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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, come on, grow a pair!” Roy snickered. 
 
    “I believe that’s my line.” 
 
    “Come on! Bet! 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    Lily and George watched from the sides. We four were gathered around the card table. The guys were teaching us girls how to play cards, and it wasn’t as fun as they said. 
 
    I had three cards showing, a two of hearts and a four of hearts and a Queen of hearts.  
 
    George had a couple of hearts in her hand. Lily had a spade and a diamond and a club, and Roy, my own sweet hubby had a heart and a two clubs. 
 
    And I had no idea what any of it meant. 
 
    Roy snickered again. He was a little drunk, and when he got drunk he sometimes liked to pick on me. 
 
    “Come on, guys, it’s just a game,” muttered George. 
 
    “Maybe we should all quit?” Lily said. 
 
    “Yeah, right. I get a good hand and you guys want to cut and run.” 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” I said, studying my cards again. 
 
    Roy kept sniping at me, so I finally gave in and bet a quarter. 
 
    More cards passed out. I think it’s called ‘dealing.’ 
 
    I had four hearts. Roy had an Ace and two Kings and a queen. Whatever that meant. 
 
    “Okay, now you’re supposed to bet again.” 
 
    “But I don’t think I have anything.” I stared at all those stupid hearts. 
 
    “Come on, it’s only a game,” whined Roy, making fun of George. 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes to me. 
 
    “Roy, you need to get off everybody’s back,” I said. 
 
    Roy just laughed and kept making rude remarks. Nobody was safe from his tongue when he was in his cups. I always thought it weird that a man who was so kind and considerate when he was sober should become such an idiot when he had a couple of drinks in him. 
 
    “Come on. I’ve got a winning hand and…” he blathered on. 
 
    “It should be called a ‘whining hand,’ I muttered as I tossed another quarter into the pot. 
 
    Another round of cards, and another argument. I wanted to drop out. I had picked up a face card, another stupid heart, and even though I didn’t know how to play the game I knew I had nothing. 
 
    Roy, however, must have had a real hand. He kept laughing and looking at his cards. Honestly, he was like a banker who’d just won the lottery. All for a bunch of stupid quarters. 
 
    “Okay, time to turn ‘em over.” 
 
    “I want to bet some more,” Roy gripped. 
 
    “It’s over. No more raises.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m gonna win. I’ve got a great hand and, let’s face it, you guys all suck eggs.” 
 
    “Sheesh,” muttered Lily. “What a sport.” 
 
    “Come on,” Roy complained. 
 
    We all stood up to him, and that didn’t make him happy. “What a bunch of four flushers!” 
 
    George turned his cards over and he had something called three of a kind. 
 
    “Oh, that means you’ve got three of those seven cards.” 
 
    Roy laughed at me. “Three of those seven cards,” he made fun of me. 
 
    We all sighed, and Lily turned her cards over. She had tried to fill something called an inside straight. Roy started lecturing us on the stupidity of trying to fill the inside thing-a-ma-jig, and we had all had it. 
 
    Then Roy turned over his cards and laughed, “HA HA! Guess you pikers know who you’re playing with now! 
 
    “Crap. No wonder I wanted to fold,” George said. 
 
    “He’s always got the luck,” said Lily. 
 
    “That’s not luck, that’s super skill! I am a super skilled player!” He started to pull the little mound of quarters towards himself. 
 
    “Well,” I sighed. “At least I know somebody loves me.” I flipped over my card, I think it’s called a ‘whole’ card, though I surely don’t know why. I mean is there a half card? Or a card in pieces or something? 
 
    “Roy,” George said, and everything stopped. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, how cute! You’ve got all hearts!” Lily squeaked a sort of a cheer and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy didn’t move. In fact, his face turned white. Then red. Then sort of purple. “Fuck,” he said. He really looked all pissed off. 
 
    George sat back with a grin. “Guess we really know who knows how to play now.” He started to chuckle. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked. “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Something wrong, my dear?” George was starting to laugh. “Quite the contrary. six hearts beats a full house. 
 
    “Not in poker,” whispered Roy. 
 
    “But in 6+ Texas Hold ‘em it does.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But the wind had gone out of my hubby. 
 
    “You mean I won?”  
 
    George nodded, and I squealed and pulled the quarters to me. “I can park for a month on this,” I quipped. 
 
    Roy was pissed off. He sat there and glowered. And, finally, as I counted the quarters and arranged them in little stacks, he blurted. “One hand. For everything.” 
 
    “I’m not going to play anymore,” I said. 
 
    “Four flusher,” he repeated, which I guess is some kind of insult. But it wasn’t the insult that got under my skin, it was his snide way of picking on people. 
 
    “You take that back, Roy.” 
 
    “Won’t,” he sneered. “Furthermore, We’ll cut the cards. One time. The loser has to do anything the winner says for one month.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s silly!” Lily said. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Chicken,” he dug the needle into me further. Then he pulled out a piece of paper. “In fact, I’ve got my list right here! If I win you have to do everything I say on this list.” 
 
    “Crap, Roy. You’ve been planning this.” 
 
    I knew what was on the piece of paper. Roy always wanted me to dress up. He wanted me to wear heels all day long. He wanted me to wear tight dresses that showed off my boobs. He wanted me to prance around like a maid and wait on him hand and foot. 
 
    It was all stupid, but there was a problem, he had pissed me off. 
 
    He held up the piece of paper. Thirty days of waiting on me like a good wife.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t know if a good wife hit you in the eye,” muttered Lily, “and she already has.” 
 
    “Thanks Lily, but he’s just blowing smoke out of that asshole mouth of his.” 
 
    Oh, man. That sure popped the cork. Roy straightened up, his face was red and rigid and I had never seen him so angry. 
 
    “Now you take that back.” 
 
    “Four flusher!” I snapped. 
 
    He placed the paper on the table. “Then bet!” 
 
    We glared at each other. Sure, we loved each other, but…but this was cards! 
 
    Nervously, Lily said, “Maybe we should have a drink and—“ 
 
    “Four flusher,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Guys…” 
 
    “Motherfucker!” I breathed out. “You’re on.” 
 
    “Hey…but…” George and Lily tried to talk us down. 
 
    “George, get out your cell phone.” 
 
    After some argument, George did, and he set it to record. 
 
    “I, Karen Carpenter will do what ever is on this piece of paper for one month if Roy wins one cut of the cards.” 
 
    Roy leaned forward and George caught him on the video. “I, Roy Carpenter, will do…whatever she wants, for one month, if Karen wins the cut.” 
 
    “But what do you want?” asked Lily. 
 
    “Only one thing,” I said. 
 
    George grinned. “Somebody’s going to be driving Roy’s Mustang!” 
 
    Lily grinned and clapped her hands. 
 
    Roy’s Mustang was his pride and joy. it had a huge engine, monster tires, all sorts of shiny chrome thingies on it, and…it was fast. Like, really fast. He even took it to the drag races sometimes when he wanted to get a little extra money. 
 
    “Two things,” I snapped. “I’ll take the Mustang, but I want one other thing, too.” 
 
    Now the others were silent, and curious. What could I want? What was the one, single thing I wanted from Roy. 
 
    “Well, four flusher?” 
 
    Roy snarled. “Keep that cell phone running. “Lily, deal two cards.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Do it,” I snapped. 
 
    “But if he loses Roy will be mad!” 
 
    “I won’t be angry,” he spoke through gritted teeth. His face was a mess of angry planes. 
 
    “Go on honey,” I said. “If I win I won’t be, and I’ll even let you  drive Roy’s Mustang.” 
 
    Even that didn’t make Roy back off, and Lily said, “Really?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Do it,” said George. 
 
    “Shovel the deck.” 
 
    “That’s ‘shuffle’ the deck,” Roy’s face already starting to twist in victory. 
 
    “Whatever. Four flusher.” 
 
    Lily shuffled the cards. 
 
    “Shuffle them a bunch of times,” advised George. “Let there be no doubt.” 
 
    Lily obediently, but nervously shuffled and shuffled. 
 
    Finally, glancing first at me then at Roy, she dealt him a card. He turned it over and it was the King of hearts. 
 
    “HAH!” Roy snapped. “There’s no way you can win.” 
 
    “What’s he mean?” I asked George. 
 
    “The king is the highest card, and hearts are the second highest card. You would have to draw a king of spades to win.” 
 
    “You mean there’s only one card that can beat his?” 
 
    George nodded.  
 
    Lily sighed a big sigh. 
 
    Roy laughed and rubbed his hands together. 
 
    “Well, go on,” said George. Play it out.” 
 
    Lily dealt me a card. We, meaning George, Lily and I, were in the dumps. I mean, there was no way. I reached forward and turned the card over. 
 
    “Fuck!” whispered George. 
 
    “No!” said Lily. 
 
    Roy made a sound like a tire going flat really fast. 
 
    It was the king of spades. 
 
    Then it was chaos. Lily was up and hugging me. I was blinking and stunned and feeling really good. George got up and went to the fridge. “I was saving this for an occasion, and I guess this is one.” He pulled out a bottle of champagne. 
 
    “No,” whined Roy. 
 
    “Yes,” said George, placing a flute of champagne in front of him. 
 
    Shortly we all had flutes, and George raised a toast. “To fucking luck!” 
 
    “Wooo!” Lily and I yelped. 
 
    Roy just say there and stared at that big, beautiful king of spades. 
 
    “So, Karen, what is this one big thing that you want.” 
 
    “You already know it. Or at least you’ve already seen it.” 
 
    “Huh?” he tilted his head quizzically. 
 
    Lily sipped a big sip. 
 
    I leaned forward and picked up the piece of paper. “Whatever is on this piece of paper…Roy has to do it.” 
 
    “No!” yelled Roy, standing up, his knuckles white, his face looking like a snow man’s that had been bleached. He snatched at the paper, and he would have got it, but George was faster. 
 
    “Give me that,” whimpered Roy. 
 
    “I think not, brother. Let’s see what you had planned for your loving wife.” He unfolded the piece of paper, then his eyes opened. “Holy crap!” 
 
    “What’s on it?” asked Lily, taking another sip. 
 
    “See for yourself,” he handed her the paper. 
 
    “You can’t expect me to …to do all that stuff.” 
 
    “What stuff?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Lily’s whisper was a bare breath. Her mind had been blown. 
 
    I reached for the paper, and my eyes opened. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it,” stated Roy. 
 
    George turned and faced him. “Yes, you are. Roy, you’ve been a bully at cards for as long as I remember. You’re a great friend, but you have this one problem, and maybe this will teach you a little humility.” 
 
    “I can’t do that stuff!” 
 
    “If you don’t do everything on that list I will post this video and let the world know that you’re a four flusher. It’ll mean the end of our friendship, but if you’re not a man, if you don’t keep your word, then maybe I don’t want to be friends with you.” 
 
    “But…George!” 
 
    “And the rest of the guys in town, they’ll all know, and you what kind of people they are. They aren’t Democrats, and you will be laughed out of town!” 
 
    Roy’s shoulders slumped, he was beaten, and he knew it. 
 
    I looked at the list again. I began to read it out loud. 
 
     
 
    Item one. Shave your pussy. 
 
    Item two, wear nylons all day every day. 
 
    Item three, wear high heels all day every day. 
 
    Item four, full make up all day every day. 
 
      
 
    It went on and on, but it was item seven that got to me, got to all of us. 
 
      
 
    Item seven, get boobs enhanced to at least double Ds. 
 
      
 
    I read that one and George and Lily started hooting. 
 
    “I can’t do that, honey. You can’t make me do that!” 
 
    I looked at him. “You would have made me.” 
 
    “But…but I was just joking!” 
 
    “Ha ha,” said George, quite conversationally. 
 
    “But if I got fake boobs everybody in town will know! And they’ll…I’ll be the laughing stock!” 
 
    “It’s a laughing stock versus what everybody in town will think if you don’t pay off.” 
 
    Roy’s face was now deathly white. He knew he had reaped the whirlwind, and now he was about to ride it. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    But George was firm. “Roy, if you don’t pay off, you’re through, and you really will be a four flusher.” 
 
    Lily suddenly blurted, “What is a four flusher, anyway?” 
 
    George smiled very slightly, but not in a kind way. His eyes were on Roy. 
 
    “A flush consists of five cards of the same suite. All hearts, in Karen’s case. But if you have only four cards of the same suite then you have a big nothing, and that’s what a four flusher is…a big nothing, a loud mouth who doesn’t keep his word. Right Roy?” 
 
    Roy just sat and stared at the table. 
 
    And so began the transformation of Roy Carpenter. 
 
      
 
    He started in on me as we drove home. 
 
    “You can’t honestly expect me to…to do all that stuff. That was meant for you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was thinking about what a four flusher was. 
 
    “I mean, I’m a guy! I can’t go around wearing dresses and things!” 
 
    Was Roy a four flusher? Had I married a guy who didn’t keep his word? 
 
    “And it was all supposed to be a joke! I never would have insisted that you do all the things on that list.” 
 
    But I knew he would have. Roy is very insistent on getting his way. 
 
    “So you really have to let me out on this bet thing. And—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He shut, and opened his mouth, and shut it again, and then opened it and said, “I don’t like it when you—“ 
 
    “You’ve got to do everything I say for one month, and we’re starting with you shutting up.” 
 
    “But, honey, you—“ 
 
    I took out my phone, tapped George and Lily’s contact, then held my finger above the little circle with the green phone in it. “One more word.” 
 
    Roy’s mouth worked and nothing came out for a second, then he said, “Put that phone away!” 
 
    I lowered my finger and the sound of ringing could. be heard. 
 
    “Stop it!” he whispered. 
 
    “Hey! Karen! How’s the big winner?” 
 
    “Hi, George. I just want to get this understood…if Roy refuses to pay off on his bet then I just call you and you’ll put that video on Facebutt and talk to all your gambling buddies.” 
 
    “Absolutely. I even put the thirty items to a calendar. Tomorrow is the first, so I expect you to text me a picture a day, proving that he delivers.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Why, is he giving you trouble?” 
 
    “No, no,” I said. Roy was banging his head on the steering wheel and making gurgling sounds. 
 
    “Excellent. You know I love Roy like a brother, but he is a bully at cards, and this is exactly what the doctor ordered. You make him deliver, girl, and he’ll be the better man for it.” 
 
    “I will, George, and thanks.” 
 
    “No problemo. I’ll be waiting for your text messages…or your call.” 
 
    I hung up then and looked across the car at Roy. His hands were tight on the wheel. His face was grim. 
 
    “You…you…” but now he was afraid to bully me. Now he knew that I was going to deliver on any threat. Maybe George was right. Maybe this was what the doctor ordered. 
 
    “Honey…” he tried his best to sound sweet. 
 
    “It starts tomorrow.” 
 
    He squeezed the wheel so hard I thought it was going to come off. 
 
    “And that breast enhancement you wished for me?” 
 
    “Yes?” he asked hopefully, thinking that I would at least let him off on this one item.  
 
    “Who were you going to get to do it?” 
 
    “Sam Wilson is the best plastic surgeon in town, and he owes me. So I figured…” 
 
    I was tapping my phone again. I knew Sam’s wife, and ten seconds later she answered. 
 
    “Hey Martha!” 
 
    “You can’t! You can’t!” whispered Roy. 
 
    “Hi, Karen! What’s the haps?” 
 
    “I had a medical question and I wanted to talk to Sam. Is he there?” 
 
    “Sure. Sam!” 
 
    A moment later Sam’s voice was on the line. “Hi, Karen.” 
 
    “Hi, Sam. Say, I understand Roy talked to you about a breast enhancement for me.” 
 
    A moment of silence. “Uh, have you discussed this with Sam?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And we’re on the same page. I want to go ahead with the breast enhancement.” 
 
    “Oh, well, okay…” 
 
    I knew then that Roy had bullied Sam into the operation. 
 
    “But we want it for him.” 
 
    A second of blinking silence. “What?” 
 
    “Sam wants to get breasts.” 
 
    “What? Wait. What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that Roy would like to get that big, old set of double Ds instead of me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “And we’ll pay for them.” 
 
    I could feel a smile on the other end of the line. Yes, Roy had been bullying. 
 
    “Well, I would have to have affirmation from Roy.” 
 
    I looked at Roy. “Roy, say ‘yes.’ And say it in a loud, clear voice.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was begging, beseeching, desperate. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    I called up the contacts and pressed on George’s number. I held my finger over the circle with the green phone in it. We were about to have a conference call. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “Yes!” He almost shouted it. It was like the pressure was being released and his voice was loud. 
 
    Sam started chuckling. “Okay. Sam wants boobies. Obviously, you and I are going to have a sit down discussion about this, but, if you’re serious, I’ll order up a pair of Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “What are Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    “Gal named Joanie Laurer, ring name Chyna. She was a professional wrestler who had huge boobs implanted in her chest.” 
 
    “Excellent!” I yelped, quite delighted. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll order them now, and I can do the procedure on Thursday.” 
 
    “Excellent, Sam. Thanks a lot!” 
 
    He was laughing when he hung up.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re doing this,” Roy whispered. 
 
    “Believe, baby. Believe.” 
 
    I looked out the window as he drove, and I started to smile. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine, my little lover!” I drew the shades open. 
 
    Roy turned over in bed. Sure, he was feeling a bit of the booze he had imbibed the night before, but he was also avoiding what he knew was coming. 
 
    “Get your ass up or else!” I spoke cheerfully as I ripped the blankets off him. 
 
    “Hey!” but it was weak. He was a defeated man, and we hadn’t even started yet. 
 
    “This is Nair. You put it on your whole body, except for your eyebrows and scalp. Wait fifteen minutes, until it starts to heat up, then shower.” 
 
    “That’s going to take my hair off?” 
 
    “Bald as a baby’s hairless butt,” I agreed. 
 
    Ring ring! 
 
    I looked at my cell phone. Margie Whitlock. Now what the heck? I made a motion to Roy and he slid slowly out of bed. Talk about a slug. 
 
    “Margie! How are you girlfriend?” 
 
    “I am top of the world, girlfriend. Would you like a wig?” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “A wig. I know Roy doesn’t have long hair, and I thought…” 
 
    Roy stood next to the bed, his eyes open, his jaw officially dropped. 
 
    “…so if you need it I can bring it over.” 
 
    “Margie?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How did you find out about Roy, uh, losing at cards the other night?” It had been less than 12 hours! 
 
    “I talked to Rhonda. She talked to Wendy, and…” And eventually it wound down to, “…and she talked to Martha.” 
 
    Oh. My. God! That was half the town right there! 
 
    I looked at Roy, and the expression on his face was absolutely, totally, utterly priceless. Shock. Dismay. Mortification. 
 
    “Sure, we could use a wig. That would be great.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll have it there in a half.” 
 
    “You’ll…okay.” I was dazed. 
 
    She hung up, and I hung up, and Roy’s face looked like it was going to break into tears. “I can’t…the whole town…this is…” 
 
    I pulled myself together and said, “Nair. Now.” 
 
    Disconsolately, he stepped into the bathroom and began reading the back of the bottle. 
 
    I went out to the backyard and just stood there for a long few minutes. 
 
    The whole town knew. She offered me a free wig, and I knew Margie. She was rich and the wig would be a first class one. What the fuck had happened? 
 
    I walked back into the house and into the bedroom. Sam was just getting out of the shower and I loved it. He had lost that big, old bush down there, his limbs were silky smooth, and…I liked the look. It was sort of ‘porn star-ish,’ if you get my drift. Even made his cock look bigger. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a pair of panties. 
 
    He was going through all sorts of sensations, and he was biting his lip and actually shivering a little when he stepped into the panties. 
 
    “Here go,” I tossed him a bra. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I’ve some Aunt Maggie’s breast forms out in the garage. I’ll go get them.” 
 
    I sauntered through the house and out to the garage. Poor, old Aunt Maggie. She had been a well endowed woman…then caught breast cancer. She had passed now, but I still had those big, old honkers of hers. 
 
    I searched through a few bags and boxes and found them. Grinning, I went back through the house and tossed them to Roy. Roy fumbled them, dropped one, and I watched him. 
 
    He’s not a big man, sort of slender, and the panties and bra fit him perfectly. And, funny thing, I felt a little flash of heat down there. Made my knees sort of weak, and I was having trouble looking away from my man’s sexy body. 
 
    He managed to get the over-sized blimps into his bra, and I noticed that his cock was getting really, really big. It was standing out like a tree limb, bobbing up and down as the blood pulsed through it. Could it be that this woman’s clothing thing was exciting him, too? 
 
    “Okay,” I managed to make myself move, “Put on the garter belt and the nylons.” 
 
    His face was a study in confusion, but he pulled up the garter, then sat on the bed and started unrolling the nylons up his legs. 
 
    Oh, man. It was hot. If I had known it was going to be this hot I would have had him do this long ago. 
 
    I picked up a pair of heels and held them out. “Now—“ 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “Hold it, just stay here.” I trotted down the hall towards the front door. 
 
    It was Margie, and with her was Rhonda Shaeffer and Wendy Simpson. Big gossips, but…what was I going to say? I opened the door and Margie held out the wig. “Here’s the wig and, I’m sorry, but Rhonda and Wendy wanted to see.” 
 
    Rhonda held out a pair of high heels. Bigger than mine, they would definitely fit Roy. And they were of good quality. The girl might be a gossip, but she had good taste. “I brought you some old heels. I remembered that I’m a little taller than you, and maybe they would fit Roy?” 
 
    On one hand, this was too much. These women showing up and…and on the other hand…what was it that the doctor ordered? I broke into a grin and held the door open. “Come on in, girls.” 
 
    They crowded in, chattered, and asked, “Where is Roy?” 
 
    “He’s in the back room. Come on.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know what possessed me, except maybe a bit of the devil. 
 
    And, the realization as to why bullying could be fun. 
 
    Ever since I had won the bet I had been in charge. I had cracked the whip and made Roy jump, and…I was liking it. 
 
    So we tromped down the hallway and into the bedroom. 
 
    Roy, of course was under the bed. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. He had actually crawled under the bed! Like a little boy! 
 
    “Roy! Come out of there!” 
 
    I grabbed his leg and pulled, and Margie jumped in and grabbed his other leg, and then wall the ladies were pulling him out from under the bed. 
 
    Roy stood, trembling, like a little deer in the headlights. He was awful cute in his panties and bra. 
 
    The girls just giggled. 
 
    “Roy, Margie brought you a wig. And Rhonda has some great high heels.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” he looked like he was going to faint, and the girls all giggled. 
 
    “Let’s see how it looks,” Margie stepped forward and pulled the wig over his head. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. His face instantly transformed. He wasn’t one of these guys with the big movie star jaws, and he was immediately made softer and more feminine. 
 
    And I was made more squooshy down there. I mean, I was positively wet between the legs! I was so wet, clamping my thighs together so I didn’t spring a leak, that I didn’t move when Rhonda moved in and pushed Roy back on the bed. She began putting her heels on him. 
 
    “Oh, these are perfect.”  
 
    She did one, then the other 
 
    Roy stared at the ladies and was a mix of humiliated and aghastness. He was not only looking feminine, several women were watching him look feminine. 
 
    “Oh, you are marvelous!” whispered Margie. 
 
    Rhonda finished with the little buckles and helped him to his feet. 
 
    The girls clapped and congratulated him, and then it struck me. He was standing there in panties and bra, nylons and heels. And…his boner. 
 
    The other ladies noticed it, too. 
 
    Interestingly, they didn’t seemed shocked by it. Of course, they had all seen cocks before, but it was more than that.  
 
    They were treating him like he was one of them, and the cock just provided a cosmetic problem. 
 
    “What are we going to do with that?” asked Wendy. 
 
    We all looked down to where his big penis pushed out the panties. It was so plainly outlined, and Roy looked down and seemed about to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “How about a tummy shaper?” 
 
    “With a dick that size?” 
 
    “Hmm. I see what you mean.” 
 
    “Don’t men in drag wear tight, little panties called gaffs?” 
 
    There were some nods at that. 
 
    “I’ve got a chastity tube.” 
 
    Everybody looked at Wendy. “Well, Oscar wanted one, so we got it and tried it out, and then he discovered he didn’t like his little weenie being all tied up.” 
 
    There were a few smiles at that. What man…what real man…would like his cock all tied up and squashed into a tube? 
 
    “But I’ve still got it. It should fit. And…” she trailed off. 
 
    The women looked at Roy’s cock some more. 
 
    “We could just tie it back. Tie it to his leg.” 
 
    “But that would still show in some outfits.” 
 
    “The chastity tube,” I blurted. 
 
    Roy looked at me like I was a traitor. 
 
    “It’s the best way. He won’t get big, and we can keep him that way for a month.” 
 
    “Hey?” Roy squeaked. 
 
    “Shut up, dear. The grown ups are talking.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled at that. 
 
    “Okay,” said Margie. 
 
    “I’ll go home and get it right now.” Wendy trotted out of the room. The rest of us just stood there and watched Roy. 
 
    Roy looked like he felt about an inch tall. If there had been a mouse hole in the wall he would have tried to crawl into it. 
 
    “Well, ladies,” I finally said, “Would you like to help me do his make up?” 
 
    Oh, did they. Big grins, little cheers, and they began to move 
 
    To tell the truth, I thought I was going to have to do all the heavy lifting, but these girls were so anxious I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    In fact, the cheerful manner in which they bent to the business of make up…I suspected that had been wanting to give a man a make over for years. 
 
    I know that I was falling in with that feeling. The more we did to Roy the more I wanted to do. 
 
    And I was glad these women were there to help me, because I was so wet now I was afraid I might actually start dripping. 
 
    As for Roy, he was now looking a little grey. But it was out of his hands. He was now an official toy for a bunch of demented ladies. 
 
    Heh heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The ladies walked out of my bedroom, and Roy sat back on the bed. He was stunned, his eyes were glassy. He was in women’s underwear, high heels, and had boobs. Not real boobs, but that would be happening in three days. 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    He asked. 
 
    Tell the truth, I loved the way he was stupified. Mr. Always in Control Big Man. Reduced to a whimpering bitch. 
 
    And, of course, I loved the wet feeling in my own panties. 
 
    I patted his cheek and left him to his own devices. 
 
    The ladies had taken residence on the patio, and they were closely huddled. 
 
    “Let’s get a blonde wig.” 
 
    “His skin is wonderful for make up.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to plump his lips.” 
 
    I sat down, and they all looked at me. Well, I wasn’t normally part of their group, but that barrier was quickly disappearing. 
 
    “Carry on, ladies. I like your plans.” 
 
    So they did, and I got involved, which was only right as Roy was my husband, after all. 
 
    A half hour later Wendy showed up with the chastity tube. She was giggling. “Oscar didn’t want to let it go. He wanted to try it again.” 
 
    “Honestly,” said Margie, taking the little contraption. “What is it with men? Where is the thrill in wanting to lock up their little playthings.” 
 
    All the girls giggled. 
 
    “I think it enhances their desperation,” Wendy said. 
 
    We all stood up and walked back to the bedroom. 
 
    Roy was standing in front of the mirror, looking at himself. His cock was monstrous. I had never seen it so big. 
 
    The ladies moved to him and Margie said, “Well, how do we get it small enough?” 
 
    “You could let him have an orgasm,” said Rhonda. 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “I wasn’t serious.” 
 
    Roy had actually looked hopeful for a second, but now his face crashed. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one thing to do,”Margie said. She grabbed Roy’s cock and pulled it, led him out of the room. 
 
    Roy went up on his tip toes, batted at her hands, but she had a grip on him. 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” Margie asked me. 
 
    “Oh, knock yourself out.” 
 
    Down the hall we went, Roy gurgling helplessly. 
 
    She stood Roy by the table and got a big glass and filled it half with ice. The filled the remainder with water, and placed it on the table. 
 
    “Put your cock in there,” she commanded Roy. 
 
    Roy was beside himself. He wanted to run out screaming, but he was hemmed in by the ladies. 
 
    “I said,” she grabbed him again, “Put your…oh!” 
 
    Roy started cumming. Right in her hand. White semen flowed over her fist and wrist and dripped on the floor. 
 
    He looked down, and was a mix of happy and stunned. 
 
    Margie looked down in dismay. “Oh, my God!” She looked up at Roy. “Don’t you have any self control?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be insulting, Karen, but your husband needs to be trained.” 
 
    “Yes, he does. Perhaps you can give me some pointers.” I was being facetious, but she didn’t take it that way. And that was the point at which I began to wonder about her own relationship with her own husband. 
 
    I mean, ‘trained?’  
 
    But, she did have a point. Maybe if I had stomped on Roy’s bullying before this matters would have come to this. 
 
    “Very well, young man. That was a free one,” she wiped her hand on his chest. “But I’m not going to be giving you any more free ones.” 
 
    “Make him earn a squirt,” Margie,” Wendy chimed in. 
 
    Make him earn a squirt. How novel. I was learning things. 
 
    She still made Roy put his cock in the glass of ice water. His cock was limp, but still a little big and flabby. We needed it tight and small. 
 
    Roy grunted and would have left, but she kept a hold on his balls, kept his member in the ice water. 
 
    And it shrunk. Delightfully so. It was like a little prune. 
 
    Margie pulled it out and put the ring around his package. Wendy shoved the tube over his cock. Rhonda locked the lock. Roy was now trapped, but good. 
 
    I sauntered over and examined the thing. Being trapped caused an instant reaction, and even though he had just cum, his cock tried to get hard. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “That’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t think it’s so cute when he’s following you around like a puppy dog, begging and humping your leg.” 
 
    We all laughed at that. Roy gave a sickly smile. 
 
    But I was wondering. Seeing his cock all trapped like that gave me a little surge of wetness. I felt a little puff of a glow between my thighs. It was almost like a tiny, weenie orgasm. 
 
    But, no! A woman couldn’t have an orgasm just from locking her husband’s cock up, could she? 
 
    “Okay, what next?” 
 
    What was next was we walked back to the bedroom. Roy had his head bent over and was staring at the little contrivance hanging on his cock. I could already see the blood trying to pump through his tool. 
 
    In the bedroom the ladies sat him down at my vanity table and began to go to work. 
 
    Rhonda and Wendy worked on his fingernails, giving him long, red claws. Margie worked on his face. And I sat back and watched him. 
 
    Men are strange creatures. They want to pump iron and bump their chests. Never have I seen a man try to look pretty.  
 
    Now I was seeing a man starting to look pretty in spite of anything he might want. 
 
    One by one his nails grew long and sexy They were a bright red, a blood red, and shiny. And the girls used my strongest glue, and my thickest lacquer. Man, those nails were on to stay! 
 
    And Margie plumped his lips, several times, and they puffed up and looked so much more fuller. Then she prepped his face and really went to work. Shortly she was blushing him, then applying eye shadow. 
 
    She was good. She had disguised his few masculine features with make up, made his jaw looked rounder, his face shadows took on a feminine cast, and his eyes began to sparkle. She painted his lips red with some lipstain she had in her purse, then put gloss on them to make them pop. 
 
    Oh, baby. Did he look good! 
 
    I had thought I was going to have to teach him everything, put his make up on every day, and I would have gotten tired of that pretty quick. 
 
    But these girls were dedicated, and thorough. And very fastidious. When they were done he looked like a woman. 
 
    Not a drag queen with slutty make up, but a beautiful woman. 
 
    And the final thing… “Okay,” Margie said. “This has been fun.” She turned to me. “Do you mind if we come over and keep him this way? I don’t mean to be intrusive, but this has been so much fun, and…” 
 
    She stumbled in her speech and I knew she was having a thought. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I saw a picture of the, uh, agreement you have with your husband.” 
 
    Damn that George! He must have clicked a pic of the paper Roy had handed to me. Or…no. Maybe Lily showed her. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you really going to have him have, uh…breast enhancement?” 
 
    I smiled. So that was it. I actually wondered if she had done this to men before. “I made an appointment for Thursday.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh.” She called the other girls over and whispered to them, and all the women giggled and laughed and kept glancing at poor, miserable Roy. 
 
    “Can we be there?” 
 
    Hunh! Wow! these gals were crazy! I said, “Sure,” I answered without thinking. 
 
    The girls eventually went home, with promises to come back on following days and help me take care of their new, little girlfriend. 
 
    And the day passed. I texted a picture to George, and received a text back with a big thumbs up. Later, I would find out that he had put it on Facebutt, where it was getting zillions of likes. 
 
    So much for Roy avoiding anybody finding out. 
 
    But, it was pointed out that he was a manly man delivering on a bet, and people were actually complimenting him. 
 
    I guess nobody likes a four flusher, and everybody likes a man who keeps his word. 
 
    As for Roy, he spent the day in a funk. He sat in the living room and watched TV, a glass filled with bourbon and Coke being refilled regularly. 
 
    But he wasn’t bullying me anymore. 
 
    In fact, he just watched the game, and the look on his face…it was very reflective. 
 
    More important, I could see the little bump in his dress when he sat down. It kept doing a tiny, little bob. Blood was trying to get into the poor thing…and failing. 
 
    And most importantly, seeing him all dressed up…it was affecting me. I have normal sexual urges, I get a little horny once or twice a week, never enough for Roy, but…but now I was horny all the time. 
 
    Seeing him walk through the house in his high heels, awkward but learning, seeing his ass swaying, watching the bounce of his fake boobs, I was actually like a girl in heat. 
 
    A couple of times I actually walked away from him, went into the bathroom and made a fist and pressed it against my pussy. 
 
    And…I jilled off. I know, not ladylike, but if you could have seen Roy, sashaying around like an uncoordinated model, you’d have done the dirty, too. 
 
    Anyhoo, the week went. The girls came by each day, and they brought friends, and by Thursday, when all of them showed up to escort him down to the doctor’s office for his new boobs, he was actually used to them. Sort of. 
 
    At least, they would talk to him, and he actually managed to answer them in a civil, and even sometimes joking, manner. And then we were at the doctor’s office and the girls all waited outside. 
 
      
 
    “I heard about your bet,” Sam grinned when he came into the exam room. He was a gruff sort of looking fifty, but with a wise cracking grin. 
 
    Roy hung his head. 
 
    I smiled. “It actually turned out to be fun. Learning poker, I mean.” 
 
    “Well, it may be fun, but I’m going to be very careful before I sit in with you.” 
 
    His droll manner had me chuckling. 
 
    “So, how about it, Roy? Are you looking forward to a world class set of ta tas?” 
 
    Roy grunted. 
 
    “That’s Roy-speak for yes.’ 
 
    “I figured. Okay, let me explain how this works. I’m not going to give you permanent boobs. I’m going to give you something called vacation boobs. I inject a solution into your chest, it sets like boobs, and a month or so later your body absorbs it and you’re back to being the studly male we all know.” 
 
    Roy looked at him. There was pain in there, but there was also curiosity. I realized he had been a woman for a half a week, but things were happening. 
 
    “Now, take off your shirt and lay back here and let’s get started. 
 
    Roy lay back on the exam table and Sam rolled out a tray. The tray had several needles on it, and a couple of big gallon containers? 
 
    Sam began to inject the solution into Roy’s chest, and I was absolutely mesmerized. He went around each pectoral, taking his time, making measurements. His right pectoral began to bulge, then to take a small mound shape. It actually looked like a little boob. 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Sam answered me. “We’re just laying the ground work.” 
 
    He injected solution into the other pectoral muscle and Roy now had two small boobs on his chest. 
 
    Then Sam went to town. He kept making injections, and the skin swelled up, and Roy’s tits began to get bigger and bigger. 
 
    “What about those China things?” I asked, at one point. 
 
    “Chyna 2000s, I could do that, I sort of wanted to,” he was really focused on his work, “but they are too permanent. If Roy likes these, then we can certainly do that. But I realized there might be a skin stretch problem. I can actually make his boobs quite large, and make sure there’s no medical problems, using just the vacation boob method.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Can we make an appointment for the China things for next month?” 
 
    Roy groaned. “No! You’re not going to…” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that card game stuff, and I think I could beat him again.” 
 
    Sam chuckled and said, “Don’t make me laugh. This is delicate work.” 
 
    I laughed for him. 
 
    Roy cried. 
 
      
 
    I put Roy’s bra on him before he even sat up, and when he did sit up he had the most wonderful set of breasts I had ever seen. Truthfully, I thought they were better than mine. 
 
    I helped him off the table while Sam watched, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “That’ll fix you for that inside straight you pulled on me last year.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Roy groaned. Then he staggered a bit. “My balance is off.” 
 
    “It will be for a couple of days. But you’ll get used to it. You’ll also have some muscle soreness as your body adapts to the redistribution of weight. But you’ll survive.” 
 
    “Yippee,” Roy grumped. 
 
    I had made Roy wear full feminine apparel to Sam’s office, and now I buttoned up his blouse and tucked it in to his skirt. 
 
    “I hope you’re happy,” he said in the most dispirited voice I had ever heard. 
 
    “Quite happy, honey. Shall we go?” 
 
    Sam walked us to the front door, and when we stepped outside we got a huge surprise. There must have been a hundred women waiting, and when Sam stepped into view they rose up in a mighty cheer. 
 
    Sam’s mouth dropped open and he just stood there. 
 
    Margie and the girls started chanting, “Show us! Show us! Show us!” 
 
    We were on the second floor balcony, and everybody was yelling, and the girls were chanting, so I began to unbutton Sam’s blouse. 
 
    He looked at me, I think he wanted me to stop, but I was in charge now. That was one thing I had learned over the past few days. Sam dressing like a woman had made him into what he saw women as…second class. Supposed to follow orders. So he just stood there and silently protested, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I opened his blouse, his new boobs were plain to see, and the crowd roared. I mean…they really screamed! 
 
    After a short bit I began to button him up again. And I saw that his lower lids were filling with tears. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    I wanted to give him a lesson in humility. I didn’t want to hurt him! 
 
    I waved to everybody and hustled him down the walk, out the back way to the parking lot, and to our car. 
 
    Some of the crowd followed, but I just smiled and worked the car through the parking lot. 
 
    As soon as we left the parking lot Roy began crying. And I don’t mean just a few light sobs. He began to bawl like a baby. 
 
    We weren’t far from home, and I drove quickly. He just sat in the passenger seat and his body shook and the tears poured out. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway and got out. I helped him out and walked him up the walk to the front door. 
 
    Inside the house Roy went into the living room and sat down. He was still crying. 
 
    Oh, God. What had I done? 
 
    I went into the kitchen and mixed him a bourbon and Coke. I brought it to him and he drank half of it in a gulp, then put the glass down and kept crying. 
 
    I sat next to him. I put my arms around him and he kept sobbing, crying into me. He was totally out of control, and I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Was this a major breakdown? Had I broken my man? 
 
    I had all these misgivings, but now I couldn’t move. His arms were around my body and he was pressing on me, forcing me back. All I could do was just sit there, my arms around him, and soothe him. 
 
    And he started say, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry…” over and over and over. 
 
    We had arrived home at three o’clock. He cried for four hours. Sometimes sobbing violently, sometimes just snuffling. By seven o’clock it was dark, and he just sat against me. He had stopped crying and just sat there. 
 
    Finally, I said, “Roy? Are you all right.” 
 
    He snuffled some more, then drew away from me a little. He wiped his face and said, “But I’ve really messed up my make up.” And he laughed. 
 
    Oh, thank God, he laughed. 
 
    I brushed his hair back and kissed him gently on the lips. “We can fix that.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He moved further back and I was able to get up. He saw his unfinished drink and picked it up. The ice cubes had long melted, but he quaffed the remainder easily. 
 
    I took his hand and helped him up. “Come on. Let’s go repair the damage.” 
 
    We went back to the bedroom and sat down and I cleaned his face and began putting more mascara on him. 
 
    “I’m different now,” he said. 
 
    I nodded. “That’s obvious.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry I was a bully.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” 
 
    “I’ll try to control myself after this.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    His face repaired, we stood up, gazed at each other. for a while, then he said, “I guess I really deserved this.” 
 
    “You really make me horny.” 
 
    That caught him by surprise, and it caught me by surprise. I mean, it just sort of blurted out. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Seeing you all sexy like this…it’s…I’m horny. My pussy is on fire for you.” 
 
    He grinned. “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s go eat dinner. Then we can discuss my new found feelings of love.” 
 
    We went to the kitchen and I made us a couple of hamburgers. Heavy on the mayo, a fair helping of onion, swiss cheese. The meat was grade A, and we chomped and chewed and gazed into each other’s eyes. 
 
    Yes. He was different. He was softer. 
 
    No, he wasn’t sissy soft, though I had a feeling that making a man dress like a woman could do that to some men. It was more like he was just…softer. More considerate. Not so willing to tell me how life would be, and willing to listen to what I said. 
 
    We finished our hamburgers, and he poured us a couple of drinks, and we sat in the kitchen and just talked and talked. He told me how weird it felt to have somebody put make up on him, but how cool it was, too. 
 
    I told him how everybody in town was on his side. He wasn’t much for Facebutt, and he was amazed when I got out the iPad and showed him all the well wishes, and the few sneers. 
 
    He smiled when people congratulated him for being a real man. As for the sneers, when somebody called him a sissy he just shrugged and said, “They don’t really know, do they.” 
 
    Finally, we took the picture for the day and sent it to George. George would put it on Facebutt, and he sent us back a cheerful note. ‘Man, you look good!’ Then he sent us another text: ‘Maybe I should try that.’ 
 
    Roy and I laughed and looked at each other, then he took the iPad and began typing. I read it upside down before he sent it. 
 
      
 
    Be careful. 
 
    Being a woman isn’t for sissies. 
 
     
 
    “George as a woman?” I quipped. 
 
    “I’ll lend him my breast forms,” Roy responded, and we both chuckled. 
 
    Then we grew silent. Very silent. And I knew Roy was thinking of something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to think that I really am perverted.” 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” I spoke wryly. 
 
    “Says the man in the dress,” he agreed. Then: “There was one item on the list…” 
 
    I knew what he was going to say. 
 
    “Item thirty. I wasn’t going to make you do that.” 
 
    He watched me for a long second, then said, “You should.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    “In for a penny…in for a pound.” 
 
    “But that’s…” I trailed off. 
 
    “I think I need that for this lesson in humility to be complete.” 
 
    “You realized what you’re saying?” 
 
    “I surely do.” His gaze was firm, and I was struck by how beautiful his made up eyes were. 
 
    He was talking about the last item on the list. He had wanted anal sex. He had wanted to fuck my butt, but I had never been into that. The old Roy would have demanded. Now he was demanding that I have anal sex with him. That I put something up his butt. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “I am.” He nodded. 
 
    I reached forward and held his hands. His long, perfectly manicured hands. “Honey, we don’t have to if you—“ 
 
    “Yes. We do. I’m an asshole. I’ve been mean. If you don’t do this I could possibly back slide. I want this as a permanent reminder of who’s in charge.” 
 
    “Hell, I’ll nag at you, if you want.” 
 
    He smiled a rueful smile. “Honey, I know we still have that strap on.” 
 
    “The one we never used?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    I sighed. I patted his hands, then I placed my hand on his cheek and looked deeply into his eyes. “Then I guess it’s time we went all the way. It’s time we made you into a real woman.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I stood up and pulled his hand. 
 
    We walked down the hallway, our heels clicking loudly. I looked back at him, my beautiful woman/man, and smiled. 
 
    We entered the bedroom and I led him to the bed. I turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. Slowly,  without taking my eyes off his, I began undoing his blouse. 
 
    He reached out to undo the buttons on mine. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me quizzically. 
 
    “I’m the man this time. I don’t want you to see my chest and be reminded of…of me as a woman.” 
 
    He nodded, and knew I was right. 
 
    I took off his blouse and tossed it to the floor. “Men are messy,” I said. “You can pick that up tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he smiled. 
 
    I undid his skirt and pulled it down. I threw it on the floor. 
 
    I was face to face with the feminine him now. His breasts, so very real, would last a month. His make up was mostly permanent, and would be reapplied periodically. And I wondered how far beyond a month he would want to go. 
 
    That he would want to go further I felt for a certainty. 
 
    I kissed him. I held his chin and forced my mouth over his. I didn’t let myself be kissed, I was the man, and I took the kiss. 
 
    I backed off and he was breathless, his eyes dark in the gloom, staring at me. 
 
    I went to the dresser and took out the strap on. He watched as I buckled it on and fit the big cock into the socket. 
 
    “God,” he said. “It looks huge.” 
 
    “It is huge, baby. I’m a big man.” 
 
    He laughed and I grinned. His laugh was nervous, but more nervous with anticipation than fear. But there was fear thee, too. 
 
    I stood in front of him. I stared at his plump, red lips. I whispered, “Suck my cock.” 
 
