little mounds, temporary as they might be, and I gloried in them. They gave me a pride, and I looked forward to filling bigger and bigger bras. 
 
    It’s funny. Men have penises, and they hide them away. Oh, they talk about them, try to sound like their dicks would look big on an elephant, but they hide them. No pride there. 
 
    But women…women are front and center with their sexual apparatus. They wiggle and waggle and shimmy and shake, and they get to be proud of their mountains. 
 
    Oh, I know. Not all women. But…now I had something to be proud of. 
 
    So I used the breast enhancer pump for a couple of weeks, had a little growth, and was happy, then Julie pulled out the big guns. I was sitting in my recliner, pumping my breasts, feeling sort of happy and loosey goosey, and the door bell rang. 
 
    This was actually the first time I had seen any visitors since I had started this thing. Usually, if Julie had any visitors I went into my office and stayed out of sight. But today she brought the visitor right into the rec room where I was sitting. 
 
    I sat up and stared. 
 
    “Hi, John. I’m Tim Fawcett. Dr. Tim Fawcett. Julie tells me you would like to have some vacation boobs.” 
 
    “Uh…” I didn’t know what vacation boobs were. “What are vacation boobs?” 
 
    He chuckled. “There is a procedure where we inject saline type solution into your pecs, give you a real set of boobs. Some women like them for vacation, some women like to see how they’d look before getting real fakes.” 
 
    Real fakes. Hunh! 
 
    “So if we could take these off,” He gently detached my plastic cones, put them aside, and began feeling my…tits. 
 
    “Not bad. Proper growth seems to be occurring. No problem areas.”  His hands felt warm and…sexual. Which sort of shocked me. 
 
    I didn’t want men. I liked women. But to have the chest palpated as if it was a tit…there was something sexual in it no matter how professional he was. 
 
    He smiled up at me. “What do you say? Ready for the real thing?” 
 
    I looked at Julie, who was smiling. She nodded. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    For the next half hour he fussed, he measured, he probed, and he injected. Shot after shot. 
 
    “They’ll last a couple of weeks, then start to shrink. I would say a month and you’ll be back to normal.” 
 
    He kept moving around and around, feeling my tits and inserting the  syringe and checking to make sure everything was right. 
 
    “Of course, normal may be enhanced. The progress you’re making with the breast pump seems to be pretty good. Wonderful things, those breast pumps. Make sure you keep using yours.” 
 
    He injected and injected, just a little bit at a time, and I could see my breasts start to grow up, round out, shape up. 
 
    I was having a hard time breathing. He noticed and told me to relax. Julie came and held my hand. 
 
    “Forgive him, Doc. He’s sort of a sissy and this is all new to him.” 
 
    “Not to worry.” He looked at me. “I do this for a lot of transgender people. Most of my business…heck, all of my business, is pretty much breast enhancement. Temporary or permanent, I’m your man.” 
 
    I nodded, and gulped, and…a short time later, he was done. 
 
    “Wear a bra at all times. You don’t have the muscle to support tits like a woman does. You’ll have to grow those.” 
 
    He closed his medical bag and faced us. “Well, been a pleasure, call if you have any questions, and my nurse will be checking in with you to make sure everything is hunky dory. 
 
    We nodded, he left, and we stared at me. 
 
    I had a woman’s body. It wasn’t super curvy or anything, but the hormones had already started rounding out my hips, and now I had bosoms. Real bosoms. 
 
    “Come on, babycakes, let’s get you dressed up and see how this all works.” She was actually breathless, and she stared at my tits. 
 
    “I’m up here,” I said. 
 
    “She lifted her eyes to me, actually blushed a bit. “Yes, you are. Sorry, but you can’t believe what this is doing to me.” 
 
    “You can’t believe?” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    We spent a couple of hours trying on outfits, and the funny thing, though it was the tits that were big and delicious, I kept staring at my groin. 
 
    There was no bump in the dress. I was smooth and…and just like a woman. No slit, but certainly no cock. Yet, oddly, I didn’t miss it. 
 
    And, here is something I didn’t expect, I was getting horny. 
 
    I didn’t have a penis, nor a hard on, yet I felt this warmth inside me. And I craved to be near Julie. All the time. Sometimes, right in the middle of working, I would just stand up and go look for her. 
 
    And I would hug her, and…I started to cry. 
 
    The hormones. They were really bringing on the changes. I felt weepy a lot, and, like I say, sometimes I just burst out in tears. 
 
    And it felt good! Like it was right for me to cry. 
 
    Julie, bless her, just accepted it all. She hugged me, and I began to feel…weaker. 
 
    Physically, I was weaker. But to be so dependent upon her hugs to reassure me…I felt small and weak in her arms. I felt…like a woman. And this sure adjusted my feelings and thoughts. 
 
    I had never considered women as weak. I certainly didn’t think of Julie as weak, but it is all comparative. I mean, some women get into weight lifting, things like that, and then they feel strong. And it’s good to feel strong. But, in a way, at the right time and place, for the right person, it feels good to feel weak. 
 
      
 
    JULIE: My man had tits. Oh, God. When the doctor was pumping them up I had a hard time not reaching down and Jilling off. I mean…I was WET! 
 
    How wet was I? 
 
    I was rain forest wet. I was slip and slide wet. I was wetter than a seal taking a shower. 
 
    Watching John try on his outfits, seeing how sexual his body was becoming, it was all I could do to refrain from jumping his bone. Well, his dildo. 
 
    Yes. Just because John was getting no sex didn’t mean I wasn’t going to. I had bought several dildos, and I was trying them out., either with John or without. 
 
    I never realized that taking a man’s sex away was going to make me more sexual. But it did. Lord, how it did! 
 
    When we were done with the fashion show I didn’t say a word. My eyes showed my pleasure, and I took his hand and pulled him into the bedroom. 
 
    And he giggled! I mean, actually giggled! Funny, I hadn’t given him anything for his voice, it was sort of mid range and could work down like a man or up like a woman, but I had thought about it. 
 
    But John was instinctively speaking with a higher voice. And now his laugh, normally a sedate chortle, had risen into a giggle. 
 
    All of which just contributed to the general state of my horniness. 
 
    “Okay, lover bitch, it’s time.” I tossed him the strap on harness. 
 
    He smiled and put it around his waist and adjusted it. When he was done I screwed the big, black dildo into it. Man, was I horny. 
 
    I laid down on the bed and looked at him. 
 
    He was beautiful. He was wearing a negligee, and had real tits poking over the edge of his shelf bra, and his hips were round, and he was wearing my favorite, red wig. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, as he moved towards me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need make up.” 
 
    He blinked. We hadn’t done anything with make up, but seeing him standing there, with no pecker and big boobs…it was time. 
 
    I got off the bed and led him to my make up table. I sat him down and began working on his hands. Girls have to have a good set of claws, right? 
 
    He watched as I worked. His chest was heaving, and I knew if his dick had been working it would be a tent pole at Barnum and Bailey’s. 
 
    I finished his hands and he held them up and looked at them. Beautiful, slick red. Blood red. Long, extending a half inch past the ends of his fingers. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    I bent forward and had my first suckle at his breasts. Oh, the nipples tasted so good, and they were erect, and I couldn’t stop myself from working on those big mammaries. 
 
    He giggled again, and I smiled.  
 
    “Finish the make up,” he said. 
 
    So I did. I creamed and powdered and brushed and painted, and his face came alive. His was a woman’s face now, the hormones were shifting things up there, but it was plain, like a man’s. 
 
    No more. 
 
    Now his eyebrows were arched and thin, his lips were red and juicy, his eyes were smoky pools of lust. 
 
    Well, they made me lustful. But isn’t that what it’s all about? 
 
    A woman doesn’t put on make up just to look good, she puts it on to look good so a man will look at her. 
 
    And I wanted to look at her. And I wanted to fuck her. 
 
    I knew I wasn’t a Lesbian. And I knew he/she wasn’t a Lesbian. And though his cock didn’t work, he had a life like prosthetic that fulfilled the image of him as manly. Even though he was womanly. 
 
    I tell ya, it was the best of both worlds. 
 
    I lay back on the bed, unable to breath, like a virgin, and she got on top of me. He got on top of me. Heck, forgive me if I don’t have my genders straight, but he was, in a way, both. 
 
    He crawled up between my legs. He was going to eat me out, but I stopped him. “Don’t. It will mess up your make up. I want to look at you like this.” 
 
    He smiled. His ruby, red lips curved upwards, his sexy eyes crinkled, and he stayed on his knees and moved forward and lifted my hips. 
 
    And he wasn’t strong enough. As a man, before hormones, he could lift me up and throw me. Even though I actually weigh slightly more than he does. 
 
    As a woman his muscles were shrinking, changing, becoming weaker. 
 
    “Uh,” he said, and he was sort of confused. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I gasped out. “Just fuck me.” I lifted my hips and he got his clawed hands under my buns and he tilted his hips forward and…oooh! 
 
    “Ahhh!” I moaned. The black dildo was big, like a black man’s, and I had always fantasized about having one of those big, black peenies in me. 
 
    So I felt the big dick stretch me out, and I moaned. Heck, John has an excellent sized penis. Had. Might have again. But it wasn’t this big! 
 
    “How you doing, baby?” 
 
    I was holding onto his thin arms and my eyes were glazed. All I could feel was this big, old piece of plastic meat in my core. I was being opened up like a can of cherries. 
 
    “Fuck me…” I managed to say. 
 
    He began to drive that hog into me. Push after push, pull after pull. I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t do anything but die and go to heaven. 
 
    Well, not literally, but maybe a little bit literally. After all, an orgasm is sometimes called ‘the little death,’ and it wasn’t long before I had one. A little death. And it was a big, little death. I arched my back and grabbed his tits, and he had to pull my hands away because I was too rough, and a series of earthquakian spasms hit me. 
 
    “Fuuu…fuuu…GAHHH!” 
 
    Then I was just laying there, trying to remember how to breath. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered John. “That was incredible.” 
 
    I smiled up at him. “So was it good for you.” 
 
    “Actually, it was. I mean, I can’t cum, but just seeing you get off like that…it opens my world. I feel like I have cum. In fact, better than cum. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I was sexless, and sexy, and I couldn’t get an erection…but I was hornier than I had ever been. 
 
    I was wearing the sexiest clothes. Bras and nylons, corsets and make up. And everything made me want to have a hard on, but we know about that. 
 
    So in place of a hard on I got frustration. 
 
    I began to beg Julie for the chance to eat her, to fuck her, and…to wait on her hand and foot. 
 
    She had to tell me to go work, and I would, but even then I was horny, aware, and wanting to…to do something! 
 
    She loved it. 
 
    We spent a lot of time watching old movies and kissing. We would sit on the couch and watch the big screen, and then we would be necking, and feeling each other’s tits. 
 
    Then I would eat her, like as not, and use a dildo on her. She did like the black one. An awful lot. And she would pound on my shoulders, (and I had to remind her not to hurt me) and pull on my tits, and suck on them, and then kiss me some more. 
 
    Hornier and hornier and hornier. 
 
    Oddly, one of the reasons I wanted to fuck her was to lick my sperm out of her. I hadn’t done that much before, but it was top of my mind now. I actually dreamed of kneeling between her fresh fucked legs and eating her pussy like it was an ice cream cone. The delicious, white fluid pouring down my throat. 
 
    Speaking of dreams, I was having a lot of them. I was dressing sexy, crying emotionally, and dreaming. And here is where it gets funny. When you learn a foreign language they say that you don’t really know it until you dream in that foreign language. 
 
    I don’t know if that’s true, I mean, it sounds true, but I was dreaming of myself as a woman. 
 
    Already. Just over a month into it, and I was dreaming as if I was a woman.  
 
    Well, I guess I was a woman. In every way except having the slit. But slits are like dicks, they don’t show. It’s the tits that get the attention. 
 
    Anyway, one day I woke up and felt a pressure down there. It didn’t hurt, but it was…bothersome. 
 
    “Uh oh,” I said. 
 
    This was a night that Julie let me sleep with her, we hadn’t really explored sleeping arrangements, or even the dungeons yet, but that time was coming. She rolled over and looked at me.  “What?” 
 
    “I hurt down there.” 
 
    Julie threw the blankets off and palpated the region, and, yes, I definitely felt a little irritation. 
 
    She smiled. “Big boy is waking up.” 
 
    “Oh, my God. Does this mean…” 
 
    “Yep. You get your stitches out today. I’m going to give you a shot to keep you from getting erections for another week, we don’t want you get erect while your stitches are healing.” 
 
    I was confused. 
 
    She explained, “I have to make a cut to separate your dick from your perineum. And there might be a few drops of blood from your ball sack.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    But that was okay. We had a breakfast, grinned at each other, and after breakfast, after I had done the dishes and a few other chores, she called me into the bedroom. Fifteen minutes later I had a dick. It wasn’t erect, and wouldn’t be for a week, but it was there. And I had balls. They slipped right back down into the ball sack and…I have to tell you. In spite of all the warmth and wonderful feelings I was having from being sexless, it felt good to be back in business. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I said, holding my limp dick and feeling my happy balls. “I missed you!” 
 
    Julie laughed. “Oh, god? Is that what you call your dick and balls?” 
 
    I laughed, and for once, it wasn’t one of those giggles. 
 
    I had actually been a little embarrassed to find myself giggling, and I knew I would be again, but…it felt so manly to have my package restored. 
 
    Hunh! Manly. In a woman’s body. Yet…weird but true. 
 
      
 
    JULIE: So he’s back to being a man. Sort of. In a womanly way. But he’s not really a man until he shoves that meat steak up my tube. I couldn’t wait for that. To have a real woman, a fully endowed woman, fuck me with a real dick…wow! I needed that. 
 
    If John’s horniness was out of control, he should have seen mine. My nipples were always erect, and when I walked it felt like my labia were slithering around in wetness. 
 
    Yes, I needed a good dicking. With human flesh, not plastic flesh. 
 
    Anyway, it was time to fit him for a chastity cage. 
 
    On a Monday morning I took him down to a tattoo parlor. ‘Tattoos’ on the front window in ornate script. ‘Piercings,’ under that logo, in similar, fancy script. 
 
    We walked in, were greeted, and the artist actually thought John was a woman. Well, he wore a dress, his best red wig, and he smiled, he spoke, he giggled…he emoted like a woman. 
 
    “I’d like to have my husband’s penis pierced.” 
 
    Josh, that was his name, sat up and looked at John. He leaned to one side, then the other, then nodded. “Good job, man. Or should I call you woman?” 
 
    “Either is fine,” I said. “He wants a Prince Albert. We’re going to be putting a chastity device on him, so we’ll follow your recommendations.” 
 
    Josh nodded, asked John to get into a chair, and began examining his penis. 
 
    “Yeah, that’ll work. I recommend a thicker gage. Do you have the device here?” 
 
    I did, and I handed it to him. 
 
    John’s dick was limp, so he slipped the chastity tube on easily. He checked it thoroughly, made a small mark with a marker, and looked up at me. “I can numb him if…” 
 
    “He’s already numb.” 
 
    And he was. I had given him a shot of anesthesia before coming, and he was feeling no pain down there. 
 
    “Okely Dokely. You ready pal?”  
 
    John was. He nodded. 
 
    Ten minutes later we walked out of the tattoo parlor. Had had a little extra weight between his legs, and instructions on how to keep everything clean. 
 
    “I can’t believe it,” he said. 
 
    I grinned. “We seem to be saying that a lot these days. 
 
    We got into the car and he said, “So I’m not going to get to fuck you?” 
 
    “Now there’s an interesting thing,” I quipped. “I could tell you, and exactly when and how, but I’m not going to.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You need to learn that only I can give you orgasms. And you’re going to have to work to get them. No more of these fashion shows and mindless fucks. Well, I might be getting some mindless fucks, Mr. Dildo face, but you…you’re going to have to earn your fucks.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. We had talked about this. I had explained it all out to him, and not just a couple of times. But now he was into it. Now we were in a new phase. And now he had to deal with a new set of frustrations. 
 
    He had a dick, and it would try to get hard, but whether it would be allowed to get hard was another matter. My house was going to have to be mighty clean before I let Mr. Cock a Doodle Do out of his cage. 
 
     
 
    JOHN: It felt good to have my cock back, but to have it locked up before it could even get hard? And to have to depend on somebody else to let Mr. Happy out? That was an adjustment, and a big one. 
 
    But here’s the thing, here’s the blessing, my frustration became a tool for Julie to mold me, to change me, to make me into something better. 
 
    She would seek me out during the day and demand love. Simple kissing. Making out. Full bore use the dildo and open her up. And these actions kept me horny, and made me hornier, and when there was nothing else to do…housework. 
 
    I would be so horny I thought I would explode, and she would hand me a duster and smile. 
 
    Man, all that sexual energy I was building up would get used in destroying cobwebs and dusting hard to reach ledges. 
 
    Or washing windows.  
 
    Or waxing the car. Her car. I didn’t drive much, and my car was actually moved off the driveway to sit on some paving stones. 
 
    Not that I could drive…high heels, you know. I would have to practice with them before trying to drive a car with them. 
 
    Or doing the laundry. 
 
    Or cutting the lawn, raking the leaves, polishing the silverware, hand washing our lingerie… 
 
    And working. 
 
    I was so frustrated, and the only way out was to work, so if I was done with the chores, and Julia wasn’t in the mood for a little slap and tickle, then I worked. 
 
    And even started making more money. 
 
    I had never realized how distracted a man with a penis can be. 
 
    But, the whole picture…I liked it. I loved being horny. I even loved it when she had a big orgasm and just shoved me away. There was something so deliciously submissive about it all. It felt so good to have somebody take charge of me, take the mystery out of my life, to command me and use me. 
 
    Of course, it didn’t feel so hot when she made me sleep in the other bedroom. 
 
    In the enclosure, just a square of boards a foot high, I slept on blankets. Fortunately, she let me have as many blankets as I wished. I put three or four blankets on the floor, scrunched up a pillow, covered myself with a comforter, and slept. 
 
    Unfortunately, the box was half a foot too short, and half a foot too narrow. So I would scrunch up, and I hated that because I love being able to stretch out. 
 
    But being able to stretch out was not permissible for men who whined for sex, or touched at unauthorized times, or even just stretched a little too much and came into unauthorized contact. 
 
    Then I would be shoved out of bed and told to go sleep in the other room. And I knew better than to complain. You see, if I complained too much, I met…Mr. Paddle. 
 
      
 
    JULIE: God, the first time I spanked him I thought I was going to cum right there in my panties. I never realized how important physical punishment is. I mean, there are case studies, but dry descriptions are nothing compared to the way your groin heats up, the way your lower lips get juicy, the way your horniness accelerates and goes right out the roof. 
 
    The first time I spanked John I took him into the dungeon. His cock was working now, and it was constantly surging against his cage, and it was certainly surging when he bugged me a little too much for a fuck. 
 
    Heck! He’d only had his dick back for two weeks, and the piercing hadn’t totally healed. No way I was going to risk his health! 
 
    But John didn’t understand, even when I explained it to him. Heck, he was just too horny to be able to think properly. But that’s why God made good Mistresses like me, to help men think when they are stupid. 
 
    So I took him into the dungeon, which we hadn’t used much, and I put him on a horse. This was a contraption like a saw horse, but made with metal and having little fold outs for the knees and the forearms. 
 
    He looked at me doubtfully, and I could see the hurt in his eyes. He couldn’t believe I was going to do this to him. 
 
    But I had had him make this room! And he had seen the furniture I had ordered! What did he expect? 
 
    He laid down on top of the center pad and I locked his arms and legs down. His face was in a cushioned ring at the head of the horse. 
 
    “All right, my little Pussyface, it’s time you learned the facts of life.” 
 
    “I know the facts of life,” he retorted. A little bit of resistance. Poor Johnny didn’t want his spanking. 
 
    “Not only have you bugged me, and don’t understand that your piercing isn’t ready for sex, but you are talking back to me.” 
 
    “I’m not talking back.” 
 
    I knelt in front of him and looked him in the eye. 
 
    “Talking back is mouthing off, like you just did, or it’s even a bad attitude. If you aren’t cheerful and obedient to me, at all times, then you are going to be out here learning your lesson. 
 
    I walked back into the house, changed into some black leather,  which leather emphasized my tits wonderfully, by the way, poured a drink, and returned to the garage. 
 
    I selected Mr. Paddle. An over sized ping pong paddle with holes drilled in it. I whooshed it through the air a few times. 
 
    Now John’s eyes were big. I noticed that he was actually giving little shivers. 
 
    “Honey baby,” I said, “This is going to hurt you more than me.” 
 
    “So don’t do it.” His voice was quavery. 
 
    “Oh, no. It has to be done. If not now…then when?” 
 
    He had nothing to say. 
 
    I stepped behind him, the wind up, the pitch…WISSS SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    I smiled. “I’m going to really spank you now, John. First off, it’s the first time, and you have to be brought to heel. Second, when we’re done you’re going to be feeling very amenable. In fact, you’re going to love how amenable you feel.” 
 
    I began. 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    I spanked him until my right hand was tired. His ass was red and he was crying. I went to my left hand. 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    WISSS SMACK! 
 
    I don’t know how long I spanked him, or many many strokes, but it was a lot. Definitely over fifty. Maybe over a hundred. 
 
    When I was done he was a sobbing puddle. The floor under his eyes was a pool of water and runny mascara. He was shaking, and he was thoroughly subdued. 
 
    And, for any of you out there who object, do your homework. Men are big tough creatures. Even when they are made into women, there is a definite remembrance of a mindset that makes them able to endure pain. Even ‘want’ to endure pain. If I hadn’t spanked him as hard as I did it would have been useless. That male barrier would have been intact. His resistance might be quelled, but it wouldn’t be terminatedly handled. 
 
    The proof of what I say is revealed by what happened next. 
 
    I gently undid his restraints and helped him to his feet. He launched himself at me. He put his arms around me and cried and…begged for forgiveness. 
 
    If your man doesn’t break like this, if he doesn’t cry, seriously cry, and beg for you to forgive him, then you have failed. I didn’t fail. 
 
    I held him. I soothed him. I told him everything would be all right. I didn’t lecture him or try to emphasize anything…or any lesson. He had received his punishment, and it was done. That was all there was. It was time to let him have his reward. It was time for him to feel the soft flesh and the tender embrace. 
 
    I walked him out of the dungeon. I took him into the living room and we sat down on the sofa and I let him cry his eyes out. He sniffled, he sobbed, he wiped his nose, and he apologized for getting his runny mascara on me. 
 
    “It’s okay. You can fix your face.” My meaning was clear, but I didn’t reinforce it. Crying time was about over. 
 
    And now he was amenable. Now he was listening. Now he would pay attention and follow directions, and any flashbacks would be avoided. He never wanted to be punished again. 
 
    Though, I have to admit, some men crave punishment so much they deliberately do things to receive it. 
 
    That’s okay. Whatever floats your boat. 
 
    Finally, I managed to stand him up and send him to his room. When he came back out, a half hour later, he was showered and perfumed and made up and…ready to go. 
 
    A bright, eager face. No more silly resistance. Now he was ready to serve. 
 
    And it’s important that you follow up with chores. Not punishment, but after crying time, and a little repair, he should be put to the grindstone. Do some vacuuming. Wash the car. Whatever. 
 
    The days following that were about as blissful as they could get. 
 
    John was at last happy. Content. Willing. He was doing his chores and humming happy tunes. 
 
    Then a second month was passed, his piercing was healed, and it was time for a little fucking. But there was one more thing we had to do before I allowed John a fuck. 
 
      
 
    The following conversation took place 
 
    during an interview at the end of a year. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “It was the worst day of my life…and it made me what I am today.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: (Giggling) “I never had so much fun in my life…but you should have seen the look on your face when I brought it up.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “We woke up and she said, ‘We need to fuck.’ Oh, God…I was happy! I had been working like a dog, I had been spanked—“ 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Which you deserve.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Go on, tell the story.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Well, I was happy, and I thought I was going to be balls deep, is it okay if I say that?” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Of course, for the sake of case study. Use whatever words are appropriate to give your true feelings.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “So I was looking forward to being balls deep, to really having a fuck, to being able to plunge my unused and abused dick into Julie’s pussy.” 
 
     
 
    JULIE: “Don’t worry about your language, just tell the story.” 
 
     
 
    JOHN: “Yes, ma’am. So I was humming and happy. I put on my best dress, worked on my make up, fixed breakfast, then she took me out to the dungeon.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “He thought I was going to take him to bed, that he was going to be in the dominant position.” (Laughs) 
 
      
 
    JOHN: (Ruefully) “When she took me into the dungeon my heart sank. My mind was going a mile a minute. I was trying to figure out what I had done wrong. 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “You hadn’t done anything wrong. It was just time.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “So she puts me on the horse and tightens the restraints. I was  dreading a spanking. I really didn’t want one.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Once, if done properly, is enough.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “I’ll say. Anyway, she ties me down, then goes back into the house and puts on her leathers, God they are sexy…but frightening. She puts on her leathers and walks out into the garage and my eyes just about bugged out of my skull.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “I had a couple of drinks, one for him and one for me, and a big, fat dildo in the strap on harness.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “I almost started crying right then.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “I sat down in front of him and let him sip his drink through a straw. I said, ‘Honey, it’s time for our marriage to be consummated.’” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: I actually started crying. I mean, I should have known, but I just never thought…” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “So we drank our drinks, then I went to the south end of my northbound husband…or wife, if you prefer…and I slapped a good bit of lubricant onto his asshole. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “It actually felt good. We had played with fingers, and the lubricant was smooth and cool. And it felt comforting just laying there, having my asshole massaged.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Then I stepped up behind him. I was using the big, black dildo, I love that one, and I figured he’d love it, too.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “I didn’t, at first. When she pushed that thing into me, and she was gentle, it felt like my bottom was being hacked to pieces.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “I fed it into him, just the head, and he yelped a bit, but nothing else. I just stood there and waited. Finally, he relaxed. I heard him sigh, and that was the signal.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “She began fucking me with that thing. She didn’t do me hard, like we have since, but she was soft and steady, gentle, and here’s the weird thing…it started to feel good.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Real good. He started sighing, then he started pushing back. After a while he was humping like a real woman.” (Pause) “He was a real woman. 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “I certainly felt like it. When it started feeling good I almost cried…that women can get this sensation and men can’t…” (shakes head) “It’s a cruel world.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “It certainly is. Or, at least, for you, was. Now you know.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “She fucked me until my prostate responded to the pleasure. I actually began spewing seed out. I couldn’t believe it.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “He didn’t get an orgasm, doesn’t need one. He hasn’t had one since we started this trip, though he does get drained…fucked…at least once a month.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “And I feel better for it. To think of all the sperm I wasted, all the energy down the drain…it’s enough to make a grown woman cry.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: (Laughing) “It certainly is. But no more, right? Lover butt?” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Absolutely. Are we about done with the recording? Do you have enough for your case study?” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “I think so.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Good. I need to clean the house.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Excellent. Do a good job, I have a date tonight.” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Are you going to bring him home?” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Always be prepared…” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Okay, but, honey?” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “If you go to his place? Or do it in the car or something?” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    JOHN: “Make sure you bring me home a little treat.” 
 
      
 
    JULIE: “You got it.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Nag, nag, nag!” He stated the line just like Clint Eastwood did in ‘The Gauntlet.’ Droll, dripping with sarcasm, and a total put down. 
 
    I stared at Bob and was so-o-o tired of him. I mean, what woman wants to be called a nag? And especially when I was just trying to keep the house clean? 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I love Bob, and things used to be better. He used to charm me with roses, take me out, even write sappy poetry to me. 
 
      
 
    I’ll love you till the cows come home 
 
    you’ll never make me roam 
 
      
 
    Stupid, right? But it doesn’t take much to make a woman’s heart warm when she’s in love. 
 
    But now…now he had lost his job, sat around the house and drank beer, and made fun of me when I tried to get him to pick up after himself. 
 
    ‘Could you not leave your slippers in the living room?’ That’s all I said. And I tried to say it sweetly, to not engage his caustic remarks. And it’s not much to ask. But the lug had just left his slippers in front of the TV, walked barefoot into the bedroom, and put on his tennis shoes. 
 
    I mean…puh—lease! 
 
    “Honey, I just need a little help around here.” 
 
    “Hey, Samantha, I help a lot.” He usually calls me Sam when he wants something, Samantha when he wants to get me off his back. 
 
    “No. You don’t.” 
 
    He gave me that look, a little squinty, a little flinty, and I knew if I pushed it I was in for it. 
 
    I sighed and went back to the bedroom and got ready for work. I do realty. It’s a good job, fun people to work with, I can make my own hours, sort of, and the money is good. 
 
    In fact, it didn’t bother me that he wasn’t working. He had a bundle saved up, I was making good, and…if he would just help out around the house. Right? 
 
    I came out of the bedroom looking good. Got to look good if you want to sell a million dollar home or two.  
 
    I was wearing a blouse and jacket that showed off my tits without being too risqué. I wore a pencil skirt, navy blue with a bit of a slit up the side so I could actually walk, high heels that showed off my world class calves, and, of course, knock ‘em dead make up. 
 
    Nothing closes a deal like a smile from a red painted mouth. Man or woman, they both respond to a sexy smile. 
 
    As I walked through the foyer Bob came in from the kitchen, grabbed me, and smooched me. He held me and I tried to wiggle away. 
 
    “Son of a…!” He had smeared my lipstick. 
 
    He laughed. “Sorry, babe, it’s just that you look so good.” 
 
    I went back to the bedroom, fixed my face, and then snuck through the house. 
 
    That’s right. Snuck. I had been reduced to sneaking through my own house. I was living with a damned pervert! 
 
    Well, not a pervert, just an over sexed college boy. He might be 30 years old, but he still had that college boy erection lurking in his pants. Great when I got a night out, which wasn’t often, but lousy when he waylaid me and demanded a quickie. Or just smooched me out of being on time for work. 
 
    I had appointments! 
 
    Thus, in a dour frame of mind, I hopped into my Beamer and sped off to work. 
 
      
 
    “Uh oh. Look what the cat dragged in.” 
 
    “Good morning!” I snarled at Shiela. Shiela is my friend, my competition, and my drunken confidant, all in one. 
 
    “Sor-ry,” she said, turning back to her desk. 
 
    “Okay. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Not sorry enough.” I knew she was spoofing and having fun with me now. We were just too good of friends to be upset with each other. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll let you be unsorry at four this afternoon. Charlie Coyote’s place?” 
 
    “Ooh!” she clapped her hands. “You buying?” 
 
    “By the pitcher.” 
 
    “Then I’ll pretend I don’t know what a bitch you are.” 
 
    I sat down, smiling, and mumbled. “Asshole.” 
 
    “I heard that.” 
 
    And we giggled. 
 
      
 
    Charlie Coyote’s is a nice place. Spanish style, out on the edge to the Fairfax district, and it serves not only the best Mex food in the world, but the saltiest Margaritas. 
 
    It had been a good day. I had sold a house in the hills, 2.5 mill, and she had sold two houses in the valley. 
 
    “I’d much rather make a big sale than two small, piddling sales,” I shot at her, as we crossed the lobby to the patio. Jose had seen us and was already pulling our chairs back. 
 
    “And I would rather sell piddling. My graph on numbers of houses is above yours.” 
 
    We crossed the patio, under the wonderful flower laden trellis. 
 
    “And my overall cash graph is just a squeak ahead of yours.” 
 
    Jose smiled, we smiled, he shoved the chairs under our rumps and said, “Two Margaritas made with the finest tequila, hold the worms.” 
 
    We all laughed. I had said that once, when half sloshed, and he had never forgotten it. I love Mexican men. They have such a delightful sense of humor. 
 
    Then he was gone and we were left alone. 
 
    “Okay, time to unsorry yourself.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Bob,” she said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Jose placed two salty Margaritas in front of us. “Keep them coming?” He cocked an eye inquisitively. 
 
    Shiela and I looked at each other, and dug into our purses. We pulled out our car keys and handed them to him. 
 
    He smiled, seemed genuinely happy, which he was, we tipped good, and sauntered away. 
 
    “So Bob brought home a floozy and fucked her in your bed.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay, he wants a sex change operation.” 
 
    I grinned. That was our favorite joke. Ever since Bruce Jenner became Kaitlyn we threw that at each other.  
 
    “Only if he comes out as good looking as Kaitlyn. But…no. That’s not it.” 
 
    Shiela put a mock expression of horror on her face. She touched her cheeks with both hands and made an O of dismay out of her mouth. “Oh, no. He didn’t do the dishes!” 
 
    I didn’t laugh, and that was the indicator. She grew serious. “Okay, he’s a slob. He’s a man, what do you expect?” 
 
    A plate of delicious chips suddenly appeared on the table, along with some spicy salsa. We barely caught sight of Jose. Man, that boy was like the Road Runner. Beep beep!  
 
    But he would make us wait for the food. That’s the way good restaurants are. Get the liquor in the customer fast, then drag them out with the food. Make sure they are drunk and hungry, then they could serve you slop and you’d love it. 
 
    Fortunately, Charlie Coyote doesn’t serve slop. 
 
    “I expect a little help around the house. He’s not working, and I don’t care about that, he’s got truck loads of money in the market, but I am working, and I’m doing double duty with the cleaning chores. Is it so much to ask that he just pick up his shoes? Not throw his socks on the floor? Maybe give the toilet a swipe after he’s pissed everywhere?” 
 
    “Whoa. You are pissed.” 
 
    “I am. And I’m sick and tired. He used to bring me flowers. Write me bad poetry, take me out. Now he sits on the sofa in his jammies and calls for a beer.” 
 
    Shiela raised her hand and Jose, who was lurking, headed for the bar. This was going to be a busy day. 
 
    An hour later, sloshed, filled with good Mexican enchiladas, giggling incessantly, we solved the problem 
 
    “What you need to do,” suggested Shiela, “is put him in a chastity belt.” 
 
    I laughed. “Like knights of old.” 
 
    “Knights of old with cocks so bold…” she went off on a limerick, and then she said, “Give me your phone.” 
 
    I handed her my cell and she tapped a message on it, sent it, then handed it back to me. 
 
    I looked at the message, gawped, and began to laugh. 
 
      
 
    I met a man, 
 
    don’t wait up, 
 
    if the house is clean 
 
    you can suck my pussy. 
 
      
 
    She had sent it to Bob. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” We laughed so hard alcohol was threatening to come out our noses. Other customers even looked over to see what the hub bub was. 
 
    “You didn’t!” 
 
    “Sure I did. Listen, girlfriend, that asshole doesn’t know how good he’s got it. He needs to learn his lesson.” 
 
    I agreed. “He’s got to learn his place.” 
 
    “Bitches forever!” I shouted, and we high fived. 
 
    A text came back. 
 
      
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    Shiela grabbed my phone: 
 
      
 
    Go fuck yourself, slob. 
 
    And clean the house while you’re at it. 
 
      
 
    I know, we had sort of passed the point of funny, but, drunk, it was funny, and we laughed and we laughed and we laughed…and had another drink. 
 
    And the text messages rolled in. 
 
      
 
    This isn’t funny! 
 
      
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I want you home right now! 
 
      
 
    At one point Shiela took my phone, went to the bathroom, and came back. My eyes about fell out of my head when I saw the picture she had taken and sent to him. 
 
    Her pussy. Her dress up and her panties down! No hair. Looked a little moist. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, totally blown out. 
 
    So I grabbed her phone, went to the bathroom, and sent a picture of my pussy to her husband. 
 
    Now the texts were fast and furious. Her hubbie, Jay, had a better sense of humor than Bob. He texted: 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    You prefer pussy over cock! 
 
      
 
    Bob’s texts were getting frantic. 
 
      
 
    Please come home. 
 
      
 
    I’m sorry if I did something. 
 
      
 
    Can’t you tell me where you are? 
 
      
 
    All of which made us laugh harder and harder. Poor fool was finally getting a little comeuppance. 
 
    “Why is Jay so nice and polite and understands your sense of humor?” 
 
    “Because we have a Female Led Relationship.” 
 
    “What? What is that?” 
 
    “Basically, the woman is in charge, the man does what he’s told, and if he’s a good boy he gets to sample your pussy. Or at least beat off with your permission.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Nope.” She sat back, very satisfied, and I thought about the fact that it was usually me that came in grumpy, disgruntled by shabby hubbie, and she was always smiling and cheerful. And even Jay was smiling and… 
 
    “What?” she asked, seeing things happen on my face. 
 
    “Jay’s happy.” 
 
    “Well, of course he is.” 
 
    “But he doesn’t…you don’t give him sex all the time.” 
 
    “Of course not.” She put that look of mock horror on your face, “And you do! Oh, heavens!” And she leaned forward to feel my forehead for a temperature.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Look, girlfriend. We’re getting pretty drunk here, and it’s getting close to Uber time, so let me wind up this little conversation. If you give a man what he wants…he wants nothing else. He certainly doesn’t want to please you, or wine you or dine you, and he’s certainly not going to be in the mood to write you crappy poetry.” 
 
    I shook my head. “But…I…we fuck all the time! Bob is horny, and I…I…” 
 
    “You do your wifely duty. Fool. Your wifely duty is to keep your man interested, not lay on your back whenever he feels like a little mindless rutting. Which rutting, I might add, is usually unsatisfactory to the female of the species.” 
 
    She sat back. 
 
    I sat…stunned. This was a whole new way of thought. 
 
    Then I thought back to something she had said earlier. “Do you…you mentioned chastity.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “Do you actually…does Jay wear one of those…” 
 
    She nodded. The look on her face was that of the cat that got the milk. All-l-l of the milk. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Really?” 
 
    I placed a hand on hers. 
 
    “For three years now. I used to browbeat him, even spank him, but why get physical when you can just…” she grinned, “shut the gates of paradise.” 
 
    “So you don’t fuck all that much.” 
 
    “Let’s put it this way. I fuck a lot. I fuck his cock maybe once a month, if I feel like it. But in between I fuck his face, I fuck my vibrator…I could even fuck another man.” 
 
    “But you don’t.” 
 
    “No. But I tell him I do. I tell ya, nothing whips a man into shape better than competition. But…you have to work your man, you have to prepare Bob. You have to manipulate him to the point where he’s willing to do what he’s told. Give me your phone.” 
 
    I handed it to her. Texts were still coming in, but we tended to ignore them. 
 
    She stood up and walked over to Jose. She spoke into his ear for a few seconds, then handed him the phone. 
 
    Jose grinned and walked away. 
 
    Shiela came back and sat down. She sipped a bit of her Margarita and smiled at me. 
 
    “What’s that all about.” 
 
    She just held up a finger and smiled like a Cheshire cat. 
 
    A minute later Jose came to the table. He looked a little…flustered? Out of breath? He handed her the cell phone. She looked at it, sent a text, and reached into her purse. “Thank you, Jose.” She took out two hundred dollar bills. She handed them to him. 
 
    That was a big tip. Biggest tip we ever gave. Jose grinned and left, and she handed me the phone. 
 
    A picture. 
 
    A bathroom stall.  
 
    Pants down and shirt up. 
 
    A Mexican cock. 
 
    Hard. 
 
    A caption. 
 
      
 
    Should I fuck it or suck it? 
 
      
 
    Sent to Bob. 
 
    I sat back, my mind totally destroyed. There was nothing to say. I looked at my friend. 
 
    There are times when life changes. 
 
    There are times when you choose the road less traveled. 
 
    This was one of those times. 
 
    I started to laugh. 
 
      
 
    We left Charlie Coyote and I didn’t go home. I went to Shiela’s house. 
 
    “Hi, Babe!” Jay greeted his wife at the door with a big kiss. She handed him her jacket and patted his cheek, and he went to hang it up. 
 
    I looked around. We had similar houses in many ways, but there was one big difference: hers was immaculate. 
 
    Better than I clean. Windows washed, no dishes in the washing machine, no crappy loafers shoved half under the couch. 
 
    “Okay,” Sheila rubbed her hands. “Let’s get started.” 
 
    “First, can I see it?” 
 
    She smiled. “Jay, come drop your drawers.” 
 
    Jay looked at her, looked at me, turned a little red, and followed instructions.  
 
    There it was, a shiny, metal tube. And he had a piercing. A ring at the end of the tube, and a lock on the ring. That tube wasn’t coming off. 
 
    “We started with simple plastic, but it wasn’t long before we realized that we needed better security. My darling hubbie is a big jack off.” 
 
    Jay looked at the floor. His face was red. Apparently he wasn’t used to this kind of thing, being shown off as a model of husbandly service. “Sorry, dear.” 
 
    “It’s okay. We fixed it and you’re forgiven. Tell Shiela how much you liked it when I took control. In the beginning.” 
 
    “Oh, man.” He licked his lips. “I hated it. I called her a bitch. I threatened to leave.” 
 
    “So why didn’t you?” 
 
    “Because there was something exciting about it. It felt good. I mean deep down. It gave me order, structure, let me know my place. Look, you know me. Finance, million dollar deals, I walk all over people when I’m in the game. But when I came home I was sort of lost. I mean, I’m a hard charger, but there was nothing to charge at at home, and I just sat around and got grumpy. And I took it out on Shiela.” 
 
    “Wow,” I blurted. This was candid. “So do you think I could do this to Bob.” 
 
    For a second he got a far away look in his eyes, and I knew what he was thinking. Do I do this to my fellow man? 
 
    But he came to a conclusion rather quickly. “Yeah. Sure. I mean, if he loves you he’ll like it.” 
 
    “But you know how stubborn he gets.” 
 
    “I’ve played golf with him. He’s my worst competitor. Guy just won’t quit.” 
 
    I looked at Shiela, my best competitor. I turned back to him. “But you think he’ll quit when…when…” 
 
    “Look, I hate to say it, but a cock is a handle. You take control of his cock, you control the bed, and he’ll fall like a big oak tree. We’ll hear the sound of him splatting on the ground all the way up here.” 
 
    I turned to Shiela, “Okay, so what do we do?” 
 
    Shiela told Jay about the texts, then laid out the program. “We have to drill her on how to handle him when she gets home.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “So, Sam, you come in through the front door and Jay will be Bob.” 
 
    I went to the front door, opened it and closed it and walked in. “Honey, I’m—“ 
 
    “No! No! He knows you’re home…and you don’t want to initiate a conversation. He’s going to have plenty to say, so just give him the rope to hang himself.” 
 
    I nodded, went back to the door, turned and walked in. 
 
    Bob was right there. “Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.” 
 
    I stopped and my face showed my cave in. 
 
    “No! Face him down. Push him aside if you have to. Just go to bed and say, “I’ll talk to you when I feel like it.” 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    Shiela laughed. “And no giggling.” 
 
    “Sorry.” I straightened up my face and entered the room. 
 
    “Samantha! Where have you been!? What are these messages! Who do you think you are.” 
 
    He stood in front of me and I actually reached out and pushed his chest away. And, I don’t know what possessed me, I said, “Get the fuck out of my way!” 
 
    Jay blinked, and Shiela actually fell on the couch and started laughing. 
 
    “Fuck! You saw Jay’s face! That’s what’s going to happen to Bob. He won’t know what hit him. Keep going. Walk towards my bedroom.” 
 
    I walked down the hallway, Jay following me, Shiela following him. 
 
    “What do these texts mean? I can’t believe you sent them! Who do you…” 
 
    “Turn around and slap him.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Hard.” 
 
    Jay nodded. “Go ahead. I’ve been slapped by the best.” 
 
    “Rock his head.” 
 
    So I slapped Jay. Not hard, I was sort of scared. I had never gotten this physical with a man in my life. 
 
    “Good, but you have to mean it. If you hold back he’s going to know it. Try again. 
 
    So we walked the hall again and again, until Jay’s face was red and he was rubbing it and looking unhappy. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jay,” I said, when we were done and I had passed my test. 
 
    “It’s okay, but I think there are two king-sized slappers in the world now.” 
 
    Shiela laughed. “You’re doing good. “Jay, Would you like me to unlock you tonight.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He brightened up and it was like I had never touched him. 
 
    Shiela turned to me, didn’t even try to hide the triumph on her face. “See?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Now, what do you do if he gets more physical?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Men are men, and I don’t think Bob is a caveman, but what if he grabs you by the shoulders and shakes you.” 
 
    I looked blank. Bob wasn’t that kind of a man. 
 
    “Jay, shake me.” 
 
    Now Jay looked nervous, but he took her shoulders and began to shake. 
 
    Shiela moved forward and brought her knee up. 
 
    Jay shrunk back and the look on his face was actual fear. 
 
    “It’s okay, lover,” she patted his cheek. “I save that for when you’ve been really bad.” 
 
    “You really do that?” I was in awe. 
 
    “I’ve only done it once, but…you see the way Jay reacts?” 
 
    “She kneed me so hard I thought I was going to die. I just laid down on the floor and held my nuts. I actually felt like puking.” 
 
    “But he didn’t, and it’s a good thing, because I would have made him lick it up.” 
 
    “You must have really done something bad,” I said to him. 
 
    He just looked at the floor. 
 
    “It wasn’t that he was bad, it was that he never did it again.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No ma’am.” 
 
    We went back into the front room and sat on the sofa. Jay made some coffee and brought it to us. 
 
    “Now then, there’s a couple of things we need to go over.” 
 
    “For instance?” 
 
    “Men are wonderful creatures, they just have to learn their place. You can be brutal as you want…but only as brutal as is appropriate. You don’t kick him in the nuts for calling you a bitch. You only get physical when they get physical. And most men will not get physical with a woman, especially if she looks like she’s going to fight back. If he does get physical, time to get a new man.” 
 
    “So I get physical if he gets physical, but what do I do, how do I know what to do if he’s not physical, just…you know?” 
 
    “I know,” and the look on Shiela’s face was very knowing. “You refuse sex. That’s your big gun, and you must not be afraid to use it. A lot. Often. You almost can’t overuse the denial of sex with a man.” 
 
    “Really!”  
 
    “Absolutely. Look, sex is what drives them. Their nuts bounce around between their legs if they so much as step. It’s no wonder they are always overstimulated. But if you give them sex…they have nothing more to drive towards. And they need to drive towards something. They have to have a goal, and with a wife…in a home…it is sex. Give them too much sex and you wreck your own home. They won’t respect you, and, in the extreme, they’ll look for somebody else to chase. Got it?” 
 
    “I think I do.” 
 
    “Now, let’s talk about how to get him to put on a cock cage…” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I was sober by the time I finished at Shiela’s, and Jay gave me a ride back to my car. It was near midnight, and I was a bit surprised, time flies when you’re having fun, you know? 
 
    Jay watched to make sure I was okay, and I waved to him as I drove away. 
 
    Through town. Up the street where I lived, into the driveway. The lights were on in the house. I smiled. 
 
    I walked up the walk, deliberately making my heels click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    I opened the door and entered the house, and Bob launched himself. 
 
    “Where were you! What do all those texts mean? Was that a man’s penis? Who do you think—“ 
 
    I turned and snapped, “Shut the fuck up.” 
 
    His face opened up, his eyes went wide, his mouth opened, and I snapped, “Nag, nag, nag. That’s all you do.” 
 
    I turned and walked down the hallway. 
 
    For a moment he just stood there, dumbstruck, then he followed me. “But—“ 
 
    I whirled, “I’m tired of your shit! Is this house clean?” 
 
    He actually took a step back. 
 
    “I’m going to bed, and if this house isn’t clean in the morning you are never…NEVER…going to feel my pussy again! Do you understand that?” 
 
    His eyes started blinking. His mouth was shaking and little sounds tried to come out of him. 
 
    I turned around, entered my bedroom, and…slammed the door. 
 
    And almost broke down. I couldn’t believe I had done that. It’s one thing to drill it with friends, it’s another when you’re on the front line and shells are going off around you. 
 
    Shaking, I sat down at my make up table and took off my face. Then I took a long, hot shower, and went to bed. 
 
    Bob still hadn’t opened the door. I couldn’t hear him. 
 
    I slept soundly, and wasn’t even aware of him coming to bed. 
 
     
 
    I woke up and stretched, and there was no hangover. Oh, thank God. I hated those things. I rose, looked back at my slumbering lug, and smiled. I had survived the first battle, and now I had a shot of confidence. 
 
    I showered again, just because I felt like it, then put on sexy underwear. A shelf bra which emphasized my big tits, actually showed my nips. Panty hose, a tight dress with good cleavage. High heeled sandals, showed my world class calves. 
 
    I didn’t bother putting on my face. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    I thought about answering him, and decided to. “To the gym. Is the house clean?” 
 
    “Uh, I did some stuff.” 
 
    I turned to him and looked mad. “Some stuff? After the way you lay around? And I work? You better have more than a few things done by the time I get back.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. I walked out of the room. 
 
     
 
    I love working out. I do crossfit a lot, and my body is in fine shape. So I did a cross fit class, talked with some of the gals, then did a Yoga class, and, right before I went home, I got a nasty idea. As I walked through the gym I spotted Rex, a rugged narcissistic type who liked to work out with no shirt. Loves to show his muscles, thinks the world loves them. 
 
    Well, at that moment, I did. So I snapped a picture and sent it to Bob.  
 
     
 
    What do you think? 
 
      
 
    Then I giggled all the way home. 
 
     
 
    The house was clean, and Bob was actually mowing the lawn. He looked up as I drove in, happy and sweet smelling and looking like a million. 
 
    “Uh, hey, Babe.” 
 
    “That’s Miss Babe to you. And see if you can clean my car today. Inside and out.” 
 
    He followed me into the house. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    I turned. “About what?” 
 
    “About this new attitude of yours.” 
 
    I advanced on him. “And I’d like to talk to you about cleaning up after yourself, but you don’t seem to want to talk about that.” 
 
    He backed up, “Now, listen, honey.” 
 
    I snarled into his face, “MISS BABE!” 
 
    His mouth dropped, and I followed up with, “Did you get my text?” 
 
    He was almost blubbering, trying to figure out how to respond. “Yeah, I…what do you…” 
 
    I rode right over him. “Okay. We’ll talk. Tonight. After this house meets my standards.” 
 
    I turned and walked away. 
 
    Right to the bedroom where I texted Shiela. We texted up a storm, and I told her it was working, and she said ‘go girl,’ and then I got ready for work. 
 
    When I left the house, looking like a million dollars, Bob was in the kitchen. Scrubbing. Like a scullery maid. I giggled some more. I liked this. Heck, why hadn’t I thought of this before? 
 
    At work Shiela and I met up, talked a bit, then went to work. It was a good day for me. I was feeling strong and empowered and sexy as hell. And, you know? Sex is power! When you take charge of the world you feel like a million dollars. I sold two homes. One big, luxury monster, and a smaller little duplex. And I actually outdid Shiela. 
 
    “What? Have I created a monster?” She chided me cheerfully. 
 
    “I hope so.” 
 
    Later in the day we took a break, and Shiela took me on the computer rounds. 
 
    Chastity tubes. And I actually ordered one. 
 
    Sexy underwear. Heck, I was making the money, and a girl has to look good, right? 
 
    Then we went looking at porn sites. Porn like in female domination, chastity, Female Led Relationships. God, it was glorious. So many ideas…so many things to do. I almost couldn’t wait to go home and turn the screws on poor Bob. 
 
    Finally, nine in the evening, a bit late, but I wanted Bob waiting, I headed home. Across town, up the street, into the driveway. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    He was waiting at the door. Not with flowers, but…it was different.  There was a different attitude in the house, and I liked it. 
 
    I walked past him. 
 
    He followed me. Instead of berating me he was softer. “You’re a little bit late.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. Let him stew with that. 
 
    He tried, “I called you at work.” 
 
    “I know. I was busy.” Looking at porn sites and thinking about jilling myself off. 
 
    “Are we going to talk?” 
 
    I turned on him. “First off, it’s been a long day. I’m going to get myself a drink, get into something more comfortable, then inspect the house, which I should not have to do. No. Wait. You go get me a drink. A Coke and bourbon. Bring it to me.” 
 
    I walked down the hallway. 
 
    He stood there, staring after me, wondering what had happened. 
 
    He showed up in the bedroom two minutes later. He was holding a pair of glasses. I took mine and sipped. I was half out of my work duds and I told him to sit down on the bed. 
 
    He sat, a dour expression on his face, and watched me. 
 
    I slicked out of my underwear, hopped into the shower for a minute, then dried off and slipped into a negligee. A see through negligee. Nothing else. 
 
    I sat down at my make up table. Usually I took stuff off, but this time I put it on. I repaired the day’s ravages and made myself look fresh. I put on the red lipstick that he loved, I fluffed my hair, then stood up. 
 
    His eyes were locked on my body. My boobs thrusting out the flimsy material, the curve of my hips, the juncture between my legs. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    He followed me out to the living room and I began inspecting. 
 
    “Dust on the picture frames. You need to get a wet rag.” 
 
    “But nobody looks up there! Nobody will ever put their fingers up there!” 
 
    “I just did,” and that shut him up. 
 
    “Vacuuming is adequate, but you should end up with even lines, like a mowed lawn.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and shut it. 
 
    I checked a few more things, found them clean, a lot cleaner than I expected, and merely said, “Passable, but needs improvement.” Heh. 
 
    Into the kitchen. “This silverware needs polishing.” 
 
    “We don’t have any polish.” 
 
    “And you’re too helpless to go to the store and get some?” I withered him with a look. 
 
    And these windows. They’re streaked. You could have waxed this spot by the sliding doors. I went through the house, nit picking. Paying compliment, but always asking for more. 
 
    Finally, I told him to sit on the sofa. I stared down at him. I was proud, regal, a body to die for, and he actually gulped. 
 
    “Okay. You did okay. But certainly not excellent. I expect better.” I turned and walked away. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” he blurted. 
 
    I turned. 
 
    “I thought we were going to have a talk.” 
 
    “That was it. you want more?” 
 
    “Yes!” And I could see he was showing a little backbone. Couldn’t have any of that. I also had to show the softer side of the stick. It was time. 
 
    I went to him and knelt between his knees. His mouth was open, ready for a tirade, but he was suddenly suspicious. 
 
    I reached up for his zipper and pulled. His hard cock sprang up. 
 
    Hard. After I had lambasted him. Hard. After I had shown him no mercy. Hmm. 
 
    “Look, honey,” I spoke softly as I took his penis and began sliding my hands up and down. “Do you like this?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he gulped again. 
 
    “And have you been remiss in your share of the chores?” 
 
    “Well, maybe. But that’s no reason I have to do everything.” 
 