    He slithered off the bed onto his knees. He put his mouth around my plastic penis and began to bob his head back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re a good, little cock sucker.” 
 
    I moved my hips forward until he gagged, then I drew back. “I told you I was big.” 
 
    For a long minute he blew me. God, it was hot, and I wished I could shoot the juice down his throat. 
 
    Finally, I reached down and grabbed him under the arms, his hairless, sweet smelling arms, and I lifted him. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and bent his head back, I ravaged his mouth. I kissed that soft pearl like it was the last pearl, and I was a desperate treasure hunter. At the same time my hands roamed over his breasts. I squeezed them until he groaned. I pulled on the nipples. Finally, I bent my head and began kissing them, pulling them with my teeth. My hand went down to his groin. 
 
    He was wearing the chastity tube, but I could feel it pulsing as the cock inside tried to get harder. I squeezed his balls until his legs started to buckle, then I pushed him back again. 
 
    He was leaning on the bed, supported by his elbows, looking up at me. He was so virgin, so trusting, so ready. His was a delicious fear that I couldn’t wait to gobble. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    He made it to his feet and turned around. 
 
    I felt his ass, so smooth and hairless, so plump and ready. 
 
    I pushed on his back and he laid the top of his body, those big, delicious boobs, flat on the bed. 
 
    I moved closer, and put my penis to his hole. 
 
    “Lube,” he gasped. 
 
    I laughed. “I shouldn’t.” But I did. I slapped lube into his asshole and massaged. My fingers reamed him, woke up his nerves, and by the time I was done and he was good and lubed he was moaning. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, bitch?” 
 
    He looked over his shoulder, his face framed by soft hair, gulping nervously. His eyes were afraid, but he was determined. 
 
    I pushed into him. 
 
    He froze, and his body locked up. The moment of fear was past. He was no longer a virgin. I now possessed him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered. 
 
    I began to saw back and forth, moving my hips and running that long peter into him. 
 
    He groaned again, and his ass rose to meet my penis. Again and again and again. 
 
    He began to whimper, and I could feel his ass muscles squeezing, trying to hold on to my slippery snake. 
 
    I grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. His back was arched, and I was deeply impaled. “I love you, and I take what I want.” 
 
    He gulped loudly. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    There is a moment, when you fuck somebody, that he, or she, becomes yours. It is a moment of power. The taken gives up their power, and the taker takes it. That is what happened with us. 
 
    He felt himself dissolving, giving up, submitting to my power. He began to cry, to sob in gratitude, and I pushed ever harder into him. 
 
    And he began to cum. First time, and he actually achieved an anal orgasm. How often does that happen? 
 
    But, then, he really wanted to submit. 
 
    His hips jerked and his ass pushed back desperately, and I could feel his resistance disappearing entirely. 
 
    I had made him a woman. I had fucked him. Now he was mine.  
 
    And I was stunned by the feeling of power that washed through me. 
 
    And I wondered how many more men I could do this to. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had it!” 
 
    “Oh, come on. It was only sex!” 
 
    “With my best friend!” 
 
    I glared at Ben from my side of the car. 
 
    “It didn’t mean anything. We’re just friends.” 
 
    “Yeah, fuck friends. Don’t our marriage vows mean anything?” 
 
    “Of course they do! I work hard and make money and…” 
 
    “And cheat on me.” 
 
    “I’ve already told you that it doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    “How would you feel if I was out fucking somebody?” 
 
    He was silent. I could see his face getting somber. He didn’t like the idea of me opening my legs, but it was okay for him to cheat on me. 
 
    “Look, you really need to take a chill pill.” 
 
    He turned on our street and then into our driveway. 
 
    Ben was a slender fellow, not much in the big, muscular man thing, and I think that was why he was always cheating. Simply, he was trying to prove he was a man, and he thought that was proven by how many women he could fuck. 
 
    I got out of the car and slammed the door. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled, getting out of the car after me.  
 
    “Fuck you!” I tossed back over my shoulder. 
 
    I entered the house, stomped up the stairs, and into our bedroom. 
 
    Now my bedroom. I slammed the door and locked it. 
 
    Ten seconds later he was knocking on the door. “Don’t you fucking lock me out!” 
 
    “Why don’t you go sleep with one of your fuck friends!” I screamed. 
 
    So he kicked the door down. Took him two kicks. Weaky. 
 
    He stomped past me and got ready for bed. 
 
    I walked out of the room and slept on the couch downstairs. And as I lay there, covered by a scratchy, uncomfortable blanket, seething with anger, I wondered what to do. 
 
    I had read all the books, scoured the internet, and I was at my wit’s end. I had talked to him honestly, I had gotten him to admit his affairs, he had said he would do better, but tonight I had caught him in a closet with my best friend. My former best friend. 
 
    And I realized: I had just ended a friendship…why couldn’t I end a marriage? 
 
    Because there was still love there. 
 
    So was I doomed to life with a philandering husband? 
 
    If only I could make him see. If only I could let him know how it felt. If only. 
 
    And in those dark hours of the morning I began to come up with a plan. 
 
     
 
    “Hello, honey,” I kissed Ben and took his jacket. 
 
    He looked at me suspiciously. “I thought you were angry?” 
 
    “Oh, that…no. Like you said, it’s only sex.” 
 
    He smiled. “I’m glad you’re coming around.” 
 
    “Sure. And I made your favorite dinner tonight. Want a drink, first?” 
 
    “Sure.” he grinned. 
 
    I handed him a tall glass. Ice swirled in it, and the half and half bourbon and Coke would disguise any taste. 
 
    He glugged a couple of glugs, sighed. “Ah, the drink of the Gods.” 
 
    “Why don’t you have a seat and watch the news. I’ll have your dinner out in a jiffy.” 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    He sat down in the recliner, clicked on the TV, and I heard the sounds of the football game. Excellent. He would finish that drink, and I would even give him another one. 
 
    I went into the kitchen to finish cooking his steak. Not long after I served him. He leaned forward in the recliner, ate his dinner on a folding tray, and ignored me. 
 
    “Yeah! Tackle that son of a bitch!” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    A few hours later I walked into our bedroom. The bedroom door was still off the hinge, but I ignored it. 
 
    “So you’re going to come back to me,” he grinned. Fool thought he was successful in cheating. He had done it and now was getting away with it. 
 
    “It’s only sex,” I smiled. 
 
    “Excellent, because I’ve been needing some.” 
 
    “This weekend, honey. I’m having a period now.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” he wheezed unhappily. “Why don’t they invent a pill that gets rid of periods.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ll be over it by the week end, then we can have some real fun.” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    A few minutes later he was laying on his side, snoring, and I was laying on my back, smiling at the ceiling. 
 
     
 
    A couple of days passed and it was the weekend. And it was time to see if my plan was going to work. It should. I had been giving him double doses of Leuprolide. 
 
    Interesting enough, I found out whether the drug worked not through my own actions, but through the actions of a girl who worked with Ben. 
 
    He came home from work, and I was ready to go. I was dressed sexy. I had been to the beauty salon, my tits were in his favorite half bra, standing out with my big nipples jutting through the thin material of my blouse. 
 
    He walked in, right past me, and into the kitchen. I heard the clank of bottles and walked in, puzzled. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    He ignored me for the moment. He took down a glass, put some ice in it, unscrewed both the Coke and the bourbon, and poured both liquids into the glass at the same time. 
 
    He picked up the glass and quaffed it. I mean, the whole thing. In just a few seconds. 
 
    At that moment I was actually so surprised that I didn’t even consider that my plan might be working. 
 
    He placed the glass on the counter and mixed himself another drink. He drank half of it before he slowed down. 
 
    He stood there, breathing heavily, like an ox that had been hit on the forehead with a four by four. 
 
    “What in heaven’s name is going on?” 
 
    He turned to me, and his face was writ in misery. I know that sounds weird, but that phrase is the only way to describe the emotion coming out of him. 
 
    “It didn’t work.” 
 
    “What didn’t work.” 
 
    He looked down at his pants, took a deep breath, and said, “My penis! It didn’t work!” 
 
    “You were going to fuck somebody,” I breathed out. 
 
    “Shit!” he blurted. His hands clenched and unclenched. The muscles in his face writhed. “It wouldn’t even get hard! It just laid there…like a slug. It…it wouldn’t work!” 
 
    Aha! I exulted on the inside. On the outside I was the picture of concern. 
 
    “Not your penis!” 
 
    “My penis! My fucking penis! It didn’t work!” 
 
    I felt like jumping into the air and clicking my heels, high fiving myself and turning somersaults. He wasn’t going to be cheating on me any more. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I soothed, patting his arm. “Take it out and let’s see if I can get it working.” 
 
    For a second he didn’t want to. There was shame and humiliation, and manly failure, but he couldn’t resist. He unzipped his pants and took out his member. 
 
    He was average sized. Maybe six inches. Not a big man, but not a small one, either. 
 
    I reached out and took his penis in hand. It lay there, a slug, not moving, not quivering, certainly not throbbing and pulsing. 
 
    I squeezed it. “Do you feel that?” 
 
    “I feel it, but nothing happens.” 
 
    Oh, God. This was good. 
 
    I knelt and opened my mouth. I sort of like giving head. I like feeling those big, swollen balls, all ready to pump out the pudding. And I love looking up while my lips are sliding back and forth, and seeing the look of sublime pleasure on a man’s face. And, I’ll tell the truth, I even like how the stuff tastes. It’s sort of, in a weird way, like eating oysters, but a little saltier. 
 
    I took his penis and sucked on it, and it was like sucking on a rubber band. It just didn’t get stiff. 
 
    “Do you feel that? Is it good?” 
 
    His eyes showed his frustration. “I feel it, it feels good, but Mr. Happy just doesn’t want to get happy!” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, tucking his tool back in his pants and zipping him up. “This looks serious.” 
 
    “It is!” 
 
    “How about if I call the doctor?” 
 
    “Uh…” he didn’t want the embarrassment. But the idea of an unworking prick was greater in his mind, so he finally nodded. 
 
    I dialed a number and it was picked up. 
 
    THe girl on the other end said, “Hi, Shelly. Did you want me to play the doctor?” 
 
    I did. I spoke carefully. “Hi, Doctor Winslow. My husband has a problem…” 
 
    Ben started waving his hands, but I ignored him. How was he supposed to see a doctor if he couldn’t even talk about it? 
 
    “Well, his penis isn’t working. No, it isn’ an especially big cock,” I could feel his ego shrivel with that one. “Maybe five inches. His balls feel firm enough, but…maybe they’re a little soft, too. Just in th last few days.” I shrugged at him. “Uh huh. You’ll have to ask him. Can you make a house call? My husband is sort of embarrassed about this.” 
 
    Ben nodded his head. He was real antsy, walking back and forth, feeling his groin, and looking so unhappy. 
 
    “Tonight? You can? Oh, that would be wonderful.” 
 
    I hung up the phone and turned to Ben. “She’s actually going to be in the area.” 
 
    “She? It’s a she?” 
 
    “Yes. Is that a problem? I mean, that’s who was on call. You didn’t want to wait, did you? Besides, she sounded very professional.” 
 
    “No. I guess it’s all right. I would have preferred…” 
 
    “Go make another drink. It’ll help calm you down.” 
 
    Tell the truth, I had gotten tired of mixing the pills in his drinks, and I had mixed a bottle of pills into the bottle of bourbon. He was giving himself his own limp pills. 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later, after dinner, and a couple more drinks, we heard the knock on the door. Ben hung back, but I strode to the door quickly and opened it. 
 
    Sandy Winslow was one of my oldest friends, and it was a modern miracle that Ben hadn’t ferreted her out and tried to hit on her. The joy was that she had majored in drama. She had worked in Hollywood, and was making a good living, but she was currently on hiatus, and when I called her to ask about my plan she had volunteered to help out. Now she stood on the stoop in a professional dress and holding a doctor’s bag. 
 
    “Hi, Dr. Winslow, I can’t thank you enough for coming. Ben is…he’s quite upset by his situation.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Gardner.” 
 
    I brought her into the house. Ben was sitting on the recliner, the front flap not up, and just sort of rocking back and forth. He got up and shook hands when I introduced him. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Mr. Gardner. Can I sit here? Excellent.” She pulled a dining room chair around and faced Ben. “Why don’t you explain what is happening.” 
 
    Ben’s face was already red. He didn’t know the good ‘doctor’ from Adam, and he was having to talk about his most prized possession, and how it didn’t work. 
 
    “Well, uh, I was trying to…uh…” 
 
    “Please don’t be embarrassed, Mr. Gardner. I have spoken to many people, many men, about Erectile Dysfunction. And it is good that you called me. Now, you are trying to say that you were going to make love but your penis had trouble getting erect.” 
 
    He nodded, gulping, his face redder than a sunburned apple. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Sandy turned to me. “And when did you notice he was having, uh, troubles.” 
 
    “Oh, it wasn’t with me.” I kept the most innocent look on my face. 
 
    “It…wasn’t?” Sandy looked honestly surprised. She was a great actress. “Who was it with?” She turned back to Ben. 
 
    “Uh. I was with this girl from the office and…” 
 
    “So you were cheating.” She stated it bluntly. If Ben had been thinking, he would have objected, but he was caught in his own webs. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “That’s okay. The only reason this concerns me is that some men have psychological reactions to the fact of cheating. You would be surprised at how many penises are limp just because the man feels guilty about cheating on his wife.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…I…” 
 
    “But go on. Tell me, in detail, exactly what happened.” 
 
    Ben glanced at me. He had told me he had cheated before, but he had never had to relay explicit details. His face was suddenly red. Or perhaps I should say redder. 
 
    “Well, uh…we were in a closet.” 
 
    “Standing up then.” 
 
    “Yes. We didn’t have access to a bed, and…uh…” 
 
    “Go on. Tell me about the foreplay.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Foreplay. We didn’t have much. She just, we went into the closet and she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth and…uh…” 
 
    Fellatio. She gave you a blow job.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he nodded, and avoided looking at me. Hell, maybe I should have been making him repeat the juicy details all along. 
 
    “Do you have much sensation in your penis?” 
 
    “I…yes. I felt…everything. But…I couldn’t get hard.” 
 
    “Okay. You were cheating, no foreplay, and your penis failed to erect. Go on.” 
 
    Her words were like daggers to him. He was actually, physically jerking. 
 
    “Well, she sucked on me for a while.” 
 
    “Did your penis start to fill with blood?” 
 
    “No. No. It just…it was…it just laid there. I mean, in her mouth.” 
 
    “So it was flaccid. What else?” 
 
    “That’s about it. She sort of got upset, but tried to mask it. She put me back in my pants and whispered, “Don’t worry. It’s only sex.” 
 
    Bingo, that one hit me between the eyes. It was what he had said to me. It’s only sex. 
 
    “Well, I hate to disagree with you, Mr. Gardner, but it is not ‘just’ sex. The health of the penis, the ability to get hard, can relate to the health of your body. Your failure to become erect could be masking serious conditions.” 
 
    “Oh…really?” Concern was in his eyes. 
 
    “Absolutely. Take your penis out.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She sat there, her hand actually open, waiting. 
 
    “But…I…right here?” 
 
    “Mr. Gardner, I realize this is quite difficult for you, but I need to do a full examination. It starts with a simple examination of your penis.” 
 
    “Oh, uh…” he stood up, his face mirrored the helplessness he felt inside. He unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped, and his pants fell. Then he pulled down his boxers. 
 
    His penis hung. Limp. It was maybe four inches, and not a bone in it. 
 
    I kept my face straight as Sandy reached for it, took it in her hand. 
 
    Ben stood there, and looked like he wanted to be anywhere else but here. 
 
    She pulled it, turned it over. She tapped it. “Do you feel this?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a pinwheel type thing.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s called a Wartenberg Wheel. It’s used to test neurological reactions.” She took his cock in her hand. It was quite sexy, really, her red fingernails holding his member. Even though he was limp it was sexy. 
 
    “Now tell me how this feels.” 
 
    She rolled the Wartenberg thingie up his cock. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, and he looked down so hard he was actually a little cross-eyed.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can feel that, it’s…it’s sexual. It’s exciting.” 
 
    “But you’re not getting erect.” 
 
    “Uh, no. But that feeling…it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    His hips were jerking and she kept him there by the simple expedient of holding onto his cock hard. 
 
    She moved the wheel to the head of his cock and rolled it. The little pins on the wheel crossed over the head, left little red marks.” 
 
    “Oh, FUCK!” 
 
    He managed to jerk back then. 
 
    “Mr. Gardner, a little self control, if you please. I have to check all of your penis. And your balls, too.” 
 
    She held out her hand and he reluctantly moved forward. “But how can that make me horny and yet I can’t get hard?” 
 
    “Your nerves are working. It’s your penis that isn’t working. You should have full sensation, yet…” she shrugged and began rolling the Wartenberg over his balls. 
 
    Ben began to shift, and his knees bent, and he moved his weight around. It was obvious this was causing an excruciating sensation, but the good ‘Doctor’ just rolling it and rolling it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted at one point. this feels…I should be able to cum from this!” 
 
    “You should,” said Sandy. “This is a little worrisome. Take off all your clothes, please.” 
 
    “All?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t have a gown, but this is a medical examination. 
 
    Ben looked lost and hopeless as he took off his clothes. He stood before Sandy with his hands covering his manhood. 
 
    Sandy took a stethoscope out of her bag, put it on, and started listening to Ben’s body. 
 
    First she placed the cold stethoscope on his back, and he jumped. She kept moving it around, listening, and saying, ‘Mmm. Yes. Okay.” I wondered if she even knew what she was supposed to be listening for. But, whatever, she was acting thoroughly professional and Ben was falling for it. 
 
    She grabbed his nuts and said, “Cough.” 
 
    Ben coughed. 
 
    “Mmmm.” She began listening to his chest. She placed a hand on his pectoral, over his nipple, and he blinked. 
 
    “Take a breath. Again. Again.” 
 
    Ben breathed in and out, and Sandy kept moving her palm over his nipple. It was a small motion, but I could tell it was exciting to Ben. Exciting, except that his dick didn’t respond to her stimulation. 
 
    “All right,” she reached into her bag and took out gloves and a large jar of lube. “I’m going to have to examine your prostate, Mr. Gardner. Why don’t you put your hands on the table there and bend over.” She put on the gloves with a snap. 
 
    Ben did so, and his face was priceless. 
 
    Sandy rubbed his butt briefly, then placed a big finger full of lube on his rectum. She began working it in, and Ben’s face grew redder and redder. Honestly, if you painted a happy face on a cherry, it would look like Bens’ face right then. 
 
    Then Sandy began working here finger in and out. Wiggling it around. Rubbing his inner walls. 
 
    “Okay, this is the prostate.” She pushed in harder and he grunted. “It’s a little undersized. Let me…” she pulled out her hand and stuck two fingers into him. 
 
    “Gah!” he blurted. 
 
    “It’s okay, Mr. Gardner. Just take it easy. I have to be thorough, but we’ll be done in a short while.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “If you have a glass?” she asked me. 
 
    I quickly handed her a glass and she placed it under his cock. 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “I need to examine your semen.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    For a short while she massaged his prostate, and his penis began to drip. Long drools seeped out of the head of his slack cock, and he stared down at the goo in wonder. 
 
    Sandy, her fingers in his butt and pressing on his prostate, took advantage of the moment to make a face at me. She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I snorted, which was a stifled, choked up laugh. 
 
    Ben looked up at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I had my face back under control “Nothing. I just coughed.” 
 
    Sandy kept working him, and then the semen lessened, and stopped. 
 
    She took her finger out and slapped his butt. “All done.” 
 
    Ben straightened up, and he had a hard time looking at the woman who had just had her fingers up his butt. 
 
    “Well,” she picked up the glass. “I’ll take this to the lab and get back to you with the results.” 
 
    “But what’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “I won’t know until I see the lab results. I will say that cheating may be at the root of your problem.” 
 
    Now he wouldn’t look at me. “Cheating.” 
 
    “Yes. Human beings are complex creatures, and when a person breaks trust with another…well, things happen. But we won’t go there, yet. Let’s examine the lab results, and then we’ll see.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    The exam was officially over, and Ben excused himself and left the room. I knew what he was going to do. He was going to wipe all the lube off his ass. 
 
    I walked Sandy out to her car. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted, when we were standing next to the car door. “You were perfect.” 
 
    “I was afraid I missed a couple of things, but he bought it.” 
 
    “How did you know how to give a prostate exam?” 
 
    “Oh, heck. I’m from Hollywood, and men don’t have sex there, they just get prostate exams.” 
 
    We giggled, then she said. “Give it a week, I’ll phony up some lab results, and then we can lower the boom on him.” 
 
    “Thank you so much. You have no idea how much this means to me.” 
 
    “Actually, I do. Did you know that 1 out of 5 men cheat on their wives? And I’ve had a couple of that lousy 20%.” She spoke wryly as she tossed the bag into the back of her car, then she gave a quick glance over my shoulder, gave me a quick hug, and she was off. 
 
    Back inside the house Ben was pouring himself yet another drink. 
 
    “Better ease up on the drinking,” I suggested. 
 
    His face was still red from the exam, and he merely said. “I need it.” 
 
    Huh. I guess he did. 
 
    And I went upstairs to jill off. 
 
      
 
    The next week was the most fun I had ever had. After all, I knew the joke. He was taking Leuprolide. He was taking the drug they use to chemically castrate sex offenders. And all he knew was that his precious penis was no longer capable of working. 
 
    Oh, he felt everything, and he was feeling hornier and hornier, but that poor dick just hung there, minding its own business. Not a throb in sight. 
 
    So I dressed a little sexier. And I put on a little extra make up, he really liked red lipstick, and every once in a while, under the guise of helping him, I would offer to…help him. 
 
    “Honey, let me blow you for a while. Maybe it will work!” 
 
    How could a man refuse that? Not even a man with a nonfunctional dick could say no. He pulled out his little shrub and I went to work. I kissed, I sucked, I lapped and I licked. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Dickie just hung there, feeling everything, but not responding. 
 
    And, here was the good news, the prostate exam he had received had made him even hornier. Sandy had told me that it would, but when I saw how he fidgeted, and even rubbed his cock against the corner of a table while he was standing there, or grabbed his crotch and squeezed…it was obvious. He was one horny puppy. 
 
    And, encouraged, I began to snake my finger around and rub his asshole. Oh, he liked that. It made his hips move back and forth, and that in spite of the fact that…he was Mr. Limp. 
 
    One night I came in to find him actually punching his package. He was actually punching, with his fist. Not super hard, but hard enough, and he said, “Wake up! Damn you! Wake up!” 
 
    Stifling the giggles, I stopped him, told him not to hurt himself, and then took him to bed for a long blow job. Which he could feel, but his cock just wouldn’t wake up. 
 
    Finally, however, the week was up, and Sandy called. 
 
    “Hi, Dr. Winslow.” 
 
    On the sofa, one arm over his eyes and feeling sorry for himself, Ben sat up and looked. 
 
    “The lab results are in? Wonderful! Oh, you would. Well, of course. Tonight? We’ll look for you.” 
 
    “Tonight?” asked Ben, when I had hung up. 
 
    “Eight o’clock.” 
 
    “But what’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “You heard me. She’ll let us know tonight.” 
 
    Ben was fit to be tied. He walked around the house muttering. He went out to the garage to work out a little, but he couldn’t focus. He came in and turned on the TV, but when he turned it off and stood up I had had enough. “Sit back down. I’ll make you a drink.” 
 
    He had drunk more this week than he did in a week, and I probably should have worried about him becoming a drunk. I didn’t though. I was in the middle of it all, so I just kept him supplied with booze and waited for the play to come to a conclusion. 
 
    I made his drink and returned to the living room. The TV was on a football game, but it was muted. 
 
    I handed him the glass and said, “What are you going to do if it’s something serious?” 
 
    “Oh, God. I don’t know.” He drank, and looked up at me. “I mean, I love you so much! It can’t be anything serious! It just can’t!” 
 
    That surprised me. After all his cheating, I was the one he was thinking of. 
 
    “Well, it can’t be too serious.” And then, half caught up in his game, I said, “It’s only sex, after all.” 
 
    “Yeah. Only sex.” 
 
    But I realized, then, that it wasn’t sex. And it was. I began to understand how much stock men put in their penises. They obsess on it, they play with it, they effect marriage with it. 
 
    God, I must have half destroyed him with my little trick. 
 
    And, yet, what else could I do? What… 
 
    DING DONG! Sandy was here. 
 
    She entered the front room, looking quite the professional, and we all assumed the same seats we had been in the week before. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Gardner, I have good news. You are very healthy. Quite healthy.” 
 
    “Then I can start having erections again?” 
 
    “Well, that is going to be up to you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “There is no physical reason for you not to be able to get erections, and that leaves only one other possibility. You have psychological problems.” 
 
    “I do?” But I could see that he had already bought into it. But then having a neurosis or something is much preferable to cancer. Right? 
 
    “Now, I can recommend people you can see, but…” 
 
    “But, what?” 
 
    “Well, though your problem may seem serious to you, it is actually not that big a deal. Psychological barriers to sex, mental reasons for erectile dysfunction…they have been covered extensively in medical journals.” 
 
    “They have?” 
 
    “Quite. Now, let’s consider your problem. You cheated, you feel guilty, you need to make some kind of amends.” 
 
    “Amends?” he glanced at me, then back to the doctor.  
 
    “Yes. To the person you cheated on. Simply, you have to convince them that you can be trusted.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Well, that’s up to you. But, as it is your wife, I’m sure you can think of nice things to do for her.” 
 
    “I can? I mean…yes! I can!” 
 
    Determination filtered into his voice. 
 
    “Now, it may take some time—“ 
 
    “How much time?” 
 
    “I would say that you should give it six months. If your penis hasn’t started functioning by then you should give me a call.” 
 
    “Six months!” he was aghast. His eyes were fixed and his brain was spinning. 
 
    “Yes. And…uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, there are a couple of more things…” 
 
    “Go ahead!” 
 
    “Please tell us everything, Doctor,” I said, leaning forward. “I’ll do anything to help my husband become a man again.” Snicker, snicker. 
 
    “Well, it’s a complex thing. There aren’t even any articles on it in the journals, yet.” 
 
    “That’s okay. You can tell us?” 
 
    “Tell me what to do, Doc. Anything!” 
 
    “Well, a woman will believe a woman faster than she will believe a man. Take that as you wish, it is fact.” 
 
    Ben frowned, not really understanding. 
 
    “I don’t know how far you have to take it, but wearing articles of her clothing will remind her of the potential for a softer you, a more feminine you, and…” 
 
    “Okay. I can do that.” His voice sounded dull, like it was coming out of a flooded basement or something. “I can wear a scarf or something, and that—“ 
 
    Sandy shook her head. “It will have to be something more intimate than that.” 
 
    “More..intimate?” 
 
    “An article of clothing.” Pause. “Perhaps…her underwear. Maybe even some make up.” 
 
    “What?” His voice sounded like that of a mouse who had been gargling. 
 
    “And, the third thing…” 
 
    “Oh, there’s more…” his eyes were glazed over. 
 
    “Yes, item three. What I did last week, the prostate exam.” 
 
    “Yes?” His eyes were showing confusion. He acted like he didn’t like the prostate exam, but…I had a sneaking suspicion that he liked it. 
 
    “Keeping your prostate healthy is of extreme importance. You need to have your prostate massaged weekly. This will reduce the amount of semen in your testicles, and it will, to be crude, flush the plumbing.” 
 
    “Flush the plumbing.” He sounded like he had just asked for a blindfold in front of a firing squad. 
 
    “Absolutely, and that only leaves one item.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. One more item.” 
 
    “This program is designed to help you recover, but we must not neglect the fact that you have caused your wife emotional stress.” 
 
    “I have?” He looked at me. “Oh, I guess…I have. I’m sorry, honey. I’ll never cheat again.” 
 
    “That’s fine, Mr. Gardner, but we need her to do something. It will help her, and even help you a bit.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “She must verbally chastise you.” 
 
    “Chastise?” He frowned. 
 
    “Yes. To feel good about herself she must be allowed to verbally emasculate you. Tell you what a rotten pig you’ve been. Tell you how unsatisfying your penis is to her. Even tell you how small and inadequate it is.” 
 
    “I am? I mean…I do?” 
 
    “Yes. This is very important. Not only must you regain your mental health, but you must help your wife regain her healthy self image. Because you have made less of her, now she must make less of you. So she must rebalance the equation, so to speak. She must insult you, and you must thank her whenever she does.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” Yes, his eyes were definitely glazed. 
 
    A short time later Sandy was gone, and Ben was sitting quite still, facing me, and pondering what he was going to have to do to get his penis working again.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I don’t believe this,” he said, shaking his head. 
 
    “So I’ve got to tell you…bad things about yourself,” I mused, trying to sound worried. “I don’t know if I can do that.” 
 
    “Sure you can, honey. Try it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Okay. You’re bad.” Man, that was weak. It sounded like I was asking permission to water the garden. 
 
    “No, no. I mean, really talk to me.” 
 
    “You’ve been really bad.” 
 
    He shook his head, then took my hands in his. “Tell me I’ve been a scum sucking cheater.” 
 
    “You…” I sounded tentative, “you’re a scum sucking…cheater?” 
 
    “Don’t make it like a question. Get mad and…and tell me off!” 
 
    “You’re a bad person!” I made it sound like I was trying to sound angry, but he wasn’t buying it. 
 
    “No, no! Try this: Ben, you fucking asshole! How dare you fuck somebody else.” 
 
    “Ben, you fucking asshole. How dare you fuck somebody else!” 
 
    I raised my voice a little, and sounded like a mouse shouting in a church. 
 
    “That’s good, but…really mean it. Tell me I’m worthless.” 
 
    “Okay, you’re worthless.” 
 
    “Honey! If this is going to work, if I am ever going to get my cock back, then you have to really mean it! Now tell me…tell me I’m a lousy fuck and you hate me. Tell me you can’t stand my face. Tell me…tell me…” 
 
    And, it came out. I started softly, but rapidly built up, and soon I was screaming. “You motherfucking cunt fuck asshole excuse for a dick! You cheated on me! I hate you!” And…I slapped him. 
 
    Oh, it was good. I actually laid my palm against his face like I was trying to hit a home run. His face turned red, my hand was imprinted on it, and he grinned. “That’s it! That’s it! Now you’re doing it!” 
 
    “Can I do it again?” I asked timidly. 
 
    “Of course! Lay it on me. Say what you want! Insult me!” 
 
    I started at a higher pitch this time. “Your dick is too short! It’s too small and I lie about having orgasms! And you’re ugly! You need plastic surgery just to look ugly. You fucking stink!” 
 
    He grinned. “Thank you.” 
 
    And I grinned. 
 
    And that was the start. 
 
    The rest of the evening he ran around and tried to do things for me. He emptied the trash. He vacuumed. He put the wash in. 
 
    And he opened doors, and folded towels, and did the dishes. 
 
    Oh, baby. I was in hog heaven. 
 
    And it was all because he was trying to get his cock to work again. 
 
    The next day I awoke feeling good. I stretched, felt like a million pounds had flown off my shoulder, and just when I thought it could get no gooder…pardon my grammar…he placed a breakfast tray on the bed. 
 
    “Here you go, my love.” 
 
    “Thanks, short dick,” I said. 
 
    He grinned and bowed his way out of the bedroom. 
 
    I sat there and wallowed in the pleasure. I nibbled on perfectly cooked bacon. I spooned mouthfuls of hashed browns, and wondered…where had been my Prince Charming all these years? 
 
    I mean, it was instant! 
 
    I got up, took a shower, and went out to a house sparkling. He had managed to clean everything before going to work. 
 
    I sighed, sauntered out to the living room, sat down and watched TV. And received a text. 
 
      
 
    You are the most beautiful woman in the world 
 
    and I love you with all my heart. 
 
      
 
    Whoa. This was almost too much. And it was funny, Sandy and I had come up with this program to get back at him, to put a crimp in his cheating ways, and it was working almost too good. 
 
    Sigh. Smile. And I texted him back. 
 
    You stinky dick ass sucker! 
 
      
 
    He texted back. 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    I laughed out loud, and then I had a thought. I quickly typed, 
 
    What are you wearing? 
 
      
 
    Silence. A good ten minutes of silence. Then: 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    I said nothing. I just tossed my cell phone to the side, watched some TV, and went to a brunch with Sandy. 
 
    We giggled, we laughed, and life was good. 
 
    And the texts poured in. 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    I’m worthless. 
 
      
 
    I’ll make up for it tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Please talk to me. 
 
      
 
    Ah, the power of the penis. 
 
    Or, maybe I should say…the power of the penis denied. 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next day to a tray of perfectly cooked breakfast, toted in by Ben…in a chemise. He had taken one of my old nightgowns, a silky thing, and wore it with nothing underneath. 
 
    He placed the tray on the bed, over me, and knelt by the side of the bed. “Whatever my mistress wants.” 
 
    “Go, asshole.” I waved my fingertips and he scuttled out of the room.” 
 
    This was too good. And I giggled, and enjoyed my perfectly prepared meal. 
 
    And I had no idea of the beast I had unleashed. 
 
    You see, when a man is going one way too long, and then goes the other way…he tends to go that other way…too much. 
 
    Ben was like a man out of control. 
 
    He washed the whole outside of the house. Did the lawn. Repaired a leaky faucet. Did the wash. 
 
    I didn’t have a chance to do anything. 
 
    And if I did, he leaped in and took over. 
 
    And he did it in my underwear. 
 
    And I lived in a house that was no longer recognizable. Spic and span clean, with a cross dressing elf darting about. I felt like I was in a cartoon where the villain throws a gum wrapper over his shoulder and eight street sweepers get in a fight over who gets to pick it up. 
 
    I walked around and a knave swept the ground upon which I was about to trod. Wearing a bra and panties, a garter and nylons. And a wig. He had actually stopped to buy a wig that looked remarkably like my own hair. 
 
    OMFG! 
 
    The week passed, and by the time the weekend had arrived I was actually in a mood. I wasn’t allowed to cook, to clean, to even take my own dishes to the sink. 
 
    And, to tell the truth, I was a little tired of insulting him. Sure, it had been fun, but…now it wasn’t. Now it was too much. 
 
    “Please, your majesty,” he blurted. “Tell me what a terrible job I’ve done!” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” I groused, and I walked past him. He fell in behind me. 
 
    Power is good. A lot of power is better. But absolute power…now that’s another thing entirely. And I wasn’t responding well. 
 
    I was liking it, but it was warping me. 
 
    I had intended to bully him a bit, but…now I couldn’t stop. 
 
    He placed the tray on the bed, and I shoved it off. Perfectly good breakfast across the carpet.  
 
    His face showed his dismay. 
 
    I didn’t care. He was my worthless slave. I got up and walked across the carpet, smunching the food into the rug. He was going to have to get a steam cleaner to work that mess out. 
 
    I grabbed his ear and took him to my vanity table. I pushed him into the chair. 
 
    “Look at that!” I snarled. 
 
    “What?” he was frightened and confused. Frightened. He had never been fearful before, but now, this change of role, this bullying I was doing, he was responding with fear. 
 
    “You look disgusting!” 
 
    “Thank you,” he mumbled, not sure what he was thanking me for. 
 
    “Remove all the hair on your body.” 
 
    He jumped up and headed for the shower. I heard the water running, and I knew he was using a razor, trying to reach every square inch of his flesh. 
 
    I sat on the bed, in a bad mood, and waited. 
 
    He exited the bathroom, and he was naked. Not a hair on his body below the neck. 
 
    “Sit there.” I pointed at the vanity table again. 
 
    He sat, and I began to work. Here was the man who had cheated. Here was my worthless, cheating husband, and I had been unleashed. I had the power, and I was willing to abuse it. 
 
    I cleaned his face, making my little sponges dark.  
 
    “See this?” I pushed the little things in front of his face. “You’re disgusting!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    I primed his face, and put the foundation on it. He stared, mute, as I began to put the color in his cheeks, on his eyes. Yet he was too afraid to object. 
 
    “Asshole,” I muttered. “Cheating on me.” 
 
    I lined his eyes, made the lids smoky, and painted his lips a bright red. 
 
    He stared at himself. A woman in face, but not in entirety. 
 
    “Where’s your wig,” I snarled. And a dim, far away part of me wondered what I was doing. I had never been so vindictive. But, as I said earlier, when a person has gone too far down a path, and then travels in the other direction, perhaps she goes too far. 
 
    I fastened his wig on, and he became feminine above the neck. I pierced his ears, I put rings on his fingers. 
 
    I got out my corset. 
 
    It was a small corset. Too tight on me, but I wrapped it around him and began pulling strings. 
 
    Pull, yank, jerk, I made the corset shrink, and he started to gasp. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath…!” 
 
    “So don’t,” I snapped. “Take short, shallow breaths.” 
 
    I unrolled stockings up his legs and fasted them to the bottom of the corset. While I was down there I lifted his penis. Stupid, little thing. I shook it, “You are so worthless. You’re about as worthless as a nun in a whorehouse.” 
 
    His eyes were showing moisture. I knew I had gone a bit far, but…but he had cheated on me with so many women. 
 
    “Thank you,” he whimpered, and he tried not to cry. 
 
    “Oh, shut up. Get up on the bed. All fours with your butt to me.” 
 
    He did so, and he knew what was coming. It was time for his prostate massage. It was time for me to keep his worthless dick healthy. 
 
    He waited, his butt up and his dick hanging, his asshole ready for whatever I wanted. 
 
    I got out the lube and a glove. I pulled the glove on, let it snap on my wrist. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder at me, and he was nervous. 
 
    What a change. The cocksure stud, screwing every girl he could get his cock into…and now he was…a sissy. 
 
    A little voice inside me told me I should stop. I should reverse course. But…it was started now, and the bile had to come out. 
 
    I scooped out a big glob of lube and put it on his asshole. I pushed it in, and I began to run my fingers around and around. 
 
    He began to groan. Whatever he was feeling, fear, apprehension…he liked the sensation of my fingers in his butt. 
 
    I didn’t even think about pushing on his prostate. I just kept reaming him, I used two fingers at first, then three. 
 
    He was groaning, his ass was pushing back at me, and I went to four fingers, and I could feel the glimmer of excitement. Four fingers. My knuckles were pushing against his rectum. Four fingers. What if I pushed harder? Could I get my whole fist into him? I was about to try, I wanted to try, but he suddenly began to spew. I hadn’t even pressed on his prostate, and he was jerking and twitching, and semen was pouring out of his cock. Not drooling, like it had the week previous, but spurting. Oh, my God! He was actually having an orgasm! Not a regular penis organ, but an anal orgasm! 
 
    I froze, but he kept moving and moving, pushing his asshole back, and the semen kept squirting, more than I had ever seen him squirt, and then it was done. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered, and he collapsed forward. 
 
    I pulled my hand out of his ass, took off the glove, and considered him. He was exhausted, lying in a puddle of his own semen, and happy. 
 
    I had never seen him so happy. 
 
    Well, of course. Screwing other women didn’t make him happy, that was just him desperate to be a man. 
 
    But being screwed, like a woman…that made him truly happy. Not desperate happy, but…real happy. 
 
    I walked out of the room. Through the house. I ended up in the kitchen, where I got out the bourbon and poured myself a stiff one. No stupid Coke. Just a half a glass of hard likker. 
 
    I downed a big gulp. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    What was I doing? 
 
    I had made a slave! 
 
    But what should I have done? 
 
    Left him. I thought. 
 
    But there was still love there. In fact, in spite of, or maybe because of, there was more love. 
 
    I liked him following me around and waiting on me hand and foot. I liked him as a woman. He was so clean and beautiful, and I liked looking at his soft face, his lipstick, and knowing that I had beaten the male out of him. 
 
    No more cheating. 
 
    But…no more man. 
 
    Did that matter to me? 
 
    Did I really need his dick? 
 
    After all, it was not very big, and it often spit too soon. 
 
    Maybe I should go looking for a bigger dick? 
 
    But then I remembered how much I loved him. 
 
     
 
    A person can go too far down a path, and when they reverse course, they go too far down that one. Could I return things to the original direction? And not go so far? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    I didn’t… 
 
     
 
    “Can I do something for you?” 
 
    Ben stood in the kitchen doorway. He was wearing heels His dress fit perfectly, courtesy of that too tight corset. His make up was perfect, his figure was…lush. All he needed were tits. 
 
    I wanted to go the other way, find a balance, but as soon as I saw him I started thinking about tits. 
 
    I could get him breast forms. Or, even better, I could get him implants. Or just start giving him hormones. 
 
    But the thought of giving him some more chemicals…I had already given him chemicals, and the world was falling apart. 
 
    “You can sit down,” I said. 
 
    He sat, his made up face smooth and unlined. 
 
    I mixed two drinks, and this time I did it right. I filled the glasses with ice cubes, apportioned the bourbon and Coke properly, and sat down opposite him. 
 
    He waited, ready to serve. 
 
    “I gave you Leuprolide.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It’s a chemical used to chemically castrate sex offenders.” 
 
    His beautiful, red mouth opened…and closed. He blinked, fluttering those wonderful eyelashes. 
 
    “I did it because you were screwing other women. You had betrayed me. I felt…I felt I had the right.” 
 
    He remained silent, obedient, and I was starting to worry. Where was the anger of the righteously betrayed? 
 
    “Then I…the doctor…she is my friend. From college. She’s an actor and she portrayed a doctor, and we made up all those things that you had to do to please me…to…to get the use of your cock back.” 
 
    “I…don’t know…what to say,” his voice was low, and there was yet no anger in it, or any other emotion. 
 
    “You can get angry with me! You can beat me and call me a bitch!” I hurt you! I abused you!” 
 
    I was crying now. Tears fell in my bourbon and Coke, but I didn’t care. I drank it anyway. What a great country western song. ‘Tears in my Whiskey.’  
 
    “Please,” he said. “Please stop crying.” 
 
    Well, it wasn’t that easy. But he sat there so calmly, and I finally started to dry up a bit. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “So am I going to get my dick back?” 
 
    “I stopped giving you the pills, I had been mixing them in the whiskey, but I threw that bottle out. This is a new one.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay. So you stole my dick, but I betrayed your love. Are we even?” 
 
    I blinked at that. Were we even? I had hurt him, castrated him. He had cheated, betrayed our vows. Were we even. 
 
    “Probably not,” I whispered. 
 
    “I know,” he said, which sort of surprised me. “When you betray somebody you feel like you have to spend the rest of your life making up for it.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    “But let’s just, for the sake of starving children in India, pretend we are.” 
 
    “Starving childen?” I felt the beginnings of a giggle trying to come out. Trying but failing. 
 
    “I know. Not good, but it’s all I could come up with. But let’s pretend that we’re even. We still have a humungous problem. At least, I do.” 
 
    I sipped at my bourbon. The tears didn’t taste too bad, actually. But maybe that was me coming alive after being honest with myself, and with Ben. “We’re married. Your problem is my problem. So what’s our problem. 
 
    He sighed. “I like being a woman.” 
 
    The world sort of stopped for me then. This was…more than I expected. “You like being a woman.” 
 
    “I like,” he nodded. “At first it was crazy. I was just trying to come to grips with what I had done, I was trying to make amends, but then I noticed that I was happier. I liked the feeling of pulling hose over my legs. I like the make up you put on me. I can taste my lips and it is like kissing happiness. I like the look of the wig, and I want to grow my own hair out and…and do things with it. I want to get long fingernails, like you’ve got. I want to go on a diet and make my body fit into this fucking corset.” 
 
    I giggled at that. Just a blurt, but he smiled along with it. His was a rueful smile, however. 
 
    “I want to take bubble baths, and use cold cream at the end of the day. I want to wear high heels everywhere, and rub my poor, sore feet at the end of the day. I want…” he paused, “…let’s face it, I wasn’t much of a man. I cheated on you. I made jokes behind your back, I treated all women sadly. Not just you, but even all those women I cheated on you with. On the surface, it probably looked like I was desperate to be a man. But, under the surface…I think I was desperate to be a woman.” 
 
    There it was again. Desperate to be a man. A woman. But traveling down a road too far…. 
 
    “So there’s my problem.” 
 
    “Well,” I mused, a bit sadly, “now that you’ve told me your big problem, I guess I have no choice but to tell you what my big problem is.” 
 
    He didn’t expect that and he tilted his head slightly. His lips were so beautiful as they pursed in thought. His eyes were downright scintillating as they stared at me. 
 
    “What’s your problem.” 
 
    “At first I was just playing a trick. A mean trick, to be sure, but just a trick. Getting back at you for cheating. And then I was going along with using you. It was fun to be waited on, and my malicious sense of humor got the best of me. I started to hate you, except…” 
 
    “Except what?”
“Except when I made you up as a woman, everything sort of busted apart. The anger, the meanness, even the feeling of being betrayed, it all faded, and I was left with you as a woman. And I loved it. I loved putting make up on you. I loved seeing you in a dress. I was afraid I was going to orgasm when I was putting you in that corset.” 
 
    He was surprised, and his eyes arched slightly. “So you like me as a woman.” 
 
    I nodded. “You’re kind and considerate, and I don’t want you waiting on me hand and foot so much, I don’t want a slave, but a woman…am I weird?” 
 
    He chuckled, a bit ruefully. “Of course you’re weird. You’re as weird as everybody else on this stupid planet. But…I like me as a woman.” 
 
    We sat there, and I reached out a hand and he reached out a hand, and we held hands as we sipped our bourbon and wondered what we were going to do. 
 
    Ding a do do! 
 
    My cell was ringing. I went into the other room and brought it back. 
 
    “Hi, Sandy.” 
 
    “Hi, girlfriend. How’s life in the sassy lane?” 
 
    “Pretty good. I came clean with Ben.” 
 
    Silence, then a laugh. “How’d he take it.” 
 
    “Pretty good, considering. But now we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, he likes being a woman, and I like him as a woman.” 
 
    “And that’s a problem? Put me on speaker.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Hey, Ben. How you doing?” 
 
    “Pretty good, Doc.” 
 
    We all chuckled at that. 
 
    “So, I understand you like being a woman?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Then be a woman. But can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Sure. Just don’t ask me for my medical history.” 
 
    Again, we laughed. 
 
    “Do you want your dick back?” 
 
    Bingo. Stunned silence. 
 
    “Well,” she said, after a moment, “That’s interesting. Shelly, do you need his dick?” 
 
    “Gosh. I thought I did, but…I don’t know. I mean, I should miss it, but that might just be convention speaking.” 
 
    “Well, isn’t this a fine kettle of fish.” 
 
    Ben and I were staring at each other in wonder. 
 
    “So I think I know the way out of your quandary. May I offer an opinion? As your doctor?” 
 
    Grinning, we assented. 
 
    She told us, and we started to think…and think…and it made sense. A while later, when we hung up the phone, we were in a mix of stunned and amazed. 
 
    “Do you think this’ll work?” Ben asked. 
 
    “Everything else she has suggested has worked.” 
 
    So we nodded, and put up our pinkies for a quick shake. 
 
      
 
    Shelly dropped her strap on off an hour later. She didn’t come in, she just smiled, yelled hello to Ben, and took off. 
 
    Ben and I, of course, headed right for the bedroom. 
 
    Ben was looking beautiful. A nice, shimmery dress. Blue, with a cross over chest. We were debating whether to give him hormones, or just get implants. I was in favor of the implants. I had a feeling that Ben would eventually want his cock back. At least for a while. 
 
    “Well, baby. It looks like I’m going to be top dog around here for a while. You want to hop up and show me that sexy ass?” 
 
    Grinning, he crawled onto the bed and knelt on all fours. 
 
    I figured out how to put the strap on on, then grabbed a big handful of lube. I stepped up to him and began massaging the goop into his lucky, little crevice. 
 
    “I can just see you with big, old titties.” I laughed. I had three fingers in him, and I was going for four. And some day I was going to fist him. Now that was something to look forward to. 
 
    “Big, old titties, eh? Crudely put, but I love it. How do you like having a cock?” He could feel my plastic tool bumping against his thighs. 
 
    “Just what the doctor ordered,” I quipped. 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    I grabbed his useless cock. “This is so…interesting. And you really don’t miss it?” 
 
    “I miss the sensations, but the constant testosterone driving me? I can do without that.” 
 
    “For a while, at least.” 
 
    “For a while,” he agreed. “But, right now, I’m looking forward to getting the cock, not giving it.” 
 
    “That’s funny, I’m looking forward to giving, not getting.” 
 
    We laughed, and without further ado I pushed into him. 
 
    He gasped, his shoulders went forward and he almost fell. His hands wrapped into the sheet and he held on. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes.” 
 
    I’m a girl, I’ve never had a cock, but I had received cock enough to know what to do with it. I began to see saw, back and forth, in and out, and he began to groan. 
 
    “There’a girl,” I whispered. 
 
    I held on to his limp dick and his balls. I used them to control him. I began to pick up steam. 
 
    “Hunh! hunh!” he grunted as I slammed my plastic balls into him. 
 
    “Just relax. Give up and you’ll get.” 
 
    “Sounds easy,” he half whimpered. 
 
    “It is easy.” 
 
    For a long minute all we heard was bedsprings and heavy breathing, then he began to push back against me. I could feel his male muscles devouring my cock, and it was obvious that he wanted more. I knew I was going to have to get a bigger dick if I was going to keep him happy. 
 
    “Oh, please…please,” his voice was a sexual whine. 
 
    I squeezed his package then, hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, it felt good. I levered my hips and drove up, then tilted so the dick, deep inside him, went down. He gasped, and even through the plastic I could feel that I had touched the prostate gland. 
 
    “Okay, baby. It’s milking time.” 
 
    I kept my hips up and pushed down, grinding, and, sure enough, semen started to seep out of his limp cock. 
 
    I get at it, kept pushing down, and more and more sperm came out. I let go of his cock and caught the majority of his goop. It was a big handful, and it was leaking over the sides of my hand when he was done. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he fell forward, utterly relaxed. I crawled up next to him and held my hand out. He turned his head to me, and stared at the handful of semen. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “A real woman would do more than say ‘wow.’” 
 
    He looked at me, and he knew what I wanted. Heck, I had sucked him off enough times that he knew what was expected. I moved my hand forward a little, and his mouth moved in and he began licking. 
 
    “Oh,” he muttered, through a mouthful of sperm, then he swallowed. 
 
    “Wow,” he said again. And I held him and we laughed. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I saw it and I wanted it. It’s that simple. 
 
    And it’s one of the questions for which there is no answer. 
 
    Did I know intuitively what it was? I don’t know. 
 
    Did it somehow ‘call’ to me? I don’t know. 
 
    Was it foreordained in the cosmos? Was it destiny? I don’t know. 
 
    I would like to think is was serendipity, that it just happened…but I don’t know.  
 
    I do know that the wife and I—her name is Margaret, or Maggie, and mine is Bruce—love to go to garage sales. Garage sales are pretty much the state sport here in Florida, and we go to them over the  weekend, and if we happen to see one during the week—and they have them right in the middle of the week—I skid to a stop and we get out and rummage through other people’s history and buying habits. 
 
    Mostly it is junk. Rusty tools and board games damaged by water. Silly knick knacks that have gathered dust in a kitchen, or attic, for forty years and granny died a few years ago so let’s get of this stuff. 
 
    Sometimes it is priceless. I picked up a bag of Batman comics for forty bucks, and it was worth $4,000. And once I found an over-sized Elvis Presley 45 RPM LP. Probably worth thousands. So you can see the fun in going ‘garaging.’ 
 
    So we’re driving across town, I see a sign, we look at each other and…bingo. We’re on our way. 
 
    I make the turn at a dangerous speed and zoom down a lonely road. Heck, I’m in a hurry because I want to peruse that potential junk before anybody else does. 
 
    My wife is looking in the little black book we keep and mumbles, “I don’t see it. I don’t think we’ve ever been to this location before.” 
 
    And I pull up in front of a house that looks like it’s about to fall over. The roof is sagging over the garage, boards are falling off the sides. There are tropical trees uprooted in the side yard. Honestly, it looked like the next hurricane was going to take it away. 
 
    We get out of the car and wander up a row of tables. There’s old cups and saucers, sets that have become mismatched over the years but still sort of look alike. There’s a rack of clothes that look like they’ve been packed in mothballs for fifty years. Clothes are usually Maggie’s department, so I leave her to pick through the old styles and fashions and look for the gem. 
 
    I pass a table of water wrinkled books Good books, but are they not only water damaged, they look a little moldy.’ 
 
    I am about to reach for a Popeil Pocket Fisherman. Probably not worth anything, but I…I’m…my hand moves to the side, towards a table with women undergarments on it. 
 
    Women’s undergarments? I don’t want no stinking women’s undergarments! I move my hand back towards the compact fishing reel and…it slides towards the table, and I feel my body trying to lurch after it. 
 
    I pull my hand back and stare at the table. 
 
    I felt like I was a dousing rod, unable to stop from jerking towards water. I felt like my hand was a magnet, and couldn’t avoid the pull of magnetism. I felt like…walking over to the women’s undergarments’s table. 
 
    Now, I never buy underwear at a garage sale. There’s no telling whose fanny that bit of bright finery has been on. And I certainly didn’t want to go over and start handling bras and corsets. Women would start staring at me, everybody would think I was a pervert, and…I just don’t do it. 
 
    But I was standing in front of that table and I knew what was calling to me. It was a bra. A 1950s bullet bra. The kind where the cup is an actual cone, and when a woman wears one her tits are pointy, so pointy they could ‘poke your eye out.’ 
 
    It was white. Had thick shoulder straps, seemed to be shiny clean. I mean, it didn’t look like it had ever been worn. So there was no telling what kind of boobs had been encased in the thing, but…I wanted it. 
 
    My hand was trying to get out of my pocket so hard it must have looked like I was playing pocket pool. My arm was trying to levitate and extend. My whole body felt like a giant hand was pushing it towards that table, and that bra in the corner. 
 
    I wanted that bra. 
 
    Maggie and I have an understanding when there is something we want to buy and it is…odd…and requires one of the other sex to buy it. We simply tell the other and they buy it. 
 
    “Maggie,” I sidled up to her, “I need you to get something for me.” 
 
    She looked up from the rack of dresses. “Got something a bit kinky, eh?” Her beautiful lips were pursed in a smile.” 
 
    I turned red. I had never asked her to buy something like this. “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    We sauntered over to the table and I said, “The shiny, bullet bra in the top left corner.” 
 
    She looked at it, then looked at me with a grin. “I’m not going to wear that!” And she turned away. 
 
    I stood there, feeling betrayed. And I wanted that bra. I wanted it so bad I was perspiring. I wanted it worse than anything in the world.  
 
    I looked at the old lady sitting behind the table. She was old, and she had mammoth, old lady tits. The kind that you need a wheel barrow to tote them around. I reached forward, picked up the bra and asked, “How much for this?” 
 
    She looked at me, had a slight smile, or maybe she was just myopic and a bit dopey, and she yells across the garage to an old gent with a thick chest. “Hey, Billy! How much for the bullet bra.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. My face turned red. And it was getting worse. 
 
    Billy was half deaf. He turns and yells, “What?” 
 
    “This guy wants your bullet bra! How much you want to charge him?” 
 
    Billy looked around like he had only caught half the words. “The bullet bra?” 
 
    Everybody is staring now, and I’m caught. Buying women’s undergarments at a garage sale. I was redder than a sunburned tomato. 
 
    “Yes! The bullet bra! This guy wants to buy it.” 
 
    I tell ya, I wanted to shrink up into a piece of lint and blow away with the wind. I wanted to fall into a crack and disappear. I wanted to— 
 
    “Two bucks!” 
 
    My arm somehow extended with two one dollar bills in it. Thank God there was no change involved. I wanted to end this terrible experience as quickly as I could. 
 
    The old lady took it, and then, bless Maggie, she had seen my embarrassment and she came up and said in a voice just loud enough, “Oh, thank you, Bruce. You knew I wanted one of these.” 
 
    People who were grinning at my discomfiture suddenly frowned and turned away. The show was over. 
 
    I picked up my end of the conversation, “I wanted it to be a surprise.” 
 
    “Well, it is. And thank you, honey.” And she took the bra out of my sweaty hands and kissed my cheek. 
 
    Whew. One more disaster averted. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe how red you were!” Maggie giggled once we were back in the car and driving home. 
 
    “Oh, God. I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    “So did I! Your face was blood red, and the way they kept yelling about it over the crowd.” 
 
    I shook my head, and lifted a hand from the steering wheel. It was actually trembling. 
 
    She held up the bra and looked at it. “But what I don’t understand is why you got it? It’s not worth anything, and I don’t want to wear it. And—“ 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    She turned to me. “What?” 
 
    I didn’t know where that had come from, I don’t know why I had said that, but…I said it again. “I want to wear it.” 
 
    Maggie actually moved forward in a little jerk, started to say something, then sat back, then: “Well, I’ve never seen this side of you.” 
 
    “Neither have I,” was dazed by what I was saying. I had never worn a bra in my life. Why would I suddenly want to wear one? But my mouth said I did, and…so I did. 
 
    “Is this something new? Or have you got a little secret that you want to share?” 
 
    I glanced at her. She was smiling. Good. She wasn’t freaked out. 
 
    “I…I don’t know. It just…called to me. I saw it and knew I wanted it, and now…I don’t even know what I’m saying, but I want that bra for myself.” 
 
    Maggie was silent for a moment, then she grinned and lifted it up and said, “Well, knock yourself out. I’m always up for something new.” 
 
    So I was now the proud possessor, and about to be the wearer, of a stylish, 1950s bullet bra. And my nipples started to tingle. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home and I took the few things we had bought into the house. Maggie had found a blouse she liked, and a couple of books. And I had…the bra. 
 
    I carried Maggie’s bag in, and the bra was burning in my pocket. It felt like my pocket was actually heating up, and I couldn’t wait to put the thing on. 
 
    But I was embarrassed. 
 
    Sure, Maggie had laughed, but…but this was weird. Men don’t wear bras. And I was having these weird thoughts of my own. Why did I feel so compelled to buy the thing? Why did I want to wear it? Why was I having these bizarre thoughts? 
 
    So I put the bag with Maggie’s items on the floor at the bottom of the bed, and I took the bra out of my pocket and looked at it. Even having been crumpled up in my pocket it was…sleek. The material not bent or losing its shape. Whatever company had built this bra…it was good stuff. 
 
    “Well, let’s see it.” 
 
    I turned and Maggie was leaning against the doorframe. 
 
    “Well, I…I’m a little…” 
 
    “Embarrassed? Humiliated? Mortified?” She was grinning as she crossed the room. She took the bra and held it up to me. 
 
    I stared down at the tips of the tits. It was big, bigger than I thought it was.  
 
    “Looks like a good fit. Come on, take your clothes off.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Come on. I want to see my studly hubby transition.” 
 
    “Hey…” 
 
    “Trade his dick for a pair of tits. It’s going to be so cute. I can dress you up like a big old Ken doll…with Barby clothing. 
 
    I started to turn away, but she caught my shoulder, pulled me back. “Hey, I’m just joking. And, tell the truth, I want to see what you look like, It’s a little weird, but…you as a woman? That’s sort of…exciting. Sort of turns me on. You want to turn me on?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” Sproing! 
 
    Let me tell you, my wife is one sexy woman. She has the classic hourglass shape, full breasts, and her face is like a model’s. Good cheekbones, long hair down to the shoulders, clear, blue eyes, and, my favorite part, plump, red lips. Man I could spend a year just kissing those lips and never get tired. 
 
    Certainly never get ‘un-horny.’ 
 
    “Come on. I’ll tell you what. You take an article of clothing off, and I’ll take an article clothing off. And the first one done puts on the bra.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on, chicken.” 
 
    Well, that did it for me. Nobody calls me chicken! 
 
    I took my shirt off. And my nipples were tingling, my expanse of chest flesh was warm. 
 
    She took off her blouse. I was face to face with the most beautiful set of tits in the western hemisphere. And there might as well be no eastern hemisphere. Yes, they were encased in a flimsy half bra, but that would be coming off pretty quick. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, and her eyes glinting mischievously as she put her hand on my chest, move her palm across my nipple and caused me to shiver. 
 
    Gulping, I took my pants off. 
 
    She looked down at my tighty whiteys. My cock was poking out hard. She touched it, causing another and bigger shiver. “I’m always amazed at how you are always ready to go. My little…pardon me, my ‘big’ horn dog.” 
 
    She slid out of her shorts. And here was where it got interesting. I realized that she had kicked off her shoes, and she wasn’t wearing socks or nylons. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I estimated the amount of clothing left, and she was going to be wearing the bra. A spear of disappointment lanced through me. 
 
    Still, the game was the game, and I kicked one shoe off. 
 
    Grinning like a person who knew she was going to win, she slipped out of her panties. What a Goddess, standing there with her delicious, shaved pussy, knowing what she was doing to me. 
 
    But, no matter how I felt, she was going to win, and I whispered, “Fuck.” I took my other shoe off. 
 
    “Not to worry, dear. I can feel your pain. Or is that lust?” She took her bra off. Oh, God. I wanted her. Right then and there. Fuck the contest. Fuck the…the bra…I had to… 
 
    “Take your underwear off.” 
 
    I did so, and my cock stood right up. No hesitation there.  
 
    She smiled and admired it, touched it, cupped my balls, and I almost felt like fainting. 
 
    Still, I thought the game was over, that she had won, that she was going to get to put the bra on. 
 
    “Not to worry, honey.” She reached up for an earring. 
 
    OMG! I had forgotten about her jewelry! 
 
    She must have seen the instant look of excitement in my eyes. “What? You thought I was going to deprive you of your little kink? No way. I want to see this. This idea of you wearing a bra…it’s strangely exciting. Almost intoxicating. Take off a sock.” 
 
    Breathing hard, distracted, I took a sock off.  
 
    She took her other earring out. 
 
    I took off my other sock 
 
    And she still had her thin, gold necklace to go. 
 
    God, I was excited. I don’t think I had ever been this excited. And it wasn’t just the sight of her, the feel of her hand on my cock. It was…the bra. I was going to wear it. 
 
    I stood there, my hard on trembling in the air, sticking out as if to fit into her belly button, and my eyes revealed my exultation. 
 
    She grinned and handed me the bra. “You put this on while I take my necklace off.” 
 
    So I did. She unclasped the necklace and I pulled the bra around my waist. 
 
    I had never worn one, but everything happened sort of natural like. Maybe I was just working off memories of Maggie putting bras on, but I fastened it around my waist, spun it around, and lifted it up. Like a champ. 
 
    I stared down. 
 
    The material was stiff.  
 
    “Wow,” Maggie gasped, placing her necklace on the dresser. “That’s a turn on.” 
 
    “Really?” Somebody said, and I realized it was me. I stared down at my chest. 
 
    Perfect cones. And big. A lot bigger than I had thought. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she grabbed my cock and moved in for a kiss. Our lips touched, fused, and we spent a long minute getting to know each other’s mouths. 
 
     “We’re going to have to get you a pair of matching panties,” she gasped when we broke. 
 
    “Panties?” I was dazed and confused. 
 
    “Oh, yes. But, first, come here,” she pulled me around, pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    I laid backed, scooted back a half foot, and she climbed onto me. And I do mean climbed.  
 
    She knelt and had her hands on my knees as she took my cock in her mouth. Those perfect red lips gobbled me, deep throated me, and her hands palpated my balls, making me jump with the sudden pressure, then relax, then jump again, and each lurch drove my cock deeper into her mouth. 
 
    Then she stood up, leaned forward and her tits dragged up my body. She wanted to suck my nipples, I’ve got extra sensitive nipples, but they were encased by the bullet bra. She sighed and slithered up further. Her tits pressed against my upper chest and she kissed me again. And this time she really kissed me. The plump curve of her smile meshed onto my mouth. Her tongue snaked and licked and we Frenched madly. I was shortly gasping for breath, and so was she. 
 
    She cupped her hand over one of my tits. “God, that’s stiff material,” she sighed. “It almost feels like you’ve got real breasts under there.” 
 
    “Real breasts,” I laughed. “If only.” 
 
    She looked at me curiously for a moment, then we were at it again. As we kissed she stroked me, and then she was on her knees, perched over my cock. Staring intently at me, she lowered herself onto my cock. It was electrifying, feeling her moist pussy envelope me and slide down. 
 
    I grabbed for her waist and she sat on me motionless for a second. then she began to to the bump and grind. Oh, God, it was heaven. Feeling her hot canal with my penis and she twisted and corkscrewed. 
 
    We were like that for a long while, thrusting, lurching, partaking of one another. Then I flipped her over and drove into her.  
 
    But after a few thrusts she flipped me over, which surprised me, and she was on top again. 
 
    “Girls on the bottom,” she growled playfully. 
 
    Fine with me. Top or bottom, this was the fuck of my life. I was extra sensitive, and the feeling was extra heightened, and she ground down upon me, used me, abused me, and I kept waiting for the little kick inside, the ignition that starts the glow that pushes the spurt that squirts the semen. 
 
    But it wasn’t coming. 
 
    But she was cumming. She grabbed my shoulders and arched her back and I felt her vaginal muscles start to spasm. 
 
    Now getting desperate, she didn’t like to wait around for second or third orgasms, I thrust harder. 
 
    She groaned, and then, unbelievably, she began to cum again! 
 
    I was starting to hurt. It felt like somebody was pulling my essence right through my cock, but nothing was happening. 
 
    “You bitch,” she muttered playfully into my neck at one point. “You’ve never been so good.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whined, “I just want to cum!” 
 
    “Hey, who cares about you?” she laughed as she straightened up and began to ride me again. “You’re just a bitch with boobs. You don’t have to cum. You just have to make me cum.” 
 
    She was laughing, but it was weird, but…I could feel something happening. I didn’t know what, but something was happening. 
 
    And she came again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    I don’t know how many times she came, but every time she did I felt like I was losing something, but I couldn’t lose any of that roiling, broiling, hot cock sperm swirling so hard in my balls. 
 
    Finally, however, she was done. She collapsed on me, held me, felt my tits poking into hers, and sighed, “I think that’s it.” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    I think we’re done.” 
 
    But I wasn’t. My cock was so fucking hard it hurt. I had never been so desperate, and yet so unable. I was filled with fluid, but…in some way….empty. 
 
    But empty of what I didn’t know. 
 
    She rolled off me, didn’t even get up, just snored. 
 
    And I didn’t even get up. I had to pee, or maybe I had to cum—yeah, I had to cum—but I just ignored my groin, closed my eyes, and…slept. 
 
      
 
    It was an uneasy sleep. I kept finding myself back at the garage sale, and everybody was pointing their fingers at me and laughing. Giggling, guffawing, slapping their knees and laughing. 
 
    And I stood there, with the bra on, and my dick was limp. It didn’t work. And I kept grabbing it with one hand and holding it up. 
 
    “No!” I told whoever would listen, going from person to person. “It’s okay…it’s really okay.” 
 
    And the old lady who had sold the bra to me, she was standing on her folding chair and yelling through a megaphone, “The man on aisle six wants a bra! Can we have a bra specialist see the man on aisle six? And everybody pointed and laughed. 
 
    I turned around and ran for it, my limp dick waggling, my big tits flopping, and I was in Walmart and everybody was chasing after me, pointing and laughing. And I held my tits so they wouldn’t bounce, and the people chased after me, and… 
 
    “Uhh,” I groaned. I was in bed and I was awake and the sun was streaming in the window. Maggie had just pulled the blinds and was heading for the bathroom. She was striding like she had just won a race, and her smile was ear to ear.  
 
    “Come on, my big dicked girlfriend. I’ll race you to breakfast.” 
 
    I heard the shower door open, the water came on, and a few seconds later, the hot running, she got in. 
 
    God, I was horny. Maggie must have cum twenty times last night, and I hadn’t cum even once. I was backed up with semen and my dick was standing up like a…no it wasn’t. It was limp. It just felt like it was full. I was so horny, but…oh, well. I groaned again, stretched, then rolled out of bed. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, yawning, and felt not quite right. Like I was not exactly sick, but I was out of balance. Like I was leaning forward a little too much. I was still wearing the bra, and that was probably messing with my mind. 
 
    I listened to the shower. She was taking a long one. Well, I had really fucked the hell out of her. She probably needed a good sluicing. 
 
    I stood up, was puzzled by my hanging dick, but staggered out of the bedroom and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    I was watching the sausage sizzle and the toaster brown waffles when Maggie entered the room. 
 
    She got out the butter and the syrup, took note of my naked, limp and bra-ed condition. “No shower? Stinky, stinky?” 
 
    “I’ll shower later. You were wasting the water.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Wasting water.” 
 
    She hugged me then, and I kissed her, and something went off in my head. I didn’t have to bend down to kiss her. And, instead of thinking, I just justified the thought with the idea, she must be wearing high heels. Even though I knew she wasn't. 
 
    The toaster popped, I scooped the sausages out and put them in a big bowl, and we sat down to eat. 
 
    She nibbled on a sausage, using her sexy bare hands to poke the thing into her mouth, and she sighed. 
 
    “God, you were great last night. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that much.” 
 
    “Good for you.” 
 
    She looked at me, then her eyes widened. “Oh, my God! You didn’t squirt!” 
 
    “Not that you care,” I groused, but I was kidding. 
 
    “So I guess you’re going to want to abuse this killer bod of mine some more?” 
 
    “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    She laughed. “The thought had crossed your mind. Right. You’re probably ready to poke holes in steel.” 
 
    “Actually,” I looked down at my lap. “I’m a little limp.” 
 
    “What? No! After a night like last night? After what you did…and didn’t cum?” 
 
    “What can I say?” I shrugged. 
 
    She contemplated me for a long minute. We chewed and swallowed. She said, “I think it’s the bra.” 
 
    “You think so?” I was non committal. I was starting to wonder. 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t be pretending you’re a girl.” 
 
    “Why not?” I didn’t like that thought. 
 
    “Maybe that’s causing psychological damage, messing with your mind.” 
 
    “Don’t you think that’s a little far fetched?” 
 
    She frowned. “Maybe, but…but I want some more dick, and if you can’t deliver I’m going to have to make a sign and march down the street. ‘Free pussy…if you can get it up.’” 
 
    I laughed at that. What an image. Then: “Honey, I just need a little breakfast, get my strength up.” I chomped down on a sausage and cut it in half. “See, just a little nourishment. And, really, it’s got to be all your fault.” 
 
    “My fault?” 
 
    “Sure. It was you that kept insisting on fucking last night. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it.” 
 
    “What?” But she was grinning. We liked to tease each other. 
 
    “That’s right. I was just bored, waiting for you to finish so I could get a little sleep.” 
 
    “Bored? With my magic pussy? I’ll tell you, Mr. Big Asshole, you’re never going to get that under-sized shrimp you call a penis between my golden labia again.” 
 
    “Not ever?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    “Well, at least not until…” she smiled, “after breakfast.” 
 
    I smiled back at her. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, the dishes tossed into the sink to await our pleasure, Maggie took my hand and lead me down the hall. 
 
    Into the bedroom. 
 
    Onto the bed. 
 
    Once again we rolled and laughed and giggled. We loved sex, we were super compatible, and now I had something to prove. I had to squirt. I wasn’t going to be no ‘sickologically distributed prevert. 
 
    But, as we rolled, we both realized, we had an ulterior motive to get me hard, and…it wasn’t happening. 
 
    I mouthed her breasts and pushed fingers into her. 
 
    She sucked my cock and felt my breasts. 
 
    “It feels like there’s actual…boobs…in there.” 
 
    I laughed, and kissed her, and my dick…it wouldn’t get hard. 
 
    Finally, we stopped and looked at each other. 
 
    Concern was in her eyes. Despair was in mine. 
 
    We looked down at Mr. Happy, and he wasn’t happy. He just laid there like a slug on downers. Not moving. Not throbbing. Certainly not growing larger. 
 
    “Heysoos at dinner without a fork.” 
 
    “Or knife or spoon,” murmured Maggie. 
 
    “Do you really think there’s something psychological  going on?” 
 
    She pondered, frowned, and said, “I don’t know what to think. I mean, men can have…problems, it happens, but not twice in a row. And you aren’t even getting hard!” 
 
    “Well, I suppose we should find out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ll take off the bra and then we can try it.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to take off the bra. It felt so good, so perfect. I wanted to keep it on…forever. 
 
    Maggie saw it in my eyes. “You don’t want to take it off.” 
 
    “I know,” I agreed. “But…we have to find out.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I tried to reach around and unclasp the bra, but I lacked flexibility.  
 
    “Here, let me help.” She hugged me, we were face to face, watching each other, in love, but wary, worried. I felt her fingers work the clasp, then it was undone. 
 
    It was simple. Take the bra off, get a hard on, and fuck to an orgasm. 
 
    But that wasn’t what happened. 
 
    What happened was that she drew back, pulled the bra off me. We looked down at my chest, and screamed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Our screams weren’t big. They were just sort moderately loud, and we stared at my chest. 
 
    I had tits. Breasts. Bosoms. Boobs. Dirty pillows. 
 
    They were big, hefty, as they had to be to fill the bullet bra. The nipples were big, thick, erect, and I could feel the blood pulsing through them. 
 
    “You…” Maggie swallowed loudly. 
 
    “I have…” I grunted, as if I had been punched, which, in a way, I had. A psyche punch of Mike Tyson quality. 
 
    “Boobs.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    We stared at my chest. Then Maggie reached out, slowly, as if scared, and touched her finger to a nipple. 
 
    “Oh!” I jerked back. I felt the shock of sexuality explode from my nipple, run through my body, and now I felt it. My dick was getting hard. 
 
    I got off the bed and looked down, over my enormous tits, and saw my penis erecting. 
 
    “What is happening?” Maggie breathed. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Put the bra back on!” 
 
    I held it up to my chest, and my dick started going down. 
 
    I held it away, and my penis bonered up. 
 
    I pressed it back in place and my boner relaxed, became a slug. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I whimpered. 
 
    Maggie placed a hand on mine, pulled my hands, and the bra, away from my mountainous chest. “It’s done.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The bra, it did something, but now it’s done. It’s telling you that you don’t have to wear it anymore.” 
 
    “But…but how?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but…” she tossed the bra on the bed and looked at my tits. In her eyes was an excited look, an expression of hunger. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    She couldn’t stop herself, she reached out and placed her hands under my boobs. She lifted. “Wow.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    She licked her lips. “You’re going to need some more bras. Regular ones.” 
 
    “But that was…now that it’s off…I don’t want to wear a bra. That was just a one time thing. I don’t…want to…” 
 
    I trailed off, and for good reason. Maggie was running her hands over my tits, squeezing, flicking the nipples, and it was making me weak. 
 
    And it was making my cock hard. Real hard. If I thought the night previous was something, it was nothing. Now my cock was throbbing, and I knew I was going to be able to cum. 
 
    “Hey,” I protested weakly. 
 
    “Hay is for horses and cows that go moo,” she bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Oh, God! It felt like my penis was about to explode! 
 
    She massaged my balls, looked up at my eyes, which were starting to roll back in the sockets. 
 
    “Hold it,” she growled. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I get you in me.” 
 
    She pushed me and I fell back. She climbed on top and sank on to me. It was quick, it was fast, and then she was grinding down and pulling her tits.  
 
    “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “Don’t! Don’t! I need some mo—“ 
 
    I grunted, I couldn’t help it, and my penis pulsed and I could feel it hosing away, deep inside her. 
 
    “Oh, you fuck!” She cried in frustration. 
 
    And that was the moment that I knew that the bra didn’t just affect me, it affected people around me. 
 
    For a half a minute I writhed, and the orgasm just sort of swirled through me. I was helpless in its grip, and then it ended. 
 
    And my dick, at last, was soft. 
 
    Maggie got off and looked at it sadly. “And it was doing so well.” 
 
    “Sorry. there was no way I could…” I shrugged. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Honey, you’r e hornier than you used to be.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “I am.” 
 
    “It’s the bra.” I said. 
 
    “It’s the tits,” she said. 
 
    “What” 
 
    “You’ve got tits, like a woman. It’s like…it’s like fucking somebody else.” 
 
    “Are you saying you want to fuck a woman?” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t think so, but…every time I looked at your chest…” her turn to shrug. 
 
    We showered together then. Save water and all that, and we soaped each other up and scrub a dub dubbed, and were pretty happy by the time we were done. When we got out of the shower, however, she said something that didn’t make me happy. 
 
    “You’re shorter, you know.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “Shorter. You used to be six inches taller than me. Now you’re only maybe three inches taller.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. that’s impossible.” 
 
    “Not now,” she said wryly. “You also feel a bit lighter. I mean, I turned you over yesterday, to get on top. I was never able to lift you up like that before.” 
 
    In answer, I stepped onto the scale. I had been 170 pounds, a lot of muscles with only a little flab. Now I was 140. I pinched my waist. No love handle. I was changing in other ways than just growing tits. 
 
    “Oh, man,” I said. “What am I going to do?” 
 
    Maggie rubbed a towel over her glorious body and said, “Like I said…get some bras.” 
 
    “But I don’t really—“ 
 
    She put a finger on my lips and shushed me. “Doesn’t matter what you feel like now. If you don’t get some support you are going to be sagging, and your back is going to be hurting. I mean, you’ve got some rather sizable boobs now, and you’ve got to take care of them. 
 
    Now in a dour mood, and confused, and yet some how excited, I got dressed, and realized nothing fit. Everything was too baggy, or too long. 
 
    Maggie handed me a pair of her shorts. They were sexy, little things, with cuffs, and too short, and decorations on the ass pockets. 
 
    “I can’t wear these!” 
 
    “So wear your own baggy pants.” 
 
    Well, my own baggy pants didn’t fit, so I slipped into the shorts, and they were almost perfect. Except that my cock was actually looking bigger. In fact, in her tight shorts my cock looked gigantic. 
 
    Of course, my penis hadn’t grown, but my body had shrunk, so my dick looked bigger, and relative to my body height, it was bigger. 
 
    “This is obscene.” I looked down at my bulge. My cock was easy to see through the material. 
 
    Maggie just giggled. “I like it.” She came close, her tits to my tits, and rubbed my package. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” I whimpered. 
 
    She kissed me quick, then backed off. “Just the way I like my…men, horny. Want to fuck again?” 
 
    “Did you hesitate before you said, ‘Men?’” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “But I am a man!” 
 
    “And you have woman parts, too. So what are you? A man-wo? A Mirl? A Gan?” 
 
    Her words were like little darts, but what could I say? 
 
    “Okay, tuck that big boy in and wear this.” She tossed me my sweatshirt. The one that says ‘Marines’ on it in big, arching letters. 
 
    I blinked, and realized that she was right. The sweatshirt was long enough to hang over my package now, and the obscene bulge of my dick would be covered up. 
 
    I pulled it on. “How’s that?” 
 
    “Wow. One problem leads to another.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your legs are too hairy to be wearing a sweat shirt like a girl would.” 
 
    “But I’m not going to wear one of your girly sweat shirts, even if it was long enough.” 
 
    “Then let me shave your legs.” 
 
    “What?” I gave a squeak of outrage. 
 
    “Come on, men shave their legs.” 
 
    “But you’re having me…it’ll make me look like a woman…with these shorts, and…and are you forgetting that I have tits?” 
 
    “The tits will be covered up by the sweatshirt, and, besides, with those tits you have a girl’s body, and you need to dress it like a girl’s body.” 
 
    “I can’t do that.” 
 
    She turned and walked out of the room. Dressed obscenely, my big tits flopping, I followed her. 
 
    She walked into the kitchen and got out the liquor. She filled two glasses with ice, then mixed bourbon and Coke in them. A lot of bourbon for me, a little bourbon for her. She turned and handed me the heavily laced one. “Sit down and drink.” 
 
    Blinking, not understanding, I sat down at the kitchen table, and she sat across from me. 
 
    We sipped, and, man, did it taste good, and she said, “Honey, I’m going to do things to you this morning. And you are going to go along with it.” 
 
    “What things?” I asked suspiciously, feeling the warmth of bourbon in the belly. 
 
    “You are not passable as a man anymore. You are passable as a girl.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be a girl!” 
 
    “Except for that big, lovable hunk of sex dangling between your legs, you are a girl.” 
 
    “I don’t have long hair.” 
 
    “Many women don’t, but I have a wig you can borrow.” 
 
    “That hair is too long!” 
 
    “I’ll cut it, if I have to, but you know you are just giving me bullshit arguments.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    She leaned across the table and placed one hand on mine, “Honey, you are the one that bought that bra. You are the one that it…called. Therefore you are the one that’s got a bit of kink trying to get out. Heck, your body changed, and that is the living proof of what I am saying.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    For an hour we blathered back and forth. Or, rather, I blathered. She kept throwing succinct arguments in my face. In the end, she stood up, took my hand, and lead me back to the bedroom. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    “I just put them on…and I thought you wanted me to wear shorts?” 
 
    She stepped forward and grabbed me. Hard. She squeezed, and I almost went to my knees. I started to sweat, and, interestingly, it made my cock harder. 
 
    “Listen, you son of a bitch. I want to do this, and deep down, so do you. Now I don’t want you to give me one iota of crap. At all. This is going to happen…or you are on your own.” 
 
    “What do you mean,” I gasped, “on my own?” 
 
    “You can dress yourself, wear what you want. I am offering you a chance to get professional instruction on your new condition. And you would be dumber than stupid to not take advantage of me.” 
 
    She let go. She pointed towards the bathroom. “Take off your clothes, use the Nair in the cabinet, and I wanted everything below your neck bald in 20 minutes. You got that?” 
 
    My mouth opening and closing, I staggered towards the bathroom. 
 
    I put the Nair on my body, slathered it on, and my mind was totally gone. I was moving in protest, but moving. 
 
    The problem was…my wife was right. I needed to do this. And I needed her to help me do this. 
 
    Twenty minutes later I was drying myself off. Maggie inspected me with a grin. “You have no idea how sexy that makes you.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. I had surrendered, but I was glum. My cock looked ten times bigger without the hair around it. 
 
    “Now, I have selected clothes, and you are going to want to protest, but if you do I will go to the card.” 
 
    “The card?” 
 
    “Yes. The card. The birthday card you gave me last year.” 
 
    I knew the card well.  
 
      
 
    This card entitles the bearer to give one spanking. 
 
    Choice of belt, paddle, whip or noodles is up to the bearer. 
 
      
 
    “And, just to let you know, if you disappoint me in this I will select the whip. I will tie you down and stripe your butt until you look more zebra than human.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    But I knew she would. Maggie is definitely a ‘take charge’ kind of woman. 
 
    “Then find out the hard way. But here is your first item.” 
 
    It was panty hose. 
 
    I stared at the nylon material and blinked. 
 
    She pushed me on the bed and began unrolling the legs on me. It was tight, and sexy, and I felt my dick starting to rise. 
 
    “None of that,” she giggled and playfully slapped my dick. 
 
    “Oh, don’t…please.” I begged. 
 
    “Why? Does it really hurt?” 
 
    “No, it feels too good.” 
 
    She laughed, finished tugging the panty hose up, and now my cock was imprisoned, but not enough to conceal it. 
 
    She handed me some tummy control panties. I pulled them up, and then struggled to get them over my hips. When I was done, however, my cock was concealed. The two tiered approach had managed to conceal my manliness. 
 
    “Excellent. Here.” She handed me shorts, the sexy, little shorts, and I pulled them up. Now they fit with a minimum of bulge. 
 
    She smiled. “Nice. Sweat shirt.” 
 
    I put on the sweatshirt, and the ‘Marines’ logo towered across my chest. 
 
    “The marines need a few good women,” Maggie observed wryly. “You know, you could wear the bullet bra.” 
 
    I’m trying to hide a bit of my…bounty. Those points would scream to the world.” 
 
    “Yes. And it’s hard to be man enough to be a woman, isn’t it.” 
 
    “You got that.” 
 
    Then you’re fine, clothes wise,  except for…shoes.” 
 
    “I’ll just wear my tennies.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. One, they are too groady for a woman. Too, they don’t fit any longer, your feet are an inch shorter. Three…have you ever considered high heels?” 
 
    “High heels?” My voice sounded like an ostrich being throttled. 
 
    “Let’s try them. That will give your legs feminine length, you only need a little with those pants, and then…let’s try them.” 
 
    She went into her closet and brought back a pair of sandals. The heels were only two inches high, and they actually looked a bit comfortable. I like sandals, and these would only be a couple of inches… 
 
    She had me sit and she put the sandals on me. I stood up, and they felt good. 
 
    “Oh, damn!” Maggie blurted. “We should have done your nails.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “To match your fingernails.” 
 
    “My…” 
 
    “Don’t shut down on me now. I’m having fun.” 
 
    “But…”  
 
    She placed a hand over my mouth. “Shut and comply. I’m the boss…” then she added, “little girl.” 
 
    I wanted to protest then, but she really had put the whammy on me. She helped me walk over to the vanity, and it was harder than I thought, and she sat me down. 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to give you red ones. You’re a guy and probably clumsy, so I’m going to use real glue to keep them on.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “You want to wear a blindfold?” 
 
    I actually did. There was something wailing inside me. 
 
    She got out a pair of my underpants, put it over my head, and laughed. “I like you like that. Now, don’t move.” 
 
    From inside the pants I could feel her working on me. I could feel her filing and sanding and preparing the cuticles. Then she pressed on the nails, one nail at a time, and held them each for a good minute, and then she said, “Take off…no. Let me take off your blindfold. You might stick yourself in the eye.” 
 
    She took my pants off my head and I stared at my hands. The fingers now looked an inch longer. They were bright red, and extended in an oval about a half inch beyond my digits. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Pretty sexy, yes?” 
 
    I felt like the world was leaning sideways. “Uh, yeah…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them, and you’ll wonder why you never did this before.” 
 
    “Because I was a man.” 
 
    “But you aren’t now. So let’s figure this make up thing out.” 
 
    I couldn't be blindfolded for this, and I was forced to watch myself be transformed in the mirror. 
 
    She washed my face, with little sponges, and I was amazed at how dirty I was. I mean, I had just taken a shower! 
 
    “We’re getting the deep down pores,” she explained. 
 
    Then she put primer on my face and I lost color. I looked like a vampire. 
 
    And foundation and blush, and I started to get some color back, more color than when she had started. It was actually sort of amazing. 
 
    Then she spent some time on my eyes, shadowing them, curling lashes, putting on mascara. The weirdest thing, however, was the lipstick. 
 
    “Oooh. Gorgeous. You are so kissable.” 
 
    I looked at the mirror. Man, I was changed. Or perhaps I should say: Woman, was I changed. 
 
    “Okay, the wig…” she settled the brunette wig on my head, fastened it in place, and I was stunned. I now looked like a woman. 
 
    “I’m going to put clip ons on you. But tomorrow we’re going to pierce your ears.” 
 
    I was in a state of shock now, and I didn’t say anything. She clipped on a pair of long danglies. Silver strings with the sparkle of tiny diamonds. I felt like my face was framed, and it was really sexy. 
 
    And, to tell you the truth, my poor, imprisoned cock was pounding madly. It wanted to get loose in the worst possible way. And I was really feeling it…I wanted to squirt again. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend,” Maggie said delightedly, helping me up. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t look like a man at all. 
 
    I sashayed through the house, putting some wiggle in my butt, aware of how my tits jiggled. Maggie followed along and complimented me constantly. And, finally, “Shall we go?” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “You still need a bra.” 
 
    “But can’t you just…do that?” 
 
    “You have to come and let the salesgirl size you.” 
 
    Now, she had made sure my glass was full for the last hour, and I was feeling pretty good, and it was getting easier and easier to talk me into things. And so I wound up in the passenger seat as we drove across town. 
 
    To the mall. 
 
    With a million people in it. 
 
    And security cameras. 
 
    And Maggie had to near put me in an armlock and dance me across the parking lot. 
 
    But I did it, and we walked through the mall like…like two women shopping. 
 
    Which, in a way, we were. 
 
    Victoria’s Secret. 
 
    “Do you know what Victoria’s Secret is?” 
 
    “What?” I asked 
 
    “She’s a man.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No, you’re right, that’s not the secret. But VS was founded by a man, and he eventually jumped off the Golden Gate bridge.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually squealed, I was getting into this thing. 
 
    “True. Look it up.” 
 
    I thought about that as we walked up the aisles and fingered materials. Interestingly, no one had tumbled to the fact that I wasn’t a woman. Sales girls smiled at me with that woman to woman smile, and it gave me confidence. Soon I was actively making decisions. I want this…I want that…and Maggie grinned and filled up bags. 
 
    But the main reason we were there was for bras, so a young girl measured me, which made the hair on my head stand up, feeling her arms around me, feeling her tits press against me. 
 
    Maggie pursed her lips and gave me a mock glare. 
 
    I shrugged it off and grinned. 
 