    “Oh, yes…” I took his head in my mouth and swirled my tongue over it. I gripped his balls and played with them. His eyes were beginning to glaze over. “Except that I’m working, and you’re not. And If I’m doing my eight plus at the office, then you’d better be putting eight plus into making this house a place I want to come home to. Right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…not eight hours! I mean, I can do a few things…but…” 
 
    He was starting to feel it, that old cock surge, the semen boiling in his balls, his shaft pulsing and getting ready to spew.  
 
    I backed off. I held his cock, didn’t stroke it, and said, “The truth of the matter is that I am the wife. The woman. The queen. And you haven’t ben treating me right.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” he was confused. Because he was horny and wanted me to hurry up and finish him off, like I usually did. 
 
    “But what, honey?” In spite of my slow stroking he was right on the edge. I stood up. 
 
    “Hey, can’t you…?” 
 
    “Finish you?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    I walked back to a chair and sat down. I spread my legs so he could see my hairless pussy, my puffy and juicy slit. He gulped and stared. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He looked up at me face. 
 
    “Do you want this anymore?” 
 
    “Oh, God, yeah!” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Do you want me?” 
 
    “You know it!” 
 
    “Then you’d better do your share, or you’ll never get another piece of this ass in your life.” I closed my legs, stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
      
 
    I woke up feeling grand. I was horny, but that was okay. Sometimes it’s good to feel horny.  
 
    I got up, showered, and went to the gym. Bob was awake, but he didn’t roll over. He was thinking. Good. I wanted him to think. 
 
    Back from the gym, and Bob was cleaning the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he came out to the foyer when I entered. 
 
    “That’s Miss Babe to you, and what?” 
 
    “I’m doing a super clean on the kitchen today. Is it okay if I set aside a room a day for a week, and then set up a program?” 
 
    I went right to him and I splatted my mouth on his. He actually stepped back, I was so forthright. I kissed the fuck out of his mouth. I left lipstick all over his face. I reached into his pants and grabbed his cock and began playing with it. 
 
    A good minute. And he was on edge. I let him go and stepped back. 
 
    He was breathless, his face shocked. 
 
    “I think it’s a wonderful idea.” 
 
    I walked down the hallway. 
 
     
 
    The days got better and better. Each day Bob worked a room over, even repainting one of the guest rooms, and I came home to happiness and cleanliness. 
 
    And it was happiness. Like Shiela had told me, men like to know their place. They need structure. They go out in the jungle every day and fight the wild animals, it’s nice to come home and feel relaxed, and know that everything is good and fine and in the right place. 
 
    And it was fun walking around naked, or dressed in sheer sexiness. It was fun to take him and birng him to the edge, again and again and again. Sometimes I even made him get me off, but still left him high and dry. 
 
    At work I was making more money. Being happy, not having to work double duty cleaning the house, I had more energy, and that translates into more sales, and more dollars. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” Shiela said to me more than once, as my stats climbed. But she was smiling. She was happy for me. 
 
    Then Thursday hit. 
 
    I came home and everything felt different. There was just a gloom to the old homestead, and Bob wasn’t there to greet me at the door. 
 
    On the patio he was sitting in a lounge chair. Half drunk on beer. Happy as a clam. And I knew what had happened. Shiela had warned me, and her warning was as a prediction. 
 
    “Hi, Miss Babe!” And it was a mockery. 
 
    He had jacked off. He had gotten tired of my setting the goal for him, and decided to cheat. To cut in line, be it with his own hand. 
 
    His chair was right next to the pool, and I pushed the chair, him and beer and everything, into the pool. 
 
    He came up spluttering. “What the fuck!” 
 
    “Don’t you ‘what the fuck me!’ you son of a bitch!” I turned and walked into the house. 
 
    He came out of the pool and ran after me. I stepped into the living room and he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. I went with it and my palm sounded like a pistol shot on his face. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    He stepped back in astonishment. 
 
    I realized he wasn’t hurt, but this next few minutes were going to be interesting. “Don’t you ever touch me like that again.” 
 
    He rubbed his face, but he was still a little bit high, and not done. “I’ve had enough of your bullshit!” 
 
    “You going to rape me? Big man?” 
 
    “You’re my wife! It’s not rape!” 
 
    “No means no. And this house wasn’t cleaned today.” 
 
    “What are you going to do about it? Divorce me for not acting like your little maid?” He was angry, but so was I. I liked the power. I liked being in charge. This was my house, damn it! 
 
    I smiled.  
 
    That did him in. If I responded with anger, if I hit him, or otherwise abused him, then he would be in the right. But Shiela and Jay had drilled me on this, and other scenarios, and I was going to hold my ground. And holding my ground, in this case, meant not giving him anything to work with. 
 
    “What?” he blurted, unable to read my silence. 
 
    I turned and walked down the hallway. 
 
    In his mind he was trying to figure things out. Was I going to call a lawyer? Leave him? Something else? I tell ya, sometimes not knowing is worse than knowing. 
 
    He came after me. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    I wasn’t about to wait. I walked into the bedroom, to the closet, and took down my suitcase. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I put my suitcase on the bed and opened it. 
 
    He panicked. “Wait!” He closed my suitcase. 
 
    I went to my closet and pulled out an armful of clothes. I threw them on the bed next to the suitcase. 
 
    “Wait…wait. Please. Honey.” His voice had gone down eighteen notches. 
 
    “Wait for what?” I took underwear out of a drawer. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. I just, I…I got out of hand. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Not to me it won’t.” 
 
    I pushed stuff into suitcase. I went to the make up table and packed my kit. 
 
    “Wait. Please. Baby. I’m sorry. Look…we can work this out.” 
 
    “Work what out?” I whirled on him. 
 
    “What I did. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “And what did you do?” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t clean the house. And I got drunk.” 
 
    “I don’t care if you get drunk. Get as drunk as you want. I want to know what you did that changed you around. What made you rebel?” 
 
    He blubbered and sputtered, and I kept acting like I was going to pack some more, but I was really just waiting for his admission. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    “No! What did you really do? What set off this bullshit?” 
 
    And, finally, he admitted it. He hung his head and said, “I masturbated.” 
 
    Poor boy. He uses jack off…until it becomes a confession, then it’s masturbation. I stared at him. 
 
    “You wasted my seed?” 
 
    “Your…I…” 
 
    I stepped towards him. “I married you. You pledged to be true. And now you are jacking off?” 
 
    “But I was horny!” As if that was a good excuse. 
 
    “Listen to me, Bob. You’re in my house, and everything in my house is mine, and that includes your ridiculous, little cock.” 
 
    “It’s not ridi—“ 
 
    “Get your clothes out of my room.” 
 
    “What, but I—“ 
 
    “Get your clothes out or I’m calling my lawyer. I wonder how it will look on the divorce papers, divorced for beating his meat instead of loving his wife and showing her the proper respect?” 
 
    “But where will I sleep?” 
 
    “I don’t care. But you’re not sleeping in this room. Not with me. Not until…” 
 
    “Until what?” He reached out like he was reaching for a life preserver. 
 
    “Until I can trust you to act like a man. Until I can rely on your love and respect.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But it was done. I had him where I wanted him. 
 
      
 
    I slept good that night, and I woke up cheerful, and I went to the gym, and then to work.  
 
    Bob was in the guest room, and he didn’t come out until I left. And then he went back in when I returned home to get ready for work. And then he came out when I left for work. 
 
    And when I came home that night, after a late dinner with Shiela, and a few Margaritas, and a lot of planning on how things were going and how I was handling the situation, Bob was waiting. And he had flowers. 
 
    “How nice?” I pecked him on the cheek and walked past him. I took the flowers into the kitchen and arranged them in a vase. “You haven’t bought me flowers since forever,” I mentioned. He was standing in the doorway, watching me. 
 
    “I want to apologize. And…I want to get back in the bedroom.” 
 
    I turned to him. 
 
    He blubbered, “I cleaned the whole house. A super clean. Run your finger along the top of a frame. Check the windows. No streaks.” 
 
    “Bob, get yourself a drink, and me one, and come see me in the dining room.” 
 
    A minute later we were sitting, sipping, and he was on tenterhooks, eager for forgiveness. 
 
    I sipped, and considered him. 
 
    God, he had responded wonderfully. It must have seemed like I was a bully, but I was just establishing pecking order.  
 
    “Well?” he finally blurted. 
 
    I frowned. “Bob. You’re a good man.” That’s a wonderful way to start a conversation, leave him waiting for the ‘but….’ 
 
    He leaned forward, his brows knit, worry in his eyes. 
 
    “The fact is that you’re a man, with a man’s problems.” 
 
    “I don’t…” then he shut up. He was learning. 
 
    “A man’s problems,” I continued, “Like being lazy, needing direction, and…jacking off.” 
 
    “I said I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Does it feel good when you are sitting there, maybe watching some porn, and stroking yourself?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I mean, it sounds sort of dirty to me. If you had come to me and asked for permission, and let me watch, then…maybe…but you didn’t. You snuck into the bathroom like a horny 16 year and stroked your cock and shot your seed down the toilet.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but you haven’t been, uh…I…” 
 
    “I know. I haven’t been fucking you. But we know why that is. And we know that you have to earn your fucks around here. But what are we going to do about your little problem?” 
 
    “I promise not to jack off again.” 
 
    I shook my head. “You already cheated on me once, why should I believe you?” 
 
    “But what can I do?” 
 
    I leaned forward. I put my hands on his crotch and began rubbing. He had jacked off that day, but it had been hours, and I needed him horny, and drunk, and manipulatable for my plan to work. 
 
    “Honey, if you can’t control yourself, then you need somebody to help you control yourself. Right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he was gulping. I had his cock out now, and I was rubbing it. I leaned forward and kissed it, and began sucking on it. I looked up at him. 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded. Poor, horny boy. 
 
    I let go of his cock and said, “In the top drawer of my dresser you will find a black bag. Bring it to me.” 
 
    He stood up and disappeared, and was back a moment later. He was hefting the bag, trying to feel what was in it. He handed it to me. 
 
    “Bob, this is going to be tough for you, but it is a mark of how much of a man you are. Can you do this? Can you hand over control to me?” 
 
    I opened the bag and upended it. Pieces of plastic spread out on the table. 
 
    He stared, tried to figure it out, and then did. 
 
    “That’s one of those chastity thingies.” 
 
    I nodded. I picked up the ring. “This goes around your package.” I held up the cage. “Your penis goes in this.” I held up a lock. “Then I lock it and keep the key. That way you’ll never jack off again.” 
 
    “But…honey…I can’t…” 
 
    “Do you want to stop jacking off?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “This is the way.” 
 
    “But it’s so small!” He looked down at his crotch, his pecker was so big. 
 
    “When you go down a bit it will fit.” 
 
    “But…but this is weird.” 
 
    “No. This is just underwear. What’s weird is sneaking off to some corner and pounding on your pud like a little boy. What’s weird is not honoring your marriage vows. What’s weird is that you say you’ll never jack off again, and then, when I offer you a way to prove it…you act like you didn’t mean it.” 
 
    “Well, no…yeah…I mean…” 
 
    “What do you mean, Robert?” 
 
    He stared at me. In calling him by his proper name I had challenged him. Be a man. Live up to your word. Make me trust you. 
 
    “When you wear this, that’s when you can sleep with me again.” 
 
    We stared at each other for a good minute. I could feel his mind working, questions and answers, but there was only one path for him. 
 
    I stood up. “I’m going to bed now.” I turned and walked away. 
 
     
 
    I lay in bed, electrified. I had moved fast, perhaps too fast, but it was working. 
 
    I knew that some men you had to go slow, take your time. 
 
    But Bob was Bob, and I had bullied in accordance with his actions. It had taken Shiela months to get Jay into the device. It had only been a few weeks, and I was already pushing Bob to get into one. 
 
    God, I hoped it worked. I loved him. In spite of my temporary bullying, in spite of the words I had been coached into saying, I loved him. And I wanted all that meanness to work for us. 
 
    I sighed. My heart actually hurt a bit. 
 
    And I wanted to use my vibrator. 
 
    But my mind was filled with Bob. 
 
      
 
    An hour later the door opened and Bob came into the room. I was instantly awake. I sat up and looked at him. 
 
    “I put it on.” 
 
    “Where are the keys?” 
 
    “Right here.” 
 
    I took them, and patted the bed. 
 
    Bob climbed in and we snuggled. 
 
    Wow, did I miss this. His warm flesh. The way he held me. I was instantly horny. 
 
    And we couldn’t sleep. He was so horny, and I…it was like our bed was electrified. 
 
    He placed a hand on one of my breasts. 
 
    I moaned. “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “May I suck it?” 
 
    “Please do.” 
 
    His mouth latched on to my nipple, his hands pressed on my globes, and I felt that electrical, sensual spark start up down below. I needed it. 
 
    He worked on one tit, then the other, and his hand went gently and tentatively down to my snatch. 
 
    “Eat me,” I murmured. 
 
    Quickly, he slithered down and began munching. He used his tongue to excavate my labia. He pulled on my clitoris. He used his finger to penetrate me. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Do me. Two fingers.” 
 
    He put two fingers, his forefinger and his middle finger into me, and he began hooked and pulling. I loved a good finger bang, and this was the best way to find my G-spot. 
 
    He was breathing hard now, and I felt his cage. It bulged with cock, but held firm. 
 
    “I need to get out,” he whined. 
 
    “You came today.” 
 
    He shut up then, and got down to business. He stroked me and sucked me, fingered me and fucked me, he played my body like it was a flute and he was the master flautist. 
 
    Finally, I was ready. I properly tuned and I felt that ocean surging within, and I gave up. 
 
    “OHHH!” 
 
    He jackhammered his fingers into me. 
 
    “FUCK!” 
 
    He sucked on my tit viciously. 
 
    “GOD! 
 
    He kissed me, fucked me, loved me. 
 
    I collapsed back on the bed, breathing hard, and relaxed. 
 
    “Was it good?” he asked. 
 
    “Adequate,” I said, and we laughed. It was so obviously better than adequate. 
 
    Then I rolled over and he spooned me. I felt so secure and warm and happy, and I went to sleep. 
 
    He, of course, now with a hard on that couldn’t…quite…get…hard…was awake. 
 
      
 
    I awoke and felt glorious. Absolutely wonderful. 
 
    Bob was up and about. I hoped into the shower and my body said ‘Hallelujah’ and I even sang a little bit. 
 
    Out of the shower, dried off, and ready for work. It wasn’t a gym day. Before I could put my make up on, however, Bob stuck his head in the door. 
 
    “You want it on the bed? Or on the kitchen table?” 
 
    He winked and his innuendo was wonderful. 
 
    “Oh, baby, do me on the kitchen table.” 
 
    “Right now, then. Come on.” 
 
    He pushed the door open and went back down the hallway. I trotted across the room and followed him. 
 
    The kitchen table was laden. Bacon. Eggs. Hash browns (real potatoes, not the frozen stuff). Tall glasses of orange juice. Pancakes.  
 
    “Bob! I can’t eat this much?” 
 
    “Well, maybe I can help.” 
 
    “Huh! Peasants eating with the queen?” 
 
    “I won’t tell anybody.” And there was a sort of pleading in his voice. 
 
    “Well,  maybe. But…are those fresh strawberries?” 
 
    “They are. I had to go to the store this morning, but nothing is too good for Miss Babe.” 
 
    I stared at him. Miss Babe. I loved it. 
 
    I sat and stated haughtily. “Well, perhaps this once.” And I waved a hand at the seat opposite me. 
 
    We ate. Like pigs, if you will, and we stared at each other. I loved him, but he was besotted. He watched my hands move. He stared at my tits. He acted like we were back in college and new to the whole boyfriend/girlfriend thing. 
 
    “How’s the dick?” I finally asked. 
 
    “The dick wants out.” 
 
    I smiled. “You realize, of course, that it might be a while before I trust the dick to be out and about.” 
 
    “I was looking at the internet last night. I have an inkling of what you are doing…and what life in chastity is going to be like.” 
 
    “And what do you think of all that?” 
 
    “I think there are going to be times when I am climbing the walls, when I want to pound my head with a hammer just for a chance to be in you.” 
 
    “And other times?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Whatever happens, it looks like I don’t have much choice. Do I?” 
 
    “Not a bit,” I forked a bit of sausage and placed it in my mouth. 
 
    “But what if I get a job? What if I go back to work?” 
 
    “First, you have so much money now…I know you aren’t planning on doing that.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “Second, even if you did get a job, I expect this house to be a model of cleanliness. I don’t care if you have to stay up all night…I have my standards.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, calm and accepting. 
 
      
 
    TWO MONTHS LATER 
 
    We sashayed up the walk to Shiela’s house. She had made super sales, no doubt because of competing with me, and become ‘Sales Person of the Month.’ Thus, it was party time. 
 
    Inside her house it was wall to wall people. All our coworkers and friends. Lots of people we didn’t know. 
 
    Bob squired me, looking every inch the successful man. He was wearing panties and nylons, and a bra, and, of course, a new chastity tube. One like Jay’s with a Prince Albert piercing through the front slit and a padlock through the ring to keep it in place. 
 
    As soon as we were through the door he found us some drinks, then stayed by my side as I made the rounds. 
 
    Handshakes, air kisses, lots of booze, it was a wonderful party. Midway through I told Bob if he wanted to go off on his own that he should. 
 
    He did, but only for about fifteen minutes. Then he was back by my side, looking after me, being the perfect gentlemen. 
 
    When we left the boss’s wife walked us to the door. “You’re such a wonderful couple…I can see the devotion in your husband’s eyes.” 
 
    “He is a catch, all right,” I murmured as I gave her a hug and an air kiss. 
 
    We drove down the street and headed home. 
 
    I was driving, like I usually did, and Bob fiddled with Pandora and found a Doors station. We sang about Moonlight Drives and Strange Days, and everything seemed to fit. 
 
    Finally, he reached into my purse, took something out, then lowered the visor and looked in the small mirror there. 
 
    I watched, out of the corner of my eye, as he applied lipstick. He did so love the taste and smell of that wonderful stuff. 
 
    He sat back, smacking his lips, then turned to me. “Miss Babe?” 
 
    “Um hm?” I answered, steering the car carefully. 
 
    “We’ve talked about it, and, well, I think it’s about time.” 
 
    I gave him a quick look. He was serious. 
 
    “What makes you think so?” 
 
    “The party. You’ve got me in woman’s underwear, fully chastised, and you control my life. But the weird thing is that you don’t bow to convention. You treated me wonderfully, like a man, and I know that nobody suspected.” 
 
    “And…?” 
 
    “Well, I like it, being the man, but…but I need to go all the way. If I’m going to be a good house husband then I need to know what…what it feels like.” 
 
    I was silent, thinking. We had talked, and planned, and this was a good night. It was time. 
 
    As I pulled into the driveway I asked him, “And you’re sure.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’m going to go make a pair of drinks. Why don’t you go put on your house clothes and we’ll make this happen.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
      
 
    I made Coke and bourbon drinks. Stiff ones. We were already a little high from the party, but I wanted him to be totally relaxed for what was about to happen. 
 
    I went into the bedroom and found him putting on make up. He was wearing a gown I had bought him. It was white and frilly and like a wedding gown, which was appropriate. 
 
    I handed him his drink and he sipped, then finished his eyes. He was scintillating. He had a little blush in his cheeks, his eyelids were a soft charcoal, and his lips were red and glossy. 
 
    I sat down in a chair and watched him. 
 
    He smiled at me, then ignored me and concentrated on finishing his face. 
 
    At last, done, he turned. 
 
    I stood up. He stood up. We held hands and gazed at one another. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I walked him over to the bed. I fluffed pillows and piled them up.  
 
    He waited, and then I helped him onto the bed. He took the all four position with his belly over the pillow. 
 
    I put his dress up over his back and pulled down his thong. I picked up lubricant and began smoothing it into his asshole. 
 
    “Oh,” he moaned. 
 
    I rimmed him, put more lube in, and fingered him until he was loosey goosey relaxed. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I feel electric. I feel like my body is about to blow up and go to heaven.” 
 
    “Then it probably will.” 
 
    I put on the strap on and rounded the bed. “Give it a kiss or two.” 
 
    He took my flesh appearing member in his mouth and sucked on it. 
 
    “Okay,” I laughed. I don’t want to cum like this.” 
 
    He laughed, but there was a lots of nervousness in that laugh. 
 
    I went back around the bed and moved between his legs. I touched the tip of my cock to his little star. 
 
    He grunted and jerked. 
 
    “Relax, baby.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss Babe.” 
 
    I chuckled. I had been talking when I had made up that name, but it had turned out well. 
 
    “Okay, are you ready?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I pushed in. Not hard, and he was ready, and the head popped through the ring. 
 
    “Oh!” He arched his back in surprise, then forced it down. “I didn’t expect it to go in that easy.” 
 
    I reached down and took his cage in hand. I gave it a small twist and he moaned. 
 
    “Are you ready to ride?” 
 
    “Girl’s got a ticket to ride?” His sweet tenor came back to me. The Beatles would have been proud. 
 
    I moved forward. The thick shaft slithered into him, the realistic veins on the sides rippling against his nerves. He made a sound, and I could tell he was making himself relax. 
 
    I held firm, deeply embedded, and waited. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I began to fuck him. To go in and out. To open up his sweet hole, his man pussy, with my dick. 
 
    He groaned with the pleasure, and he began to tilt his hips and push back. 
 
    I moved a bit to the side, then circled around, in and out, right to the hilt. He could feel my fake balls hitting his cage. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. The lubricant was thick, and working, and I began to go faster. 
 
    He moved his hips and fucked me back. 
 
    I twisted his package this way and that. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes…” 
 
    I fucked him for a good ten minutes, then I withdrew.  
 
    “Oh,” he said, and fell forward on the pillows. He was completely fucked out. 
 
    “How you feeling?” 
 
    “Man. I feel good. I’ve never felt so good and relaxed. I feel like I came.” 
 
    “In a way, you did.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    “I must have hit your prostate, because there is a big pool of gism on the pillow.” 
 
    He lay there, pondering, and said, “Wow.” 
 
    “That’s the good new,” I said. 
 
    “There’s bad news?” 
 
    “The bad news is that you came, and now you’re not going to get a fuck. You stay in your chastity cage and wait another month.” 
 
    “Huh. Do I detect a trend?” 
 
    I looked at him. 
 
    “Instead of fucking me, you milk me. You use that big dildo and never give me any pussy.” 
 
    “And what do you think of that?” 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I got you the perfect job. It pays well, no heavy lifting, and…well, you’re going to love it.” 
 
    “Really?” I looked at Stella with interest. I had been out of work for four months, it was getting harder and harder to pay our rent, and I needed something. 
 
    I mean, Stella had a fun job, had her own catering business, but it wasn’t steady. 
 
    But I had worked in the movie business and somebody said I was a Republican. Which I’m not. I vote for the issue, not the politician, and especially not the party. 
 
    But in the ‘Woke’ movie business that was it for me. 
 
    Heck, I was right on the edge of success, had been tapped for a supporting role in a sit com, and we had shot a half a dozen episodes and it looked like I was stealing the scenes. Success, baby, then…failure. 
 
    But that’s Hollywood.  
 
    I mean, I’m good looking, a studly stud type, but there are a lot of studly stud types, and, well, that was it for me. 
 
    “What kind of job? I mean, who would hire me?” 
 
    “I met n old friend, we talked, she knows you and loves you, and she shoots films.” 
 
    “Really? I can be an actor?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    I felt it then, the little grey area behind the answer. The evasion. The, ‘oh, he doesn’t need to know about that.’ 
 
    “Okay, drop the other shoe.” 
 
    “What other shoe?” Good, she was good. But I’m an actor. I can tell when somebody is playing the part. 
 
    “The shoe that you know something that you’re not yelling me.” 
 
    “Oh, that shoe!” She grinned. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, maybe there is something. Make me a spritzer and I’ll tell you, outside. On the patio.” 
 
    “You can’t tell me now?” 
 
    “I’ve got a quick something to do in the bedroom.” 
 
    I leered, “Yeah. Me, too.” 
 
    We were in the kitchen. I was in a bathrobe and she was in work out garb. I reached for her. 
 
    Man, Stella is better looking than any actress I’ve ever seen. Better boobs, flawless face, make up and hair and all that, and…she just turns me on. 
 
    But I guess that’s the way a good marriage should be. 
 
    “Ease up, Rick,” she laughed and pushed my chest. “I just need to take a quick shower. Now make me a drink, and make yourself one. It’s party time, you know?” 
 
    She trotted through the house, we live in a small bungalow in Hollywood Hills, and I turned to the duty of mixology. 
 
    I had worked as a bartender, and I put together her wine spritzer quick snap. Then I made myself a delicious bourbon and Coke. I know, it was early in the morning. But I had a job! At last! And it was going to be a good one! 
 
     
 
    I sat on the patio and sipped my bourbon. Stella took a while and I enjoyed the vines and flowers creeping through the wood trellis. Through a ‘window’ in the shrubbery I could see a valley filled with square houses and people with small dreams. 
 
    I had big dreams. I was better looking than Brad Pitt at his best, and I wanted to cash in. I wanted to be an actor, a twenty foot tall man on a silver screen that people had to bend their heads back to see. 
 
    Yeah, baby. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of Stella passing the picture window. 
 
    “Hey! I got your drink out here!” 
 
    “I know,” she yelled back. “I’ll be right there.” 
 
    A minute later she stepped through the sliding doors and my heart stopped. She had cleaned up all right. She had scrubbed herself rosy, then put on a thong and bra. Her breasts overflowed the shelf and her face was perfectly made up. She had smokey grey eyes, sparkling with glints and secrets. Her lips were full and red and ripe. Like ripe for kissing. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” I started to stand up, pushing the wrought iron chair back with a scraping sound. 
 
    “Not yet, lover,” she avoided me with a twist and a sidestep. I had a full view of her charms through the see through peignoir. 
 
    She placed another Coke and bourbon in front of me. 
 
    “Wow! We really are celebrating.” 
 
    I sat back in my chair. She pulled hers around so we were closer. She sat down and placed her feet in my lap, and she looked at me. 
 
    Looked at me with those bedroom eyes. BOING! 
 
    “Rub my tootsies while I tell you about this dream job.” 
 
    Her feet were resting on my hard cock, and she knew it, and had that knowing, smirky smile. I’m so easy. 
 
    I put my hands around her feet and began rubbing. The red toe nails turned me on. But, then, everything about Stella turns me on. I pulled her toes and squeezed her feet, and she sat back and sipped and sighed. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Okay. The job. I ran into an old friend, you remember Becky?” 
 
    I blinked. “Now there’s a blast from the past.” 
 
    Becky had had a thing for me, but I had refused, I had met Stella, which didn’t go over big with Becky. She’s a babe, but a hard charger. She didn’t like it when people said no to her. 
 
    “Yeah, you remember she was a little miffed with me? Me going with you?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s old history. Anyway, Becky has a production company.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. She got involved with a guy, he wanted to retire and go live in Costa Rica, and she took over the business.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Now, they do ads. Lots of ads.” 
 
    “That can be good work. That can open the door to an acting gig.” 
 
    “No, hon, I told you, it is an acting gig. They’re doing well and they’re branching out. They’re going to do a string of shorts for a Youtube channel, and when she described what she needed I suggested you. She didn’t even blink. She said, and I quote, ‘That hunk is just what we need.’ 
 
    “See, it’s about the business, no personalities. She wants you, the actor.” 
 
    “Man, this sounds better and better. What’s the name of the Youtube channel?” 
 
    “Chimera.” 
 
    I put her feet down and put my own feet on the ground. “That’s a gay channel.” 
 
    “Not any more,” she fired back. “The ads are straight.” 
 
    “And this string of shorts…what’s it about?” 
 
    “It’s about, uh…” and she said something quickly. 
 
    “What? Did you really do that?” 
 
    I was referring to Ash in one of those Evil Dead movies. He has to say the name of a mystical book or something and he has to say the word perfectly. He can’t remember it and he flubs it so he pretends he’s coughing to obscure the fact that…well, you get the idea. 
 
    “No, look, it’s legit. And you’ll be acting again.” 
 
    I stared at her. “And what is this string of shorts? What are they going to have me do?” 
 
    “Well, uh,” her voice lowered again. “Crossdressing.” 
 
    I blinked. I opened my mouth and started to speak, then stopped myself. My midwest values weren’t going to mess with my opportunity. 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    “You can?” she almost squealed in excitement. 
 
    “Hey. I’m an actor. I wear funky clothes and make up. I shave my body in all the weird places…I can do a little cross dressing.” 
 
    “Oh, baby!” 
 
    She launched herself out of her chair and onto my lap. She placed her hands on the sides of my face and began kissing me. 
 
    I laughed. “Hey, were you really worried?” 
 
    “Well, I know you’re sort of a homophobe…” 
 
    “I’m not. I know gay guys, and cross dressing isn’t gay, anyway. I know lots of people that crossdress.” 
 
    “Really?” She looked at me. 
 
    “Really. In fact, you know Josh?” 
 
    Her eyes opened. “He’s a crossdresser?” 
 
    “Tried and true.” 
 
    “But he never says anything!” 
 
    “Why should he?” 
 
    She kissed me some more, and she worked her hands between the folds of my robe and I gasped. 
 
    “Ooh, Mr. Happy is happy.” 
 
    “Mr. Happy is ecstatic,” I grunted as she worked her hands over me. 
 
    She stood up, and she lifted my balls. 
 
    “Oh!” I blurted, standing up quickly. 
 
    “You’re going to be the best crossdresser in the world,” she murmured, stroking me and clasping one bun with the other hand and kissing the hell out of my mouth. 
 
    Then she moved back a bit, but, fortunately, did not relinquish her hold on my shaft. “I need to talk to Josh.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “I’m going to help you prepare. I want to ask him questions.” 
 
    “Oh.” This was new. Usually Stella would help me read scenes, but this was a whole new level of involvement. She sounded so happy and excited. 
 
    “Well, I guess you could…” 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Is he on your cell?” sadly, she let go of me and ran into the house for my phone. 
 
    “Under ‘J’ for Josh.” 
 
    I sat back down, picked up my drink, and smiled. A job. Work. In front of the cameras. And so what if it was with Becky. If she really had gotten over our parting…heck, we had had good times together, before I met Stella. Hopefully she was just remembering the good times. 
 
    I heard Stella talking, presumably to Josh. Josh was a great guy, and you could have knocked me over with a feather when I found out he was a transvestite. But I was younger then, and since then I had found out how sordid Hollywood could be. Heck, a crossdresser was mild in these climes. 
 
    I finished my drink, wandered back into the house, and Stella was still on the phone. She was talking seriously, in a low voice, and looked almost like she was an interrogator. But she was happy. Real happy. And I was glad. These last few months had been rough. 
 
    Finally, an hour later, she put down the phone and came into the TV room. I was watching an old fifties noir. ‘The Maltese Falcon.’ ‘I love you, baby, but I’m not going to be the sap for you.’ Ah, Bogey was my man. 
 
    “Okay, I have it all figured out.” 
 
    “All what?” 
 
    “We need to train you.” 
 
    “Train me?” I sat up. 
 
    “Crossdressers don’t just throw on a dress, they study the movements, they learn about their character, right? You know what I’m talking about?” 
 
    “Of course I do. That’s what actors do.” 
 
    “Excellent. So let’s get started now.” 
 
    I grabbed her and pulled her down to the couch. I kissed her delicious mouth and ran my hand down to her crotch.  
 
    “Ah ah. No.” She pushed away. 
 
    “Hey! I thought we were going to celebrate?” 
 
    “And we will. We will have the biggest and best celebration in the history of Tinsel Town, but first we have to prepare you.” 
 
    “I’m prepared!” 
 
    “Honey, these last few months…they haven’t been kind to us. Now I need you to do what I say. I need you to take direction, and I’m going to help you. There is no way you’re going to lose this job.” 
 
    That was a low blow, but, I guess I deserved it. After all, if I hadn’t said I was okay with Republicans then…then maybe I’d still be in that series, raking in the big bucks. 
 
    “Okay, Ms DeMille, I’m ready for my close up,” I mocked Gloria Swanson in Sunset Boulevard. 
 
    She giggled, then she grew serious. “And there’s one thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And it’s a big thing.” 
 
    “So tell me.” 
 
    “You’re not going to want to do it.” 
 
    “How about telling me and letting me make up my own mind?” 
 
    She paused, then said, “Josh says the reason people cross dress is to get horny. He says he can always recognize a transvestite by the horny gleam in their eyes. You’re going to need that gleam.” 
 
    I laughed. “Is that all? Hell. I can put that gleam in my eye easy,” and I reached for her. 
 
    She came, she smooched me, she stroked me, then she backed off. “Uh…” 
 
    I sighed. “Okay, make your point.” 
 
    “You need to be horny.” 
 
    “I am horny.” 
 
    “For when you’re on set. You need to be so horny we have to tie your dick down.” 
 
    “I’ll wear a gaff,” I laughed, then I started to get it. “Wait a minute,” I looked at her suspiciously. 
 
    “You have to be horny.” A mix of request, and demand, and shyness, and… 
 
    “Are you saying…we’re not going to…” 
 
    “Not until you’ve got the part locked down.” 
 
    “But…we’re married!” 
 
    “I married a crossdresser, and he gets off on being excited with his little, dirty secret.” 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Then she was kissing me. “Rick, please. For me. Do this for me.” She kissed me, she pulled my nipples, she lowered her head to my lap and began sucking me. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh…” 
 
    She jerked her head up. “Oh, I shouldn’t be doing this! You can’t cum!” 
 
    “Baby, I need to! One last time before…before…” 
 
    I begged and pleaded. I wheedled and whined. And finally, she gave in. Sort of. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’m going to edge you to…one drop.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Then you’ll be horny…and yet you’ll have cum.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Rick? For me!” 
 
    The way she begged me, and held my cock. The way she pleaded, and stroked me. The way she…you get the idea. 
 
    “Okay,” I finally gave in. One drop, the idea was intriguing, and the way she had been kissing me, and playing with me this morning, I was getting a little desperate Even one drop sounded good. “But it better be a big drop.” 
 
    She giggled. She held up her thumb and forefinger, close together. “It’s going to be so teeny tiny.” 
 
    “Hey, come on!” But I was laughing, and we were having fun. 
 
    “If I let you in me…will you promise not to cum? Until I can jack you to a drop?” 
 
    “Uh…I guess so.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie. Because this is making me so hot…I need to cum.” 
 
    “Now just one minute!” 
 
    “You said…you promised…one drop!” Then she was hugging me, stroking me yet again. “Oh, Rick, this is going to be so good. I just know you’re on the edge of stardom.” 
 
    A bit role in a crossdressing show on Youtube. Right. But it was a start, and no actor turns down a role in the beginning. No actor. 
 
    Foreplay over, sort of, she pulled me by the cock, that seemed to be her favorite handle, and led me to the bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be fun,” Stella said, depositing me on the bed. Then she went to her closet. 
 
    “Hey? Where you going?” 
 
    She looked out, leered at me, then dove back in. 
 
    Puzzled, I sat back and just sort of enjoyed the throbbing in my dick. So I was going to be horny for. awhile. Hopefully not too long a while. But that was okay. I have to admit, there is something delicious about being horny. About being a little out of your mind with desire. About always being hard and, if I got too horny, dripping. 
 
    I was smiling when she came out of the closet. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Oh, this whole thing. I’m going to have to wear a dress. Kinky. You know?” 
 
    “Josh likes it. Maybe you will, too. Here.” She tossed a bundle at me. 
 
    “What’s…oh, no!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I held up a slip and a bra. “Not now!” 
 
    “If not now…when?” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    She sat next to me and took my penis in her hand again. 
 
    “Honey, yourself. This is making me horny. And if I’m horny…” 
 
    “If you’re horny you get off…and I don’t.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You like being horny. You’ve told me so.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but this is weird.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s acting. It’s what you do. Now put your legs up here.” 
 
    She didn’t bother taking off the bathrobe off me, just slid the slip up my legs. She pulled me off the bed and adjusted it, then she took the bathrobe off. “Now this.” 
 
    I grinned as she fastened the bra on me. “Looks a little loose in the cup department.” 
 
    “I can fix that.” She went back into the closet. 
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. I had a slender runner’s body. Nothing in the chest. Nothing in the butt. I knew they could pad me and all that, but…staring at myself, I could actually see the potential. Arrange the lights just right, I had long enough hair, or they could wig me…it could work. 
 
    “Here,” Stella came out of the closet. She was holding two breast forms. 
 
    “Where the heck…” 
 
    “Remember Barbara? Had the mastectomy?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Yeah. We had a lot of talks, a lot of tears, but when she had her reconstruction she came over and gave these to me. They were sort of a weird thank you for standing by her. She said, and I quote, ‘I hope you never use these,’ end quote.” 
 
    I hefted the two globes. They were perfectly shaped boobs. Even had nipples that stood up. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I muttered. 
 
    “Here,” she took one and slid it into a cup, then the other one. 
 
    I looked in the mirror, and damned, that made a huge difference. I didn’t have curves down below, but the curves on the chest were magnificent. 
 
    “She was a hefty woman,” I observed. 
 
    “And now so are you. We’ll take these with you when we go to work.” 
 
    I looked at her. “You’re coming to the shoot?” 
 
    “I’ve got a couple of days off, and I could have Danny run the business if I need more. Believe me, lover,” she pinched one of my boobs, “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” 
 
    I stared at the mirror, then I turned to her. 
 
    “Ooh, somebody likes a little kinky underwear,” she grabbed my cock yet again. 
 
    “I was hard from earlier.” 
 
    “Yeah, right,” she laughed. “I know you. You’re a horn dog. Doesn’t take anything to get you going.” 
 
    “Speaking of which,” I kissed her, “You owe me something.” 
 
    “Ha,” she said, and she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I scooted around and laid there, my boner tenting my slip, my new tits thrusting upwards. 
 
    Stella was grinning so hard I thought her mouth would bust. She climbed over and sat on me. She slid right over, which was a testament to her wetness. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she wiggled and settled, then she leaned forward and placed her hands on my chest. “Remember, no cum. And when I’m done I’ll extract a drop from you.” 
 
    “A single drop,” I whispered, already feeling the need to romp and thrust. “Heysoos.” 
 
    She worked me then, slipping and sliding and moaning, and she watched me with a hawk eye. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I said. 
 
    She got off me. Waited, slid back on. 
 
    “Oh…Oh!” 
 
    She got off me and frowned. “This isn’t going to work. You’re going to pop.” 
 
    “So let me pop.” 
 
    “Would you rather be a famous actor…or pop?” 
 
    “Right now you don’t want to ask me that.” 
 
    She laughed. She went to the side table and took out her vibrator. 
 
    “Hey! I thought you got rid of that! We agreed no more beating off!” 
 
    “You did,” she quipped, climbing on me. 
 
    “We did.” 
 
    “Okay. I cheated. But I needed to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, lover, I hate to break the news, but you’re a little too quick on the trigger. 
 
    It was true. I was a premature ejaculator. I often shot my load, and then had to finish her off with my fingers. Or, when she was real insistent, my mouth. 
 
    So what’s a little cum between meals, right? 
 
    “That’s why I was jacking off,” I responded.  
 
    She looked at me, ready to sink down on my shaft again. “I know, you were jacking off for me.” She sounded so droll. 
 
    “Well, I was! I figured if I was empty before we screwed then I could last longer.” 
 
    “But you didn’t, so…” she slid down my shaft, heaven, wet, moist innards gripping me. 
 
    “Now, hold on. Try not to do anything,” she was breathless as she fitted the vibrator down to her pussy.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” I said, wanting to cum, but absolutely fascinated by what she was doing. 
 
    HMMMMM! The vibrator started up and her eyes went big. 
 
    “You better hurry!” 
 
    She nodded, her eyes were glazed, then she began cumming. 
 
    “Uh…oh….yeah!” I felt her muscles contracting, and it was pushing me closer and closer to the edge. 
 
    “You’d better hurry!” I gritted my teeth. 
 
    Then she was done, and she popped off me. Her eyes were gleaming with victory. “God! That was hot! Fucking you and you…you just sat there like a dildo!” 
 
    “Yeah, it was great, honey.” My turn to sound a wee bit droll. 
 
    She lay back for a moment, breathing hard, then she turned to me. “Okay, slick, let’s get that drop out of you.” 
 
    I grinned. “How do you expect me to stop at one drop? You know that once I start spewing…I spew.” 
 
    “I’ve got a plan,” she said. She moved around and sat on my face. 
 
    “Hey!” came out sort of garbled. 
 
    She lifted slightly. “Sorry, babe, but it’s the best position.” 
 
    She began tuning my fork then, stroking the shaft and licking the head. She spent a lot of time playing with my balls. 
 
    My balls were full, we hadn’t done it for a week, and very sensitive. I groaned and jerked and she gave them a little slap. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelped. 
 
    I felt it then. That slap to the balls did it. I felt the trigger click, and the semen started to boil. 
 
    “I’m going to go!” I shouted. In a way I didn’t want to. I wanted to hold it back. One, for Stella, two because it was kinky, and three…I wanted to last, and undo my rep as a premature ejaculator. 
 
    But I couldn’t hold it back. I felt the semen start to rise, then Stella grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed. 
 
    “Ow! Oh! What!” 
 
    I thrashed around and tried to dislodge her, but she had a death grip on me. The semen couldn’t go up the tube, so…no orgasm. 
 
    And, when she got off me, I could see one, little drop half emerged from the slit of my cock. 
 
    “Oh…that wasn’t…” 
 
    “I did it, lover, and that makes me hot all over again. God, what power I have!” 
 
    I felt robbed, cheated, and was even hornier. My dick was red. My balls were throbbing. But it was over. 
 
    One, little drop.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Stella awoke, and instantly was perky and excited. “Oh, boy! You’re going to be a star!” 
 
    She had had a full night’s sleep. An orgasm induced sleep that was deep and refreshing. 
 
    I hadn’t slept much. I was too horny. I felt like my balls were steaming, and I had that electrical sexual tension keeping me wired. I groaned, “I feel like…tired.” 
 
    “No time for tired! Come on!” And, once again, she grabbed me by the handle and pulled me out of bed. 
 
    Which woke me right up. My cock was hard, it wanted, I wanted, and her hand felt so good I started thrusting my hips into her fist. 
 
    “No, no. You naughty boy.” She threw me into the shower. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” mumbled. Yet the steamy water helped me. I began to wake up. It was daylight, and I was the male hunter, conditioned to go out and slay beasts while the sun shined. Shone. Whatever. 
 
    “Use this!” Stella handed me a razor. “And shave everything.” 
 
    Yawning, but coming alive, I twisted this way and that, contorted, and shaved everything. Face real good. Legs and chest, okay. I didn’t have a lot of hair there anyway. Then the groin area. 
 
    Lord, it’s scary working a blade right next to your best friend. But I did it, and I jumped out of the shower. “Ta da!” 
 
    Stella laughed. “You missed a spot!” 
 
    “Where?” I looked under my arms. 
 
    She took the razor and said, “Bend over.” 
 
    “Oh, no. Not really!” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be indelicate, but you have crack hairs. Very untidy, if you know what I mean. 
 
    I had never had anybody shave me that close before, but I bent, and held, and she quickly divested me of the real short and curlies. 
 
    “Okay, let’s put a little of this on you,” she slathered a bit of cream on my body. 
 
    “Hey! That smells.” 
 
    “Smells good, too. You are going to be the best smelling transvestite in Hollywood.” 
 
    “You realize this is just a role?” 
 
    “Oh, I know that. But it’s fun. So let me have a little bit of fun with it. Okay? Mr. Grouch?” 
 
    “Okay,” I gave in. After all, she was just helping me. 
 
    “Now then, let me work on your hair. I think we can do without a wig, but the final say will be up to them.” 
 
    She sat me down at her make up table and bushed out my hair. Then she picked up a pair of scissors. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll just tidy it up.” 
 
    So I sat and she snipped here and there, and brushed, and snipped some more, and it was obvious that she wasn’t taking it off, but simply ‘arranging’ it. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. This is going to be good. She fluffed my hair, then sprayed it with hair spray. I looked in the mirror and my jaw dropped. 
 
    She had given me a layered cut that curled around my face. It was very feminine, and suddenly I had a very much more feminized face. I was still male, but I was topped with female. 
 
    “Your outfit is on the bed. Put it on and I’ll get your make up ready.” 
 
    No slip now, but tight panties, and the bra with the forms. There was also a tummy shaper, open at the bottom and with garter straps, and nylons. 
 
    She arranged things on her make up table and turned to me. “Don’t put the nylons on, yet. We have to paint your toes.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    So I got dressed, and felt pretty well stuffed into a pencil skirt, and my tits looked huge, but real, in a translucent blouse. Then I sat on the edge of the bed and Stella painted my to nails. 
 
    “This is weird.” 
 
    “This is bad. We need a professional mani/pedi for you. What have you been doing with these poor tootsies?” 
 
    Not much I could say to that. 
 
    After my toes were done she helped me unroll the nylons up my legs. Man, that felt sexy. I felt slithery, like a snake about to shed skin. 
 
    “Ooh. That’s good looking!”  
 
    She led me over to the table and began doing her real magic. Clean, moisturize, eyes, lips. When she was done she led me over to the full length mirror. 
 
    I almost took my own breath away. I was slender, but stacked, and the face was feminine. I didn’t look like a guy in drag…I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” she said. “Houston, we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    I looked down to where she was looking. I had a sizable bulge in my pencil skirt. 
 
    “Should have got me off last night,” I gloated. 
 
    “Not a chance. Sit on the bed.” 
 
    I sat on the bed, then she had me get on all fours, and she pulled my dick down and taped it to my thigh. Then she wrapped more tape around my leg, and I knew that this puppy was in for the duration. Mr. Happy was not happy. 
 
    “Try and stand up.” 
 
    I backed off the bed and stood, and I was hunched and pooched over. 
 
    “Straighten your shoulders.” 
 
    I did, and it helped, and I could feel my dick getting a bit of wiggle room. It wasn’t standing up, but I was able to. But I was still pooched, and my butt stuck out a little. 
 
    “Oh, this is perfect,” Stella clapped her hands. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. I now had an ass. Baby got back. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I groaned. “This is…painful.” 
 
    “Hey, sacrifice for your art, okay? Now, come on. Let’s get your jewelry on and hit the road.” 
 
    We drove downtown. Well, she drove. I was wearing heels and didn’t trust my foot on the pedals. 
 
    To the Chimera building. Heck, I didn’t even know Chimera had their own building. That was a good sign. 
 
    We walked into the building and there was no lobby to speak of. Just a guy with a clipboard. 
 
    “Hi, ladies,” he chirped. “You here for the shoot?” 
 
    “Yep,” Stella acknowledged, and she nudged me. Yes, the guy thought I was a woman. I reminded myself to speak in a high voice. 
 
    “Down the hall to the back steps. Up the steps and follow the signs.” 
 
    Stella thanked him and we sauntered on down the hallway. 
 
    “How you doing?” Stella asked. 
 
    “I’m trying to stay upright, and thank goodness you let me wear the short heels.” 
 
    “Don’t get too happy. Becky will probably want real heels.” 
 
    “Great.” 
 
    We walked past a couple of racks of clothes and into a large room. Two cameras were being trundled into place and Becky was by a drinking fountain talking to a script writer. 
 
    “Hey!” She noticed us and walked over to us. She air kissed Stella, then checked me out and whistled. “Wow! I knew you’d be good for the part.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Now, you look good, but let’s get make up over here and double do you. I’ve got a dress all picked out.” 
 
    Shortly I was sitting in a folding chair and a girl named Shelley was fussing over me. 
 
    “Mm, yeah. Good job. But we need long eyelashes, and…your shave will probably last for a while. Do some Nair for tomorrow. Okay?” 
 
    I opened my mouth to agree and Stella cut in. “No problem.” 
 
    Shelley did a few more things to my hair and make up, then repainted my lips, a deeper, shinier red, and smiled. “Okay. Let’s see if you pass muster. 
 
    I did, and Becky explained the scene. 
 
    “I know you’re a pro, and we’re going to give you lines, maybe a lot, but today we just want to take some fillers. Shots of you walking, sitting. We want you to get used to the camera, and the camera to get used to you. 
 
    “Can I watch the dailies?” 
 
    “I don’t mind, but all film gets sent to the production offices at five o’clock. So if you want to see them, you’ll have to go there.” 
 
    I frowned. That meant extra long day, driving after a long day under hot lights, and I didn’t think—“ 
 
    “Sure,” said Stella. Man, she was really getting into this. 
 
    We began shooting. 
 
    We walked through the halls, through doorways. We walked up and down stairs. Then we took it outside. A small crowd gathered to watch as we shot our scenes. 
 
    Stella was right by my side. As soon as Becky yelled ‘Cut’ she was all over me. 
 
    “How you doing? Need water? You’ve got a smudge, where’s Shelley?” 
 
    I smiled. I liked it. I was horny and being fussed over. I was the center of attention, and that is something every actor desires. 
 
    We ate lunch. It was a warm day, and the crew was fun, and then ‘he’ showed up. 
 
    “Hey! Tommy!” Everybody, including me, turned towards the door, and a big hunk entered. 
 
    Tommy James. He was almost as good looking as me, and a famous porn star. 
 
    When that six foot frame, bulging with muscles, unleashed the snake audiences cheered. 
 
    And, he was a nice guy! 
 
    Most people in Hollywood are nice. If they aren’t they don’t last long. Nobody wants to work with an asshole. But a lot of that is surface nice. Tommy was nice all the way through. 
 
    Tommy shook a few hands, waved to people, then he caught sight of me. 
 
    “Hey, Rick! I haven’t seen you since…what was it…acting school?” 
 
    I got up and he hugged me. 
 
    God, it felt weird. He was a giant of a man, and I was a. slip of a girl, and when he hugged me he hugged me like he was hugging a girl. 
 
    “I’m glad you got the part, man. You always were the pro. This your wife?” 
 
    I introduced Tommy to Stella. Stella shook his hand. No hug for her, and I wondered why? 
 
    But she was looking at him with a slight tilt to her head. Hunh? 
 
    “Okay, people, time to shoot the meeting!” 
 
    The meeting. Tommy and I bump into each other. I fall down and he catches me, and we…meet. 
 
    So we walked through the scene a couple of times, Tommy and I talked, and he said, “Can I bump you hard enough to make you fall? Make it look real?” 
 
    “Sure. Just make sure you catch me.” 
 
    He laughed, showing white teeth. “No problemo. I been working out.” He flexed and we laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Action!” 
 
    I came down some steps, Tommy came through a door, bump, and I fell on my ass. My legs were up, he had missed the catch. 
 
    “Jeez! I’m sorry, man. I didn’t expect you to fall so quick.” 
 
    “It’s the high heels,” I explained, rubbing my ass. Thank goodness I had a tiny bit of padding on my rump. 
 
    “Okay! Let’s do it again!” 
 
    Down the steps, Tommy through the door, bump! And it went perfect. I fell almost down, and then he had me, his big arm around my waist, and his face was close to mine. We stared at each other, and the cameraman zoomed in for the close up. 
 
    I stared at him, I felt his strength, and I felt…weak. I was a man, but…I suddenly felt weak and fragile. I wanted to move back, assert myself, but the scene didn’t call for it. It called for me to just look at Tommy in the eyes and…look. 
 
    He said, “Baby!” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    “Perfect. Let’s shoot it again.” 
 
    That’s the thing about Hollywood. They always say perfect, then they take the shot again. And again and again. Well, if it was perfect, why do you have to do it again? 
 
    But I knew. They would be adjusting lines, lighting, make up, everything. When they were finally done they would have a large base of film to select their final cut from. 
 
    Stella came to me. “You all right? That fall didn’t hurt?” 
 
    “Just my pride.” 
 
    I looked over at Tommy. He glanced at me ruefully, then gave a thumbs up. 
 
    I thumbed him up back, and grinned. But I couldn’t get over how weak I felt when he had caught me. 
 
    After shooting we drove over to the production offices for the dailies. Dailies are the raw film, presented to the producers and directors and whoever else. Some actors like them, some don’t. I didn’t care, except…sometimes they were useful for honing your craft. An actor could tell when a slight adjustment in his motion should have been made, or maybe a better delivery for a line. 
 
    We sat in the small screening room and watched scene after scene of me walking, climbing stairs, sitting in chairs. 
 
    I could see when I looked like a woman, and I could see when I didn’t. I made mental notes, and I knew that Stella was doing the same. Finally, the lights went on. There were two old guys in the room, money men, and Becky and one of the cameramen. 
 
    Becky and the cameraman traded notes, the two old guys stood up, and they were smiling. One of them turned to me, “You’re good. You’re perfect.” 
 
    That made me happy, and thrilled Stella. We were about to leave when Becky broke from the cameraman and came to us. She had a lopsided, pleased grin. 
 
    “I love it when I’m right. You make a good woman. Your eyes are sparkly, they have that horny look that a cross dresser always has.” 
 
    Stella smiled victoriously. Being horny had worked. 
 
    “Thanks, dear,” I projected a modest femininity and she laughed. “Okay. We’re going to shoot some a real scene tomorrow. You up for it?” 
 
    “He’s ready,” said Stella. 
 
    “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Okay, and, by the way?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I don’t have to tell you, but stay in character. All the time.” 
 
    I nodded. Crap. I wanted to get out of this dress. It was tight and the shoes hurt, and my poor dick wanted to fly. 
 
    “See you tomorrow.” 
 
    And the day was done. 
 
      
 
    At home I sank into a seat and sprawled, and every muscle in my body felt…tight. 
 
    “Wow, that was a long day.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. Want a drink?” 
 
    “I do, but you sit, I’ll get.” 
 
    I sat, and my poor peeny throbbed. And the dress was tight and the bra straps were cutting into my shoulders. 
 
    I was almost asleep when Stella put a drink in my hand. “Don’t go to sleep yet, lover.” 
 
    “Oh, I need to.” 
 
    “Yes, but you have lines tomorrow. And we have to practice.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos.” 
 
    She smiled and placed a hand on my lap. “Tell you what. I’ll untie Mr. Happy, and you can take that skirt off, and we can loosen the bra a little.” 
 
    I smiled, and sipped, and she began helping me. 
 
    “How do you stay so energized?” I asked. 
 
    “For one, I’m not the one under the hot lights. For two…” 
 
    “Yes? Two?” 
 
    “You as a woman…it’s…exciting.” 
 
    “Exciting?” 
 
    “Okay. Horny. But exciting.” 
 
    “So that’s what I have to do to get you in bed? Dress up like a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she untaped my dick at that moment and it sprang upwards. It was red and it actually flung a few drops of pre-cum around. 
 
    “Uh oh. We’re going to have to wear an absorbent pad.” 
 
    “Cripes. Well, okay.” 
 