    Then we were leaving the store. We made it out to the car, and she got out a bra and helped me into it.  
 
    It was weird. First, it was tight, like I was a horse in harness. Second, she had chosen a half bra, and my nipples rubbed against the sweat shirt. Third…all that nipple rubbing was really making me horny. 
 
    “Maybe we should go home,” I said. 
 
    “But why? We can do lots…” she looked at me. Saw the hunger on my face, and grinned. “You horny, little vixen. Am I going to have to scratch your itch?” 
 
    “Please,” I begged. 
 
    We laughed, and drove out of the parking lot. We were halfway home when I blurted. “Turn there!” 
 
    She managed to make the turn, and started to ask why, then she realized why. 
 
    The house where we had gone to the garage sale was up ahead. 
 
    Maggie pulled up in front of the house. It still looked like it was about to fall down. The garage door was still open, but the tables were all put away and the old woman was moving around inside. 
 
    Now that I was here I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    The old woman noticed us, peered, then…amazingly, because I was now a woman, she recognized me. She grinned a thin grin and waved her hand to me. 
 
    I don’t think I would have gotten out of the car, otherwise, but now…now I had to find out. After all, if she knew who I was, even though I was now dressed a s a woman, then….she might know more. 
 
    I walked up the driveway. Maggie got out of the car and rounded it and followed me. 
 
    “How do you like being a woman?” the old lady asked. 
 
    “It’s…it’s interesting.” 
 
    “Ha,” she grunted. “That bra only talks to men who want to be women. So you’re loving it.” 
 
    Maggie arrived. 
 
    “So how does it work?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t know. I talked to some people I got it from, way back when, and there’s all sorts of rumors. One guy, or gal if you prefer, told me it was the original bra that was worn by Mary Magdalene. But we know that’s dumb. Bras weren’t invented until the 1880s. Oh, yeah, they been around a lot longer, but this one, that one you bought I mean, has modern materials, relatively speaking.” 
 
    I thought about it, and she was right. 
 
    “Then there’s a gal out in Pasadena, she says the bra was made by Elon Musk, based on the work of Tesla. But…it’s all so much bushwah.” 
 
    “So you don’t know.” 
 
    “Not at all. It’ll be fun for you to research, how some ever, and we should stay in touch. I can hook you up with other wearers.” 
 
    “Are there other bras then?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “Oh, sure. Lots. But they aren’t sold anywhere. You just have to search the garage sales, and when you find one it’ll call to you. Like that one did to you.” 
 
    I asked, “Was it Billy’s?” 
 
    “It was both of ours. We were two gay men, and he discovered the bra one day, and he wore it, and then I wore it, and…” 
 
    “So why did you sell it?” 
 
    “Well, first reason is that it doesn’t do anything after the first time. Second reason is we can sort of feel when it wants to move on. Third, we needed the money.” 
 
    We chatted a while longer, and I got his phone number and promised to come see him. And I would. There was a lot happening here, and I wanted to find out things. 
 
    Finally, all talked out for the moment, Maggie and I went back to the car and drove away. We were silent all the way home, and I thought about the things he had told us, and I pondered over life as a woman. 
 
    Apparently, these boobs were here to stay. 
 
    And, in fact, I was lucky my cock hadn’t dwindled up and fallen off. That was one of the things that Harriet, that was the name the old woman went by, had told us could happen. 
 
    “Yep, happened to Billy. He didn’t like it at first, but then he did, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    And I considered those words. And I considered what I was. 
 
    “I’m not a man,” I said, when we walked into the house. “And I’m not a woman.” 
 
    Maggie poured the drinks, and we went out to the patio. 
 
    “So what are you?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not a transvestite, ‘cause that’s just clothes. I could be a transexual, I suppose, but…I’m not sure. Maybe a shemale?” 
 
    We sipped and talked it over. There was a lot we realized we didn’t know about sex, and about people in my condition. 
 
    “What about that last thing Harriet told us?” 
 
    “About the sure way to become a complete woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It seems pretty drastic.” 
 
    “But you would know that you were definitely a woman. There wouldn’t be any more half and half thoughts about it.” 
 
    “That’s true.” 
 
    “He said you had to do it several times for it to happen.” 
 
    “Unless you were really sure in your heart of hearts.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “But what if I do it and I don’t like it? What if I want to stay a man?” 
 
    “Yes. There is that. It is a one way street.” 
 
    We sipped some more. 
 
    “I’d like to try it.” 
 
    I turned to her. “Really? You want me to make a complete change?” 
 
    “Yes,” and she sounded positive. “At least, try it once. If you like it, then we do it more, until…until the change completes. If you don’t like it, then nothing lost.” 
 
    “Nothing gained nothing lost.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “But it’s my penis we’re talking about.” 
 
    “Yes, it is. That’s why I say try it out.” 
 
    “And you want me that way?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “No more of this big cock.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “But you love my cock!” 
 
    “I do. But it’s you I really love, and we can always get a strap on. We’re going to need one, anyway, if we want to find out.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything for a long time, and she finally blurted, “You’re different now. You’re the best of you, but softer, more kind and caring. When I touch you it brings a shock to me that the old you, the male you, couldn’t make happen.” 
 
    I heard what she said, and that is what brought me to my decision. “Then let’s try it.” 
 
      
 
    The following night Maggie came home with a shopping bag and a grin. “Okay, baby. Get back in that bedroom and let me despoil you. 
 
    I was nervous, and I did need a drink, but an hour later we were back in the bedroom. Maggie got out the strap on she had bought, and asked which dick I wanted. She had bought a half dozen, various size and shapes. One was even supposed to be the shape of a horse’s dick. She held that one up and grinned gleefully. It was as long as her arm and I shook my head. 
 
    “That’s for you,” I said. “Try that one?” 
 
    I picked out the smallest one. 
 
    “Okay, party pooper,” she grumped. 
 
    She screwed the six inch, life like penis into the socket of the strap on and looked at me. 
 
    “Up on the bed, Fred, and spread.” 
 
    “My name’s not Fred.” 
 
    “Any port in a storm,” she quipped. “You want it on all fours? Or on your back.” 
 
    “I think all fours. And put my head up against the wall so I can’t run away.” 
 
    I was wearing a dress and panties, and my cock was big and red and dripping. I was getting hornier as time went by. 
 
    I crawled up on the bed, took my panties down and lifted my dress. 
 
    She got up behind me and started lathering my butt with lube. A lot of lube. 
 
    “Guy at the store said I should use a lot,” she explained. Then she put the jar of lube aside and pushed up to me.  
 
    I felt the wall with my head, and then I felt her slide inside me. God! It felt good! I groaned as the six inches of plastic opened me up, slithered against my anal walls. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Maggie breathed. “That’s what I’m talking about!” 
 
    “But you can’t feel anything!” I gasped, as she reamed me and poked me, all while reaching under and stroking my hard penis. 
 
    “Sex is in the mind, girlfriend. And this is the hottest thing I have ever done!” 
 
    She went back and forth, wiggled it so that I could feel the tip moving around inside. 
 
    I began to groan and move back against it. She laughed and pushed harder, and my head began to hit the wall. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She tossed me a pillow and I bent my arms so I was supported on elbows, and placed the pillow between my head and the wall. This was a perfect position, and Maggie began to pummel me with that cock. In and out, back and forth, the big slide of raised, plastic veins against my delicate anal membranes. All my nerves were firing, and I began to feel a warmth coming up into my groin. I didn’t know where it was coming from, tell the truth I didn’t know which end was up, but it grew hotter and hotter. I began to sweat, and I wiggled my ass back and forth. 
 
    “Oh…oh…I’m going…something is happening…” 
 
    “Give it up, baby,” Maggie crooned tome. “I know what you want, now give me what I want.” 
 
    She kept fucking me and fucking me, and asking me to give it up, and suddenly it all made sense. I went limp, except for raising my ass higher, and…I submitted. Just a click in the mind, and I was done as a man. I understood the woman now. I could have either. I could…it was a choice, and I… 
 
    I began to cum. Shuddering wracking ripples of sensation that blasted me out of my mind. I felt my eyeballs roll back in their sockets. I was yelling something, but didn’t know what, and Maggie kept pushing and pushing, and I crumpled against the wall and took all she had to offer. 
 
      
 
    We lay on the bed, exhausted, but exhilarated. 
 
    She held me in her arms and I could feel my tits being supported by her forearm. 
 
    “How was it?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God. I know what heaven is now.” 
 
    I turned my head back to her and we kissed gently. Then I went back to just laying in her arms. 
 
    “So, I know we only did it once, but that was…that was the point of it all. Have you made up your mind?” 
 
    “Do I want to be a man or a woman,” I mused. 
 
    “Well…?” 
 
    “You’re so anxious.” 
 
    “Please,” she begged. “You’re killing me. Just tell. Man or woman?” 
 
    I heaved a great sigh, and I told her. 
 
    She breathed out, and she tickled my ear with a whisper, “I think thats a wonderful idea. I’m sure you’re…we’re…going to be very happy.” 
 
    Then I squirmed around in her arms and we began kissing for serious. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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. 
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    I Feminized Him in One Day! 
 
    I made my man into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey? Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    I smiled as I snipped the last of his tighty whiteys with my scissors and dropped the pieces into the trash. 
 
    I heard Ron walking down the hallway. When he appeared in the kitchen he had on a tee shirt and nothing else. I looked down at his cock and smiled. 
 
    “What?” He asked, puzzled by my smile. His cock was half hard. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    “Then where’s my underwear? I had a full drawer yesterday.” 
 
    “Well, about that, I think it’s about time we made some changes.” 
 
    “Changes?” he frowned. “What kind of changes?” 
 
    “Well, about that…” I went to the cupboard and took down the bottle of bourbon. The good stuff, Bib and Tucker 10 year old, small batch. $85 a bottle. 
 
    “Is there an occasion?” He tilted his head in question. 
 
    “There’s always an occasion,” I answered. “I took down a large kitchen glass and filled it with ice cubes. I then poured half a glass of bourbon. 
 
    “You realize it’s only 8 in the morning.” 
 
    “It’s 8:15 somewhere,” I chuckled. I opened a bottle of Pepsi and filled the remainder of the glass. “Of course, if you’r e not man enough?” I handed him the glass. 
 
    Ron took it, shrugged. He drank a big glug and grinned. “Maybe we should have started at 7:45.” 
 
    I smiled indulgently. “Drink your breakfast, and make sure you take these vitamins. I handed him several pills.” 
 
    “What’s this?” he looked at the little pellets. 
 
    “Vitamins.” 
 
    “Oh. Are you on one of those kicks again?” 
 
    One of ‘those’ kicks. As if eating wheat germ and yogurt is unhealthy for you. As if veggies might kill you, and where the hell’s the beef? 
 
    “I guess you could say that.” 
 
    He took another big sip. He did love his bourbon. 
 
    “So where’s my underwear.” 
 
    “It had an accident.” 
 
    “It had a…in my dresser drawer my underwear got in an accident?” 
 
    “Yes. And it was terrible. The little tighty whiteys all got slaughtered. I even had to give them a burial.” 
 
    Glug. Glug. 
 
    “That sounds a little nuts. Now where is my underwear? 
 
    “I told you. I had to bury it.” 
 
    Glug. Blink. The booze was effecting him. “So where is it buried?” 
 
    “Right here,” I toed the peddle on the garbage can. 
 
    He looked in and saw his undies, cut into pieces and strips. Waistband to pouch. The different colors. New and old. 
 
    His eyes widened and he looked up at me. “What the heck is this?” 
 
    “A burial.” 
 
    “No…what…what is going on? Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Come on, I’ll show you why.” 
 
    I walked down the hallway, click, click, click. I knew he was staring at my ankles, my calves, my ass. Men are so easy. 
 
    I entered the bedroom and he was right behind me, and his cock was now standing out. I smiled at it, took it in my hands, tugged on it until he groaned, and said, “Nice cock.” 
 
    I let go, which caused him to groan again, and I opened up my dresser drawer. 
 
    “I’ll buy you some more underwear. But until the weekend you can wear these.” I held out some panties. They were satiny blue. Seamless and very stretchy. 
 
    “Wait a minute? You cut up my underwear to make me wear your panties? Isn’t this some kind of kink?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. But I didn’t cut up your underpants just so you could wear my panties. Let’s face it, your underwear was old, worn, a few rips past its prime. Time for you to get new undies, and I’ll buy them so you can be assured they are stylish and comfortable. 
 
    “Hey, it’s my balls that are going into them, how do you know what’s comfortable for me? Besides, there was some very comfortable underwear in my drawer, and some of it wasn’t too old. Why couldn’t you have at least left those?” 
 
    “Out with the old,” I answered nonchalantly. A new broom sweeps clean. An ounce of common sense is worth a pound of theory, the best laid plans of—“ 
 
    “Hold it,” he held up a hand. He still had his drink in the other, and I motioned for him to sip. He did so, and said, “Is this more than some new, bright idea? Have you lost your senses? Not firing on all cylinders? A plastic thingie short of a six pack? Forgot to sharpen all the knives in your drawer?” 
 
    “Oh, you silly. Here I am, taking care of my man the best way I can, and you make jokes.” I patted him on the cheek. 
 
    He glugged. Good. He said, “Yeah, but this…cutting up my underwear seems a little extreme. 
 
    I slid down his body, running my hands down his sides. “Is this a little extreme? I took him in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh!” he blurted. 
 
    He had a nice cock, and I really like it’s size and shape. Big enough to choke on, and it had made me expand my deep throating skills. I fondled his balls as I slithered my lips up and gobbled the last inch. 
 
    He looked down at my head, my lips working against his pubic, cock all the way down my throat. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he gasped. 
 
    I began to move back and forth, letting that big snake almost escape, then gobbling up its length again. 
 
    His knees began to shake, and I placed my hands on them and held him steady. 
 
    “”Fuck!” he whimpered, and I knew that he was close; I could feel his muscles tightening, I gripped the base of his cock and squeezed hard. I stood up and he fought my hand, tried to let the ripples of squirtem rip through his cock and spew. 
 
    “Let it go! Please!” 
 
    I didn’t, and after a minute, when he was done with his frantic exertions, I released him. 
 
    “Why’d you do that?” he complained. “Why didn’t you let me cum?” 
 
    “Drink up,” I responded. 
 
    He drank, and this time he really wanted to.  Desperation does that to a man. 
 
    Come on, I’ll tell you. And bring those panties.” 
 
    We walked back to the kitchen. I was fully clothed, but my large breasts jounced and jiggled with every step. His eyes, of course, were on my ass. 
 
    I took his glass and refilled it. He stared at me, and I said, “Sit down.” 
 
    He did, there was nothing else to do, and I handed him a fresh drink and sat across from him. 
 
    He stared at me, and drank, and stared some more. 
 
    I was wearing red lipstick, be it slightly smeared from my recent fellatio efforts, and smoky eye shadow. My blouse showed a half bra, and my nipples stood out. My tits, with the nipples rubbing against the blouse material, felt pretty good. In fact, this whole scene was making me quite wet. Heck, I might need a pad if this got any better. And I knew it was going to get better. 
 
    “Honey. Ron. It’s time things changed around here.” 
 
    “Changed how?” he drank, was suspicious, eyed me closely, and tried not to let his eyes drift down to my distended nipples. 
 
    “Well, I’ve been reading some books on feminism, and it is obvious that society is out of balance.” 
 
    “Out of balance how?” 
 
    “Did you know that houses were designed, dimension-wise, for men? Some French, idiot, male architect back in the thirties.” 
 
    “Well, I hadn’t…” 
 
    “And in the fifties cars were designed for a six foot man. Everything, from seats to dash to turning radius, is built around a six foot man.” 
 
    “But men are the major drivers and—“ 
 
    “And that justifies eliminating half the population from the equation?” 
 
    “Well, no. It’s not that they did that on purpose, it’s just that—“ 
 
    “Did you know that scientists refuse to include women in their scientific trials? It’s the hormones. They say that hormones skew the results. So even the medicine we take is designed for men, and the hell with the women.” 
 
    “Honey!” He tried to build up a little steam, take a stand. “That’s not all my fault!” 
 
    “Nope. But it’s your responsibility. And until enough men take enough responsibility the world won’t change.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    I left him on that note. I smiled, patted his cheek, and kissed him…and left him standing there with my panties in his hands. 
 
    I sat in the den and watched TV, there was some gymnastics on, and I loved how the women stretched and tumbled, did their splits and somersaults. I was leafing idly through a fashion magazine and glancing up at the screen occasionally, when he walked past in the hallway. 
 
    “Hey, Ron?” 
 
    He came back to the door and peeked in. 
 
    “Those panties fit good?” 
 
    He turned a little red in the face. “Not really.” 
 
    “How come?” I acted all concerned. 
 
    “I, uh…fall out of the sides. My balls don’t fit.” 
 
    “Hmm. You mean women’s panties aren’t designed to fit men?” 
 
    “Hah,” he blurted. And it was obvious that he meant that there was something in this world that wasn’t designed for men. 
 
    I just smiled and said, “I’ll bear that in mind when I get your panties.” 
 
    “I don’t want panties,” he growled. 
 
    “Come here,” I commanded. 
 
    I don’t think he liked my voice, but, let’s face it, it was his cock that was answering. 
 
    He entered the room and stood in front of me. I leaned forward and ran my fingers around the outline of his cock in his pants. “Mmm,” I said. “Delicious. Would you like a little blow job right now?” 
 
    He gulped. My last BJ, though incomplete, had left him a bit horny.  
 
    “Then pull down your panties,” I emphasized the word panties, “and let me suck on your dong for a while. 
 
    There was a part of him that didn’t want to. But that part was very small. He unbuckled, unzipped, and pulled both shorts and panties down. His cock sprang right out. It was red and ready. That was the good thing about tease and deny. Do it enough and the poor thing is always ready. 
 
    I took his balls in hand, rolled them in one hand, and deep throated him. Again, he gasped, and his hips thrust forward. 
 
    In and out I ran my lips over his cock. I worked the head well, and shortly I could taste the slightly salty, slightly sweet, taste of his pre-cum. 
 
    I ran my other hand between his legs and began to brush it over his button. 
 
    Oh, he jerked then, and the pre-cum spurted, and he was almost ready to cum, I could feel the sperm boiling and starting to pulse…so I let him go. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “That’s enough for now. Oh, look!” 
 
    He looked down at his angry, red member. 
 
    “Your balls are pulled up tight. They won’t fall out now!” 
 
    “But my cock won’t fit,” he was a bit snappish, being denied like that, but that was okay. Men will have their little hormonal hissy fits. 
 
    “Well, maybe you should wear some tummy shapers. That would keep that silly, little thing under control.” 
 
    His mouth opened and he breathed, “Silly, little thing?” 
 
    “Well, it is. It gets all excited and hard at the slightest provocation. And it always wants to drool and spit. Wouldn’t you call that silly?” 
 
    He made a whining sound, then, since I was obviously done, sitting back and picking up my magazine again, he tucked himself in and lurched out of the room. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    When I heard the lawnmower start outside I put my magazine down and got up and left the room. 
 
    I went my closet, and took hold of the shoe hanger. I turned the cloth rack filled with my shoes, and on the other side, in one of the top pockets, were several of my Grace Mansfield books. I kept most of them in a box on a shelf behind some old blankets. But I kept the latest in the shoe rack. I listened for the sound of the lawnmower. Good. We had a big lawn, and he would be trimming after that, and I had plenty of time. 
 
    I took the paperback in and sat down on the toilet. I opened it and started reading. 
 
    I don’t know if you’ve ever read any of Ms Mansfield’s work, but she specializes in how to feminize men. She gives great ideas, and has wonderful plot twists. 
 
    I sat and read, and my hand held my vibrator. 
 
    I was only dimly aware of the sound of the mower as I buzzed away at my clit. I read about men being brought to heel. I read of men being feminized, made up, and used like property. 
 
    Oh, lord, such ideas, and the images made me wetter and wetter. My hand was moving around and around, pressing against my pussy, and I was getting wetter and wetter— 
 
    “Honey? Rhonda?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I turned the little vibrator off and concealed it in my hand. I let the book slip to the side. 
 
    He opened the door, and I sat there, looking like I was red and half grunting. 
 
    He grinned. “Got one hanging, eh?” 
 
    “Halfway there, I answered honestly. 
 
    “Well, sorry. But have you seen the clippers?” 
 
    You left them on the washing machine.” My voice was a little high. I had been so close it was actually starting to happen. The orgasm was sitting right in my pussy, waiting to overwhelm me. I wanted Ron out of there in the worst possible way. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’re right. He started to leave, then stopped. He stood there with a big grin. 
 
    “Don’t you want to go ahead and squeeze that loaf out?” 
 
    “Will you leave!” I snapped and sort of groaned. 
 
    He laughed. “Sorry.” 
 
    He closed the door, and he wasn’t sorry. He thought it was funny to catch me in the middle of a bowel movement. 
 
    The dummy had no idea it wasn’t a bowel movement, but a movement of a totally different kind. A pussy movement. 
 
    I listened, heard him walking away, and I quickly turned on the vibrator, picked up the book, and tried to regain my head of steam. 
 
    When you are interrupted, sometimes it goes away. I felt it dwindling, and I moved that vibrator desperately. I read the book, but now I was so close, and so far, the book wouldn’t do. I needed penetration. 
 
    I dropped the book, changed my position and began pushing my fingers inside my pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” I wheezed, working my hand in and out. I was jamming my knuckles up against the rim of my vagina, I was close to actually fisting myself, and I would have…but the feeling came back, It built and built, then washed over me, a heat that exploded in my pussy and coursed through my body. 
 
    For a long minute I sat on the toilet, gasping, my eyes rolling, my chest heaving. My hips kept jerking, then twitching inside, then they jerked again. And again and again. 
 
    Finally, it subsided. I was sitting half on and half off the throne, half leaning against the wall and half pushing on the counter, dazed, and happy. 
 
    He had stopped me, and that made it harder, but the extra work resulted in extra pleasure. That had been a great and glorious cum if ever there was one. 
 
    Finally, I sighed, and struggled to my feet. I pulled up my panties, put the Mansfield book away, and headed back to the den. Maybe I could watch some more gymnastics. 
 
    The day went slowly. Ron was horny and kept looking at me, and the bulge in his pants was there to stay. 
 
    I, of course was not horny. Which was okay, but I sort of wanted to be horny again. Being horny is a lot of fun. Wish I could be horny all the time, like a man, but, sigh, not meant to be. 
 
    But, not horny was cool too, for me. While I was not horny and he was I could tease without being distracted by my own hunger. That was one of the things I had learned from the books I read: when you get horny you should jill off, leave the man horny, and he’ll be more amenable to whatever you wish. 
 
    Cool. 
 
    So I fixed dinner, gave Ron another drink after dinner, to help with his pills, and then sucked him before bed. But not to a cum. Never to a cum. Not now, when I had a plan to…make him more amenable. 
 
     
 
    I had actually ordered panties for Ron from Amazon, and they arrived the next day. 
 
    Actually, guilty confession here, they weren’t exactly woman’s panties. They were transgender panties. Slick and stretchy for the pouch, and designed to keep him horny. 
 
    “Ron!” I called him into the den after I had opened and inspected the packages. 
 
    He entered the room and I handed him the box of panties. He looked at it and his face turned a little white. He was having a hard time with this. Good. The hornier they are the harder they fall. 
 
    “I don’t want to wear these.” 
 
    “Too bad, so sad, makes me glad,” I chanted at him. 
 
    “I’m just going to go buy my own underwear.” 
 
    “And I’ll just cut them up,” I snapped, haughtily. “And maybe I’ll cut up what’s in them, too.” 
 
    He blinked at that. No man likes to think of the loss of his most precious body organ. “What’s going on? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Because I want you to experience what it is like being the better half.” 
 
    “And wearing your underwear is going to do that?” 
 
    “Do you like that scratchy stuff? You cock just packed away like it means nothing? Go on, try on those underwear. They will fit you better, and you will enjoy the sensations.” 
 
    He grumped, but turned away. 
 
    In two minutes he was back, and he was wearing a pretty pink pair of panties and his tatty tee shirt. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” He held up a matching bra. 
 
    “It’s a bra. I didn’t know you liked bras? I would have gotten you one sooner!” 
 
    He was starting to blink, and I could tell he was already starting to be overwhelmed. 
 
    “Seriously?” he sounded a little choked. 
 
    “Actually,” I lied, “I didn’t know that was there. I must have ordered a panty set without realizing it. But since you have it…” I looked down. “Nice fit. Come here.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. His cock walked over to me, his body following. I put my hand on his new, transgender panties and felt his package. His cock was hard, very hard, but it was still confined inside the material. “Oh, that’s nice.” I rubbed him and his knees gave a bit. 
 
    I let go and looked up at him. “Was there anything else?” 
 
    Oh, there was, he wanted to squirt in the worst possible way, but it was obvious what I was doing, and he was actually a bit embarrassed, and…he hesitated, then he blurted, “There’s some weird panties in that box.” 
 
    “Weird? How so?” 
 
    “Like, I don’t know. One has a ring in it, an elastic ring, and another one…” he turned bright red, “it looks like a pussy!” 
 
    I grinned in delight. “Oh, goodie! Go try them on! I want a beauty pageant right here, right now.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you do that I might be convinced to suck on your cock for a while.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    The poor boy. He was out of control, his own control, and under mine. 
 
    “Sure. Now go put on a pair and come out and show me.” 
 
    He left, and came back a minute later. He was wearing a skin colored, rubbery pussy. I mean it. A pussy. I recognized it at once, of course. The description of it, on Amazon, was ‘Y16T Mens Hiding Gaff Panty Insert Pads, Pluggable Transgender Crossdressing Pad for Crossdresser Cosplay.’ 
 
    What a mouthful, eh? But seeing my man in it, his cock in the inner sleeve and totally hidden, a fake pussy on his front, one that I could, and did, insert a finger into…I thought I was going to cum in my panties. And I had just cum the day before. Whew! 
 
    And, in spite of his protestations, this panty thing was making him hornier and hornier. 
 
    Heh. 
 
    The next item was a gaff. It was tight and low, and his cock and balls were bent back between his legs. And, I have to tell you, that must have been painful. He was getting so hard, and then to bend it back like that…whew for him! 
 
    “Better save that one for when I’ve drained you.” 
 
    He gave me a funny look at the remark, but I didn’t explain myself, and he was in a hurry for a blow job, so he ran out of the room, and returned a minute later with another pair of panties. And another and another. And each one seemed to make him harder and hornier. 
 
    Finally, he was done. And back in the pretty pink ones. 
 
    I smiled at him, and I pulled them down and put my educated lips to work. 
 
    And now I had to be careful. He had reached that drippy stage where it wouldn’t take much to make him squirt his load. I blew him slowly, fondled him gently, and he kept jerking and twitching, but I managed to keep him right on the edge. Dripping and hip jerking and eyes rolled back desperation. 
 
    And I stopped. 
 
    “Come on,” he whined, begging. “Get me off.” 
 
    “Oh, no. That comes later.” 
 
    “How much later?” he pleaded. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But I’ll tell you what…if you wear that bra tonight, when we meet Jill and Tommy for dinner, that would probably go a long way towards making me want a little desert, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    He did. And he grinned. 
 
    “So, go. Try it on. I’ll help you with the fit.” 
 
    He trotted off, and returned holding the terribly frightening instrument of torture that terrified him so. At least, it made him red in the face and confused. 
 
    I held it up and he put his arms out and I slid the straps over his shoulder. “Turn around.” He turned, and I fastened the clasp. “Turn around.” 
 
    He turned, and it was perfect. It was pink, like his panties, and it was a training bra with not much cup. It held his pecs perfectly. His little nipples poked out the thin material of the cups and he looked so cute. 
 
    “Oh, that is wonderful.” 
 
    “It is?” he asked dubiously. Horny but dubious. What a wonderful combination. 
 
    “It is. Can you take it off?” 
 
    He tried. He reached his arms back up behind, and over the shoulder, but the clasp was perfectly situated so he couldn’t reach it. He just wasn’t flexible enough. 
 
    “Can you help me?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He looked at me, his eyes quizzical. 
 
    “Wear it today. Get used to it. You’ll be glad when we go to dinner.” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    I rubbed the front of his panties, stroked his cock, and his breath caught. 
 
    “Why not. It’s only you and me, and I want you to feel how good it feels. Are you horny?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah. Sort of.” 
 
    Sort of? Ha! He was so horny he was dripping, and the evidence was on the front of his panties as a patch of moisture grew. 
 
    “So wear that bra, right through dinner. Maybe you’ll get your rocks off.” 
 
    “Maybe?” He was no dummy. I had teased him for two days, and he wanted to reach the goal line. 
 
    I stared at him. then: “If you do what I say, wear whatever I want, then I will get you off during dinner.” 
 
    “During dinner?” 
 
    “While you’re eating your steak. While you saw back and forth and cut your meat, I will be sawing back and forth on your meat, too. If you manage to cum, and I will do my best to make you cum, then…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Cum during dinner.” 
 
    “But I’m going to do more than make you wear a bra and panties.” 
 
    “How much more,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Garters and nylons,” I said. 
 
    He stood, and contemplated. Well, actually his dick contemplated, but his head went along with it. 
 
    “And I just have to wear those four things. Panties and garter, nylons and bra.” 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    “But…I’ll be eating!” 
 
    “Have you ever had an orgasm in front of other people? Without them even seeing or understanding?” 
 
    “No…” unsure, but excited. 
 
    “Then try it. If it doesn’t work then you can come home and jack off.” 
 
    “Jack off?” 
 
    I shrugged. “You’ve got options.”  
 
    But he didn’t. Not really. 
 
    “How would you reach my dick…when it’s in my panties?” 
 
    Ha! He had called them ‘my panties,’ assuming his way into my kink. 
 
    “Before the steaks arrive go to the bathroom. You can cut a hole in the panties. Get your dick out, and I will stroke you. God, you’re going to be so excited you won’t be able to stand it. You might be a little shy at first, but as I play with you and stroke you you’ll get hornier and hornier. And you’ll be acting all so nonchalant as we talk and chat, but my hand will be under the table, working madly. We can get Tom and Jill a little drunk first, but you only have one drink. They’ll be too drunk to notice, and you’ll get closer and closer. Your dick will be dripping, and it will be so fucking hard. Maybe Tom will be talking about football, or golf, or something, and you’ll feel that little trigger click way down there. You’ll take a sip of water to mask any facial expression. Maybe you’ll choke a little bit, trying to swallow when the sperm shoots out. but…there you go.” 
 
    “And if it doesn’t work. If I don’t get off…” 
 
    “Then you have my permission to come home and masturbate. Of course, I’ll have to watch. But…” I lifted my shoulders in a shrug. 
 
    He stood there for a long minute, thinking, his mind running over the scenario. 
 
    Getting his rocks off, right in front of people. 
 
    Then he nodded.  
 
    “Okay. Then…how do we work this?” 
 
    “Like I say, wear the bra the rest of the day. And before we go out I’ll help you put on some nylons and a garter. We head for the restaurant and…” I smiled. 
 
    “Just wear panties and bra, garter and nylons.” I could tell he was talking himself into it. 
 
    “That’s all.” 
 
    He paused, then looked at me. His gaze was firm as he had made up his mind. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay,” I replied, and I smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to shave your legs if you’re going to wear nylons.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he laughed. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    “What?” he turned and frowned at me. “Why?” 
 
    “Number one, it looks stupid to have all those scrunched up hairs under your second skin. Number two, it’s going to feel so sexy cool that you will be elevated to a whole new level of hard on. Number three, because I said so.” 
 
    He thought on that for a few seconds, then, “Okay.” But he didn’t like it. 
 
    “Here, it’s easier than shaving.” I tossed him a bottle of Nair.  He caught it and looked at it. “Nair? Really?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Women have been using it for years, and you like to feel my legs, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    Long story short, he used the Nair. He got out of the shower a little bit red-faced, but bald as a baby’s butt that had just been shaved. Or Nair-ed. 
 
    “This is weird,” he remarked, as he pulled on the garters. 
 
    “Only if weird is sexy,” I was sitting at my vanity table and making up my face. I especially worked on plumping the lips, the red, then gloss. Baby, he loved my lips, and he would be thinking of them all night. 
 
    He pulled on the cock ring underwear I had gotten him. It was a thong with an elastic cock ring. The pouch that normally covered his package could be pulled down easily and put under the balls when he was ready. 
 
    I was wearing a half bra, the tips showing, and I was going to wear a simple jacket. I would be bulging, and the slightest turn and I would be visible. A little jump and I would bounce with the best of them. 
 
    He put on his bra, I had helped him take it off for the shower, and I had to help him put it on again. I snapped his strap when I was done. “Sexy bitch.” 
 
    He looked at me funny, then sat down and rolled the nylons up his legs. 
 
    “How’s that feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Electric,” he admitted. 
 
    “Sexier than socks?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    I could tell what he was thinking. He was a man, dammit! It might feel so cool, and make his cock stick out, but…it was women’s clothing! 
 
    “Nice,” I said, turning to face him. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, his own thoughts were overwhelming him, and I knew he was going to need some alcohol pretty quick. 
 
    He pulled on cargo pants. slipped into a black tee shirt and started to put on a short sleeve shirt. A thick one with pockets. 
 
    “Why don’t you just wear the tee shirt?” 
 
    He looked at me, his eyes black with a thousand yard stare. Man, he was thinking. “People would see the bra straps.” 
 
    “People see my bra straps all the time. Don’t you think it’s sexy?” 
 
    “For you.” He wasn’t laughing. 
 
    I put on a skirt, then my jacket. I was already wearing nylons and heels. I stood up and he whistled. 
 
    “Wowzer, baby. Are you…are you going to go with just a jacket?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “People can see an awful lot.” 
 
    “And you can too. And you’ll be dreaming of unwrapping this package all the way home.” 
 
    “If I don’t cum.” He was quick. 
 
    “Well, if you don’t, it won’t be my fault.” 
 
    The way his mouth worked, he was on edge. Lord, that boy was whore-kneeeee! 
 
     
 
    We hoped into the car and he started driving across town. As we drove I kept my hand in his lap. “How’s the hose?” 
 
    “Wow. I can feel everything sliding on my legs. It enhances everything.” 
 
    “And how’s that old cock?” 
 
    He groaned in answer. 
 
    We pulled into the parking lot at Charlie Coyote’s. It was already packed with cars, couples were sauntering toward the entrance, and music was blaring in the evening. 
 
    Charlie Coyote’s is the place to be. A cafe during the day, it turns into a robust night club at night. 
 
    Inside was a jostling crowd. Men in sleek suits, or casual, women in gowns and latex and whatever. There was a dance floor in the center, surrounding by a ring of tables, then booths. At the far wall was a bar with the hardest working bartenders in all of Los Angeles. 
 
    We turned right, through the crowd, and entered the patio. At the far side Tom and Jill were waiting for us. They waved, we waved, and soon we were all sitting and imbibing. 
 
    Well, they were imbibing, and we made sure they kept doing so at a good pace. 
 
    Tom worked on a bourbon and Coke, and made it last. I sipped at a sedate pace. I was having fun, Tom and Jill were getting blotto, and I don’t think the alcohol was affecting Ron at all. He was just too stimulated, too excited. 
 
    “So you think the Laker’s have a chance?” 
 
    Now, normally, Ron and Tom would be in a fast and furious argument about statistics and positions and trades and all that sort of thing. But Ron kept interjecting comments and let Tom do the arguing. 
 
    Jill and I chatted about this and that, and it was quite pleasant. Then Jose arrived. “What would you fine senors and senioritas like to order?” 
 
    We ordered. Filet Mignon for me. Jill, traitor, had a salad. But she has to watch her figure. Ron ordered prime rib, and so did Tom. Then Ron stood up and said, “Got to hit the head,” he managed not to look at me and blush. 
 
    We sat and talked as Tom went to the bathroom. 
 
    “Ron seems a bit subdued,” observed Jill. “Is everything all right?” 
 
    Tom was glanced, very fixedly, at a woman with enormous boobs, probably a porn star. 
 
    I whispered to Jill, “He thinks he’s going to get lucky.” 
 
    Jill almost spit her drink out. “He’s not?” she giggled. 
 
    “Not if I can help it. I’ve got him wearing nylons and a bra, and he is about to bust.” 
 
    She glanced at Tom, who had actually turned in his chair and his whole attention was on the woman bouncing past us. 
 
    I whispered, “I’m going to jack him off during dinner.” 
 
    She stared at me, laughed, stared some more, and Tom turned back to us. “Was that Holly Halston?” 
 
    Neither of us answered, and Jill was staring at me with open faced admiration. 
 
    Tom returned, and our steaks, and one salad, arrived. My hand, of course, slid under the tablecloth and to the side. 
 
    Ron didn’t show anything. Kept cutting and eating, and he even kept up the conversation with Tom. Sort of. 
 
    Jill stared, gulped some of her drink, toyed with her salad, and tried to watch without being observed. 
 
    Though he looked attentive, Ron wouldn’t have known if an elephant walked into the room and crapped on the table. 
 
    Oh, it was a good show. He muttered his, ‘Oh, yeahs,’ and ‘sures,’ and looked like he was paying attention. But he wasn’t. 
 
    He was feeling my small hands stroke his cock. Up and down, light nails over the head. 
 
    He was breathing harder and harder, and trying not to. 
 
    He sipped his drink. He kept his eyes on Tom, and he was getting closer and closer. 
 
    Jill nudged her fork and it fell off the table. She leaned over and ducked down to pick it up. 
 
    Ron panicked. He put one hand down and tried to push my hand away, to close his legs, but I tightened my grip and wouldn’t let him. 
 
    Jill got a good eyeful. She saw how I had manipulated his cock out of his pants. She saw his penis, red and swollen and ready to squirt. Later she would tell me that it was drooling pre-cum. And she saw his nylons under his cargo pants. 
 
    She sat up, wiped her fork on her napkin, glanced at Ron, and looked at me. 
 
    But in that glance Ron knew that she knew. He was petrified. He kept trying to get his cock back, but I wouldn’t let go. 
 
    The tension was palpable, and Tom would notice in a second. 
 
    Jill’s a pretty smart girl, though, and she saw what had happened, how the moment was evaporating. She turned her attention to Ron and said directly to him, “Go on with what you’re doing.” 
 
    Ron opened and closed his mouth. He was quite red, but…it worked. She knew, he knew, and I obviously knew, and Tom was saying, ‘It’s on Youtube. It’s called ‘How Ridiculous,’ and they do things like drop cars on giant hatchets, try to squash toilets with three ton hammers, and…” he blathered on and on, drunk and oblivious to what we were doing. 
 
    Jill smiled, opened the top buttons of her blouse and waved a hand to fan her face. “Is it hot in here? Or is it my imagination?” 
 
    Ron was torn, his hips wanted to jerk and thrust, my hand was driving him crazy, and  Jill was showing him her boobs. She unbuttoned another button, pulled the sides of the blouse apart. Her tits were almost falling out, and I worked my hand slower and slower. 
 
    Tom: “And they got this little rubber dinosaur called ‘Rexie,’ and they keep trying to destroy him. Put him in the toilet when the three ton hammer drops, that sort of thing…” 
 
    I stopped fondling the knob, he was too close. I stroked, and I stroked slowly, stopping, watching him. His eyes were glazed and his dick was pulsing, but I had him a sort of a never land, right on the edge, but never over. 
 
    “Is that Holly Halston?” Tom blurted. 
 
    The woman with the big breasts walked by again. 
 
    “Why don’t you do get an autograph,” Jill suggested. 
 
    “What? No.” 
 
    “Really. Go on. It’ll make your day. Hell, it’ll make your year.” 
 
    “Well, it…it…uh…” 
 
    “Go on,” and Jill pushed him. 
 
    So he did. He got up, crossed the room and stood behind her and said something. 
 
    The woman turned, and they started chatting, and then she took out an eyeliner pencil and had him unbutton his shirt and lift his tee. 
 
    Meanwhile, Jill leaned forward and placed her hand over Tom’s. “Are you really going to shoot your sperm right here? Under the table.” 
 
    Ron tried to look at me, but she had captured him. He said, “You told her.” 
 
    I said, “So what. Are you going to cum or not?” 
 
    “Hold it back, Ron,” Jill whispered. “Stay horny.” 
 
    “I…I can’t…I’ve got to…” 
 
    I let go of him. 
 
    He deflated like the Goodyear blimp. He just dwindled down into himself. 
 
    Jill laughed. “Good boy.” 
 
    He looked at me, and he was so conflicted. His secret was out. He knew that she knew that he was wearing women’s underwear, and getting hand jobs, and…and was right on the edge of squirting. 
 
    “You told…you told…” 
 
    “And how are you feeling now?” 
 
    “Humiliated.” 
 
    “And hard.” 
 
    “Embarrassed.” 
 
    “And hard.” 
 
    “Ashamed.” 
 
    Jill squeezed his hand. “Aw. Poor boy. Has a cock that women dream of, and he’s going to get lucky tonight.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. 
 
    Ron looked back and forth between us, then focused on me. “Maybe?” 
 
    “I really don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “So we’re not going to fuck tonight?” 
 
    “Well, I said you could jack off, but now I don’t even want you to do that.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’ve got something better in mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    At that moment Jose came by to check on us. 
 
    “Bad Jose!” I admonished. 
 
    “He became quite serious. Jose is a charm, and he takes anything you say to heart. 
 
    “Is there something more I can do?” 
 
    “Jose, you haven’t kept us in suds.” 
 
    We could see his Latin mind working around the words, then he brightened up. “Oh, suds…like dreenk!” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, I’ll take six bourbon and Cokes. And Jill, what do you want?” 
 
    Jill ordered for herself and Tom, and I added, “Fast service for big tips, amigo.” 
 
    The dollar signs flickered in Jose’s eyes, and he sprinted off to fill our order. 
 
    And Tom came back, holding his tee shirt up so we could see.  
 
      
 
    Hally Halston 
 
      
 
    Right over the right nipple. And her lip print was right on his nipple. 
 
    “See? It was her!” 
 
    We all laughed, admired the lips on his nipple, and Jose returned with the drinks. 
 
    And the party really got started. 
 
      
 
    We drank until midnight. Tom and Jill kept their high, and Ron got riotous. He was horny, excited, desperate, frustrated, and I made sure he had a drink in his hand the whole night. 
 
    By midnight we had reached a comfortable peak. Tom and Jill were laughing and happy and ready to go home and go to bed. 
 
    Ron was ready to go anywhere and do anything. He would have taken off his clothes and danced naked on Sunset if I had asked him. 
 
    I was just a little high. 
 
    So we departed that place of frivolity, and I drove home. 
 
    Ron wanted to, but he was in no condition. The fact was that he would have been a drunken mess, except he was horny. That was keeping an edge of sobriety on him. 
 
    So I drove, and he played with the radio, and we sauntered through the smog laden Hollywood scene. Call girls on Hollywood Blvd. Rap music blaring from a dozen cars at the In and Out fast food place next to Hollywood High. Police cars sharking along the streets, looking for trouble. 
 
    “You told Jill I was…you were…” 
 
    “I did. It really made it hotter, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, it was hot.” 
 
    “Did you like staring at her tits?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “She has a great set, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Would you like to fuck her?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    Even drunk, that registered in his simple cranium. 
 
    “What? Why not? I’m your husband!” 
 
    “So where does it say in our marriage vows that I have to lay down and spread my legs whenever you say?” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Marriage vows were written by a man, and they are pronounced by a man, and they are designed to make a woman a victim.” 
 
    “But…you…I…” 
 
    He was not only drunk, he was flabbergasted. His drunken mind couldn’t even begin to cope with what I was saying. 
 
    “So we are going to rewrite our marriage vows tonight. And we’re going to rewrite them so they benefit the woman for a change.” 
 
    “But…you…I…” 
 
    “First, you will wear what I want you to wear. And since we are the same size, except for tits, we will be able to trade dresses and underwear and even make up.” 
 
    “What?” He actually reeled in his seat, as if I had punched him.  
 
    “You heard me right. And, as for your tits…I’ve been giving you hormones. And they will start taking effect in the not too distant future. Yes, hubbie of mine, you are about to grow a pair. A real pair. Do you think you will like wearing tits?” 
 
    “But…are you…” his mind was sorting through what I had said and he was having a lot of difficulty. Male minds. They just aren’t built to cope. 
 
    “And if the hormones don’t work well enough, I’m going to get you breast implants. If we’re going to stay married then I want my man to have some righteous tits. The kind of tits I can be proud of.” 
 