    She brought out the scripts and we began reading, and it wasn’t long before I had everything down. 
 
    She went to fix dinner, and when she got back I was snoring. 
 
      
 
    “Up and at ‘em!” Stella opened the blinds and the sun poked me in the eyeball. 
 
    “Unh…” I threw a forearm over my eyes. Then, blinking, I looked around. “Did I sleep out here?” 
 
    “You were out like a light and I didn’t want to wake you.” 
 
    “Thanks, I think.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you out of yesterday’s duds and into today’s.” 
 
    I struggled out of the recliner and staggered, then got my balance. I wasn’t totally awake, but I was functional. Sort of. 
 
    I used the Nair, then hit the shower. I didn’t have much visible hair, but little specks swirled down the drain, and now I really felt naked. Electric naked. Baby butt naked. 
 
    Stella creamed me, checked my nails, and began putting make up on me. Then, into a dress. A slinky dress, and we really had to tape Mr. Happy down. 
 
    God, was I horny. I felt electric all the time, surging, and like my blood was actually boiling. 
 
    “Oh, your eyes are snapping,” laughed Stella. 
 
    “I’m so fucking horny.” 
 
    “And it works. Baby, if this works then I’m never letting you cum again.” 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned. “Even that made me pulse.” 
 
    Finally, we were on our way. 
 
      
 
    “I’m hungry,” I groused, as we walked into the Chimera building. 
 
    “You had a piece of toast for breakfast, what’s the problem?” 
 
    “I need a steak.” 
 
    “Not if you’re going to keep your figure…oh, Hi Becky.” 
 
    “Hey, kids, are you ready?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I went to make up, wardrobe checked me out, found me palatable, and then on to the lights, camera, action! 
 
    The scene was later in the script. Tommy and I were on a bus, and he whispers something naughty to me. I didn’t mind naughty. 
 
    We didn’t use a real bus, didn’t have the bucks for that, but the set was pretty good. 
 
    We ran through the scene a couple of times, then got down to business. 
 
    “Action!” 
 
    I entered the bus and tottered down the aisle. There were no seats, and then I saw one. Next to Tommy. 
 
    The script had me not liking him at that point, but…a seat on a downtown bus? I would sit. 
 
    So he pulled his legs back, I faced him and slid by, and the cameramen all shifted here and there, and the bus hit a jump and I fell forward. He caught me. And kissed me. 
 
    My eyes went open! I pushed back, I was mortified…and didn’t know what to do! 
 
    He had kissed me! Planted his sexy lips on mine. He was supposed to whisper something to me, but he didn’t. He just…kissed me! 
 
    “Cut!” Perfect.  
 
    Tommy smiled at me. He wasn’t a real smart fellow and didn’t read me right. 
 
    I stood trembling, and people were all shifting around, getting ready for the reshoot. 
 
    Reshoot? Of him kissing me? 
 
    “Becky?” I turned and called. 
 
    She was right there. So was Stella. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Can I talk to you?” 
 
    “Sure. Let’s find a corner.” 
 
    “We found one, and I blurted, “He kissed me.” 
 
    Stella: “What?” 
 
    “He kissed me. Not just our lips meeting by accident, but…he put his lips on mine and actually kissed me.” 
 
    “Really?” Stella stared at me. Then she turned to Becky. 
 
    Becky looked at me, and she looked at Stella, and she said, “I rewrote the script.” 
 
    “With me kissing a man?” 
 
    “I wanted to get honest surprise.” 
 
    “You got that.” 
 
    “Look. I’m sorry. But when you see the dailies, when you see the surprise on your face, the shock. It is priceless, it is good movie making.” 
 
    “Kissing a man was not in the contract.” 
 
    “Rick, I’m sorry. This was an artistic decision, and I made it. I’m sorry, but it didn’t hurt you, and…it’s done.” 
 
    And it was. Spilt milk. 
 
    “Is there going to be any more kissing?” 
 
    Becky hemmed and hawed, then finally admitted. “There might be.” 
 
    “No!” I said. 
 
    “We want more money,” said Stella. 
 
    “What?” I looked at Stella. 
 
    We all looked at each other. Then Stella said, “If I can have a moment alone?” 
 
    Becky nodded and was glad to take off. 
 
    I stared at her. “More money?” 
 
    “Rick, we stretched thin. More money won’t hurt.” 
 
    “But I’m kissing a man!” 
 
    “You’re kissing a pair of lips. Like mine.” 
 
    “No. Not like yours.” 
 
    She moved closer to me, our tits were touching. “Rick, we need this. If you do this…if you can get over your silliness and examine the situation…I’ll do anything for you.” 
 
    I wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    “And if you don’t…then I won’t.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I was starting to get angry. 
 
    She shifted her position so nobody could see. She pressed a hand against my groin. “It means, lover, that if you don’t kiss a man, and make us LOTS of money, then it’s going to be a cold day in hell before you get me to lay down and spread for you.” 
 
    “What?” But I wasn’t loud. 
 
    “Rick. think of that kiss. Flesh meeting, without the passion, just like…two hands shaking. You can do that all day long. That’s acting. No passion, but show the passion. You can do it.” 
 
    “I…I…” But she had me. And she knew it. We needed the money, her argument was sound, and…and I hate to admit this…but I was thinking of the way Tommy’s lips were warm, and soft. I mean, he splatted me, but he was gentle. Was it really that different from kissing a woman? 
 
    “Now let’s fix your make up and get ready for the reshoot.” 
 
     
 
    “Action!” 
 
    I entered the bus, down the aisle, the look between Tommy and I, and I slid almost past his legs. 
 
    Bump! I fell, he caught…he kissed me. 
 
    I wasn’t as surprised, and sensations registered. His lips were moist, they felt…sexy. And I felt helpless, getting kissed. Man, I reacted by ad libbing. I slapped him. 
 
    Rick looked surprised, everybody was surprised. I stood up and straightened my dress and glared at him. 
 
    “Cut! Oh, my God! Perfect! Rick! Perfect! The surprise on Tommy’s face! My God!” 
 
    People stirred around me, I felt a hand on my shoulders. Patting me. A couple of people murmured things like ‘Well done. Nice.’ 
 
    Even the crew gave a hand clap. 
 
    I stepped back, red in the face, but somehow pleased. And thinking about the way he had kissed me, and how it felt. I felt my dick, down under the tape, struggle to get free. Mr. Happy liked it. 
 
    We took a short break then, and Stella came to me, led me to a chair and gave me a cup of water. 
 
    “Fucking brilliant,” her eyes flashed at me. “That’s the Rick I know.” 
 
    I had kissed a man. But… 
 
    Then Stella said, “God, I don’t know when I’ve been so horny.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Me kissing a man?” 
 
    “It’s magic, Rick. It effects everybody. You saw the crew clapping. 
 
    We sat, and I thought. And I realized, though I didn’t want to…kissing a man is easy. 
 
    But it was gay. 
 
    “Honey. I don’t want a man.” 
 
    She laughed. I kiss my mother, and I don’t want her. I kiss my father and…and you can kiss Tommy all night and it doesn’t mean you want him. That’s acting.” 
 
    Yes. It was. And it worried me. It worried me that my dick was pulsing under my dress. 
 
      
 
    The next few shoots were easy. Just drama, dialogue, set ups for later scenes. I did them well, and I was quite convincing as a woman. But on Wednesday trouble reared its ugly head. 
 
    Becky came into the studio late, and she looked like had eaten a box of nails and had indigestion. 
 
    I knew better than to mess with her then, but she came directly to me. No chance for me to escape the gun. 
 
    “Rick? Stella? We have to talk.” 
 
    We didn’t just go into a corner, we went into an office, and she closed the door. 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    We sat. 
 
    She rounded the desk and sat in the swivel. 
 
    “Rick…” she stopped and just stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “Becky? What’s going on?” 
 
    I was sort of stunned. I had seen Becky be a bitch, but this was ten times over. 
 
    She looked at me. “In a way, it’s your fault.” 
 
    “My fault? But I’ve seen the dailies, George and Henry (the producers) are ecstatic. What have I done?” 
 
    “You’re too good.” 
 
    I blinked. Stella sat back and was dazed. 
 
    “So I’m good and you’re mad. Who gets to be good and mad?” 
 
    “Maybe you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    George and Henry want a scene. 
 
    “So we give them a scene. 
 
    “Without clothes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She sighed. “George and Henry…look, let me start from the beginning. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “This is a movie and the crossdresser is a second banana, a throw away. Not important. We could rewrite this movie ten ways from go without you.” 
 
    That had me worried. 
 
    “Then you show up, and you take over. Shiela was supposed to be Tommy’s love interest, but have you noticed we’ve been stalling her scenes?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And Tommy, bless his heart, is getting more scenes. I mean, he’s not the brightest, but he’s perfect, and the tension between you two is overwhelming. It’s like you hate him…but love him. It’s magic!” 
 
    “So about taking the clothes off?” 
 
    “They want to shift the focus of the movie. You get to be a main character. Instead of being shuffled off by a girl, you occupy Tommy’s interest.” 
 
    “Wait a minute.” 
 
    “Your salary is going to skyrocket, and there’s even talk of more bucks for our budget.” 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    “But you will have to act naked with Tommy.” 
 
    “With no boobs?” What a weird thing for me to say. Why didn’t I object to the nakedness, instead I found fault with...my boobs. 
 
    “We can put prosthetics on you. Hell we could give you real boobs if you want, but the point is that we can make it look like you are a real tranny, with a real cock and real tits.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    she stared at me, and she knew she was losing. I had come here to make a movie, but to be…revealed…as a transgender person…it was…it was— 
 
    “How much money?” 
 
    I turned to Stella. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not doing it!” 
 
    The shoot was delayed while Stella and I went home and mulled it. Which meant she would try to convince me of something I definitely didn’t want to do. 
 
    “I think you should.” 
 
    “I’m not a gay actor!” 
 
    “No, but you’re an actor.” 
 
    We were in the kitchen. She poured two drinks. A wine spritzer for herself and a stiff bourbon and Coke for me. She handed me the drink, hesitated, then made another one. She turned and handed it to me. 
 
    I blinked, and stared at her. I had a drink in each hand. 
 
    “What’s this for?” 
 
    “So you can’t stop me when I punch you.” 
 
    She punched me. Right in the gut. I bent a little bit, but I was wearing a corset, and I have tight belly, and I grunted. “Ow!” 
 
    She straightened me up, moved one of the glasses to my mouth. “Drink this, you idiot.” 
 
    I drank, and sputtered, “Why am I the idiot? I don’t want to do a porno and you call me an idiot!” 
 
    “It’s not a porno. It’s soft porn, and there is a market for it.” 
 
    “So I’m supposed to become rich and famous being a transgender actor in soft porn?” 
 
    “Porn is bigger than mainstream, goofball.” 
 
    “But it’s not acting!” 
 
    “Bullshit!” 
 
    We stood there, glaring at each other. She moved one of the glasses to my lips again and I drank. Not a sip, but a gulp. 
 
    Then, while I was savoring the burn, she undid my dress and started pulling me out of it. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I shut, drank some more, and she raised the slip and undid the tape. My poor, struggling cock went up like a flag on the top of Mt. Everest. 
 
    “Fuck!” I blurted. At that moment I hated my wife…and I was horny for her. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and held it. “You get horny from wearing women’s clothes. Don’t lie.” 
 
    “But I’m not gay.” 
 
    “What is gay? Who cares about gay? Do you know how much money Becky offered us? Do you know that soft porn is just a stepping stone? When people can see that you act…” 
 
    “When they look past my dick,” I said bitterly. 
 
    “Then they’ll know you can act.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “Ask Sylvester Stallone.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “Hell, ask Traci Lords.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” I was running out of steam. First, Stella was madder than me. Second, she was tweaking my dick like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    “Look at this cock!” 
 
    I looked down. It was dripping. 
 
    “That’s not fair,” I accused. 
 
    “I’m making you richer than shit! Anything is fair!” 
 
    “So when do I get to cum?” 
 
    Funny, I had gone from being upset and righteous to wondering about my dick. 
 
    “When I say so,” she snarled. 
 
    “That could be months.” 
 
    It will be months. It will be until Hiatus, and there might not even be a hiatus this year! And I’m going to play with you every single day. Do you know what milking is?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to get milked. And you will be relieved, but you won’t lose that horny spark in your eyes. In fact, it will be worse.” 
 
    “How worse?” What was I doing? Who was talking for me? Why wasn’t I defending my position. 
 
    “I’m going to show you, right now.” 
 
    She pulled me by the dick into the bedroom. She threw me on the bed. 
 
    “Lay down, on your face.” 
 
    I did. I felt incredibly vulnerable, laying there in a slip and stockings, my tits mashed under my chest. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She grabbed a bunch of scarves and began tying my wrists to the posts. 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    I did, and I stared at her, and I was shocked into immobility. I didn’t move. I just let her tie me to the bed. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Good,” she was mad. She had me tied up and was talking about milking and…and me not cumming for months, and… “What are you doing?” 
 
    She reached into her drawer and pulled out her vibrator. It wasn’t a big thing, but it was shaped like a penis, and she turned it on. 
 
    HMMMM! 
 
    She turned it off. 
 
    “Rick, this is for your own good. You’re going to be rich and famous, and that’s that. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I don’t understand anything!” I started to feel a worm of fear in my chest. 
 
    “Well, you will.” 
 
    She went into the bathroom and brought back a big tube of lube. She sat on the bed and spread my cheeks. For all her anger, she was soft, and she slathered lube onto my crack and pushed it into my asshole. 
 
    “Hey! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making you grow up.” She began running her finger around the rim of my asshole. 
 
    I began to struggle, at last moved to action, but it was too late. She tied good knots, and she kept reaming me and reaming me, and…it started to feel good. 
 
    “Stop!” I begged. 
 
    “Not until you grow up and be a man.” 
 
    “A man with a dress? Getting fucked in the ass by a woman?” 
 
    “I’m not fucking you in the ass. I’m draining you.” 
 
    She pushed her vibrator into me. I grunted and arched. She held it still for a long moment. 
 
    “Inside the ass is the prostate. Rub the prostate enough, just the right way, and it pushes your semen out of your dick. It drains your balls. That’s milking.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be milked.” 
 
    “No. You want to be poor. Well, I’m not having any of that.” 
 
    She turned the vibrator on, and I spasmed. 
 
    It was electrical. I felt sensations rush through my whole body. I was suddenly and unbelievably turned on. 
 
    She worked it gently, pushing it in as far as it would go, wiggling it, then pulling back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…fuck!” 
 
    I gritted my teeth, I wanted it to stop…but I wanted it to continue. 
 
    “Stop fucking me!” 
 
    “I told you. I’m not fucking you. I’m draining you. And if you’d relax a little you’d notice how good it feels.” 
 
    I was noticing. I was struggling, but half of my struggles were to show that I wasn’t enjoying this. 
 
    “Come on, Rick. Give it up.” Her voice was soft now. She could feel me breaking down. “You know I’m right.” 
 
    Was she? One part of me didn’t think so. Another part of me started thinking about kisses, and lips, and how it didn’t matter if there was no passion. 
 
    But this was…nakedness. Exposing myself. 
 
    So what? I’d get paid big bucks just for taking off my clothes. It’s not like people don’t do that. 
 
    I groaned, and suddenly I was aware that I was pushing back. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Give it up. It’s going to feel so good. All you have to do is relax and let me do my magic. 
 
    She moved the vibrator, I could feel the shivers running through my groin, and, suddenly, I started to feel loosey goosey.  
 
    “Excellent. Here it comes. Just let it come.” 
 
    “It feels like I’m peeing.” 
 
    “It’s supposed to. Come on, baby.” 
 
    For another minute she moved the vibrator in and out, and at first I pumped back, tried to fuck it with my butt, then I just sort of went limp. I had the funny feeling that it was all over, and she pulled the vibrator out of my rectum. 
 
    “Good boy.” She slapped my ass and untied me. 
 
    “I don’t get it?” But I was feeling good. Satisfied. 
 
    “Look on the bed.” 
 
    I did, and I saw a big patch of cum. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “You, lover. You came your brains out.” 
 
    “But I didn’t feel anything!” 
 
    “You will tomorrow,” she kissed me in passing as she cleaned up. “Tomorrow you are going to be super horny, and erect, and feeling like you want to fuck the moon. But there won’t be any gism in you. We drained you, but your mind doesn’t know that. It’s still going to be horny…you will feel more horny than you ever have in your life.” She laughed. “Oh, the magic in your eyes.” 
 
      
 
    Her arguments won. At least, I didn’t have any male machismo driving me and making me stand up to her. Instead, I was loosey goosey, easy going, compliant, and didn’t even care that I had to take my clothes off. 
 
    It’s only clothes, and it’s only bodies, and…what the hell? Right?” 
 
     
 
    I woke up suddenly, my dick trying to drive a hole through the blankets. 
 
    “Fuck!” I muttered. I suddenly had the desire to throw my wife over and fuck her. Fuck her pussy. Fuck her mouth. Fuck her ass. 
 
    “How you doing, lover?” she was on elbow on her side, watching me. She was laughing. 
 
    “Heysoos. I need some relief.” 
 
    “You only think you need some relief. Now, come on. We have to get you ready.” 
 
    I leaped from the bed. I was like a wire, electricity shooting through me. 
 
    Stella just hummed and did my hair and make up and checked my nails. I got dressed, and. I didn’t need much help. I was moving fast. 
 
    “Slow down, baby,” Stella giggled. “You’re moving wa-a-ay too fast.” 
 
    “I can’t help it! I have so much energy?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to slow down for your scenes today.” 
 
    “Okay.” And man, it really was okay. Everything was okay 
 
    As we drove to the studio I turned to Stella. “Baby? Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “That thing you did to me last night?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I really like it.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
      
 
    We entered the studios, and everything was different. There was less crew, and everybody was sort of pre-occupied. 
 
    That’s the way it always is when an actor gets naked. 
 
    “Okay, people…ready to go?” 
 
    Nods and murmurs. 
 
    Becky came to me. “Ready?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, showing a lot of confidence. 
 
    “That’s my man,” she patted my cheek and moved on. 
 
      
 
    “Action!” 
 
    Tommy spun me around and yelled, “You can’t treat me like that!” 
 
    “Shut up, you pussy!” I screamed back at him. 
 
    The crew stared, rapt, we were making real magic. This was looking really real. 
 
    I turned around, and slipped, and Tommy caught me. He was supposed to kiss me. Plant his lips on me. 
 
    That was okay. I didn’t love Tommy, but…but my heart was pounding. Passion, baby. I thought I was acting. 
 
    But he didn’t catch me right. He caught me while I was facing down, and then he lifted me up, and…and his dick pressed against my ass. 
 
    I froze. He froze. My dick was straight out in front. His dick was straight…pointing into…my ass. 
 
    I had been lubed up the night before, and I was still slick back there. 
 
    He slid right into me. 
 
    Shock. The shock of being kissed was nothing compared to this. 
 
    Everybody in the room froze. 
 
    “Oh!” I exclaimed. But it wasn’t an angry exclamation. It was a surprised one. It felt good. His dick felt good. Warm, strong, pulsing. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I pooched my butt back. 
 
    Tommy was blinking, he didn’t understand, but he understood a good feeling. He pushed forward. 
 
    We fucked. 
 
    I fucked a man. And I was the fuckee. 
 
    In and out. Slithering flesh. Pulsing, throbbing. 
 
    “Unh!” grunted Tommy. 
 
    “Oh!” I repeated. 
 
    “Unh…unh…” 
 
    We sawed back and forth. The cameraman came to himself and moved around, caught our action, focused on the entry, and the way that big cock was sliding in and out, opening my aperture and having its way. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, and the camera caught it. It caught the look of amazement on my face. It caught how my face twitched with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” exclaimed Tommy. 
 
    He began to cum. His dick was big, and he wasn’t drained, probably hadn’t had any for a month. I mean, he just kept spewing and filling me up. Cum started to drip out of my asshole and the cameraman knelt down and caught it all. 
 
    Finally, Tommy was done. He let me go and I stood up, shaky on my legs, a look of surprise on my face. 
 
    “God!” I leaped at Tommy and kissed him. 
 
    And he kissed me. 
 
    “Cut!” 
 
     
 
    “You’re up for another award.” 
 
    “Excellent.” I cut my steak and chewed.  
 
    “The studio has offered you more money for a sequel.” 
 
    “Get as much as you can.” I sipped some Coke and bourbon. 
 
    We were living higher in the hills now. We had sold our little bungalow and had a gated mansion. 
 
    “You’re going to have to stop gorging yourself.” 
 
    “I know. One more steak, tomorrow, and we’ll put me on my diet.” 
 
    Stella leaned back. She was done, and she smiled as I pushed my plate away. 
 
    “How do you feel, Mr. Big Shot Rich and Famous Actor?” 
 
    “Like I want to take advantage of Hiatus.” 
 
    She frowned. “Rick? Does it bother you to take it up the ass?” 
 
    “Nope. Feels good.” 
 
    She nodded. “Because the public is demanding it. They want to see your ass take it big.” 
 
    “Can’t argue with that. Now, can we go to bed? I need to lose a drop.” 
 
    “I can take a drop, but just one.” She giggled, and we stood up and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “John. Come in here.” 
 
    I was doing the dishes, but I immediately stopped what I was doing and walked into Barbara’s office. 
 
    She was sitting at the computer, leaning back in the swivel, and staring at the screen intently. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    She turned to me, and she had a very intent expression. “John? Do you love me?” 
 
    “Of course I do!” 
 
    “I mean, really, really love me. Like ‘do anything for me’ love me.” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    Now, to be honest, I do love my wife, but do anything for her? Doing anything takes in a lot of territory. And, to be doubly honest, I was pretty compliant when it came to following her demands because, well, because she can be a bitch. 
 
    Oh, I love her, always have, but…but I suppose I should admit one other thing here…I’m not one of those alpha type of guys. 
 
    I’m sure that’s why we hit it off so well, and eventually got married. I wasn’t a push and shove kind of guy, and I sort of enjoyed knowing my place, not wondering what was going to happen next. 
 
    She, on the other hand, delighted in push and shove. 
 
    So we married, and we lived and loved, and it was nice, and…it was pretty much a Female Led Relationship. 
 
    We both worked hard, I did most of the housework, she made a lot of the decisions, and…I liked it. 
 
    But…do anything? 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” I asked, a little bit worried. 
 
    She hummed. Hemmed and hawed, pursed her sensual lips. “Well, I was looking around on the net, I have a problem with the company, and…and maybe you can do something for me.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I’ve got to comply with government regulations. I need to be more inclusive in my hiring practices.” 
 
    “How is that a problem?” 
 
    “Government regulations demand I hire, but I don’t need anybody, but I need to have….” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need to hire a transgender person.” 
 
    “So hire one.” 
 
    “I don’t need another person. Furthermore, I don’t like the government telling me what to do.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But you might be able to help me.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I hire you, and you claim you’re transgender, and…and you don’t have to come in to work, you just keep doing what you’re doing, and everything turns out hunky dory!” She smiled. 
 
    I frowned. “I know where this is going.” 
 
    “Honey?” There was a bit of a warning in her tone, but I braved the lion and kept going. 
 
    “I know you’ve wanted me to be a bit more, shall we say, feminine? I think this is all just a ploy to get me to do that. To wear a dress full time, and not just every once in a while. To act more like, well, like a maid.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’m that obvious.” 
 
    “You’re that subtle. But…I know you.” 
 
    “John, go get a couple of drinks and come back here. We need to talk.” 
 
    Shuddering, I hate that expression, ‘we need to talk,’ I left the room. 
 
    People always said ‘we need to talk’ when they were about to hit you over the head with a plan they liked but you didn’t. 
 
    Still, Barbara had asked for drinks, so I made her a wine spritzer and myself a Coke and bourbon—I know, Coke and bourbon is a man’s drink, and I wasn’t the sterling example of a man, but I like Coke and bourbon! 
 
    Five minutes later I was sitting in a chair, facing her, and sipping my bourbon. 
 
    “John, I do have the problem with the government. It is serendipity, it’s meant to be, so I’m going to have to insist on this.” 
 
    “And I’ve told you before, I don’t mind wearing a dress, even a bit of make up for you,” mainly because it resulted in some of the best sex I had ever had, “But you want me to go a little further. You want me to take hormones. And I don’t want to risk losing my dick.” 
 
    “But you don’t mind looking a little more feminine?” 
 
    “I don’t mind that. I can always put on different clothes, have padded shoulders, whatever.” 
 
    “Okay. I want you to look at something.” 
 
    She turned the computer screen towards me. 
 
    It was porn. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    “Look at this person.” 
 
    The person was Carolina Ramirez, and she was beautiful. Perfect breasts, an hourglass form, her face was soft and wonderful, and…she had a huge cock. 
 
    I blinked. “That’s big.” 
 
    “And watch! See how much she is coming?” 
 
    Carolina would sit back, actually let go of her cock, and it would spew amazing amounts of semen. 
 
    “That’s what I envision when I think of you.” 
 
    “Wow.” I was fascinated. The video was a cumpilation, and I watched endless amounts of jizz spew forth. 
 
    “That’s a lot of cum.” 
 
    “You can do that.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “Drink up,” she said. 
 
    I did. 
 
    “I have researched this, I have explored what kind of hormones are needed, and how we can make you more feminine, and inside your pants is going to be a monster cock.” she shivered. “God! It makes me so hot! Having a woman…that can fuck me!” 
 
    “Is that what you really want?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t want a woman like I’m a Lesbian. I want you. But I want the softer, 2.0 version of you. I want to feel your breasts and suck on your nipples, and then feel that giant key jammed into my ignition. 
 
    I smiled. “Key? A key in the ignition?” 
 
    She smiled back, a devious smile. “It’s all I dream of, baby. Look. You’re perfect. We’re perfect. We compliment each other. You’re the perfect househusband, and I…” 
 
    “You’re the perfect alpha female.” 
 
    “You hit it right on the head.” 
 
    We stared at each other. She was breathing hard. Almost gasping. She was super turned on. 
 
    I sipped my drink. I had resisted her on this for so long, but to see that tranny with the big wang, to think that I could look so good—I do like dressing up a little—it was…it was enticing. 
 
    “So how about it?” 
 
    I pondered deeply. I knew that once I said yes Barbara was going to go gung ho balls to the wall crazy on this. That was just the kind of drive she had. 
 
    “Can I think about it?” 
 
    “What’s there to think about? I want it, and…look at your panties.” 
 
    She never called my jeans jeans, or trousers, she always called my bottom wear ‘panties.’ 
 
    I looked down. There was a wet spot. I was actually pre-cumming. “Heysoos,” I breathed. 
 
    Yes, it was really starting to look appealing. Hey, a dick can’t be wrong. They don’t get hard for ugliness or skullduggery…they get hard because you like something, want something. 
 
    “If you do this I will give you sex every day for a year.” 
 
    I blinked. She was a hard charger, but she wasn’t highly sexed. 
 
    I was highly sexed, especially when I got to wear a little pansy stuff, put a little lipstick on. 
 
    So I would be begging, but unless I had made myself real pretty, she usually didn’t want to do it. 
 
    For a second I was lost in another world. 
 
    It was true. She responded sexually when I was soft and feminine acting. The more feminine I was the more she responded. 
 
    So why should I resist? Why shouldn’t I give her what she wanted…if she was going to give me what I wanted? 
 
    I came back to earth. I looked at her, and asked for a little bit more. 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    She smiled. I had challenged her, and that was what she liked. She wanted a chance to win the game, any game. 
 
    She stood up. She took my hand. “Come with me. Now.” 
 
    She led me back to the bedroom. 
 
    I wasn’t crossdressed right now, but the idea of what she wanted was overpowering to her. She stripped out of her clothes and I could see how wet she was. 
 
    I had taken my clothes off and she said, “Lay on the bed, the way I like it.” 
 
    I laid down and spread my legs. 
 
    She walked up and stood between my legs. She pushed mine further apart and moved hers apart, then she moved forward and slid my dick into her hole. 
 
    This was weird. Usually woman spreads and man fucks. But she absolutely loved it when she moved in and, even though she was being penetrated, it was from a male dominant position. She was between my legs, but engulfing me. It was called the ‘Amazon’ position. 
 
    “Fuck,” she grunted. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    She began to move back and forth, and as she moved she spoke. “I need your hips a little rounder. And boobs. You don’t have to be big, but we definitely need some mounds. And you need to make your hair more stylish.” I had long hair, but just combed it back. She wanted more. 
 
    With every description she pushed forward, slamming her pubic against mine. I could feel myself deep inside her, but she controlled the action. She took in how much and how hard I was able to penetrate her. 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed my nipples and twisted. 
 
    “Oh!” Little shocks ran through me. 
 
    “Are you close?” she asked, her eyes slits of pleasure. 
 
    “Almost!” I groaned. 
 
    She pummeled me harder. She even leaned forward and kissed me. She’s not a big kisser, but now she did, and I knew she was pulling out the stops. She really wanted to transform me. 
 
    “Oh…here it comes.” 
 
    She backed off, grabbed my dick by the base. 
 
    “Oh…oh…let me…go!” 
 
    She laughed. Her eyes were bright and shining as she ruined my orgasm, stopped my sperm. 
 
    I hated this…and I loved it. 
 
    I kept jerking and twitching, and when it was obvious I was not going to cum, she let go. 
 
    I grabbed my dick. 
 
    She grabbed my hands and pushed my arms back using her weight. She held me there and I was almost sobbing with frustration. 
 
    “Fuck!” I finally whined. “You said we were going to have sex!” 
 
    “We did have sex.” 
 
    “But I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “Sex isn’t always about cumming.” 
 
    “It is enough.” 
 
    “Not anymore.” She let go of my hands. I looked at my dick sadly. She sat next to me. 
 
    “How do you feel, lover.” 
 
    I stared at her. I wanted to throw her down and rape her, but I wasn’t alpha enough to do that. 
 
    “Doesn’t being horny feel good?” She placed her hand on my cock and began stroking. But gently. Not enough to rile me up and get me to the point of cumming. 
 
    Don’t you want to experience this? Imagine being this horny for a year.” 
 
    “No,” I gasped. 
 
    But, in my heart of hearts, I wanted to. There was just something in me that begged for domination. I wanted her to keep me in that sexual neverland, subland, I think they call it, where I just moaned and groaned and wrote bad checks. 
 
    “Okay.” She let go stood up and walked away. At the door she stopped and turned to me. “And no jacking off.” She left. And poked here head back in. “And you should probably wear a little something today. I bought you some new lipstick. It’s in the bag on my make up table.” She left. 
 
      
 
    Oh, man. I was throbbing. And I wanted to cum, but I didn’t take myself in hand. 
 
    Looking back on it, I’m surprised I didn’t just do it, take the hormones. I wanted to. But I guess that the sissy in me just wasn’t brave enough. 
 
    I could handle dressing like a woman, but…hormones? That’s a pretty big step. 
 
    Anyway, there was tension in the house that night, and we slept a bit apart, no snuggling, except for an almost hand job before she turned away and ignored me.  
 
    By the next morning I was even hornier, and I really couldn’t stand it. I got up, thought about putting my chastity tube on to help me stay a little calmer, but…those things end up adding to the horniness. 
 
    I put on bra and forms, and a peignoir. I left my cock hard and pointing. The thin material would rub me and excite me and keep me hard. I loved having boobs and these, even though they were fake, made me feel so womanly. They would also tease Barbara. She loved it when I was big in the chest. 
 
    “Good morning, lover, and woo woo!” 
 
    She was sitting at the dining table and reading a report. She pulled her reading glasses down and studied me with a smile. 
 
    “Bacon and eggs?” I asked. 
 
    “Just oatmeal. And better hurry. I’ve got a big meeting today…with the state.” 
 
    I looked at her and she looked down at her report. It was obvious what she meant. She had to dodge official questions and put them off, all because I was being so stubborn. 
 
    I fixed the oatmeal, put a dash of cinnamon in it, a bit of honey and a pat of butter, and I kept thinking about what she had shown me the day before. Carolina, of the tits and big, spewing dick. I placed the oatmeal before Barbara and sat down. I just sat there and stared out the window. 
 
    “”Whacha thinking about?” Humor was in her eyes. 
 
    “Oh, this and that.” 
 
    “Mmm,” she ate her oatmeal. Then: “Do you need to wear a chastity device? Are you going to stay true to me?” 
 
    I sighed. “I think I can hold off.” 
 
    “You’d better.” She slid her chair over and began manipulating me. Long, slow strokes, a pat to the balls. My heart was pounding and I was breathing hard, but she was just teasing, bring me to the edge and keeping me there. 
 
    I sighed when she let go. She just chuckled and picked up her briefcase and went to work. 
 
    I cleaned the house when she was gone, feeling my dick brushing the material of the peignoir. Fuck. This was too good. I found myself stroking myself, and had to forcibly restrain myself. 
 
    Hormones. 
 
    But a big dick like Carolina. Could it actually happen? 
 
    I thought of the lewd, old song. ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick in Carolina in the morning.’ Except I found myself changing it to, ‘Nothing could be finer than a dick like Carolina’s in the morning!’ 
 
    I ate a light breakfast, just some toast and apple jam, and my mind kept returning to the thought of growing my own set of boobs. Of wearing woman’s clothes full time. 
 
    That would be the result, I knew, if I took hormones. My body wouldn’t wear male clothes as well, woman’s clothes would fit better, and…and woman’s clothes were more fun to wear. 
 
    But what if my dick shrunk? What if the hormones backfired, and my pride and joy became my shame and sorrow? 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    “Dinner that night. Lamb chops, a bit of asparagus, applesauce. I worked for a long time that afternoon, making sure everything was perfect. And I thought. 
 
    “Mmm, this is delicious. You really outdid yourself.” 
 
    “You want me to be a woman.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    It was rapid fire, almost non sequential. I was accusing, and she was refuting. No subtlety there. 
 
    “Do you want to be a Lesbian?” 
 
    “I want you.” 
 
    “But what if my dick shrinks?” 
 
    “First, if anything like that happened, we would immediately take you off the hormones. Second, you should check my research.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “These lamb chops are heavenly.” 
 
    “It was a happy lamb.” We smiled at each other. 
 
    She really wanted me to give in. She had never been so insistent. 
 
    But I was hesitant. I didn’t want my dick to shrink. 
 
    She let me have my thoughts. 
 
    The rest of the week drifted by. 
 
    Sure enough, she stroked me every morning, and every night she let me into her. 
 
    I know she’s not fond of being penetrated, but I think she was thinking of me on hormones, because she had this big smile on her face. At one point she even said, “I could get used to this.” 
 
    That was after she had stroked me, sat on me, then used a vibrator on herself. Well, I had used the vibrator. God, I love it when she cums. Even though it just makes me horny. 
 
    Friday night. We had a little soirée to attend, a museum thing, and I dressed masculine…with feminine underthings. Tap panties, a bra, pantyhose. 
 
    We sipped wine, chatted with people, and watched the art work sit on the walls. 
 
    And we met people. People with money. Artists. Beautiful ladies and handsome men. 
 
    I studied the men. I was one of them. I was handsome, but not…hard charging. It seemed like all the men I was meeting were movers and shakers. And I noted that Barbara was totally unimpressed. 
 
    Heck, she could work them into the ground. She chewed up males like they were logs being made into pencils. 
 
    Then we were introduced to Samuel. Pronounced ‘Sam-u-well.’ He was the artist of the night, and maybe the month and year, and he was a delight.  
 
    And he was affected. It was pretty obvious he was gay. The mannerisms, the way he looked, a curious mixture of brazen and shy, and…the lip gloss. 
 
    Me, not being a hard charger, stood back and smiled. And watched Barbara go…apeshit. 
 
    She shook his hand, she giggled and they air kissed, and I could tell she was smitten. 
 
    Big, handsome studs were nothing to her. And I knew it then: she wanted a friend. She wanted to be friends with men, not competition.  
 
    I wasn’t competition, and I was her best friend. 
 
    But, in her eyes, for her needs, I could be a better friend. I could adjust and make myself over for her. I could be like Sam-u-well. I could cause her to not just love me, but to titter in giddy glee. 
 
    And she had said if I started shrinking we would take me off the hormones right away. 
 
    No harm, no foul. 
 
    Just give up being a man in appearance. And be feminine all the time. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    We were tipsy at the end of the night, so we Ubered home. We sat in the back of a Prius, her hand on my knee possessively, and stared out the window. 
 
    I reached into her purse and took out her lipstick. I handed it to her. 
 
    She grinned. “Hey, Uber man?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “My husband needs a little lipstick. Okay with you?” 
 
    “As long as you don’t put lipstick on me.” 
 
    Barbara laughed, and gripped my cheeks and I pursed my lips. 
 
    The Uber man looked in the mirror once, then just ignored us. Heck, he had probably seen it all. 
 
    She painted my lips thoroughly. Then she took out some gloss and shined them up. She showed me in the mirror. 
 
    I had female lips. Red, plump, moist looking.  
 
    And she had a hold of my cock.  
 
    And was rubbing. 
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was so strong and powerful. I knew, in that moment, that I wanted to give myself up to her. 
 
    “I think it’s strap on night.” 
 
    The driver pretended he didn’t hear anything, but even the hairs in his ears were listening. 
 
    We sashayed into the house, giggling and kissing and smearing our lipstick. We stood in the foyer and made out like teenagers. 
 
    Inside the kitchen I poured a couple of drinks. We sat down in the dining room and sipped, and couldn’t keep our eyes off each other. 
 
    “So it’s a strap on night.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Why?” she challenged me. She liked doing this. She liked to humiliate me a little and make me beg for it. 
 
    “Because I’m so horny I need to be drained.” 
 
    She leaned back, sipped her drink some more, and contemplated me. “Even if that draining results in you being even more horny?” 
 
    “I know. I can’t help it.” 
 
    She was fantasizing, seeing me as a female. 
 
    She had put her purse down on the table and I took out the lipstick again. She watched as I freshened the color on my lips. I looked deliciously slutty. A bit of red smear around my mouth, and fuck me on my lips. 
 
    I gulped the last of my drink and put the glass on the table. In front of her. My lip print facing towards her. “Think about this, then come in and do what you will.” I hope, I hope. 
 
    I sauntered down the hallway, placing one foot in front of the other, making my ass sway in a most feminine manner. 
 
    In the bedroom I quickly stripped, then took off my bra and put on one that accommodated breast forms. I then put on a sheer nightgown that opened in the front. I wished I could put my dick in chastity, but it was too hard. Besides, thinking what I was thinking, having made up my mind, I didn’t want to make it small. For the next few months I wanted it big, and to stay big, and to stay hard. 
 
    I finished just in time. I was reclining on the bed, odalisque style, when Barbara walked in. 
 
    She took one look at me, and grinned like a shark at a meat market. 
 
    She took off her clothes, taking the time to fold them, letting the anticipation build. 
 
    She took out the strap on and put it on. “Big dick or small?” she asked. 
 
    “I feel like big tonight.” 
 
    She took out the big, black dildo, 8 inches long and thick, and snapped it into the harness. 
 
    I stared at her, my heart pounding. She was statuesque. Taller than me in heels, her breasts large and jutting. She was immaculate. She was a Goddess come to earth. And she was about to bless me. 
 
    “You’re dripping, you filthy man,” she chuckled. 
 
    I looked at my dick. It was making the peignoir a bit damp. 
 
    “Sorry,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t be. I like my men to drip. All the time.” 
 
    She came to the bed then and looked down on me. 
 
    “Turn sideways. Face up.” 
 
    I turned and lay on my back and looked at her. My cock was like a rocket about to go off. 
 
    She spread my legs and began applying lubricant. Lots of it. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” she said, conversationally, as her fingers rimmed my asshole and made me jerk my hips upward. 
 
    She took my cock and stroke it, held me up, in an arched position. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you like a man fucks a woman.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I was almost whimpering with anticipation. 
 
    “And when I’m done I’m going to turn you out on the street and make you turn tricks.” 
 
    I laughed…and she pushed in. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. Every time she did this to me was like the first time. Every time took my breath away and blasted my mind into smithereens. There was no possible way I could mount a thought when she had her dick balls deep in me. 
 
    She fucked me, slowly, lovingly, and watched me with a smile on her face. 
 
    One of the reasons I had chosen the big dick was that it had a nub on the back of it, and that nub rubbed against her pussy. 
 
    I could see her responding to the rub of the nub, and she began to lunge and thrust. I felt the big thing go to town, open me up, and she began to search for my prostate with the end of the dick. 
 
    “Ah…God!” I groaned, fucking back. 
 
    She found it, and she was getting close. 
 
    She stopped. “Don’t move,” she hissed. 
 
    “Okay,” I gulped. 
 
    She tilted her hips and slammed, and held, and she found it. I could feel the prostate being pushed. 
 
    “Yes!” I said. 
 
    She held, and semen began to ooze out of my cock. It was a thick discharge, clumps in a stream, and it was a lot. Of course it was a lot. She had primed me all week. 
 
    “Oh…”I said, suddenly feeling the happy, loose feeling that comes with being drained. In a way, it was better than an orgasm. 
 
    She massaged my balls while she waited. I don’t know if that makes for extra gism, but I think it does. 
 
    And, just as the last drops erupted, as I became drained and empty, she suddenly jerked. Her eyeballs actually rolled back in her head and I could feel the dick suddenly jerk as her knees grew weak. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, and she shivered and shuddered as the orgasm rolled over her. The nub on the back of her dick had really worked. She lay there for a moment, recovering, then she rolled back. “You are going to be so horny, and I…you’re going to be horny.” 
 
    “Jeez,” I said. “I just came and I’m still horny.” 
 
    She grinned. “You ain't seen nothing yet.” 
 
    “This is going to be interesting. Can I withstand my own sexual urges.” 
 
    “Heh heh,” evilly. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want a Lesbian relationship? A woman? A real woman?” 
 
    “Ha. I could have a woman if I wanted one. You’d know about it. No, there is just something about exchanging power that turns me on.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve already got a lot of power. Isn’t there enough of a power exchange when you drain me?” 
 
    “It’s good, but you know me…I want more.” 
 
    “Greedy bitch.” 
 
    She just smiled. 
 
     
 
    The next week I made an appointment with a doctor. Not a medical doctor, but a psychiatric doctor. While Barbara was at work I bopped on down to a medical building and sauntered in. 
 
    “Hi, John, a pleasure you meet you.” Dr. Mandy Howsen was grey haired, but in fine condition. She was thin, but had a nice set of ta tas, and it was obvious that she worked out. 
 
    I sat down on a couch, she took a chair catty corner to her, and I said, “My wife wants me to transition.” 
 
    She nodded. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I’m intrigued. I’m fascinated. There’s a big part of me that wants to, but I worry.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    “Hormones, health, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Do you worry about what people will think.” 
 
    I smiled. “I don’t mean to be sociopathic, but I don’t give a rat’s ass what people think.” 
 
    She laughed. She had a good laugh, a tenor chuckle that made people want to join in. Then she surprised me. “Do you think sociopaths are incapable of love?” 
 
    I blinked. I had joked, I had mocked my own knowledge of mental conditions, but she was serious. I immediately felt I was in the right hands…because she made me nervous. Weird, huh? 
 
    “I don’t think anybody is incapable of love.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Hitler loved Eva Braun.” 
 
    “Yes, he did.” She made a note on a pad of paper. 
 
    “What are you writing down?” 
 
    She grinned, “My grocery list.” Then: “So tell me about your wife.” 
 
    I did. I described her, I detailed her energy and drive and how she always got what she wanted. 
 
    “But now she wants you to do something you don’t want to.” 
 
    “No. Something I’m unsure of.” 
 
    “So let me ask you, if you were sure, would you do it? Transition?” 
 
    “I think I would. But there’s a lot of unsureness to handle.” 
 
    “Let’s talk about your sex life.” 
 
    Wryly, I said, “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    And we talked away the afternoon. And made an appointment for the weekend, for both Barbara and I. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I made an appointment for us with a psychiatrist.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything, but it was obvious she was unhappy. 
 
    “So we go, we talk, and I get more information. What’s wrong with that.” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Then why not?” 
 
    “I don’t like to talk about myself.” 
 
    “You talk with me.” 
 
    “You’re different. I love you.” 
 
    “And…?” I arched my eyebrows. 
 
    “And I don’t want to talk about my childhood.” 
 
    “She didn’t ask me one thing about my childhood.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    “And you can always tell her you don’t want to.” 
 
    “As if that wouldn’t open the door.” 
 
    “Look, babe. We’re talking about me transitioning, becoming a tranny, I think a medical opinion might be worthwhile.” 
 
    She studied me carefully. “And you’re not going to unless I see this doctor.” 
 
    “It would certainly tend to kick the door shut.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    “Okay.” And that was that. I was pretty sure she would make the appointment. I was also a little nervous. Barbara got along well with women, but that’s because she was always in charge. The good doctor marched to a different tune, however. I would be crossing my fingers that there were no fireworks.  
 
    “Can you fuck me?” 
 
    She grinned. “I fucked you just the other day. Don’t tell me you’re already horny again?” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “I might have an idea.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So I’ll use you, but I’m not going to drain you until after we see the doctor.” 
 
    Good she was willing to go. Bad, if she didn’t like it I might be in trouble. 
 
      
 
    Saturday came, and we entered the Doctor’s office. 
 
    “Pleased to meet you, Barbara. I’m Mandy Howsen. Call me Mandy.” 
 
    “You don’t want me to call you Doctor?” 
 
    “Call me what you want, just don’t call me late for dinner.” 
 
    Barbara blinked. She had been challenging. Low key, but challenging. Mandy had deflected her, and with humor, easily. 
 
    So we sat. 
 
    “John. Did you wear your female underthings?” 
 
    “I did. I’m wearing a bra and panties and a garter belt. I’ve got nylons on. 
 
    Barbara stared at me. She hadn’t known I was going to do this. 
 
    “And how do this make you feel?” 
 
    “A little kinky. Warm. I like it.” 
 
    “Any embarrassment?” 
 
    “Nope. It’s my secret. Nobody knows.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “But you asked me to. So you knew.” I shrugged. 
 
    She nodded and made notes on her ‘grocery list.’ 
 
    “Barbara, how do you feel about John cross dressing?” 
 
    Barbara didn’t want to speak, the words came out of her grudgingly. “I like it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, uh…” she trailed out. 
 
    Mandy smiled. “Who’s in charge of your relationship?” 
 
    “I am,” Barbara answered instantly. 
 
    “How would you feel if John asserted himself.” 
 
    “He won’t.” 
 
    “He might if he was a woman. How would you feel then.” 
 
    Barbara got a far away look in her eyes. Then she whispered, “I love him.” 
 
    “I know. But how would you feel?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, uh…” Again, she trailed out. 
 
    “Barbara, we’re going to play a game.” 
 
    Barbara’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I’m going to make…’suggestions,’ and you are going to tell me how you feel. Snap answers. What you feel. Okay?” 
 
    “All right.” Suspicious. 
 
    “John as a dog.” 
 
    “Woof woof.” 
 
    “John as a cat.” 
 
    “Meow.” 
 
    “John as a table.” 
 
    Now Barbara was confused. 
 
    “John as a truck driver.” 
 
    “Honk?” Really confused. 
 
    “John as a masseuse.” 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “John as a eunuch.” 
 
    “I’ve had enough.” Barbara stood up. But she didn’t leave. 
 
    Mandy looked down at her pad and scribbled something. She looked up and said, “The game is over. Please sit down.” 
 
    Then the most fascinating action of the day occurred. Barbara didn’t sit. She glared at Mandy. 
 
    Mandy didn’t glare back. She just waited. 
 
    Barbara opened her mouth to speak. Shut it. Opened it…and it was obvious what was happening. 
 
    Barbara was looking for something to revolt against. She was looking for a reason. 
 
    Mandy was giving her nothing. Absolutely nothing. Barbara could leave or not, she didn’t care. 
 
    And, finally, Barbara sat down, and it was the first time in my life I had ever seen her lose at something. 
 
    I stared at Barbara. I looked at Mandy. 
 
    Mandy just observed me for a long minute, then she asked, “John, let’s talk about how you feel when Barbara sodomizes you.” 
 
    “That did it!” Barbara was on her feet again. 
 
    Mandy ignored her. “John?” 
 
    “Well, I sort of…” and I began speaking. 
 
    Barbara sat down. And it was obvious that she confused, and didn’t know what to think, and was…stuck. 
 
    So the afternoon went. An hour of me answering questions. A lot of questions. And interspersed were questions directed at Barbara. 
 
    “Have you ever had a Lesbian relationship?” 
 
    “Has a man ever hurt you?” 
 
    “What does it feel like when you put the dildo in John’s anus?” 
 
    I answered my questions easily. Barbara appeared to answer easily, but deep things were happening in her. 
 
    Finally: “John, I’d like to see you a couple of more times. I’ll tell you honestly, you’re one of the most well adjusted people I have ever met. I want to make sure you understand what transitioning entails, the effects of chemicals, lifestyle changes, that sort of thing. Easy peasy.” 
 
    She turned to Barbara. “I’d like to see you again, Barbara, but without John.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m not worried about John adapting to changes, but I’d like to discuss how his transition might effect you.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    For the first time I saw steel. “I’m the doctor.” And now she was challenging. She was challenging Barbara to be willing to give up her preconceptions, any notions she might have, that sort of thing. 
 
    Barbara frowned. I could feel the upset welling under the surface. “I’ll let you know.” 
 
    Mandy filled out a card and gave it to me. “Next Thursday at ten.” 
 
    “I’ll be here,” I returned cheerfully. 
 
    “Let’s go,” said Barbara. 
 
    “A moment?” 
 
    Barbara turned to Mandy. Mandy filled out a card. She held it for a moment and looked at Barbara. She said, “If you can’t even talk about it, then how can you handle his transition?” 
 
    Barbara looked mad enough to chew horseshoes and spit nails, but she took the card. 
 
    “It’s for next Saturday, ten o’clock. Please cancel on Friday if you’re not going to make it.” 
 
    We left. 
 
    We walked through the building, and I could feel Barbara boiling and seething and ready to blow the lid off. 
 
    We got into the car. I took the wheel, and fortunately Barbara didn’t notice. She was so dark underneath I feared that her emotions would derail her operating a vehicle. 
 
    “The nerve of that bitch. I told you I didn’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. “And then those stupid questions…” blah, blah, blah… “And what does she mean I can’t talk about it?” Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    She was venting, and fortunately it wasn’t directed at me. In a way, it was directed at herself, and I managed to just sit and listen. 
 
    Back home. 
 
    Into the house. 
 
    Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I made drinks. Barbara didn’t go change, or hit the computer, she just stayed by me, spewing her bile. 
 
    And it was bile. I had never seen Barbara act like this. Funny, not ‘ha ha’ funny, but odd funny, because I didn’t see that the doctor had really encroached, yet there were things here that…that were ready to explode. 
 
    I put a drink in Barbara’s hand and listened. 
 
    She sipped, talked some more. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, and I led her out to the patio. She sat down on one of the lounges and I turned on some Pink Floyd, low, background, and sat next to her. 
 
    Now she wasn’t talking. In a way, I thought that was even worse. Finally, she blurted: “I’m not going back.” 
 
    I sat, time passed, and drinks disappeared. I went and made two more, and came back. 
 
    The sun was low in the sky, and Barbara seemed to be talked out. 
 
    I said, “I think I know what’s upset you.” 
 
    “I’m not upset!” She didn’t notice how grim her voice was. 
 
    “You’re afraid that she’ll talk you out of wanting me to transition.” 
 
    Barbara’s mouth opened and she turned to me. She was breathing hard, like she was running out of air, and then she broke. She leaned over to me and hugged me. She sobbed. Her tears ran down her cheeks and onto my shirt. It was the first time I ever remembered her crying. 
 
    “John…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for.” 
 
    The tears slowly stopped, but she didn’t let go. She held me, and sighed, and the gloom of evening slowly began to engulf us. 
 
    Finally, she let go and sat back. 
 
    “Do you care if I don’t go?” 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “You know that you’re going to do whatever you want. And you know that I need some sort of resolution if I’m going to do this thing. Maybe this will come from Mandy, maybe from somewhere else, and, maybe…it won’t resolve. But I don’t demand a solution, or any particular action, from you. Heck, we both know where that would end up if I tried to take over in this relationship.” 
 
    I spoke wryly, and she suddenly sniffed, and a very, very blurt of a chuckle escaped her. “I know.” 
 
    “So go or not. It’s up to you. The only thing I know is that I want you in a peaceful frame of mind before you fuck me tonight.” 
 
    Another chuckle escaped her. “You don’t want a mean, raging bitch pounding you in the asshole?” 
 
    “Well, it sounds like fun, but…no.” 
 
    “Could you make me another drink?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    I disappeared into the house and returned with the ambrosia. I handed her a glass and sat down. She sipped, and leaned over and undid my pants and began playing with my dick. 
 
    “Oh, whew,” I muttered. 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” she said pleasantly enough. 
 
    She stroked and stroked. I could feel all my eternal horniness bubbling to the surface. 
 
    “Do you want to cum?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God. Yes.” 
 
    “Good,” and she giggled. 
 
    I laughed. “I thought, for a second, that you were going to let me squirt. 
 
    “Ha! Not on your life. But, I got so worked up today…I think I’m going to need a squirt.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said softly. 
 
    She stood up and undressed, then sat down on me. But not on my dick. My dick was in front of her groin, pressed up against her belly. Her flesh was warm and I felt my heart surging within. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me. Reamed my mouth with her tongue, pulled on my nipples. 
 
    “Oh,” I said, suddenly breathless. 
 
    She sat up and reached down with both hands. One hand grabbed my cock, the other one began tickling herself. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she whispered, watching my eyes. 
 
    “Fuck,” I said. 
 
    “Only in your mind, lover.” 
 
    She inserted a couple of fingers in her snatch and began pulling, looking for her own G-spot. For a long minute she ran her palm around the head of my cock and tickled her vagina. 
 
    I could hardly stand it. I was close, but not that close, just close enough to drive me insane. 
 
    Then she started groaning and bucking. “Unh…uunh…FUCK!” She shouted loud enough for the neighbors to hear. And the neighbors aren’t that close. 
 
      
 
    That week was interesting. I was so damned horny I was dripping all the time, and I spent every waking hour in sexy lingerie, wearing tight dresses, and even putting on more make up. 
 
    Barbara loved it. She would stop me whenever we passed, sometimes make a point of seeking me out, and she would kiss me and feel my groin. 
 
    “Good,” she would say. “It’s getting harder.” 
 
    “Heysoos, babe, I need relief!” 
 
    “Not until Saturday night.” That was the night we had decided on for my weekly draining. 
 
    Usually, we only drained me once a month. Just another part of our kinky play. But now she was pushing it. Draining made me hornier and hornier, I started dreaming about sex, and if I had gone eight days without I probably would have had a wet dream. But getting drained at seven days emptied me just before I could have a wet dream. 
 
    She started driving the car more and more, letting me be the passenger. 
 
    One, she was insisting on me wearing high heels, and it was difficult to drive with high heels. 
 
    Two, I was in such a state of mind I couldn’t properly concentrate. 
 
    Fortunately, we didn’t go places a lot, we just stayed around the house, and whenever she wasn’t working she was working me over. 
 
    She’d wake up and stroke me, and suck me, and play with my balls, and put a couple of fingers up my ass. 
 
    She’d go to work and I would dress sexy, even putting on eye shadow and red lipstick. 
 
    She would come home at lunch frequently. She wouldn’t eat, just sip a Pepsi or something and play with me. Then it was back to work. 
 
    I would recover, freshen my make up, and dream of whacking off. God I was close. It took all my will power to resist the urge. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want the chastity tube?” 
 
    “Uh…what?” I tried to focus on her. 
 
    She giggled. “The…chastity…tube.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Willpower, baby. I need all my willpower.” 
 
    Wearing a chastity tube makes you think about your dick all day, it focuses your attention on that member, I was already thinking about my penis enough. Anymore and I would lose the willpower. 
 
    Funny. If I wore it I would go sexually insane. 
 
    But I didn’t wear it and I was going sexually insane. 
 
    Damned if I didn’t, damned if I did. 
 
    But, damned or not…God, I was loving it. 
 
    Horny all the time. My dick big and dripping. 
 
    But at the end of this wild ride was a decision. A significant decision. Did I want to risk my dick? 
 
    I was pretty convinced that Carolina was the exception, not the rule. When I expressed that to the doc she confirmed it. Then she asked, “how much dick do you have?” 
 
    “Eight inches.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she smiled. “I don’t mean to be unprofessional, but that’s pretty good.” 
 
    “What would it shrink to?” 
 
    “Oh, no telling. But you have to plan for the worst.” 
 
    The worst. Hunh. A teeny weeny peeny. Three or four inches. Even if it got hard…it wouldn’t be much. 
 
    But, here’s the other side of the coin, did I care? 
 
    I was getting fingered up the butt every day, and once a week Barbara was draining me, and the feeling of being immensely horny every day, all day…it was better than regular sex. It was super sex. 
 
    The feeling after I was drained was unbelievable. Relaxed and at peace with the world. 
 
    And all day long I was in a hum of energy. Buzzing. 
 
    Yet, there was a finality to a decision. Even with a possible stop and reverse of the program, I would be a bee buzzing around the queen. I knew that. 
 
    She knew it. Maybe it’s part of what excited Barbara. Maybe she wanted that more than sex. Hunh. I guess that’s a wrong way to put it…maybe that kind of power was sex to her? Maybe total and complete control was an orgasm for her? 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
     
 
    But Barbara was having her own thoughts. She was seeing Mandy twice a week, and these meetings were having a profound effect on her. Sometimes she came home humming and singing, and the feeling of our harmony was overwhelming and all that I ever dreamt of. But sometimes she came home with a black cloud over her brow, and lightenings sizzled out of her ears, and I would just put a drink in her hand and retreat and wait. 
 
    But she was changing. Sometimes she would just sit and stare at me. 
 
    The months passed, and I put off a decision, then Barbara came to me. 
 
    “John?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    It was her that put the drink in my hand for a change. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    I mock groaned, and she smiled. Her smile was rueful, and it held a lot of hidden emotion. Hidden emotion that was about to come out. 
 
    We sat down in the living room. She put her feet up and I rubbed them, and she said, “You were right.” 
 
    “Of course I was.” 
 
    “Smart ass,” she snorted. 
 
    “Very smart.” 
 
    “Smart assery only works once.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I sobered up. 
 
    “Anyway, you were right about my fear. I was scared that she would make me see, bring me around…how do I say this…” 
 
    “You were afraid of losing your desire to transform me.” 
 
    “Bingo.” 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    “I realize, after many hours of brutal soul searching, and believe me, Mandy can be brutal, that I can’t ask you to transition.” 
 
    “What?” I was a bit astounded. 
 
    “Of course,” she smiled, “I can’t not ask you.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Can you explain? I don’t want to hurt my head thinking about this.” 
 
    “Certainly. It’s not up to me whether you transition or not. Though I want it, I don’t have the right to push you into it. It’s all your decision. In fact, you need to forget about me bullying you. You need to make your own decision.” 
 
    It was like something broke in me, and tears flooded my eyes. 
 
    “John?” Barbara was alarmed by my sudden emotion. 
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay,” I wiped my eyes. “It’s just…I don’t know why, it made me cry.” 
 
    But I did know why. She was pushing, and pushing, and even though she was the alpha and I was the beta, I had resistance to that push. When she stopped pushing, my resistance had nothing to resist against, and I felt good. I felt free. 
 
    “If you want to cum now, if that will help you in making a decision, we can do that. I don’t have the right to hold even that bit of sex from you. You must be free to make your decision.” 
 
    I nodded. “Take me to bed.” 
 
    She took my hand and we went into the bedroom.  
 
    I said, “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    She was half undressed and she stared at me. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She nodded. She was a changed woman. I could feel her drive and desire, but there was something reasoning in her now. Something that listened and adapted and…loved. 
 
    No. I don’t think she was ever a psychopath, or sociopath, or whichever path, but there were pieces of her that were missing. In becoming a hard charger she had put aside a certain degree of compassion and emotion. 
 
    “Take me however you want me.” 
 
    We finished undressing and got into bed. 
 
    I usually didn’t fuck her. She usually fucked me. But there was something inside me trying to figure things out, and this was necessary. 
 
    She lay on her back and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    I lay next to her. I turned her head and kissed her. She returned the kiss, and I could feel her passion, but not her involvement. I know, that sounds funny, but it’s the only way to describe it. 
 
    I cupped her breasts and marveled at how big and firm they were. I pulled on the nipples with my teeth, then sucked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she breathed. Yet…it was there. That…separation from what we were doing. 
 
    I rolled over on top of her. I spread her legs. 
 
    For a moment, there was fear in her eyes. Not fear fear, but a distaste for anybody taking control of her. Yes, she was a hard charger, and she wasn’t willing to give that up. 
 
    I began to move in and out. My dick is big, and she could feel it opening her up, splitting her open, trying to reveal what was inside her. 
 
    But she wasn’t revealing, she was putting up with. 
 
    My orgasm, when it came, was less than satisfying. It was a moment of body lock, and spurts. 
 
    I sighed and rolled off her. 
 
    We lay there on our backs. 
 
    “I‘m sorry,” she said, and that was something she never would have said before Mandy. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    She rolled against me, like a woman, like a woman dominated and made to feel…less. 
 
    Not every woman feels that way. In fact, very few women feel that way after sex. But she did. 
 
    I felt my arm, where she had her head nestled, get wet. 
 
    “You’re crying.” 
 
    “I’m not…yes. It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    She never cried. She was a stone wall, except when she was giving me anal pleasure. Then she was alive. 
 
    I came to a decision. 
 
    “Barbara?” 
 
    “Yes?” she sniffed. 
 
    “I’ve made up my mind.” 
 
    She didn’t move, but I could feel her ears pop up like a German Shepherd’s when he hears an intruder. 
 
    I pushed back from her, rolled on my side and met her gaze. 
 
    “When I cum like that, it doesn’t work. I’m not built that way. It’s just me spitting. Literally. Like I spit with my mouth. No joy…no satisfaction. Well, maybe a little satisfaction, but nothing to write home about. 
 
    “When I jack off it’s better.” 
 
    She stared at me, her eyes wide, her whole soul listening. 
 
    “When you fuck me my world comes undone. I enter heaven. I give up, literally, and you make me know there is a God. That is what I want.” 
 
    She drew in her breath sharply. 
 
    “So, here is my decision. For the next week I’m going to lord it over you. You’re going to come home and make dinner. You’re going to mix the drinks.  
 
    “I’ve had my ‘draining’ for this week. And I was the dominant. I was on top, and for the next week I’m going to dress like a man. All the next week I’m going to build a memory of manliness that will last me beyond next week. 
 
    “Next week…you take control again. Next week you will be on top. You will fuck me mercilessly. You will control my sex and do what you want with it. You will be the dominant. You will be in charge of this Female Led Relationship. Whether I cum again is entirely up to you.” 
 
    She stared at me with the happiest eyes I have ever seen. They glowed with happiness.               “Oh…oh, my God!” I could feel her whole persona flipping back over, to what it normally was, to what it should be…female superior. “So you’ve got one week.” 
 
    “One week, and then we go back to what works. You’re the Goddess and I am the humble peasant, designed with only one purpose in mind…to serve you. One week, and then I start taking the hormones. If my dick shrinks…you’re stuck with it. It won’t matter to me if I can just be with you.” 
 
    She began crying all over again, turning into a real crybaby, and I, a manly man, held her, and soothed her, and told her it was all right. 
 
    And it was all right. 
 
    Finally, she sat up and said, “For one week you are my lord and master. What would my lord and master want?” 
 
    “Junior mints. A big box of them.” 
 
    “Your wish is my command,” and she jumped up to get dressed and go to the store. 
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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Isn’t the secret of evolution mutation? ~ Dr. Victor Frankendick 
 
      
 
    “Sample my cunt, milord. Only two cents.” 
 
    The gentleman stared at the midget blankly, then hurried on. He was not a lord, only a hard working man, and he would have no truck with gypsies. 
 
    Silithia sighed and pulled her thin coat tighter around herself. 
 
    This was a shabby section of town, but the only place where gypsies were allowed to ply their trades. 
 
    She watched the passersby pass by, sneering at her, if they deigned to take notice of her at all. 
 
    “Blow job, only one cent!” She tossed at a university student. Pah. University students were poor. 
 
    She was a small woman, barely scraping three feet tall, and that was in socks. For that, she was still perfectly shaped. Soft, brown hair, large, expressive eyes, and her body was a perfect hourglass. Indeed, if she had been photographed against other woman, and placed ten feet closer to the photographer, or otherwise made to look normal size, she would have been indistinguishable from the other women. Except maybe a bit more voluptuous, a tinier waist, a more beautiful face. 
 
    She sniffed. She was sure she had caught the French Disease. She had round sores and a higher temperature. 
 
    But she had to live. 
 
    “Let me tiny hands please you, milord. Only a ha’ cent.” she waggled her mittens, laced with holes, at a passing magistrate. 
 
    That worthy was drunk and sneered at her. 
 
    Silithia sighed, and decided that if she had no customers in the next five minutes she would move on. Maybe risk the better section of town. Rich people were always hornier than the poor. 
 
    The University student appeared in front of her. “One cent, eh?” 
 
    “Best penny you’ll ever spend, milord.” She smiled at the young man. 
 
    Thomas Scurvy was a pinched-faced bully. He was tired of being poor. His mother forced him to go to the college, constantly telling him he had raise his station in the world. 
 
    Thomas didn’t care about his station, he wanted money, and Dr. Victor Frankendick had it. And the good doctor would part with it in exchange for warm corpses. 
 
    Thomas picked at a scab and thought about it. 
 
    Digging into the cemetery and hoping to find a stiff warm enough for Frankendick was dicey. They always had the cold of the earth in them, and if the worms had already infested the corpse…bah! 
 
    He studied the midget. She was actually quite beautiful, but she already had a skin rash that spoke of disease. 
 
    She would wither and waste, cough up her lungs, piss out her spleen. She would get sent to some poor house, if she didn’t just perform a service and die on the street. 
 
    Hell, he would be performing the world a service, and saving the community money, if he just put her out of her misery. 
 
    He looked around, his thin eyes assessing the chances of not getting caught. 
 
    There were no people on the streets, it was gloomy and the shadows of night were already present. As if to help him, tendrils of fog were seeping through the city. 
 
    He could do it. 
 
    “Got a alley?” he asked. 
 
    The joy on the little woman’s face was pathetic, and Thomas knew he had made the right decision. 
 
    Silithia reached up and took his hand and led him towards a nearby alley. At last! She could buy a crust of bread this night. She led the young man into the mouth of darkness. 
 
    In the darkness she worked his pants, unbuttoned him and extracted his thin, little cock. She placed it in her mouth and sucked, and waited for it to grow larger. 
 
    Thomas grunted. Those tiny hands felt good on him, and her mouth was warm and adequate. Maybe he could let her do him first. After all, there was no hurry. Not until after he had done the deed. 
 
    Silithia sucked and felt him grow hard. It wasn’t a big cock, and that helped her manipulate it. She managed to get the whole tool in her mouth and she slid her tongue along his shaft and licked the underside of the head. 
 
    Thomas groaned. The little bitch was good, and he hadn’t masturbated for a couple of days. This was going to be good. He tilted his hips and drove his cock into her sucking mouth. 
 
    Silithia moaned, a sound that encouraged the young men, and did her best. It was obvious the young man hadn’t washed his cock recently, but she was used to such things. She tried not to breath through her nose, a difficult thing when one’s mouth was full of cock, and she handled his balls with her small hands. 
 
    Finally, Thomas felt the pulsing in the vein under his testicles. He felt the juice shoot up the tube, and he gave a groan as white semen erupted form the head of his cock and entered Silithia’s mouth. 
 
    He held her head, enjoyed her gagging and the way his spunk seeped out of the corners of his mouth. 
 
    Silithia batted at him with her miniscule fists, but had no effect. The man kept a hold on her head and she began to grow faint. 
 
    Thomas realized that if he killed her with a mouth full of his sperm the doctor might notice, and that would lead to questions he had no wish to entertain. He let go of her head. 
 
    Silithia fell to her knees. She took in great gulps of air and wiped his dick drool off her chin. She swallowed the rest, but it was so stinky she wished she could just regurgitate it. 
 
    But nourishment was nourishment, which helped the price of a ha’ penny and fooled her into thinking more profit. 
 
    Thomas stared at the little woman kneeling before him. So small, didn’t even come up to his waist, actually looked like a child, and for a moment he had a doubt, a misgiving, an idea that perhaps he should not commit this murder. 
 
    But the lure of the five cents the doctor would pay for a warm corpse, added to the penny he would retain for not paying this whore, he took off his scarf and reached down. In a quick motion he wrapped it about the woman’s head, covered her nose and mouth, then he applied pressure with his palm to her breathing apparatus. 
 
    Silithia reared her head, jerked, and fought the giant hands stopped her from taking in air. She beat upon the man with her fists, her legs kicked and she struggled to get away. 
 
    Thomas had a firm grip. He paid no mind to the small, weak hands clawing at him. Silithia began to fade. 
 
    In truth, Silithia was a good soul. She had a poor job, it is true, one which, in other circumstances she would never had taken. But she prayed to God daily. She helped her people, caring for the sick, sharing her food, even sharing her clothes with the children. 
 
    As she faded thoughts went through her head. Her childhood, her life, kindnesses and cruelties, memories of parents who died before she was five. Being cared for by the community. And…God. 
 
    She loved God. She prayed to him every day. She prayed to overcome her height, to be rich, to be in a position to help her people. 
 
    To help her people. 
 
    It is said that God does not listen…he just watches. 
 
    Did he listen on this gloomy night? Did he hear Silithia’s entreaties? 
 
    So many factors went into the making, and now unmaking, of Silithia that such ideas could only be conjectured upon. 
 
    Did God decide to reward the miniscule woman as she struggled and died? Or was there some larger plan? Did he plan to rescue the human race, give it a salvation hundreds of years in the making? Or was it just one more ingredient in the crucible of suffering that is the human existence? 
 
    None will ever know, at least until they see God and ask him face to face. 
 
    Thomas’s hands kept their grip, the small woman, a kind soul, expired, and he was left with a truth. Silithia had died. She was just a warm seed for the ground, and five cents from a doctor. 
 
    Silithia had died, and soon…long live Silithia. 
 
      
 
    Thomas carried the small corpse through the cobbled streets. He avoided the main streets where a constable might find objection with his load. He kept inside the grasp of fog and hurried. 
 
    He hugged her to him, almost like a baby in his arms, and he circled the university. 
 
    Behind the great campus, to a small house, he took the body. He mounted the steps and knocked on the door with one fist. 
 
    Footsteps, murmurs, and the door opened a crack. 
 
    Martha Frankendick peered out at Thomas. She was a middle-aged woman with a bony nose and thin lips. She was the doctor’s assistant. 
 
    “Ma’am, I have a body for the doctor.” 
 
    Without a word Martha opened the door and Thomas slithered in. 
 
    The door closed, Martha snapped, “Put it here.” 
 
    Thomas lay the small woman on the kitchen table. He looked around. 
 
    For a kitchen it made a pretty good laboratory. Beakers boiled on the stove, cupboards were filled with all manner of alchemy potion, and books were stacked on the floors. 
 
    Thomas glanced down at a row of stacked books. He caught some of the titles in his eye. 
 
    ‘A Familiar Introduction to the Study of Electricity’ by Priestley. 
 
    ‘Kimiya-yi Sa'ādat,’ Abū Ḥāmid Muḥammad ibn Muḥammad al-Ghazālī. 
 
    ‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira. 
 
    ‘Experimental researches in electricity,’ Michael Faraday. 
 
    ‘The Modern Prometheus,’ by some bitch named Shelley. 
 
    ‘The Secrets of Life and Death,’ by some author Thomas couldn’t see the name of. 
 
    “Still warm,” murmured Martha, studying the corpse. “Good. good. Just what the doctor ordered.” 
 
    Then she jerked her head up and stared at Thomas. 
 
    Thomas said not a word. He barely breathed. He could see that the old woman was thinking: not cold, no marks of a charnal house, not even any dirt. 
 
    Then the old woman curled a lip and returned her attention to the corpse. 
 
    Silithia lay upon the table, not even taking up half of it. Her face peaceful in death. Her eyes closed and not revealing of the terror of her final moments. 
 
    Her spirit stilled and at peace with God. She had been, at heart, a good woman. 
 
    “Got the pox,” muttered Martha.  
 
    “No…no she doesn’t.” 
 
    “Don’t try to fool a doctor, nor a doctor’s wife,” snapped the dour woman. She glanced at him again, “Don’t worry about your price. Doctor Frankendick will fix her. That he will.” She laughed a wheezy sort of snicker. 
 
    “My money?” 
 
    “Wait here.” The crotchety woman left the kitchen, returned a moment later. Dr. Frankendick was right behind her. 
 
    While Martha counted five small coins into Thomas’s outstretched hand while Victor examined the corpse. He bent over it, opened the eyes and looked into them. 
 
    “Hmm. Excellent. Excellent.” He looked up at Thomas. “I need  more bodies this fresh.” 
 
    Did he suspect the woman was recent murdered? Probably, he was a doctor, after all, but did he care? Not where science was concerned. 
 
    What was the life of a sickly midget, gypsy woman when compared to curing mankind of its ills and short-livedness. 
 
    “I’ll do my best, sir,” responded Thomas, thinking of future riches. 
 
    “Yes. Well, good night.” 
 
    Thomas being summarily excused, he went to the door and out. 
 
    Martha came and looked down at the body. 
 
    “She was a pretty thing,” remarked Frankendick, “we need electricity.” 
 
    Martha sneered. She didn’t like her husband to remark upon any woman’s beauty. The sooner this corpse was experimented on and gotten rid of the happier she would be. She certainly didn’t want to risk Victor playing with the dead woman’s sex organs, or even pushing his little dickie into her. 
 
    She quickly began working, prepared the electrical lines, starting up the machines the doctor used. 
 
    Frankendick went to the cupboards and began sorting through potions. He returned to the body, stripped the clothes from Silithia and began coating her body with a stinky substance. He injected several shots into her neck, placed his hands upon her boobs. 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    Victor didn’t even bother looking at his wife. “Checking the pulse.” 
 
    “Before you even done the electricity?” 
 
    “I’m checking to make sure the woman is truly dead. She looks so well preserved.” 
 
    “Electricity is ready,” snapped Martha. She was holding two leads and looked like she wanted to press them to the doctor. 
 
    “Yes, well, okay.” 
 
    Quickly, the doctor placed two metal disks, one on each side of Silithia’s neck. 
 
    “Too big.” 
 
    “Let’s use spoons.” 
 
    “Will they conduct well enough?” 
 
    “Well enough,” he assured his wife. 
 
    Now sound was rising in the small laboratory. The hiss and crackle of electricity as it powered up the machines, the turning over of the dynamos. 
 
    The smell of ozone filled the air and Frankendick positioned the leads. He was wearing thick, rubber gloves. Taking a breath, he touched the leads to the spoons taped to Silithia’s neck. 
 
    CRACKLE! SNAP HISSSSSSSS! 
 
    Smoke rose in the air and Silithia’s body jerked. Her back arched, and Frankendick noted how like that arch was to the spasm of pleasure when a woman came. 
 
    He touched the leads again…and again. 
 
    When it was all over Silithia lay still. Still dead. Unmoving, and Frankendick and his wife stared at the corpse distastefully. 
 
    “I was sure this would work.” 
 
    “Better try again,” said his wife. 
 
    “Well, put it out back. Have it disposed of.” 
 
    Martha picked up the body and carried it through the house. She placed it on a table in the backyard. A tall fence protected the yard from busy eyes, and the trash man had been paid off. 
 
    Damned body was useless, better to just get rid of it. 
 
    Martha went back into the house. 
 
    The night was silent. 
 
    A cat crept across the ground, sniffed at the table, jumped to the surface and sniffed the body. A starving creature, it tried to assess whether this was food. 
 
    It decided not, and jumped down and slunk away. 
 
    Silithia wasn’t even food for beasts now. 
 
    But there was a warmth in her chest. A spark in her heart. A growing contagion of electrical impulse. 
 
    Her heart had caught the lightening and was not letting it go. 
 
    A muscle twitched, a spurt of blood through a chamber. 
 
    A pulse spurted and stopped. 
 
    The body lay quiet, the night surrounded it with peacefulness. 
 
    The thoughts of man were far away, and in the forest where beasts slept there was only a dream, a lurch, and a finger clutching at nothing. 
 
    People sleeping in the city, or fucking, or searching for dreams to make their lives better. 
 
    Searching for some iota of happiness in a life called Hell. 
 
    The hand clutched, a snappy jerk, a flicker. 
 
    The other hand. 
 
    The chest lurched, the heart within beat again. Slowly, hesitantly, as if not sure it wanted to power the human body around this sad planet yet again. 
 
    The body gasped. The head rose a fraction, then fell back. 
 
    Life had been hard, was it worth returning to? 
 
    Yet how can you stop that which is compelled to beat…by God. 
 
    How can one refuse the whims of the creator? 
 
    How can one not live? 
 
    Indeed, the human species lives harder in the face of tragedy. 
 
    Silithia opened her eyes. 
 
    She tasted cum in her mouth, the remains of some man who had…who had done something terrible to her. 
 
    Yet her memory was not fully returned, which was good, for had she woken to the horror which had put her to sleep she might have just chosen to lay back and be dead again. 
 
    Then she remembered trying to breath, gasping, and she gasped again, but a reflex. She was breathing properly now, taking in rich amounts of oxygen, her heart was now pounding regularly, and blood was coursing through her. She could feel that pulse going through her body, waking up organs, telling her to live. 
 
    She sat up and looked around. 
 
    She was in a small yard behind a tall fence. There was only a slit of moon above to guide her. All was shadows. 
 
    She climbed down off the table. 
 
    She was feeling better now, and better and better. Whatever that young man had done to her…it seemed to have imbued her with a feeling of health. 
 
    Hunh! Health…her? Not likely. 
 
    She felt her way around the yard. A cat spurted out of a corner and disappeared into another. 
 
    She found a latch, and, thank God, it was just within her short reach. She worked the latch, manage to pull the gate open, and exited into an alley. 
 
    She didn’t know where she was, only that she was surrounded by tall buildings. She walked down the alley, feeling better and better. 
 
    What had that man done to her? She had never felt so good! Yet he had strangled her breathing. What was his plan? Why? And why had she wound up in that yard, laid upon a table like a feast? 
 
    She had no answers, she had only her footsteps, and the finding of a path that led away from this terrible place. 
 
    Shortly, when she came out of the mouth of the alley, she realized where she was. The University. 
 
    Hunh! A place she could never go to, it was reserved for people of normal frame. 
 
    She walked around the vast lawns and silent buildings, and she picked up speed. 
 
    She began running. The feeling of health was so strong in her. She didn’t know what had happened, but she had never felt so strong and healthy, and there was even a core of happiness deep within her chest. 
 
    She ran.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Don’t curse love. Curse the asshole that hurt you. 
 
    Old Gypsy Saying 
 
      
 
    Silithia ran through the night, a minuscule woman of perfect proportions. 
 
    Before this her back hurt if she ran, and her legs ached after only a minute. But now she felt no pain; it was as if every pain and ache in her body had been erased. 
 
    She passed people walking along the sidewalk and they stared after her, wondering what a child was doing out alone this late at night. 
 
    She forgot about going through the shabby section of town in her joy. The wind blowing her hair, her lungs working in a way that energized her, she ran right through the good section of town. Past constables, past bars and shops, past lovers huddled in shadows. 
 
    She ran faster than she ever had before, even faster than when she had been a child, before all the tremendous aches and hurts had lodged in her small body. 
 
    Before this, she had had to struggle to keep up with normal sized people. Her little legs twinkling and her lungs huffing painfully, and still she fell behind. She was just too short, her legs too stubby. But now…now she flew like a young colt, knowing no pain, just feeling the bursting flower of perfect health in her. 
 
    She reached the outskirts of the city and slowed to a fast walk. Even then she would burst out with a sprint every once in a while. 
 
    Through the fields, past the lumbering cows, giants that dwarfed her but were slow moving shapes in her wind. 
 
    Down lanes, past houses, to the gypsy encampment. 
 
    She slowed to a walk then, she was bursting with good feeling. Her eyesight was sharp in the night, her hearing was perfect. She approached the low campfires where her people sat around fires and held muted discussion. 
 
    How long can we stay here before they kick us out? 
 
    When will the authorities send their armed men after us? 
 
    Are our womenfolk in danger of being raped? Or, rather, when will our women folk be raped? 
 
    And, under it all, when should we move on? 
 
    Silithia stepped into the light of the fire and sat on a log. 
 
    A smattering of greetings. Cheer without being too loud. They were a robust people who knew when to keep their mouths shut. 
 
    Kezia was stirring a pot. She raised an eyebrow and ascertained that Silithia did want a bowl of…whatever it was. 
 
    Mahala was sitting with the Shiditha brothers, giggling and trying to figure out which to bed, and which to marry. 
 
    Motshan, with the long beard and the knowing eyes, half blind, played his violin sweetly, sadly, charming the people with his compassion. 
 
    “How were the pickings?” asked Vano. He was a studly man who Silithia dreamed about, but knew she could never have. 
 
    He was full-sized, and she was not. 
 
    “Not a thing,” murmured Silithia. Funny, her voice sounded different to her ears. 
 
    She thought about what had happened to her. 
 
    She didn’t know what had happened. It was a mystery. She had been blowing some young University student, and he had placed a rag over her mouth and stopped her breathing. She had woken up, dazed, confused, and feeling like she was recovering from a long bout with…all manner of illnesses. 
 
    Silithia ate her stew. It was delicious, for Gypsy’s knew how to season. When there was little meat and a lot of bulbs dug out of the ground people learned how to change the taste of their meals to something palatable. 
 
    Night. Crickets and frogs. Twin points of light from thick bushes. The moon, silver, little sliver, crawling across the sky. 
 
    Vano waited till most were gone to sleep, wrapped in their rolls under the wagons, huddled in the wagons, or just dozing near the fire. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    Silithia looked at the handsome young man. He had a strong face, good teeth, and lots of muscles. He was a catch. She saw a light in his eye she had never seen before. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Would you like to go to bed?” 
 
    Her breath caught in her chest. Her healthy, soundly beating heart stopped. She felt a warmth come into her cheeks, explode deep within her body. 
 
    She had wanted him for so long, and he had never…but now he was. 
 
    Red-faced, not sure what was happening, she nodded. Then: “But I dare not. I might have the Franch Disease.” 
 
    Vano frowned. He wanted the small woman. He didn’t know why, he had never wanted her before, but now his cock was pressing in his pants and he felt a lust unfamiliar. 
 
    “I don’t…I can get a bladder.” Disease be damned. She was just so beautiful. 
 
    Silithia thought about it. Animal bladders could be fashioned to prevent disease, but did she dare risk him. 
 
    The look in his eyes convinced her. She had never seen such poorly concealed eagerness in her life. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Come. Let us find a place.” 
 
    They rose, stepped out of the light, and took a few steps into the woods. Under a tree, the ground padded with dead leaves, he spread a blanket. 
 
    She waited, dazed by this turn of events. She watched him in the gloom, a shadow doing shadowy business. 
 
    He knelt on the blanket and aid one word. “Come.” 
 
    She approached him, and his long, strong arms engulfed her. His lips pressed against her, and his hands sought her breasts. 
 
    Though she was an experienced whore, she was as a virgin to him. 
 
    Before she had never given herself up, just sucked the cock, or laid down and felt the fumbling as men expended their seed in her. 
 
    She was a gimmick. An erotic something else. She was a toy to be fucked. 
 
    But now it was different. 
 
    She was healthy, feeling glorious, and the most handsome man in the world had just come to her, called to her, and wanted to bed her. 
 
    He placed her on her back, lifting her and moving her like a doll. She slithered out of her clothes, and he felt her in the night. 
 
    His hands roamed over her as if to ascertain that here, really, was perfection of woman. 
 
    She placed her small hands on his erect penis and stroked. 
 
    His breath caught and his heart pounded. Her hands fired up his flesh and he was already in danger of cumming. 
 
    “Wait, wait,” he said desperately. Then he was squirting his semen in her hand. 
 
    She felt him spurt, felt the hot liquid splatter on her arm and drain in her hand. 
 
    What had happened? Why had he…men didn’t usually squirt so fast, no matter how erotic a plaything she was, men had a hard time squirting. 
 
    Yet he had erupted, and with savagery, within mere seconds. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry,” his tortured voice begged for forgiveness. “I wanted you so badly, and now…now…” 
 
    “Shush,” she whispered. “Give it time.”  
 
    So they sat on in the blanket in the darkness, and they didn’t speak much, they had nothing in common except their desire for sex, and waited. 
 
    After a few minutes she reached into his lap and found his pet snake. She fondled it, closed her small grip around it, as best she could, and it became hard. 
 
    “Oh, my god!” he blurted. He never recovered this fast, but now his pecker was hard as a log. 
 
    “Yes,” breathed Silithia. She lay back and helped him into her. 
 
    He was big, and the size of him took her breath away. He stretched her out as none of the townsfolk ever did, and they stared at each others eyes in the night. Eyes that were sparks of light, bits of thought on a man’s face, a woman’s face, and they felt the wonder of the penis in the vagina. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked. 
 
    “God, yes,” she held on to his strong arms with her tiny hands. 
 
    “I’m going to move.” 
 
    “Please,” she agreed. 
 
    He pressed downward with his hips, and his big cock pushed into her flesh. It was her hole that was expanding, but she felt like it was her heart. For a moment she felt dizzy, then the sheer feeling of hard cock in her rescued her, brought her to earth, brought her to pleasure and passion. 
 
    He pulled out, and it felt like he was sucking her insides out, whirlpooling her essence so hard it was in danger of falling out her cunt. 
 
    She had never felt anything like this. She had lain and been used, and she had gotten bits of pleasure from the act, but this was more, much more. This was her nerves screaming and shivering and dancing. This was her heart pounding desperately, drowning in a tsunami of lust. 
 
    She lurched upwards, recaptured him, pulled him back into her. 
 
    He gasped with the sensations pounding through him. He was a lusty man, a man who loved pleasure, but this was ten times better than anything he had ever experienced. 
 
    Who would imagine that a midget cunt would have this power? 
 
    He pushed down, and it was her turn to gasp. The size of him, the glory of doing the act with somebody she liked, loved, had wanted for years, it was more than heavenly. 
 
    Under the tree they wormed and squirmed, stretching her, and reducing him to a bundle of frantic love. 
 
    “I…I’m going to cum…again.” 
 
    “Shh!” she said, willing to accept her lover’s semen, his offering of love. 
 
    He grunted, he groaned, he lost control, he pounded on her, and on later reflection, would wonder that he hadn’t hurt her. 
 
    She was healthy, strong in body and cunt, and she took his force with a smile. Enjoying the hard fucking, letting herself absorb his passion, and she felt something then. She felt…his essence. A spark deep within. A piece of him beyond mere flesh. 
 
    At that moment, almost as if she had pulled it out of him, he erupted. 
 
    He groaned, sounding like a dog growling, and his pecker stiffened and shot semen into her. 
 
    She raised her hips and gloried in his gift. 
 
    And she felt something more…like she had actually absorbed a part of his spirit. 
 
    And she had. 
 
    For though he was strong for a man, he was weak compared to her good health, and she took his energy from him. 
 
    Indeed, he would be slack for days, languorous and deprived of energy, and he would not understand that she had taken it from him. 
 
    They slowed their rocking, thrusting battle, and he withdrew his cock. It was slack now, slimy with his seed, only a bit of drool seeping out of the slit on the head. 
 
    She experienced a lack of satisfaction. She had not cum. And she knew that he was incapable of pleasing her. He wasn’t healthy like her, and he would give up his seed too easily. 
 
    No matter that he was young and strong, a catch, he had not the stamina to please her, to bring her to orgasm. 
 
    They lay in the darkness, him dazed and beaten. 
 
    Her energized by frustration. She wanted another man. Now. She wanted to get off. 
 
      
 
    The next few days were sad. 
 
    Vano would look at Silithia, sitting across the fire, walking to a wagon, eating from a bowl, and then he would look at his dick. Slack. Drained. Empty. He couldn’t get it up. 
 
    The memory of his satisfaction prompted him to, he wanted to, but the flesh was weak. It wasn’t as healthy as Silithia’s. 
 
    So he would watch, and want, and wish, and was sad for his inability as a man. 
 
    To compound his misery, other men started noticing Silithia. 
 
    The Shiditha brothers began ignoring Mahala and sitting on each side of Silithia. They joked with her, and teased her, and flirted with her. 
 
    They wanted her flesh. They wanted to feel her breasts and sink their cocks into her. Whenever one or the other would stand up their cocks would be visible, outlined large in their pants, even the veins visible, and, like as not, there would be a damp spot at the end of their cocks. 
 
    Silithia loved it. She had always been a part of the people, but a small part. Now people were actually taking note of her. 
 
    The next night Silvanus came to her. She had just laid down, under a wagon, and suddenly the older man was squatted by a large wheel, calling to her in a whisper. 
 
    “Silithia? Silithia?” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    He didn’t even try to take her out in the bushes, he just crawled under the wagon and touched her. 
 
    “I saw you tonight, so beautiful. I needed to talk to you.” 
 
    Talk, but spelled fuck. 
 
    Silithia was dazed by the attention. Silvanus was an important man. He had wives and horses and a big wagon. He could have been lying in one of his wive’s arms, but he was here, under the trailer, stating his need. 
 
    “So talk.” 
 
    “You are so beautiful. Your form is so perfect. And your eyes, they are sweet and mystical and innocent all at the same time. They reveal your beautiful soul.” 
 
    Silithia listened. She didn’t interrupt, but even if she had, he would have just continued spouting his desire for her. 
 
    Finally: “I need you, dear Silithia, could you…could we…” 
 
    Silithia took off her clothes. in the darkness she reached out a hand and felt Silvanus He was already stroking his cock. 
 
    She brushed his hand away and took over the stroking duties. 
 
    Silvanus gulped loudly. He had never felt such softness, such tenderness. His nerves exploded with desire, and he came. 
 
    “Uh…uh…uh!” 
 
    Silithia stared at him in shock. She had barely touched him, and he had exploded all over her hand. 
 
    She felt him pumping his seed on her flesh, and she felt a disappointment. She wanted to cum. She had finally played with herself the night previous, bringing herself to an orgasm, but it wasn’t the same. 
 
    Sex was designed for two people, not one person and a hand. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, realizing that he had exploded his groin all over her. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” and he was, but he was satisfied. 
 
    Silithia realized how selfish men could be then, for he backed out from under the wagon, tucked himself back into his pants, and disappeared into the darkness. 
 
    She lay there, sad and unsatisfied. She had put her clothes back on, and now she reached under her garments and felt herself. 
 
    Her slit was fully functional. Yet, if she was not careful, she would never feel another man in it, for they exploded too fast. 
 
    What was wrong with her that they did this? 
 
    She didn’t realize that it was what was ‘right’ with her. That her good health inspired men to lust, and then to premature drainage of their essence. 
 
    But she did know that when she had fucked Vano the night before she had gained something. Some bit of strength, an addition to her own self that made her feel, if it was possible, even more healthy. 
 
    And she had felt a similar gain with Silvanus just a few minutes before. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    She listened, it was Borq Shiditha. He had come looking for her. 
 
    “What do you want?” she hissed into the night. 
 
    He found the wagon she was under then and crawled next to her. 
 
    “Dear Silithia. You are so beautiful. I would suckle at your breasts and eat at your core. I need you.” 
 
    No flowers, just a dive into lust. 
 
    On one hand, Silithia was disappointed. No woman likes to not be appreciated. Yet Borq was just intent on sampling her charms. Hell, he was frantic to sample them. 
 
    Silithia couldn’t help herself. She was hungry herself. She wanted a good fucking and a glorious cum. But she knew she was going to have to play it cagey. 
 
    “Take off your clothes and lay down. 
 
    Borq did. He was a lump on the ground, but Silithia knew exactly where his penis stood up straight. 
 
    She climbed over him and sank down. 
 
    He impaled her with stunned surprise. He had never felt such electrifying flesh in his life. His dick surged and…he began to cum. 
 
    Silithia snorted in disgust. She rose up, him still spurting and groaning, and sat down and let the bit of seed that had found its way into her find its way out. 
 
    Once again she was not satisfied, and it seemed to be getting worse. Maybe it was just her pussy over her hand, but the boy had squirted even faster than Silvanus. And she had made sure she didn’t touch him! 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” he managed, then he was gone, a satisfied shadow in the night. A hard on drained. A dick done. 
 
    Silithia rearranged her clothes, and lay back. 
 
    Frustrated. 
 
    Sighing, she reached a finger down again. She fully intended to hook her pussy to an orgasm, and then: “Silithia?” 
 
    Silithia groaned.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Rocks in my path? I keep them all. 
 
    With them I shall build my castle.” ~ Nemo Nox 
 
     
 
    Silithia had spent her youth traveling with the gypsies. She had giggled and played tag with the children, been spanked (gently, because she was so small) when she misbehaved, and grown to love her life. 
 
    Sure, she was short, but people are people, and these were the ones she knew. 
 
    It all changed. 
 
    Every night the men came around, begging, pleading. Many men, every night. 
 
    If she let them fuck her they were drained for days, but there were others to take their place. 
 
    She rapidly came to love her ability to touch their cock and make them cum. She did that more and more, soaking the ground with their sperm, emptying their balls dismissively, wishing she could find someone who loved, who cherished, who wanted more than a ball drain. 
 
    Yet they did love her. They spoke of their love often, the night was filled with their whispered guarantees. But when they had cum, the love waned. 
 
    But, still, they loved her. 
 
    But she didn’t love them. 
 
    She was rapidly becoming disillusioned. Men she had admired turned out to be nothing more than horny goats begging in the night. 
 
    But that wasn’t the worst thing. 
 
    The women. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the women to discover that their husbands and boyfriends were seeking solace with Silithia, and this did not warm Silithia to their hearts. 
 
    Not even three days had passed before the women looked upon her with frowns. Five days and they sneered openly. Seven days and Silithia knew she must leave. Leave or be stoned. The women were that hostile. 
 
    “Borq, give me money,” she demanded. 
 
    But Borq had no money to give. 
 
    “Salvanus, I need money.” 
 
    But Silvanus’s wife held the purse, and there was no way that woman was going to pay money to a trollop who stole her husband’s seed. 
 
    Thus the men, so insistent and frantic, got fucked and never paid.  
 
    Silithia was becoming fearful. The men were so demanding, lining up, whining, begging. Would they become violent? 
 
    In the women’s eyes it was not the men’s fault. A superstitious people, they blamed Silithia. She had put a spell on the men. She was a witch, an enchantress. 
 
    Thus, the men came, Silithia couldn’t find the wherewithal to leave, and the women cast their eyes upon her. Evil eyes, filled with hate. 
 
    Finally, Silithia tried a last resort. She approached Vadoma, the unofficial leader of the women, and she asked, “Vadoma, I wish to leave, but I have no money. Please help me.” 
 
    Was it the begging? The shaming of her ‘rival? Or was it simply the older woman’s desire to rid the camp of Silithia? 
 
    Who knows. But Vadoma put together a small purse. She handed this to Silithia in the morning without a word. 
 
    Silithia mumbled her thanks and, picking up a loaf of fresh bread, which nobody objected to, left the gypsy encampment. 
 
    She entered the forest and followed an old animal trail that led through the depths. She felt relief. No more men. No more of the constant whining for sex. No longer a fear that she would be beaten if she didn’t lay down and spread her small legs. 
 
    The day was warm, she squirrels running through the trees, chirruping loudly. Birds flew over head. And she stopped for a moment to watch a butterfly flutter by. 
 
    A sound. 
 
    She whirled. It was a ways away, but the brush was crackling with urgency. Somebody was following her! 
 
    She darted behind a large rock and hid under some brush. She lay, her heart pounding, and watched the trail. 
 
    For a couple of minutes nothing happened. nobody came along the trail. But she knew they were coming. 
 
    Her hearing was much improved since she had woken in the strange, back yard. As was her sense of taste and smell and other senses. 
 
    Along with good health came a sharpening of perceptions that was quite stark. 
 
    Borq appeared on the trial. He was puffing, following the trail, and it was obvious what his intent was: catch her. 
 
    He passed by, and Silithia waited a moment, then turned to a pathless way. She was small enough that she could go under bushes and squeeze through spaces between boulders. She moved smoothly, but swiftly. She did not want to be caught. 
 
    Yelling in the distance. Not Borq, but someone else. Maybe his brother. Maybe Silvanus. Maybe another. 
 
    Silithia listened, it seemed that she was safe. The men were blundering blindly, and she had a firm plan. 
 
    Along with good health and sharpened perceptions she was thinking more clearly. 
 
    She darted through the forest, off angles to the path she had been following, and all sounds of pursuit faded. 
 
    Finally, she sat upon a fallen trunk and considered her plight. 
 
    She had to escape the men. They would assault heer, gang rape her,  and take her back to the encampment. Where the women would kill her. 
 
    In her mind she pictured where the towns were, where the roads were. Where river meandered and mountain pondered. 
 
    She thought she knew where she was, the question was…where should she go? 
 
    By now the night was lowering and she realized that she needed a place to sleep. A place protected form the wild animals. Yet she dare not start a fire, for that would draw the men. 
 
    She found a stand of boulders. A path circled them and led to an easily defensible height. She mounted the boulders, dragged a couple of limbs to block the trail and disguise it, then settled in for the night. 
 
    She didn’t sleep that much, but listened for the sounds of pursuit. 
 
    She heard voices calling, fading, coming back, but she seemed to be off their course. Finally, late in the night, she fell asleep. She slept uneasily, afraid in her dreams as well as her waking hours. 
 
    Her eyes flickered open. 
 
    Men. Coming up the path. 
 
    She crawled off to the side, behind a small rock, on a small ledge. Behind her was a fall of ten or twelve feet. 
 
    “There she is!” 
 
    She turned to find Silvanus pointing a bony finger at her. 
 
    He rushed around the boulder, and she heard the men on the hidden path pushing the limbs away, trying to get to her. 
 
    She slid down the side of the boulder, holding on to her simple purse. The slide became a fall and she prepared to break her legs, but she had underestimated her good health. She landed, her legs bent and she sprawled, but she was unbroken. 
 
    Quickly, she got her feet under her and scampered into the brush. 
 
    Behind her the men shouted, clamored for her to return, and slid down the boulder themselves. They were on her trail! 
 
    Silithia ran for her life. Bushes tugged at her, her breath became ragged, but she couldn’t draw away from the sounds behind her. They were dogs to her hare, and they had caught her scent. 
 
    She came to a small stream. A dowsing for her, a wader for the men. She ran, splashing, and as she reached the far bank the men burst out of the forest. 
 
    “There! There!” 
 
    Splashing as they forsook wading for sprinting through the swirling stream. 
 
    Silithia ran, and only her good health kept her in front of the howling pack of males. But her legs were too short, and the men had not her health, but they had the stride, and they stayed close upon her. 
 
    Through the woods, across another stream. A sprint up a hill. 
 
    Now, good health or not, Silithia was running out of steam. The men were but twenty yards behind her, she was in their sights at all times, and it was only a matter of time before reached her, tackled her, touched her and groped her and had their way with her. Fucking her till they broke her bones, piling their bodies on until she ran out of breath and was simply crushed beneath their weight. 
 
    In spite of the new clarity of thought she was experiencing, fear began to grip her mind. Desperate, panicky fear. She was going to be caught! She was— 
 
    She fell. A pebble? A stick? She knew not, but the ground slid beneath her. 
 
    The men were a growling mob as they closed in. She turned and backed away using hands and feet, crawling upside down, knowing the futility of further flight. Knowing that her end was—she was stopped by something tall and sturdy. 
 
    But she was still on a path. There were no trees on the path, there was nothing…she turned and realized she had been brought up by a pair of legs. 
 
    She looked upwards. 
 
    He was a sturdy man in warrior garb. He held a scabbard and she heard the raspy whine of metal scraping out of the scabbard. Then he held a sword in front himself, over her head. 
 
    The men skidded to a stop. They were a mob, but the man was not afraid, and so the courage of the mob leaked as if into the ground. 
 
    “Hold, dogs,” the man spoke with a glee, with a wicked enjoyment for the prospect of combat. 
 
    A mob wants a victim. But here was a man who was not, who stood and faced them down. 
 
    “What would you have with this tiny woman?” He held the sword ready. His jaw was firm and his expression steadfast, but with that touch of humor. 
 
    “She’s ours!” protested Vano. 
 
    “We’re Gypsies and she is one of us!” 
 
    “Since when do Gypsy folk chase their own like curs chase rodents?” 
 
    The men tried to protest, but the man stepped forward, his legs straddled the fallen Silithia. 
 
    “Be gone, varlets, lest I separate you from your heads.” 
 
    The men backed away. Unhappy, many of them surging momentarily, unwilling to give up Silithia. but when the man stabbed one in the arm they all broke. They scurried away. 
 
    The man watched them, a curl on his lip, and waited. 
 
    When they had all disappeared he returned and bent to Silithia. 
 
    “What have we here?” 
 
    “My name is Silithia,” responded the girl. 
 
    “Ha! A gypsy name. Should I have let them take you?” 
 
    “No, milord.” She was already recovered and the man helped her to her feet. “And thank you for your rescue.” 
 
    The Lord’s smile turned upside down as he contemplated her. He felt a liking for this wee person. He fell a surge of appreciation for her, and, being a noble man, he tried to ignore the growth of his penis. 
 
    He said, “Well, come along now. My Lord will wish to inspect you.” 
 
    He led the way through the forest and Silithia followed. For the first time in a while she felt protected. The man had chased the Gypsies away, and she felt obligated to him. 
 
    “What is your name, milord?” 
 
    “Rufus of Calledora. And what is yours, wee person?” 
 
    “I am Silithia.” She spoke defiantly, then softened herself by saying, “I thank you, milord. Those men…I was afraid.” 
 
    “No need to fear. You’re under my protection now. But what were you doing way out here?” 
 
    “Running for my life, milord.” 
 
    Rufus thought about that. Yet he didn’t think the mob he had repelled was interesting in killing this small woman. He felt, rather, that they were in heat, lustful, a pack of horny idiots. 
 
    He glanced at the small woman. Her body was so small, but so perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were large for her size, and her face was beautiful He could imagine her full-sized What an awesome fuck she would make. 
 
    Then he looked away, his penis growing harder than he wished. 
 
     
 
    Castello Calledora sat upon a low hill, it commanded the view for miles around. It was a grey affair, a serious construction by men prepared for war. the walls were thick, the battlements high, the crenellations numerous. Two gargoyles sat on the front corners, and two more over the front gate. They had gaping mouths. The glow of flames silhouetting their ugliness indicated hot oil was kept in readiness. 
 
    “Are you at war, milord?” 
 
    “When are we not?” he spoke with a grimace inspired by unkind memories. “Crimea threatens, the Prussians are ever preparing, yet we try to stay back from the wars. Be ready, be prepared, but be circumspect, that is our motto. 
 
    They came around the trail to a moat. A drawbridge was lowered and a cart was crossing it. 
 
    “Ho!” yelled Rufus. He was greeted by a wave, then he led Silithia across the drawbridge. 
 
    Silithia had never been in a castle, and she was fascinated. She studied the sharp spikes on the portcullis. She gazed at the guard holding his rifle. Her head tilted back and she took note of the ramparts, the tall turrets, the cheerfully waving flags over the whole thing. 
 
    She had no words, so she simply said, “This is pretty.” 
 
    “Ha! Pretty. My Uncle would not like that. Call this heap of stones sturdy if you will, but never pretty.” 
 
    “Yes, milord.” 
 
    A lad came out of a doorway, glanced at Silithia, and turned back. 
 
    In the main courtyard vendors were shouting their wares and bickering with customers. They all stopped their bickering and stared at Silithia. Then they remembered to greet their lord, and doff their hats. 
 
    Rufus was held in high regard; Silithia was impressed by how the men smiled and the women tittered behind their fans. 
 
    They entered a kitchen where a dozen fat women labored over the next meal. Peas were being shucked, chickens plucked, and a big fire was roaring. 
 
    “Good day, Mistress.” Rufus greeted the head cook, the largest of the women. She greeted him back, and gazed down upon Silithia. “You have brought a partridge for the pot?” 
 
    “She was beset upon by a crowd. It was Christian to bring her along.” 
 
    “Will she work?” 
 
    “I know not. But time enough for that. Where’s my uncle?” 
 
    “In the big room.” 
 
    They left the kitchen and the roar of hearth and women chatting. He led her through the castle and into a large hall. 
 
    Silithia stared around in wonder. The high ceilings, the paintings and tapestry on the walls, the suits of armor in niches carved into the stone walls, it was an awesome room, and she marveled that anybody could have a home so big. 
 
    “Ho, Uncle. I bring you Silithia.” He spoke ponderously, like he was announcing the conquerer of the world. 
 
    The uncle stood at a large table across the room. He was speaking with a couple of other men, but he stopped, rose, and hugged his nephew. 
 
    “And, what, pray tell, is a Silithia?” He looked down upon Silithia, but he was smiling through his bushy and grey beard. He was old, but demonstrated a vitality that younger men would envy. 
 
    Rufus told the tale of the rescue, and finished up with, “I have invited her to sup, then she may make her choices, stay or go, work or…or…” he stopped talking and frowned. Whatever was in his mind stayed hidden however, and he seemed to forget about it and smiled. 
 
    “I wish she would stay, however, for I have taken quite a liking to her.” 
 
    In Silithia’s mind: Uh oh. Rufus had spoken like one of the men of her tribe, on the edge of lust and thinking about bedding her. It was in the gleam in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    Silithia was shown to a room and advised to rest before dinner. Maids would attend to her and help her prepare. Which advice seemed strange to Silithia, for what preparation is necessary for a meal but to pick up the knife and fork. 
 
    Still, she was tired from running from the men, so she lay on the bed and was surprised when she woke up and found that she had been asleep. 
 
      
 
    The maids dressed her in the finest garments she had ever seen. Soft silk that fell in love with her skin in the most sensual manner. Undergarments that held her breasts in place. Almost embarrassingly in place. And shoes that were too tall for her. 
 
    Most amazing was that they had apparently been prepared especially for her. There were no other small people in the castle. There would be no reason to have such clothes about. But they brought out dress and under garments and accoutered her, and she actually felt like she was beautiful. something she had never thought before. She didn’t know she was wearing children’s clothes. 
 
    She whirled before a mirror and the maids smiled and complimented her. 
 
    There was no hate nor even a dirty look from the maids, and Silithia was heartened. She never wanted her own kind to turn upon her again. 
 
      
 
    Dinner was a frolicking affair. Men and women lined the tables and drank to each other’s health. A deer carcass was turned over a large fire, and plates of meat and vegetables were constantly being brought in from the kitchen. 
 
    Silithia, sitting next to Rufus, had never experienced such largesse. And she had never eaten so fully and of such delicious plates. 
 
    “Your lady friend eats like a woman made larger,” said the Uncle at one point, causing Silithia to blush. 
 
    Rufus chortled and responded, “She is trying to fill herself up, and so grow bigger…bigger.” 
 
    Silithia lowered her blushing face and all laughed joyously at her…with her. 
 
    Silithia was a woman of the country. She was a peasant, and, what’s worse, a Gypsy peasant. But to see such relaxed conversation, such familiarity, and even with the lords, she was astonished and even flabbergasted. 
 
    Thus, Silithia was welcomed to Castello Calledora, and the troubles began that very night.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
     “You have to know that an older man 
 
    cannot hang from a chandelier.” ~ Karola Westheimer  
 
     
 
    Tap, tap, tap. A discreet knock, and the door to her chambers opened.               
 
    Lord Rufus slid through the door and closed it softly. 
 
    “Milord?” 
 
    “I have come to check on you, young lady.” 
 
    Young lady? Silithia realized that she had just been promoted. 
 
    “Oh. I…I thank you, but I am fine.” 
 
    Yet he did not back away, turn and leave. He stepped further into the room. 
 
    “Did you enjoy yourself tonight?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” 
 
    “Excellent. Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    As Rufus took a step closer, Silithia realized that he was acting like one of the men who had chased her; he was besotted with her, the only difference being that he made a show of caring. He covered his plea of lust with concern. 
 
    She was right in her estimation, for suddenly he leaped forward, took knee next to her bed and reached his hands forward to take her hand in his. 
 
    “Oh, Silithia, I knew, from the first time I laid eyes on you, that I must have you.” 
 
    His hands were barely below the edge of the bed, and he fiddled with his pants. In a second he had his dick out and was playing with it. 
 
    Now Silithia felt conflicted. For on one hand she was beholden to the lord, on the other he just wanted to get his rocks out. 
 