    Ron went silent. I let him be for a few moments, we were getting close to home, and I asked, “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “You’ve been giving me hormones?” 
 
    “Yep. Industrial strength. The best money can buy. Within a week you’ll go through an extra horny stage, so we have to change your sexual preferences before then. I’m not going to waste my time laying down or sucking on you all hours of the day. That’s for a world designed by men. So we’ll change the way we do sex, and you’ll like it. I’ve been reading up on it, and all men do.” 
 
    “What kind of hormones?” 
 
    “Lots of estrogen. I haven’t totally canceled out your dick. After you go through the extra horny stage you’ll probably shrink a little, but you won’t go limp. You’ll be less able, and that will probably make you more horny. And I’m not going to let you in me. I find a dildo so much more pleasurable. A dildo doesn’t suddenly go limp and crawl away and leave me high and dry. Oh, you’ll still get in me, every once in a while, when I feel like the warmth and heat of flesh. But you won’t be cumming in me anymore. Mostly, I’ll be getting in you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked in shock. 
 
    “Oh, I like that. I want you to start speaking in a higher voice.” 
 
    “But…why? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading, and it turns out that you're not alone. More than half a percent of the people in the United States are transgender. I’ve always thought you a little soft, in spite of your macho posturing, and I decided it was time for you to go all the way and discover your true self. 
 
    “But…I don’t want to!” 
 
    “You don’t know if you want to until you’ve tried it.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to try it!” 
 
    “Did you like wearing nylons and bra tonight?” 
 
    “Well…no.” 
 
    I laughed. “the bull shat and you stepped in it. You were having more fun than Bill Clinton on Epstein’s Island.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I turned into our driveway. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it.” 
 
    I turned to him. “Let’s go in and discuss it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk…” 
 
    I lost the rest of his words because I was already out of the car and half up the walk to the front door. 
 
    I heard his door slam and he hurried after me. 
 
    Inside, I went right to the liquor cabinet and poured him his favorite. He stood in the doorway, pouting. I put the glass on the table and went back to mix myself a wine spritzer. 
 
    When I turned around he had sat, and was huddled over his drink, no doubt feeling sorry for himself. I sat down across from him and leaned back. 
 
    “So. Tell me why you don’t want to have an adventure.” 
 
    “Because I’m a man! I was born a man! I like being a man!” 
 
    “But you married me, and I’m sick of you being a man. Especially a weak willed, namby pamby one.” 
 
    “That’s unfair of you to say…” 
 
    He blathered on, and I took off my jacket. He stopped talking. I sat there, in a bra. My large breasts pointing over the half bra at him. My nipples were erect. 
 
    “You see these nipples?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “They are erect at the idea of you doing what I want you to do. You’ve been in charge too long, and now I’m taking charge, and these nipples are excited at that.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Furthermore, they are showing my excitement for the idea of you wearing those nylons, that bra. I can’t wait to dress you up all the way.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I was proud, happy, in command. He was drunk, compromised in dress, and conflicted because he liked it. He simply couldn’t argue against his cock. 
 
    “These are the new rules of our marriage.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but before he could say anything I continued. 
 
    “When we go somewhere I will always drive. You will do the laundry, and I want you to hand wash our lingerie. I will tell you when you can dress as a man, there will be times when I want people to think we are still traditional in our marriage. But some of the time, and all the time around the house, you will be in full female dress, including make up. You will do the dishes. You will run the vacuum, do the lawn, and all the chores. And your reward, if you do these things quickly and promptly, is that once a month I will drain you. You will, of course, be expected to give me as much oral sex as I wish. I will order a chastity tube, and…and that’s about it. Do you have any reservations before you say ‘I do?’” 
 
    Oh, he had reservations, but…I had decided, and so it was a done deal. He just had to learn to deal with it. 
 
    As we talked, I kept his glass filled. I was going to have to make sure he stayed drunk for a couple of days, until I had him completely changed over. 
 
    Finally, he ran out of objections. Talk wise, that is. 
 
    Mentally, emotionally, he was a mess, but I had expected that. After all, this was a total role reversal, a power exchange of significant magnitude. Tell the truth, I expected more fireworks from him. But, then, he had never been really all that manly. 
 
    It was about four in the morning when I took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    He was sloshed, but he would remember this all on the morrow. 
 
    I sat him on the bed and I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. I tossed it on the floor and said, “You can pick it up tomorrow, when you do the wash.” 
 
    He opened his mouth and I covered it with my hand. “Don’t talk, you’ve had your chance to talk, now it’s time to play a little, and get you used to your new role. 
 
    Still, he would have said something, but I took off his shoes, tossed them aside, and pulled down his cargo pants.  
 
    His cock was about as erect as I had ever seen it. It was red enough to be angry, and maybe it was, but I was brooking no nonsense. I grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    So I took him in my mouth and began working him. 
 
    “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    Oh, Lord, he resisted. But he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    I twisted his nipples, sucked on them. I ground my pussy on his face. I even sat on his penis, let him feel that golden tube for awhile. 
 
    Before he could cum, however, I got off. Went back to sucking. 
 
    “Say ‘I do.’” 
 
    It took me an hour. An hour of him gasping, and gulping, and trying to talk, but he really had no chance. 
 
    “Okay! I will! I do! Anything you want! But, please…let me cum!” 
 
    “I will, sort of.” 
 
    “Sort of?” His eyes were bloodshot, his mouth was slack, he was desperate. 
 
    “For the life of our marriage, you have been fucking me. Didn’t matter if I didn’t feel like it, I had to do it. If you were horny, no matter what, even if I had my period, you got your way. Now the high heel is on the other foot, and I’m going to get my way.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means shut up, my darling bride, and this will be the marriage of our life. Come here.” 
 
    I tugged him across the room and sat him in the chair in front of my vanity table. I took out my nail kit and began preparing his hands. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you a proper set of fingernails. the ones you’ve got are battered and chipped and downright ugly.” 
 
    He tried to take his hand away. I pulled it right back. I glared into his eyes. “You either let me do this, or you get your shit together and get out. I’m in charge now, and this is my house, and if you want to live here then you have to do what I say.” 
 
    “But the man is in charge!” 
 
    “You said ‘I do.’ You knew the new rules. Now you do what I say, or I kick you the fuck out.” 
 
    He looked like soaked owl, sad and wide-eyed.  
 
    I pressed red fingernails on him. I used super glue, so he was going to be living with these for a while. He could wear gloves if I wanted him to go out like a man, but…now he was going to have a woman’s hands. 
 
    “I’ll do your toes tomorrow, and you can learn to do your own nails over the next few weeks, hopefully by the time the hormones are in full swing you’ll have figured it out.” 
 
    “And if I haven’t?” he blubbered. 
 
    “Then everybody will laugh at what an ugly woman you are.” 
 
    I moisturized and cleansed his face. I primed it, put some foundation on it, and then introduced some color. I hid his masculine lines and shadows and softened and feminized his face. I went to work on his eyes, and all the time he kept trying to talk his way out of it. 
 
    But it was too late. I had made up my mind, he had agreed, and it was a done deal. And I wasn’t about to give up my new found power…no way, no how. 
 
    The breaking point was the lipstick. There is something so powerful about lipstick, and the redder it is the more powerful it is. I had plumped his lips, they were nice and fat, and I painted them red. Long lasting lipstick. Very shiny. I made him look at himself in the mirror, and he was fascinated. 
 
    He was also growing tired. I had to hurry up before the moment passed. 
 
    I got out my wig and put it on him. Beautiful. Now he truly looked like a girl. 
 
    Then I pulled a dress over his head, and even made him put on high heels. 
 
    He stood in front of the mirror, absolutely gorgeous, and then I took pictures. 
 
    He stood, saw himself, and was amazed, and that changed him. 
 
    “I actually look like a woman!”  he murmured. 
 
    “At heart, you are a woman. You’re always been a woman. As I said, a bit more than half a percent of the people in the United States are the wrong sex, and I have always known that you were one of them. Now you know, and now you can start having fun with your life. Are you ready to consummate our new marriage?” 
 
    “Consu—what do you mean?” 
 
    I went to the dresser and opened the bottom drawer. I took out the package I had order some weeks before, when I had been planning this whole scene. 
 
    I began putting it on and his eyes grew wider. Much wider. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m about to shove this dick up your ass, if you don’t mind. And even if you do.” I lubed up the plastic penis. Lots of lube. I wanted this to go in easily. 
 
    “I don’t think…” he was trying to back away, but I had the strap on on now, and my hands were free. He tried to get past me to leave the room, but he was awkward in his high heels. I grabbed him and swung him around, propelled him towards the bed. I wasn’t as strong as him, but I was definitely more sober than him. 
 
    He hit the bed and lay on his belly. 
 
    I moved up behind him and lifted his skirt. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    I pushed him forward on the bed. 
 
    I moved between his legs and pulled his panties down. 
 
    He tried to climb up on the bed to get away, and that was exactly what I wanted. Him mid climb, I pushed, and the head of my penis popped into his rectum. 
 
    “Oh!” He jerked his hips forward, which braced them against the edge of the bed, and that gave me more access and better leverage. I pushed, and went in. All the way in. 
 
    He made a squeaking sort of a sound, and he fell forward and grabbed the sheets of the bed with his fists. 
 
    I began to move in and out, nice, even strokes. He didn’t have the leverage to get away, and my weight kept him down. 
 
    “Hey…hey…hey…! 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
    I continued entering him, pulling back, and, since he couldn’t get away, it became familiar, and he began to accept my rhythm. 
 
    “Stop that!” He cried weakly. 
 
    As if I would! 
 
    I kept him pinning and started wiggling it around inside him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. 
 
    I moved my hands to his hips, held them firmly, and corkscrewed my way into his fine ass. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered, and his ass, his sexy ass, began to move back against me. 
 
    I picked up speed, now that he was liking it. I began to move harder and harder, and he gasped and went with it. 
 
    For long minutes I pushed into him, then I slowed down. He was ripe, and maybe I could drain him. 
 
    I leaned on him and kissed his ear and whispered, “I’m going to put pressure on your prostate. It you’re lucky you might get a cum, maybe even get rid of some of that nasty sperm you’ve been storing up.” 
 
    He said something, I think he tried to nod, then I raised myself and pushed down on his butt. I pulled half out and worked the dildo around inside him. 
 
    I felt it when when the tip of my dick found his prostate. And he felt it, too. He grunted, and said, “I’m going to pee.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Relax. Let it happen.” 
 
    He did. He had given himself up to me, had submitted to my weight and authority, and he relaxed and wiggled his butt a bit, and the semen started to come out of his pecker. It spread across the front of his panties, and he groaned in happiness. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “I’ll do this once a month to you, if you’re a good girl. 
 
    “I will be,” he muttered. 
 
    Then we were done. He was drained, and convinced of the glory of anal sex. 
 
      
 
    Life is good now. He goes to work as a man, with female underwear underneath his suit, of course. 
 
    As soon as he comes home he changes into a woman and does his chores. 
 
    He loves me, and gives me as much cunnilingus as I can handle. And I can handle a lot. 
 
    He hasn’t been back inside of me for months, but that’s okay. I’ve got a dildo. And sometimes, if he’s good, I let him wear it. It’s nice to see the frustration on his face as he acts like a man without feeling a thing. It’s good to remind him of what he once was. 
 
    And he’s goto a tremendous set of ta tas now. Bigger than mine. No need for implants, he was really ready, hormonally speaking, to be a woman. 
 
    And once a month, or more, if he needs it, I remind him who’s boss. I put on that strap on and show him who man in this relationship is. 
 
    And he likes it. 
 
    And the only pity is that  more women don’t do this. The world would be a much kinder place if they did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Feminized Again! 
 
    A hard woman is good to find! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you’ve got a problem. 
 
    We were sitting on the patio, naked, of course, and enjoying the sun and an occasional dip in the pool. A bourbon and Coke sat on the low glass table between us, along with a wine spritzer. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m done on this side.” I turned over and let the sun begin the baking process on my back. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. You’ve got a real problem.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and inspected my wife, and believe me, that was a delectable job. 
 
    Shiela is just an inch shorter than me, is actually taller than me when she wears high heels.  
 
    She is bountiful, and if you don’t know what that means you have never seen an over-sized bra. 36 DD. Easy. 
 
    She is svelte, with a thin waist. 
 
    She has a face that makes models envious. 
 
    In short, she is the most gorgeous woman in the world. 
 
    Okay. I’m exaggerating. She’s only the third most beautiful woman in the world…but I don’t know who one and two are. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed. “I want sex and—“ 
 
    “Don’t make me spank you!” She leaned over and swatted me on the ass with her fashion magazine. Those suckers are thick and I yelped, “Ow!” 
 
    Then, of course, I smiled. 
 
    So she poured her wine spritzer on me. Ice cubes and all. 
 
    “Hey! What the…” I immediately got up and jumped in the pool. 
 
    I swam in circles for a minute, became thoroughly de-spritzed, and climbed out and returned to my lounge chair. I laid down and closed my eyes and sighed. 
 
    “Honey, you’ve got a problem!” 
 
    My eyes flickered open.  
 
    “Don’t make me go make a drink just so I have something to pour on you again.” 
 
    I sighed, sat up, took a sip of my bourbon and Coke, and gave her my attention. “Okay. What is this world shaking problem that you are speaking of?” 
 
    “Your sales are down.” 
 
    I sighed, swung around and leaned back on the lounger and closed my eyes. “Sales go up and down. You know that’s what happens.” 
 
    “Not like this.” 
 
    I opened an eye and considered her. 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You’ve dropped a thousand bucks in your monthly.” 
 
    I sat up. “What?” 
 
    “You’ve dropped a thousand dollars in your monthly commissions. I’ve charted it all. It’s been a slow but steady downswing for over three months.” 
 
    Man, she had my attention now. “Show me.” 
 
    Shiela opened the magazine she had swatted me with. She took out a small spreadsheet and handed it to me. 
 
    I took the paper, rubbed a hand through my hair and examined the proof. 
 
    Yep. A line that was going down. Not like falling off a cliff, but more like running down a steep mountainside. 
 
    It started last month, but you’re right, statistics go up and down, and you’ve had downswings before. That first month isn’t that much different than a half a dozen months over the last two years. But the second month made me blink, and when the third month came in…honey, you’ve got a problem.” 
 
    I studied the spreadsheet, changing it into a chart in my mind. Peaks and valleys, normally just a slow up and down, but this third month was indicative of a dive. 
 
    “Have you changed the keywords?” 
 
    “Nope. And I’ve done research to make sure the ones we normally use haven’t become ineffective. Keywords are fine. 
 
    “What about ads?” 
 
    I increased ads for this last month. I did this a week ago, we haven’t seen any increase in the dailies. 
 
    I was frowning now. My bright and sunny smile was truly upside down. 
 
    “So, any ideas?” 
 
    “Sure, but you’re not going to like them.” 
 
    I studied Shiela closely, and thought about how we ran our business. When we got married I was a struggling writer. But with her business acumen my statistics had soared, and I was enjoying the life that almost no other writer on the internet enjoys.  
 
    So I was freed to write, and she took care of marketing. 
 
    I upped my output severely, and she made sure that that output was seen by plenty of people. 
 
    “So tell me what I’m not going to like.” 
 
    “I’ve been reading the comments on our websites.” 
 
    I started to say something but she held up her hands, “Before you get started, I know that comments are the devil incarnate.” 
 
    Boy, she was right there. For every 99 people who said intelligent things, there was one who had no sense and was mean and avaricious. 
 
    ‘He doesn’t use commas correctly,’ was typical. 
 
    ‘He needs to have more spankings,’ was also typical. 
 
    Except that as a professional writer I did know how to use commas. And if I did suddenly alter my writings to include more spankings…my statistics reflected an instant dip. 
 
    What the commenter should have said was, ‘he needs more spankings…because I like spankings.’ 
 
    For me to take that singular comment and apply it to everybody was literary suicide, if you get my drift. I had to write for everybody, not one fellow who wanted more spankings. 
 
    So I appreciated the comments, and greatly, because it meant that people were engaged. 
 
    And I tried to ignore the ones that were manifestations of personal kink. 
 
    “So what are you telling me?” 
 
    She opened the mag again and took out a second sheet of paper. It was a list of comments, and I perused them. And it was disheartening. 
 
    ‘Descriptions are flat, like he doesn’t really know about women’s clothes.’ 
 
    ‘Writer shows an unfamiliarity with the female mind.’ 
 
    ‘He’s got the wrong sequence when it comes to applying make up.’ 
 
    On and on. Small font. And all of them had to do with the fact that, in their opinion, I was writing about something I didn’t really understand. 
 
    I frowned and put the sheet of paper on the glass table. 
 
    “That’s why I don’t read these things.” 
 
    “No, you don’t understand. I didn’t cherry pick a few comments, these are sequential, this is what everybody is telling you!” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Joey, how long has it been since you cross dressed? Put on make up?” 
 
    “But…” but I was sort of stopped. It had been a while. 
 
    ‘And that was what got you into writing erotica. You didn’t see enough feminization, female domination, men in compromised positions and needing to change. And what you did see was just ‘fuck writing.’ Porn for the sake of porn.’ 
 
    “I still write that stuff. I love that stuff.” 
 
    “But these people are saying there is something flat in your writing.” 
 
    I frowned and thought about it. And thought deeply. So engaged in such thought, I stood up and picked up our glasses. I walked back into the house. 
 
    I had lost my touch, is what she was saying. 
 
    I rinsed the glasses out and made two more drinks. 
 
    Wine spritzer for Shiela, Tsarine Cuvee Adriana in the gold, swirly bottle. A hundred bucks a pop, but worth every sip. Cut delightfully, but some say sinfully, by ginger ale. Right out of the can. 
 
    And a bourbon and Coke, with Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon, only sixty bucks a bottle, and worth every gulp. I’m such a cheap drunk. And, of course, Coke. Right out of the can. 
 
    I carried the drinks back outside, handed Shiela hers and sat down and sipped. Well, gulped. I didn’t like bad news. 
 
    “So what is your plan?” I asked. 
 
    This was actually a tender area. As a writer I am my own counsel. I’ve gone through the editing process and understand it, and even appreciate it, but I don’t like amateurs telling me how to craft a word. 
 
    “I think you know what I am recommending.” 
 
    I sat back and frowned. 
 
    Shiela leaned over and touched my forward. “Honey, why don’t you want to cross dress anymore?” 
 
    I was silent, feeling the bourbon cool me and burn me at the same time. 
 
    Yes, why didn’t I want to. I knew why, but I had never told anybody. I had kept my dirty, little secret locked up. I had simply stopped wearing feminine clothes and gone back to male clothes. 
 
    That which I loved I had put aside. 
 
    I became a man because…because… 
 
    “Honey. I know something happened six months ago. And I have sat by and watched you deal with it. But…you’re not dealing with it. You’ve had a closed attitude for almost half a year now, and now it is showing in your statistics.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You need to talk. You need to let it out.” 
 
    Did I? I didn’t want to. Sure, I had a secret, but I wasn’t one of those fellows who went around blubbering about all his problems. 
 
    “Your statistics is down, you’re shutting me out, and if you don’t figure it out…” 
 
    She didn’t say anything more, she wasn’t threatening me with any action, she was just letting my mind leap to the obvious conclusion. I would sink into myself, stop communicating, stop writing the things that the wonderful perverts of the world rejoiced in. 
 
    Heck, truth be known, examine a few statistics and there were more perverts than so called ‘normals,’ and they were more open and accepting. 
 
    “Honey…?” 
 
    I took an extra big gulp of that sweet nectar, took a big breath, and began to talk… 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Joey! How you doing?” Rex Sinclair was a happy, dapper, sort of a guy, but with a bit of an edge. 
 
    Not really overly mean, but just sort of subtle nasty. 
 
    I was dressed as a girl. I was in corset, tight dress, had big, fake boobs, and my hair and make up was perfect. 
 
    “Pretty good,” we exchanged hand shake and almost chest bumped. That’s the thing about when you go out cross dressing. You feel cool and sexy, but other guys think you’re cool and sexy, too. And I didn’t mind a pat on the ass, but Rex…he was the kind of guy who got out of hand. 
 
    “Well, come on, let’s have a drink and you can tell me about it.” 
 
    Normally, I didn’t go drinking with the likes of Rex. He was happy enough, great jokester, but he…I was afraid of that edge of his. I mean it was one of those things…I had never seen him kick a dog, but…he had the potential. And I didn’t like to hang with people like that. 
 
    But, sometimes I don’t use the best judgement, and we ended up in a bar called ‘Samson’s,’ on third street. We sat in a booth and traded nasty jokes. 
 
    It was semi-crowded. People could still move around, but the crowd was starting. 
 
    "Give it to me! Give it to me! she yelled. I'm so wet, give it to me now! So I gave her the umbrella.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s crappy,” I laughed. 
 
    “So do me better.” 
 
    “What's the difference between kinky and perverted?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head with a grin. 
 
    “Kinky is when you tickle your girlfriend with a feather, perverted is when you use the whole bird.” 
 
    He laughed, and glanced at his watch. 
 
    “You want to come to a party?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Your parties tend to be a little rough.” 
 
    “Come on! Find out how the other side lives.”  
 
    “I know how the other side lives, and that’s why I’m on this side.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. You never want to party with me. And this is a good one. It’s a bunch of people like you. Crossdressers. And they’d like to see how a real lady does it.” 
 
    Oh, crap. Compliments. I’m a sucker for compliments. And, I argued against, but an hour later we staggered out of the bar and got into a cab. And he pinched my ass when I got in. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped. But he was laughing, and I was drunk…and laughing, so we headed off for a party. 
 
      
 
    “Where was I?” Shiela asked, as I paused. 
 
    “You were at your mother’s, and I had to go uptown for a meeting with a publisher. A real publisher.” 
 
    “You never told me that.” 
 
    “It didn’t pan, and you were busy, and…” 
 
    “And you didn’t talk about that lost weekend.” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly miserable. Heck, Shiela probably could have handled the publisher. She is good at— 
 
    She interrupted my mental meanderings. “So tell me about this party.” 
 
      
 
    We drove uptown, passed through, and went downtown. Bad downtown. Normally I would have cancelled, but we were laughing, and we were telling jokes, and I was drunk…and the taxi pulled up in front of a shabby brownstone. 
 
    It wasn’t a good area. Not many people on the street, and those that were seemed furtive, sneaky. 
 
    We crossed the sidewalk, he had linked his arm with mine, and we climbed some steps and he hit the buzzer. 
 
    “Yo!” the tinny voice greeted us. 
 
    “This is Rex Sinclair and date.” 
 
    ‘And date?’ I mouthed at him. 
 
    He shrugged and goosed one of my tits. I didn’t feel it, except for a slight pressure on my chest. And I should have walked out. That was the sort of stuff I definitely didn’t like. But, we were there, the door buzzed open, and suddenly we were on the inside, walking up the steps, laughing and giggling. 
 
    He told me a joke as we staggered around a landing and headed for the third floor. 
 
    "I bet you can't tell me something that will make me both happy and sad at the same time, a husband says to his wife. She thinks about it for a moment and then responds, Your penis is bigger than your brother’s." 
 
    I laughed hysterically. That was the funniest…well, maybe it wasn’t. But in the moment, aslosh with cheap bourbon, I thought it was pretty funny. 
 
    On the fourth floor a door opened down the hall and a fellow looked out. He was in a boy beater shirt and had a cigarillo dangling from his lips. As we got closer I could see he had earrings. 
 
    “Hey, amigo! We thought you’d never show up!” 
 
    Suddenly I had a bad feeling, I started to back up, but Rex grabbed my arm, and the sleazy fellow grabbed my other arm, and I found myself in the apartment. 
 
    It was cheap, and made cheaper by peeling wallpaper, buckling floorboards and cracks in the century old linoleum. This had to be an original slum apartment from the dirty thirties. 
 
    There were six men in the room, and one skanky woman. A woman, but certainly not a lady. She had thick make up, pancake make up, like she was off a broadway show. But no show would ever let a girl like her on the stage. She was wearing a bathing suit and lots of pink flowers. She was skinny, and her boobs were small and saggy inside the sequined top. She was smoking a cigar, a big one, and looking at everything like she expected it to die. 
 
    “Hey! Rexie! This is the senorita, eh?” 
 
    I looked at Rex. He just slipped me a grin and said, “This is Joey. She likes to party.” 
 
    “Rex—“ 
 
    But one of the men dragged me to a couch. I was literally thrown in between two guys, both bigger than me. One put his arm around me and I tried to push him away. It was like trying to push a bulldozer. 
 
    I looked for Rex to help me, but he was standing by the door, talking to a guy who was wearing a jacket over his boy beater. He had a skinny mustache and was smoking a cigarette. I saw them shake hands, and…the big guy slipped Rex some money. I could see the bills trade hands. 
 
    Then Rex turned, saw me and grinned, and went out the door. Just like that. And I was alone with a half a dozen men. And one skanky bitch who looked like she wanted to bite somebody’s dick off. 
 
    A couple of them didn’t speak any English, they just kept chattering between themselves, and I knew they were saying dirty things about me. 
 
    Two others spoke broken English, and they talked about what a fine Chiquita I was. 
 
    The big one next to me put his hand on my leg and I tried to slap it aside. He got mean, squeezed harder, and tears came to my eyes. 
 
    And they kept laughing and laughing. They were drinking, and they offered me a shot of tequila, but I refused. I was getting sober pretty fast and I just wanted to get out of there. 
 
    Then the leader, the guy who had paid Rex, spun a chair around and sat down in front of me. He had a big scar on the side of his face, and he was slightly bald, just a spot on the top of his head. And he smelled of cigarettes and tequila. 
 
    “Hey, senorita.” 
 
    “Hey, man, you got the wrong idea. I’m a man!” 
 
    He nodded, reached out for a bottle and took a big glug. Then he lit up a cigarette and blew the smoke in my face. 
 
    “Senor…senorita…eh?” He shrugged. He had a gold tooth that showed when he grinned. 
 
    One of the other men, a skinny one, giggled and asked, “Travesti?” 
 
    The guy in the chair in front of me nodded, blew smoke towards the ceiling, and said, ‘Si. Travesti. Tocador cruzado.” 
 
    The skinny one giggle, and actually clapped his hands in glee. 
 
    The leader had not taken his eyes off me. “You know what tocador cruzado mean?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Cross dresser. Travesti, like transvestite.” 
 
    “Okay. Yes. That’s obvious. I need to go.” 
 
    The big guy next to me snugged his arm around me tighter, and the guy on the other side grabbed my tits. My breast forms. He squeezed, and it would have hurt, except my tits were fake. Still, his fingers sunk deeply into the breast form. 
 
    “So why you try fool us?” 
 
    “I wasn’t…I just like dressing this way.” 
 
    The leader leaned back, contemplated me with a glint of humor in his eyes, then rattled off a bunch of Spanish. I don’t know what he said, but the men started laughing. He leaned forward then, and reached his hand up my dress. I tried to get my hands free, but the big one had his arm tightly around me and I couldn’t get free. 
 
    He felt my panties, and he pulled, ripped them off. He pulled them out from under my dress and held them up. The men were cheeering, and he sniffed them, said something that sounded like ‘apestosa,’ and later I would research it and find out that it meant ‘stinky.’ Then he tossed my torn panties to the skinny one and reached under my dress and grabbed my balls. 
 
    It hurt. His hands were rough and calloused, and he was squeezing to cause pain. 
 
    “Why you try fool us, eh?”  
 
    He was right in my face then, squeezing, and I moaned and probably would have fainted, but he let go. I try to hunch over, but the big guy still held me. 
 
    “Okay, chiquita. You fool us good.” He laughed and rattled off some more Spanish, and they all all stood up, and the big guy stood me up, and hands were all over me. 
 
    They didn’t rip my dress off, they seemed intent on keeping me feminine looking, But they took me into the next room and shoved me onto the bed. 
 
    I will always remember how filthy that bed was. The sheets stank of barf and sex, and they were stained, and I wanted to be sick. 
 
    They didn’t put me all the way onto the bed, they just bent me over, lifted my dress, and… 
 
      
 
    Shiela was silent when I was done talking. What could she say? I had been foolish, I had gone where I didn’t belong, I had trusted somebody who I shouldn’t have, and I had paid the price. 
 
    She pushed my drink over to me, and I picked it up. Tears were coming now, and I literally cried in my bourbon. She lifted the bottom of the glass and tilted it to my lips. 
 
    I drank, and drank, and the tears slowed down. 
 
    She got up during my crying jag, came around and sat down next to me. She held me, and my body shuddered a few times, then she just sat back, pulling me down with her, and she lay on the lounger with me in her arms. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    I awoke, and felt so very refreshed. Confession does that to the soul, cleanses it and makes it shiny again. 
 
    I arched my neck looked up at Shiela, who was still holding me. She smiled, and leaned down and kissed me. 
 
    I felt like a million dollars as she stood up, took my hand, and led me to our bedroom. 
 
    We were already naked, so we just sort of fell on the bed and started screwing. Just like that. 
 
    We didn’t need foreplay because my confession had been foreplay. And I realized something. 
 
    I had not just been writing by rote, like I was filling out a form, but I had been making love by rote.  
 
    And now, for the first time in months, I was fully engaged.  
 
    Her skin was delicate, white, soft and fine pored. I felt her breasts and she arched her back and brought my mouth to her nipples. 
 
    Her nipples, glorious soldiers in the fight against sexual abstinence. I ran my tongue around them, felt the crevices and the heat. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my erect cock. She pulled it, and pulled me into her. 
 
    For a moment we were locked, motionless in love, and we just stared at each other. 
 
    Making love is always wonderful, but making love to the woman you love…that is more than wonderful. 
 
    I began to move, to sink deep, twist, and pull. 
 
    She groaned and bit my shoulder lightly. 
 
    I thrust forward, a hard fuck, and she drove up, fucking harder. 
 
    On and on we battled each other in loving tandem. In and out, my cock slithering and sliding, her gasping and me gulping. And the end, when it came, was inexorable and tremendous. We were lifted up on a wave and crashed down, splatted on the sands of love, and then it was over. 
 
    We lay there, breathing deeply, and glad…so very glad. 
 
    I had slid down a bit and was in her arms, my face against one boob. She held me tightly, and said, “You did nothing wrong.” 
 
    “I know. But that doesn’t stop the feeling of being penetrated against my will, of being slapped, of the way they used me, laughed at me. I can still smell them, I can feel their roughness as they over powered me. No, it’s not my fault, but I am left with the debris. 
 
    Shiela was silent for a long time, and I thought she might even have drifted off to sleep, but she was just thinking. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I want you to do something for me.” 
 
    “Okay.” I loved her, I trusted her. 
 
    “Tomorrow…I want you to get dressed. I want you as beautiful as you can be.” 
 
    “I can do that.” And I could. A heavy load had been taken off me and I was feeling free again. 
 
    “And then I want to go somewhere.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I could tell you, but I want it to be a surprise.” 
 
    Hunh. A surprise. Well, I was okay with that. As I said, I loved my woman. 
 
    And then we drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and I still felt good. 
 
    Oh, my bad experience was still there, and I had a feeling I might have to deal with it again, maybe even get professional help, but for right now…I was fine. 
 
    Shiela awoke and we went out to the kitchen, naked as usual, and fixed a big breakfast. We laughed and joked and when I went in to do my day of writing I was feeling pretty good. 
 
    And my writing showed it. The words flowed freely, there was no ghost in my mind holding me back, my muse was unleashed. 
 
    I lost track of time, wrote thousands of words, and was sure my readers would be pleased. 
 
    Finally, early afternoon, I closed up shop and wandered out to the pool. 
 
    Shiela wasn’t there, and, in fact, was nowhere. 
 
    Hunh! how curious? She was a real homebody, but…she must have had some shopping to do. Still, she hadn’t said good bye…. 
 
    I watched a little TV, and thought about getting dressed up again. I hadn’t done it for six months. Hadn’t wanted to. But now I did. 
 
    Shiela came home, and she was whistling. She brought home lunch, one of those poisonous MickeyD burgers, and we ate our lunch with a bit of chatter and laughter, then she said. “Time to get ready.” 
 
    I nodded, and got up and went back to the bedroom. 
 
    I took a shower, then brushed my hair out. I keep my hair long and wavy, and it curled over my shoulders. 
 
    We have two vanity tables, his and hers, and I sat down at mine. I handled some of the bottles. I hadn’t touched them for so long, and I took a wipe and cleaned them off, then I started my transformation. 
 
    I cleaned my face, and I hadn’t done that for so long my little sponge turned black quickly and I had to use a second sponge. What a bad girl I had been. 
 
    Then I primed my face, got rid of blemishes and imperfections, of which there weren’t many. Ooh la la, ain’t I grand. 
 
    Foundation, blush, and then the eyes. 
 
    I love eyes, they take such a delicate hand. I shaded mine carefully, added mascara and lengthened my lashes. I was starting to look good, and I put on bright red lipstick, then glossed it. 
 
    I combed my hair out, and it turned lustrous and fell over my shoulders in gentle waves. 
 
    Shiela came into the room and smiled at me. “Gorgeous. Are you going to wear a gaff?” 
 
    “I was thinking of a tube.” 
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    So I put on a chastity tube. I tied a bit of string to it, and pulled my tube between my legs and tied the string to the back of my thong. It wasn’t the most comfortable, but I loved the feeling of being confined, and it did keep the package out of the way so I could have a smooth front. 
 
    A bra, a big one, and my breast forms. 
 
    “I want to get implants,” I noted to Shiela. 
 
    “I would like that.” 
 
    “I bet you would.” 
 
    I picked out a tight dress and wiggled into it, and now I was starting to look like a real woman. Slender figure, I dieted enough that my waist was tight, big boobs, and…and I rolled a pair of nylons over my legs and slipped into a pair of high heels. 
 
    “Wow,” Shiela whistled appreciatively. 
 
    “Are you going to get dressed?” 
 
    “Sure. go fix a couple of drinks and I’ll be right out. And a bourbon and Coke for me tonight.” 
 
    I tilted my head in question. “I feel a little manly tonight.” 
 
    “A sexy man,” I quipped, and I headed for the kitchen. 
 
    We had gone out in total role reversal before. Sometimes we liked to go out as two women, sometimes as two men, and there was always the mix and match. 
 
    So she was the man and I was the woman tonight, and that was fine with me. Anything to be with my baby. 
 
    I mixed the drinks, and sipped mine, and sure enough, she was out in just a couple of minutes, in a sort of a zoot suit! 
 
    Not a complete zoot. She had padded shoulders, but the cut was sexier, feminine without being feminine, if that makes sense. 
 
    She took her drink and sipped, smiled, and then did something surprising. She took a flask out of the cupboard and filled it with bourbon. Hunh! We rarely used the flask, but if that was what she wanted, that was fine with me. 
 
    We walked out to the garage, and I heard the double tapping of our heels and looked at her feet. I grinned. She was all man, but she couldn’t give up those sexy high heels. But then, who could? 
 
    Or, maybe she just wanted to be taller than me. Nothing wrong with that. 
 
    She held the door open for me and I sat, and pivoted and pulled my sexy legs in after me. 
 
    She smiled as she closed the door, and shortly we were zooming. Down the street, onto the freeway, and off for the big city. 
 
    And I felt so-o-o good. 
 
    I was sexy, with the woman I loved, and I felt clean, relieved, ready to go. 
 
    Yes, it was still there, that terrible night, but…but I was going to make it. 
 
    I didn’t know, of course, what was about to happen.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We drove up the highway, over the bridge, and into the big city. It was a beautiful night, and the lights illuminated us, made our faces like kaleidoscopes. Cars whizzing past us, and us whizzing past cars. Tall buildings with lights going on and off. 
 
    Shiela turned on the CD player and I hummed as Anita O’Day sung, ‘Let Me Off Uptown…’ 
 
    We wound our way through the city, horns honking, people talking so loud we could hear them in our car, and the whole thing was like a crazy, but beautiful symphony. 
 
    We pulled up to Ryan’s Bistro and a valet stole our car. We walked in, arms around each other, eyes glowing for each other, and…it was the best night of my life. 
 
    A combo was playing jazz, a lovely woman came out and sang, and we sat at our booth and ate, and drank, and were totally in love. 
 
    But, and this was the strange part, a strange part which I didn’t notice at first…Shiela kept buying me drinks. 
 
    Drink after drink, and I slowly became tipsy. Not sloppy drunk, but just that giddy place where you say silly things and everyone laughs at you, but in a nice way. 
 
    We had desert, a delicious chocolate-candy bar layer cake, then, again arm in arm, we exited the restaurant. 
 
    Back in the car, and I felt like I was on a cloud, all feathery and light and glowing. 
 
    “That was the most wonderful surprise,” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, that wasn’t the surprise,” Shiela laughed. 
 
    My. How curiouser. “Well, what is the surprise.” 
 
    “Let’s take a drive, and then I’ll show you.” 
 
    “I can do that,” I giggled. 
 
    She laughed, reached over and caressed my face with her hand, and I kissed it, then she returned it to the steering wheel. 
 
    We drove down to the harbor, drove under an overpass for a mile, and the evening turned sad. We observed the prostitutes, desperate women with no hope, no plans, just living the life until somebody beat them too badly, or they overdosed, or were subject to some other tragedy. 
 
    I commented on that, “I feel so badly for those girls.” 
 
    “Yes,” Shiela agreed. “They may have made a choice, but…it just doesn’t seem fair. Here.” She handed me the flask. 
 
    I looked around, made sure there were no cop cars in sight, then tilted the flask. It was like drinking liquid fire. It was straight bourbon, and no matter how good and expensive, bourbon burns. I gave a cough, screwed the cap back on, and offered it back. 
 
    “You hold on to it.” 
 
    So I did, and that shiny, little metal container sat in my hand. And what do you do when you’re holding something? You use it. Wasn’t a minute until I sipped again. And again. 
 
    Lord, the lights lit up in my head, and in a strange moment of clarity I blurted, “You’re trying to get me drunk.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What? Yes you are.” 
 
    “Nope. I’m getting you drunker.” 
 
    I laughed at that, looked around, and sipped again. The flask was half empty now, and she took it back. I think I was drinking too fast. She wanted me tipsy, happy, not sloppy and puking. 
 
    She turned the car and went back uptown. Back to the bright lights and away from the nastier side of life. 
 
    “Joey?” 
 
    “Yes?” I was lolling against the window, watching the beautiful city pass me. 
 
    “Do you believe that people should pay for their mistakes.” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. Pay, pay, pay. I’ll give you a dollar for revenge.” 
 
    I was giddy, making no sense, and Shiela grinned. 
 
    And she kept driving. 
 
    “Does Rex still hang out at The Pussy Bar?” 
 
    I frowned. The Pussy Bar, a low life establishment which catered to the likes of people like…Rex. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    She angled across town, and I realized she was going there. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to The Pussy Bar.” 
 
    She glanced at me. “You won’t. I’m just going to go in for a second.” 
 
    “Don’t wanna see Rex.” 
 
    “You might have to, honey.” 
 
    “Don’t wanna!” 
 
    She handed me the flask again. I took it, unscrewed the cap and downed a glug. Suddenly I wasn’t so happy. 
 
      
 
    We drove up to The Pussy Bar and angled into the parking lot. It was full, and Shiela found a space under the sign and near the street. She turned to me. “Honey, I’ll just be a minute. I’m going to lock the car, and I want you to take it easy.” 
 
    “Take it easy,” I repeated, but I wasn’t happy. 
 
    “Joey, you’re just going to have to trust me. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” I pouted. 
 
    “And when I get back I want you to just go along with me. No matter what I say, no matter how weird…just go along with me. Okay?” 
 
    “Go along with you.” 
 
    She leaned over to me and whispered. “Trust me, and this will all be over soon.” Then she kissed me quick, on the lips, and got out of the car. 
 
    She hit the fob and the locks all clicked shut. I watched as she sauntered across the worn parking lot. 
 
    She was in there five minute and a few seconds. That whole five minutes I wondered what she was doing. And I prayed that Rex Sinclair was not there. 
 
    But he was. And five minutes later Shiela was coming back across the parking lot, pausing for a car to pass, and the little weasel was with her. 
 
    Rex Sinclair. Who had left me with a bunch of vicious bullies. Had been paid money to leave me with them. And that memory…that memory… 
 
    Shiela fobbed the car open. Rex got into the back seat and Shiela, with a cautious glance at me, a warning of some kind, got in the front. 
 
    “Hey, baby! I haven’t seen you for years!” 
 
    Shiela: “Say hi to Rex, honey.” 
 
    I looked at her. Even though I was drunk, I was ready to erupt. But there was something in her attitude, and I remembered her telling me to go along with whatever she did. 
 
    “Hi, Rex.” 
 
    Good thing he was high on something, probably pills and booze, because he didn’t notice the ice in my voice. 
 
    Shiela squeezed my knee in encouragement and started the car. 
 
    I opened my mouth to start in on Rex, but Shiela saw me, and goosed the car. We went under the sign, over the sidewalk and curb, and jounced in the street. Shiela laughed, a bit too hard, and Rex chuckled. 
 
    “You girls are in a hurry for a party.” 
 
    Shiela quickly said, “Rex said he could hook us up. You remember that party you told me about? The guy with the scar and the gold tooth? The party you had so much fun at?” 
 
    My mouth was open to object, but she rode right over me. “Well, Rex says he’s got it all arranged. He made a phone call. Isn’t that great, honey? We can have a great party, just like the one you went to before!” 
 
    I wanted to scream, but the way Shiela squeezed my knee, and she had told me to play along, and…and now I was confused. A part of me wanted to cry, to jump out of the car and run away. But I loved Shiela, and she had told me to trust her. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s Luis. I’m glad you had a good time. Luis and his homies, sometimes they’re a little wild, but nothing a good girl can’t handle, eh?” 
 
    He leaned forward and squeezed my shoulder gently. 
 
    I detested his touch, I was revulsed by him, but he was looking at me, and I glanced at Shiela, and she was looking at me with a caution. A look of ‘it’s all right…don’t get upset…this is all right!’ 
 
    “Yeah,” I responded. 
 
    Shiela drove towards the bad section of town, and I shut up, but it didn’t matter. Rex was the original party boy. Blind to what others felt, he started in with the jokes. 
 
    “Hey, I got a goldfish that can break dance. Only for about 20 seconds, though, and only once.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. What a sick joke. I wanted to throw him out of the car. 
 
    "What's your name, son?" The principal asked his student. The kid replied, "D-d-d-dav-dav-david, sir." "Do you have a stutter?" the principal asked. The student answered, "No sir, my dad has a stutter but the guy who registered my name was a real jerk." 
 
    Shiela laughed, but it was a weak laugh. I was stone-faced. Behind us Rex laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    We drove into the really bad area, and Rex said, “It’s pretty close now. Right up here.” 
 
    We stopped in front of a house. It was squashed between an industrial area and an abandoned office building. The front was rotting, peeling boards. Shingles were missing, and the yard was a maze of broken cars on blocks and weeds. 
 
    “This isn’t where…you took me.” 
 
    “Nah. Luis moved. He’s still a party animal, though. Come on.” 
 
    Rex got out of the car and stretched and waited for us. 
 
    I turned and hissed at Shiela. “What are you doing.” 
 
    “Honey, I promise you, this is all part of a plan, and you just need to go with it. You need to smile, freshen up your lipstick, and I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    I got out of the car, but I didn’t freshen up my lipstick. I glared at the house. 
 
    Rex started walking, and Shiela and I followed. 
 
    “Hey, if you give a man a match, and he'll be warm for a few hours. Set him on fire, and he’ll be warm for the rest of his life.” 
 
    Rex laughed and laughed, and Shiela whispered to me, “The car is unlocked. The keys are in the driver’s side pocket.” 
 
    I looked at her, and then, starting to come down from all the alcohol, starting to feel real concern, I whispered, “What are you doing?” 
 
    But we were at the porch, and she smiled and whispered, “Play along.” 
 
    We mounted the steps, and barely made it. The planks rattled and a few were missing. We cross the porch to the front door and Rex knocked. A minute later and Luis opened the door. 
 
    He was as I remembered him, except seedier. He was wearing the same jacket, but no shirt underneath. His teeth were yellow, and his eyes were big and dark. Luis had gotten stoned in anticipation for this party. 
 
    “Come on in, Rex, my man. Come in chiquitas, mi casa es tu casa.” 
 
    Rex chest bumped Luis, passed in, and Shiela and I followed. 
 
    “Hey, senorita, eres hermosa. Muy buena!” 
 