    Silithia came close to tears then. What had happened to her to make her a magnet for lust? What had changed in her? She knew the experience, whatever had happened between the time of her attack and waking up in a backyard, was responsible. 
 
    But what had happened? 
 
    “Oh, Silithia, your very name makes me drunk with love!” 
 
    His hands brushed her breasts and she felt a thrill shoot through her. Even though she knew he was in lust, not love, the physical thrill of being wanted had a hold on her. 
 
    “I am but a peasant, lord,” she protested, but lightly. Her flesh responding to his touch. 
 
    He leaned closer, his hand working faster and faster. 
 
    She reached for him then, almost in a daze, and she took his penis in hand. 
 
    “Don’t cum yet,” she begged. 
 
    But he couldn’t control himself. Her touch, her hands on him, he groaned and his back rippled. He spewed slime across the bed, a long rope that soiled her forearm before dripping to the bed coverings. 
 
    Disappointed, she let go of him. She watched as he continued to buck and emit juice. Finally, he lay, gasping, exhausted. He stood up and began to push himself back into his pants, and she said, “Wait, Lord Rufus.” 
 
    She felt the hunger in her. She wanted to have her own cum. 
 
    He wavered. Exhausted in body but commanded by her voice, and yet feeling a spark of desire within. 
 
    “Stay with me for a while, you will be able to do it again, and this time within me.” 
 
    Now he couldn’t leave. Exhausted, drained, yet offered more of the poison, he knelt beside the bed again. 
 
    For a long moment nothing was said, then Silithia, afraid he would leave, blurted, “You must tell me of your castle and the people.” 
 
    So they talked. A winding conversation where she learned of how decisions in government were made, learned the gossip of the castle, even saw the petty jealousies that a prince might have. 
 
    Oddly, this short conversation thrilled Silithia. The only conversations she had had before were of the peasant variety. There was a sameness to the way of the converse, but it was elevated, speaking of elites and their foibles. She knew that there was something in the conversation that not only held appeal to her, but was worthwhile. She was learning. 
 
    Then, 15 minutes later, she noticed Rufus adjusting his pants and squirming, and she knew he was already ready. 
 
    “Are you ready for another round, milord?” 
 
    He smiled, such a handsome man, and pulled out his prick. 
 
    Now she touched it, and though he groaned, he held off squirting. Yet Silithia knew she would have to hurry. These short-lived men were a vexation. 
 
    She threw back the covers, and his eagerness made him clumsy. He almost fell on her, his hands being tripped by the wrinkles of sheets, then he knelt between her legs, erect and ready. 
 
    “Ah,” Silithia sighed as she helped him find her pussy. 
 
    His body covered her, yet he held himself up, did not squash her, as he pushed into her. 
 
    Silithia groaned. She hated that men were obsessed with her to the point of stupid, but she did so love the feel of a long shaft of flesh plumbing her depths. 
 
    Rufus marveled at how he had managed to insert his whole length into this tiny woman. He felt her breasts then, squeezed them, and bent his body so he could reach his mouth to them. 
 
    Silithia gasped as he pulled her nipples with his mouth and sucked on them. She arched her back. With one hand she aided his love making by rubbing her slit button. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” mumbled Rufus, already close. Silithia knew she had to hurry, or…  
 
    “Wait!” she pushed his chest. 
 
    The old Silithia, weak and crippled by pains, would not have been able to do this, but the new Silithia, possessed by incredible feelings of health, could. 
 
    Growing a bit frantic, Rufus left her hole. His face quickly becoming worried that he would not find his way back into her, he asked, “What is wrong?” 
 
    “You overwhelm me, milord.” 
 
    “Oh…oh, yes.” He realized that he had been too fast. With the ladies of the castle he was never this fast. He took his time and brought them along. 
 
    Quickly, he slithered down her body, put his face in her junction and began applying his lips and tongue to her pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” A thrill shot through Silithia, and she quickly understood that this was a part of lovemaking that she had missed out on. 
 
    As a whore men squirted quickly, almost ashamed, wishing to be done and gone even as they plumbed her. 
 
    As a peasant, she had rarely been touched. She was a whore after all, and small to boot. 
 
    After she had achieved her great health, however, the men were too besotted to take their time. They were in. They rushed to fuck her, and so frantic they forgot the basic niceties of serious lovemaking. 
 
    Now reminded, and the edge taken off his own hunger, however temporarily, Rufus went to work. 
 
    He sucked her pussy, making her laugh with his obnoxious pig sounds. He gobbled her breasts with his hands, pulling on the nipples so that her breath caught. He kissed her endlessly, and even without his prick Silithia felt herself climb the mountain. 
 
    But she knew he might be out of control if she didn’t let him squirt in her. 
 
    “I’m ready, but take your time. Let me cum first.” 
 
    He tried, he tried hard, even holding his cock by the base painfully, trying to stop the issue of seed, but it was no use. 
 
    Fortunately, his earlier ministrations had effect, and Silithia managed to orgasm even as he lay, the last of his dribble draining. 
 
    Shortly afterwards, he slunk out of her chambers and she was left to lay on her back, stretched out, luxuriating in the accomplishment of a good cum. 
 
    She wasn’t tired, and a piece of her realized that with good health the need for sleep receded. 
 
    She sat up and lit a candle. She sat on the luxurious bed and looked around. Why she had lit the candle she didn’t know. She just knew that she wasn’t sleepy. She thought about roaming the castle, but she was afraid. She was just a late visitor and she didn’t want anyone to find objection with her acts. 
 
    She got out of bed, nothing impelling her but a subtle restlessness bred of being awake. 
 
    On one side were heavy drapes. On the other side a wall of books. At the foot of the bed, though across the room, slumbered the embers of a fire. 
 
    Idly, she walked across the room to the drapes. She found the slit between the two parts and pushed the drapes apart…and her breath caught. 
 
    She was high in the castle, and the country spread out before. 
 
    Moonlight made it peaceful and magical. Low hills and far mountains, a trickle of stream, looking so small. Pastures and fences and she could even see the little white blobs that were sheep. 
 
    For long she simply stood between the drapes, naked, feeling the air brush her body, staring at the kingdom. She had never imagined anything so grand. She had lived in the land, an ant that never saw the whole picture, but now she felt like a God. She could see an occasional light, a lamp in a house or outside a tavern or barn. There were people down there, each having his or her own life, each caught in the dream of thinking the world was only as big as they thought it was, and never imagining the vast scope of the world. 
 
    For long she stood there, enraptured, captured by thoughts she had never imagined, feeling a subtle ‘pulse’ to it all. Feeling life as she  had never imagined it. 
 
    Finally, the late hour causing the air to become cold, she stepped back into her chambers. 
 
    But still not tired. 
 
    She sighed, thought about wrapping herself in sheets and going back out on the balcony, then her eye embraced the bookshelf across the room. 
 
    Books. She had never touched one. She had seen people reading them, though it was a rarity. Silvanus could read, but he had laughed when people asked him what the books said. ‘Some things are reserved,’ he would always retort. 
 
    But, reserved for what? 
 
    Silithia crossed the room, rounded the bed, and placed her hand atop a row of books. 
 
    Such an odd feeling, the edges and smoothness. She took a book out. 
 
    Endless scribbles of black on white. The paper smooth to her hand. The covers rougher, and sometimes having pictures on them, sometimes not. She wondered what the little black symbols meant. She would have to ask Lord Rufus. 
 
    She replaced the book, then, nothing left but boredom, she went to bed and tried to sleep, and eventually succeeded. 
 
      
 
    The next day she awoke early and went searching for Rufus, but he was nowhere to be found. 
 
    An irritant, men began to watch her, and she could feel the lust building in the castle. 
 
    She liked the castle, she didn’t want to leave it, but she knew what would happen. The men would want to fuck her, the women would hate her, and she would be driven out. 
 
    What to do? What to do? 
 
    Make friends with the women. Hope she could undo any situation before it happened. It turned out to be a very smart thing to do, though not for the reasons she anticipated. 
 
    Thus, she entered the kitchen and talked with the women there. She made herself be interested in their lives, and she ingratiated herself with them. 
 
    Later, she approached various maids and struck up friendships, again trying to be complimentary and appreciative of them. Talking to them as friends. 
 
    It was obvious these women were not smitten by her, whatever magical charm she was giving off left them cold. But they did respond to friendliness and cheer, and Silithia felt that she was making progress right away. 
 
    “Have you seen the Prince?” she asked one maid. 
 
    “The King has sent him to inspect the wineries, milady.” 
 
    Silithia frowned. There was no mention of wineries the day previous, in fact, the Prince had mentioned that he had just returned from touring the countryside, and he looked forward to staying at home for a while. 
 
    Silithia felt a vague unease of suspicion. This unease grew larger at dinner, and blossomed into full fruit that night. 
 
      
 
    Tap, tap, tap. Silithia rose up in bed, thinking the Prince had returned and was looking forward to a tryst. 
 
    Who slipped through the door, however, was not Rufus. It was King Urtan. 
 
    “Your majesty,” whispered Silithia in surprise, though she quickly realized there should have been no surprise. 
 
    The inspection of the wineries? It was a ploy to get the Prince out of the way, to clear the way for the uncle. 
 
    “Urtan approached the bed with his regal stride, yet there was a breathlessness to him that indicated what he was there for. 
 
    “Ah, sweet Silithia. I have come to ask after you. Are you well?” 
 
    Silithia studied the older man. Old, actually very old, his hair was white, as was his long beard. His eyes were washed blue and the lower lids drooped ever so slightly. 
 
    Still, he was the picture of good health, and Silithia knew that older men could still perform the sex act. She had seen Urtan walking the castle, and his stride indicated he still had a set of full balls between his legs. 
 
    “I am fine, your Majesty.” 
 
    “Please, when we are alone, like this, you may call me Urtan.” 
 
    A first name basis with the king of the land. Yet Silithia wasn’t impressed. She knew he was behaving as he did because of lust, and she would rather have the nephew’s cock between her legs. 
 
    “Yes…Urtan.” 
 
    He knelt by the side of her bed then, as Rufus had, and conducted conversation with her. It wasn’t long before she noted the quick movements of his hand below her line of vision. 
 
    Silithia sighed. She preferred young meat, but if this was her plate, she must eat from it. “Would you like to take off your pants and plow me?” 
 
    The King’s eyes opened in delight. In truth, he had been working towards this very goal, and to be asked so forthrightly…he smiled. 
 
    He took down his pants and exposed his big, red cock and jumped between her legs. 
 
    Silithia had believed that being older he might show restraint. She learned, the hard way, that people in charge actually have less control. They feel the world is theirs and they demand it. 
 
    Nevertheless, Silithia lay back and pushed his head towards her cunt. She didn’t wait while he plumbed her depths until she got tired, she wanted to get excited right now. 
 
    Happily, King Urtan buried his head between her thighs. He slobbered and Silithia realized that he had fake teeth. She was slightly disgusted, to get a ‘gum job,’ ew! 
 
    But she could feel how hard he was, and what was she to do about it? What…an idea burst upon her. 
 
    She had made men cum with a touch, especially a simple stroke of their cocks. 
 
    He hadn’t cum yet because she hadn’t touched him down there, but…but could she make an old man cum with just a trickle of her fingers upon his shaft? 
 
    She felt naughty, almost evil, the way she was plotting in her head, but it would get the old man off her. She wouldn’t be able to get off on his dick, but she could always masturbate later. 
 
    “Urtan,” she whispered, lifting his head from between her white thighs. 
 
    “Uh?” he looked at her, doggish devotion in his bearing. 
 
    “Give me your prick.” 
 
    Quickly, the older man scrambled up to his knees. He held his cock and prepared to put it in her, and she said, “Let me help,” and grabbed it. 
 
    “UNHHHH!” almost as if he was responding to her desires, he exploded with a massive lurch and spit. His cock wasn’t as big as his nephew’s, perhaps shrunken with age, but it spewed massive amounts, long ropes, streams, of white effluence. He groaned and moaned and his back kept jerking as he emptied himself. 
 
    Then he collapsed. 
 
    Fortunately, he wasn’t as heavy as Rufus, so Silithia managed to push him off her. 
 
    “Oh…thank you. that was magnificent. That was wonderful.” He blathered compliments as he lay there. He was so drained, and thus so weakened, it took him a long ten minutes to get to his feet, and then he was weak and quavery. His legs shook as he pulled up his royal pants and prepared himself for the trip back to his chambers. 
 
    Silithia realized that older men have less energy, less reserves, and that she should be careful. She didn’t want her pussy to drive the old king to a heart attack. 
 
    Then she realized something else: she had intended to make the king cum by a touch of her hands, and he had, and it seemed that the strength of her intention had helped the matter. 
 
    That was an eye opener. 
 
    In a way, it gave her a weapon, though Silithia didn’t think of it that way, at least not at first. 
 
    She thought of her ability as a means of self defense. She giggled, and an image of the old men of her village chasing her filled her mind If she just touched them, with intention, they would fall to the ground and cum their brains out. She could stride through them, impervious, not having to have their stupid cocks up her cunt. She could leave the whole lot of them groaning on the ground, holding their groins as they soiled their pants. 
 
    “What?” asked the king, almost ready to leave. 
 
    “I was just pleased with your manliness, sire. Never have I been more satisfied.” She held herself back from adding, ‘and wasn’t even penetrated. 
 
    The old man’s giddiness, his lack of sharpness, only went so far. 
 
    The King smiled, didn’t even bother to kiss her farewell, and left. 
 
    She lay there, thinking about what she had done, and what she had learned. It was an important moment for her, for now she had shown a bit of discipline, taken a bit of control, and it made her less the victim, and opened the door to her being in charge of her future. 
 
    So thinking, she lay back and began to finger herself.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    The aged are really eating their young.  
 
    Vincent Okay Nwachukwu 
 
     
 
    And so began life in the castle. 
 
    A tryst with Urtan once a week. 
 
    A tryst with Rufus once a month, for that was all the time the King allowed his nephew in the castle.  
 
    Silithia, of course, was not happy. 
 
    She made the old king cum with a touch, and wished for nights with the studly, young Prince. Yet the old King kept them apart, and the only pleasure found was at the tips of her own fingers. 
 
    Still, all was not lost. For she prevailed on the king to find a tutor for her, and she learned to read. 
 
    Reading. Books. New worlds. Ideas. Concepts. Lust through pornography. Math and science. Novels and poetry. 
 
    Within a year she was more learned than either Urtan or Rufus. Her good health lent itself to good health of the mind, and she absorbed what she read quickly and easily. Reading books avidly and tossing them aside only to search for another. 
 
    All the knowledge of the world, all the men and women she couldn’t talk to, could talk to her. 
 
    She read through the day, happy to be insulated from the men of the castle. She read through the night, stopping only to touch Urtan with her intention, or to finger herself off. 
 
    At the end of a year, however, she was unhappy. 
 
    She had read all the books in the castle. Some of them twice. 
 
    And, she was desperate for a good fuck. 
 
    Rufus sneaking into her chamber, fearful that the King would catch him, only once a month was driving her crazy. 
 
    She was young, healthy, very healthy, and she needed cock. She wanted cock. Her pussy was wet and dripping for cock. 
 
    And all she got to do was touch a finger to an old man’s penis.’ 
 
    Clearly, something had to be done. 
 
    She began to drain the king, and be bitter about it. And in the bitterness she took too much of him. 
 
    He left her chambers weaker and weaker, yet desiring more and more.               
 
    She studied his waning physique, his hollow cheeks. She knew that she was pushing him, draining him, weakening him. 
 
    Yet, how much could she do? 
 
    Did she dare to ‘over drain’ him? 
 
    She could do it. She could summon him nightly, make him give up his essence, and thrust him into a despair from which there was no returning, and only death as the reward. 
 
    Several times she decided to do that, but something stopped her. 
 
    At heart, in her soul, she was a good person. 
 
    She liked people, she liked men, especially men with big, healthy cocks. How could she kill one? Even if his cock was small and flabby and reduced by age and lost in vigor? 
 
    So she held herself back. She cried herself to sleep some nights, so galling was the frustration eating at her, but she did not kill the king. 
 
    She didn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    One morning she awoke to a tolling bell. She heard footsteps in the hallway. She heard crying sounds. She quickly put on her robe and opened her door. 
 
    “The king is dead!” sobbed a maid. 
 
    Silithia closed the door and put one hand on her ample chest. She wondered: Did I do that? 
 
    But she knew she hadn’t. Thoughts have strength, and great thoughts have great strength, but her considerations for the old man’s demise had held no intention, no real strength. He had died by means other than hers. 
 
    That night Rufus came to her. Tap, tap, tap. He entered her chambers. 
 
    “Silithia?” 
 
    “My Prince!” 
 
    They hugged. Him standing and her standing on the bed. 
 
    He kissed her, and felt her breasts. For a man in mourning he was feeling amazing good. 
 
    And she suspicioned. Had he killed the king? 
 
    She thought he had, but that was not a subject one brings up with the Prince, now King, of a realm. 
 
    By the way, dear…did you stuff a pillow in the old man’s mouth just to watch him die? 
 
    No. Better to keep her counsel to herself, and all suspicions. 
 
    Besides, in her heart of hearts, she knew. 
 
    She also knew that the Prince, though he was now a murderer, was not a bad person. 
 
    He was just besotted. Enchanted by Silithia. 
 
    And perhaps that is a reason, too, why the little woman never brought the subject up. There was a trace of guilt in her for having thoughts, and for not being entirely unhappy that the old man was gone and the young King was able to hold her in his arms. 
 
    Thus, that night, directly after the old king had succumbed to whatever had impelled him to cross over to another world, Rufus lay Silithia down gently. He mouthed her cunt, ate it rapaciously, devoured her labia and clitoris, and move up to her tits. 
 
    And he palpated her breasts, and touched the nipples until Silithia giggled, and, finally, moved his cock to her portal. 
 
    They held their positions for a moment, a long moment, and they stared at each other. 
 
    He was in lust. She knew she was taking advantage of the situation, but, what the heck. She was used to whoring, and wasn’t this a sight better? 
 
    He rammed his cock into her pit. He ground down upon her, kissing her as he swirled his cock in her pussy pot like a madman. He fucked her and made of her a rag doll, falling to his violence with a will. 
 
    He screwed her senseless, and she finally experienced the awe and wonder of a good orgasm without the baggage. 
 
    She came so hard she thought she was going to die. Her heart seemed to stop, her breath was forgotten, and there was only the heavenly golden haze the enveloped her every sense. 
 
    And he came so hard she thought his cum would shoot right out her asshole. She had never experienced anything so heavenly in her life. 
 
    Afterwards, while he lay, exhausted and slumbering she once again had epiphany. 
 
    He had not squirted from her touch…because she had not wanted him to. 
 
    In fact, she wanted him to stay hard, to please her, to split her apart with his cock. 
 
    And so he had. 
 
    So her powers grew by one more factor. 
 
    She could make a man cum with a touch, or she could hold his seed in abeyance, until she was satisfied. 
 
    Now sex became not just a weapon of defense, but a means of reward. If a man pleased her, she could give him pleasure, increase his pleasure as she wished, even hold him on the precipice of delight, not even a drop oozing, yet suspended in profound orgasm. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
      
 
    Yet, in his own way, Rufus was as serious a jailor as had been his uncle. 
 
    He kept Silithia to himself. 
 
    He was not cruel or obvious in this, he merely lessened the amount of men allowed inside the castle, and manipulated things so that Silithia rarely saw a man. 
 
    Which was fine with Silithia, for Rufus was more than fair in one other respect. 
 
    He bought books for her. 
 
    Tons of books. Whatever books she wanted, he would see to procuring. 
 
    He had even appointed one man to be the official book buyer. Silithia would write out what books she was interested in, and the Book Buyer would scour the countryside, go to every town, every bookstore, to fulfill her wishes. He even used his own imagination to buy books that he thought she might be interested in. 
 
    Thus, Silithia enjoyed her isolation. She had the Prince to fuck her at night, and even though he was often drained she could always make him hard and willing, and on those nights he possessed even more stamina, and her orgasms were even more delightful. 
 
    She had no men to bother her. In fact, after a couple of years the gossip was out, and men knew they should avoid her. If they happened into a room where she was they would immediately turn and leave, and so were never ensorcelled and become a bother to the little lady. 
 
    She had many women friends. Seeking them out during the day, fulfilling her need for social discourse with them. 
 
    She gained more and more and more knowledge. 
 
    Within ten years she was having the royal book buyer purchase scientific treatises on the latest scientific breakthroughs. She had read Shakespeare through and through, and was examining Greek tragedies. She particular loved poetry. Elizabeth Browning. Ollie Holmes. Charles Baudelaire, who offered the most delightful translations of the America Eddie Poe. 
 
    But her favorite subject was pornography. 
 
    With revolution came a surge of free thinking, libertine thought, heretical impulses, and, of course  the rise of demimondes. 
 
    In her mind there was absolutely nothing better than women who loved, and wrote, porn. 
 
    She read Satyricon, and was delighted. Decameron, with the nuns and the monks engaged in scandalous behavior, made her woozy with sexual feelings. A new translation of Arabian nights absolutely wounded her with laughter as it discoursed upon such subjects as people becoming dildos and bidets. 
 
    But the absolute pinnacle of these early forays into smut was the wondrous The 120 Days of Sodom. 
 
    Imagine, a castle like hers, prison to a harem of sexually liberated souls. She spent hours, days, even months, after reading the book, dreaming her own dreams of what it would be like to experience such…such lustful depravity. 
 
    Yet, though she had opportunity—Rufus was so enthralled by her he wouldn’t have objected to such sexual goings ons, and she had the castle locale from which to launch such an endeavor—she was, at heart, a good person. 
 
    So she lived, and read, and fucked, and was insulated from the world, a world which would have sought her out and slaughtered her sexually. And this was good, as she needed that time to come to grips with herself, to accumulate knowledge, and to understand her abilities. 
 
      
 
    “Milord, we must darken your hair again.” 
 
    Rufus looked up from the royal bed. He wore glasses now, and was firmly in the grip of middle age. 
 
    “Again?” he sighed. And, compelled, he asked in return, “Why don’t you grow old with me?” 
 
    It was true. He was old middle age, with a slight pot for a belly, his muscles turning slacker with each year, his hair grey and threatening to turn white, and even his eye sight was not good. 
 
    “I don’t know milord. I have been blessed, I suppose.” 
 
    She was young, had a healthy complexion and a full head of hair. She read hours every day, yet her eyes showed not the strain. 
 
    And, of course, her body was lithe, her chest buxom, rosy with good health. Her face had not a wrinkle nor a mark upon it. 
 
    “You know,” King Rufus put his reading aside and studied his wife. “You are taller than I remember.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. It was true. She had noticed it years earlier, and had marveled. She was growing taller, an inch for every three years. That wasn’t much, but with time it was. 
 
    It had been 35 years since she had come to the castle, and she was now four feet tall. From 36 inches to 48 inches, in 35 years. Almost an inch every three years. 
 
    “Here I am, shrinking with the years, and you grow taller. Are you a witch?” 
 
    “Nay, milord, only in love.” 
 
    And she was. The years had accustomed her to him, and in this moment she crawled up on the royal bed and began sucking his cock. She willed it to stay hard and pulsing, and yet not cum. She had been reading about this thing called orgasm denial, and it was fun to play with. Fun for the King, too. 
 
    “Ah, God! You are a witch. You have spelled me, and I am lost to your sorcery.” 
 
    She took her mouth off and laughed. She stroked him, willed him to grow harder. 
 
    “Fuck!” he blurted, as her desires shaped his flesh. 
 
    Then he couldn’t talk. Her hands were magic and he was the rabbit about to not just be pulled out of the hat, but turned inside out and pulled out of the hat. 
 
    “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Please.” 
 
    “Okay. Next year.” 
 
    She laughed and let go of him. 
 
    Quickly, he grabbed his cock and began stroking, large sweeps from tip to ball. “Uh…huh…huh!” He gasped. 
 
    “Keep trying, dear,” she crooned. “You’ll make it!” But she had wished him not to cum. To stay hard and not cum, and he was caught. He was between a prick and a soft place. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    She giggled. She was. She really was. A royal bitch. She had so much fun. 
 
    “Well, shall I leave you alone for a few hours?” 
 
    But he knew what she had done. 
 
    “Get me off…please.” 
 
    “Oh, shucks. You’re no fun.” 
 
    She touched his cock and he groaned and spurted a long stream of cum. His pelvis jerked and his upper body twitched and he emptied himself into the air. 
 
    And died. 
 
      
 
    “His heart simply gave out,” stated the royal physician, placing the King’s slack hand under the covers and pulling the covers up to the corpse’s neck. 
 
    In the hallway Silithia could hear the maids weeping. She had looked out the window earlier, and knew that the townsfolk had gathered. They stood in a crowd, hats in hands, the women weeping. The men staring at the ground. 
 
    He was buried, amidst much pomp and ceremony, the following week. 
 
    It was a grim, drab day, and Silithia walked behind the casket. A short woman, only four feet tall, she walked alone, respected in her grief. 
 
    Rain drizzled, and the procession turned into the royal graveyard. The wagon came to the Mausoleum, and the crowd murmured and swayed in sadness and even torment. 
 
    The king was dead. Long live the…Mistress? 
 
    She was not officially married to the King, but she was the acknowledged mistress. 
 
    She inherited nothing. Yet…she was the only heir. And the people, at least the women of the castle, asked after her desires, they bowed to her wishes, and the people watched and understood. 
 
    Life would go on. 
 
    Silithia’s work in making the women her friends had paid off. 
 
    The casket was taken off the wagon and carried into the stone building, then the bearers exited and great stones were laid in place and the doors were shut upon the dead King. 
 
    Silithia stood in the rain, and tears came from her eyes. And she suddenly felt it. She turned. 
 
    The women were head bent, weeping, but the men…the men were staring at her. 
 
    Oh, fuck! she thought. Not now! 
 
    And, like that, the lust disappeared from the men’s eyes and they looked down at the ground. Returned to the misery of the burial, companions to their wives again. Freed from the lustful rage that consumed men when they saw Silithia. 
 
    Silithia’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    She had touched cock and made it spurt. 
 
    She had willed cock not to spit, and it had not. 
 
    But now her powers were growing even larger. 
 
    With no personal connection, with no physical touch, she had just called off a mob. 
 
    A shock. 
 
    She was safe. 
 
    She could travel the world and no man would bother her…unless she so desired. 
 
    She even saw the ramifications of this ability: making men horny at a distance and bending them to her will. Causing men to fall in love, to ever get hard, in the direction of one woman, not necessarily her. To leave men standing and gaping, penises pumping and throbbing, and yet not able to cum. 
 
    And, with that thought, she reversed her desires of the years. 
 
    With the King she was bound to one man. 
 
    Without the King all men were bound to her. 
 
    She just had to be careful and make sure she bound women to her through her loyalty and generosity to them. 
 
    She considered her castle as a location for debauchery, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    In order to rise from its own ashes, 
 
    a Phoenix first must burn. ~ Octavia Butler 
 
      
 
    She had gone through several Royal Book Buyers. They eventually became old, were replaced, and the current one was more of a procurer. He found books for her, and more. 
 
    If she wanted a special garment, or a painting, or whatever, he would get it for her. 
 
    Now she wanted a fuck. But a particular kind of fuck. 
 
    She summoned the Buyer, whose name was Rodney. She called him to her chambers and he listened as she whispered: “I would like you to find a man for me. Big cock. Not mean. About four foot six. Maybe 30 years old.” 
 
    The Procurer kept a silent face. When she was done he merely asked, “Would you like married or unmarried.” 
 
    She thought about that. Married men were interesting, they were forbidden, but she didn’t want to risk raising the ire of the women of the castle. 
 
    “Unmarried, I think.” 
 
    She inspected the dungeons. They hadn’t been used for years, but they were in good condition. Good condition meaning solid chains on the walls, tools ready for use, a few pieces of furniture. 
 
    A chair for the torturer. 
 
    A stretching rack for the victim. 
 
    A Cradle of Judah. Chairs with nails in the seats; two, his and hers, Silithia presumed. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    And, in a cupboard in the back of the chamber were an assortment of devices. Thumbscrews, neck traps, branks, and so on. 
 
    Silithia smiled and took out the instruments and examined them. She cleaned them, oiled them, made sure they were functional, and anticipated. 
 
    She had read so many books, she had been so constrained, by marriage and her own good sense, but now she was changed. 
 
    She had been afraid of men, now she wasn’t. She was in charge, and it was time to explore the subject of men. It was time to find out where fears led.  
 
      
 
    Rodney brought her a fine, young man. His name was Elnardo, and he was muscular, grinning a bit too much, and not the roundest wheel on the cart. 
 
    “Hello, Elnardo.” 
 
    “Milady.” He bowed deeply. He was actually thrilled to be meeting real, live royalty. 
 
    “You understand that I wish to explore certain sexual matters, and that we will be testing your limits.” 
 
    “I got a big one,” he grinned, showing a gap between his two front teeth. 
 
    “Wonderful. Rodney, take Elnardo down to my working quarters and help him get comfortable.  
 
    Rodney bowed, gripped Elnardo by the sleeve, and backed away. 
 
    Silithia had lunch, gossiped with the maid, and finally descended to the dungeons. 
 
    Rodney was gone. 
 
    Elnardo was in the center of the corridor. He was sitting, wide-eyed, fastened to an uncomfortable chair. A gag in his mouth. He stared at her and mumbled something. 
 
    Silithia walked back up the stairs and bolted the door. She didn’t want to be disturbed. 
 
    She strode across the room towards Elnardo, and now she willed him to be horny. 
 
    A bulge quickly appeared in his pants. 
 
    Silithia picked up a knife and faced him. She smiled and turned the knife in the air. 
 
    “Would you like a cut or two?” 
 
    Elnardo shook his head, mumbled loudly behind his gag. 
 
    Silithia laughed. “No. I will not cut you. But I will help you get undressed. 
 
    She sliced through his clothes and removed them. Shortly he was sitting, naked, a monstrous boner in his lap. He did, indeed, have a big one. 
 
    Silithia tossed the knife aside and touched his cock, willing it to stay hard, but to pulse. 
 
    Elnardo groaned as his cock responded. He didn’t know what was happening, but he knew Silithia was making it happen. 
 
    “Now, Elnardo, I am going to remove your gag, but I want you to control yourself. Do not speak too much lest you vex me.” 
 
    She removed the gag. 
 
    “Milady!” he croaked. 
 
    She put a finger to his lips and shushed him. Then she had a thought. She willed his mouth to be horny. 
 
    Elnardo’s eyes cross in surprise as he felt warmth and blood rush through his face and into his mouth. 
 
    Silithia giggled. “Do you feel that?” 
 
    “What is happening?” 
 
    She touched his nipple, and he arched his back. His cock bounced and jerked. 
 
    Silithia proceeded to touch his body parts, one after another. She played with making him horny, with exciting his body, one part after another. 
 
    Sometimes it worked. Especially if she was near a sexually inclined area. 
 
    Sometimes what she did didn’t work. He just stared at her in wonder. 
 
    All responses were food for thought, however, and she began making notes in a thick notebook. 
 
    Finally, having done for the night, she wished him well and left him. 
 
    In the kitchen she ordered food brought to the man in the dungeon, but that he not be released. 
 
    What the kitchen cooks, the maids, and the other women in the castle thought about all this Silithia didn’t know. But they did look interested, and they were gossiping about her. 
 
    The next day Silithia took another tack.  
 
    “Hello, Elnardo, how are you today?” 
 
    “Fine, ma’am.” 
 
    There was something different about him, then she knew what it was. 
 
    “Have you had sexual release since yesterday?” 
 
    “Uh…no, milady.” 
 
    But he was lying.  
 
    “The kitchen girl? The one who brought you your food?” 
 
    “No ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled. He was not intelligent, and he didn’t know how to lie well. 
 
    She sat down in front of him and took his cock in one hand. 
 
    “You will answer the truth.” She began to rub his cock head with both hands. She willed him to feel heat. 
 
    Elnardo suddenly shivered. He was feeling the heat. 
 
    She took his balls, one in each hand. She imagined smacking them together. 
 
    “OW!” Elnardo tried to pull his cock back, but he was tied well and all his cock did was bounce a bit. 
 
    “Well, Elnardo?” 
 
    “I didn’t see anyone.” 
 
    “Would you like me to put out your eyes?” 
 
    He opened his eyes wide. He was afraid, but determined not to reveal that the kitchen maid hadstroked him, then sucked him, and finally sat on him. 
 
    “I could stick hot pokers into your eyes, and you would be blind. Would you like that? Wandering the streets? People pushing you aside, depending on charity for your meals? 
 
    “Please, milady!” he was sweating furiously now. A combination of her words and the heat growing in his groin. 
 
    Silithia had no intention of blinding the young fool. She just wanted him malleable for her experiments. The fact that he had been drained made him of less use. She was going to have to talk to that scullery maid. 
 
    “Very well,” she said, “I’m going to put hot acid in my mouth and then suck the head of your cock. You will feel heat, and pain, and your skin will boil and your cock will be useless.” 
 
    “Please…please!” 
 
    Silithia put a bag over his head. What he couldn’t see would inflame his imagination. She took a drink from a glass, gargled a little, and spoke around the water in her mouth. “Here’s the ashid…you ready?” 
 
    Elnardo struggled, he yelled, and Silithia blew his cock with water. 
 
    He felt the coolness of the water, but because she had told him it was hot, he screamed. 
 
    Silithia raised her head. “Who fucked you?” 
 
    “The maid! She saw me tied up and wanted to have fun and it felt good so I…” he blathered on and on. 
 
    She took off the bag and said, “Your cock is fine.” 
 
    He looked down. Red and pulsing. If anything, the idea of being scalded by acid had made him harder. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he sobbed. 
 
    “No need to worry. You won’t be able to cum when I’m not around.” 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    She smiled blandly. “I’m a witch. I can do things. If you cum without my permission you will feel the acid again, and your cock will melt right off your body.” 
 
    He stared at her. He believed her.  
 
    “And if you tell anybody I’m a witch, your balls will heat up until they melt.” 
 
    “I won’t tell! I won’t! I won’t!” 
 
    “I know you won’t, dear boy.” She caressed his cheek with one hand. “Now, it’s time to continue with our experiments. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Uh…” he wanted to say no…but he didn’t want his balls to boil. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, I am going to apply this thumb screw to you. It will hurt, but I will make your pain into pleasure.” 
 
    He looked dubious, but there was nothing he could say or do at this point. 
 
    She put the thumbscrew on him and tightened it until it pinched. Are you ready?” 
 
    “No…yes…I don’t know!” His lips were quivering and his chin was shaking. 
 
    “Watch this!” she pretended to tighten the thumbscrew. 
 
    Elnardo howled, though she hadn’t done anything. He screamed. 
 
    “Elnardo,” she whispered. Her soft voice penetrated through his fear. “Feel your cock.” She grabbed it in one small hand and swirled that hand around the head. “You’re about to cum!” 
 
    Now he was stuck. On one hand, he had been commanded to feel pain. On the other hand, he was supposed to cum. 
 
    Pleasure flooded through him, his cock surged, his back arched, and his eyes opened wide. “Oh….oh…God!” 
 
    “You’re about to cum, but you can’t.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he humped the air, as far as his bindings would let him. 
 
    She grabbed his balls. “Feel the liquid surging inside. Feeling it pushing up your shaft. You want to explode, but you can’t…” 
 
    “Ah…please…” he begged. 
 
    “And your balls are feeling bigger, bigger. They feel like they’re going to explode!” 
 
    “Ow…ah…ow…gah!” 
 
    His eyes were wide in his sockets and his mouth was open. His tongue was actually protruding and drool seeped out of his mouth. 
 
    “But the pain feels good.” 
 
    “Ahhhh,” he sighed. 
 
    “Then it hurts!”  
 
    “Ow…ow…ow!” 
 
    “Then it feels good!” 
 
    “Ahhh.” 
 
    “Do you love me Elnardo?” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    She turned up her personality, filled the dungeon with her ambience, and he stared at her. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I love you.” 
 
    “Forever?” 
 
    “Would you cut this thumb off for me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    And she knew he would. If she had handed him a pair of scissors he would have started cutting. He was that enthralled with her. 
 
    Silithia loosened the thumb screw.  
 
    Elnardo didn’t know what he was supposed to feel, but his mind took over, observed the release, and sighed in relief. 
 
    She undid the ropes holding him in the chair. 
 
    He stood up, but now that she had imprinted her sex on him he couldn’t move, couldn’t run away. Certainly couldn't attack her. 
 
    This gladdened Silithia, for at four feet tall he would have made quick work of her. Now she knew she truly didn’t have to worry about men. 
 
    “Elnardo,” she commanded. “Here is a thumbtack. Place it in your palms and squeeze until the point enters your skin.” 
 
    Elnardo took the tack and gazed adoringly at her as he closed his hand. A drop of blood formed at the bottom of his fist. 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    She stripped out of her clothes, made a note never to wear clothes again in the dungeon, and sat in a chair and spread her legs. 
 
    Elnardo, hand still dripping blood, knelt and ducked his head into her crotch. He began to eat, the slow, sloppy tonguings of a peasant, but it still felt good. In fact, Silithia realized something profound as the boy chewed his way to her orgasm. 
 
    She liked the power. 
 
    Oh, she enjoyed being the lady of the castle, but this was different. This was a surge to the heart, a jolt of electricity to the groin. This was a man, one of those types who had fucked her for money and walked away disgusted. Who had chuckled at her shortness. Who had blown their semen in her mouth and then refused to pay. This was the men who chased her through the forest, hounding her, wanting nothing else but to put their cocks in her, and it didn’t matter to what she wanted. 
 
    She looked down at the head of Elnardo. It moved up and down, and she felt his tongue seeking entrance to her snatch. She smiled. She was wet from him licking her, but she was really wet from the idea of how much power she had. 
 
    All that day she played with pleasure and pain, and his willingness to subjugate himself to her every whim. It was heady, it was intoxicating, and she could feel her own wetness coating her thighs, dripping from her pussy and exciting her even further. 
 
    She whipped Elnardo gently. Causing him pain, but not much damage. She put him in devices and made him feel things, and kept his cock rock hard and spewing pre-cum. She spanked him and slapped his balls, and stuck her finger up his ass. 
 
    He loved it all, because he loved her. 
 
    A man, that thing she feared, tamed and willing to do tricks for her. 
 
    At the end of the day, Elnardo sweating so much that he lost a few pounds, she had him sit in the chair again. She sat in front of him. 
 
    “Elnardo, dear boy, you have done well.” 
 
    “Thank you, milady,” he was barely able to speak. His whole body ached, his every muscle felt like it had been pulled, his cock felt like it had been run over not by just a locomotive, but by an endless line of passenger cars behind the engine. 
 
    Yet he was not damaged. And Silithia had learned so much. She had learned how much pain a man could stand before it could no longer be replaced by pleasure. She had learned how much pleasure a man could stand before it became pain. Most of all, she learned how much fun it was to take control of people and abuse them as she wished. 
 
    “Because you have done so well, I am going to reward you.” 
 
    He looked at her hopefully. 
 
    “Squirt.” 
 
    He groaned, his hips bucked, and a few drops spurted out of his cock, then came the thick stream. And again and again. 
 
    In truth, it was the most savage orgasm Silithia had ever seen, and she was pleased at how the effects of her torments resulted in an such an incredible accumulation of semen. It told her more of how much she could demand of a man, and how much pleasure he could receive. 
 
    Silithia sat and watched, and didn’t even object when his stream of white splattered upon her bare flesh. And she felt his energy come into her. It wasn’t as strong as when a man ejaculated inside of her, but it was good. And it was made doubly good by the fact that she had taken him to the edge countless times for the last couple of days. 
 
    Finally, exhausted, Elnardo slumped forward. 
 
    Silithia stood and gently undid his ropes. 
 
    He fell forward, unable even to catch himself, and sprawled on the dungeon floor. His face was slack and though he knew who he was, and where he was, he was incapable of much else. 
 
    Silithia tossed a small bag of coin to the ground. 
 
    “If you speak of what happened here you will never be invited back here again.” 
 
    Elnardo nodded, but couldn’t speak. 
 
    Silithia left the dungeon. 
 
      
 
    Nobody to play with. Silithia was saddened. She summoned the Royal Procurer. 
 
    Rodney came to her chambers and stood in front of her. “Yes, milady?” 
 
    “I need another one.” 
 
    “The first didn’t last long enough?” 
 
    “Oh, they won’t last long,” she was sure of that, “But I need to have a variety of men brought to me. Can you find five men of different temper and even body? 
 
    “Not a problem, milady.” 
 
    And so the the Royal Procurer went about his business. He went outside the kingdom and enlisted men. He wouldn’t tell them what for, and they were curious, but the pay promised to be good, and they were poor, so what the heck, right? 
 
      
 
    Silithia waited for the Procurer to return, and while she waited she inspected the kingdom. 
 
    Rufus had done this, and she had always been curious. She had been locked in the castle, after all, and he had been roaming the world. 
 
    What manner of men did he see? What strange customs did he endure? Was traveling the kingdom secure? Pleasurable? 
 
    Now she could find out for herself. 
 
    She was tall enough to ride a horse, and she took riding lessons, and gathered an escort of ladies about her. 
 
    To be precise, she had gathered together women of strength and agility, and she had demanded that they be trained in fighting and weaponry, tactics and bodyguarding. 
 
    This was her personal escort, her first defense against the men who would have her. 
 
    They rode out of the castle, ten women in armor, and Silithia toured the country. 
 
    She met men and women, and was careful to tamp down her personal aura so that the men didn’t go insane with desire. She learned about farms and factories, expanding what books had told her with personal experience. 
 
    She milked a cow, and even went hunting. 
 
    A brutal sport, hunting. The fox or badger defenseless against the thundering horses that swept down upon them. 
 
    Still, they tasted good, especially sitting around the fire, the night cool and calm. 
 
    She became aware of a shadow, following them from a distance. The person was not on horse, and he would fall behind during the day, but by next morning she would note his appearance in the distance. 
 
    “Marion,” she commanded the Captain of the Guard, “Catch the shadow and bring him to me.” 
 
    She knew it was a man. Women had no interest in her. It had to be a man who had managed to see through her defenses, had become enthralled by her presence. 
 
    They brought her Elnardo. 
 
    He stood in the clearing, shuffling his feet, sniffing. 
 
    “What brings you here, Elnardo?” Silithia asked. Her guard was standing away, giving her the space to question the man. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She knew what he was going to say. She should have seen it before, she should have known it back in the dungeons when he had given himself so freely to her. 
 
    “I’m…uh…” 
 
    “You’re in love with me.” 
 
    “Yes, milady.” He hung his head in despair. 
 
    Silithia knew the truth, once a man had seen her, he couldn’t unsee her. It was a damper on her abilities, but understandable. Not even she could stop men from seeing and appreciating, and desiring her perfection. 
 
    “Very well,” she made her decision. “Go back to the castle and wait. When I come back I will put you back into the dungeons. 
 
    “Oh, thank you, thank you!” Elnardo sobbed and fell to his knees. He clasped his hands around her ankles so hard she thought she was going to fall. 
 
    Her guard was there immediately. She stopped them from hurting Elnardo. 
 
    “It’s okay. Just pry him loose and set him in the direction of the castle.” 
 
    The guards did so.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    My religious convictions and scientific views cannot at present be more specifically defined than as those of a believer in creative evolution. ~ George Bernard Shaw 
 
      
 
    Six men were in the dungeon. Five were chained to the walls.  The sixth one, Elnardo, was standing in a cell, naked, his hand stroking his cock as his eyes lovingly followed Silithia’s every move. The door to his cell wasn’t even locked. 
 
     Silithia ignored him and considered the five new men. They had walked in of their own free will, and Silithia had merely said, “If you love me you will take off your clothes and chain yourselves to the wall.” 
 
    Besotted, energized with their love for her, they had disrobed and attached chain and padlock. Now they stood, five men, naked, throbbing erections. 
 
    Silithia smiled. There was no difference between handling one man or five. She didn’t have to think harder, they just fell in thrall to her presence and her whim. 
 
    Inspecting the five men Silithia realized: it is my health. They want to share in my health. And on a deeper level: they want to breed and create healthy babies. It is the survival of race that so enslaves them. 
 
    She relaxed and concentrated on exuding her energy. There was no change, no golden glow, or any other such manifestation, but the men all grew hard. 
 
    “I won’t fuck you, but you should believe that I will.” 
 
    Five cocks began to drip. The men groaned in frustration, they struggled against their chains, but not to escape, never to escape. 
 
    “Please, milady,” sobbed one of the men. He was young, dark haired, a robust lad. 
 
    Silithia took his balls in hand, she squeezed, harder and harder. 
 
    For a half a minute the lad resisted the pain, then he began to cry, then scream. He hung in his chains, and still Silithia squeezed, and she said, “Cum.” 
 
    Half unconscious, his world a mix of pain and love, he spurted. His seed doused her hand and he groaned and his hips bucked. Hanging in his chains, his body slack, yet he squirted and squirted. 
 
    Silithia took notes in her book. She turned to another man. She was fascinated by the fact of them cumming in spite of the pain. A piece of her wondered: do they cum harder because of the pain? 
 
    She released the second man from his chains and placed him on the rack. She began to stretch him. The big gear clacked, an eighth of an inch at a time. 
 
    Slowly, the man grew taller. 
 
    Silithia giggle. She, who was so short, was making men long. 
 
    She stroked the man, commanded him to squirt but one drop. 
 
    He did so, and she ratcheted him another eighth of an inch. 
 
    Shortly the dungeon filled with his screams. For each eighth of an inch he was reward another drop of cum. His bones were creaking, if she continued he might be crippled forever, and Silithia was stunned when the man actually started begging for more turns of the wheel. 
 
    “Please, more! More!” 
 
    Silithia released the man, told him to go stand in a corner and cum in his own mouth. 
 
    The man crawled, his joints aflame with punishment to a corner of the dungeon. He tried to stand on his head and masturbate, but he kept falling over. Still, he tried, balancing for a moment, his hand hurrying to finish before he fell, and falling. 
 
    Silithia ignored him and went to the third man. 
 
    She said, “Close your eyes.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Now put your dick in a meat grinder. Fuck it, but don’t cum.” 
 
    The man began to thrust his hips forward and back, fucking an imaginary meat grinder. 
 
    “You’re getting closer, closer…” 
 
    He began to groan and his pecker turned purple and began spewing an endless stream of pre-cum. His face was scrunched up. 
 
    “Now I’m turned the grinder. The closer you get the faster I turn the grinder.” 
 
    The man began to groan piteously, and cry. She left him there, fucking the air, sobbing, the more pleasure he felt the more pain he felt. 
 
    The second man was now trying to stand on his head and contort himself, to modify his posture even as he pounded harder and harder on his penis. 
 
    Silithia released the fourth man. “Fuck yourself.” 
 
    If the man trying to stand in the corner was ridiculous, this man far outdid him. He reached behind himself and between his legs. He pulled on his cock, pulling it between his legs towards his asshole. He pulled so hard he tumbled in the air, doing a somersault. Still, he pulled, and he began rolling across the dungeon floor, trying to get his dick to his asshole. 
 
    Silithia looked around. 
 
    One man, near crippled, chained to the wall and fucking the air. 
 
    One man trying to stand on his head, completely immersed in trying to shoot his gizm into his own mouth. 
 
    One man fucking an imaginary meat grinder, now screaming in pleasure/agony. 
 
    And the last one, rolling around the floor, trying to stretch his dick into his rectum. 
 
    Men, she thought with disgust, ignoring the fact that it was her imagination, her sexual appeal, that had done this to them. They are worse than fools. 
 
    She turned to the fifth man. She didn’t bother to release him. She said, “Cum, and don’t stop.” 
 
    White seed spit out of his throbbing cock. He groaned, and kept spurting and spurting. 
 
    Silithia’s attention was then captured by the man who was trying to stand on his head. Fascinated, she watched as he managed to roll up against the wall, upside down, his cock positioned above his mouth. 
 
    Balanced, able to pound on his meat, and, suddenly, he spurted. Silithia hadn’t told him not to cum, but the opposite, and his dick pulsed and discharged and his seed shot into his own mouth. 
 
    Silithia stared in wonder. It was all so amazing, and she felt the surge of energy as he came. 
 
    He wasn’t even in her, yet she felt his energy, leaving him, entering her. She didn’t even have to fuck him, yet she was the intent of his sexuality and she received all this delicious health, his health, into herself. 
 
    The man rolling on the floor, trying to fuck himself, distracted her. The man shooting his semen into his own maw fascinated her. The man trying to cum in a meat grinder that tore his penis to pieces…in his mind…and she said to the man with the meat grinder, “Cum! Harder than you ever have in your life!” 
 
    He screamed and ejaculated, his juice actually shooting out of his dick so hard it hit a far wall. 
 
    And, feeling the energy leave him and enter her…she groaned with the pleasure and…she collapsed on the floor, and pleasure turned to pain, and she groaned. 
 
    She managed to whisper, “Stop. All of you stop.” 
 
    Motion stopped. The man squirting into his mouth collapsed, laid on his side and breathed. The one squirting into the meat grinder sobbed and fell to his knees, then keeled over. He lay on his side, his penis drooling cum, but less and less. The one rolling just laid out and lay staring at the ceiling, breathing, wondering what he was doing. 
 
    Even Elnardo, stroking his penis as he watched the proceedings, let go and stood slackly. 
 
    Silithia had never felt like this in her life. She was empty, grey of face, drained of her very essence. She felt herself waning, her good health held in abeyance, and she knew that she was going to die. Just die. She laid back and prepared to give up the spirit. 
 
    It was Elnardo who saved her life. The shock of seeing the love of his life collapse, knowing that she was going to die, he overcame her command to stand in the cell and stroke himself. He pushed open the door and rushed to her. 
 
    She lay, eyes a slit, dazed and wondering why this had happened to her, and he crouched over her. 
 
    “Milady? Milady?” He was totally panicked his one true love was dying, and this panic brought him to a solution. Simply, he had to do something. 
 
    He lay down and hugged her. “Please! don’t die!” 
 
    The other men, feeling her influence wane, and yet still besotted, crawled to where Elnardo lay upon Silithia. They joined their bodies to the heap, they gave of their heat, and their wish, their one desire, was that Silithia continue to live. They could not live without her. 
 
    For long minutes Silithia lay as if in a coma. Her heart fluttering, threatening to stop, yet she had been interrupted in leaving her body, and her desire to survive yet flickered. Slowly, as if walking uphill, batting at the boulders rolling down upon her, she struggled to live, to breath, to yet have existence. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, her heart beat stronger. Blood pulsed in her again, and the color came back into her cheeks. And though she had been close to death, her good health reasserted itself and she gasped, and breathed deeply. 
 
    She was in a blanket of bodies. Oh, Elnardo. He was on her, and she could feel his will suffuse her own, then she felt the other men. They were weakened, yet they were willing to give up their lives for her, to give her their warmth and energy that she might live. 
 
    For a moment Silithia felt a profound sadness. She had been using these men, and yet had held them in low esteem. Draining them with no thought to what she was doing, energizing herself at the cost of their health, and their very lives. 
 
    Silithia changed in that moment. The good person, so distracted by the lust for power, assumed control and put aside base desires. 
 
    She would not use men so harshly again. She would use them, she knew that, but not to their destruction. 
 
    That thought was a hard lesson that slapped her in the face, yet shaped her future in ways that she had yet to realize, wouldn’t even realize for years and decades into a far future. 
 
    And Silithia wondered, why had she collapsed? What had hurt her? She had been receiving energy from two men, and then the pain…the pain…she blearily turned her head, and saw the cause. 
 
    It was the man who she had commanded to cum and not stop. He hadn’t, but his body had not been able to sustain the effort, had actually emptied, and then he had cum blood, and then…he had died. 
 
    He had simply followed her directions and succumbed. He had sexed himself to death for the love of her. 
 
    She felt even more sorrow. She felt a heavy guilt, and she knew how badly she had behaved. 
 
    She stood up, and the five remaining men stood up with her, yet tried to stay in touch with her. 
 
    “Go to the cells and wait.” 
 
    Dutifully, and even cheerfully—they had saved their mistress’s life, after all—they entered the cells and stood behind the bars. No cell door clanged, but they were imprisoned as solidly as if they had. 
 
    Silithia went to he man who had cum until he died. His body was cooling, his face was tortured in expression, yet there was, in his dead eyes, a satisfaction, a happiness with a job accomplished. 
 
    But he had no more energy. No more energy to give her. Nothing there but flesh, cooling, and drying out, becoming a husk for what was once a vibrant young man. 
 
    Silithia left the dungeon then, and the five men remained in their cells, holding the bars, watching her even as she disappeared up the steps. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs she went to the kitchen. She told the cooks to prepare a feast and serve it to the men downstairs. She offered no restrictions. The women could fuck the men if they wanted, she didn’t care. 
 
    She had used them, and abused them, and in the end she had abused herself, and that told her something about responsibility and power. 
 
    If you don’t care for the people they die, and then who do you have? 
 
    Only herself. A lonely world. A doomed world. She knew that not even her astoundingly good health could have stopped her from leaving the world. 
 
    No, it was the men. The men willing to cum until they died for her, who had stopped her from death, who had rescued her and dragged her back to life. 
 
    And she had abused them. 
 
    She went upstairs and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    She awoke, filled with feelings of inadequacy and guilt. The five men were still in the dungeon. She could feel them, even from her high perch in the castle, like fireflies in the basement of her mind. And she knew a truth: when you fuck somebody you are connected to them for the rest of your life. 
 
    If a man divorces a woman, there is still feeling, even if transmuted to the illusion of hate (hate = love gone bad), for the remainder of their lives. 
 
    If a woman dies, the man will still love her until he dies. A piece of him is still held in thrall, and though he cannot touch her flesh, he yet mourns the passing of her spirit, and a piece of him actually wishes that he was dead, that they could be joined yet again. 
 
    She had abused that. 
 
    She felt that dead man. She didn’t even know his name, yet she felt as if a piece of her heart had been chipped away and was immersed in some dark acid of the soul. 
 
    His energy was gone, dried up, no longer a resource, but her energy was invested in him. She hadn’t even fucked him, but his love for her was greater than sex. 
 
    She went out on the balcony and stared at the world. 
 
    She could see the ant-like bodies of men toiling in the fields. She could feel their potential, their spirit untapped, yet willing to fall in love with her. 
 
    They needed her. They wanted her. Yet…she had betrayed them. 
 
    They loved her, and she realized one simple thing. In abusing their love she had finally found that she loved them. 
 
    They couldn’t love her unless she loved them. On some deep, deep level, a level beyond her ken, she loved them. 
 
    Could she be deserving of such infinite love? 
 
    Could she? 
 
    She left her chambers and descended to the dungeon. 
 
    Maids who passed her and offered cheerful greeting were surprised when Silithia, deep in thought, seemed not to hear them. But they loved her, and they simply assumed that the weighty matters of state were upon her. 
 
    If they only knew. 
 
    She passed the kitchens, ignored everybody, and descended to the dungeons. 
 
    The men were still in their cells. 
 
    Remains of a sumptuous meal were still evident. A couple of the men slept. Two of them talked in low tones. The third sat on the sleeping ledge of his cell and stared at nothing. 
 
    Silithia paused in front of this last man’s cell. 
 
    He quickly focused on her and stood up. Yet she wondered: what far realm did his thoughts occupy? What does a man enslaved, and cheerfully so, think upon? 
 
    “Come out of your cells,” she commanded. 
 
    The men did so, quickly, and they stood in front of her. 
 
    “I have hurt you, and for that I am sorry.” 
 
    “No, milady!” one man protested. 
 
    “We are yours to command,” said another, falling to his knees. The look in his eyes was of rapturous torment. 
 
    “Rise,” said Silithia, and studying the men, she knew: I have enslaved them, and I cannot turn them out. Like Elnardo, they would wander the earth, lost souls, unless I give them purpose. 
 
    By now the men were blathering, proclaiming their love, watching her with puppy dog eyes. Puppies whose tail was under the rocker of a rocking chair. 
 
    Silithia held up a palm and they quickly stopped. 
 
    “I know you will not leave, but I will make your lives easier. You will be fed, live in comfort, eat will, but you will not leave these cells. 
 
    “I will educate you, and come to talk with you. I will fuck you, actually, physically fuck you, though not as much as you would wish. And you will live out the remainder of your lives down here. 
 
    “I will take you out in the night that you might experience nature. But you will not see the sun again, for nobody must know of you.” 
 
    The men were silent, listening to their sentence. They smiled. Condemned to a life of prison, they yet smiled, for they could be with Silithia. Their mistress, their love. 
 
    “But what can we do for you, milady?” blurted one man. 
 
    Silithia smiled wanly. “You will love me, and I will feel of your energy, and I will take from you your essence. That is all, and yet that is more than any man toiling in any field or factory could give.” 
 
    Thus began the next chapter of Silithia’s life.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Whom the Gods wish to destroy, 
 
    they first call promising. ~ Cyrill Connolly 
 
     
 
    It was the turn of the century, and life was changing. Drastically. Inventions were being made. Medicines were being developed. Not a week passed by when Silithia wasn’t amazed by some advertisement in a magazine or paper that touted: Baker’s Chocolate. Shredded Wheat. The White Star Line. Overalls. Lemco. Victor Record players. Peugeot. Great Western Railway. Tooth ache gum. Carter’s Ink. Elgin watches. Satin skin powder. Macy’s. Toasted Corn Flakes. Hosiery. Teddy Bears. Coca Cola. Kodak. Jello. Columbia Automobiles. 
 
    And a lot of other…stuff. 
 
    She spoke five languages now, and she read these and other advertisements in five different languages. 
 
    Amazing.  
 
    She would stand on her balcony and overlook the countryside, and realize that even land had a lifespan. 
 
    Advertisements of barbed wire convinced her that her vast lands would, one day, be parceled up and sold and fenced off. 
 
    New methods of agriculture would stripe vast fields. Herding would become obsolete. 
 
    And where did this leave her? 
 
    She had four men in the dungeon now. One had died, but the others still lived for her. 
 
    She sated her desires for cock and never had to leave the castle, never had to risk the wrath and ire of men. Never had to look outside her ‘herd’ for a session with the bull. 
 
    But how long could this last? 
 
    The remaining men were holding up, but they were getting older, and she was not. 
 
    On the good side, her energies were now massive. She was a reservoir of health and ambience. And her abilities, in addition to becoming more powerful, were more refined. 
 
    Unfortunately, her cloistered existence didn’t give her much opportunity to explore these abilities, but she felt an awesome, untapped power within. 
 
    But, where did that leave her? 
 
    She had changed with the dictates of a slow moving life, but life was speeding up. 
 
      
 
    “The game tonight,” Silithia spoke to the four men, is to cum. 
 
    “I will only stop you from cumming one at a time, so you have a chance. If you get horny enough, if you manage to ‘gang up’ and outdo my abilities, if one man cums, then I will let you all cum.” 
 
    The men rubbed their hands together. They loved her games. 
 
    They began to masturbate, their hands flashing in the candle lit  dungeon, stroking their cocks. 
 
    “Start slow, lads, then we can all try to cum together,” suggested Elnardo. Being the first enslaved by Silithia, he had become the unofficial leader of her gang of four. 
 
    Silithia watched them with a smile. She took off her clothes and watched the hunger in their eyes mount. Good. She felt like a frothy squirt this evening. 
 
    “Now!” They all pounded their cocks frantically. 
 
    Silithia felt them approach orgasm. For being a group, they were still separate in time, and she stilled first that urge, then that flicker. Time after time they came close, and she thwarted them. 
 
    Finally, around midnight, several hours into the game, one of them blurted, “May we touch you? Milady?” 
 
    Silithia went to a table and crawled up on it. She lay on her back and spread her legs and arms. 
 
    The men surrounded her. They stroked, and they sucked her nipples and fingered her crotch. They kissed her and all her body parts. They did what they could to distract her and so achieve victory. 
 
    Delightfully, Silithia felt herself close in on her own orgasm, then be distracted by a rising urge. She focused her thoughts and made a wish and stilled a man.  
 
    They sensed this, the men did, and they worked harder. 
 
    Now Silithia was in a frantic race. Her hips surging and tilting and even fucking the air and whatever finger happened to be in her, and resisting the conclusion so that she could still first one man, then another, and another. 
 
    Hours passed, and she was a writhing, sweating mess. She was dazed and dizzy with her exertions and the ocean of pure lust enveloping her. 
 
    Still, the men pounded their puds frantically, their arms were aching, the muscles in their forearms burning, their dicks were sore from the constant friction. 
 
    Finally, one of the men managed to break through. 
 
    A moment too late in her stilling of their desires, Silithia felt the ocean of energy that they were creating lurch into her. She arched her own back and exploded in rapture. 
 
    For a long moment the men spewed upon her, soaking her body in thick, viscous liquid. They roped her face, her tits, her hair. 
 
    She kept bucking and bucking, absorbing their energy, and it was true that four men cumming together provided more energy than four men cumming separately. 
 
    Afterwards, the men laying, exhausted and drained, Silithia energized by their love, she ascended to her tower bedroom. 
 
    She lay in bed, half dreaming, fondling her tits and luxuriating in the sensations of cumming. 
 
    She slept. 
 
    She awoke to a racket. She blinked, and sat up. It was late in the morning, almost time for lunch, and the noise was from the courtyard and it reached all the way to her window. 
 
    She slipped out of bed and ran to the balcony. 
 
    Far below, in the courtyard, stood an automobile. 
 
    Her mind amazed, glorying in the chance to actually examine one of these advertisement things, Silithia threw on clothes and ran down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Milady,” everybody in the courtyard bowed as Silithia exited the castle. Everybody but the slender fellow wearing a duster and goggles. 
 
    That fellow turned and saw her. He raised his goggles and whistled. He doffed his hat and bowed. “Milady!” 
 
    He was middle-aged, not ugly, and still possessed of his sexual urges. 
 
    Silithia was so excited she slipped in her control. In point of fact, she was so unused to using her abilities that she didn’t hold them in tight control. 
 
    Léon Bollée fell deeply in love. 
 
    Which, as it turned out, was okay with Silithia. In truth, she was tired of just sitting in her castle and reading and fucking and letting the world come to her. 
 
    “Sir,” she tilted her head slightly in acknowledgement. “What is this  contraption you have brought to me?” 
 
    The proud fellow twirled the ends of his grey mustaches and stated: “This is an 1891 Buckeye Gasoline Buggy. would you like to go for a ride?” 
 
    Indeed, she did, and she climbed up and looked at the seating. 
 
    “Pardon, ma’am,” said the suave Leon, “There is not much room. I hope you will not consider me too familiar if I say you must sit upon me.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. She had just fucked four men, in essence, and she was an admirer of well placed cock. Using a tone of voice that beckoned even as it proclaimed virtue, “I trust you will be able to keep your urges under lock and key.” 
 
    “Madam!” Leon protested, withholding his urge to reach his hand into his pants, “I am a gentleman!” 
 
    So he sat in the seat of the buggy and Silithia climbed on top of him. 
 
    They fit together well. His cock, restricted by clothing, and her buns, relaxed and wanting, were like a sandwich of lustful composition. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, His cock suddenly on the urge of spurting. 
 
    “Pardon me,” murmured Silithia, and now she took control of herself, and kept him from squirting. 
 
    Oh, how he wanted to put forth, to jet his stream into her, but now he was under firm control. 
 
    “Start this buggy thing,” she commanded. 
 
    So he did, and the ladies of the castle cheered as the Buckeye auto lurched around the courtyard. 
 
    “Open the gates,” yelled Silithia, and they shot out of the castle and onto the road. 
 
    For too long had Silithia waited for such freedom, and she tilted her head back and let the wind blow her hair. 
 
    Leon laughed in delight. He couldn't stop himself from lurching with a bounce and driving his blunted tool into her rear crevice. 
 
    She looked at him over her shoulder, her eyes flashing with the excitement of the moment. 
 
    They drove for miles, bouncing over ruts, screaming and yelling, and he became more and more excited. 
 
    Then, on a corner, he almost lost control. The car slid sideways a couple of feet and came up to within a foot of a sudden drop. 
 
    “Oh, my,” marveled Silithia. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he gasped, his heart pounding. It’s just that…you’ve got me so excited!” 
 
    Silithia turned around on his lap and kissed him. 
 
    The surprised Leon pressed back, and shortly they were wagging tongues in each other’s mouths. 
 
    He placed his hands on her breasts and felt her marvelous knockers. 
 
    She reached down and undid his zipper. Then she divested herself of her panties and turned and sat upon him. 
 
    He gasped and turned purple, his dick was leaking pre-cum in her twat and he could feel liquids seeping from her. 
 
    “Now, do not cum. And if you give me a pleasant ride I shall reward you.” 
 
    Hardly able to think, yet desperate to follow the dictates of the short woman, Leon pressed the gas and returned to the road. 
 
    Then came the ride of his life. 
 
    Roads were not smooth, but rather bumpy and rutted, and every bump and rut drove her weight down on him, and his cock deeper into her. 
 
    With one hand he held the wheel, with the other hand he fondled her, felt her boobs, searched for the press of nipple through clothe. 
 
    Silithia laughed delightedly. To have such artificial sex, caused by bounce and jounce, was so novel. She felt his prick pulsing and surging, and the bouncing provided such robust sensation. 
 
    She snuggled back against him and marveled at a world made into motion. 
 
    They fucked at 30 MPH. A fantastic speed that required neither pedaling nor horse. 
 
    She wiggled on his lap, causing his heart to flutter. She reached down and felt his testicles. They felt so big and ready, like fruit ready to pluck. 
 
    Through the afternoon they drove, an endless loop of fuck, a world gone dizzy with rapture, and, finally, the castle looming up in front of them. Silithia turned to the older man and whispered, “Now.” 
 
    Leon groaned and his cock pulsed so hard it seemed to grow longer, and he filled her with his cock juice. 
 
    She moaned, and took in his essence as well as his fluid. She was almost dizzy with the rapture of the joy ride, and she had her own orgasm, a sharp, hard thing that impinged upon her with its uniqueness. 
 
    The car slowed to a stop. He was unable to concentrate, and she didn’t want to. There was a joy in unloosing men, and in absorbing their essence, that made her faint with happiness. 
 
    Then, after a few minutes of recovery had passed, he put the car in motion again and they entered the castle. 
 
      
 
    From then on the routine of the castle was altered. Not a day passed that Leon didn’t happen by, and, unless it was raining or otherwise inclement, he and Silithia would ride in the country. Sometimes with his cock buried in her cooch, sometimes without. 
 
    She was careful not to drain him out, to wring him dry, to put his life at risk. 
 
    Life changed for Silithia. 
 
    To discover the wind in her hair, the feel of elements on her limbs, the idea that life is motion, it changed her, back into the little girl she once was, and forward into a new woman. 
 
      
 
    “Let us go to town today,” she commanded Leon. 
 
    Cheerfully, her playing with the thing in his pants, he drove the buggy to town. 
 
    Silithia rode through the streets, she studied the people, and her mind was alive with possibilities.  
 
    At one point she stared at a man walking a lady and wished that he was lustful. 
 
    The man, right on the street, turned to his lady and hugged her and kissed her. Such shock. Delight in the woman, and passersby either tittered or hurried away 
 
    Then the woman turned directly towards Silithia and cast a pointed look at her. 
 
    The woman was unhappy. Even though the man had taken out his lustful impulses on her, it was Silithia who had caused that, and the woman seemed to have an intuition what had been done and by who. 
 
    Silithia frowned and realized that even as she had depths, so did every woman, and she must take care and conduct herself correctly. 
 
    Men were no longer the danger, now it was women. 
 
    They stopped at a fashionable little shop and indulged in croissants and tea. 
 
    Silithia amused herself playing with the waiter’s lust, making him so hard he had trouble walking, then backing off, then doing it again. 
 
    The waiter didn’t seem to belong to anyone, and he was a flirt, so why not? 
 
    They chatted, Leon and her. Leon enraptured and unable to help himself, willing to walk over moats filled with alligators just for a chance to be in her company. 
 
    They went to a bookstore, and here Silithia lost it. 
 
    Always, she had relied on the Royal Procurer to purchase books for her, but now she saw the tremendous selection he had to draw from. 
 
    She spent a long couple of hours, that evaporated in a moment, as she delved into the vast knowledge represented by books. 
 
    She bought cook books for the cooks. She bought trashy novels for the maids. She bought out and out porn for the few stable boys allowed in the castle.  
 
    She bought learned tomes for her four men. They were educated, she had educated them, and she wished to continue their education. 
 
    She bought everything in the bookshop that had to do with fighting and war for the Royal Guard. 
 
    Men, even men under thrall, could not be relied upon to defend her against women. But women, properly trained, could not only defend her against other women, but even against men. 
 
    They returned to the castle late that day, and Silithia returned to her room with stacks of books and newspapers.  
 
    One young newspaper, it had only been out for ten years or so, talked about money. Silithia read, fascinated by this subject that she had somehow neglected. She came to a decision. She had to change the way she was doing things: she had to make the castle pay off.  
 
    She had plenty of money, but she could see that the world was going to make castles obsolete. More people were buying houses, cities were sprouting, money was underneath it all. 
 
    Then she realized that just making money wasn’t enough. As much as she loved the castle, she was going to have to leave it. 
 
    She was free now, able to control the impulses of men around her, able to control the anger of women, and she needed to see the world. 
 
    She had to travel, visit countries and search their cultures for knowledge. And she had to examine universities. Only if she had enough knowledge could she have enough wealth. 
 
    She began to change life at the castle. 
 
    Some grumbled at the changes, but she counseled them, acquainted them with the changes occurring in the world beyond the walls, and began their education. 
 
    If her people had talent, she sent them to schools, trained them to make their way in the world, to become teachers, business owners, entrepreneurs. If they had not the talent she trained them to become high grade workers. She had them learn how to repair motors, how to make things, how to fix a world that was constantly getting broken. 
 
    Days passed, years passed. She and Leon toured the country often, going further and further afield. 
 
    It was almost as if Silithia was searching, driven, obsessed, yet if she had been asked to put her goal in words all she could say was: ‘to be free.’ 
 
    Yet what was freedom? 
 
    Whatever it was, she began selling off pieces of her estate. Fields became opportunities for home builders. For small ranchers. For people wishing to put up a factory or two. 
 
    And, like as not, Silithia aided in the financing, became a silent partner, lending money so that, one day, she could collect it. 
 
    Slowly, the forests disappeared. A town sprang into existence up at a forks not two miles from the castle. 
 
    Her people were prospering, drifting off as they did, getting jobs, starting businesses, and everything was shifting and changing. 
 
    Life was glorious, exciting, and Silithia was close to her goal of financial independence, freedom, with nothing to anchor her in place. She would be able to tour the world and attend to her own needs. It was wonderful, exciting, intoxicating, then disaster struck. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Two armies that fight each other is like 
 
    one large army that commits suicide. ~ Henri Barbusse 
 
      
 
    Author’s note: This chapter is necessary to understand the motivations of Silithia in future years. Yet I caution you, if you are faint of heart, please skip to the next chapter. Silithia was perfect, and when the terrible demons of the soul are unleashed, they, too are perfect. 
 
     
 
    “Mistress! Mistress!” 
 
    She was already awake, listening to the strange clanking sounds. She rose, nodded to her maid, pulled on a robe, and went to the patio. 
 
    Across the fields a large beast lumbered. It was metal, had squared edges, and a long snout. 
 
    Behind it were hundreds of men in uniforms. Soldiers. 
 
    A tank! she realized. She had read of them, but had never seen one. She quickly dressed and ran down the stairs. 
 
    She arrived in the courtyard just as the tank lumbered through the entrance, squashing flowerbeds, people screaming and running. 
 
    The soldiers behind it entered the courtyard. They gazed upward at the towers, they stared at the people standing in fear. 
 
    “Assembly!” shouted a man with baubles on his shoulders, and the men quickly formed lines. 
 
    The man with the baubles, obviously in command, strode towards Silithia. 
 
    “Madam,” the officer bent low at the waist and swept his hat along the ground, then straightened up. “I am  Hauptmann Erhard Heiden.” 
 
    “Sillithia kept her ambience under control. She wanted information before she dared reveal herself. 
 
    “I am Silithia. May I ask why you have crushed my flowers with your rather loud and smelly beast?” 
 
    Erhard turned and waved at the tank and made a cutting motion across his throat. Immediately the rumbling sound died away. 
 
    He turned back to Silithia. He was affected by her ambience, but he was struck by her beauty. 
 
    “My pardon, Madam Silithia. We have been ordered to take up position in your castle. The enemy is days away and there might be a confrontation. You and all your people should leave.” 
 
    Silithia snorted inside. Use my home for your battlefield? I think not! 
 
    She unleashed just a touch of her presence, focusing it on the young captain. “Are you sure the enemy doesn’t require you to march forth? To meet him to the west?” 
 
    Now he looked confused. He felt love, and he wanted to do as she suggested. “I am sorry, Madam Silithia, I have my orders.” 
 
    Orders? Her mind shrieked, for this man didn’t crumble and cave. What were these orders that prevented him from doing as she wished him to do. 
 
    She linked her arm in his, turned on the juice, she could feel his erection springing into existence. 
 
    “”Hauptmann, I think we are in danger, and you are so gallant to rush your troops to the west, to destroy the enemy. You are so manly.” 
 
    Hauptmann coughed and mumbled and his mind tried to figure a way out of his dilemma. 
 
    Silithia turned him to her, put her face close to hers. “My hero. Go and rescue me. Protect me from the terrible French. You must save me.” 
 
    Erhard finally crumbled. He was overcome with love for this beautiful woman. He towered over her, he was six feet tall and she was just under five feet tall, but he could feel her power, her goodness, that she deserved to be saved. Why, if he had the choice he would line all the armies in front of the castle and march west, devouring the French like the cockroaches they were! 
 
    He signaled the men, snapped orders, bowed low, and everything went into reverse. The men, looking confused at this change in their orders, moved out in the fields and faced west. The tank, a little more careful of the flower beds, backed out, spun, then moved west. Within five minutes there was no sign of the intruders. 
 
    Silithia smiled. That took care of that. She entered the castle and ordered her breakfast be brought. 
 
      
 
    Five hours later. Noon. The sounds of clanking could be heard. Silithia climbed the toward and looked out a window. 
 
    Across the fields the tank was returning, along with even more men. 
 
    Silithia went down to meet them, choosing the large area in front of the castle for the confrontation. 
 
    An older man, ramrod straight and with bristly mustaches, called a halt and stepped forth to meet her. Like Erhard before him, he bent low, though not so low, and swept his cap along the ground. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Madam, please to step aside, we will be taking a position inside this castle. Le Poilu are just to the west and we have not much time.” 
 
    “Le Poilu?” asked Silithia with one raised eyebrow. 
 
    “The Hairy Ones,” the Major translated this unfamiliar term. “The French are so disgusting, yes?” 
 
    “I am Silithia, the mistress of this castle, and what has happened to Hauptmann Heiden?” 
 
    “He was unable to follow orders, so I have replaced him.” 
 
    Silithia stepped closer and smiled up at the warrior. “Hauptmann was going to meet the enemy. He is a gallant man. Are you as gallant? Major?” 
 
    The Major frowned. He felt his heart leaping, as well as his cock. Hauptmann Erhard had spoken of the woman in glowing terms, almost like a love struck puppy, and now he was experiencing the same feelings. Yet, he had his orders… 
 
    “I am sorry, madam Silithia. But I much…” he blathered on and Silithia felt a tug of alarm way in the way back of her mind. She realized several truths. 
 
    First, she had been enrapturing peasants. Intelligent men, disciplined men, were harder to bend to her will. 
 
    Second, if she did get him to move on, somebody else might return. 
 
    Third, there was more to learn about her abilities, she had to increase the magnitude of her ambience until no man could refuse her. 
 
    She moved closer, looked into his eyes, licked her lips, projected the idea of sex directly through the Major’s eyes and into his stubborn brain. “I am a helpless woman,” she whispered to the Major. You must protect me. You must save me. You must be a man!” 
 
    Under such direct assault the Major couldn’t refuse. His heart neart to bursting, his cock dripping in his pants, he turned to his men. 
 
    “Turn! We must attack!” 
 
    He turned back to Silithia, kissed her hand, and wished to strip off his clothes and lay at her feet. “We will protect you, my love. Have no fear.” 
 
    He rushed off, the beast of war trundling with him, and Silithia gave a sigh of relief. 
 
    An hour later she heard the sound of combat. From over the far hills she heard the boom of big guns and the crackle of smaller arms. She watched as flashes of explosions haloed the hills. 
 
    A man rode a horse to the east just before sunset. He ignored the castle and went back along the path the army had come to her land by. 
 
    That night combat seemed to increase. The explosions crested the hills and she could see them directly. She even thought she could hear far screams as men fought and died. 
 
    The next morning more soldiers marched to the west. The sounds of the far battle increased even more, and the conflict seemed to push away from from the castle, back over the hills. 
 
    Then a lull. 
 
    The next day the war was even more pronounced, and now the French, ‘The Hairy Ones,’ burst over the top of the hill and drove the Germans back. 
 
    All day long the battle surged, the main area of fighting drawing closer and closer to the castle. 
 
    Silithia was becoming distraught. In spite of her best efforts her land was about to be consumed by the hatred of men. 
 
    That moment of dire calamity was, she would admit in later years, the genesis of her master plan: Why did the world need men? 
 
    More troops rushed across the countryside. Large cannons were wheeled up and unlimbered. The booming sound of destruction echoed throughout the castle. 
 
    Now Silithia was distraught. She ordered the front gate locked. 
 
    She went to the top of her tower and stared down at the death and destruction, the carnage of all she loved. 
 
    She could see the far soldiers, and she projected, desperately, her ambience. 
 
    She was ignored, and she found out a cruel truth. In the heat of battle men were uncontrollable. 
 
    She ran to the bottom of the tower, and the gates crashed inward. She realized that all her efforts had merely brought more men and machines into the area, and caused an even greater conflict. 
 
    Men, terrified, ran through the courtyard. They searched out the cellars and hid in them. 
 
    Explosions shattered a section of the outer walls. 
 
    The sounds of the battle were now not far away, but echoing in the confines of the courtyard. Men backed through the breech, firing their weapons. More men attacked the breech, and the battle was fought in the confines of her home. 
 
    Silithia, oblivious to the fighting, concerned for her people, ranged through the castle. She was not fired upon, not even a man in the heat of battle could force himself to fire upon her perfection. 
 
    “Leave! Flee! Save yourselves!” 
 
    The women did. They felt no compunction to stay and die. 
 
    The men, however, were in love with her. And though there were not a lot of men, they rallied around her, tried to move with her and protect her, and merely got in her way…and became targets for the wrath of war. 
 
    Man after man died, falling at her feet, breaking her heart. Bits and chunks of her castle fell from the heights as gunners deliberately targeted it. 
 
    Somehow, Silithia avoided death. Somehow, amidst the smoke and explosions and the screaming the dying, Silithia remained untouched. But now it was not her presence that protected her, merely the chances of war. Or maybe…just maybe…God had a plan for her. 
 
    Nightfall. Scattered shots as the battle fell to sniping. The grunts and groans of men fallen to personal combat, wielding their knives and bayonets. 
 
    Silithia sobbed. Her home had been destroyed. Her men had been killed. Her people scattered with nothing to come back to. 
 
    Then, it stopped. Like magic, and Silithia raised her tear stained face. 
 
    She went to what remained of the gate and looked outward. 
 
    In the center of the field the soldiers were putting up tents. Hundreds of yards to the east, and to the west, small groups of officers stood and waited. 
 
    Parley. A truce. An end to the fighting…for the moment. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the two groups were striding forward, converging on the large tent. 
 
    Silithia left the castle. She was cold and miserable, she had the stains of war upon her features. And inside…she was pissed. 
 
    That men could do this to her. To fight for…for what? Was there ever any real reason for such massive destruction and death? 
 
    The men arrived in the tent and she could see them bowing, shaking hands, then a couple of soldiers brought in soft, comfortable chairs, and other soldiers poured wine into large goblets. 
 
    Silithia was even more angry. They destroy her home, then conduct their little ‘parley party.’ 
 
    She heard their voices, and she knew both languages so she could follow the conversations easily. 
 
    “You did well today, Oberst. But tomorrow we shall…” 
 
    “My compliments on the vintage, Commandant Fouchard.
“Thank you. It is from my vineyards in…” 
 
    The conversations went on. Polite mouthings of bastards. The drivel of men with no imagination and less heart. 
 
    Siithia stepped into the tent and all her anger literally exploded her presence. 
 
    The men stopped what they were doing. They lowered their glasses, their jaws dropped, and the fell in love with her. 
 
    These men were taking a break form the insanity, they were now civilized, and the heat of war could not protect them. 
 
    “Gentlemen,” Silithia’s voice was sinuous, rippling through their mental cortexes. “These are filthy conditions. I invite you to my castle. Now.” 
 
    The last word hit like a whip crack, and the assembled officers all leaped to their feet and followed the love of their lives.                
 
    Forgotten was hate and destruction, war and orders. They followed Silithia’s short form across the fields and into the castle. They walked under the broken arches, picked their way through the debris. 
 
    “We will party below, in my special dining room.” Silithia pointed to an outer entrance to her dungeon. It was piled high with fallen stone. 
 
    The officers quickly set to removing the debris. 
 
    “Remove your beautiful clothes,” Silithia commanded. “You don’t want to get them dirty. 
 
    Cheerfully, the French and the Germans did just that. Shortly they were shoveling little chunks of stone and collaborating over large chunks of stone. They commanded the ropes be brought and they tugged the heavy pieces of the tower away. 
 
    Finally, the entrance was cleared. 
 
    “Set up a generator,” Silithia suggested. “Put up some lights. 
 
    Two hours after she had stepped into the tent, the whole group walked into her dungeons. Cheerfully. In love. At her whim. 
 
    The dungeon was now well lit. The bars on the cells were still standing. Silithia’s whips and instruments of torture, rarely used, were hanging on the walls. 
 
    “Now then. You, stand in that cell and pretend it is locked. You, over there. You two get on those tables.” 
 
    She ordered the officers into positions, and they went. Shortly they were chained, or believed they were, or placed on furniture designed for torture. 
 
    It must be said, at this point, that Silithia had never really resorted to the use of these instruments. She had found her own powers quite sufficient to bend a man to her will, to give her their power. 
 
    And, after the one death many decades previous, she had been respectful of the men who loved her. 
 
    On that night, and on only that night, that condition changed. On that night occurred such savagery and barbarism…it is almost difficult to comprehend. 
 
    “Turn that big wheel,” Silithia ordered an officer. But only one click at a time.” 
 
    A French captain turned the wheel, and the German Major experienced the terrible stretching of the rack. When his screams were at the right pitch, Silithia halted the stretching. Let the Major enjoy his pain for a while before she ripped his arms and legs out of the sockets. 
 
    The cradle of Judah. A pyramid. “Climb on to that. Pretend you are riding a horse and your arms are broken.” 
 
    A French Lt. Colonel clambered atop the device, sank his asshole down on the point, and began screaming. Slowly, his body weight pushed his rectum down, and that orifice grew larger and larger. And every time he tried to use his arms to get relief, to push himself off the terrible torment, he felt the pain of his broken arms. 
 
    Silithia put the men on the St. Andrews cross and whipped them bloody with a cat of nine tails. A delightful whip with nine tips, each of the tips holding a steel claw. She whiped them and whiped them, then made them do sit ups on their raw and bleeding backs. 
 
      
 
    And if it seems as if Silithia was unduly cruel, she was. Later, she would make no excuse, would realize that she had, indeed, fallen to her lowest depths. And she would spend years thinking upon that night, and hating herself for what she did. But in the moment, victim to the cruel depredations of war, she loved herself. And that conflict of mind and soul, that terrible, black space in the soul, did reign. 
 
      
 
    She had the men build a fire, and she branded their asses with S’s. Silithia. And she burned them deep, so that the nerve centers under the flesh would cause them problems sitting for the rest of their years. 
 
    She brought out the Pear of Anguish and enlarged assholes and made the soldiers march around the chamber. 
 
    She boiled a large cauldron of water and had the men wash their faces and hands, and watched as the skin melted. 
 
    She used combs of blades and brushed the mens skin, and the skin flayed and fell off in pieces.               
 
    She used the head crusher and the iron boot, the thumb screw (on the penis) and the iron spider. 
 
    She used every single instrument in her dungeon, and multiple times and on multiple men. 
 
    In the end, the men sobbing and screaming and broken in spirit, but still desperately in love with Silithia, she made them castrate each other…by biting. It would start with a blow job from one of the other men, and, when the victim was about to cum, she would command the man doing the blowing to bite down. 
 
    Finally, dawn cracking outside, Silithia was exhausted. She felt sick in soul, was already starting to feel remorse, but it was done. 
 
    These men would not fight again. These men would live short lives filled with painful memories, the most painful being that they were once in love with Silithia, but now were forever denied. 
 
    Silithia mounted the stops that led to the outside world. 
 
    Soldiers were assembled there, waiting for orders, waiting for the war to resume. 
 
    Silithia projected her ambience and said, “Run naked through the fields, pick flowers, and kill any man who would tell you to take up a weapon again. 
 
    Then Silithia left the castle.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    Any fool can know. The point is to understand. ~ Albert Einstein 
 
     
 
    She was 60 inches tall. A bare five foot, in stockings. Tall enough to not be a midget, but not tall enough to be noticed, except for her wonderful aura. 
 
    The war was raging, thousands, tens of thousands…millions of men slaughtered because…because…there was no reason. 
 
    Some Kaiser had rattled sabers. And some relative refused to even pick up the phone and talk it through. And some idiot had jumped on the running board of a car and blasted away. And the world was in turmoil, millions dying, and nobody knew why. 
 
    Silithia didn’t care why. She was disgusted with herself, and needed to survive, so she went to the nearest city and used her ambience. 
 
      
 
    “Would you like lunch, madam?” The banker bowed to five foot Silithia. 
 
    “Of course. And would you bring me some cash from your bank?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    They would dine in a fancy restaurant, he might take her to buy some expensive clothes, then she would touch him. A simple touch, and a whim, and the banker would jerk and twitch and fill his pants with semen. And when he came to his senses she would be nowhere to be seen. 
 
      
 
    “You there, I need a comfortable room, very warm, for the night.” 
 
    The clerk would blush as his thoughts ran rampant. She was short, but his penis was pulsing. 
 
    “Of course, madam. We have a wonderful room on the second floor. The balcony looks out over the…” 
 
    The next day she would check out, and touch the clerk’s hand in appreciation, and he would stand and stutter and be dazed as his penis spewed a vast amount of semen. 
 
    Thus, Silithia moved through the city, exploring it, trying to understand the people, the culture, the motivations. 
 
    She visited an alley and looked into a backyard, then rounded to the front door. 
 
    “Hello. What is your name?” 
 
    “Thomas.” 
 
    “Well, Thomas, I’m trying to find out who lived her in the 1850s. 
 
    Though it was 70 years previous, Thomas fell all over himself trying to help the short lady. He finally gave her the name of a deceased landlord. Silithia touched his forearm and walked away. Behind her Thomas shook and shuddered, then fell to his knees. He looked down at the stain growing on the front of his pants. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning. I understand your grandfather owned a house on Wicket St. This would be many years ago.” 
 
    “What if he did?” the old lady scowled at Silithia. 
 
    Silithia was practiced at making friends out of women, or just outright manipulating them. 
 
    “There is a certain inheritance being discussed, and we would like to find out who was in the house in 1850.” 
 
    “Inheritance? How much?” 
 
    “It hasn’t been decided. Too many relatives, you know. But all relatives are in line. Are you related to the owner of the house at the time in question?” 
 
    “I might be,” the dour, old woman sniffed. 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s have a look at the records. I can report to my superiors and checks can be cut right away. 
 
    The house, it turned out, was occupied by a fellow named Victor Frankendick. 
 
    The lady never received a check. 
 
      
 
    Of Victor Frankendick there was no sign. He had up and disappeared and there were no relations, nothing in the city records, nothing. 
 
    But that was understandable. There were so many wars and depressions and tragedies that people tended to disappear. 
 
    Silithia put him out of her mind. She would have to find out what had happened to her those many years ago in some other manner. 
 
    Besides, the Golden Age, the roaring Twenties were beginning, and after the unpleasantness of war she was looking for a few good times. 
 
    Tell the truth, what she had done in the dungeons bothered her, and she knew there was a piece of her that wanted to forget, and wouldn’t mind drinking to excess to facilitate that forgetfulness. 
 
    So she went from banker to banker during the day, causing them to invest for her, and during the night she would cruise the bars. 
 
    Without trying, she grew rich, though drunk half the time and hungover the other half. 
 
    She met Julius Barmat. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Madam,” Friedrich was somewhat corpulent, and a common thief, which seemed to be the occupation of most politicians after the war. 
 
    “Good evening, Chancellor. I would love to hear who is making money these days.” 
 
    Smitten, the German Chancellor named a few names, then perked up and pointed across the room. And there is Julius Barmat. He is making the most, these days. 
 
    Silithia turned off her glow and crossed the room. She focused her attention on the balding man and smiled when he turned and introduced himself…and pledged undying love. 
 
    “Tell me, my love, what is making you the most money these days?” 
 
    Julius burbled forth the information. “Food. I buy it in the Netherlands and send it to Germany. People are starving, and starving people pay the highest prices.” He laughed merrily. 
 
    Silithia frowned. She wasn’t fond of his attitudes, but she needed money, and here was a man who could send more money in her direction than all those silly bankers. 
 
    She went into partnership with Julius. She maintained a low profile, and thus was saved when the Barmat Scandal hit. 
 
    And she managed to keep her profits separate and apart from his soon confiscated funds. 
 
    Once again she was rudderless, but at least with large sums of money under the bed. 
 
    Her intent became finding investments and further protecting her ‘stash.’ She was determined not to suffer again in her life. 
 
    Thus, on the evening of December 20th in 1924, she found herself attending a party. She was actually just one of a half dozen wealthy people, imbibing and carousing, and one of the partiers, she never remembered who, said, “I know where there’s another party!” 
 
    Everyone cheered. 
 
    They drove an hour to the town of Landsberg, drinking and yelling at passersby, and even throwing empty bottles at oncoming cars. 
 
    They arrived at a large house, and for the first time, Silithia felt something. 
 
    What? 
 
    An excitement. A surge of adrenaline. A faster beating of her heart. 
 
    She didn’t know it was simply intuition kicking in, that in her heart of hearts she was going to meet somebody of importance, of magnitude, of ability. 
 
    Her group entered the house, drunk, laughing, looking for fun. 
 
    The house was filled with people. People who owned banks and factories, politicians, artists, all manner of people, and they were all leaders in their fields. 
 
    Silithia felt her excitement growing. Heck, the whole room was excited. 
 
    “Silithia, dear,” called a girlfriend, “This is Hermann Goering. That’s a blue Max on his shirt. Be a dear and dance with him.” 
 
    Hermann, feeling the hint of Silithia’s ambience, took her in his arms and danced. He was ruddy fellow of great cheer, and as they bumped into other dancers he spoke their names. 
 
    “Alfred, you are a moose with three legs!” 
 
    Alfred Rosenberg laughed at Hermann. 
 
    “Rudolph! Stop stepping on my penis!” 
 
    Roars of laughter, the most laughter coming from the thin-lipped, beetle-browed Rudolph Hess. 
 
    And on and on the party whirled. 
 
    In truth, Hermann was sort of an ox, and a buffoon. But he was great fun, and why not? 
 
    More alcohol made its appearance and Silithia imbibed freely. 
 
    In her previous life, owning a castle, she rarely imbibed. But now, with the memories of the war wishing to be drowned, she drank with the best of them.  
 
    Her perfect physical health, however, kept her more sober, and she recovered quickly. 
 
    Thus, drunk, weaving, dancing with men and causing hard ons with no promise of completion, she was stunned when she felt a bright, warm light touch her back. She was dancing with Max Amann, and she stopped, dead still, right in the middle of the dance floor. 
 
    Other people were ceasing their dancing, but not because of any mystical light shining on their backs. 
 
    A man had entered the room. He was not tall, and he had a small brush mustache under his nose. His eyes were piercing and he commanded attention. He commanded almost as well as Silithia could command it with her ambience. He was wearing a winter coat, but doffed it for the warmth of the house. 
 
    Cheers rose up, and Silithia realized that here was the guest of honor. 
 
    Men moved forward to grip the young man’s hand, to shake it and whisper happily in his ear. Women moved forward, shook his hand, and their eyes revealed them. They wanted him. 
 
    “Who is he?” whispered Silithia. Max had stayed by her side and he heard her. 
 
    “That is Adolf. Would you like to meet him?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They moved through the swirl of people, anticipating Adolf’s path, and met him just before he entered the kitchen. “Adolf!” They hugged and Hitler placed his hands on Max’s shoulders. Their friendship was obvious.  
 
    A few quick words, so low that not even Silithia could hear them, then Max presented her. “This is Silithia, a dear friend.” 
 
    Adolf Hitler blinked. Silithia had turned it on, and he was struck. He would be in love forever. 
 
    He bowed and clicked his heels in the Germanic way. “I am at your service.” 
 
    For Silithia her peripheral vision narrowed, and it was as if she was in a tunnel with the young German. It appeared that Hitler was feeling the same. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    She nodded, and Hitler took her hand and led her the remaining steps to the kitchen. As they moved the narrow tunnel vision shattered and people clustered and spoke fond greetings to Hitler. 
 
    Hitler nodded and delivered quips, then they were in the kitchen. They drank Cognac, a heady Brandy that seemed to shift flavors on them even as they sipped. Sweet, sour, bitter. 
 
    “Ah,” murmured the young man. “I do not drink much, but when I do…this is the drink of the German Gods.” 
 
    Even in the kitchen Hitler was besieged with admirers and well wishers. 
 
    Silithia allowed herself to be moved to his side, but slightly back, and watched. 
 
    He was not a perfect man. He was superior in his Germanisms, but he had health problems, and his viewpoints seemed rather skewed. But he had a charisma and personal magnetism that Silithia had never seen. 
 
    He was sincere. 
 
    He was truthful. 
 
    “We will make Germany great. We will handle those Jewish bankers. Never again will we bend knee to the lesser races.” 
 
    Silithia interested in anything Hitler had to say, listened carefully. 
 
    He had distinct viewpoints on race, which conflicted Silithia. On one hand, she had been a member of the elite, an owner of castle and property. On the other, she was a gypsy. 
 
    He was determined that the Jews had caused Germany to lose the war. She wasn’t sure why he felt that way, but he was strongly willed and everybody kept shaking their heads in the affirmative. 
 
    Most of all, he kept talking about truth, justice and the Germanic way. 
 
    Germany would lead the world. Germans would control everything. Germans had pure blood. 
 
    It was heady talk, and while Silithia didn’t agree with it all, she did admire his forthrightness and his…power. A word from him and people bowed their heads. A curl of the lip and they rejoiced. A handshake and they swooned. 
 
    She decided to sleep with him. 
 
      
 
    Silithia had not been fucked for years. And even then, she had been in the dominate position, lowering herself on the shafts of her slaves as the whim allowed. 
 
    In truth, her power had made her dismissive of men. 
 
    Yet Adolf Hitler was special. She wanted to feel his penis in her slit. She wanted to feel his balls slapping against her ass. And he was so short it would almost be like making love like regular people. 
 
    The party went on for hours, but it finally wound down. People went home, people paired off and went to rooms. At last only Hitler was left, talking with a select group of friends. Silithia was nearby, but satisfied to listen. She realized that to Hitler talking was like fucking, and it just made her hornier. 
 
    At last, dawn seeping into the room, Hitler yawned, and was told there was a room waiting for him. 
 
    He glanced at Silithia and nodded. 
 
    Moving across the room she moved with him. They ascended the stairs holding hands, and the people watched him retire, and the beautiful woman walking slightly behind him, with avid interest. 
 
    The room was large, with a large and comfortable bed. A fire was burning in the fireplace. It was cozy and comfy. 
 
    Silithia unbuttoned her blouse and removed it. 
 
    Hitler, taking down his pants, stared at her bosoms with appreciation.  
 
    She had grown nearly two feet in the last 70 years, but her breasts had grown proportionally more. 
 
    “I don’t usually drink, or smoke, and I am careful when sleeping with women,” he explained. “I prefer vegetarianism, and there is something I must tell you.” 
 
    Now Silithia was naked, and she trembled. So many years since a man had last truly mounted her, and she was nervous. “What is that?” 
 
    “You will find out anyway, so I must confess, I only have one testicle.” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She had seen birth defects before, but this…this was something she had never encountered. “You do?” 
 
    “Yes. Would you like to see?” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    Hitler placed one foot on the bed and lifted his penis. 
 
    His penis was rather small, and underneath it could be seen only one testicle. 
 
    “Oh my Gosh! May I touch it?” 
 
    “Of course,” Hitler grinned. 
 
    Fondling the one ball Silithia realized that Hitler had used this condition to impress women, and to call them to bed. If they were so dull as not to perceive his magnitude, he simply told them he had one nut, and they were all over themselves to sample him. 
 
    Offer a woman a cock that is out of the ordinary, even not normal, and they want to fuck it That is just their nature. 
 
    “That is not all, of course.” 
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    “No.” He lifted his cock up and Silithia’s eyes widened. 
 
    On the underside of his cock, bear the base, was what looked like a small pussy. 
 
    Silithia bent down and examined his penis carefully. 
 
    “Lie back,” she said. He did so. 
 
    He lay on the bed, holding his small penis up, and she moved closer to examine it. 
 
    “It is sometimes called Hypospadias, though the doctors disagree. Many doctors have told me that it is a form of hermaphroditism.” 
 
    “Herm…isn’t that when you are born with both sexual organs? Man’s and woman’s?” 
 
    He smiled. “I show you this in the event you don;’t wish to fuck.” 
 
    Her turn to smile. “Not fuck a man with one nut? Who may or may not have a pussy? Ha!” 
 
    She dove upon him then, covered his body with hers, wrapped her arms around him, and kissed him. 
 
    Hitler kissed back, and he was a surprisingly gentle lover. He turned her over and suckled her breasts, running his tongue over her nipples, teasing them mercilessly. 
 
    Silithia groaned and grabbed his cock. She worked it, and suddenly realized that she had not willed him to cum. She broke away and whispered in surprise, “You have not cum yet!” 
 
    “It usually takes me a while. I think it takes me twice as long as a lesser man because I have half the nuts and have to work twice as hard. 
 
    She turned him  over, and slithered down his body. She took his one nut in her hands and tickled his under penis opening, his little pussy, with her tongue. 
 
    Hitler moaned. “Oh! Nobody ever did that to me before!” 
 
    She reached around to his backside and put thumb up his ass. He jerked and arched, making grunting sounds. 
 
    Then he flipped her, pushed his thumb up her pussy and laughed. “I learn fast.” 
 
    “Can you fuck fast? Are you Adolf Fuck ‘m Faster?” 
 
    She turned him over, scrambled up and squatted over his tiny penis. 
 
    With a sigh she felt his tool slide up her canal. Fucking was as she remembered, just with a smaller penis. 
 
    Hitler grunted, and she knew that, in spite of his boast, he was close. But that was her fault. She whimmed him not to cum, and continued to bounce. 
 
    He loved it. He grabbed her tits and squeezed, just hard enough to make her whimper with desire. 
 
    Then she leaped off him, turned him over and told him to assume all fours. 
 
    He did, and she began pushing her fingers into him. First one, then two, then three. 
 
    Hitler was beside himself. He was arching his back, then pushing his ass back, fucking her fingers as hard as he could. 
 
    Then, suddenly, her knuckles slipped past his ring. Her whole fist went into his rectum. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” He shouted, his eyes bulging. His penis was so hard it actually looked big. His one nut dangled down, all alone and full of semen. 
 
    Silithia thought at first that she might have gone too far, but Hitler seemed to like it. He was fucking her fist as hard as he could, ramming his hips back and then lurching forward, so she continued. It was like she was punching him in the asshole, and he loved it.  
 
    She took off her whimsy that he not have an orgasm. 
 
    Suddenly, he arched his back and raised his head towards the ceiling. 
 
    Silithia reached under him with her free hand and grabbed his penis. She gripped it, hard. 
 
    Now Hitler was caught. He was cumming, but the cum was being squeezed. 
 
    He bucked frantically, trying to dislodge her hand, trying to get his relief, but she allowed only the slightest seepage to issue forth. Mere drops, and his orgasm stretched out, the white heat burned him longer, more severely, and he lost control of his senses, was enraptured by the terrific forces erupting from his core. 
 
    “Ah…God! God!” 
 
    She kept punching in his asshole. She felt the slow and occasional drops of his semen coming out the tip of his short shaft. She grinned. She wasn’t going to get her cum this evening, but he was having the cum of the century. 
 
    “Gah…gah…gah!” He blurted animalistic sounds, he jerked, and still the semen issued, one drop at a time. 
 
    They were frozen in that position for long minutes, then longer minutes. 
 
    At last, he broke, He lost control of his limbs and flopped forward on the bed. Her hand was still impaling him. His eyes were fluttering with the extreme pleasure of his cum. 
 
    Gently, she pulled her hand back. She gazed down on the naked back of the exhausted man who would lead the German people. She smiled happily.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    The healthy man does not torture others— 
 
    generally it is the tortured who turn into torturers. 
 
     ~ Carl Jung 
 
     
 
    Life with Adolf was a dream. 
 
    First, she became the bell of the ball wherever she went. People wanted to schmooze with the girlfriend of Adolf. They wanted her to appreciate them, love them, introduce them to Adolf. 
 
    Silithia was used to being the center of attention. In the castle everybody waited on her hand and foot. But this was different, this was not servile, but cheer and happiness heaped upon her. 
 
    Having come out of her dungeon a changed person, she wanted this admiration. 
 
    She was still overcoming the dread, dark feelings she had generated in the dungeon when she had broken the military officers, and which clung to her like a coat of soot. 
 
     
 
    Interestingly, life with Hitler was not overly sexual. 
 
    Having only one nut he only had half the testosterone, and half the sex drive. 
 
    When he did want sex, he wanted it wild and crazy, perverted and deviant. 
 
    But mostly, his energies were transferred into political meetings, conferences with bankers and industrialists, and…speeches. 
 
    During the late twenties Silithia watched as this most dynamic individual bent the world to his way. 
 
    He spoke to bankers of how evil the Jews were, ignoring the fact that many bankers were Jews, and that Adolf’s grandfather was Jewish. 
 
    He spoke to people, preaching of the purity of Aryan blood, even though he was not true Aryan himself. 
 
    But it was the speeches that fascinated Silithia the most. 
 
    At first, it should be stated, his speeches were not much. People would continue drinking and discoursing amongst themselves, and listen occasionally, but here Silithia came to his aid. 
 
    She would sit behind Hitler and exude a bit of ambience. 
 
    People in the audience would suddenly find themselves looking around, getting boners, and wondering where the source of their bonerism was. 
 
    Their attention would come to the front, to the stage or pulpit where Hitler was, and they would focus on him, for he was much more visible than the silent woman sitting so bland and almost invisible behind him. 
 
    Hitler would feel the focus, and become even more vocal, more passionate. The crowd would start to respond, and the interchange would build, speaker upon audience, audience upon speaker, until Hitler would seemingly ignite. His hidden talents leapt to the forefront and he became more and more polished, more able to sway with words, more able to bring emotion out of people and cause them to accept his ideas. 
 
    Silly ideas. Racist ideas. Ideas that seemed more bent on destruction than humanity. 
 
    Why did Silithia do this? Allow this to happen? 
 
    Because of that darkness in the soul. Because of what she had done in the dungeon. Because, at heart, she hated herself for what she had done. 
 
    Thus were the man and the woman united in their desire to destroy themselves. 
 
    Her because of what she had done, him because of feelings of inadequacy, of being shamed for having but one testicle. 
 
    Through the late twenties they went, him forming his ideas, her leeching off him, building her own purgatory of the soul off his energy and viewpoints. 
 
    And, of course, having sex whenever and wherever she wanted. 
 
    Adolf didn’t mind. As stated, he wasn’t a sexually oriented person, and didn’t mind if somebody else was. 
 
    It all came to a head during Christmas of 1933. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, Vice Chancellor, Merry Christmas!” 
 
    “And to you, frau Bormann.” 
 
    Hugs and kisses as Hitler’s inner circle entered the house. It was Martin Bormann’s house, and it was festooned with symbols of the new Christmas. Swastika’s were printed on Ornaments, candleholders were imprinted with swastikas; there were images of the iron eagle and ‘sieg heil’ were everywhere. 
 
    Hitler and Silithia took a place by the large fireplace, accepted cognac’s and entered into the small talk, which small talk seemed to coalesce, with a wink and a nod, around a certain upcoming event. 
 
    “And what is that?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “We don’t talk about it, my dear,” Hitler whispered in her ear. 
 
    Hermann Goering, the other side of her, joked, ‘Loose lips sink ships!’ Everybody laughed at this lampooning of a just borning Americanism. Those silly Americans were a joke. The inner circle had met just the week before and watched a special screening of King Kong. A country that thinks it can be knocked over by a giant monkey deserved no respect. 
 
    “Secrets from me? Meine liebling?” 
 
    “Still she asks?” joked Albert Speer. 
 
    Hitler said, “Silithia is expert at ferreting out secrets. I am constantly surprised how she gets me to speak of that which I do not want to speak.” 
 
    “No way she could ferret out my secrets,” laughed Joseph Goebbels. 
 
    “Nor mine,” agreed Heinrich Himmler. 
 
    “Would you put that up to a bet?” asked Hitler. 
 
    “Absolut!” both men agreed. 
 
    Silithia smiled. The men were getting drunk, and she had the feeling she best make light of this and move things along. “Ah, you wish to see my dungeon?” 
 
    Everybody chuckled, and maybe the conversation would have moved along, except that Geobbels said, “I have a dungeon.” 
 
    All eyes moved to the slender, weaselly looking man. 
 
    “Really?” asked Adolf. 
 
    “Absolut. I had it reconstructed from medieval records. It is accurate in every respect.” 
 
    “I would love to see such a place,” giggled Gerda Bormann. 
 
    “As would I,” came a spatter of voices. 
 
    Shortly, the entire troop of Hitler’s inner circle was tramping down the street towards Goebbels home built dungeon. Through the snow, a gate, and into a large house. Goebbels led them through the kitchen, down a set of stairs, and into a real, live dungeon. 
 
    “Oh, mine Gott!” breathed a few voices. 
 
    The basement had been expanded and implements of torture lined the walls. A large cabinet of fine wood housed a collection of whips and dildos and various other tools. 
 
    Magda Goebbels, Joseph’s wife, quipped, “You should see Joseph beg for mercy.” 
 
    They all laughed, except for Goebbels, who glared at his wife. 
 
    “Well, Martin? Are you willing to test Silithia’s talents for extraction?” 
 
    He shook his head and raised his hands in the negative, but the others prodded him along.  
 
    “Do it, Martin.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    And, one voice, Himmler, said, “Teach the bitch who the supermen are.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Silithia turned to Himmler. She contemplated him. She didn’t like him anyway, and now to be disrespected so badly. 
 
    She let out very selected streams ambience to both Martin Bormann and Heinrich Himmler. “Yes, gentlemen. Test me.” 
 
    Everybody oohed and ahhed at the challenge. 
 
    Martin and Heinrich looked at each other. They both were suddenly assaulted by boners. There was something very exciting about the proposal. 
 
    Hitler snickered. He had experienced Silithia’s presence, and he had enjoyed her warped attitudes towards sex. To turn such a dark lady upon his aides was a joy. 
 
    Still, Heinrich and Martin shook their heads, but they were close. 
 
    “Come gentlemen,” offered Hitler. 
 
    But it was Silithia who tipped the balance. “Chicken?” 
 
    The dungeon was as if filled with electricity. 
 
    “Bawk…bawk…bawk?” 
 
    Martin frowned, Heinrich sneered, and they stepped forward. 
 
    Silithia smiled. “Take off your shirts and pants.” 
 
    The men looked at each other, shrugged, and did so. 
 
    Silithia left Heinrich in chains against a wall and put Martin on a large wheel, and. His hands and feet were fixed to the spokes by the rim, and the center of his body arched out over the hub. Silithia faced the others. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen,” began Silithia. “Behold the penis.” She took a knife and sliced Martin’s underwear. she threw the pieces on the floor and Martin Bormann’s penis hung. 
 
    It wasn’t big. Maybe five inches. And it wasn’t thick. Nor were his balls unusually large. They were the size of shriveled lemons. 
 
    The ladies giggled and the men covered their mouths to conceal smirks. A couple of the men didn’t say anything, however, as they were smaller and didn’t appreciate the humor. 
 
    Martin’s face grew tight, and his eyes narrowed, but Silithia stopped him from speaking by turning the wheel slowly. 
 