    He leered at Shiela, then he saw me. His eyes immediately lit up. 
 
    “I remember you. You are the good looking travesti who try to fool us.” 
 
    I kept my face carefully straight. 
 
    “So you want some more of Luis and his homies, eh?” He grinned, showing his gold tooth. 
 
    As I entered the room I caught sight of more faces. A couple were the same, I recognized them. A couple of them were different. There was no sign of the skanky girl. 
 
    “Hey, have some tequila. Jose, give these fine ladies some tequila.” 
 
    Jose, who happened to be the skinny one from months before, handed Shiela a bottle. Shiela took it, wiped the mouth, then tilted it, and that was the moment I realized something was wrong with Shiela. 
 
    Her face was fixed. A smile, but a rigid smile.  
 
    Rex was fist bumping somebody. Luis shut the door and stood next to me. He put his sweaty arm around my shoulders. “I miss you, chiquita. We gonna have fun, no?” 
 
    I hardly noticed him, his body odor, his stupid macho way of acting. 
 
    Shiela had turned to me, and her eyes…her eyes…she handed the bottle back to Jose. 
 
    Jose tilted the bottle and took a big slug, and that’s when it all happened. 
 
    She said, “You fucked my girl and didn’t ask her.” 
 
    Luis got confused. Not by her words, but by the fixed glare in her eyes. It was obvious no woman had ever glared at him before. At least, not like this. 
 
    Then Shiela reached into the pockets of her almost zoot suit and pulled out two guns. 
 
    They weren’t big guns, not any kind of Dirty Harry gun, but a gun doesn’t have to be big to do a lot of damage. 
 
    Luis didn’t take his arms from around my shoulder, but with his free hand he reached into his jacket pocket and drew a .45. I knew it was a .45 because I had seen enough movies to recognize it. He never got a chance to shoot it, though. Shiela shot him first. 
 
    She was eight feet away, too close to miss, and the bullet hit him in the center of the chest. He folded back, staggered back, looked at his chest, then sat down. He was so surprised at being shot he didn’t even shoot his own gun. He just dropped it. 
 
    Shiela turned and shot Rex. He was close, and he turned, and the bullet took him in the arm. Blood spurted and he grabbed his arm and ran out the door at the back of the living room. It was the kitchen, and he went right through the kitchen, out the door, and disappeared in the night. 
 
    I was screaming. I just bent my knees and huddled down and put my hands to my ears and screamed. 
 
    By now the other men in the room were drawing their guns. Shiela shot one more, in the leg, and he fell down, but kept shooting. 
 
    I screamed. 
 
    BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! 
 
    Bullets whizzed past me, but didn’t touch me. But then I had no gun, and they couldn’t shoot through me, so they were shooting around me, and Shiela was shooting around me, and I just stood there and screamed. 
 
    For a long moment the chaos reigned, then it was silent. Just the smell of gunsmoke. Just moans and groans. 
 
    Shiela was hit. Twice. She had taken one in the side, and she was holding it. And her thigh was leaking blood, but when she moved she didn’t limp. 
 
    I was screaming, and then, every stopped, I stopped. Shiela sagged against a couch, caught herself, and muttered, “Motherfuckers.” 
 
    My eyes were wide, I was shell shocked. 
 
    “You’re going to have to help me to the car,” she said. Her voice was very rough, gritty. 
 
    Yes, I was stunned, upset, out of my mind, but my girlfriend needed me. My love needed me. She might be Bonnie and Clyde all wrapped up in one, but…she needed me. 
 
    I darted across the room and went under her shoulder. I helped her to the front door. 
 
    “Don’t touch the knob,” she said. So I used my dress to turn the knob and pull. I wedged the toe of my heel between the door and the jam and pulled, and the door opened. 
 
    We staggered out of the house and across the porch. Going down the steps was crazy, and then we weaved our way between the wrecked cars. 
 
    “I think you’re going to have to drive,” she said. 
 
    I helped her into the backseat, where she groaned and laid down and put an arm over her eyes. 
 
    I got into the front seat, found the keys in the side pocket, and started the car up.  
 
    I was a mess. I was in shock. I was trembling and it was hard to even turn the steering wheel. I did it, though, and I drove down the street. 
 
    “Drive faster,” advised Shiela. “And try not to weave.” 
 
    I took deep breaths and tried to follow her advice. I sped up to the speed limit, and I asked, “Where’s the nearest hospital?” 
 
    “No hospital,” she whispered. 
 
    “But you’ve been shot.” 
 
    “This ain’t bad,” and I glanced back and saw the shadow of a smile on her lips. 
 
    “But…but…”  
 
    “Just drive home.” 
 
    So I did. My mind was a wreck, I was second guessing myself,  but I kept the car on the road, passed some cops going the other way with sirens blasting, and eventually made it home. 
 
      
 
    I helped her to the couch. She didn’t want to go back to the bedroom. I helped her lay down, and she groaned, looked up at me and said, “The leg is okay. Just sew it up. It’ll be a nice scar.” 
 
    “But your side…” 
 
    “That’s the touchy one, but the guy who shot me….it wasn’t a big gun. You can get it out.” 
 
    “I can?” 
 
    “Go get me some booze, and a knife, a real sharp knife, and I’ll talk you through it.” 
 
    I got the bottle of good bourbon and she swigged from it, then handed it back. “Pour the whiskey on the blade. Both sides.” 
 
    I did, spilling bourbon on our rug. 
 
    “Okay. Just stick it in and feel for something hard. A little rock.” 
 
    Oh, God. I had got her out of her almost zoot suit jacket when I had put her on the couch. Now I cut her shirt and exposed the skin. 
 
    I should have poured more whiskey on the blade, but I wasn't really thinking. I was just following directions, and I was terrified. 
 
    I was going to stick a knife in my girlfriend! I was going to be cutting into her flesh! I was…I did it. Don’t ask me how. I just remember placing my hand on her skin, next to the wound, and sticking the knife in. 
 
    She groaned, she was white, but she didn’t scream or jerk. 
 
    “Find it, please,” she whispered. 
 
    I moved the knife around, and I could actually feel the path of the bullet, the resistance was…different. It was ruptured flesh, and not as strong as unruptured flesh. Then I felt the bullet. Like she had said, like a little rock. 
 
    She felt it, too. I don’t know how, her face was pasty and she was gasping for breath, but she said, “get the knife under it. Dig it out.” 
 
    That was actually easy. In fact, looking back, after the fact, after the mix of terrible emotions I was undergoing, the whole thing was easy. I pried, and the bullet fell out. just like that. 
 
    Shiela sighed. “Fuck. That hurt.” Very conversational. “Sew me up.  Use dental floss. Give me the bottle.” 
 
    I handed her the bottle and she swigged it several times, like it was nothing more than Coke. Then she put the bottle down. 
 
    Sew her up. I had never sewn a thing in my life, but it wasn’t hard. You just stick a needle in one side, through to the other side and out. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and got dental floss. I threaded a needle, remembered to pour whiskey on the needle, and started. She stopped me. “Pour whiskey on it.” 
 
    For a second I was confused, then I realized what she meant. 
 
    Her voice was so soft, but I did it. I poured bourbon directly into the wound and she gasped, and then blurted, “What a waste of good bourbon!” 
 
    And she laughed. It was the weakest laugh I had ever heard in my life. 
 
    I sewed. The wound in her side was easier than the one in her leg, but I got them both sewed up. Then I washed the wounds again and wrapped towels around them and then wrapped duc tape around the towels. Somewhere in there Shiela went to sleep. 
 
    But my night was hardly begun. 
 
    First I cleaned up the blood on the floor. I spent a long time trying to blot the blood up, and I did pretty. We were going to have to toss the couch, but the floor was okay. 
 
    Then I went out to the car. The backseat was a mess. There was a lot of blood, and it had partially dried. I put a load of towels in the washer, ripped up a sheet, and went to work blotting up the blood. It took me hours, the stuff was in the cracks, soaked in. I finally took the whole back seat out and took it out on the front lawn and hosed it. Then I took it back into the garage and set it on end to dry, and went back into the car and tried to get the blood out of the rough carpet under the seat. 
 
    It was dawn before I was finished. There was no trace of blood in the car, but I knew there was a lot that the eye didn’t see. Heck, if the police put one of those lights on it it would glow like a mad man’s eyes. 
 
    But, there was nothing for it. I could have the car detailed, but that would only help, it wouldn’t cure complete. That car needed to be torched to get rid of the evidence. 
 
    But, so what. I was tired. I had recovered from the shock of the massacre, and I needed sleep. I went into the living room and sat down on a recliner, kicked the leg platform up, and snored… 
 
      
 
    And awoke in the afternoon. And I felt terrible. My head hurt, my mouth was gritty, and I had slept in my girl clothes and make up. 
 
    Shiela still slept, and so soundly that I checked to make sure she was breathing. She was, but…she was out like a light. A light in a house where the electricity had been turned off. 
 
    I went to the bedroom and cleaned myself up. I showered extra long, put on a tatty robe, and went to the kitchen. I ate a couple of pieces of toast, and that was all I could stomach. I returned to the living room, sat in the recliner, and conked out again. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” her voice was soft and insistent, and I followed it to wake up land. I blinked stared. 
 
    Her eyes were open and she was smiling wanly. 
 
    I was out of the chair like a shot. I knelt next to her and cried on her. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” she soothed me, brushed my hair with a hand. Then she asked, “Any news?” 
 
    Hunh! I had no idea. I had been so out of it, and so worried, that I hadn’t even thought about that. 
 
    “I’ll check. Let me check your wounds, first.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine. Just a little sore.” 
 
    I took the bandages off. There was blood, she had leaked into the towles, and she groaned, and gave a yip once, but everything looked normal. For gunshot wounds. 
 
    I started crying at one point, and she told me to shut up and turn on the TV. So I put a couple of pillows under her back so she could recline a little easier, and turned on the TV. 
 
    Nothing. Nada. Not a single word. 
 
    I looked at Shiela with a frown. 
 
    She just shrugged, and groaned, and said, “We didn’t touch anything. We’ve never been there. It’s an abandoned part of town. Unless they catch Rex…we’re clear.” 
 
    “But what if they catch him?” 
 
    “I don’t think Rex went there that often, and do you think a low life scumbag wants to go to the police?” 
 
    “But you shot him!” 
 
    “Just enough to get him out of the way. He’s scum, but it was those other guys…those other guys.” 
 
    Her voice sounded faint, and I knew she needed sleep, but there was something else I needed to know. 
 
    “Shiela…why did you do it?” 
 
    She smiled, and she said, “Somebody has to take out the garbage.” Her voice was just a whisper. 
 
    I knelt next to her, put my head next to her body, and she soothed me. Then, she told me something. She said, “I shot them because what they did was wrong. And because I doubt if you were the first. Most of all, I shot them because you’re mine. And I’m yours. And that’s the kind of thing people in love do for each other. Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    I blinked in surprise. And thought about what she had told me. 
 
    I got up and used a damp towel on her face, then told her to sleep. She didn’t complain, and shortly gave a light snore. 
 
      
 
    SIX MONTHS LATER 
 
    I sat at my vanity and admired myself in the mirror. I had my new boobs, and they were wonderful. They were big, and perfect and I just wanted to walk around in a bra all the time. 
 
    Shiela laughed at me. She said I appreciated my tits more than any woman in the world. 
 
    She was certainly right. Right then I was in a peignoir. I could feel the slithery material rubbing my nipples, and I was so excited. 
 
    “Mirror, mirror, on the wall,” Shiela chirped as she entered the room. She came up behind me and kissed the top of my head. I was wearing make up and feeling very sexy. “What’s the occasion, Princess?” 
 
    “No occasion.” Then I corrected myself. “The police closed their investigation, you’re completely healed, and…and I feel like being a woman for a while.” 
 
    I stood up and faced her. “Put on heels and…and I wish you had the zoot suit.” 
 
    “The zoot suit,” she laughed. She always thought it funny that I called it that. 
 
    We had thrown the suit out. It had a hole in the side and was all bloody, and it was evidence. 
 
    She took off her dress and started to put on a tee. 
 
    “Take it off.” I motioned at the tee. 
 
    She tilted her head. 
 
    “Now that we’re in the clear…I want to celebrate. Be a man tonight.” 
 
    She raised one eyebrow and gave a quirky grin. “Oh, ho!” 
 
    Shortly after that she was wearing slacks, her chest was bound, and she was wearing a black tee shirt and a suit jacket. it made her look flat chested. She scrubbed off all trace of make up, pulled her hair back tight and tied it. 
 
    “I’ve thought about getting all my hair cut off.” 
 
    “Nah,” I said. “Sometimes I want you with long hair. Sometimes short.” 
 
    She stood up and faced me. Her heels made her a couple of inches taller, and I looked up at her.  
 
    “Honey? Shiela?” 
 
    “Yah, babe?” 
 
    We were close and getting closer, but slowly. 
 
    “I want you to do me tonight.” 
 
    A couple of lines appeared between her brows. 
 
    “Are you sure? It’s been a long time, almost a year.” 
 
    “We haven’t done it since that night Luis and his thugs did what they did to me. But I love it, and I shouldn’t let what they did to me affect me.” 
 
    “You’re sure you’re ready?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Shiela went into the bathroom and came out a minute later. Her slacks had a bulge in them. 
 
    “God, I missed this, and I’ve wanted it…” 
 
    “But you’ve been scared, too.” 
 
    “But it’s okay. They’re gone.” 
 
    “And never to return. You want to do this slow? On your back? Or do you want me to take you man style, tough and rugged with no foreplay?” 
 
    “No foreplay. I’m so hot. Just let me lube up and I’ll get on the bed.” 
 
    She nodded, and I unscrewed the big jar of lube and scooped a glob out. I bent and reached and slathered it on and into my hole. 
 
    I straightened up and smiled. “Do me good, bastard.” 
 
    She grinned back. “You got it, bitch.” 
 
    I went to the bed and crawled on. I got on all fours and waited. 
 
    Shiela didn’t make me wait long. She came between my legs, grabbed my hips, and thrust her dildo into me. 
 
    Oh, God, it was good. After a year without, after a year of deprivation and worry and depression, I needed it. 
 
    And it felt like she needed me. My hole hurt for a second, then it accommodated. She began sawing in and out. She reached under me and massaged my nuts. 
 
    I groaned, and pushed up on my hands. I tilted my butt so she could drive her dick into my prostate. 
 
    She began to pump harder, and I felt that big thing open me up, and I felt the prostate being touched. Shortly I could feel semen being pushed up my dick. Then it began to seep out of my cock. A year, and it was time. The drool seeped out in a string, with little chunks, and the good feeling came over me. I was being drained, and I liked it better than a man orgasm. Oh, those are fine, but give me a good butthole screwing any time. 
 
    Finally, I was empty, and I fell forward. Shiela fell forward too, followed me down and laid on me, her chest so flat and manly. She brushed my hair back and kissed me on the neck. 
 
    I whispered to her, “That thing you said, when you told me why you shot all those guys.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    That last thing you said…do you remember?” 
 
    She whispered, “Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s it. Hold me tight. Love me. And tell me that again.” 
 
    I could feel her mouth making a smile against my neck. Her cock was deeply in me and her arms wrapped around me, held me like she would never let me go, and she said, “Nobody fucks you but me.” 
 
    Smiling, happy, I drifted towards sleep. 
 
    And she said, “And, by the way?” 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “Your sales are up.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    Feminized By My Wife! 
 
    Feminization and complete role reversal! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh…yeah…YES!” I felt the shudders go through me. My eyeballs rolled up, my penis did its thing. For a long time I held myself up, my body rigid, and enjoyed the white hot violence of a good cum. Then I sagged, and Sue pushed me off. 
 
    I rolled to the side, lay on my back and stared at the ceiling. It had been a good cum, they all were, but… 
 
    “Did you cum?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Do you want to?” 
 
    “Nah?” 
 
    I frowned in the darkness. 
 
    Sue turned to me and cuddled. “It’s okay. I’m not that big on orgasms these days.” 
 
    Now, I don’t know about you, but if you love a woman you want her to have an orgasm. You want to bring her to the toe curling, breath taking state of ‘Oh, my GOD!’ 
 
    You just do. 
 
    But my wife, for some reason, didn’t want to cum anymore. 
 
    I rolled out of her arms, out of bed, and strode towards the bathroom. 
 
    She figured I was just going to pee, and she waited for the warmth of my body with closed eyes. 
 
    I ran the water for a second, got it good and warm, and dashed a wash cloth under it. 
 
    I walked back into the bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, threw the covers back and sat, “Spread.” 
 
    She rolled on her back, looked at me, and was totally curious. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Spread your legs and you’ll find out.” 
 
    A puzzled expression on her face, she spread her legs. I took the wash cloth and began wiping her pussy. 
 
    “What on earth…?” 
 
    “I’m cleaning you out.” 
 
    “But…but why? I mean, yes, it’s nice to feel a nice, hot massage down there, and I’ll enjoy not sleeping in the wet spot, but…but why?” 
 
    For a long moment I kept washing her vagina with the washcloth. She sighed and was very relaxed. 
 
    Man, she was beautiful. Large breasts, long, golden hair, green eyes that revealed her highly perceptive nature. Fucking Sue was my favorite sport. But having her cum was my second favorite sport, and now she wasn’t interested. 
 
    “Do you remember when we first got married?” 
 
    “Every day,” she said, smiling as she placed her forearm over her eyes and enjoyed her pussy bath. 
 
    “You used to love to cum. You’d jump my dick every day when I got home from work.” 
 
    There was a trace of a frown on her face now. She knew where I was going. 
 
    “Man, you used to get all worked up, you’d be shivering with excitement, and then when that big bang hit…wham! Your whole body tensed up and you’d grab me and hold on like I was the life preserver. You once told me it was like being caught in a blender, and the best thing in your life. 
 
    “Yeah, well…that was fun.” 
 
    “So when did the fun stop?” I kept moving the hot washcloth on her privates. She groaned, pushed up at my hand, then sank back. 
 
    “Come on, babe. Is there something wrong with us? With me? Have I done something?” 
 
    “No,” she said. But she had spoken too fast. 
 
    “Then why don’t you want to cum?” 
 
    “Well, I do…” her voice trailed off. 
 
    “So why don’t you.” 
 
    She sighed. She went to push my hand off, but I held her wrist and leaned over her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. “Honey, you and I both know that our relationship is based on honesty. If you can’t talk to me…then who can you talk to?” 
 
    “It’s not that….I just…” 
 
    “Secrets…bad. Honesty…good. 
 
    I pushed her hand away and kept rubbing her mons. “And I’m going to keep doing this until you either cum, or tell me what the problem is.” 
 
    That was when she got irritated. “Stop that,” and I could hear the snap in her voice. I had gone too far. 
 
    Correction. I had gone too far before she was ready. 
 
    I took my hand away, left her pussy nice and warm, all cleaned up. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “But you and I both know that you’re going to have to talk to me. You’re going to have to tell me what is going on.” 
 
    She said nothing, just laid there with her arm over her eyes, an unhappy look on her face. 
 
    I tossed the washcloth in the hamper, and into the bathroom and relieved myself, and returned to bed. I slid in next to her. I started to put my arms around her, but stopped. She was in that prickly place where she didn’t want to be touched. 
 
    I moved to my own side and whispered, “I love you and I’m always here for you.” 
 
    And we slept. 
 
      
 
    I slept well, but I woke up and she was a bit discomfited. 
 
    Nothing in how she acted, but…she was thinking. 
 
    And thinking was good. That meant she was considering my words, and I knew she would eventually come to the right decision. She would talk to me. 
 
    I got up, had a small breakfast, just OJ and some oatmeal, and went to work. Work was a huge commute. Twenty feet into my computer room. 
 
    Yep. I’m one of those lucky guys who works at home. Doing my own business. If things don’t going right I can fire myself for an hour or two, or a week or a month, though that never happens. 
 
    Once you start working for yourself you become the worst boss you ever had. You work late hours, skip lunch, and are totally focused. And if you aren’t you are very rough on yourself. You don’t like slackers, and especially if they are you. 
 
    So I powered up the computer and threw myself into my work. 
 
    I wasn’t aware of Sue. I sort of knew she was cleaning the house, doing the dishes, that sort of thing, but I was working hard and everything was sort of zoned out. 
 
    Mid-morning and I came out of my office for a short while. She was in the kitchen, scrubbing the insides of the stove. I opened the freezer and got out ice cubes and rattled them into a glass. I got out a Pepsi and gurgled it over the cubes. I returned to my work den. 
 
    Sue hadn’t said a word. Yet I knew she was aware of me. Her head in the depths of the oven…I could feel her ‘feeling’ me. That sixth sense, hair on the back of the neck sort of thing. 
 
    But I didn’t disturb her. I could feel her thinking. Heck, she only did those odious jobs like cleaning the oven, or washing the leaves out of the gutters, when she wanted alone time…’think’ time. 
 
    So she was thinking. 
 
    I threw myself back into work. I skipped lunch. I was working hot and heavy, and I heard her cleaning the leaves out of the gutters. I paused for a second, my fingers hovering over the keyboard, and made a moue. Crap. Whatever was bothering her must be serious. To put herself through two odious tasks meant twice the thought, and maybe the problem was twice as a serious as I might have imagined. 
 
    And then I started to worry. 
 
    What if there was something seriously wrong with her? What if she had developed a medical condition and hadn’t told me? What if her health was in danger? 
 
    Yet, what could I do? 
 
    So I tried to keep such bad scenarios out of my mind and keep working. 
 
    Mid-afternoon. Hot and heavy into work, and I suddenly jerked. Sue had entered the room and was watching me. Sort of surprised me, which was unusual. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey. You read to talk?” 
 
    “Give me two minutes to make notes and shut down.” 
 
    “I’ll be back in two minutes.” 
 
    I made my notes for the next day’s work, and shut the various programs. I left the computer on and turned around just as she entered the room. She was holding two glasses. 
 
    She handed me one glass and sat down in the spare chair and faced me. 
 
    I faced her, sipped, and sighed. Mixed with the Coke was Angel's Envy bourbon. The good stuff. Fifty bucks a bottle. 
 
    She smiled, and I noticed that she had fixed herself up for this little conference. She smelled of fresh powder, which meant she had taken a bath. She was wearing nylons, a dress that showed off her cleavage, and she was made up. She knew I was a sucker for red lips. 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You ply me with alcohol, and now you’re looking like the most beautiful critter on God’s green earth…what did I do to be so lucky?” 
 
    “You do lots of things,” she said, taking a sip of her own drink. Was it my imagination? Or had she just fluttered her eyes at me? 
 
    “But this is about me.” 
 
    “It’s all about you, babe. What can I do for you.” 
 
    “You can…” she paused, looked real nervous, and then she sort of changed streams. She was going to say something, but then decided to say something else. 
 
    “The reason I don’t like to cum…” 
 
    I cocked my head and was very silent. 
 
    “I have been having feelings.” 
 
    I nodded. “Feelings?” I encouraged. 
 
    I had heard of this, read of it, sometimes women change. 
 
    “And how is this change going?” 
 
    She frowned. Then blurted, “Terrible.” 
 
    I waited, and the rest of it came out. 
 
    “Ron. I feel…I’m attracted to…women.” 
 
    I have to say, my cool deserted me. I blinked, and then I struggled to regain my mental equanimity. 
 
    “I don’t…you haven’t done anything. But about six months ago I found myself staring at a woman. I don’t know who she was, but we were at a restaurant and she was walking by, and suddenly I was staring at her and…and…and I felt feelings.” 
 
    She paused. Gathered her thoughts. I sipped some more bourbon and Coke. Tell the truth, I was mind blasted. 
 
    But her pause turned into a shut down, and suddenly I realized I was going to have to get her started again. 
 
    “What kind of feelings?” I spoke tentatively, hoping she would start up again. “Are we talking…Lesbian fee—“ 
 
    “I don’t know,” she blurted, almost wailed. “I felt warm, down there, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. Her…her boobs. And I…I think I felt like a man. Sexual desire. I didn’t want to run away…I didn’t want to meet her…except that, sexually, I did. 
 
    “I was just so confused. We were out with Bob and Shiela and I was embarrassed, turned a little red—I think I was afraid somebody would read my mind—and just looked away and tried to get back into the conversation.” 
 
    I remembered that incident. But when she had gone into another zone I hadn’t thought anything of it. I figured she was just thinking of something. People do that, you know. 
 
    “And since that time you’ve…what? Lost your sex drive? Don’t want me?” 
 
    “No! No! I love you! All my heart! But I’m confused now. I can’t stop thinking, wondering, and I watch other women. I watch them on TV and wonder what they would be like in bed, what the Lesbian experience would be like. I wonder what it would be like to kiss another woman, to taste her lipstick, to feel her breasts…” 
 
    As Sue spoke I could see a deep misery under her speech. This was really bothering her, and I could see how that would mess with her desire for sex…and how it could stop her from wanting to cum. 
 
    She would be thinking that she was, just by having such thoughts, betraying me. 
 
    I placed my glass, now only half full, on the desk. “Honey? I think it’s time we had a hug.” 
 
    She was nodding, misty-eyed, and we both stood up. She moved into my arms and I held her complete. I didn’t try to kiss, nor did she. We just held each other. We held each other and breathed on each other’s necks. We felt the pulse in one another’s bodies. I could feel her boobs pressed up against me, heaving with her emotion. 
 
    And she could feel…you guessed it…my cock. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “It’s a guy thing.” 
 
    “It’s a good guy thing.” She reached down, inserted a hand into my pants and held me. She didn’t stroke or play, she just held, and it felt so very good. 
 
    We just stood like that for several minutes, then I started to sway. Just a gentle motion, and she swayed with me. 
 
    I tilted my head back, and tilted hers, and we looked each other in the eyes. I kissed her lips so very gently, and said, “Do you have a plan? Any thoughts about this…uh, situation?” 
 
    “No. Just that I’m not happy, that I’m conflicted. I love you totally, all my heart, but…” 
 
    “But now something is in the way.” 
 
    She nodded, bit her sexy lip, and stared me in the eye. 
 
    “Well, it is a sticky wicket, and I know how uncomfortable such things can be, but…I might have a thought about it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can I have about an hour to do some research?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I’ll call you in an hour.” 
 
    We let go of each other and she smiled and said, “Thank you.” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything.” 
 
    “You’ve been understanding, and that is a lot. I didn’t even want to talk about it. I was afraid that you’d…I was afraid.” 
 
    I kissed her gently again. “Fear no more, sweet maiden, now give me an hour.” 
 
    Smiling, relieved, she left the room. 
 
    I downed the rest of my bourbon, felt that cool liquid warm me up, and I sat down and opened a browser window. Shortly I was surfing the net. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, almost to the minute, I closed my windows and sat back and thought. And thought and thought. The bright idea I had had in the moment was proving to be…a bright idea. There were a lot of things I could do, but the question was…how far did I want to go? I could easily see the vast potentials here. And a few potential problems. 
 
    I sat for five minutes and just pondered, thought of what if’s and why not’s, and then, because I had said an hour and didn’t want to keep her waiting, I stood up and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Sue was in the living room, nervously perusing a fashion magazine, and I had a feeling she had read nothing. Then I realized maybe she had read something, or at least looked at the pictures of sexy women. 
 
    And that gave me food for thought, and an idea about how to broach the subject I was about to broach. 
 
    “Hello, baby,” I leered at her cheerfully, making it a joke. 
 
    She was on her feet and following me, and I listened to the click of her heels on the wood floor. 
 
    “Shall we imbibe?” I asked, getting down the bourbon. “We have some possibly tall talking to do.” 
 
    “I guess I’d better.” 
 
    Her eyes were glimmering. I wondered if she had maybe been crying while waiting for me. 
 
    I poured the drinks, handed her one and said, “Patio, woman.” 
 
    She giggled and lead the way. As I left the kitchen I saw her purse on the counter and I reached in, found a tube of lipstick and put it in my pocket. 
 
    Our patio is our paradise. Tall bushes that blocked peepers. A pool with a waterfall and a diving board. A barbecue pit. We had had some mighty fine parties here. 
 
    We sat down in the lounge chairs and sipped, and I started the ball rolling. 
 
    “Honey, why do you wear nylons?” 
 
    She blinked. She didn’t expect that question. 
 
    “Fashion,” she answered somewhat easily. Curiosity was in her eyes. 
 
    “And why do you wear your hair so long and beautiful?” 
 
    “Again…fashion. What…?” 
 
    I held a hand up to stop her. 
 
    “And why do you wear dresses and make up and heels and everything?” 
 
    “It’s what women wear? Why are you asking me this?” 
 
    “Did you know that men in Scotland wear dresses?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Men in Fiji started wearing skirts not long ago. They call them sulus. In Greece the soldiers wear a dress called a fustanella. In Africa the men wear dresses called Kangas. Men wear dresses all over the world.” 
 
    “And you’re telling me this why?” 
 
    I swiveled around and stared at her. It was a very fixed stare and she was getting quite curious. 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to do something right now, and I don’t want you to say anything, just watch me. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” She drew out the word and turned her face slightly. I truly had her attention. 
 
    Watching her closely, taking note of any twitch or movement of her face or body, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the lipstick I had taken from her purse. 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    I turned the base and a pillar of beautiful, bright red rose. 
 
    I placed the tip of the lipstick on my lips and rolled it on. I could taste the waxiness. I could smell a slight perfume-y smell to the substance. 
 
    Sue’s mouth opened and she was fixated. Her eyes watched the red spread across my lips. 
 
    I took my time, I was working by feel and didn’t want to mess it up. I finally smacked my lips and screwed the lipstick closed. I held the lipstick in my hand, tilted my head slightly, and reached for my drink. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her eyes off my mouth. 
 
    I sipped, and left a red imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    She sighed, and it sounded like something was falling inside her chest, falling a long way, and then it hit, and she gulped. 
 
    “So how’s work?” I asked, deliberately guiding the conversation away from my lips. 
 
    “Work is fine,” she muttered. She was mesmerized, and I had the feeling she was not really even aware of answering. 
 
    “And how’s the new girl working out?” 
 
    “She’s…fine. She’s fine. She’s…” she focused on me, on me, not my lips. She seemed to give herself a mental shake, and she said, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Do you like my lips?” 
 
    “I…they…” 
 
    “Just sit and talk. Tell me what you feel.” 
 
    Her eyes were glistening, and there was a hunger in them. 
 
    “I feel…I’m…excited.” 
 
    “Sexually excited?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was staring at me, at my eyes, so hard it felt like she wanted to jump in my body and drive it away. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss me?” 
 
    “Oh, God…Oh…” But she didn’t move. 
 
    “So why don’t you?” 
 
    “Can…can I?” 
 
    “I wish you would. I wish you’d do a lot more.” 
 
    “More.” 
 
    “Yes. I would like you to take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I’d like you to kiss me. Gently, so you don’t mess my lipstick. Then I would like to eat you out. And that might mess up my mouth. But I can quickly reapply and…and then I want you to cum.” 
 
    There it was. Bingo. And she didn’t even blink. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she said. 
 
    But she didn’t move. I don’t think she could move. 
 
    “Will you take my hand and lead me?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” she licked her lips. Her own gorgeous, red lips. 
 
    “I can’t lead you. You have to take charge. You have to do this if it’s going to work.” 
 
    She didn’t even query me on that statement. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Like she was sleep walking, she stood up. 
 
    “Take my hand.” 
 
    She did, and then she started to move. Staring over her shoulder at me she pulled me towards the house. She never looked where she was going, she just kept staring at my red mouth. She walked, with head turned backwards, through the double doors, and down the hallway to our bedroom. I followed along, gripped by her clutching, sweaty palm. 
 
    She led me across the big room to our bed. She pulled me around and sat me down on the bed. She pulled her sweater over her head, and it was like she didn’t want to stop looking at me for even a second. 
 
    My heart, inside my seemingly clinical attitude, was pounding in my chest. 
 
    She kept her bra on, she was too horny to take the time to take off excess clothing. She pushed me back, lifted her skirt, pulled her panties and kicked them off, then she leaned forward and began unbuckling my belt. 
 
    All the while her eyes glittered, watched my lips. Occasionally slipped up to meet my own eyes, but right back to the lips. My red, red lips, so inviting, so intoxicating. So downright hypnotizing. 
 
    She undid the zipper and pulled my pants off. My underwear was poked out by my hard cock. She pulled my tighty whiteys down over my cock, off my legs, and threw them aside. 
 
    Then she was climbing onto me. Pushing me back further. In truth, we weren’t even in a comfortable position, but she was on me, sinking down my rod, gasping, and her own hands were up on her breasts, feeling them through her bra. 
 
    I lay still and watched her. Thank God I had cum the night before. This was so erotic that if I hadn’t I wouldn’t have lasted a minute. 
 
    She rocked back and forth, like I was a horse and she was in the saddle. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “Kiss me,” I said. 
 
    She stopped rocking and leaning forward. Her breasts touched my chest and she held herself up on her forearms, and leaned down, down. 
 
    She touched my lips so softly I could hardly feel it, and our eyes were open, locked. 
 
    She kissed me again. Harder, but without moving her lips around on mine. She wanted to preserve my lipstick. It was exciting her. 
 
    She straightened up and began rocking again. 
 
    We rocked and rolled. She gave an occasional gyration of the hips, and I gave a hip thrust every once in a while. 
 
    But she was not in a hurry…except to just feel my cock in her. And to watch my lips. 
 
    She placed her hands on my chest, her back was slightly arched, her pussy was moist and firm.  
 
    Honestly, I had thought the lipstick was for her, but it was working on me, too. I couldn’t cum, but it was making me so horny that I wanted to. Talk about excruciating frustration. I wanted to cum, and the more I wanted to, the more I didn’t want to. Wasn’t that an interesting pickle? I was changing roles with my wife, and where she had not wanted to cum, now it was me. 
 
    “Are in charge?” I whispered. 
 
    She nodded, and she placed her hands on my pectorals. It was like she was holding herself up, bracing herself on my muscles, but there was deeper meaning her. 
 
    And I sensed that we were changing roles in more than just lipstick. There was something about her, a drive that was, with me now in the submissive bottom position, overpowering. She wanted this. She needed this. 
 
    A lifetime of being a submissive woman, and now she wanted to be the domineering woman. 
 
    And, surprisingly, or perhaps not so surprisingly, I liked it. 
 
    After a lifetime of being in charge, there was something very intoxicating about just lying back and taking it. 
 
    She began to shake, and her eyes got a surprised, far away look in them. 
 
    I could feel her hips quivering, her thighs starting to spasm. 
 
    I tried to drive up into her, to help her, but she pushed me back, she didn’t need any help. 
 
    She reached down and pushed my legs aside, now she was inside them, again in a domineering position, the Amazon position for lovemaking, and she fucked me. 
 
    She had already started, and now it was a mad finish. She fucked, male like, and pushed her hips down on me like she was inserting into me, though I was still penetrating her. 
 
    “Fuck!” She moaned, and the twitches became full on spasms, locked up muscles like she was having a seizure. And isn’t that what sex really is? A momentary seizure as bodies transmit…and accept…reproductive fluids? 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” 
 
    I don’t know how she managed to stay on her feet, the cum was so violent, but she sagged on me, drove for that final inch, and collapsed. She lay on me, like a man would lay on a woman. She breathed, heaved really, and held me. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. 
 
    I lay there, my hard cock still in her. 
 
    We felt the throbbing, pulsing of my erection, and she giggled. “What’s the matter, baby?” 
 
    I grinned. “You didn’t make me cum.” 
 
    She stood back then. Pushed off and stood  up and stared at me. She had a big grin on her face. “Good.” 
 
    And it was good. 
 
    I really enjoyed the horny feeling she was leaving me with. And I was soon to learn a truth: being horny all the time is better than shooting your load and not being horny. 
 
    True. 
 
    But, on the moment, I just knew we had made a break through. She had cum, and I had experienced something that had sort of taken me by surprise. 
 
     
 
    Sue pulled her skirt back up, but left her panties off. Heck, I hadn’t deposited a load of semen in her, so why should she? 
 
    “Come out and let’s talk about this,” she said, putting her sweater back on. 
 
    I was now officially horny, and I stared at her breasts hungrily. 
 
    She caught my gaze and laughed. “None of that, baby. I’m done for now.” 
 
    She started out of the room, then stopped at the door. She turned and contemplated me. 
 
    “What?”
“I’ve got a new lipstick in the top left drawer. Same shade. I like that shade on you.” 
 
    Then she turned and left. 
 
    I listened to her heels clicking on the wood, and I suddenly realized something: she had fucked me, like a man fucks a woman, while wearing high heels. The heels had probably helped her be high enough to give her the height she needed. 
 
    I sat up and felt myself. I felt my chest. My nipples were erect, tingling with sex. My cock was sticking out like a blind man’s cane. God, was I horny. 
 
    I looked over at her vanity table. Top left drawer. 
 
    I got dressed, then went to the table. I took out the new lipstick and, now watching myself in the mirror, I painted my lips. 
 
    It was gorgeous, and it made my lips look bigger. And my lips tingled. It turned out that there was lip plumper in the lipstick. 
 
    I stood up and thought about how we had fucked. 
 
    Wild, overwhelmed by our desire, like we used to fuck. 
 
    But now the shoe was on the other foot. Or perhaps…the high heel was. 
 
    Whatever, I walked out of the room and down the hall. Sue was on the patio again, she had taken her top off and was gathering some sun. 
 
    I walked outside. 
 
    She heard me, didn’t even turn around. she just raised a hand and snapped her fingers and said, “Two more drinks, boy.” 
 
    I chuckled. I was so horny that my cock almost hurt—it certainly was dripping—and I liked this game. I turned back into the house and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Two drinks made, this was turning into a pretty good day, I sauntered back out to the patio. I placed one on the table next to Sue and sat in my own lounger. 
 
    We sat, her satisfied and happy, and me happy. Happy that I wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    We sipped, and I admired her bare chest. 
 
    “Beautiful,” I murmured. 
 
    She looked at me, saw what I was looking at, and smiled. “Nice lips,” she returned to me. 
 
    I could feel the paint on my lips and I smiled. 
 
    “So,” I said, “The game has changed.” 
 
    “It certainly has,” she agreed. 
 
    “The question is…how far are we going to take this?” 
 
    We both grew sober at that. 
 
    “How womanly do you want to be?” she asked. 
 
    “How womanly do you want me to be.” 
 
    “I don’t know if ‘want’ is the right word.” 
 
    “Require?” I asked. “Or, how womanly do I have to be to make you have earth shattering orgasms every time?” 
 
    She laughed. “Hell, all the way, baby.” Then she grew serious again, “Seeing you as a woman is a terrific turn on, but it’s all about me.” 
 
    “Sure it is.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything and I turned to her. “So what did you feel when we were making love?” 
 
    “I felt big, and strong, and powerful.” 
 
    “And I understand that. When we were done I was marveling at how good it felt to be on the bottom, to just submit and let you have your way with me. So, the opposite, how good it must have felt for you to be in charge, taking control.” 
 
    “Being the one on top,” she mused. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    We sat and sipped quietly then, each pursuing our own train of thoughts. 
 
    “This sounds like we are reversing roles,” I finally stated. “And I think that it has more to do with power than sex, although, if we’re honest, you’ve got to admit that sex is power.” 
 
    “Or maybe power is sex.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Then I said, “Let me ask you some questions, and you just listen and tell me if they do anything for you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Imagine me in a dress.” 
 
    She smiled. “Um hmm.” She liked it. 
 
    “Nylon and a garter belt.” 
 
    “Nylons. You have two legs. But…yes.” 
 
    “A bra.” 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “A sex change.” 
 
    She stopped grinning. She opened her eyes and turned to me. “I don’t want that.” 
 
    “But you would like to see me with boobs.” 
 
    She grinned, then blurted, “I’m sorry. I just…it makes me happy.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for. We’re just trying to get a clue as to what floats your boat.” 
 
    “You as a woman floats my boat,” she spoke instantly, without doubt. “And I want to be in charge. I want to tell you to do things. And…” she stopped. 
 
    “And what?” I grinned. “Come on, out with it.” 
 
    Her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “I want to…to control your orgasms.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. On one hand, I was mind blasted. On the other, there was something so incredibly exciting hearing her fantasize what she would do with me. 
 
    She stared at me. “Is that bad?” 
 
    “We won’t know until we try it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really what?” 
 
    “Really are we going to do this? Play around with your sex, let me take control of your…your penis?” 
 
    “Well,” I said, somewhat ruefully, “It is said that man’s power emanates from his penis. So…I guess letting you take control of my big fella is going to give you the power. The question is…can you handle it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” she spoke eagerly. 
 
    “God,” I laughed. “That was fast.” 
 
    She looked sheepish, but we both knew that a decision had been made.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We spent that night talking over what we were going to do, and we spent the night cuddled in each others arms. We were happier than we had been in a long time. 
 
    At least, she was happy. I was…apprehensive. 
 
    Well, I was a guy. I was used to being in charge. She was going to be taking my power, being the one in charge. 
 
    But, that aside, I was happy, and I was especially happy that I was going to be doing something for Sue. I was going to be sacrificing something for her. 
 
    And, hey, if it didn’t work we could just go back to the way things were, right? 
 
    So, we awoke, the sun was shining, and Sue bounced out of bed like a jumping jack. 
 
    “Come on, lazy bones?” 
 
    I was awake, but not that awake. I grinned, “What’s the hurry?” 
 
    “I think you know the hurry,” she turned and looked at me meaningfully. 
 
    “Oh, that,” a nervous line darted up the center of my chest. 
 
    “Yes, that. Unless you’re going to chicken out.” 
 
    “No…no. I’m not going to chicken out, but I think you know I’ll be experiencing some mental…changes.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. Now, get up and shower, and use the Nair. I want to play with your body a bit.” 
 
    Wow. Nair. There was a feminine product if ever there was one. 
 
    So I stretched, rolled out of bed, and went into the bathroom to read the directions on the dreaded Nair bottle. 
 
    20 Minute later I emerged…without my body hair. I mean, I was exfoliated. Nekkid of hair. I didn’t have a single strand on my body. 
 
    “Whoa ho!” Sue exclaimed. “I definitely like the hairless look.” 
 
    “Feels…strange.” 
 
    “How strange? 
 
    Makes my flesh feel more electric. Like I can feel everything more intensely. 
 
    She smiled and led me to the vanity table. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Fingernails.” 
 
    “Fingernails?” 
 
    “I want you to wear fingernails. You’ll have to be careful not to break them, and that means you’ll have to learn how to be gentle and do things differently, with more awareness.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    I sat down, and right from the get go I felt like I wasn’t in my body. It was surreal. It was almost mystical. 
 
    And, right from the get go, my boner sat up and howled. Or at least bobbed and throbbed. 
 
    Sue giggled. “Cute,” she said. 
 
    “I think more in terms of dangerous.” 
 
    “It used to be dangerous, but now…I don’t know.” 
 
    Yikes,” I said. “That’s hard to take.” 
 
    She was filing my nails and she stopped and looked at me. “And I think we’re going to have to do something about your dick.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t have you bonerizing a dress all out of shape. That would be embarrassing.” 
 
    That made me chuckle on the inside. Being in a dress was going to result in a certain degree of embarrassment, but she was right. I was going to have to hide my erection. 
 
    “So, how do we hide that wants to stand up in a crowd?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve been thinking about that.” She paused for a moment as she pressed a red fingernail onto my thumb. “I’ve had to make them a little long because you’ve got spatulate fingers. But…you’re dick…there are several ways.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “We could give you a chemical, temporary, that would make you limp.” 
 
    “Hmm.” I didn’t sound too happy about that. 
 
    “Or, we could make you wear a gaff.” 
 
    “A gaff?” 
 
    “It’s a tight fitting underwear female impersonators wear. It holds the penis back between the legs.” 
 
    “Sound painful.” 
 
    “Not to me.” 
 
    We chuckled at that. 
 
    “Or, we could make you wear a chastity tube. The cock can’t get hard, but we could let it out whenever we wanted, take it for a walk, if you get my drift.” 
 
    “Any other methods?” I wasn’t thrilled about any of them, so far. 
 
    “Well, there’s a rather drastic one. It can be undone, but…” 
 
    “Go on. Hit me with your best shot.” 
 
    “We could get an operation, sew your penis back between your legs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I read about it on Altairboy’s site.” 
 
    “You read that site?” 
 
    “Well, it’s defunct now, but you can still find it on the internet archives, the Wayback machine, if you really want. But, yes. I used to read it.” 
 
    “And how much other stuff have you read on the internet?” 
 