    “Hello, Martin,” she spoke to his penis. 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    She placed her hand about it and the turning of the wheel turned it in her hand. Martin Bormann gasped. 
 
    “Feels good, yes? Martin?” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    “If you tell me your secrets…you can cum.” 
 
    “Nien!” he yelled. 
 
    Silithia smiled. She could have turned up her power and made him blubber his deepest secrets to her, but she didn’t want to appear mystical. She knew that ignorant people fear mysticism, and she didn’t want them to fear her. 
 
    “Come, ladies, assist me,” Silithia offered the ladies. 
 
    Gerda Bormann and Ilse Hess stepped forward. They giggled and began twisting the nipples of the slowly turning Martin. 
 
    Silithia laughed. These women were such amateurs. “Take your panties down,” she commanded, and she stopped the wheel so that Martin was upside down. “Now move forward and let him clean you like a dog licks his butthole!” 
 
    Everybody laughed and Ilse moved forward and placed her pussy against Martin’s face. Martin had no choice but to lick, and everybody heard the slobbering grunting sounds he was making. 
 
    “Hold his penis and stroke it, but don’t let him cum!” 
 
    Ilse laughed and began flicking the head of his penis with one finger. 
 
    “Oh…no!” 
 
    “He likes that!” yelled Gerda Bormann. She pushed forward and gripped Martin’s little penis head between her thumb and forefinger. She slid her fingertips back and forth, like she was playing the world’s smallest violin, and Martin began to beg. 
 
    “No! No! Please, not that!” 
 
    Silithia turned the wheel slowly, Ilsa stepped back, removing her pussy from his face, and Martin, red faced and gasping for air, turned right side up. 
 
    Still, his wife played the head of his cock. 
 
    “Please, stop. I’ll do anything if you stop!” 
 
    Silithia was surprised at how easy it had been to break the little man. She had to use only a little of her ambience to bring him to the breaking point. “What is the secret?” 
 
    “Burning. We’re going to—“ 
 
    “Ah!” Hitler spoke sharply. Yet a grin was on his face. 
 
    Martin manage to shut up, and after a moment Gerda let go of his penis. 
 
    Martin sagged, and Silithia released him from the wheel. 
 
    “You have half the secret, my dear. Can you get the other half?” 
 
    Heinrich was standing against the far wall, chained, and now he looked worried. He had thought Martin was a staunch fellow, but he had broken in mere minutes under Silithia’s hand. 
 
    Silithia turned to the Nazi. She released him and led him to the wheel. 
 
    As Heinrich studied the large wheel he frowned, but a firm look came into his eyes, and his chin began to jut. No way he was going to break. 
 
    Silithia fastened him to the wheel, but this time with his penis facing in. It was his butt that was arced out over the hub. 
 
    “What is this?” asked Heinrich. 
 
    “I know about you, Heinrich,” remarked Silithia. She cut off his clothes and reached between his legs for his manhood. 
 
    She stretched it out under his buns, and everybody could see that he was large. Quite large. Unfortunately, he was also quite limp. 
 
    Silithia laughed and held the big, limp snake in one hand. 
 
    “A tool to frighten the largest hole.” 
 
    The women tittered. The men stared enviously. 
 
    Silithia: “Unfortunately, it is not love that makes this fellow stand up and beg.” 
 
    “What does?” blurted one of the women, showing her hunger for a real, live, hard cock. 
 
    Silithia slapped Heinrich’s ass. He groaned. She slapped it again. She went from check to cheek, slapping until her hand was red, until his buns were red. 
 
    Heinrich Himmler’s cock began to grow. And grow and grow. Shortly it extended a full foot. It was as thick around as Hitler’s forearm, and the head was as large as a tennis ball. 
 
    “Oooh!” several ladies gasped. 
 
    Silithia stopped spanking him and began to stroke the monster. 
 
    “Unfortunately,” she said, “It will not stay hard.” 
 
    Moans as the large predator began to reduce in size, smaller and smaller, until it was just a large slug again. 
 
    “What do you do?” asked Ilse. “You can’t keep spanking him while you’re you know…” 
 
    “I do know,” commiserated Silithia, “but here is the solution.” 
 
    “No,” protested Heinrich. Suddenly intuiting what Silithia was planning. 
 
    Silithia began spanking him again. She used a paddle now, as her hand was getting sore. Shortly, his cheeks bright red, he was erect. Silithia held the cock in one hand, pulling it under him. 
 
    “Turn the wheel, if you please,” instructed Silithia. 
 
    Several ladies jumped forward and began pushing on the rim. Heinrich turned, over and over, moaning in pleasure, and yet afraid of what was about to happen, of what Silithia was going to reveal about him. 
 
    As the ladies turned the naked Nazi Silithia handed the paddle to one of the women, and she began to pound on the man’s bums. Silithia went to the big cabinet in the middle of the dungeon and selected a dildo. It was attached to a black tail with a white stripe running its length. It was the tail of a skunk. 
 
    She returned to the wheel, timed the slight oscillation of Heinrich’s butt, and slipped the skunk tail dildo into his butt. 
 
    “AHHH!” Heinrich groaned. 
 
    Now everybody was fascinated, they watched the tail turning, turning, swishing in a circle against the back of his body. 
 
    Heinrich’s cock was now throbbing, and it was close. 
 
    Silithia moved in and took over. She gripped his cock and slowed the wheel. This reduced the sensations in his ass, but he was still almost over the edge. 
 
    “Heinrich, dear, what is the rest of the secret?” 
 
    Heinrich made soft, gurgling sounds, his eyes were large and he was gulping, but he said nothing. 
 
    “You can cum if you tell me.” 
 
    She spanked occasionally but Heinrich, though stiff as a shovel handle, said nothing. 
 
    Silithia smiled. She wiggled the skunk’s tail and made remarks about what the smell would be like to fuck the Nazi. Everybody laughed, and Heimrich grew redder and redder. 
 
    Silithia realized that it wasn’t working, that she must change tactics. She took the skunk tail dildo out of his asshole and took hold of his dick. Without the spanking and the anal stimulation it grew soft rapidly. Silithia gripped it and pulled, and it being flexible it stretched out. She put the tip to his asshole and began feeding his own cock into his asshole. 
 
    “No!” gasped Heinrich. 
 
    “Yes,” smiled Silithia. “I am going to fuck you with your own dick, and then I am going to spank you. Do you know what it’s going to feel like when this little worm becomes pole in your butt? It will likely rip you apart.” 
 
    “No!” it sounded like Heinrich was gargling. 
 
    “Then tell me your secret.” 
 
    Heinrich didn’t, and shortly he was gasping and making jerking motions, try to fuck himself, and failing miserably. His cock was growing, filling him up, and Silithia kept him from falling out. 
 
    And, finally, he broke. “Reichstag! We’re going to burn the Reichstag!” 
 
    Silithia removed his cock from his asshole and untied him. He stood, head bent, and rubbed his asshole. It had felt good, real good, but he had also been embarrassed. 
 
    Looking at Martin, he realized that that man was embarrassed, too. 
 
    He looked up at Silithia, who was accepting congratulation. 
 
    Silithia caught his look out of the corner of his eyes. She saw the hate in it, and realized that she had gone too far. 
 
    And she had epiphany. 
 
    She had tortured the men in her own dungeon, back at her castle, out of rage. She had been blind, ruthless, and she had made men suffer. 
 
    But here, in Martin Bormann’s home, she had dealt out pain and humiliation like they were party favors. 
 
    It was an entirely different motivation, and seeing the look in the two men’s eyes she realized what had been in her eyes so many years before, and she began to understand that she had done wrong. 
 
    She knew there was nothing wrong with a little slap and tickle, but when that slap and tickle went too far…when you deliberately hurt men, not for their pleasure, but for your gratification…it was wrong. 
 
    A deep sense of guilt suddenly came over Silithia. And, in that moment, she overcame the effects of her own crimes in the dungeon. She began to realize that she had been mean, bad, and that wasn’t the truth of her. 
 
    She was a good girl, with a good spirit, and she had betrayed that goodness…her own soul. 
 
    From that point on Silithia was changed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    There is no worse torture than knowing intellectually 
 
    about love. ~ Rumi 
 
      
 
    Silithia’s partying waned quickly. She began to watch the people she was with and judge them. They were intoxicated with their own growing power, and they were feeding Hitler energy. 
 
    If he said non-Aryan races were inferior, so be it. It made them more elite, more superior. 
 
    If he said a member of an inferior race was an ‘honorary Aryan,’ they chortled at how perceptive he was, and ignored the hypocrisy. 
 
    If he cut some financier off at the knees because he was Jewish, he was showing the way to a better world. 
 
    If he supported passing laws to suppress Gypsy’s… 
 
    Silithia could now, for the first time in years, see how she had been dwindling into herself, drinking and drugging herself into unconsciousness. The experience in the dungeon had stopped that. To abuse her powers through the abuse of men who weren’t too smart and really had no way to fight back…that was cruel. And she finally understood that that wasn’t her. 
 
    And, as she drew back from the festive and somewhat frantic activities of inferior men play acting at superiority, so they withdrew from her. 
 
    Bormann and Himmler, in particular, spoke ill of her and undermined her at every chance. 
 
    They had been shown for what they were, and they had been manipulated like….like inferior people. They had to strike back against somebody who had demonstrated her superiority over them. 
 
    Adolf wasn’t oblivious to the political strivings of his inner circle, but he didn’t really care. Nobody would move against Silithia overtly, and she was fucking him until he thought he had two balls. 
 
    But, and here is the rub, he wasn’t interested in sex so much as power. 
 
    Power was his sex. 
 
      
 
    The Reichstag burned to the ground, and as was planned, Chancellor Hindenburg handed the reins of power over to Hitler.  
 
    There wasn’t much dancing in the streets, at first. The people didn’t particularly like Hitler, only 35% of them had voted for him. But a series of actions were passed, and Hitler assumed emergency powers, and then the fun started. 
 
    Laws passed against Jews. Hitler Youth rose in stature. The military grew stronger. And, finally, the Night of Long Knives, and here Silithia saw her own demise promised. 
 
    If Hitler could purge members of his own party, he could allow her to be ‘purged,’ and Borman and Himmler were chomping at the bit to do just that. 
 
    Silithia was sitting in her home when three men came up the walk. She knew, immediately, what they wished. 
 
    “Frau Silithia, you will come with us.” 
 
    The two stormtroopers moved to her sides, and she turned her attentions onto the officer. “Oh, please…you must help me.” 
 
    The two soldiers glanced at each other. They had heard this sort of begging before, but this was different. The air was filled with feelings and…it was different. 
 
    Still, the officer was a bit immune to her charms. 
 
    He wasn’t totally immune, but he was in thrall to his own power. Normally he would have been the German equivalent of Joe Blow, but now he had power. He could tell people what to do. 
 
    Silithia turned up the juice. She placed a hand on his arm, she put her face close to his, and she whispered. “I have never seen such a man as you. You must rescue me.” 
 
    His resolve crumbled as she increased the voltage, and soon he asked her, “What do you wish?” 
 
    “If you could have your men carry my bags…” 
 
    He escorted her to the train station, and waved good by when the train moved away. 
 
      
 
    Paris was a relief after the rigors of existence in Germany. People danced and drank all night, and sex was much more important than power. 
 
    Silithia gained riches the same way she always did. She made bankers fall in love with her, tapped their brains, made them give her loans which she invested, and her finances improved quickly. 
 
    She did not, however, let herself rise to the circle of politicians. She had seen enough of the power hungry perverts to last her a lifetime. Even a lifetime as long as hers was looking to be. 
 
    And she was beginning to be curious about how long she would live. Whatever Dr. Frankendick had done to her, she never got sick, she kept getting taller (she was five and a half feet tall now), and she never aged. Her skin was fair and unblemished, her teeth remained white and perfect, she didn’t even have any scars. 
 
    This curiosity intriguing her, she allowed herself to drift slowly into mysticism. 
 
    She explored yoga, and found it a blessing. Her perfect body, shrugging off the effects of drugs and drink from Germany, loved the asanas, and she became fascinated with how thinking changed according to posture. She felt the way energy flowed through her body, and she became even more adept at focusing her ambience upon who she wished. 
 
    She read copiously, all fields, finding herself starved for knowledge after awakening from the German influence. Scientists had made many strides, and mathematicians were on the cusp of defining infinite. Literature was exploding, and film, now that people were actually speaking, was amazing. 
 
    Porn, of course, fascinated her. Phallus in Wonderland was a disappointment, but it pointed towards great things. D. H. Lawerence was most interesting, but a little dour. 
 
    The thing about porn was that why should she read it for excitement, when she had already done everything that could be described? And then some! 
 
    Still, she looked for new ideas, and she loved the intimate language. It was amazing to her that people looked down on pornography, when it offered some of the most serious advances in understanding the human condition. 
 
    One day she went to a book convention. She wandered the rows, talked to people, examined the latest offerings, and bumped into a short, paunchy fellow. Balding. Not the kind of body she was usually drawn to. Especially after ‘old one nut,’ as she though of Hitler. 
 
    “Pardon, me, Madam,” the fellow smiled broadly, his eyes sparkled with an inner life. 
 
    Silithia nodded, continued on, then stopped. 
 
    Behind her, the paunchy fellow who had moved on also stopped. At the same time they turned and gazed at each other. 
 
    In the middle of a crowd. Noise and generalized conversations blurting about, authors and other pitchmen blathering on and promoting themselves and their pithy offerings, two souls connected. Hard. 
 
    They walked back towards each other, the crowd moved about them, and they were as if isolated, alone in a world apart. 
 
    “What are you reading,” asked Silithia. 
 
    Gurdjieff held up a volume. There was nothing on the cover. 
 
    “A book about nothing,” joked Silithia. “It won’t stand out.” 
 
    Gurdjieff smiled and opened the cover and Silithia read, ‘Beelzebub's Tales to His Grandson.’ 
 
    She tilted her head slightly and inspected the man. 
 
    “And what do you read?” 
 
    She presented her book to him. ‘Siddartha,’ by Hermann Hesse. 
 
    He grinned. “Hermann wrote that one about me.” 
 
    “Nonsense, you arrogant prick.” She was joking. Around this man she would always feel like joking. 
 
    “No, seriously.” 
 
    “And who are you?” 
 
    Grinning, he flipped his own book open to the last page. On the last page was a picture of him. It was slightly younger, and his full name was George Ivanovich Gurdjieff . 
 
    “Well,” said Silithia. “I am impressed, but dubious.” 
 
    And she was impressed. That a man had actually written a book. Those compositions of paper and ink that so enthralled her, anybody who had ever written a book must truly be a genius. 
 
    He took a pen out of his pocket and scribbled an address on the inside cover. He handed her the book. 
 
    “When you wish to find the truth you simply must pay me a visit.” 
 
    She took the book. She was used to men giving her things. “Well, George Ivanovich, perhaps we shall meet again. 
 
    And she knew, the way her heart was beating, that they would. She wrote her own address on her own book and handed it to him. “When you wish to live the truth, you simply must pay me a visit.” 
 
    And, to make sure this happened, she flowed her ambience directly into him. 
 
    So close, he couldn’t help but feel it, but he didn’t respond as he should. He didn’t fall all over her, but rather shook her hand, blinking, and said, “You shouldn’t do that to people so indiscreetly.” 
 
    Yet she wasn’t rebuked, only educated, and she wondered about the arrogant man all the way home. 
 
    Since she had given away her own book, she decided to go ahead and glance at his, and shortly she was apart from the world. 
 
    Just as in his presence she was teleported, so did his words teleport her. 
 
    She floated through space, discovered fantastic concepts, met insanely interesting people. She turned things over in her mind and found herself thinking and rethinking, and even changing her mind about certain things. 
 
    What manner of man is this? she thought. 
 
    How can he cut so uncannily close to the truth of the human soul, and excite such feelings, yet only with ink on paper? 
 
    She wondered what it would be like to delve into the man’s personality up close. 
 
    And she wondered what his cock was like. 
 
    So, the book finished in one evening, on the following day she walked through Paris to his address. 
 
      
 
    His was a large house on the outskirts of Paris. She smiled. She liked men who liked money. 
 
    A maid invited her in only with the breathy statement, “He has already begun, so be very quiet.” 
 
    There were a score of people sitting in a large living room. They lounged on couches, sat cross legged on the floor, were scattered about the room, but giving Gurdjieff their rapt attention. 
 
    Gurdjieff spoke, and Silithia settled down on the floor, her back to a wall. 
 
    “Humans are born asleep, live in sleep, and die in sleep, only imagining that they are awake with few exceptions. A person who is awake can leave this planet, this existence, upon dying. A person who remains in the dormant state, thinking he is awake only as part of his dream, will be doomed to live, again and again.” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She had never heard such thought. She had been raised to believe in the church, that after death one went to heaven or hell, a belief that she had pretty much ignored. But to hear this new belief, and stated so succinctly, it was amazing. 
 
    “In the past there have only been three ways. Covered over, rediscovered, they have waved through the ages. The three ways are: the fakir, the monk, and the yogi. 
 
    “The fakir denies reality, and so comes to understand the truth of what is behind the illusion of reality. 
 
    “The monk separates himself from the world and studies scripture, learning of a world bound by and dictated to by the spirit. 
 
    “The yogi seeks truth by looking inside himself. For all people contain the secrets of the universe within themselves. 
 
    “My way is a Fourth Way, and it is the combining, and the shortcut, of the previous three ways. It is a way to open the soul to the truth of existence and…” 
 
    The talk went on, and Silithia found herself turning his words over, losing herself in concepts, then struggling to catch up to where this amazing man was. 
 
    He was a long winded man, and it was late in the afternoon when he finished. Still, students clustered about him, asking questions, wanting to be in his orbit. 
 
    Silithia went to a window and watched the world. 
 
    Time passed. Students left, more students came, and Gurdjief took the discussion into his dinner. He discoursed even while he ate, and when he was done, it was time for another lecture. 
 
    Silithia sat through this one, too, and she had yet to speak to the mystic. 
 
    She knew Gurdjieff was aware of her, but he was simply too busy lecturing to give her attention. 
 
    Through the evening lesson. Again, questions and answers, and Gurdjieff handling everything with a simplicity that was refreshing. 
 
    Eleven o’clock, end of the lesson, but still Gurdjieff spoke to his followers. By one o’clock all had gone, save Silithia. She sat upon a couch and watch Gurdjieff bid goodby to the last of his students. he closed the door and came to her then. 
 
    She stood. 
 
    He said not a word, simply took her hand and led her upstairs. 
 
    His bedroom was large, and it had a balcony that reminded of her castle balcony. 
 
    She started to speak, yet he shook his head. 
 
    He took off his clothes, invited her to take off hers with a hand gesture, and sat cross legged upon his large bed. 
 
    She disrobed, climbed up and face him. 
 
    They were cross legged. His penis was exposed, big and thick and hairy. 
 
    Her pussy was open for him to gaze upon. A moist slit with a pulsing clitoris. 
 
    Oddly, with not a word being said, she felt as horny as she had ever felt. 
 
    Then commenced the wildest love making Silithia ever experienced. 
 
    They sat facing each other, not saying a word, and the only sound was of a large clock ticking in the hallway. 
 
    Finally, he reached out and touched her nipple with his index finger. 
 
    It was such a solitary move, with no context of slobbering foreplay, that she shivered. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    She waited a moment, then tentatively reached out her own finger and touched his nipple. 
 
    He sighed, and she intuited that he had felt deep currents running through his body. 
 
    Time passed. He reached out and placed his hand on her side. 
 
    Her skin, untouched, yet exposed, was ready, and she felt like electricity was coursing through her. 
 
    She reached out, she couldn’t resist, and touched the head of his penis. 
 
    Surprisingly, it didn’t jerk or grow. It was big, but it was slack, and he just momentarily closed his eyes and enjoyed the feelings. Then he opened his eyes to go back to regarding her. 
 
    He touched her nose and she forced herself not to let her eyes cross. 
 
    She touched his chin. 
 
    He touched her hair, his whole hand, and let it draggle through his fingers. 
 
    She took his cock in hand, squeezed it, and he shuddered. 
 
    For an hour they sat thus, touching as they wished, yet denying their own desire to leap upon each other and just insert and fuck. 
 
    His penis slowly grew. It became thick and throbbing. She touched it occasionally, but they still held themselves back. 
 
    Then he said, “Do you know Yoga?” 
 
    “A little,” she answered. It felt strange to use her voice. She felt like she was half out of her body, and everything was heightened. 
 
    They touched some more, and then he said, “Do you know Bharadvaja’s Twist?” 
 
    She nodded. Not even wanting to use her voice. 
 
    He laid back on his legs. His knees were bent and went under his body. His feet were extended and flat on the cover of the bed. His penis stood straight up, it was fully erect. 
 
    She moved forward; she climbed upon his body. She sat upon his penis, it slid into her cavity with amazing ease for such a big thing. Of course, she was incredibly moist and ready. 
 
    He helped her, positioning so that one leg was under her, and the other leg was across her lap and tucked up against her body. 
 
    “Unh!” she groaned. Startled at how ready she was. Two hours of anticipation. Now that was real foreplay. 
 
    “No speak,” he cautioned. 
 
    They sat there, minutes ticking past, and stared at each other. 
 
    His eyes were brown, and she felt like she was drowning in them. 
 
    No movement. No motion. Just stuck together. 
 
    She felt his cock throbbing inside her. It felt so warm down there. 
 
    She felt her own throbbing begin. 
 
    She wanted to move, to fuck him, to bounce upon him until she exploded in warmth. 
 
    He wouldn’t allow it. When she started to move he would touch her with a hand, shake his head. 
 
    “She couldn’t help but groan now. She tried not to, but the sounds escaped her. Her pussy was gushing with juices. She knew everything was slick down there, their union lubricated by her heat and desire. 
 
    “Wait,” he spoke low, his voice a throaty growl. 
 
    Suddenly, she felt like she was on the ceiling, looking down. 
 
    And she knew he was with her. 
 
    They were apart from their bodies, spirits intermingled, occupying the same space, and she suddenly felt an overwhelming wave engulf her, lift her up, press her harder against the ceiling. For a long minute she stayed there, elevated, expanded, in the grip of some cosmic force, then she began to drift into unconsciousness, and… 
 
      
 
    Silithia awoke, stretched, and looked out the window. 
 
    Birds singing. A beautiful day. 
 
    She turned over. 
 
    Gurdjieff was sitting against the head of the bed. He was writing in a notebook. 
 
    “Good morning,” she said. 
 
    He smiled at her, but didn’t speak. It was obvious that he was thinking deeply. 
 
    She turned and slid out from under the covers. She had never felt so refreshed in her life. 
 
    She turned back to him. “What happened?” 
 
    “You fucked while fully awake,” he murmured, erasing something he had written. 
 
    She sat on a chair and thought about it. 
 
    People are asleep, thinking that they are awake. And she had just experienced being awake. It was an amazing experience. 
 
    “I want to do it again!” 
 
    “Not for a while.” 
 
    “Why not.” 
 
    He finally looked at her, and he mused, “You must learn other ways of being awake. If you use only sex to be awake you will enslave yourself to that method, and be unable to do any other.” 
 
    She frowned. She wanted another answer. Then she smiled. The day was just too intoxicating. 
 
    Then she suddenly had a thought. She reached down and felt her pussy. There was no familiar discharge of sperm. She was dry.  
 
    “You didn’t cum in me!” 
 
    “Why would I want to soil you?” 
 
    “But…but where do you get your pleasure?” 
 
    “From your pleasure.” 
 
    “But…but I don’t understand.” 
 
    He sighed, put his notebook aside, and lay down on the bed facing her. He was like an odalisque. 
 
    “If you give up your energy for physical purposes, you waste yourself. 
 
    If you fuck for a baby that is all right. But if you fuck for any other reason, and loose your sperm, then that is not all right. It depletes your natural energy. 
 
    “But I’m a woman, I don’t have sperm.” 
 
    “But I’m a man. You are a taker, and I must not fall to your wiles. I must conserve myself, and yet I must give pleasure. 
 
    In a way, it felt like a slap in the face. He was refusing her, even as he used her, giving her rutting pleasure even as he sought something higher. 
 
    Yet, it was done with love, so there was no slap. 
 
    And she had experienced something higher. 
 
    But she was terribly confused, in turmoil, and surprised. 
 
    She said, “You’re weird.” And decided that, even though she could have made him cum, and with a mere touch of her finger, she would not. She would respect him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    Yoga is the journey of the self, 
 
    through the self, 
 
    to the self. 
 
    ~ The Bhagavad Gita 
 
      
 
    Silithia was amazed.  
 
    She loved sex. She used sex. She was good at sex. She had talents Gurdjieff had never dreamed of. 
 
    Yet he was as experienced a man as she had ever met. He knew things she didn’t, and he shared freely. 
 
    She moved in. She had to plumb the depths of this marvelous man. 
 
    And, not to belabor the point, but sex with Gurdjieff was like sex with Beelzebub. 
 
    He would drive her crazy with his not cumming, delighting in the way she lost her mind. 
 
    He would frequently fuck her stupid, then, while she lay gasping and dazed, he would lay on his side next to her and twiddle her nipple. 
 
    She would try to stop him, at that point sex was almost painful, but he would just laugh, hold her down if he must, and rouse her again. And he would say: Heaven and hell are in the same mind. Can you travel between them freely?” 
 
    She would shudder and shiver and beg, but he was remorseless, and filled with an inner hilarity at all times. 
 
    The war came and absorbed Europe. Hitler attacked countries one after another, and sacked them. 
 
    Paris fell under the gun, and was quickly conquered. 
 
    “The French lost their brave men during world war I. These are the children of the men who either wouldn’t fight, or died without realizing their fatherhood. 
 
    Which Silithia always thought was an unfair thing to say. She saw the men leave, and come back crippled, or not at all. 
 
    Hitler sacked Paris, and this truly made her sad. All the art she had visited over the years, gone. And she knew some of it would never be returned. 
 
    She watched as the Nazis became the elite, and she was not impressed. She knew the top echelon for what they were, swilling pigs, debauching themselves with drugs and bizarre sexual practices. 
 
    Yet what could she do? 
 
    These insane people were immune to her charms; the insanity of war obliterated their ability to see love. 
 
    Of course, was she practicing love now? Or just rutty sex? 
 
    She thought love. Especially as Gurdjieff led her deeper and deeper into his own twisted world of enlightenment. 
 
    She tried not cumming, but found she simply couldn’t do it. She couldn’t let the moment pass, the moment of slithering flesh and heightened sex, without having an orgasm. And the orgasms were getting better and better. They were brain rattling ovary exploding blasts of pure dynamite. 
 
    “Women are not supposed to do without cumming,” he would enjoin her. “They are the receivers, and to receive you must let go. 
 
    But there was something in that instruction that Silithia found wanting. 
 
    She didn’t exactly suspicion him of lying, but she felt that there was something here that even he did not understand. 
 
    It was this mystery, what she didn’t know that even the master didn’t know, that lured her, pulled her on. 
 
    She entered into orgies with Gurdjieff, and watched him outlast men younger than him, and while they were wasted afterwards, he came out of the mix of rutting bodies energized and alive. 
 
    They fucked everywhere. on every conceivable surface, in any weather.  
 
    Fucking in a snowstorm, freezing, and learning how to generate enough body heat through the simple act of sex was amazing. 
 
    Fucking in rain, however, was just soggy, and built more for the oral. 
 
    She began keeping a journal. This was something Gurdjieff encouraged, and she shortly began to discover life in ways she had never imagined. 
 
    A list of places they fucked. 
 
    A list of times of the day. 
 
    A list of the weathers under which they joined. 
 
    A thorough accounting of the body types and styles, the races and genders, and how they combined to different sensations and results. 
 
    In truth, while the war raged, she had never been more sated, and  happier. 
 
    For here was her talent becoming revealed to herself. 
 
    She learned to touch body parts and give orgasm only to the part. And always she tried to understand the secret of withholding her orgasm. And somehow she intuited that she was still young. No matter how old, still young, and that withholding orgasms is best reserved for older people. At least that is the thought she contented herself with, until a certain night… 
 
      
 
    Silithia lazed in her nightgown, laying on her side and writing in her journal. Gurdjieff was sitting in bed next to her, propped up against the headboard and reading an obscure treatise on the love life of ancient Hindu Gods. And she realized something. 
 
    “We are limited by body,” she murmured. 
 
    Gurdjieff, though he was engrossed, was attuned to the world and never let anything pass. “What was that?” 
 
    She sat up and faced him. They were now catty corner on the bed. She was sitting cross legged, her pussy open and wonderful. He smiled at it, then tilted his face so as to examine her. 
 
    “We dabble with yoga and postures, yet there is a deep well here that we have yet to jump into.” 
 
    Now he was interested. He could read her excitement as she followed her train of thought into areas mostly uncharted. 
 
    “What are you proposing?” 
 
    “Look, we fuck, and we do it this way and that, random tangling of limbs. But have we scientifically analyzed all the asanas for their sexual worth?” 
 
    Gurdjieff thought about that. “I do ignore some postures, and dwell on others, but I have only followed the path of least resistance.” 
 
    “How many yoga postures are there?” 
 
    “Twelve basic, and 84 in total, though there is some disagreement as to what asanas are to be included.” 
 
    “Now, certain poses are more suited to male, and some are more suited to female, but there are no real limits or demarcations here.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Now Gurdjieff was really curious. 
 
    Silithia wrote across the top of a piece of paper. It was a list of 10 basic postures. 
 
    She then wrote a column down the side of the paper with the same 10 postures. 
 
    “Okay, we can try this male and female, not limit ourselves. For instance. We do Tadasana, the mountain pose, each of us, you inserted and me accepting. We adapt as we must, but try to stay true to the asana, explore the potentials of how energy runs through the body, deviate to find the best, most true positions. 
 
    “Then, next box on the list,” she moved her finger to the right to the next pose. “Here is Tadasana again, and the raised arms pose, Urdhva Hastansana. We do that, you in the mountain and me in the raised arms, and we shift so that you do the raised arms and I do the mountain. 
 
    “Then we do the next box. And the next.” Her excited finger went across the top of the page, asana after asana. Then she lowered her finger to the next row. 
 
    “Raised Arm and Mountain, again. But we’ve done that, there will be some repetition, so we can skip that. We can probably skip half the list in that way.” 
 
    Gurdjieff saw the potential and his voice was filled with excitement. “Or we do half the list with me assuming the listed posture, then, when we reach the duplicate postures you can assume the dominant. 
 
    They sat on the bed and stared at the graph in Silithia’s notebook. 
 
    Suddenly Gurdjieff leaped out of bed. He ran through the house, naked, his dick flopping, and not caring because he was on the verge of great discovery. 
 
    He returned with a bit of string, some tacks, and a pencil. 
 
    “Quickly, stand on a chair at that side of the room.” 
 
    They tacked the string across the wall, then Gurdjieff used a ruler to space his writing. Across the top of the room, in large letters, he wrote the 84 poses. 
 
    After he was done he wrote a column of the 84 poses on the left side of the wall. 
 
    When he was done Silithia’s graph was displayed on the wall. Giant and in full.  
 
    They sat on the edge of the bed and stared at their roadmap. They were literally trembling with excitement. 
 
    “We must use the fourth way to explore this labyrinth,” muttered Gurdjieff. 
 
    “Monk, yoga and fakir,” agreed Silithia. 
 
    “We must be as dedicated as monks, do the yoga, and do it so intently that we lose all track of time.” 
 
    Gurdjieff stepped up on the bed. “Come. Mountain to Mountain. Tadasana to Tadasana.” 
 
    Giggling, energized, Silithia joined him on the bed. Their heads brushed the top of the canopy and they face each other. They moved forward, the bed shaking under their feet, and tried to couple. And failed. His dick stood out, but she couldn’t achieve the necessary pelvic tilt. By now she was dripping, and even more excited by the frustration of the inability to come together. 
 
    He laughed. “Of course. They didn’t have beds when Yoga was invented.” 
 
    They hopped off the bed and assumed Tadasana asanas on the wood floor. Now there was no shake or shimmy and it was easier to keep balance. 
 
    They moved closely together, and they still didn’t have enough tilt to Silithia’s hips for him to enter her. 
 
    “Bend backwards.” 
 
    She did so. He moved his feet between hers, arched back himself, and shuffled stepped forward in inches, and, finally, they were tip to slit. 
 
    He kept moving, and entered her. 
 
    She gasped, her balance was destroyed and she staggered, but he held her. 
 
    He almost fell out of her, but she managed to keep her pelvis tilted enough, and there they were. Slightly bent back, their feet standing almost behind each other, but joined. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t move, you’ll lose me.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    They stood, unmoving, locked in sex, and it became excruciating. 
 
    They wanted to move, to thrust him into her, but they didn’t dare for losing union. 
 
    “Meditate,” he offered. 
 
    They began to think upon their bodies, to analyze the pains and try to focus on them until they went away. 
 
    They isolated channels of energy and dwelt upon them. 
 
    Energy began to consume them. 
 
    Yet, still, the frustration was unbearable. 
 
    “Don’t let me move,” grunted Gurdjieff. 
 
    She held him, and he clasped his hands around her. They were face to face, they wanted to kiss, but that was not in their visualization of how they should explore this coupling. 
 
    Silithia suddenly felt her core ignite. 
 
    “Ah…!” 
 
    Yet she hadn’t done anything. 
 
    She tried to move, but he wouldn’t let her. 
 
    She struggled, but he held her, and finally she began to sob. And then, something clicked deep inside her. Something let go. Her eyes opened wide and golden energy surged through her pussy. 
 
    He felt her enter into orgasm. And she came and came, her body locking up so it couldn’t move, and it felt like she was far away, entering into another world as it were. And still, she came. 
 
     
 
    Silithia woke up in bed. She was aware as she had never been. The very air in the room was glowing. She felt the health of her body, her magnificent body, as she never had before. 
 
    The last thing she remembered was feeling like she was in a long tunnel, and then falling out of the end of the tunnel into a golden pool of…of…sex? 
 
    Had it been true and pure sex? What sex was supposed to be without the frailty of bodies? 
 
    “Good afternoon.” Gurdjieff entered the room. He was holding a tray with breakfast on it. “I thought you might be hungry.” 
 
    Silithia sat up and he placed the tray over her lap. She grinned at him. A wild, uninhibited grin. The grin of enlightened sex. As she ate she asked, “What happened?” 
 
    “You had sex with the Gods. I only felt the edges of it, but I have never seen such completeness, such magnitude of spirit. 
 
    They discussed the difficulties of the pose, and what they had done to adapt. Gurdjieff picked up a pencil and paper and began writing notes. At the top of the page he wrote a title: ‘The Fourth Way of Sex.’ 
 
    Finally, they discussed how to make the next pose work. He made voluminous notes and isolated certain principles. 
 
    He put the paper aside. “When would you like to explore the next asanas?” 
 
    She smiled and looked at him intently. 
 
    “That may be a problem.” 
 
    She titled her head quizzically. 
 
    “You made me cum.” 
 
    “I made you…?” 
 
    He nodded sadly, but with a wan smile. “I didn’t think it was possible. But when you entered into union with the Gods I felt the barest edge of your passion. It literally pulled the semen out of me. I haven’t cum for over a dozen years, but one session with you and…” he shrugged. “At any rate. I am not hard now.” 
 
    She laughed. “I’m sorry,” though she wasn’t. 
 
    He said, “The Gods willed it, so I shall not complain. But I am not able to fuck you right now. And, tell the truth, I have been drained so thoroughly I may not be erect for several days.” 
 
    “Can we use somebody else?” 
 
    Gurdjieff frowned and considered. On one hand there was a rapture connected with this woman that he wanted for himself. On the other hand he appreciated the scientific approach, and nothing should stand in the way of science. 
 
    “How about Ouspensky?” 
 
    “No. I don’t like him.” 
 
    Gurdjieff didn’t argue. He named another student, John Bennet, and Silithia nodded. 
 
    So Bennet was summoned. 
 
    Bennet stared at the wall with awe. He had never seen such a complete potential for uncovering the mysteries of the body. 
 
    “So the next pose is Adho Mukha Shvanasana. How do we combine that with Tadasana. 
 
    “Downward dog with Mountain,” Gurdjieff mused. 
 
    “You assume Mountain, and I will be the downward dog in front of you.”  
 
    Bennet nodded, took his clothes off, and assumed the mountain position. 
 
    Silithia assumed the Downward Dog asana, scooted back as far as she could, and they encountered the first problem. Bennet was too tall. Her pussy was 6 inches too low for proper penetration. 
 
    “We could stand him on boxes and you on the bed,” offered Gurdjieff. 
 
    “No. Move that low table over her.” 
 
    The table was moved, and Silithia assumed the position with her feet on the table, and her hands on the bed. 
 
    “Can you energize your channels?” 
 
    “No problem,” she answered.  
 
    Second problem, now Bennet was too low. 
 
    Gurdjieff chuckled, then broke the legs off the table. The table was now almost exactly six inches form the ground, and Silithia was even able to assume the posture with her hands on the ground. 
 
    Bennet moved forward and gently impaled her. 
 
    Silithia gasped. The cock entering her from an extreme position, she felt spaces and nerves in her cunt that she had never before felt. 
 
    “Oh, God,” muttered Bennet. “This is going to be hard.” 
 
    “Back off for a moment, collect yourself.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said the Englishman, his cock throbbing and dripping. “It’s just that…she’s so soft and…wet. Honestly, we’ve fucked before, but I don’t remember such velvety heaven.” 
 
    “She has made breakthroughs.” 
 
    “Are you done talking?” Silithia laughed, but she was anxious. 
 
    “My dear. It is your anxiety that excites him. Become calm, enter into your special state and control yourself.” 
 
    Silithia realized the truth of that. She nodded, and assumed the posture. She thought about just commanding him not to cum, but didn’t want to. This was an exeercise in control, for both parties, so she decided to hold back her abilities for the moment. 
 
    Bennet entered her again, and he was yet unable to control himself. 
 
    “Pinch his balls, give him him something to think about other than my box.” 
 
    The men looked at each other and were delighted. Quickly Bennet shoved his cock into her again. Gurdjieff reached between his legs and grasped Bennet’s balls. He squeezed until Bennet groaned in pain. 
 
    “It’s good,” Bennet spoke, a little loudly. 
 
    Silithia focused her mind on the precise channels of energy the asana of Downward Dog exposed. She contacted chakras, and suddenly, like a hand fitting into a glove, she was there. A golden state of mind. It was like being in an ocean, and loved for infinite. It was God, and yet she was still human. 
 
    Suddenly, the ocean exploded into fragments and vapors and disappeared. She realized that Bennet had withdrawn his cock. 
 
    She unfolded herself, came to her feet, and turned around. 
 
    Bennet was lying on the ground, Gurdjieff was holding a glass of water to his lips. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “We couldn’t pull him out of you.” 
 
    “How long was I…” she looked at the window. It was late afternoon. 
 
    “More than an hour. At first John was fine. Then he started to tremble, and I knew he had loosed his load. Yet he could not back off. I grabbed his cock and pulled, but you had him firm. Finally, I leaped off the bed and struck him in the chest with my whole body. then he fell, and is as you see him.” 
 
    Bennet was mumbling things, in a delirium, yet he was recovering. A half hour later he was lucid, though weakened. Incredibly weakened. 
 
    “I felt you. You were in a golden ocean, but I couldn’t reach it, only my sperm could reach it. I know I wasn’t supposed to cum, but I couldn’t help it. You drew my essence from me.” 
 
    They were eating a light supper. Bennet was visibly weak. His hands shook as in a light palsy, and his mouth trembled a bit when he forked food into it 
 
    “Are you all right?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “I am, but I…I have never felt so drained. I won’t be getting a hard on any time soon.” 
 
    Silithia looked at Gurdjieff. He could see the panic on her face. 
 
    “Don’t worry, dear, I have many, many students.” 
 
    Thus the war years passed. While the world burned and people died, Silithia explored the amazing sexual asanas of Yoga. 
 
    Some of the Asana’s provided nothing. Maybe they were designed only for men, maybe they weren’t the original asanas, maybe they were deviations from the original. 
 
    But all the asanas taught Silithia something, and connected her to the Golden Ocean. 
 
    Thus, she fucked the days away, and the nights, and when she wasn’t fucking, exploring the golden enlightenment possible through true Yoga, she was reading ancient texts, searching for instructions, clues, ways of understanding what she was going through. 
 
    And the war passed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    They called me mad, and I called them mad, 
 
    and damn them, they outvoted me.”  
 
     ~ Nathaniel Lee 
 
      
 
    Gurdjieff passed, and Silithia truly mourned. 
 
    He had waned in the last couple of years, that wonderful and powerful sexual dynamo growing weaker and weaker, then he had taken to bed and had, at last expired. 
 
    Silithia mourned his passing for she truly loved him. 
 
    She also mourned because she was barely halfway through the huge matrix of sexual asanas that they had plotted out. 
 
    She could continue with her exploration of sexual yoga, that was not a problem, for the students loved her. Of course they did, fucking her and touching the edges of heaven, and the edge of heaven was better than life on planet earth. 
 
    But without Gurdjief to guide her, to analyze the possibilities and potentials, she was a bit lost. 
 
    Oh, she had his book, ‘The Fourth Way of Sex,’ and she kept it under lock and key and made her own entries. And studying how Gurdjieff thought, as described by his entries, she was able to slowly duplicate his thought process, and, in a way, she realized that as unfortunate as his passing was, it had liberated her, for now she had to create her own thought, learn how to analyze. 
 
    Thus, she kept an apartment in Paris, kept the best of Gurdjieff’s students, and continued going down the list of the sexual asanas. 
 
      
 
    The 1950s. Silithia had spent a handful of years relatively undisturbed, able to pursue her research. She was now 6 feet tall. Tall amongst woman, and she cut a swath wherever she walked. 
 
    If she walked down a street men and women would sense her golden aura, her Godlike essence, and they would turn and stare…and even fall into her trail. 
 
    Which was an irritant to Silithia. 
 
    She did not dislike the common man. Indeed, she was so filled with glorious, golden energy that she loved all man. But if she was not careful they would be underfoot, prancing around her, trying to get her attention. 
 
    She, who had once been a midget who men ignored and tried to pass around, was now trying to ignore and pass around men. 
 
    She began walking only at night, and then not in crowded areas. She would arrange to go to bookstores after they were closed, and booksellers were fine with that for she always bought many, many books. 
 
    But, though she was managing to live her life, there was a deep unrest in her. She was glowing golden, happy in her sexual research, but once out of the bedroom she felt a profound sadness assail her. Depression. 
 
    She tried more sex, but that didn’t help. 
 
    She tried less sex, and that certainly didn’t help. 
 
    So sex wasn’t the problem, even though the books she read said that sex was the problem. 
 
    In searching for a cure to her depression she had begun reading books on psychiatry, and a lot of psychiatrists said that people were depressed because they wanted to have sex with their mothers, or fathers, in Silithia’s case. 
 
    But altering her sexual habits had no effect, and she eventually discounted that psychiatric theory. 
 
    Then she read a book by Walter Freeman. He was a psychiatrist in America who preached specific theories as to why people had mental illness. It was all organic, he claimed. The brain developed incorrectly, and the result was depression and a host of other mental illness. 
 
    Silithia mulled this over for a long period of time, and finally decided that she needed more data, more understanding. 
 
    In the mid-fifties she applied for a passport. 
 
    At first there were difficulties, for she was a hundred years old, at least, but looked like she was twenty-three, and there was no record of her birth. 
 
    Fortunately, because governments were corrupt, and easily circumvented, and because she could manipulate men into doing things for her, she was able to secure the required documents to leave Europe. 
 
    On a sunny day in April, Silithia boarded a passenger liner and sailed for America. She took none of her students, and was later sorry she hadn’t, for without her healthy aura promoting them, they were prone to illness and even suicide. 
 
    But she had to leave them, for they were aging and she wasn’t. 
 
     
 
    Silithia landed in the United States and immediately went in search of Dr. Freeman. Unfortunately, finding the good doctor proved difficult. He had gone on a tour of the United States. He drove a small van, which he called the ‘Lobotomobile,’ and performed his ‘miracle surgery’ on the fly. He traveled from town to town, from mental institution to mental institution, and charged $25 per operation. The operation he performed was of his own invention. It was called a ‘transorbital lobotomy.’ 
 
    Silithia traveled mostly at night, avoiding people and their following ways, and slowly tracked him down. She found him in  a restaurant in Denver. 
 
    “Good evening, herr doctor. My name is Silithia, I wish to speak to you about depression.” 
 
    Walter Freeman looked up at the tall woman and fell instantly and totally in love. He was a short, slender man with a grey beard and glasses. He spoke judiciously, making himself appear very important. “Please, sit. Tell me what ails you.” 
 
    So, over steak and salad, Silithia told him her history. Unfortunately, she was honest and forthcoming. 
 
    “So you claim to be 100 years old.” 
 
    “But it is this depression I am suffering. I tortured people during the war, and I thought perhaps this was having an effect on me.” 
 
    Freeman shook his head. “No, my dear. Your problem is in your brain. It is an actual physical problem, and it is easily corrected.” 
 
    Silithia blinked, and found hope. “How would you correct my brain?” 
 
    “I have designed a specific method which is foolproof. I have used it on over 3,000 people, and it never fails. Believe me, one treatment from me and you will be forever cured.” 
 
    They talked long into the night, and Walter Freeman, enchanted and enraptured by this beautiful woman, who, unfortunately, was insane. The idea that she could be a 100 years old? And look so stunningly beautiful? Ha! It was laughable, and obviously a delusion. And he loved her so much, and he truly believed in his bizarre operation, that he determined to cure her. 
 
    They left the restaurant, arm in arm, and he took her to the Denver Institution for Mental Health. As they walked he kept reassuring her, explaining what would happen. 
 
    “But doesn’t the severing of the nerves in the frontal lobe cause damage?” 
 
    “Not at all,” he assured her. “It merely clears the cobwebs.” 
 
    They walked through the hospital, and Silithia began having her first doubts. 
 
    They passed wards where patients stood silently, or mumbled and drooled. They walked down a long hall where patients screamed inane nonsense. 
 
    “What about these people?” she asked. “Why aren’t they cured.” 
 
    Freeman obfuscated and avoided a solid answer, but Silithia got her answer when they entered the operating room. 
 
    A half a dozen large men stood by the walls and eyed her. They looked more like Nazis than orderlies. 
 
    A nurse came out of a room and said, “Dr. Freeman, your privileges have been revoked. You are not allowed to operate here any more.” 
 
    “Tut, tut. Paperwork. I am not banned until tomorrow morning.” 
 
    Silithia turned to the nurse, “Why is he banned?” 
 
    “Because to stick an icepick into somebody’s brain, especially after sending a massive amount of electricity through it, is barbaric. It doesn’t work and his patients turn into drooling fools. Look behind you for proof. Those patients you passed, they were all his successes.” She sneered the last word. 
 
    Silithia: “I’ve changed my mind about your procedure, Dr. Freeman.” 
 
    But Freeman was in love, and he wanted to cure the poor woman. In the back of his mind he saw her jumping up from the operation and proclaiming her love for him, and they would live out their lives with him making sweet love to her, and she would be so responsive. 
 
    For how could any woman not love the man who had cured her of her insanity? 
 
    “No, you haven’t,” he spoke almost cheerfully, and he motioned to the orderlies. 
 
    As one they leaped upon Silithia. 
 
    Silithia fought, and she was strong, and she did some damaged, but in the end she was secured upon the operating table. Two of the orderlies were nursing bloody noses, and one had a broken arm, but Silithia stared upward in terror. 
 
    Freeman leaned over her. “I must do a quick examination.” 
 
    He used a scalpel to cut her clothes off, and he pressed his stethoscope to her chest, her breast, her tits. And her cunt. And he palpated her, claiming he merely was improving the pulse so he could hear it better. 
 
    He put the stethoscope aside and smiled down at her. “First, we will apply an electrical charge to your brain, this will hold it still so that I can make a clean sweep of all those nasty cobwebs in your brain.” He was holding an actual icepick  
 
    Silithia struggled, she screamed, but an orderly jammed a rubber mouthpiece into her mouth. 
 
    Her head was strapped down and everybody stood back. Dr. Freeman attached electrodes to her temples and went to a machine. He said, “When you wake up you will be cured, my dear.” 
 
    Silithia couldn’t see when he turned the switch. 
 
    The smell of electricity. 
 
    Her back arching. 
 
    All the collected energies of a thousand men, a thousand fucks, poured out of her. Sexual energy. 
 
    It was a brilliant explosion of pure sex and it was like a nova of lust and attraction and sexual desire. 
 
    Every man in the hospital fell down, unconscious, their penises erect and exploding forth semen. 
 
    Nurses stared in astonishment. 
 
    Doctors, mental patients, young or old, they were pushed into a delirium of sexual gratification. 
 
    Fortunately for Silithia, the machine was set to send one jolt, then automatically stop, for Freeman lay on the floor and moaned and grabbed his groin. He wasn’t available to turn the machine off if it had kept sending its charge into her brain. 
 
    Throughout the hospital female nurses bent to the fallen men and tried to figure out what to do. It was obvious they were afflicted, the way their penises spewed out sperm, but what kind of malady was this. 
 
    The nurse who had tried to stop Freeman from operating on Silithia entered the operating room. She wasn’t too concerned with Freeman and his orderlies, for he was an ass, and his orderlies were selected solely because they were big and mean. Instead, she unbuckled the restraints on Silithia. 
 
    Silithia was dazed, and hurt. Hurt badly. She was having trouble thinking. Everything was so slow, and why couldn’t she think? 
 
    The nurse helped her off the table and moved her down the hallway. 
 
    Men were laying down and lurching, nurses were unbuckling pants and trying to figure out what to do about the penises that spurted and dribbled. 
 
    “Please, I don’t…what—“ 
 
    “Shush now. We’ve got to get you out of here before Dr. Freeman recovers.” 
 
    Silithia was walked to the entrance to the hospital. Along the way the nurse grabbed a white coat and covered her with it. At the entrance she was pushed down the steps and pointed to the gate. 
 
    Silithia staggered, meandered, down the drive towards the gate. At the gate a man was laying on his side in the guard booth. His hips were jerking and the front of his pants was stained with semen. 
 
    Fortunately, the Gods were smiling on Silithia, for the man had just opened the gate before the surge of sexual energy had blasted into him. Silithia walked through the gate and down the street. 
 
      
 
    For days Silithia wandered. Her every synapses was fried, and her ability to think, to even speak, was severely impaired. 
 
    She walked through town, and would have been picked up, but there was some sort of emergency at a local hospital, so nobody had time to pick her up, let alone charge her with loitering. 
 
    She walked into the country. She didn’t eat, couldn’t even think about what eating was, and why it was necessary. 
 
    She grew weaker, weaker, and ended up crawling down a long driveway. 
 
    It was cold, but she didn’t know that. She found herself drinking out of mud holes, but didn’t even understand that. 
 
    On and on she crawled, and came to a farmhouse. It was ramshackle, looked about to fall down. Next to the farmhouse was a large garden, well tended. 
 
    Something in her mind finally connected. Food. She crawled towards the garden. Hands and knees, the white doctor’s coat ripped and shredded. 
 
    She entered the garden. She was in a row of cabbages. Big heads of green. She stood on all fours and ate leaves, nibbled at them like a rabbit, not even aware enough to use her hands. 
 
    She saw little green tufts sticking out of the ground. 
 
    Another connection in her blasted mind. Carrots. She liked carrots. She pushed her way through the row cabbages and came to the carrots. She couldn’t figure out how to get them out of the ground. She put her face to the sprig above ground and chewed her way down, and pushed her face into the moist soil, and searched for the carrot, and she found it, and began eating it, no hands, just worming her teeth deeper and deeper. 
 
    And that is where Randy Tobin found her. 
 
      
 
    Silithia awoke on a bed. She jerked upright and stared around. Connections were slowly happening in her mind. She remembered an old man feeding her soup. She remembered, at a one point, grasping his hand and helping him push the spoon into her mouth. 
 
    She didn’t remember what had happened to her, however, and she only had the faintest memories of living elsewhere, Europe, she thought it was called. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    A man was sitting at a table, reading a book. He lowered his head so he could see over his glasses. He was thin, grey, wore overalls. He didn’t smile, but he didn’t not smile. In fact, he seemed concerned. 
 
    Concerned? 
 
    And Silithia felt a touch of relief. 
 
    The house was not as bad on the inside as the outside. It was clean, weatherproofed, and the stove was working to create a nice, rosy heat. 
 
    “Wha…wha…who…wha…” 
 
    The man put his book down and came to her. He sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down a little to peer into her eyes. 
 
    “Looks like you’ve had a rough time of it.” 
 
    Her eyes were wide, and she said, “Wha…wha…” then she started crying. 
 
    The man took her in his arms and patted her back. “It’s okay. You’re okay.” 
 
    She cried for a long time, then suddenly went to sleep. 
 
    Randy laid her down, covered her up, and went out to work on the garden. 
 
    She was sleeping, and he knew she needed sleep. But she needed food, too. So he woke her at dinner. More soup, and a loaf of fresh baked bread. Lots of butter and a little honey on the bread. 
 
    She didn’t speak, just took the bread in both hands and ate it. Ate it like a wild animal. Hunched down and searching the room with her wild eyes. 
 
    Randy waited patiently. 
 
    She felt her stomach start to convulse. She looked at him in surprise. 
 
    He gently took the remains of the bread from her and spoon fed her soup. 
 
    She drank all the soup, finished the bread, then, without a word, lay down and turned over. 
 
    He covered her up and backed away. He stood, stared down at the lump of cover on the bed. Something bad had been done to this poor girl. And he wondered. But he was a pragmatic man, so he eventually went to the fire and sat down. He picked up the book he had been reading. ‘On the Road.’ A good book, but lasting a little too long. 
 
    Silithia made a sound. 
 
    He glanced over at her. She was dreaming. That was probably a good thing. Going through nightmares wasn’t pleasant, but at least there were memories there. 
 
    And he hoped that she would come to herself. In spite of the dazed expression, despite her filth and manners, he had the feeling there was something there. 
 
    He didn’t know that Silithia had been close to death…he didn’t know that he was feeling the barest residue of her well of good health, and of her potential for love. He just knew he had to help her. In this sad world people had to look out for people, and that was God’s own truth.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    I am a being comprised of letters, a character created by sentences, a figment of imagination formed through fiction. 
 
     ~ Tahereh Mafi 
 
      
 
    Randy Tobin was a blessing. He watched over Silithia, fed her good food, made sure she was safe, and never lusted after her. 
 
    Well, he did lust, but he never gave in to that lust. And that must have been difficult, to say the least. For Silithia may have been mind blasted, but she still possessed a luscious body, and her face was angelic, and then there was the residue of all that sexual energy she had once possessed. 
 
    In the beginning Silithia just lay on the bed and wondered what had happened to her. She had all these images whirling in her mind. She had memories of everything from war to orgies. She knew she had known somebody named Adolf, and she remembered fucking in a moving car. but her name, even that was vague. Slithery. Or Silfia. Or something like that. 
 
    But with Randy’s kind ministrations she slowly came to herself. 
 
    “Up and at ‘em, lazy bones.” Randy tossed her a pair of overalls and turned away. 
 
    Silithia held the garment up and looked at it. She didn’t know how to put it on. 
 
    “What? What?” 
 
    Randy turned around and stared at her. She was sitting up, her large boobs out thrust, her hair tousled and looking like she had just spent a night wrestling in the sack. She was fresh and alive…except for the confusion in her eyes. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    A moment, then: “How?” 
 
    Sighing, Randy helped her slide her legs into the jean garment. He was overly aware of her breasts so close to his face, and he immediately felt a massive boner in his pants. 
 
    But he was somewhat of a religious person, and maybe a bit of a fanatic. At least, he had sworn off sex until he discovered the secret of the universe. So he bit his lip, pulled the straps over her shoulder, and turned away from the sight of her so sexily clad. 
 
    Of course, it wasn’t a sexy garment, but Silithia, even brain busted, made anything sexy. 
 
    She stood up, and Randy knew he should have given her a shirt. For that matter she needed a bra for those beautiful breasts. 
 
    “Come on,” he said, turning quickly away and heading for the door. 
 
    They walked outside to the garden. Silithia suddenly stopped and looked up at the sun. It was bright and she closed her eyes and spread her arms. Golden rays washed over her, and connections tried to fire in her head. It felt so good. Something else felt so good…but what? 
 
    “What…what are…we…” 
 
    “You need to get out and move around, and I need to tend to the garden. Unless you don’t want to eat. Sit on that stump over there.” 
 
    Silithia sat on the big stump he used for splitting wood and watched as Randy went into the garden. 
 
    Randy was middle age, but in extremely good condition. Credit to good food and a spartan lifestyle. 
 
    It helped that he didn’t bother with this new invention. called a television, though he did occasionally listen to the radio. 
 
    She watched as he hunkered down and tended to the plants. He moved up and down the rows, squashing a worm between his thick fingers here, puffing a butterfly away over there. He used a trowel, patiently, and watered the plants almost lovingly. 
 
    Finally, he picked a small basket of carrots and cabbages, radishes and onions. He came back to Silithia and sat on the woodpile next to her. He wiped a bit of sweat from his forehead. 
 
    “Carrots are good for the vision. Bugs Bunny swears by them. Cabbages…I guess those are for context. Radishes are communistic…they build these big buildings with radishes on top in Russia.” He held up an onion. “But onions…they are the meat of the vegetable world. You won’t have a lot of volunteers for kissing, but you’ll have good heath all of your days.” 
 
    Silithia stared at him. She reached out and took the onion and looked at it. closely. She took a bite out of it, and made a face. 
 
    Randy laughed. “Silly girl. We need to clean it off, cook it, make it handsome. Though a bit of dirt in your digestive system isn’t going to kill you.” 
 
    Later, Silithia tried it as he had prepared it, and she liked it. She laughed. “Ha ha ha.” It came out like a duck being strangled. 
 
      
 
    The next day Silithia knew how to put her overalls on. She couldn’t figure out the shirt Randy tossed to her. 
 
    Again, Randy had to brave the proximity of her breasts, her soft lips, her wondrous tangle of hair. He helped her pull his shirt over her head, and though he was a man, with a manly chest, her chest had a hard time fitting into the shirt. 
 
      
 
     She watched him in the garden again, then when he split wood. She had an urge to go to him, to run her hand over his chest, but she somehow felt that it wasn’t right. She could feel a struggle within him, and she knew it would tip the balance, and somehow hurt him, if she did that. 
 
      
 
    She worked in the garden with him. She didn’t know what she was doing, but she perched on the ground next to him and watched him and aped his motions. 
 
    He laughed when she pulled up a weed and wondered why it didn’t look like a radish. 
 
    He split wood again, and she turned away and watched the far sun. And felt the wind. And wondered. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later she remembered her name. Right in the middle of the garden she turned to Randy and pointed her finger at herself. “Silithia. I…I am Silithia.” 
 
    Randy sat back on his butt and smiled at her. He reached out a hand and said, “It is good to meet you, Silithia, I’m Randy.” He smiled. 
 
    She looked at the hand and frowned. Then, some forgotten synapses firing up, she slowly put her own hand up and shook his. The images whirling in her head, however, showed bodies fucking naked in firelight. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. Slowly Silithia recovered her ability to speak. One day Randy got up earlier than usual and put on heavy boots. He took a long stick standing by the door and turned to Silithia. “There’s food in the pot. I will be gone all day.  I will return right after the sun goes down.” 
 
    This terribly confused Silithia. She got up, naked, her large breasts heaving, her eyes round with confusion, and watched him walk down the long driveway. 
 
    The morning passed. She worked in the garden. Then she tried splitting wood, something she had never done before, and was pleased when her body seemed to understand the motions. She chopped a lot of wood then, near filled the wood shed, then took a break for lunch. 
 
    She stared at the fire. It was nearly out, but she remembered how Randy blew on the fire. 
 
    She tried it, and nearly burned her hair. She smelled the ends scorching and drew back. She figured out how to hold her hair out of the way and blow gently. The first burst into life and, like Randy did, she fed it twigs and then small sticks, and finally real wood. She put as much wood on the fire as Randy did, and knew that it would last all afternoon. Then she would have to blow on it again. 
 
    That afternoon she looked at Randy’s collection of books. It was not a big collection, but it was profound. He had the bible and the Koran and Laotse and something called ‘Common Sense’ and a huge dictionary and books of poetry and mathematics and something called Tarzan, and something called ‘Kitab Alniyutrunikis,’ by Al Halat Kabira, and on and on and on. There was even a set of old and worn encyclopedias. 
 
    She stared at the rows of books, and remembered: she liked to read. She suddenly remembered that she had once, or maybe many times, sat in a chair and…gone somewhere else. Into a book. 
 
    Randy liked to read. He usually read in the late afternoon and then into the evening. Sometimes he would stop reading and just sit and stare into a distance not of the world, but of the mind. 
 
    She slid a book out of the rows and gently opened it. 
 
     
 
    The love of the body of man or woman balks account, the body itself balks account, That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect. 
 
      
 
    Silithia blinked. She understood the words. In fact, she had a feeling that she had read the words somewhere before. She continued… 
 
      
 
    The expression of the face balks account, But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face, It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of his hips and wrists, It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist and knees, dress does not hide him,  
 
      
 
    Yes! Yes! She knew this! Why had she forgotten it? And in the asking of this question a slurry of images whirled through her mind, burning fires, war, Gurdjieff—Gurdjieff! What had…oh, yes, he had died—and she felt a sudden splash of years come from her eyes. 
 
    She looked the book again, read more, and her mind began firing, truly firing. Her awesome health, stumbled upon so long ago by Frankendick, began to reassert. 
 
    She whizzed through the book, knowing she was forsaking understanding for speed, but she was compelled. These letters, these words, they were dancing through her mind, and her DNA, and curing her. 
 
    She put the book back and pulled out ‘Tarzan.’ 
 
    Yes! She had read this one, too. And she actually put the realization together that she was like Tarzan, but instead of being in a jungle she was in the jungle of her mind. But she could fix it…she could…she stopped reading. 
 
    How? 
 
    For a long minute she stood here, thinking, and not making any progress. Then she realized, she just had to keep going. She had to keep reading. In words was cure for whatever had happened to her. In words was the knowledge of herself. 
 
    She slid Tarzan back onto the shelf and picked out another book. Laotse. Oh, my God! She had known this, she knew he came from somewhere else, somewhen else, but his words were like a personal letter directed right to her. 
 
    Book after book she pulled form the shelf. She had read nearly all of them, so it was a simple matter to scan and let the changes within her occur. 
 
    In mid-afternoon she took out a slender book, Raja Yoga, by Yogi Ramacharaka. For a moment her brow furrowed. There was something here, something she should know, but…then, as she opened the pages, it struck her like a bolt of lightening. 
 
    The Fourth Way of Sex. Gurdjieff. The 84 sexual asanas. 
 
    Images and concepts in her mind exploded through her mind. She remembered doing the Asanas, with Gurdjieff, with Bennett, with various students, and she was only halfway done! 
 
    Then she had suffered depression and gone in search of…of a cure…and she remembered Dr. Walter Freeman. 
 
    Memories flooded through her and her mind glowed like a light bulb turned on. Her legs slowly folded, not collapsed, but simply spiraled down into a Lotus pose. She opened the book and read, and energy began to come into her. She had opened so many channels of energy in her body. Though she was empty of energy the channels were still open, and she read, and the energy of the universe, the sexual energy, came back into her. She began to actually glow.  
 
    Night time came. It fell quick, and she ignored the fire. The light of her body was enough for her to read. Oddly, it wasn’t light like a firelight, but a blueish kind of light that occupies the universe, of which the universe is made. 
 
      
 
    Silithia heard the crunch of feet. She spiraled up, energized, aware, and knew that the man, Randy Tobin, was returned. 
 
    She went to the door and opened it. 
 
    Randy almost had a hand on the door knob, and he stopped. 
 
    There was only a dull glow from the fire, but he could see Silithia outlined in the gloom. She was taller than he remembered, and different. 
 
    “Silithia?” he asked. 
 
    Silithia said nothing. She simply reached out and took his hand. She brought him into the house, and he was struck by the almost palpable glow emanating from her. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    “Silithia? Are you all right?” 
 
    She turned and touched his lips with one finger. She directed her sexuality into him, and he became aware of his penis. It grew strong, bulged his pants so quick and hard that he gasped. 
 
    She said, “I know what you seek, and I will give it to you.” 
 
    Her voice was no longer halting. Her appearance was no longer dazed and confused. She glowed with good health, and her eyes…her eyes were dark, and he was captivated. He felt love suffuse him, and he was helpless under her ministrations. So as he had helped her, so she was about to help him. 
 
    She led him to the front of the fire. She unbuttoned his shirt, unzipped his pants, sat him down and untied his boots. 
 
    Now he was dazed and confused. She had been an idiot, helpless, and now he felt like the idiot, helpless under her soft hands. 
 
    She pushed his body into a shape, and it felt like he had no muscles. He found himself sitting cross legged. He had read about Yoga, but had never done it. Now she moved his feet, one after the other over his hip joints. 
 
    He shouldn’t have been able to do it, not without months of practice, but he was under the influence of her whelming energies. 
 
    She left him to sit, and marvel at himself, and tended to the fire. It blossomed, illuminating the room with flickering, warping, sacred light. 
 
    She turned to him, stood over him, she sank slowly down, a wonderful example of muscle control, and sat on his lap. She engulfed his penis and he gasped. He had never felt anything like this in his life. 
 
    “You will not cum,” she breathed into his ear, putting her arms around him and hugging him. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t talk. Do not distract yourself. Listen to me.” 
 
    He was helpless under the onslaught of her commands, he simply had to comply, the energy emitting from her made him, her spirit overwhelmed him and took control of his body. 
 
    Gently, she began to rock back and forth. 
 
    He marveled that she didn’t hurt him, for his position was so awkward, and with her whole weight on his lap, it should have hurt, but instead of pain he felt golden energy slide through him, strengthen him, immune him, wake him up. 
 
    And he had ever even known that he was sleeping. 
 
    “You are a good man,” she whispered in his ear, and he felt the truth of her words. “You found me in the wilderness and led me out. You fed me when I was unable, and clothed and never betrayed me.” 
 
    Now he was so glad he had not given into his desires and forced sex upon her. He was so glad for all the praying and meditating he had done, and for living a clean life. 
 
    This woman, this veritable goddess, was worth a lifetime of denial. 
 
    “But you shall deny yourself no more. For once you have entered paradise you should avail yourself constantly. You must not search for the Garden of Eden, but be the Garden of Eden, for all resides within us. You are a good man, and there are so few. You deserve this. 
 
    She rocked, and his penis was bent upward in her cunt, and it slithered in and out, riding over the lip of her hole, the underside of his dick being rubbed by her soft flesh, her electricity of the soul. 
 
    The fire crackled, and he came loose in his body. He literally fell back and forth within his flesh, a disembodied awareness that was yet embodied. 
 
    But not for long. 
 
    “Feel this energy,” and she guided his awareness up to his head. He explored his face from the inside, he was alive as he had never been, and still, it all grew. 
 
    “Be here,” she said, touching his crown. Instantly he was on his scalp, a quick view of the world from the top of his head, and then he grew frightened and turned his awareness down. 
 
    Silithia expected this; she had explored this phenomena with Gurdjieff. “Look downward, into the darkness. Do you see that light? Far away?” 
 
    He nodded. His face was buried between her neck and shoulder and she felt him. 
 
    “Go towards it. Hurry.” 
 
    To hurry was not in his existence, however. He slowly drifted down, through the emptiness of his body, through the space between molecules. 
 
    And he knew: the universe doesn’t exist. It is all space filled with illusion. And even space is an illusion. 
 
    “Yes,” she affirmed, and he entered the fire that existed down his spine, the first chakra. 
 
    He gasped as energy blew through him. Like a candle being blown out, but in reverse, he was being blown so as to ignite. 
 
    “Good, good. Look deeper.” 
 
    Below the chakra, far away, he saw another flame, a bit lighter, a bit bigger.” 
 
    “Go. Hurry.” 
 
    He hurried, and she spoke to him. “Usually we go the other way, leave the body desires inherent within your nut and seed, but that is something done by the self. With me to guide you it is okay. It is better.” 
 
    He gurgled something. He felt younger. Like a little boy. 
 
    He entered the light, and she directed him downward, to the next flame in the darkness. 
 
    He descended, chakra by chakra, and it seemed like a million years, but he knew that time, like the universe, was an illusion. It was created only to have existence. And now he was becoming pure existence, no need for the illusions and subterfuges of the universe. 
 
    Down. 
 
    He felt like a child, rocked in his mother’s arms. Warm and glowing, enthralled by love. 
 
    And, finally, the last chakra, the base of the spine, from which grew the nut, the nut in which seed was manufactured. 
 
    Now he felt not his body, except as a penis. His whole existence was a vibrating, slithering penis, and he felt the nut…the nut… 
 
    “Let it go, my love. And follow the path to heaven.” 
 
    Sobbing, realizing that he was giving up his body forever, and all the considerations thereof, he let go, and the nut exploded. 
 
    He was swept up by a stream of golden semen, a semen that existed within his body. The outer semen expended through his penis, deep into Silithia. But the inner semen, a great wash of golden energy, swept up through the chakras. Up…up. One chakra after another, through the vast distances that were his body. Then…he burst through the crown. 
 
    Up…up…through the skies, divest of body, shed of skin and flesh into the heavens, and they were filled with stars, but not dark. The darkness of space became a golden void in which there was only himself. 
 
    And Silithia, holding him. 
 
    And his dick spurting. 
 
    And he felt as if he was in the veery bosom of God. 
 
    Elevated, expanded, enlightened, made into something as like man as a nova is like a candle. 
 
    His body sobbed and sobbed, and Silithia held him and rocked him and whispered, “Yes.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    …all the magic I have known I've had to make myself.  
 
    ~ Shel Silverstein 
 
      
 
    Randy was healthy, a fine specimen of a man, yet even fine specimens have a life expectancy. He died in the early sixties.  
 
    Silithia was able to finish her researches into the Fourth Way of Gurdjieff inspired, Yoga Sexuality. She made love to Randy through the years, and only stopped when he became feeble. 
 
    When Randy died Silithia was truly distraught. She had lived long, and people had died before, but whether it was the fact that they were so deeply into the Fourth Way, or whether it was just that he was unique and complemented her so well, his death struck her hard. 
 
    She buried him on his own property, on a hilltop overlooking thousands of acres of land. Then she went home and cried. 
 
    And cried and cried. It seemed like there were no end to the tears. She would stop, sigh, think she was done, and suddenly find herself bursting into sobs again. 
 
    She lived like this for several months, then she had to leave. Supplies were running out, winter was coming, and she had been too distraught to handle the garden. 
 
    One morning, a chill in the air, she walked down the long driveway to the road, and it was the best thing she could have done. She was removed from everything that reminded her of him, and was suddenly immersed in a strange, new world. 
 
    It was the sixties. Rock and Roll. The Beatles. LSD. A collidoscope of culture that was astounding in scope. 
 
    She was not used to the franticness of modern times. She found herself amused by hippies, a little daunted by the quick rise of the police state, it so reminded her of Germany before world war two, and befuddled by new technologies. 
 
    For ten years she had focused on gardening, on raising crops to eat, on living a pure life and exploring the left turns and nuances of the Fourth Way of Sex. Now she was in a society that was filled with televisions, everybody had cars, and intelligence seemed to be waning. 
 
    She fell in with a group of hitchhikers who were on their way to the Haight-Ashbury. Once there she found herself besieged with horny suitors who had no clue, but lots of Lysergic Acid. 
 
    She passed on the Acid, and on the lovers. 
 
    She traveled down to Los Angeles, and was offered a part in a movie as soon as she got off the bus. She didn’t want notoriety, however. Besides, she was now over six feet tall, and how many parts are there for large girls with massive bosoms? 
 
    She passed through Arizona, lived at a commune for a week, then moved on. She had been hoping for a return to an agrarian lifestyle, maybe finding somebody like Randy. But the people in the commune were all in love with their beards and avoided commitment by preaching free love. 
 
    Down south, standing on the outskirts of civil rights, shaking her head at the senselessness of it all. 
 
    That man could deny other men their very being: she left the south. 
 
    And drifted up through Washington. 
 
    She took her time in Washington, visiting monuments, looking at sacred documents of freedom, pondering over the concept of liberty as it had evolved. 
 
    When she was young people were peasants. Now they all wanted rights. 
 
    She tried to reconcile the drive for freedom, and the aberration that the idea of freedom had become, with the situation in the deep south. And found that logic did not apply. 
 
    During these travels money was not a problem. She had become so accomplished at sex, and putting out her ambience, that she could simply stand next to a man, and smile at him, and he would reach into his wallet and empty it for her, and not even wonder why he was doing it. 
 
    She did this in Washington and, because there was so much money floating around, decided to stay for a longer while. To be honest, however, there was another reason for her planting herself in the nation’s capital. 
 
    She had been to Hollywood, and now was in Washington, and she realized that these were the two most powerful places in America…and they were basically made up. Fantasy land. 
 
    Washington was the result of a deed. A piece of paper belonging to no one, but which controlled every one. 
 
    And Hollywood had no government, was just a district, yet within that district the mores and ideals of a world were controlled. 
 
    And not for the better. 
 
    Still, Washington was the better of the two for making money. In Hollywood a film was expected to be produced, a celluloid fantasy of such profound idiocy that people flocked to throw money at it. 
 
    In Washington you didn’t have to produce anything. You just ‘floated’ an idea, set up a tax free shelter, paid bums to sit on ‘boards,’ and the government handed you money by the truck load. 
 
    You didn’t have to produce anything, you didn’t even have to have an idea. All you had to do was say you had one, and the government gave you money. 
 
    Which was how Silithia finally got in trouble. 
 
      
 
    “A couple of suits are waiting for you, ma’am.” 
 
    Silithia frowned. She had just entered her offices, ‘Women in Trouble Corporate Housing.’ She noticed a young lady sitting in the waiting room and staring at her, and she wondered what kind of BS she was going to have to put up with. 
 
    Suits were never pleasant. They weren’t elected, yet they seemed to think they were God. It didn’t help that they were usually asexual. So obsessed with counting pennies that their organs no longer functioned. 
 
    Yes, she could sexually bully them, her presence was that strong, but it was not something she liked to do. She didn’t like to waste herself on non-entities. 
 
    As she stepped into the elevator she noted that the woman who had been sitting in the waiting room had caught up to her and stood next to her. 
 
    But she ignored the woman. Suits were on her mind. 
 
    “Good morning, gentlemen,” she greeted the two suits cheerfully. “I’ll be right with you.” Or not. Depends on what her personal secretary had to say. 
 
    She entered her office, rounded her desk, and was surprised to find the two men following on her heels. She didn’t sit down.  
 
    “If you’ll wait in the next room until—“ 
 
    One of the men flipped open a leather case and presented a badge. 
 
    “IRS, Mrs. Silithia.” 
 
    Silithia remained standing. Her eyes narrowed. She didn’t exude anything sexual, just considered the two men. 
 
    They were medium height, brown hair, off the rack suits, no emotion on their faces, but a feel of arrogance in their step. 
 
    She sat down slowly. Best to get it over with. 
 
    “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “We’ve been going over your corporate files and find several problems.” 
 
    “And the IRS is the corporate police? I think I’d like to have my lawyer present.” 
 
    Unbelievably, the men ignored her statement and sat down. One of them took out a notebook and a pen. The other said: “What is your full name?” 
 
    “My name is Silithia. ‘Miss’ Silithia.” 
 
    “We need your complete name, according to regulation 93482…” he droned on, giving his reason for presumed authority. 
 
    “You can call me Miss Silithia,” she stated, when the rules and regulations were established. 
 
    The agents looked at each other. And the other one said: “You have not declared yourself as Republican or Democrat.” 
 
    Aha. Political shakedown. “I contribute to both parties.” 
 
    And the ‘interview’ went on. When it was done and the IRS agents were gone, Silithia sighed. She was going to have to find out who needed their palms greased. She was— 
 
    The woman who had followed her upstairs slid through the door, closed it, and put her back to it. 
 
    She was a medium-sized woman, wore drab clothes, yet…there was a presence to her. 
 
    Silithia cocked her head slightly and pursed her lips. This was unusual. 
 
    And, truth, a little dangerous. For women were immune to her ambience. 
 
    “You’re in danger.” 
 
    Silithia waited. 
 
    The woman turned and locked the door, then turned back to Silithia. 
 
    “I found you because of your acronym.” 
 
    Women in Trouble Corporate Housing. W…I…T…C…H. She had chosen that name on a whim, because she had once been accused of being a witch. Back when she was small and freshly healthy. 
 
    “And because you are gathering power in Washington, and becoming high profile. It’s only a matter of time until they come for you, and then…” 
 
    A knock on the door interrupted them. “Miss Silithia?” 
 
    Her secretary had noted that the door was locked and was checking on her. 
 
    “Please. Give me time to explain. Your life is in danger.” 
 
    Silithia stood up. 
 
    More knocking. Her secretary’s voice getting louder, more insistent. 
 
    Silithia came around the desk and walked towards the door. 
 
    Her life was in danger. Right after a couple of suits subject her to a mindless interrogation that didn’t seem to have much purpose, other than a simple shakedown. Maybe. 
 
    “Please,” begged the woman. 
 
    Silithia studied her eyes, She knew she should throw her out. But there was something compelling about the woman. Some bit of compassion that was missing from normal people. 
 
    A true believer? 
 
    A zealot? 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! Getting louder. 
 
    The woman looking at her.  
 
    She passed the woman and opened the door. 
 
    “Miss Silithia? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I’m going to be busy for ten. And thank you.” 
 
    She closed the door. She locked it. She walked back to her seat, sat, and said, “Ten. Get started.” 
 
    The woman came to the front of her desk. She didn’t sit down, just leaned on her hands and spoke intently. 
 
    “I belong to a group of women who protect women. We have offices in every major city. Our acronym is also WITCH. Originally we were politically focused, but we found that our more prosperous members were being compromised, or even killed. 
 
    “We became aware of you because you are starting to make large amounts of money, which means the powers that be will shortly be calling on you. Already have, if those two gentlemen in suits are any indication. 
 
    Silithia interjected, “Why does the government care if I make large amounts of money.” 
 
    The woman took a deep breath. “The world is currently being run by bankers. People who own the central banks in every country in the world. They are sometimes referred to as ‘Banksters.’” 
 
    “And your interest in me?” Silithia was curious. She had dealt with bullies, and even governments. But this woman wasn’t asking for anything, in fact seemed to be an answer to something…the something represented by the IRS. 
 
    “We want to protect you…that we may protect all women.” 
 
    “From these mysterious ‘Banksters.’ But what do you want?” 
 
    The woman actually looked a little confused. “I told you…to protect women in the world.” 
 
    “And what is WITCH an acronym for in your world?” 
 
    The woman went stone-faced. She stared at Silithia almost as if she was challenging her. 
 
    “Witches.” 
 
    “Like magic and broomsticks and black cats.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    At this point Silithia was about to write off the woman. Shake her hand, smile, and kick her ass out the door. But something held her up. 
 
    “And are you a witch?” 
 
    “I’m in training.” 
 
    Silithia blurted, “A WIT.” 
 
    The woman blinked. “Yes. How did you…” 
 
    “They sent a trainee to enlist me in their cause?” 
 
    “They can risk me because I’m not important enough.” 
 
    Silithia started to speak, then stopped. It was zealotry, but a zealotry wherein the person was willing to sacrifice themselves for the greater good. something to be careful of, something to be wary of, something to find out about. 
 
    “Look, I have proof of what I say.” 
 
    “What kind of proof.” 
 
    “First let me say that what is going to happen to you, if you don’t align yourself with us, is that you will be compromised. Maybe there will be a clause in a contract, maybe they will try to drug and blackmail you. But whatever it is, the bad people who rule this planet are going to bend you to your will. And if they can’t, if you prove resistant, they will simply kill you.” 
 
    This was the least impressive of the woman’s statements. Silithia had lived through angry mobs, hateful men, insane doctors, and even the holocaust. She wasn’t scared. 
 
    But this idea of sacrificing yourself for the greater good, while on the surface insane, did bid her to look closer. 
 
    “And this proof you speak of?” 
 
    “On November 22nd of this year the president of the United States will be killed.” 
 
    “How do you know this.” 
 
    “The senior witches know that he is standing up against the Banksters, this made them look deeper. They haven’t been able to divine who or how, outside of it being bankster inspired, but we do know when.” 
 
    Silithia leaned back in her swivel. She pondered. She knew about witchcraft, all Gypsies do, having been accused of witchcraft themselves. 
 
    But while there was a lot of smoke in Gypsy magic, there wasn’t much fire. 
 
    But to predict a presidential assassination…that was a lot of fire. A damned bonfire of fire. 
 
    “That’s only a couple of days away.” 
 
    Now the woman remained silent. She had made her pitch. The ball was in Silithia’s court. 
 
    A couple of days, then she would know. And if these so called witches really could predict the future, they were a wagon to be hooked to. Or at least a force to be reckoned with. 
 
    For a long minute, several minutes, Silithia ignored the woman. She thought. 
 
    She had lived in the limelight, and found it wanting. 
 
    She had lived with dictators and watched as a country…as countries…destroyed themselves. 
 
    She had lived with many men, fucked many men, and not many were of much worth. They traveled in mobs, obsessed on sex, betrayed entire countries on a whim…yet women, while marginally better, weren’t much better. 
 
    She had found precisely three men who were…worth anything. Leon, George and Randy. 
 
    And perhaps women weren’t so deceitful and guilty of betrayal for the simple reason that they rarely had the power. 
 
    And women were more difficult for her to control than men. 
 
    If she entered into a relationship with women she would have no sexual advantage. 
 
    Yet, she was being threatened by men. 
 
    And women offered protection for women. Perhaps. 
 
    While men never offered protection for men…they just killed each other off in their stupid wars. 
 
    She looked at the woman. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Alice.” 
 
    “Well, Alice, let’s say Kennedy is assassinated. What would be the next step?” 
 
    Alice spoke quickly. “Steps have already been taken. We have several witches watching your building, and they will follow you. Discreetly. They are your protection against sudden raids by the IRS, or some other agency. Though we have not seen any such activity in the near future, there are limits to our ability to see the future.  
 
    “When the prediction comes true we would like to meet with you. The senior witches. That means you must go to them, for they cannot risk themselves in the world of man.” 
 
    “Well, given the audacity of your predication, and zeal with which you conduct yourself, I am inclined, should Kennedy be killed, to meet with your…’Witches.’ 
 
    “Excellent,” she started to stand up. 
 
    “I do, however, have a host of questions. Some very pointed.” 
 
    “I will do my best to answer any question you might have.” She settled back down. 
 
    Silithia smiled. “My first question is this…would you like cream and sugar?” 
 
    Alice stared at her, then nodded. 
 
    And Silithia, without knowing why or how she knew, said, “One cream and one sugar.” 
 
    Alice blinked, and Silithia suddenly realized that, somehow, she had been compelled to do something…magical. She had read the young girl’s mind. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    A witch is a woman who emerges from deep within herself. She is a woman who has honestly explored her light and learned to celebrate her darkness. She is a woman who is able to fall in love with the magnificent possibilities of her power. She is a woman who radiates mystery. She is magnetic. She is a witch. 
 
     ~ Dasha Elliot 
 
      
 
    Kennedy was assassinated on the 22nd of November, exactly as predicted by Alice, the Witch-in-Training. 
 
    Silithia had been keeping track of Kennedy and wasn’t surprised when the news started coming in. 
 
    The next morning Silithia went to work. She figured Alice would show up and she would be taken to meet a senior ‘witch.’ What happened instead was that the two IRS agents showed up. And barged into her office. 
 
    One of them held up a picture of Alice. “Do you know this woman?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’d like my lawyer present.” 
 
    “Obstructing justice. Want to try for treason?” 
 
    “I want you out of my office.” 
 
    She let a bit of her ambience out, and the two agents blinked and stepped back. 
 
    “Don’t you just love me?” asked Silithia. 
 
    “Oh,” said one. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” said the other. 
 
    “If you gentlemen will stay right here, I’ll go get you some coffee.” 
 
    “Why, okay,” one answered. The other one straightened his tie and brushed his hair back. 
 
    Silithia smiled and walked into the front office. To her secretary, in passing: “Divvy up the corporate funds amongst the employees. We’re closed.” 
 
    Her secretary opened her mouth, but Silithia was already at the outer door. 
 
    She walked down the hallway to the elevator. She didn’t know what the IRS fellows planned, but she had no intention of staying and finding out. She had seen stormtroopers in Germany arrest innocent people, and she had finally found out that Adolf was simply having them carted off to be killed. She didn’t need any of that. 
 
    She stepped into the elevator and pressed the bottom button. 
 
    Stormtroopers arrested Jews and Gypsies and anybody else who wasn’t blonde haired and blue-eyed. And she often wondered if she had stayed with Adolf, whether she could have helped the innocents sent to death camps. 
 
    Probably not. Over six million of them. It was best that she had escaped Adolf’s clutches. And now it was best if she escaped the IRS clutches. 
 
    The elevator stopped and she stepped out. She walked to the door, stepped outside, and six husky women were waiting for her. They were all big, almost as tall as her, and they all had muscles, and they were all trained in how to subdue people. 
 
    “Okay,” said one, probably the leader. “We thought you’d try something like this.” 
 
    Silithia was handcuffed while people on the sidewalk stared at the scene. 
 
    “Janet, go find out what happened to our boys.” 
 
    One of the women peeled off, ran into the building and called for somebody to hold the elevator. 
 
    Silithia was pushed into a waiting van and four women sat around her, waiting for her to make a break. 
 
    The leader stood outside the van and waited. Eventually the girl named Janet returned, said something to the leader, then everybody was in the van and the door was sliding shut. 
 
    The government agents, that was what Silithia thought they were, didn’t take her to a government building. They took her to a warehouse, drove right in and the door rolled down. In a handful of minutes Silithia was sitting at a table in a small room. Her handcuffs were attached to a ring in the table, the table was bolted to the floor, and she was left alone. 
 
    Several hours later a man came in. A suit. Clipboard. Smiling. 
 
    Silithia knew better than to reveal any of her abilities. 
 
    “Hell, Miss Silithia, I’m agent Tensen. Sorry to make you wait, but I’m sure you understand our position.” 
 
    “I don’t. I just understand that I, an American citizen, has been taken hostage. What crime am I being charged with?” 
 
    “We’re not sure, to be honest. And, to continue being honest, if you answer a few simple questions, you can be out of here within the hour.” 
 
    Silithia didn’t believe that at all. 
 
    “What is your full name?” 
 
    The gypsies had called her Silithia, that was all. 
 
    “I just go by Silithia. That’s what it says on my driver’s license.” 
 
    He smiled broadly, a very jolly fellow. “Yes, about that. How did you convince somebody in the Department of Motor Vehicles that you only have one name?” 
 
    Silithia said nothing. If she spoke it would be used against her. That was obvious. 
 
    Agent Tensen waited a moment, kept his plastic smile in effect, and asked, “How old are you?” 
 
    Silithia said nothing. 
 
    “Are you an alien?” 
 
    Silithia blinked. She turned over the possibilities of putting out a little of her power, then decided not to. They knew something about her, for they had taken her hostage using women. 
 
    “What strange power do you have that you can make two trained agents fall in love with you and sit by while you prance out of their grasp without a how de do?” 
 
    When Silithia maintained her silence Tensen pulled up a chair and sat facing her. His expression grew somber. 
 
    “I know you don’t want to talk, you’re probably afraid we’ll do something. But you don’t have to be afraid at all. We know you were one of Hitler’s confidants. We know you were a lover of Gurdjieff. Yet here you are, not aged at all. Looking the same way you did when you were one of Hitler’s confidantes. 
 
    “You’ve been tracking me for some time.” 
 
    “We became aware of you recently, but history is easy to read.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    “Now we find out the truth of you. One way or another.” 
 
    Silithia nodded. 
 
    “So this is how it’s going to go. First we ask you questions. Then we give you drugs to make sure you gave the right answers. Finally, we use good, old fashioned torture. One way or another, we’re going to get to the bottom of you.” 
 
    “Am I a threat.” 
 
    “Not now. Maybe you were before, we’ll find out about that. But right now you are simply a factor to be determined. Now then, when were you born?” 
 
    “And when you’re done torturing me…are you going to kill me?” 
 
    “I doubt it. We actually have aliens on earth. We have several in our keeping. They live at Paradise Ranch, a small place outside Las Vegas.” 
 
    Silithia nodded. “You should give me time to process all this.” 
 
    “Nope. When were you born?” 
 
    Silithia calculated. They knew about Gurdjieff, and Hitler, hopefully no more. “I was born in 1912. I don’t know the exact date as I was a foundling. This was in Europe, and I lived in an orphanage. I was given the name Silithia, and that was all. I don’t know why or who, in particular, gave it to me. I’ve always had a talent for languages, thus, no real accent. I’ve lived by my wits and kept a low profile. I have found that people are suspicious of women with good genes, and it’s pretty obvious that I have good genes.” 
 
    “Hmm. Sounds like a load of shit to me.” 
 
    “Shit is in the eye of the beholder.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    Silithia let out the slightest bit of her ambience. Not enough to be noticed, just enough to Tensen like her. She figured it might help in the pain ahead. 
 
    “Okay, what town were you born in?” 
 
    Silithia spent two days answering questions. Tensen cross examined her ruthlessly, tried to trip her up, but a person in superior health also has superior mental processes. She had no problem sticking to her story, and she began to understand her interrogator in ways he didn’t understand himself. 
 
    The real bugaboo, however, was that he knew something about her abilities. She was flying blind on that one, and merely shrugged his questions off, saying she was just a likable person, and that she had managed to fool the two agents. 
 
    And why did she avoid them? 
 
    Because she had lived in Europe and seen Hitler’s methods. It made her very suspicious. 
 
    The days began precisely at 8 in the morning and went to 5 at night. Modern interrogation, of the kind she was enduring, was polite and well mannered, but she knew what was coming.  
 
    They brought her meals, usually from a hamburger stand. After the second day she refused to eat, saying she wanted a higher quality of food. 
 
    They brought her a higher quality of food. 
 
    The third day was a break, and they were probably just discussing her answers. The fourth day the fun began, although Silithia wouldn’t have called it fun. 
 
    “I’ve told you the truth,” she stated, as she watched a man in a white coat, it would be presumptuous to call him a doctor, fill a syringe. 
 
    “Then your answers will match up.” Tensen smiled. “Who knows, if everything matches perfectly we might not have to do the torture.” 
 
    Silithia gave a mental snort. As if that would happen. No, these people were thugs, the same as Himmler and Goering and all those other nasties. 
 
    She didn’t struggle, just accepted the syringe, and immediately began to nod off. 
 
    “What were you born.” 
 
    “1912.” 
 
    “Were you an orphan?” 
 
    “I was a foundling.” 
 
    “What is your real name.” 
 
    “Silithia.” 
 
    “What is the other name you use?” 
 
    “Silithia.” 
 
    Silithia fielded the questions easily, actually enjoying the slight goofiness that was imparted by the drug. The fact was that she had begun sliding into Yogic meditation as soon as she saw the needle coming. She was slightly out of her body, watching as if from a corner in the top of the room. 
 
    Sometimes she felt a desire to give other answers, but she controlled that desire. 
 
    Two days of drugs. Two days of living in a zoned out sort of la la land. Then they gave her a break. 
 
    She was not tired, or exhausted. The drugs had been handled by her healthy body, and being removed from the ravages of poison had left her feeling a bit chipper. 
 
    Two days of questions, one to sit and think. Two days of drugs, then she sat and thought. Six days. On the seventh day they went to work. 
 
    Several men entered the room. Tensen was right behind them. 
 
    “Put her to the wall.” 
 
    Silithia didn’t resist as they moved her to a wall and attached chains to her wrists and ankles. She was facing out, watching Tensen. 
 
    “This will hurt. Is there anything you’d like to tell me?” 
 
    She stared at him. “If you do this then you are no better than Adolf.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I work for the right side.” 
 
    “That’s what Adolf said.” 
 
    Tensen didn’t like that. He turned to one of the men. “Do it.” 
 
    The man approached Silithia, he took out a knife and cut her clothes off. 
 
    Silithia controlled the desire to scream, or to struggle. She was going to need all her strength. 
 
    The man finished, threw the scraps of her clothes to a corner and stood back. He showed no emotion at all, but he did stare at her tits. 
 
    Tensen went to the door of the room and called, “We’re ready.” 
 
    A man dragged a fire hose into the room. He aimed it at Silithia and turned the spigot. 
 
    A stream of ice cold water blasted her into the wall. She couldn’t cuddle up or hide or even turn her body. She was punched with the water, in the belly, between her legs. both arms. The man with the fire hose took his time and made sure he doused every square inch of her. 
 
    Silithia gasped, tried to control her breathing. She tried to turn her head away, then the man was done. The water was shut off, and  the hose laid down. Everybody left the room except Tensen. He pulled up a chair and calmly regarded her. 
 
    “When were you born?” 
 
    Silithia was shivering, her lips were turning blue. She could feel the blast of air conditioning striking her. “!912,” she managed to say. 
 
    “What is your real name?” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    They did not feed her. They didn’t stop at 5 o’clock, another man simply stepped into the room and took Tensen’s place. Periodically they would spray her with water. She felt like a block of ice. She was faint and dizzy, yet her health, her amazingly good health, kept her going. 
 
    She tried to use Yoga to calm herself, to overcome the shivering, but it’s difficult to meditate when enduring such extreme pain. 
 
    “When were you born?” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    She answered as if in a daze, and reality began to separate. She knew she was saying things, but she wasn’t always sure what. She wasn’t even sure what she was thinking half the time. 
 
    Finally, she had had enough. She had gone as far as she could. 
 
    “Tensen,” she whispered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She tried to look like she wanted to say something, but couldn’t. Her voice was just a croak. 
 
    He stood up and crossed the room. Very nonchalant. 
 
    “Tensen?” She whispered. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She whispered something too low for him to decipher. 
 
    He leaned closer, and she hoped that there were no electronic devices to pick up her voice. From out of the depths of her soul she summoned pure ambience. She focused it on him, and she said, “You love me forever. Go lock the door, then take out your gun and shoot me.” 
 
    Tensen blinked. He felt this overwhelming love for Silithia. He had always loved her. There was no other woman in the world like her. 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Tensen turned and went to the door. He closed it and locked it. Immediately a fist began pounding on the door. Voices rose up. 
 
    Tensen came back to her. He took the pistol out of his holster and aimed it at her. 
 
    She watched, calm, ready to leave the world. She had had enough. She had had enough torture…she had had enough of men like Tensen…and Adolf. The good men were too few and far between. 
 
    “Do it,” she whispered, her voice cracking. 
 
    More pounding on the door. It sounded like somebody was breaking a chair against it, then kicking it. 
 
    Tensen broke into a sweat. His eyes narrowed. He began shaking. 
 
    “Shoot me,” she commanded. 
 
    But it was something Tensen couldn’t do. For Silithia had made one mistake. She had told him to love her, and he did, and he loved her too much to kill her. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake!” her voice croaked. “Shoot me!” 
 
    The door was coming loose. People were shouting.  
 
    Tensen put the pistol in his mouth and pulled the trigger. 
 
    The explosion was muffled by his mouth. His eyes grew big, his head snapped back, brains shot out from the back of his head. 
 
    The door fell inward and people crowded in. 
 
    Silithia sobbed. She had failed. She couldn’t take it anymore, she couldn’t… 
 
    “Silithia!” 
 
    That voice…she recognized it. 
 
    “Get her down.” 
 
    Hands fumbled with her manacles, then she was lowered to the floor. A blanket was wrapped around her. 
 
    “Silithia…” 
 
    Silithia looked up, blearily, and her eyes opened. 
 
    Alice held her up. She was saying, “We found you…my God! We found you!” 
 
    Alice. The Witch-in-Training. 
 
    Silithia tried to figure out what was happening, and couldn’t. She just knew…nothingness.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    I think that all women are witches, in the sense that a witch is a magical being. And a wizard, which is a male version of a witch, is kind of revered, and people respect wizards. But a witch, my god, we have to burn them. ~ Yoko Ono 
 
     
 
    Silithia was taken to in a house in Denver. It was a large house, built a hundred years before, and it wasn’t entirely modernized. 
 
    The electricity was cloth wiring. There was a furnace in the basement. The screens actually rolled up. 
 
    The real joy, for Silithia, was the garden. 
 
    In a mile high city she sat in the garden for hours. Amongst the thick shrubs, on a bench with a comfortable, rounded seat. Small animals came to her, even touched her with their noses and looked up at her. 
 
    She was ensconced in natural beauty, and her own beauty came forth, glowed, made the world a better place. 
 
    This was where the Witches had brought her. And this is where they waited for her. 
 
    But waited for what? Thought Silithia. 
 
    They had found her because she was making financial waves. They had rescued her when she was being tortured. They brought her here, to this wonderful, old house, and they…waited. 
 
    Yet they had seemed so anxious in the beginning. 
 
    Now they just let her…stew. 
 
    And stew she did. 
 
    Interestingly, it wasn’t the torture that bothered her. Her superior health brought her back to the sharp edge of high function. 
 
    No, what bothered her was Tensen. 
 
    She had given him a command, and he had reversed it on her. Instead of killing her, he had killed himself. 
 
    Eventually she figured it out. She pondered it long enough, and the answer manifested: he loved her. So her one big advantage, her ‘sword,’ had two edges. 
 
    Which made man more difficult to handle than she once thought. 
 
    As long as she gave a bit of herself to them, they would do her bidding. But in giving herself she opened the door to…unwanted possibilities. 
 
    And, finally, she figured out the solution: she must consolidate her world with women. Not men. 
 
    Interestingly, she had had this thought many times. She had even lived by it a few times, until the world of man caught up to her and destroyed her efforts with their chaos. 
 
    Men could be used, but not to the point where they became necessary. 
 
    Problem: women wouldn’t serve her…willingly. 
 
    Or would they? 
 
    If men served her they served because they had been told to. Thus, they had not the freedom of choice to make them warriors of the caliber that Silithia required. 
 
    If women served her…they must be made into zealots. They must serve of their own free choice, and they could not be allowed, given the opportunity, whatever, to change their minds. 
 
    Silithia could not risk a traitor. 
 
    Women had served her before, in her companies, in her long ago castle—she had even had a Personal Guard—and they had worked hard,. 
 
    But how deep was the loyalty of a woman? 
 
    Could she surround herself with women, who had free choice, and be assured they would be as loyal as men who loved her? 
 
    This sequence of thought in mind, Silithia finally reached a conclusion.  
 
    Men, or women. Who should she surrounded herself with? Time to find out. It was time to make a decision. 
 
    Because if she didn’t do something the world would devour her. This, she knew. She had lived through the catastrophes of the last centuries, she had survived, but…how long could she survive? 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to speak to somebody.” 
 
    She elder lady with the gentle smile, who loved to wear her white hair in a bun, who dusted the house and took out the garbage, smiled at her. 
 
    “I’m somebody.” 
 
    “No. I mean somebody in charge.” 
 
    “I’m in charge of the dust of the universe and the trash of man. Is there anybody with a more important duty.” 
 
    Silithia smiled. Right in front of her. All the time. This was a subtlety she appreciated. 
 
    “And your name?” 
 
    “My name is Talia. Would you like to come out to the sun porch?” 
 
    Talia led the way out into a screen enclosed porch. It was a beautiful day. Blue skies with a few puffballs floating, hummingbirds fighting at the feeder. A gardener was pruning bushes, shaping them to be animals. Here was a lion, there was a zebra. 
 
    “Would you allow me this chair?” Talia settled into a comfortable rocker. 
 
    Silithia sat on a couch opposite the older lady. Which was good because her height required a bit of expanse. 
 
    “Now what may I do for you?” 
 
    Silithia had figured out the old lady, to a certain extent. She was the kind that worked beneath the surface. The sweet, old granny face hid a Machiavellian thought process. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” Cards on the table right now. 
 
    “Not ‘from’ you, dearie, ‘for’ you. We would like you to find your way, to live a peaceful and fruitful life. We would like you to be happy.” 
 
    “We’re not going to get far if you insist on this manner.” 
 
    Talia regarded her with a smile. Her eyes were twinkling. She was enjoying this. 
 
    “Well, my dear, if you wish to get to brass tacks, we have what we want, and it is you who are living on our largess. So what do you want?” 
 
    This stopped Silithia. But superior health breeds superior thought, and she quickly summed up the situation…and answered honestly. 
 
    “I would like a world that is safe. Not just for me, but for all.” 
 
    “Oh, how admirable. And how do you plan on doing this?” 
 
    That stumped Silithia. She wanted to blurt out that she needed an army of women to undo the ravages of men, but that was too much for her. 
 
    After a moment, Talia stood up. “I’ll get us some tea while you have your thoughts. I would say that this looks like a two pot problem Maybe even three. 
 
    Talia puttered in the kitchen, made tea, and returned. She poured sweet herbs into a pair of cups, then sat back down to enjoy her tea…and Silithia’s conundrum. 
 
    “Have you reached a conclusion?” 
 
    “What do you know about me?” Silithia countered. She had to know what the ‘enemy’ knew before she committed herself. 
 
    Talia nodded, and rocked, and a little, grey cat jumped into her lap. She let the cat curl into her lap without spilling a drop of her tea, then considered Silithia. 
 
    “We know everything the FBI knows. You see, wherever there is something important to learn there is a woman. And every woman is willing to commit themselves to our program. Once they understand it, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” Silithia waved off the remark, and was secretly boggled. A woman everywhere? Working for a common plan? She now knew she had to learn more. “And what does the FBI know.” 
 
    Talia sighed, stroked the pussy in her lap and said, “You are old enough to be my great grandmother. You have rubbed elbows with Adolf Hitler, George Gurdjieff, you have been in a mental hospital, that sort of thing…and you seem to have a strange power over men.” 
 
    And there it was. Silithia could see the hunger. Talia wanted to know how Silithia influenced men. 
 
    Yet she disguised her desire. She was a master, or mistress, of hiding things. So why did Silithia trust her? 
 
    Well, for no other reason than she had the coin this woman wanted. In this desire for Silithia’s ability was a chance to cement a relationship. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    “What would you do if you had the ability to influence men?” 
 
    Talia didn’t even hesitate. “I would end wars. I would end discrimination. I would create a world where men and women are equal. I would…” Talia went on describing a perfect world. 
 
    “There is only one problem with your vision,” said Silithia, when Talia was run down. 
 
    “Oh?” Talia raised here eyebrows in question. 
 
    “Utopia cannot exist.” 
 
    Talia thought briefly, then sighed. “Yes. I suppose you’re right.” 
 
    Silithia explained what she felt the older woman knew, wanting to be sure there was no misunderstanding. “A perfect world is a static. Nothing moves. And if nothing moves there will be rot. That is just the way of the universe.” 
 
    Talia nodded. “I would have said if everybody is happy then there must be corruption from within.” 
 
    The two women sat there then, thinking their own thoughts. Sipping tea. Letting the end of a thought gestate into a new thought. 
 
    “Of course,” said Silithia, after some time had passed. “That concept is predicated upon the idea that we are a two pole race.” 
 
    Talia looked askance. 
 
    “Men and women. If we had only one, or the other, then we might be able to have a perfect world.” 
 
    Talia blinked. “A world without men?” 
 
    “A world where men are subjugated. Tamed. Though, I shold stipulate, without losing that energy that makes them uniquely men.” 
 
    Talia got a far away look in her eyes. She turned over a hundred years of data considering something that she had heard joked about before, but had never been considered seriously. 
 
    But…why not? 
 
    Why not a world where women were in charge, and men were allowed only enough leeway to work, to art, to express themselves…without the urge for war and all that sort of nonsense? 
 
    A world where men were allowed their propensity for violent action only in the service of the superior species…woman. 
 
    And, in Silithia’s mind: a world where she didn’t have to worry about men having their wars and riots and such. A world where women were free to have existence without the obnoxious intrusion of sex crazed idiots. A world where love could flourish and women could have peaceful and fruitful lives. 
 
    A world where she could be safe from the Adolfs and Walters and IRS agents and…and… 
 
    Talia cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let me be blunt. We seem to agree and, more important, we seem to be able to converse in a way that solves problems instead of creating more…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What is your method? We have an army of women willing to dedicate themselves. Do you really have a method?” 
 
    Here it was. The decision. A chance to get out from between a rock and a hard place…if she took a chance. 
 
    Yet she trusted this woman. There was a deep current of warmth in Talia. 
 
    “When I studied with Gurdjieff I learned of his fourth way. We explored it, and it gives great…abilities. It utilizes basic Yogic principles, and it can be learned. It requires patience, and a sexual appetite.” 
 
    “Can anybody learn it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Even someone as old as I?” 
 
    Silithia hesitated, then blurted, “Only if you are willing to spread your legs and accept the love that is not only within you, but inside of men, and inside of every living creature.” 
 
    Talia chuckled. “I am old now, but I miss daily sex. Perhaps I can give it a go.” 
 
    “Then there is hope.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    This has been the early history of Silithia. It is a tale of love and destruction, of rebirth and rejoicing, and, ultimately, change. 
 
    Yes, there is more, but this tale has described the influences that made Silithia into what she would become. Future histories are related in such books as ‘The Stepforth Husband,’ ‘Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands,’ ‘A Sorority Feminized Me,’ and ‘Womanland.” Or mentioned in such tomes as ‘The Great Gender Transformation Conspiracy.’ 
 
    Silithia, as you know, would reshape the army of Witches and create an entirely new civilization. She would do this with love and sex. She would build an empire of women and teach them how to manipulate men for their own good. She would begin the process that would eliminate war and disease and poverty and cruelty from civilization. 
 
    Eventually she would create the plan whereby men were remade into woman, and thus enable men to realize their true selves on the upward path. 
 
    The evolution of mankind, the true and pure evolution of mankind—animal into man, man into woman, woman into Witch—would be realized. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Hi, guys and gals. It was a real kick writing these stories, and I hope you had as much fun as I did. 
 
    If you’re interested in more, you should visit me at: 
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    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace
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    [image: Image] 
 
    Do you have the third 21 collection? 
 
    Female Domination Over Men! 
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    Okay, thanks for looking, and let’s rock!
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    Feminization Now and Forever! 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
 
    This story has female domination, spanking, male submission, male chastity, pegging, cross dressing, feminization 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: tough cover use copy.jpg] 
 
    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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    Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    Save money 
 
    SEVEN sexy stories 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learnto be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
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    The Big Book of Feminization! 
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    Most people don’t realize how many FIVE STAR stories 
 
    have been released by Gropper Press. 
 
    The following stories have 4 1/2 to 5 stars 
 
    as of this writing! 
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    of all the five star stories at Gropper Press. 
 
    Now get in on the fun, 
 
    head over to… 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com
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    The Feminization Curse ~ Tommy and Jenny are living the good life, until one day Tommy grows a pair and loses his package. This sets them off on a collision course with a dreadful witch from their past. Mrs. Morrison cursed Tommy 20 years previously, but the curse is not what Tommy expects. He is about to get the shock of his life, a shock that makes him turning into a woman  look like a small thing. 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said: It is really hard to discuss such a wonderful story without giving anything away. When you read a story you think you know the direction it is going but I was totally wrong. I hope when you finish this story you a just as surprised as I was…..enjoy. 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: femgran cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
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    Feminized Cop ~ He wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. He infiltrated a dangerous gang and got the goods, but now he has to get out. 
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    A Month of Feminization: He never thought he’d like it! ~ Roger received a mysterious present, now he’s locked into a chastity belt, and somebody has hacked it! His wife thinks it’s funny, her friend thinks it’s hilarious, then his wife goes away and the fun starts. Will Roger ever be free from the clutches a mysterious internet hacker and…his wife’s best friend? 
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    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Best of Grace Mansfield ~ Vol One!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
 
  
  
 images/00035.jpeg
15
stories & <
complete
novel!






images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg
Hlyce
Thorndyke

\
\ 2 ERWw
A \J ' Up ] ‘—
: \ r
A 41






images/00012.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg
Grace Mansfield






images/00007.jpeg
TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00009.jpeg





images/00031.jpeg





images/00030.jpeg





images/00033.jpeg





images/00032.jpeg





images/00034.jpeg





images/00028.jpeg





images/00027.jpeg





images/00029.jpeg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






images/00020.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg
The Shivering Bone
Seven Erotic Stories!

W/ ‘\ '





images/00021.jpeg
U

A,

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!

H






images/00024.jpeg





images/00023.jpeg





images/00026.jpeg





images/00025.jpeg





images/00017.jpeg





images/00016.jpeg





images/00019.jpeg
Vé
.1

Feminization

Now and Fo reve r!






images/00018.jpeg