    She got cagey then. She smiled at me, a knowing smile, and said, “I’ve probably read everything you’ve ever read.” 
 
    I blinked. I grinned. Okay. Busted. 
 
    “Okay, so how does this ‘operation’ work? Not that I’m interested, I’m just curious.” 
 
    “Well, the operator…” 
 
    “The doctor.” 
 
    “Or nurse, he or she makes a small incision on the bottom of your penis, and another incision over the perineum. The perineum is between your asshole and your testicles.” 
 
    “I know where the perineum is,” I said dryly. 
 
    “Oh, okay. But that’s it. You are stitched together, your dick can get excited, but it can’t go anywhere. It’s supposed to be exquisite.” 
 
    “Exquisite.” 
 
    “Exquisite.” She nodded happily. 
 
    She had one hand done. She circled me and sat on the other side, and I examined my mitts. 
 
    My fingers were longer by a half inch. They were oval. They took my breath away. I was supposed to live with these things on my fingers? 
 
    “Okay. So we think about the method for controlling my cock.” 
 
    “We do. And I’ll make an appointment for your boobs this afternoon.” 
 
    “My boobs,” I said, wonderingly. 
 
    “How big do you want them?” 
 
    “Oh, my…” my mind went riot on that one. 
 
    Did I want big honkers that everybody would stare at? 
 
    But if they were too small then it would be like I didn’t have any. 
 
    “I would go for average.” 
 
    She frowned. “Okay.” 
 
    “What? You want me to have big balloons that everybody stares at?” 
 
    She laughed at the tone of my voice. “No. Of course not. But…a little bigger might be fun.” 
 
    “Fun,” I blinked. This was weirding me out, to say the least, and it was just fun for her. 
 
    But…yeah. I could understand that. I just had to learn to deal with it. 
 
    “Okay, let’s think about that, maybe talk with the doctor and then think about it some more.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I stared at my hand some more. I touched my face. It felt so weird to touch myself with long nails. I began adjusting my thinking right then. How I would hold hammer, and nail. How I could put laundry in the machine without breaking a nail. No working on cars, which was fine, I didn’t like to work on cars. Putting on clothes, the simple act of working a buckle might prove…interesting. And other things. Lots of other things. 
 
    “Take a look.” 
 
    I looked down. Both hands were done now, and I marveled at how long my fingers looked, and…my dick was harder than ever. 
 
    Sue grabbed my penis and squeezed it. “This is so sexy. You really love this stuff.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Admit it!” 
 
    “I refuse to answer on the grounds…” 
 
    “Poo! Put on your lipstick!” 
 
    My first test with elongated fingers. Putting on lipstick. 
 
    I picked up the tube using the pads of my fingers, and that was already weird. I turned the base, and watched my nails move. 
 
    I leaned forward and made my mouth red. 
 
    And my dick actually began to drool. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Look.” 
 
    I looked down at my lap. It was a lot of drool, a lot of pre-cum. “Wow.” 
 
    “You’re going to need a pad,” she giggled. 
 
    “That’s going too far!” I protested. 
 
    She just looked at me and smiled, and I knew she was thinking about it. 
 
    But me? A pad? I didn’t have the feminine parts for it. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m going to do it.” 
 
    “Do what.” 
 
    “I’m going to have you wear a pad.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But shut. Not a pad pad, but a Tampon pad.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Yep. Women use them, and I want you as womanlike as possible. So…tampons for you, baby.” 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I actually turned a little white. This was out of control.  
 
    But it was also strangely exciting. I thought about it. Putting a pad up there. Wow. That would be something. And it shouldn’t hurt, because women do it. Not to their butts, but…what was the difference?” 
 
    “You want to put it in now?” 
 
    “Uh…whatever you want.” 
 
    She clapped her hands. “Get on the bed, butt up.” 
 
    I climbed onto the bed slowly, nervously. 
 
    Sue got a Tampon and put a dab of lube on it. “Okay, this is going to feel funny, but I think you’re going to like it.” 
 
    She put the thing to my butthole and very gently inserted it. It went right in, and I experienced…excitement. 
 
    “Your dick is drooling more.” 
 
    I got off the bed and looked down. Yes, it was. A lot. I felt my butthole and felt the string dangling. “Wow.” 
 
    “Cool, huh?” 
 
    “I guess.” My penis was positively giant. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you into a dress.” 
 
    “No more make up?” 
 
    “A little later. Right now I want to see you in a dress, and high heels, and I want to work on your hair. 
 
    “My hair.” 
 
    I hadn’t even thought about my hair. 
 
    I wear my hair long, but masculine. But masculine was a gone deal now. 
 
    Sue washed my hair with shampoo and conditioner. She put big curlers in it. “These are big curlers. I don’t want you looking like Shirley Temple. I want you to have gentle, sexy waves. You up for that?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    When she was done I did have soft and wavy hair. I stood in front of the mirror and marveled. With the lipstick I definitely had a feminine look. In fact, because I have a roundish face, I did look like a woman. 
 
    “Wow! Put this on.” 
 
    She gave me a tight dress, very stretchy, and I pulled it down and she frowned. 
 
    “Okay, bozo, it’s diet time for you.” 
 
    “How about just giving me a corset?” 
 
    “And a corset…too!” 
 
    “Too? I have to diet and wear a corset?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    It was frightening, and uncomfortable, but the sense of excitement running through me was too great. 
 
    “This is so much fun,” she giggled. Then she frowned. “But we have to do something about that dick. 
 
    She was right. It poked that stretchy dress way out. 
 
    But, nothing to do for it now, we continued our little dress up session. 
 
    An hour later I was a most excellent imitation of a female. I was wearing nylons and heels, a bra, my face was made up. 
 
    It was fun. It was exciting, and except for the big boner, dripping into the dress, it was a smash success. 
 
    “Okay, baby. I want you like this every day. I want you to learn how to put your own make up on, do your own nails, everything.” 
 
    “Okay.” Man, I knew this was going to be a project, but…wow. 
 
     
 
    It took Sue a while to get a doctor to give me tits. It should have been easy. Lots of LGBTQ doctors out there. But most doctors wanted me to have psychiatric counseling, or to have been living as a woman for a year, or some other hoop to jump through. 
 
    Huh. Can’t a guy just get tits if he wants to? 
 
    But she found a doctor, pretty well recommended, too, and we went for our initial meeting. The meeting went fine. He asked a few questions, took some measurements, and he offered a specific insight to me getting breasts. 
 
    “You’ve got a slightly wider chest than a female, so a small implant will look like you’re just starting puberty.” 
 
    “So what do you suggest?” 
 
    “Bigger.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “How much bigger?” 
 
    “Why don’t you lie back on the exam table.” 
 
    I did, and he placed several implants on my chest and told me about each one. And each one felt larger and larger. But, at a certain point, Sue said, “That is the most proportional.” 
 
    “I agree,” and he made notes and put the implant aside. 
 
    “That looks pretty big,” I observed. 
 
    “If the shoe fits,” Sue said, and that was it. And I think that was the first time I saw the downside of being the lesser ‘power’ in our role reversal marriage. She just spoke, and there was no room for any real discussion. We would talk about that later, but right then Sue brought up the other operation. 
 
    “Can you attach his penis to his perineum.” 
 
    The good doctor blinked, thought about it, then shrugged. “Sure. Can you tell me more?” 
 
    I hadn’t actually decided on that, but it was an exciting possibility, and it was obvious that Sue had thought about it. 
 
    So we made an appointment for the operation, and it was decided that when I was there we would let him know about the other operation. 
 
    Hey, I was going to be there, I was going to be under, so why not? Two for one, right? But the thought really sobered me up. 
 
      
 
    One month later I was wheeled out of the hospital in the obligatory wheel chair. I stood up next to the car, which Sue had brought around, and realized that I had rather sizable boobs. 
 
    I looked down and couldn’t see the ground. 
 
    The nurse was smothering a smile, and she helped me into the car. I was very silent when we drove home. 
 
    At home I went into the bedroom and looked at myself in the mirror.               
 
    Wow. I was stacked. I had thought average, but this…I was as big as Marilyn Monroe. Maybe even Jane Mansfield. With my diet and exercises I had a very thin waist, and my body was very feminine. 
 
    “What do you think?” asked Sue, standing next to me, gazing at my boobs with a big smile. 
 
    “They’re…large.” 
 
    “It’s what the doctor ordered. And how about your little friend?” 
 
    I looked down, but couldn’t see it. 
 
    Of course not. It was tucked back between my legs. The doctor had given me something to stop erections for a week, and by then…by then I would be able to…what? Be horny and not be able to do anything about it? 
 
    “I can’t feel it.” 
 
    “He said you wouldn’t be able to. Turn sideways.” 
 
    I did, and she said, “Excellent. Can’t see it at all.” 
 
    The following week was interesting. I had long fingernails, long hair, and large breasts. I had to figure out a new sense of balance. I was figuring out how to use my hands. And I had to get dressed, put on make up, take care of my nails, every single day. It was difficult at first, but as time went on it got easier. What didn’t get easier was the sense of frustration as my penis started to live again. 
 
    It got sort of hard, but it was directed downward, and it just sort of fizzled out. Got so hard, and no harder. Couldn’t make the bend or something. 
 
    And my balls were actually pushed up into my body, into the space from which they had descended when I was ten or eleven. 
 
    Sue loved it. I fit into dresses easily, no bump. 
 
    And, the bonus for her, and the, uh…problem for me…sex. 
 
    Seeing me dressed so sexy, wanting a woman, she was constantly horny. 
 
    And I couldn’t deliver. 
 
    So Sue got a couple of things. 
 
    One, she got a dildo for me to use on her. Oh, man. That was hard, and even more frustrating. To be balls deep in a woman…and not have any sensation. To see her groaning and crying out…and feel nothing. 
 
    It made me feel inadequate…even as I got pleasure from it. 
 
    Two, she made me wear a butt plug at all times. She absolutely loved the flushed look of excitement I got from walking around, sitting, having an invader in my back canal. And she said it made me walk more like a woman, a little more sway. 
 
    But it also made me awkward, which was weird. I was awkward and she said that was what made me move more like a woman. But my awkwardness made me feel more feminine. 
 
    I tell ya, one of the thrills of my life was when we went jet skiing. That constant vibration on my asshole, I was dripping so hard, and I felt like I was constantly on the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    And there we were. Sue was living her dream. She had a woman, and the woman could still pleasure her to her heart’s content. 
 
    I was in a state of super excitation at all times. And, like I said earlier, it was more fun to be horny all the time than to get off. 
 
    But, I did need to get off. To be horny all the time, and not be able to squirt…I needed to clean my pipes. I really needed to. 
 
      
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I went to answer the bell. Sue had decided that we needed to have a party, a coming out party for me. So she had invited all our friends, and we had a kitchen full of drinks, and I had to open the door. 
 
    Now, I had been out in public. And most of our friends knew what we were doing. Some chuckled, some were aghast, but almost all of them came around. Sure, we lost a few friends, but were they really the kind of friends we would want in the first place? 
 
    So I opened the door and shook hands, or air kissed, or hugged, or whatever was appropriate. 
 
    And, this being Hollywood, there were a couple of people that were like me. Men in chic clothing. 
 
    And we partied, and we drank a lot, and I fielded a lot of questions, once the liquor flowed enough. 
 
    “What’s it like having tits?” was my favorite. Four different guys asked me that. No girls asked me because, well, duh, they already knew what it was like to have tits. 
 
    “It’s cool,” I answered, and, “Try it and find out.” That made them chuckle, and it also made them think. 
 
    The fact is that this is a changing society. This is a world built by and for men. But women had arrived, and they were taking over. And I do mean taking over. 
 
    More women graduated college. The number of woman who owned businesses was skyrocketing, and male owned businesses were dwindling. 
 
    Women were becoming male in the family, and two women would raise children, or the woman would just take over and, like me, the man would be in skirts. 
 
    The point of all this is that though I had to go through some stuff, some personal and inside, and some not so personal and related to the world at large, it was okay. It’s a changing world. I was being accepted as a crossdresser, or transvestite, or a person in the middle of transitioning, or whatever. And that was okay. Call me whatever you want, just don’t call me late for dinner. In a changing world you have to adapt, and be understanding, or have a rough time. I was determined not to have a rough time. 
 
    What I didn’t plan on, however, was the conversation Sue had with Barbara, one of our friends who happened to be Lesbian. 
 
    Now, how much Sue told Barbara I don’t know. She might have told her a little and sloughed her off, or she might have laid out our whole history. But, whatever she said, what Barbara told her…that was the icing on the cake. I wasn’t to find out what was said until later, however. 
 
    We had started the party at 2 in the afternoon. We had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, drunk a lot of soda pop, beer, hard likker, and I know there were even a couple of people into pot and pills. 
 
    All of which was okay. 
 
    And, by 7 the people started drifting. By ones and twos and groups they found Sue or I and thanked us and headed on out. Maybe to crash, maybe another party. By 9 o’clock everybody was gone. 
 
    I stood and stared at the mess, and was happy. Heck, you judge how good a party is by the mess left behind, right? 
 
    And I was standing there and Sure came up to me, put her arm around my waist and hugged me, and said, “Good party.” 
 
    “The best,” I answered. Truth was, I had had a bit to drink, and I was feeling pretty good. 
 
    Sue sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How’s your sex drive.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” I whispered. “My sex drive is out the roof. Putting on sexy clothes every day, and I’ve still got my balls, hidden though they are, churning out semen by the gallon.” 
 
    “By the gallon?” she chuckled. 
 
    “Then there’s you. I touch you every day, and you touch me more and more. And you make me get down and eat you, and fuck you with the dildo. And you look at me like you’re laughing all the time. Sometimes I am a drooling mess. 
 
    Sue gave a delighted laugh. “Well, that’s sort of the way I like you.” 
 
    “Well, you got me,” I shook my head. My skin was tingly, having her touch me. I felt like I was going to orgasm right on the spot. But I felt like that a lot lately. But all I did was drool pre-cum. In fact, I usually put a light pad in my panties to blot up the liquid. 
 
    “Well, my question is…are you happy? Do you like being like this?” 
 
    “I love it,” I answered honestly. 
 
    “Do you want to go further?” 
 
    That stopped me. I had boobs, my cock was locked in a unique way that had no key. I was about as feminine as you could get in dress. What was left? 
 
    “What is further?” 
 
    “Further is what I tell you to do. And I tell you, you may object at first, but once it’s done you’ll love it, and you’ll want more.” 
 
    Well, curiouser and curiouser. It was like a riddle. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Mind you,” she said. “Once I do this, once I take you all the way, you will be a woman, and you will also be subservient to me. I will be totally in charge. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “You’re pretty much in charge anyway,” I answered. “So I guess I can.” 
 
    She considered me for a long moment. I could feel the deep thoughts she was having. 
 
    She turned to me, turned me to her. “Down on your knees.” 
 
    Puzzled, I complied. I knelt and looked up at her. 
 
    “Ron, do you take me for your husband?” 
 
    I blinked, and suddenly it was like I was out of body. And there was a big piece of me wailing away, ‘No! No!’ 
 
    But I had agreed to this, whatever she was going to do. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Do you agree to act upon my slightest whim? To Love nobody but me? Forever?” 
 
    Suddenly I was stammering. This was going out of control. Yet…I had the intuitive feeling that this was what I wanted. This was what I had been seeking my whole life. “I do.” 
 
    “Ron. Do you submit to me fully and completely and dedicate your life to my pleasure?” 
 
    This was way deeper than a marriage vow, and I had the feeling I was stepping off a diving board a thousand yards high…with no pool underneath. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Rise, my wife.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    She took my hand and lead me into the house. Back to the bedroom. She said, “Lift your dress and lose your panties.” 
 
    Dutifully, puzzled, but suddenly having a sort of dawning intuition niggling at the edges of my awareness, I lifted my dress and pulled my panties off. 
 
    “Lay down on the bed.” 
 
    I lay on the bed, face up, and watched Sue. 
 
    She opened the bottom drawer of her dresser and took out the strap on. She wanted me to fuck her right then and…and it hit me. 
 
    She put the strap on on. 
 
    She was going to fuck me. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak, but couldn’t. 
 
    I wanted this. I knew it. She knew it. I had pledged myself to it. 
 
    She screwed the biggest dildo we had into the strap on. It was a full nine inches, and very thick. 
 
    She faced me, gave a sigh, and we could feel the nervous energy in the room. 
 
    She opened the jar of lube on the dresser and began lubing up the cock. Thank God, she was using a lot of lube. 
 
    She stepped over to the bed, her big cock glistening with lubricant. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for me to make you mine?” 
 
    Gulping, I nodded. 
 
    “After this this is the only kind of sex you will get. We won’t release your cock. You will be a woman every day. You will fix me meals, clean the house, and do whatever I wish. Do you understand?” 
 
    I gave another nod. I was torn between looking at her, and looking at the large dick poking out from her juncture. 
 
    “Okay, lay back and spread your legs.” 
 
    Feeling a bit faint, scared, I leaned back and spread. 
 
    She stepped between my legs and pulled my legs towards her. She was in heels, and that made her the perfect height. She put the dildo to my hole, my virgin hole, and she began worming it around. 
 
    Oh, Heysoos in a bucket with no bottom. It felt good. I felt light headed as the sensations ran through my butt. 
 
    Gently, holding my hips and smiling, she began pushing the thing into me. 
 
    I was a virgin. I don’t deny that it hurt. But…it also felt good. I felt my hole growing wider, stretching, and the pain that went along with that. 
 
    But I also felt the penis touching my nerves, sliding in, and I jerked back. Sue grabbed my hips and held me firm. 
 
    “Be brave, my wife,” she whispered. Inch by inch she penetrated me. I cried a little, it did hurt, but giving myself up felt so good that it more than canceled out any temporary pain. 
 
    Finally, she was in me. She just stood there, inside me, and I had to deal with it. 
 
    This was my station in life. This was my purpose. This was what I was built for. I bit my lip, and the tears subsided. The pain began to subside. 
 
    She pulled out gently, and I panicked. I had just gotten used to her being in me. I didn’t want her to leave. I grabbed her wrists and the look in my eyes, she knew what I wanted. 
 
    “Hush, my sweet. I’m not withdrawing, I’m going to fuck you now. I am going to make you my woman.” 
 
    And she began push back in. Inch by exquisite inch, opening me up, making me accept her superiority. 
 
    I gasped, and the strength went out of me. I couldn’t resist. I was powerless. 
 
    And she knew it. I could feel her gaining strength, as if she was taking it away from me. 
 
    She pulled back slowly, it was as if all my nerves had been pushed inward, and now they were being pulled outward. 
 
    And in. 
 
    Now I was crying harder. Not for the pain, but for the joy of giving up. I was submitting, and this was something I had needed all my life. 
 
    I wanted to rise up, to hug her, to show my appreciation for what she was doing, but I couldn’t. She was male superior, and she was doing what males do, and there was nothing I could do bu take it. 
 
    Then, just when I thought I could take no more happiness, I felt something gooey getting into my hole. Not the lube, but something else. 
 
    Sue smiled. I’ve pressed on the prostate. Your semen is coming out. 
 
    She kept fucking me, and the fluid of months of denial flooded out of me. I felt myself emptying, leaking out my throbbing, but not cumming, dick. 
 
    Sue smiled at me. “You will be drained, and you will be hornier, hornier than you could have imagined. But your only release will be to serve me, and to hope that I will do this again. And if you are a good girl…I will. In a month or so.” 
 
    Then, me feeling so satisfied and happy, she pulled out. She wiped her cock off on my buttocks. Held out her hand and pulled me from the bed. 
 
    I was feeling very lazy now. I was drained. 
 
    She said, “I’m going to go to sleep now. Clean the house, do a good job. I’ll leave a blanket on the floor for you to sleep on. In the morning I would like bacon and eggs for breakfast.” 
 
    Then she slapped my ass and sent me from the room. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had it! I’m packing! I’m leaving! I quit!” 
 
    Jack stood with open mouth and stared at me. His eyes were wide, and he was blinking. 
 
    “Furthermore, I am suing you for alimony. I will get the house. I will get the car! If we had a dog I’d get that, too!” 
 
    “But…but…but…why!?” 
 
    We were standing in our living room and I threw the manila folder on the table. Pictures slid out like playing cards, and he stared down at the images in horror. 
 
    Jack: laughing in bed with a blonde. 
 
    Jack: nuzzling the neck of a giggling girl. They were both naked on a high balcony. 
 
    Jack: fucking some redhead doggy style. His face over hers, leering happily. 
 
    I picked up the video player and clicked it to play. His voice came out nice and clear. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, baby, I love you.” 
 
    “What about your wife?” 
 
    “That old bag? I’m thinking about divorcing her. You want to be my girlfriend?” 
 
    “Oh, Jack. I don’t know. I mean, you’re married and all…” 
 
    “Not for long. Here, I bought you something.” 
 
    “Oh, Jack!” she squealed. “For me?” 
 
    “Only the best for you, baby. Now come on, let’s hit the sack and do what people in love do.” 
 
    The sounds of kissing, then a bed bouncing. 
 
     
 
    I turned off the video player and studied him like he was a hostile witness.  
 
    He was ashen, whiter than a snow man kept in a cellar for ten years. He was also trembling and trying to figure out what to say. 
 
    But what could he say? He had been caught, not once, but dozens of times, with twelve women. Buying them expensive jewelry. 
 
    “Old bag, eh?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I just said that to…to…” 
 
    “To get your lousy, little pecker into your girlfriend’s snatch.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “What people in love do?” 
 
    He was shaking his head, raising his hands palm out to stop me,  physically shaking. “Please,” he whined. “I’m sorry,” he begged. “I’ll never look at another woman again as long as I live!” 
 
    I tapped my foot. 
 
    Jack was a handsome enough fellow. Long, lank, dark hair. Even features, full lips, face a nice oval. His eyes were deep, a chocolate brown, and there was a truth which I had to admit here. 
 
    Women like one of two kinds of men. They either like the bad boy, the one who’s always in trouble, edgy, a little rough in bed, treats women, well, like dirt. 
 
    Then there is the kind like Jack. Soft, almost effeminate, intelligent. 
 
    But somehow my soft, loving Jack had turned into a bad boy. Cheating on me. 
 
    Yet I had loved him, and, still, in spite of my lawyer’s hard heart, still did. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    He took that as a sign of me breaking down. 
 
    “Please, honey. Look, we built this dream house, we love each other, and the fact that I strayed, that’s on me, and I will do anything to make up for it.” 
 
    I kept my face straight, held back the raging rage, and said, “Sure, you’ll do anything, and then you’ll be in the arms of some bitch from a bar. You’ll bring a disease home, you’ll get somebody pregnant, six months from now you’ll be waving that thing you call a dick around and laughing at your stupid, cow of a wife.” 
 
    He put on the ‘aghast’ face. “Honey! You’re beautiful! I would never call you a cow!” 
 
    And here it comes… 
 
    “You’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. I love you with all of my heart. Sure, I made mistakes, but…” blah, blah, blah. God, he was the most sincere insincere person I ever met. 
 
    While he whined and weaseled I considered the situation. 
 
    Criminals did not change their ways just because they were caught. A serial murderer would just keep on murdering. A serial cheater, and that’s what Jack was, would just keep on cheating. 
 
    So I had to do something, inflict a punishment that would make him want to change his mind. 
 
    I had to do something to him that would totally change his life. 
 
    “…and I promise on my heart of hearts that I will always…” blah, blah, blah. Jack blathered on and on. 
 
    I considered all my cases, especially the ones that had to do with sex perverts. I thought about what those perverts had wanted, what drove them. 
 
    “…and if you’ll forgive me I promise that…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    And I thought about, strangely enough, if I gave Jack so much sex that he finally overloaded, and was willing to give up his indiscriminate fucking. 
 
    Now wouldn’t that be interesting? To give the cheater so much cheating, that he gave up cheating. But…I didn’t want him cheating. But, what if…” I began to smile on the inside. 
 
    I began to lay out a scenario, and soon I was giggling on the inside. 
 
    And when my plans were formed I was laughing hysterically…on the inside. 
 
    “…just please give up this idea of separating because we can work out all our problems and…” blah, blah, blah… 
 
    I turned around and walked away. 
 
    “Honey? Silvia? Honey?” He followed me like a scampering puppy. 
 
    I turned to him. “Go make me a drink. I’ll be in the gazebo.” 
 
    He started out the big sliding doors. 
 
    “The good bourbon.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” and he headed for the kitchen. 
 
    In his mind I had said something, so I was thawing. He thought he was going to get out of this. 
 
    Silly boy. 
 
    We lived in the country. The house was 4,000 feet and had five rooms, commercial refrigerator, house wide sound system, and a basement that opened up into a playroom. 
 
    Behind the house was an actual and huge maze garden. Landscaped into the garden was a 20 by 40 swimming pool with attached hot tub, a gazebo with a bar, and a sauna. Behind the garden was a combo tennis/basketball court. Behind the court was forty miles of virgin wilderness. 
 
    So how did we ever get such a massive, modern mansion? 
 
    I’m a corporate lawyer, top of the line, full partner. 
 
    Jack was a software engineer. Made a ton of money and retired. 
 
    So we built our dream house, and then Jack had to go and turn it into a nightmare. 
 
    I walked around the pool and went through the arch of flowers into the garden proper. I walked amongst the tall bushes and trees and made my way to the gazebo. 
 
    The gazebo was elevated, one could see the top of the maze, and the house, from it. 
 
    The bar was stocked, but the Blanton’s Original Sin was in the house. I made a mental note to correct that deficiency. 
 
    I sat down in a big recliner and leaned back. I watched a couple of flies circling each other, and felt the cool breeze. 
 
    “Here, dear,” Jack charged up the stairs and handed me a tall, frosty glass of bourbon and Coke. He had used the right amount of ice cubes, and I sipped it and directed a level gaze at him. 
 
    He at least had the courtesy to blush. 
 
    “You didn’t make yourself one.” 
 
    “Uh…I…no.” 
 
    He had been in too much of a hurry to kiss my ass. Good boy. 
 
    “Make yourself one. Use the cheap bourbon. We have to get rid of that swill.” 
 
    He went to the bar and built a drink. Warm bourbon and coke in a plastic glass. No ice. Blah. 
 
    Well, he should suffer, right? 
 
    He sat on a chair next to me, perched on the edge of it, really, and began again. “I know I did things I shouldn’t have but—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    He blinked. I hadn’t raised my voice, but a good lawyer can put a bit of bite into his, or her, voice. And I was a very good lawyer. 
 
    For a second he was silent, and when he opened his mouth to speak I held up a hand. 
 
    He closed his mouth. 
 
    “If you want to salvage this marriage…if you don’t want me to take you for everything you have…then you will do three things. I will write these three things out in a contract. Go get me a yellow pad and three pens.” 
 
    He started down the stairs. 
 
    “And bring me another drink.” 
 
    He waved a hand in acknowledgement and disappeared into the maze. I leaned back and sighed. 
 
    I always asked for three pens. No lawyer worth his, or her, salt will risk running out of ink during a negotiation. 
 
    I sipped my drink and marveled at the difference between good bourbon and the common stuff. No comparison. 
 
    “Alexa, play something soft.” 
 
    Alexa played Lara’s Theme, and I sank back into my chair and closed my eyes. Such a wonderful story, Lara and Yury. But I didn’t think I could take a Siberian winter, not even for true love. 
 
    Jack returned, handed me a fresh drink and took my old one and put it aside. 
 
    So fortified, I sipped, placed the glass on the side table, and began. 
 
    “The party of the first part…” I mumbled. 
 
    Jack, seeing an opportunity, said, “And the party of the second part…” 
 
    It was the beginning of a scene from an old Marx Brothers movie, particularly humorous to a lawyer, and quite representative of the idiocy of legalese. 
 
    “Shut.” 
 
    Jack shut. And waited. 
 
    I wrote for a while, and he got up and went to the rail and looked out over the garden. Then he came back and sat. 
 
    I finished. I handed him the yellow pad and a pen. “Sign the bottom.” 
 
    “What am I signing?” He took the pad and pen. I had two more pens if that one ran out of ink. 
 
    “Jack, you committed three crimes. You betrayed our marriage three specific times. Oh, I know there were more, I’ve got pictures and videos and recorded conversations, but only three of those assignations was I able to get actual video of you en flagrante, actually balls deep in your whim for the night. 
 
    “So I have listed three things that you must do if you wish to survive this marriage…and keep the house and all your money and…” I looked at him pointedly, “…me.” 
 
    He gulped, and perused the document I had created. 
 
    “And what are these three things, under all this legal mumbo jumbo.” 
 
    I raised three fingers. “First,” I lowered the ring finger, “You must watch me get fucked.” 
 
    His eyes opened. I am not cheating because you are giving your permission. Simply, what’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.” 
 
    ”But…” 
 
    “You screwed hundreds of times. My contract calls for one fuck a month for twelve months. My choice of males, though I would welcome your input as to potential fucks. And you must watch me.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…” 
 
    “Then don’t. Don’t sign the contract.” 
 
    I waited, daring him. 
 
    “What’s the second?” 
 
    “You have to be a woman.” 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    “A…a…” 
 
    “A woman. You will get vacation boobs, makeovers, have your hair done, wear long fingernails…everything.” 
 
    “I’m not a woman!” He whispered. 
 
    “Drop the pen and get out,” I blurted. 
 
    His mouth snapped shut. 
 
    “What’s the third thing?” 
 
    I told him, and he blinked, and he closed his eyes. 
 
    This was the moment of negotiations that I loved. The other party had all the data, and had to figure out if they could comply. Did they have enough money? Could they spend that amount of time in prison.?Could they pay the price? 
 
    And, it depended on what they wanted. 
 
    And here I was in the good. Not only did Jack want to hang on to his house and money…but I was betting that he wanted to keep me, too. 
 
    So, was he willing to pay the price? 
 
    He sat there for a long time, gulping, and I could almost hear the gears clanking around in his head. 
 
    He opened his eyes. “Twelve fucks, I have to be a woman, and…and you…” 
 
    “That’s right,” I grew tired of his fumbling.  
 
    “And then I’m forgiven.” 
 
    “Totally. No recriminations, no subtle undertones, nothing but back to where we were…like we were when we were building this palace.” 
 
    He stared at me for another long moment, then gave an abrupt nod of his head. He signed the contract. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    He came out of our room, and he was laughable. He was wearing a dress, and high heels, and he was obviously clumsy and embarrassed. 
 
    I grinned. “Don’t worry, a couple of hours from now and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Fine,” he gulped. “And you’re going to watch me?” 
 
    “I’m going to be right next to you. I might have a date tonight.” 
 
    Oh, the look of misery on his face. To know that his wife was about to be penetrated by another man’s dick. 
 
    I didn’t have a date, however, I just said that to keep him on his toes. I was thinking about who my first fuck would be. I have standards, you know, and I wanted my first extra-marital fuck to be memorable. 
 
    We went out to the Jag and got in. I drove because he was pretty clumsy in heels. A half hour later we were in town and walking through the doors of the Hairport. 
 
    I had called ahead and Donna came out and we air kissed and I introduced her to Jack. 
 
    She stood back and inspected him. “Hmmm. I was a bit afraid when you told me, but I think I can work with this.” 
 
    So I sat in one chair, and Jack sat next to me, and Donna and her girls went to work. 
 
    We had long nails put on our hands and painted with glorious ‘fuck me’ red polish. 
 
    I loved it, and Jack was suddenly looking terrified. He held up his hand and stared at his long, red claws. I chuckled, and Donna smiled. 
 
    Then our hair. She washed mine, shampooed, gave it gentle waves and a bit of highlight. 
 
    She fastened extensions on Jack’s hair. 
 
    “Never wash these when they’re wet. Brush gently when your hair is dry, and always use a hair extensions brush.” 
 
    “What’s a hair extension brush?” 
 
    “I’ll send one home with you. But, remember, softly, when your hair is dry.” 
 
    Jack nodded, and she pushed his forehead back to still him and continued working on him. 
 
    Then make up. I enjoyed the cleansing, the creams and powders. 
 
    Jack looked like they were going to kill him. 
 
    Bu now Donna had picked up on my attitude and was grinning. And the more she smiled the less Jack did. 
 
    Not that he was all smiley in the first place. 
 
    Meanwhile, the girls worked on his toes, gave him a complete pedicure, took a pumice to his callouses, and when they slipped his high heels back on he realized the importance of a good pedi. His feet fit the shoes better, and there was reduced risk of him snagging his toes and running nylons. 
 
    “All done,” Donna stated, and she held out a hand and helped me up first, then Jack. 
 
    There is nothing like the feeling of being pampered and treated like a queen. I paid Donna, and included a hefty tip, and took Jack’s arm and we walked out. 
 
    “How do you feel?” I asked. 
 
    “Weird,” he answered honestly. 
 
    “Do you like having lipstick on?” 
 
    “It…tastes…will it wear off?” 
 
    “I had her put lip stain on you, not lipstick. Your lips will be this color for a week or two. You only have to gloss them every once in a while.” 
 
    “Gloss,” he said the word dully, like it was a heavy weight he had to carry around on his head. Then he turned to me, “Why do my lips feel so…so hot?” 
 
    “That’s the lip plumper. Your lips are twice as big. Angeline Jolie would be jealous.” 
 
    He stumbled a bit, and it wasn’t just the heels. He was having a hard time with this. 
 
    “Okay,” I announced as we got into the car. “Let’s head for the mall.” 
 
    “The mall? But…what are we…” 
 
    “We’re going shopping.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because that’s my dress you’re wearing. And my underwear. You need your own.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said, sounding like a cat choking on a canary. 
 
    We hit Victoria’s Secret first, and the girls were not fazed by fitting a man. As I already knew, a lot of men did their shopping at Victoria’s Secret. They always claimed to be shopping for their wives, but their wives had figures that were suspiciously like their own. The fact that I was out front and forthright and announced to one and all that my husband was transitioning made it all easier. 
 
    Girls, it appears, like it when a man changes over. Women like girlfriends, not rough bully boys out for nothing but a fuck. 
 
    Wearing new underwear, and carrying a big bag with more, we left the store and began going through the various fashion stores. Fortunately, in addition to being a rather soft man, Jack wasn’t all that big, and the new tummy shaper certainly helped. We found lots of outfits for him to wear. We found dresses, skirts and blouses, culottes, leggings, sweaters…everything we could hope for. 
 
    Correction, ‘I’ could hope for. Jack was acting like a man…uh, woman…in shock. 
 
    Then, carrying a dozen bags, Jack stumbling and tripping, we took them out to the car and returned for his piercing. 
 
    “Piercing? For my ears?” 
 
    “No, for your brain. For your ears, stupid. Unless you wanted…” I stopped talking. 
 
    He got worried. “What?” 
 
    I turned to him. “After we get your boobs…I want you to get your nipples pierced. But first, let’s spend a month working on your nipples. We can get those suction things and make them bigger.” 
 
    I was excited, he was aghast. 
 
    “That’s not part of it.” 
 
    “Of course it is.” 
 
    “But not every woman has…has tit piercings!” 
 
    “But enough do, and since you are going to be the women of my dreams…” I grinned. I didn’t leave him any chance to argue further, however. I grabbed his hand and pulled him into a jewelry store. A half hour later we emerged, him wearing big hoops. They looked wonderful framed by his long, brunette hair. 
 
    And, we headed for home. 
 
     
 
    That evening was one of the best I could remember, for that evening I began training Jack. 
 
    First, I lectured him on cooking. Showed him around the kitchen and introduced him to the tools, and I was amazed. Men know absolutely nothing about cooking! At least, Jack didn’t. 
 
    Then, I took him around the house and acquainted him with cleaning procedures. 
 
    “Do the dusting first,” I stated. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because if you vacuum first, and then dust, the dust will fall over your freshly vacuumed floor.
“Oh.” 
 
    Men. I tell ya! 
 
    Fortunately, he knew a bit about working a lawnmower. 
 
    “But we have a gardener.” 
 
    “I let him go.” 
 
    “What?” his voice squeaked. 
 
    “Look, you don’t work, and I can’t have you sitting around doing nothing. I won’t have a lazy woman in my house.” 
 
    “But I’m not…” he stopped talking. He was about to say he wasn’t a woman, but that wouldn’t have flown. 
 
    He was in heels, wearing a clinging dress that would have shown cleavage, if he had any. He wore full make up and his hair, I have to admit it, was gorgeous. 
 
    Heck, if he hadn’t been a cheater that I was punishing, I would have wrapped my fingers in his locks and pulled him to my breasts. 
 
    There was something strangely erotic about Jack as a woman. 
 
    “What?” he asked, observing my face going through changes. 
 
    “You’re hot. You’re making me wet.” I spoke honestly and sincerely, like I was trying to convince a jury that the scum bag in front of them hadn’t raped that poor, defenseless woman. 
 
    He blinked. He hadn’t expected that. “Really?” 
 
    I placed a hand on his cheek and looked into his scintillating made up eyes. “Oh, yes. Really.” 
 
    I think he would have tried to kiss me then, but I added, “Too bad you’re going to have to wait a year to fuck me.” And then, to sweeten the pot, “If you make it through the year.” 
 
    Oh, he was glum. But, I noticed his rising erection. I stepped back. 
 
    “What the fuck is that?” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “Women don’t get erections!” 
 
    He shrugged, inordinately proud of his boner. 
 
    “I’m getting you a chastity belt.” 
 
    “What?” His face fell. 
 
    “We can’t have that boner sticking out just because you love to wear women’s clothes!” 
 
    “But…I don’t love to—“ 
 
    “That,” I flicked his cock through the dress and he flinched, “proves you’re lying!” 
 
    Oh, he was conflicted now, and I loved it. Positively, fucking loved it. He would be living with the statement that I had just made, that he became excited from wearing women’s clothes, for the rest of his life. 
 
    “Now, the pool needs to be cleaned weekly, but you need to skim for leaves—“ 
 
    “You fired the pool cleaner?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ve got a maid to do this stuff. Why would I pay extra for a pool cleaner? Of course I did like the way Juan’s legs looked, and his package was very visible in those tight trunks. I’ll bet Juan got a lot of pussy cleaning pools for lonely women. Maybe I should call him back just for that?” 
 
    Jack was sputtering now, and I was enjoying it more and more. 
 
    First, Jack was sexy. 
 
    Second, he was helpless, as if putting on female clothes had robbed him of male sex. 
 
    Third, and this surprised me, now that I had brought it up…it was turning me on talking about fucking other men. 
 
    This might turn out to be an interesting year! 
 
    After I finished telling him about his duties, and making sure he understood everything he was supposed to do, it was time for sex. 
 
    Sex for me, and not for thee. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, come along. It’s time you fulfilled your husbandly duties.” 
 
    I strode down the hallway, my heels clicking on the tiles. He followed along, a bit confused. His heel clicks were sort of mushy. 
 
    “But I thought…you weren’t…we weren’t going to make love until the year…” 
 
    “You’re not. I, however, not being a lying cheater, am not bound by your punishment. I intend to make grand, glorious love, and to have huge orgasms.” 
 
    I turned into the bedroom, and he was behind me, walking slowly, puzzled. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Stand there.” I reached into my dresser drawer and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    He stared at it, and his mouth opened. “I’m going to…you want me to fuck you with…” 
 
    For answer I helped him into the thing. I cinched it up and stepped back and grinned. It was under his dress, a good fit, and maybe it would be fun to have him wear it all the time. 
 
    Except that I was really curious about this chastity thing. 
 
    I reached into the drawer and pulled out a cock. It was big, and it was black. It had big balls and thick veins, and the head was delicately shaped for easy entry. Oh, baby. I was going to enjoy this. 
 
    I licked my lips and held the thing in one hand. 
 
    He stared at it. “It’s so big!” 
 
    “Or maybe it’s that you’re so small,” I quipped. And I noticed that when I said that his own cock throbbed. Hmm. 
 
    I screwed the big cock into his strap on, and looked him in the eye while I did so. “You know, I have always wanted a black man, to find out if they really are as big as women say. You know, once black never back, all that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Honey,” his voice sounded so strange, so strangled. 
 
    Holding his fake cock in my hands I stared at him from kissing distance, with no intention to kiss him. I said, “Would you like it if one of my men were big and black?” 
 
    I felt his cock rise up, under his fake cock, and smack against my hand. I grinned. “Oh, you do. You kinky little bastard.” 
 
    He turned flaming red. And he was gulping, but his cock kept throbbing. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Time to do me right.” 
 
    I let go of the fake cock and stepped back. “Lay down on the bed. Face up.” 
 
    He climbed onto our big bed and whined, “But don’t you want me to be on top?” 
 
    “And risk you losing control and fucking me with your real dick? Not a chance!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t!” he protested, but we both knew he was lying. He hadn’t had any for a week, and he had 51 more weeks to go. 
 
    I pulled my panties off, climbed on top of him, raised my dress, and squatted. I put my hands on his belly for balance. Grinning at him, I lowered myself. 
 
    Ah. The shock of the cock. That moment when it penetrates, takes your breath away, explodes your nerves. Every time I fucked I felt it. And every time I loved it more and more. 
 
    My eyes glazed briefly, as I sank down, then I opened them, and I know there was a fierce light in them. 
 
    “Is this what it felt like when you fucked your tarts?” I growled. 
 
    He looked so sad then. But that was okay. He deserved it. Any man who cheats deserves severe punishment. 
 
    I rose up, lowered myself. 
 
    The helpless look in his eyes. He was getting fucked, and felt nothing.  
 
    “Use your hand to keep your cock down. I don’t want it up my ass.” 
 
    A look of anguish on his face, he pushed his penis down. 
 
    Now I could really go to town. I began to ride that dildo like it was a racehorse. Up and down. In and out. I squirmed and I wiggled. I could feel that big, black shaft, with all its delicious, raised veins, corkscrewing inside me. 
 
    I leaned forward, let myself be supported on my knees, and my breasts brushed his chest. They were like twin points of fire and I commanded. “Suck them.” 
 
    He was so horny, I had never seen him so horny, to be this close to a fuck, and yet denied…how exquisite. 
 
    He gripped my tits with his hands, I could feel his real cock bounce against my ass when he let go, and brought his head up. He sucked on one nipple, pulling with his teeth, and grinding up with his hips. 
 
    He wanted to fuck, he wanted to use his dick, but the result was that he pushed harder into me with his fake dick. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I groaned. “I like that!” 
 
    He went to the other nipple, and I reached under and began diddling my button. 
 
    I felt it starting, the tidal wave that threatens, comes looming in, overshadows, and then…then…it smashed me down. I arched, reached under and pulled on his balls, and the waves started slapping me silly. I came and I came, and Jack looked up in shock. 
 
    When I usually came on him he was deep in his own orgasm, and he had never really looked at me when I blew my top. Now, divorced from sensation, prisoner of the fuck instead of in command, he stared as I came apart. 
 
    I felt like a volcano had just erupted in me. My tits felt like they were burning up. My pussy felt like somebody had just hit it with a sledge hammer. A gentle sledge hammer, but you get the idea. 
 
    I fell forward, gasping, my eyes closed. 
 
    If there was ever a moment that he could have fucked me, that was it. I was senseless, powerless, deprived by the power of a good fuck, and he could have just slipped his cock up my ass, or even pulled the big, black one out of me and replaced it with his own somewhat smaller member. 
 
    But I think he was in too much awe. 
 
    And, the odd thing, his cock was harder than I had ever felt it. For a moment I even thought he had cum. There was a slick moisture running in my crack, then I realized it was just pre-cum. 
 
    I lay there for a long minute, and he just held me. It was a tentative hold, but his arms were around me. He was confused, but he was smart enough not to move. 
 
    I rolled off him and looked at the ceiling. I murmured, “Once black…holy shit!” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I turned my head and looked at him. 
 
    “I need to cum.” 
 
    “Hah!” I blurted. “Now go put your new things in the guest room.” 
 
    “But aren’t I sleeping here?” 
 
    “You dip shit,” I laughed. “I don’t sleep with women. I want a real man. A man with a big cock who doesn’t cheat.” 
 
    When he walked out of the room he looked like he felt about two inches tall. 
 
    I smiled, pulled the covers over, and slept. And, man, did I have sweet dreams.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wow! Holy fuck! That is hot!” 
 
    Jack had just returned from the doctor with his new vacation boobs. 
 
    Vacation boobs, for those not in the know, are a solution injected directly into the chest. The solution adheres, and takes a month to go down. 
 
    I licked my lips and he looked at the way his bra was stuffed. It was a half bra, and his nips peeked over the top. They were stiff. Quite stiff. And he had a bulge of flesh that would make the most delicious cleavage when I put him in the right kind of dress. 
 
    “They’re not too big?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, if anything, they are too small. I think, when it comes to boobs, I’m a size queen.” 
 
    I was a pretty healthy lady myself, and right then we were about the same size.  
 
    “Next month you’re getting bigger ones. And maybe we’ll have permanent ones put in.” 
 
    Oddly, the compliment seemed to reassure Jack, and even to make him happy. 
 
    He looked up and smiled. “They are pretty good.” 
 
    “God, too bad you’re a cheater. I’d let you fuck me like a woman.” 
 
    He quickly saddened. It was still only the first month, and I wasn’t about to let go of insulting him. Not this soon. 
 
    “But,” I added, “A couple of good things.” 
 
    “What?” he brightened a little. 
 
    “You’re going to get to jack off.” 
 
    Now, truth, I think he had already jacked off a few times. But, while I didn’t like that, I wasn’t about to skulk around and be the masturbation police. 
 
    “The chastity tube came.” And he was sad again. 
 
    “Cheer up, baby. At least you get to cum.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And that was odd. He acted like he wanted to cum all the time, and now that he had the chance, he didn’t seem all that thrilled. 
 
    We went out to the patio where I had opened the box and spread out the working pieces to his tube. 
 
    It was plastic, had a bunch of sharp points inside, shaped like a cock, a small one, and had a bunch of rings. 
 
    I sat down on the lounge chair, smiled, and said, “Jack off.” 
 
    Oh, the shame, the embarrassment. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Come on. And hurry up. I don’t have all day.” 
 
    Tentatively, he pulled his panties down and lifted his dress. Man, his cock was hard. It was harder than steel and throbbing. 
 
    And dripping. I had noticed that this last week. An occasional drip had changed into a stream of fluid that damped his panties so bad I had told him to wear a pad. 
 
    I watched with interest as he took his cock in hand and began stroking it. Immediately, he felt the effect. He groaned and stroked harder. 
 
    I settled back and watched. Shortly his hand was a blur and he was slightly bent over. But after a minute he slowed down. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I can’t…it’s too embarrassing.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    “Maybe, just this once, you could…” 
 
    “I’m not spreading my legs for you. Cheater.” 
 
    He sighed, and his shoulders sagged a little. “But I don’t know how I can…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Well, we have several choices. I can get you drunk, and when you’re passed out I can put it on you.” 
 
    He didn’t look too happy about that. 
 
    “Or I could just kick you in the balls. A few kicks and that prick won’t be so happy.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want that,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Or, you could go get one of your girlfriends and let them fuck you.” 
 
    I glared at him. 
 
    Sure, I was being a bitch, but I was the innocent victim here. 
 
    “I’ll get drunk.” 
 
    Drinking solely for the purpose of passing out is not much fun. And,  it’s dangerous. There is such a thing as alcohol poisoning. 
 
    Still, the other methods weren’t that attractive. 
 
    So, he opened up the cheap bourbon, I wasn’t about to waste the good stuff on him, and he started drinking. And drinking. And drinking. 
 
    He got maudlin, apologized and cried. But the tears of a drunk aren’t worth much. 
 
    He got sloppy. Laughing at himself, and at me. Said everybody in the world was so stupid. 
 
    And he went to sleep. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He was on the couch in the living room, and I pulled one leg off the couch and he lay and snored. I took his limp prick and fit the tube over it. I shook it, it was a good fit, and I found the right ring for his package. I fit the two pieces together and put a padlock through the hasp. 
 
    I stepped back and stared down at my sleeping husband. He was in a dress, but naked from the waist down. He had on full make up and long nails. He had a cage on his cock, and I grinned. 
 
    If somebody had told me, a few months previous, that I would ever be party to such a scene I would have laughed. 
 
    Well, I wasn’t laughing now, but I sure was grinning. 
 
    And I had the weird thought: I gots me a sissy! Bada bing! 
 
    Then I turned off the lights and left the sleeping lout. 
 
    Jack was a glum fellow the next day, and for days afterward, and I could tell that the frustration was already starting. Heck, he had had no orgasms for more than three weeks, and now he kept looking down at his groin, and adjusting himself. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, after he served me breakfast. 
 
    “It keeps trying to get hard.” 
 
    I smiled. “Too bad.” 
 
    He frowned at my insouciance. 
 
    “Now, you’ve got boobs, you’ve got a chastity tube on to control your filthy impulses, and we’ve been sucking your nipples every day.” 
 
    He blushed a bright red. Seems like he never got over blushing. 
 
    “It’s time to talk about nipple jewelry.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get my nipples pierced,” he said. 
 
    I looked at his chest. His nipples were hard and poking into the blouse he was wearing. “Your nipples say otherwise.” 
 
    “That’s the material rubbing on them.” 
 
    “Well, whatever it is, we’re going to head for the piercing studio right now.” 
 
    Sad, defeated, but looking very sexy, he followed me to the car. 
 
    As usual, I drove. He probably could handle heels on the pedals now, but I found that I liked to drive. No more putting up with wrong turns…I was in charge. 
 
    We arrived outside a scurrilous looking tattoo parlor and walked up to the door. 
 
    Inside it was a bit gloomy, and two fellows were sitting in chairs and laughing. They were both muscular and had ink over every part of their bodies. 
 
    As we approached I heard the tail end of a joke. ‘…that’s a very nice hippopotamus on your arm.’ ‘Mom! That’s my girlfriend!’ 
 
    The two guys laughed, and looked at me. “What can we do for you?” asked one. He had a ring through his nose and a rooster on his temple. 
 
    As a lawyer I knew the best way to get what you wanted was to tell a joke, and I had a big store of them. Not that I had to shmooze these guys, but I like a good joke. 
 
    “Did you guys hear about the husband that had ‘I love You’ tattooed on his dick?” 
 
    The two tattoo artists got quirky smiles on their faces. 
 
    “He showed his wife and she said,’There you go again, trying to put words in my mouth.’” 
 
    They chuckled. 
 
    “Heard that one, eh?” 
 
    “We have, but you told it well.” 
 
    We all smiled, and I asked, “I want my husband’s boobs pierced. His nipples, that is.” 
 
    They perked up at that. Jack didn’t look like a man at all. 
 
    “Sure, what kind of jewelry you want?” 
 
    “A shield.” 
 
    “Big or small?” 
 
    Just big enough to cover the nipple. 
 
    One of the guys grinned and said to Jack, “You’re going to be horny, you know. You won’t be able to play with your nips.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’ve got him in chastity.” 
 
    “Whoo!” said the other one. “Well, let’s do it.” 
 
    They had Jack strip off his dress and bra and lay on a table. 
 
    All the time Jack was totally humiliated. 
 
    Five minutes later it was done. They gave me instructions on how to keep everything clean and all, and one of them said, “We could give him a tattoo. He’s got good tits for it.” 
 
    I looked at Jack and a new level of panic was in his eyes. 
 
    Then the guy grinned and said, “That’s tit for tat.” 
 
    I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I patted his hairy cheek. “At least you told it well.” 
 
    They laughed as we went out the door. 
 
    And I was about to bust from horny. Seeing Jack laying there, so helpless, getting his nipples pierced, it was just the absolute in having power over another person. 
 
    And I realized: there is power in sex, and there is sex in power. 
 
    Jack, as might be expected, was glum. He kept looking down at his chest. 
 
    He was wearing a bra, to hold up boobs, and wearing nipple shields that only I could get off. 
 
    I reached over and tapped him on the nipple, and he groaned. “What?” 
 
    “Are you feeling the heat, yet?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
     
 
    My days of being super horny were here. So were Jack’s but there wasn’t anything he could do about that. He couldn’t play with himself, he couldn’t even play with his nipples. All he could do was walk around and get hornier and hornier. 
 
    I, of course, took great pleasure in his condition. 
 
    Yes, he was my maid, my pool cleaner, my pussy licker, but I started kissing him madly. He just made me so hot, and I would corral him, push him down on the couch, or back him into a corner, and fondle his cage and tap his nipple shields and kiss him. Long make out sessions that made me hornier and hornier, and made him more and more frustrated. 
 
    And the hornier he got, the hornier I got, but…I could do something about it. 
 
    First, I could have him eat me. And I did. Multiple times a day. I would just call him in and spread my legs, and he might give a sort of a sob, and then he was licking and eating and getting me off. 
 
    Second, date night was coming. 
 
    Date night. The first night that I would get to fuck somebody. I was looking forward to it. 
 
    In his own way, so was Jack. 
 
    He dreaded it, at least he claimed to, but he sure kept grabbing his crotch and adjusting his frustration a lot. 
 
    I had chosen a man at random. I simply went out to a nightclub and watched the various men, and I chose one. 
 
    He was tall, much more muscular than Jack, and when I told him what I wanted his eyes nearly popped out and rolled on the floor. 
 
    “I want you to meet me at my place, you can follow me home. My husband will be tied up in the next room, forced to watch us on camera. You hide your face if you wish, but I won’t be recording it. You can check the connections to make sure it isn’t, if you want.” 
 
    He was blinking, and his mouth moved a little, like he wanted to say something but, for the life of him, he didn’t know what. 
 
    I reached between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was nice-sized, and hard, with a big head. “What do you say, sport?” 
 
    He said yes. 
 
    I paid for our drinks and led him out of the club. 
 
    Interestingly, I wasn’t interested in holding hands or touching him. I didn’t know him, this was just a fuck, and there was a big pice of me that was scared. 
 
    Yeah, I arranged it all, planned it all, and I was scared. 
 
    But, things went down smoothly. 
 
    We arrived at the house and he parked his car in the driveway. 
 
    We started up the walk, and suddenly he touched my arm.  
 
    I turned, and he moved closer. It was in his eyes, he needed something to happen. He was scared, too, and he wanted to be reassured. 
 
    So I kissed him, got over my fear and planted my lips on his, and suddenly, I was loving it. 
 
    I loved the feel of his lips, so different from Jack’s sliding over mine. I loved the way his hand reached for my breast, held it, moved over it. 
 
    I put both arms around his neck then, and I attacked his mouth. I kissed voraciously, as if I wanted to suck all the life out of him. 
 
    He kissed back, gaining confidence, and I felt his cock pressing into my belly. I realized that he was bigger than I thought. When I had first groped him I must have gotten ahold of a half a chub, but this was the whole thing. This was the meat market. This was a real log. 
 
    We parted, and we both smiled, and were more relaxed. We entered the house. 
 
    “Why don’t you make a drink, the good bourbon is on top. I’ll go check on Jack.” 
 
    I went down to Jack’s room and opened the door. He was sitting in a  sturdy, wooden chair. A rope ran around his body and held him to the back of the chair. His hands were cuffed to the arms. His ankles were cuffed to the legs. 
 
    He looked at me, and I have never seen such wonderful frustration. Thank God I had put a penis gag in his mouth. I think he would have offered me the world to not do what I was about to do. 
 
    Too bad, Jack. This was my night. 
 
    I walked to the front of him and looked down. 
 
    He was wearing a blouse and I could see his nipple shields behind it. His cock cage laid on the chair, and there was a puddle of pre-cum leaking from it. 
 
    I smiled, kissed his forehead, and left the room. 
 
     
 
    “My name is Barry,” said Barry as he handed me a drink. 
 
    I sipped. “Sylvia.” 
 
    I took him out to the living room and we watched the far woods, and the stars in the night through the skylight. We lay on our backs on the floor, and we talked. 
 
    “What do you do?” 
 
    “I’m a salesman. You?” 
 
    “A lawyer.” 
 
    “You’ve got a wonderful place.” 
 
    Small talk. And it meandered for a while, then he asked, “So do you really have your husband tied up in another room?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Lines appeared on his forehead, “So, I don’t want to jinx anything, but…” 
 
    “How come we’re doing this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I rolled onto my side and began undoing his buttons. “He cheated on me.” 
 
    “Wow. Excuse me, but why would he cheat on a beautiful woman like you?” 
 
    I kissed him for that one, and kept undoing his buttons. 
 
    He kissed back, and helped me out of my dress. 
 
    Then we were semi-naked, and ready. His cock was pressing out his tighty whiteys like it wanted to bust them. 
 
    “Time to adjourn to the boudoir, “ I whispered. 
 
    He rose, and helped me to my feet, and we walked down the hallway, our nervousness done, we walked with arms around each other. 
 
    I had put the camera in a corner and put duc tape on the red light, so there was no distraction. 
 
    He took me in his arms and wrapped me up. He bent my head back and kissed me long and slow and gentle. Our eyes were closed and it was the most delicious kiss I had ever had. 
 
    I knelt then, and pulled his underpants off. His cock sprang out, big and red, ready for loving. 
 
    He helped me out of my bra, and my boobs fell out, and he caught them and kissed them. 
 
    He still had a shirt on, so we took that off, then my panties. 
 
    Now we were naked, and trembling. His cock was leaking pre-cum, and my pussy was wetter than a swimming pool, and ready for somebody to dive in. 
 
    He pushed me back on the bed, and I pulled him, then I was scrambling back, and he was knee walking after me. We were grinning like fools. 
 
    I grabbed his penis, kept him walking, and then it was in my face. I engulfed that monster, as best I could, with my red lips. I sucked it down and he groaned.  
 
    I could imagine the terrible frustration that Jack must be feeling, watching this on the big screen TV I had hooked up. 
 
    I palpated Barry’s balls and backed off, stroked his cock. His penis was pulsating, I didn’t think he was going to last long, and a drool of pre-slime hung from it to my lips. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he whispered. I could tell he was near out of control. 
 
    “Shall we do the deed?” I whispered? 
 
    There was a microphone right behind the headboard and I knew Jack was going to hear every little sound. 
 
    “Any way you want to do this?” 
 
    “I’d like to do it doggy style, if that’s all right. My husband’s cock is too small to really give me a good fuck. But yours…it’s so big.” 
 
    We moved around, and I made sure Jack would have a good view. I was on my knees, and elbows, my ass tilted up for easy entry. 
 
    I was wet, and Barry slid right into me, and it was like heaven had come to earth. That big cock sliding in, rippling along my vaginal passage, filling me up. I near swooned. 
 
    “Damn! You’re tight!” 
 
    “I told you, my husband’s cock is small.” 
 
    Barry was grunting and driving now, and I braced myself and took it, again and again. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he whined. “I’m going to…wait!” 
 
    He pulled out and I gasped at the empty feeling inside. 
 
    He rested on me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to cum too soon. After all, this is for you, too, right?” 
 
    “Wow,” and I was serious, “a gentleman.” 
 
    I lay down then, and he sprawled next to me. I told him how big his cock was, how satisfying, and he played with my breasts, and then he used his fingers. 
 
    Oh, God! I love a man with good fingers! 
 
    He pushed two digits into me and began swirling and hooking, it wasn’t long before I was pounding on his chest and begging for cock. 
 
    “Give it to me, dammit!” 
 
    Barry laughed. “Not until you can say ‘If two witches would watch two watches, which witch would watch which watch?’” 
 
    I had to laugh, and I tried, and slaughtered it. 
 
    “Whi wish wash witch was…oh, FUCK!” 
 
    Then we were hysterical, like little kids unchained. When the laughter died, we grew serious. He kissed me, spread my legs and entered me again. 
 
    Long, slow strokes. Rubbing the side of his penis against my rim one way, on the opposite side of the hole on the other. 
 
    I arched and grunted and began to lose control. 
 
    God, do I love to cum, and this was the mother of all cums! I started to shake, and I found myself whining, then the deep throbs started and it felt like somebody was breaking bones inside my body. I was twisting, writhing, making sounds like I was speaking tongues. 
 
    There was no way Barry could hold out against that, and he started to push deep, and his cock started spurting. I could feel the the sensations deep inside as his cock unloaded. The pulse of his penis, the shoot of his cream, and suddenly it was leaking out of my hole, dripping down into my asshole. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whimpered. I was exhausted. I was officially creamed. I was fucked to a fare thee well. 
 
    Jack rolled off me. We lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, and wondering what the hell had just happened. 
 
    After a while he said, “You want to do it again?” 
 
    “I want to, but no. I only get one fuck a month, and that was it.” 
 
    He was silent, and I knew he wanted it again. 
 
    I rolled to him again. “In spite of what I said, in spite of what has transpired between us, I love my husband. So take what you’ve got and be glad. Unless you happen to be in one of the gin joints in the world at the appointed time, we’ll never do it again.” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    With that he got dressed and left. And I was left with a pussy full of jizz, but empty of cock, and missing it. 
 
    And, I had a husband in the other room that needed to be untied. 
 
    Sighing, I got out of bed. 
 
      
 
    Jack didn’t say anything about Barry. He looked at me, and there was a deep something in his expression, but he didn’t talk. 
 
    I knew there were deep feelings in his soul. I knew he was coming to grips, making adjustments, and his life would never be the same. 
 
    That was exactly what I had set out to make happen. Changes on a deep level. But it was hard, for me as well as Jack. 
 
    I loved Jack. He owed me this. But there was still a piece of me that felt the guilt. 
 
    But, guilt or not, I would do it again. I would have to. I had to try and have another cum like that. 
 
    So the days passed, and Jack was quiet, dealing with his own torment. He waited on me politely, quickly, but in his eyes I could see the change. 
 
    And he was appreciative of me. On those rare occasions when he managed to be more than a maid we would find ourselves laughing, and looking at each other in new lights. 
 
    But those times, though heady, were somewhat rare. Most times he was a good maid. 
 
    He kept himself clean and made up. His hair grew and he needed to go to the parlor. He learned to take care of his own nails, and he learned to cook. 
 
    And, he learned to cook better than a woman. It shocks me to say that, but men are capable of the most wondrous things when they stop playing with themselves and get focused. 
 
    The end of the next month approached, and his boobs were deflating. 
 
    I called the doctor and told him that Jack was ready for the real thing. He wanted implants. 
 
    Jack was listening when I made the call, and he said nothing. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he controlled himself. 
 
    My Jack, controlling himself. A dream come true. Normally he would get a bright idea and go with it, never a thought to consequences. And I realized there was a deeper truth here: Feminization is a discipline. A man has to work to figure out and accept that discipline. And I, as a woman, had to support that intent. 
 
    So we went to the hospital and Jack got something called Chyna 2000s put in his chest. They were big, apparently designed for some woman wrestler they called ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’  
 
    I felt like Jack was the ninth wonder. He was stacked, built, monstrous. We had to buy him all new bras. 
 
    But it looked like he wasn’t just putting up with it. It looked like he liked it. I would catch him looking at himself every once in a while, and it looked like he was holding himself proudly, looking at himself proudly. 
 
    Then the second month ended, and it was time for me to fuck somebody. 
 
    I tell ya, I looked forward to it, and I was scared all over again. But I looked forward to it more, and so the night approached. 
 
    The surprising thing, though, was that when I went to tie Jack up he said, “You don’t really have to tie me up.” 
 
    I stood back and stared at him. 
 
    There was a calmness about him that I had never seen before.  There was a certainty of self that he had never before displayed. 
 
    “You won’t get upset and…and…” I looked at him. 
 
    “No,” he said. And he was so sure of himself that I believed him. And he said the most interesting thing. “I want to see this. It…it makes me horny.” 
 
    That was a blinking moment, and I asked, “But you can’t do anything about being horny.” 
 
    And he said, “I don’t want to.” 
 
    I was quiet. 
 
    He continued: “I’ve learned that being horny all the time is better than cuming…and coming down. I don’t want to be down again. I want to be horny forever. I just want to love you. With all my horniness.” 
 
    Well, that sure did it to me. I wasn’t sure if he took the wind out of my sails, or put it back in. And I thought it might be time for a sit down talk. But, right then, I had to go see a man about a dick. 
 
    I went out, and I brought a man home, and, though I didn’t have the massive cum of last time, I had a good one, a satisfying one, and I realized that knowing that Jack was free, and accepted this, and that it was okay…it made me happy, and that happiness translated into a marvelous fuck. A truly wonderful, heart warming fuck. 
 
      
 
    And so the year passed. Jack took care of the house, and I worked and came home to cleanliness, and sumptuous meals, and having my pussy eaten to a frothy cum. And, sometimes, to a strange man. 
 
    And I could feel deep changes in me, but I couldn’t have defined them. Except that…the changes, whatever they were, felt good. 
 
    Role reversal? 
 
    Exchange of power? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    But…more. 
 
    Something was happening inside us that was…good. We were achieving a fulfillment, a peace of soul we had not imagined. 
 
      
 
    “Tonight’s the night,” I announced, when I came home from work. 
 
    Jack smiled and held a tray to me. On it was a bourbon and Coke. The good stuff. 
 
    “Are you looking forward to it?” 
 
    He grew sober, then said, “I think so. It has to happen, anyway. So…yes.” 
 
    We ate. Or, rather, I ate and he attended the table. Made sure my drink was topped, that the butter was to hand. 
 
    After we ate I went into the bedroom while he cleaned up. I was wearing my lawyer suit, and I traded the skirt for trousers. Then I pulled my hair back and tied it. I worked on my make up, making sure my lips were red and plump, but my cheeks severe. Midway through my preparations I heard Jack go to his room, and I knew that he would be preparing himself the same way I was working on myself, with a few small differences. 
 
    He would be more feminine. I would be more masculine. 
 
    Finishing, I dropped my trousers and put on the strap on, and screwed the big, black cock into it. Then I headed down the hall. 
 
    I knocked on Jack’s door, and he told me to come in. 
 
    I opened the door, and he took my breath away. 
 
    His breasts were magnificent. Big and bountiful and framed in a wrap around dress so that his cleavage was deep. His face was perfectly made up, and I didn’t see any trace of the man he had been just a short year previous. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes…Sylvia.” 
 
    He stood up and I took his hand. I was wearing heels, and he wasn’t, so I was actually an inch taller than him. It felt good. 
 
    I took him back to the bedroom, turned and kissed him. 
 
    I kissed him like I had kissed a dozen strange men over the last year. I kissed him deeply, tasting his lips, marveling at how full and soft they were. 
 
    I slowly bent him back, like I was a Hollywood stud having his way with his leading lady. 
 
    He had lost weight, and he wasn’t as heavy as he had been. 
 
    When I had him turned enough I dropped him…right on the bed. 
 
    He smiled, and scooted back, made room for me. 
 
    “No,” I said.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “On all fours.” 
 
    His eyes brightened at that, and he knelt and held his ass up. 
 
    I penetrated him, and he gasped. I used lots of lube, but it was still a shock. 
 
    I hate to be gross, but imagine the biggest turd you ever passed, how you had to grunt and tighten all your muscles, and it was so big that it hurt. Now imagine that in reverse. 
 
    And, the moment of entry passed, I gripped his hips and held my position. My cock was buried in his man pussy. He was in shock, but…like all men, he liked it. 
 
    “How is it, my love?” 
 
    “I needed this,” he whispered back. 
 
    I began to fuck him then, I porked him, slammed into him. 
 
    He might be the soft boy, now a woman, but I was the bad boy, always looking for trouble. 
 
    He collapsed, and I climbed on his buns, refused to lose him. 
 
    I drilled into him, corkscrewed out, and he made whining, whimpering sounds. 
 
    For a long time I did him, and for along time he lay there, trying to do something, but able only to respond to my rhythm. 
 
    I could tell when he had finally had enough, it was the moment he stopped resisting. He submitted, and began to truly enjoy what I was doing to him. He moaned in pleasure, instead of protest, and pushed his ass up to take my big cock. 
 
    And I fucked him and fucked him and fucked him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I awoke the next day, and I had mixed feelings. 
 
    This was the end of the year. I had been fucked by a dozen men, paying Jack back. 
 
    And he had lived as a woman, and finally understood the woman’s viewpoint. Never again would he be disrespectful. 
 
    Most important of all, I had fucked him. I had played the man and used him like a bitch. I had fucked him with no concern for his feelings, and he had learned that deep lesson that women learn, that submission is their role in a male dominated world. 
 
    And I had learned, too. I had learned what it was like to be masculine in a male dominated world. I had learned the joy of having somebody work their tail off just to make sure I had the peace of mind to go out and compete in a man’s world. 
 
    I had learned the joy of having a man submit to me. 
 
    But the year was over, and the deal was done. I was going to have to return to…to the way things had been. 
 
    Happy, but sad. That was me. 
 
    I got up, took a quick shower, and pulled a negligee on. I headed down the hallway and stopped. Jack wasn’t in his room. The door was open but he was up and about. Well, that was okay. After all, I no longer controlled his life. He had made amends and his punishment was over. All was forgiven. Totally. 
 
    I headed out to the kitchen, and found Jack had prepared breakfast. 
 
    Aw, that was nice. A final gesture, before he changed back to the old Jack, moved back into our room and began taking his pleasure with me. Heck, he would even have the implants taken out, and I sure would miss those big, old boobs. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said. 
 
    “Good morning, ma’am,” he held my chair and I sat, and I looked up at him. 
 
    He placed dishes before me, eggs Benedict, waffles, sausage. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “Breakfast, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, and I appreciate it, but isn’t the year over.” 
 
    Jack stood in front of me then, and he twisted his hands in his pink apron. “Uh, about that…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’ve learned a lot about myself this last year, and I really learned how inconsiderate and even abusive I had been to you. Do you think…could you…could we continue our relationship like it has been…for a while?” 
 
    I tilted my head. I hadn’t expected this. 
 
    “What about…?” I held up the key to his chastity belt. It was hanging on my neck. 
 
    He stared at it, as if mesmerized, and then shook himself. “I guess…I can still use the big black dildo on you, if that would be okay?” 
 
    “So you want to live your life as a woman, working dawn till disk making sure I’m happy. And you don’t need sex.” 
 
    “Well, maybe if you could do what you did to me last night. Every once in a while, I mean. I don’t mean to be presumptive…” he fumbled the words. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t…” I paused, got control of myself. “We’re going to have to write new contract.” 
 
    “I’ve already taken care of that.” 
 
    I looked at him curiously. Jack had no talent when it came to contract law. 
 
    He reached over to the counter where he had the old contract ready. He placed it in front of me, and held three pens at the ready. 
 
    I read the printing added at the bottom of the contract. 
 
      
 
    This contract to be extended indefinitely. 
 
      
 
    I smiled. Under the additional legalese were two lines, one was ‘The party of the first part…’ 
 
    The second line said, ‘The party of the second part…” and the second line was signed by Jack. 
 
    I took one of the pens and signed the first line. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands ~ 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 tot he truth of the world. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization was Not My Choice! 
 
    My wife forced me to turn into a woman! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Sam, your sales are down.” 
 
    “Hey! It’s just temporary!” 
 
    “Let’s look at your history.” 
 
    I was sitting in Morgan Jame’s office. The big boss, and she wasn’t happy.  
 
    Tell the truth, I wasn’t happy, either. As she pointed to the sharply falling lines I cringed. 
 
    Morgan is a knock out. There are rumors she made boss just on her looks, but those rumors are false. Sure, she’s good looking, but it’s the smarts that count in her case. 
 
    Long, blonde hair, red lips, a face to die for. Long legs, tight waist a bosom that would put Dolly Parton to shame. But an IQ over 150, genius, and a bit of drive. 
 
    “Look, Sam, here’s a three year graph.” 
 
    She had charts over three years? Holy patootie! who keeps records that long?  
 
    She did, and that’s what made her an incredibly perceptive boss. 
 
    “Your statistics over January, every year, are up. Look at that line, stellar. January through February, when everybody else’s lines tanked. What are you doing in January? Your other months are up and down, what is it that’s special about January that makes you the best salesman in the company? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Think, Sam.” She leaned forward, which placed her boobs on the desk, presented her lips as curvy and kissable. And, man, wouldn’t I like to be the one to nibble on those delicate body parts. 
 
    “Well, it’s cold.” 
 
    “Yeah? So what did you do about it? This is after Christmas, nobody buys after Christmas. What did you do?” 
 
    “I’m, uh…” 
 
    “What? I know you’ve got an idea in there. Think.” 
 
    So I thought, but I was afraid to tell her. Tell the truth, the answer scared me, and I wasn’t about to share. Heck, I didn’t think I could stand the humiliation. 
 
    And, after an hour of this, I was dismissed, but with a warning. If I didn’t figure this thing out, January sales or not, I was going to be a gone goose. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a gone goose. I liked selling houses. 
 
    Sighing, I drove home that night, I was in funk city and I knew how to get out. But…did I dare? 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” 
 
    “Not that good,” I answered my wife, heading right for the liquor cabinet.” 
 
    She followed me into the kitchen, observed me mixing a tall bourbon and Coke. “What happened?” 
 
    I sat down and sipped, and told her. 
 
    “So what are you doing that’s different in January?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Come on. It’s obvious you know. She probably put it on the line because she knows you know.” 
 
    I studied Becky. She was one beautiful woman.  Heck, I had two beautiful women in my life. Morgan to keep my pants poking out during the day, and Becky to take care of my bulging pants at night. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    “Uh, well, there’s two thing that come to mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I don’t know how I managed to tell her, maybe it was the bourbon, maybe it was the threat of long my job, but I blurted, “Three years ago it was real cold. Coldest January on record.” 
 
    She blinked. “Why on earth would that drive your sales up?” 
 
    “I was, uh…I…” my face was redder than lipstick on a tomato. 
 
    “Speak!” She said, her brow furrowed in curiosity. 
 
    “I wore your nylons.” 
 
    Another blink, a shake of the head, and she sat back and stared at me. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    I nodded, my face flaming. 
 
    She frowned, then she chuckled. 
 
    “Okay, so you’re a kinky crossdresser, but…” 
 
    “It was so cold, and men’s trousers aren’t built for warmth, but they’re baggy so I just put on your nylons and it didn’t really make my legs much warmer, maybe a little bit, but…” 
 
    “I remember that day. I laughed, but you were such a sight, stamping around and complaining about the temperature, but how could wearing my nylons for one day improve your sales? 
 
    “It wasn’t just for one day.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. I found out and made fun of you and you didn’t do it ag—you did? You did do it again?” 
 
    “I went out and bought more nylons. I wore them every day while it was cold. I would put them on under my trousers while you were in the shower, and you never noticed. But it was embarrassing, humiliating, and I was always worried that you might find out. When it warmed up, I managed to stop buying them, and…” I shrugged. 
 
    “And you wore nylons every January?” 
 
    “Yes. It was cold.” 
 
    But the look in her eyes was telling me she didn’t buy it. The fact of the matter was that the last two January’s were among the warmest winter months since weather started being recorded. 
 
    “So you’re telling me that wearing nylons was the secret of your success, and the reason you got Salesman of the Month and the extra bonus?” 
 
    I nodded. I felt so ashamed I couldn’t even look at her. 
 
    She sat and her crossed leg bobbed up and down and she contemplated me. 
 
    “So wearing my nylons makes us money.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 
 
    “Well, because…it’s embarrassing?” 
 
    “So you let a little embarrassment get in the way of a lot of money.” 
 
    “Well, you could put it that way.” 
 
    She frowned, and suddenly got up and left the room. She didn’t act pissed off, it just looked like she wanted to think about what I had told her. 
 
    Fine. I wanted to think about it. I had to bring up my sales. I had to hold on to my job. 
 
    That night I spent a long time going over all the books I had on how to sell. I spent some time practicing lines, re-memorized various methods and procedures. I was determined. 
 
    Becky was out in the TV room. The TV was on low, acted like white noise to me, but I heard her talking on the phone to somebody, but that was about it. 
 
    I came to bed and she was already asleep. She wasn’t snoring, and I had the feeling she was really awake, but I didn’t blame her for ignoring me. 
 
    Man. I had to pull out of this slump.  
 
    Sighing, I slipped under the covers, was super horny, but didn’t even try. 
 
    I drifted off to an uncomfortable sleep, and dreams of people laughing at me, pointing at me, and I was standing in the middle of the company sales offices and everybody was laughing and… 
 
    I awoke. 
 
    Crap. I didn’t feel too rested. How was I supposed to up my sales feeling all tired? 
 
    I rolled over and realized that Becky was already up. I sighed, slid out of bed and looked down. It wasn’t all morning wood. Some of that erection was lust and desire. I absolutely hated it when Becky wasn’t in the mood. 
 
    I headed for my shower and scrub a dubbed, and that helped. 
 
    I stepped out, toweled myself off, and stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    Becky was sitting at her vanity table making herself up. She didn’t look at me. 
 
    I almost said something, but what was there to say? 
 
    Sorry I’m a loser, honey. 
 
    I walked over to the chair where I hung my trousers and stopped. A pair of nylons, sleek and shiny, were draped over my pants. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    I turned, and Becky was watching me. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Put them on.” 
 
    “I’m not going to.” 
 
    “You did in January.” 
 
    “But it’s May now, and it’s getting hotter.” 
 
    “And you’re afraid I’ll think you’re a bit strange, wearing women’s underthings.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Honey, if being a kinky, little panty boy,” she drove the words into my skull, “makes you money, then you can kink with the best of them.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    We didn’t really argue then, but she bullied me, and I found myself sitting on the bed while she rolled the stockings up my legs. I stared down at my sleek legs. God, it felt good. And my boner started up right away. 
 
    She unrolled and murmured, “We need to shave your legs.” 
 
    My dick was half mast and rising fast. 
 
    She unrolled over my knees and said, “We’re probably going to have to give you a pedicure, too. We don’t want runs in your…holy fuck!” 
 
    Becky stared as my penis got harder and harder. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “We didn’t do it last night,” I stammered. 
 
    “Nylons do this to you?”  
 
    My dick was like an iron rod. 
 
    “I’m just really…we haven’t done it for a few days. 
 
    She looked up and grinned at me. “We need to get you panty hose, or maybe a tummy shaper. Something to hide that big dong. How did you manage to hide that thing last January.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I used an ace bandage and strapped it to my leg.” 
 
    “You…” and she started to laugh. “You went to work with your cock tied down!” She slapped her leg and her eyes were bright. Then she stood up. “Wait right here.” 
 
    She went into the bathroom and came out with an ace bandage. She tossed it to me. “Show me.” 
 
    So I did. I pushed my cock down and wrapped a couple of loops around thigh and cock, and fastened the bandage. I stood up, and groaned. 
 
    “Hurts?” 
 
    “Hurts and feels good, all at the same time. But it’s a big distraction. It’s hard to talk to people with…you know.” 
 
    Becky just nodded. “Well, you’re going to work like this. For the rest of the week. if your sales go up then we’re going to be having a long talk. 
 
    I nodded, and was horny and miserable all at the same time. 
 
    “Now finish getting dressed. I’ll put on the eggs and bacon.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I was sitting at the table, my face bright red, eating cackleberries and oink strips. Becky was watching me, a small smile on her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re so red.” 
 
    “It’s not so bad at the office because nobody knows.” 
 
    “Do you think anybody will care if you wear kinky underthings if your statistics are up?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Do you think Morgan will care?” 
 
    “Morgan wouldn’t care if you pissed on her desk if your sales are up.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a bit unfair?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then, “Honey, I’ve always known you’ve had a crush on Morgan.” 
 
    Oh, man, talk about double flaming, bright red fire engines. My face  looked like it had been painted red. 
 
    Becky laughed. “Oh, look at you. Your big secret revealed.” 
 
    “But I never…I don’t…” 
 
    “I know. And if you think I’m upset that you appreciate a beautiful woman, then you’re a fool. As long as you don’t initiate any action, lust all you want.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “And then bring all that lust home for me.” Her smiled was downright evil then. 
 
    So I went to work, and driving there was no stimulation and my Cock just sat against my thigh and even started to go down. 
 
    But when I got to the office things got hairy. 
 
    First, the nylons Becky had rolled up my leg were slightly longer than the ones I had worn last year. And the top of the nylons was just a touch loose, and it rubbed against the head of my dick. 
 
    Walking in to the building I realized this, and I began to panic. The constant rubbing was making my dick super, extra, phenomenally hard, and I actually stumbled when turning into my office. 
 
    Morgan was waiting. She was sitting in my chair, looking at my calendar. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hey, Sam. Have a seat. I’ll make it quick.” 
 
    Nervous now, wondering what she was doing, I sat in one of the chairs facing my swivel. 
 
    She flipped through the calendar, bit her sexy lip, and I was reminded of how Becky had teased me about lusting after Morgan. That added to the red factor in my face. I tried to breath, to control myself. I counted my heartbeats and tried to slow them down. 
 
    Morgan flipped the page and looked at January. I figured she was still trying to figure out why my statistics skyrocketed in January, and almost made up for the rest of the year. 
 
    She pushed the calendar aside and leaned back and considered me. 
 
    “Are you wearing them?” 
 
    My mouth opened and I gasped and couldn’t breath. Morgan jumped up and rounded the desk and pounded on my back. “Breath! Take a breath!” 
 
    The world faded back in and I sat there, totally and utterly mortified. I had never felt such deep embarrassment in my life. 
 
    “Okay, relax. Keep breathing. Deep breaths. Get it under control.” 
 
    Finally, after a minute, I was okay. Be it so fucking red-faced I would have bene mistaken for a Martian. 
 
    “Whew. You had me worried.” Morgan sat in the chair next to me. She was holding my hand and patting my forearm. 
 
    I looked down at her hand, and she grinned. “Got the hots for me, eh?” 
 
    “What…what…?” 
 
    “I talked to your wife last night. And again this morning. We had a wonderful chat.” 
 
    “And you know about me wearing…” 
 
    “Keeping your legs warm. I know. I think it’s cute.” 
 
    “You won’t tell anybody?” 
 
    She got a sly look on her face then, “Not as long as your sales go up.” 
 
    She laughed at the look on my face, then whispered to me, “But if your sales drop I will tell everybody, post it on Facebutt, and run it up the corporate ladder. Wouldn’t that make a great story in Realtor Magazine?” 
 
    Now I wasn’t turning red, I was turning ashen. The blood drained out of my face and I was gasping for breath. 
 
    “Easy…easy…” She rubbed my back and smiled. 
 
    I finally came back to myself a little. 
 
    Morgan was still holding my hand, and she whispered to me, “I know that little boys get crushes. I know, and I’ve used that fact, I’ve used my sex to bully men. And now I know about you. Funny. I always thought you were immune to me, but now I know.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    For answer she lifted my hand, rubbed the back of it against her left tit. “Oh, God. You make me hot.” 
 
    My mouth was open, I couldn’t think, and she laughed and said, “I’m going to tease you, make you horny, and those little sissy nylons you wear are going to drive your sales through the roof. 
 
    Then she placed my hand back on the armrest of my chair, stood up, patted my shoulder. “Get to work, Sam. Do a good job and maybe I’ll let you cop a feel.” 
 
    She left, and I sat, stunned, and my cock was jerking so hard I thought it would lift my leg right off the ground. 
 
    Eventually, I stood up and went around the desk and sat in my swivel. I took long, slow breaths. I thought about calling Becky, but I didn’t. I just sat for about 15 minutes, waiting for my cock to stop roaring, and then, it was still hard but no longer as insistent, I began working. 
 
    There is a saying: ‘The best things in life are free.’ That’s bullshit. 
 
    The best things in life are the things you work your fingers to the bone for. They are the things that you treasure. 
 
    I worked that day. I worked harder than I had ever worked. I went through lists and made cold calls. I took people out to houses and showed them. I prepared contracts and took care of the thousand and one legal details that plague a working man. 
 
    I worked so hard because I was trying to take my attention off my pulsing, throbbing, gigantic boner. 
 
    I worked because if I didn’t take my mind off my condition I would have gone crazy. 
 
    Headline: Man Gets Too Horny and Runs Screaming Down the Street. 
 
    That’s how I felt. I felt like sex was screaming in my head. 
 
    Sure, it was a distraction, but here’s the funny thing. Talking to some bozo from Kansas who is thinking of not being in Kansas anymore and handling the desire to whip out my cock and beat on it actually slowed me down a little, and made me listen extra careful. 
 
    And people thought I was just being thorough!  
 
    Ha! If they only knew. 
 
    But, by the end of the day, my stats were on the rise. Just like they had been in January. 
 
    The nylons hugged my legs, the top of the nylons rubbed the tip of my dick, and I never felt so distracted…and alive. 
 
    At seven o’clock, I had worked late because I was trying to do so much, I stood up and stretched, and groaned at the feeling of my cock head being rubbed. I even pooched my butt a little to try and take the pressure of being in sex off. 
 
    I walked out of my office and headed down the hall, and as I passed Morgan’s office she called to me. 
 
    “Sam! Come talk to me!” 
 
    I entered her office, was immediately red at the knowing look on her face, and sat down opposite her. 
 
    “Still love me, baby?” she pulled no punches, and grinned the whole time. 
 
    I mumbled something and looked down, and she laughed. “Oh, this is going to be fun. Close the door.” 
 
    I blinked. Guys always leave the door open when they are talking to women. Nobody wants to risk a sexual harassment suit. But she was a woman, and everybody would just laugh if I accused her of sexual harassment. 
 
    Not that I would accuse her, just sayin’. 
 
    I got up and closed the door. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I walked around the desk and stood in front of her. 
 
    She put a hand on my thigh and rubbed. “Ooh, feel those sexy nylons. Are you hard?” 
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer, just reach for my groin, and frowned. 
 
    “Where…there it is…what are you wearing?” 
 
    My face was, as usual, redder than a slapped tomato. “I’ve uh, got it tied down.” 
 
    “Tied? With string or something?” 
 
    “I use an Ace bandage.” 
 
    Oh, the smile on her face, growing broader and broader. She still had her hand in my crotch and she placed it against my dick and felt it. 
“Wow.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “You sold two houses today, Sam. That earns you a grope. Would you like to feel my breasts?” 
 
    My head went up and down and I felt like I was going to faint. 
 
    “Then lean forward, bend over me a little and let your hands touch me. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. What man could? I leaned, and my hands cupped her breasts, and I almost passed out. 
 
    “Easy,” she said, pressing my chest, holding me up, even as her other hand rubbed my trapped penis. 
 
    I moved back and was breathing hard. I stared at her and my chest felt like it was going to bust. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh.” 
 
    She laughed. “Go home, Sam. And if you have enough sales this week…maybe I’ll let you kiss my tits. Would you like that?” 
 
    I nodded, helpless, stunned. 
 
    “Than sales, baby. Go get those sales. Now, go home.” 
 
    I was dismissed, and I walked out of the office half bent over, my cock feeling like it was breaking off. It felt so good it actually hurt, and I knew I was going to have to do something about it. 
 
      
 
    “How was work, honey?” Becky kissed me and couldn’t keep a grin off her face. She dragged me into the kitchen, poured me a big bourbon and Coke, then sat down to interrogate me. “So?” 
 
    I had a hard time talking. Funny. If I was talking to sell a house I could talk for hours, but talking about sex…I was officially tongue tied. 
 
    “You talked to her,” I accused, though not with much heat. I was still mind shattered over the whole thing. 
 
    “I told her about your nylons,” Becky admitted. 
 
    “Did you know…did you…she touched me,” my voice was low and hoarse. 
 
    “Well, she had to be sure you were in your proper uniform, right?” 
 
    “She touched my cock! Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
    “Did she fuck you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then what does it matter?” 
 
    “But then, after work, she called me into her office and she…she…” 
 
    “Had you touch her tits. I know.” 
 
    I gaped at her. “You know? You don’t care that your husband has…has touched another woman’s…sexual parts?” 
 
    I was almost choking, I was so embarrassed. 
 
    She studied me, her eyes half lidded, then she made up her mind about something. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her down the hallway. My cock was rubbing, I was horny, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her gently swaying ass. 
 
    In the bedroom she went to my closet and took down one of my belts. She turned and faced me. “Take your trousers down and lay on the bed, feet on the floor, butt to me.” 
 
    “What are you…what is—“ 
 
    “You obviously feel guilty, and if you are guilty then there is a crime, and crime must be punished. Now, pants down and lay on the bed.” 
 
    Her voice was sharp, determined. 
 
    “I don’t think I need—“ Even as I started a protest I was walking towards the bed, and she pulled my arm, then shoved my back. 
 
    “Take off your pants or I’ll give you ten instead of five.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Off with those pants, or you get nine more.” 
 
    She had the position, if I tried to get up she was just going to push me down, and I didn’t want ten smacks with that belt. That had really hurt! 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” I fumbled with my buckle then pushed my pants down. 
 
    “You’ve had one. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “That’s two!” 
 
    I lurched and tried to put my hands over my ass, but she brushed them away and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Three!” 
 
    I jerked. How the hell had she gotten so strong! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Four!” 
 
    “Stop!” I whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Five!” 
 
    She stepped away from me, went to the closet and hung up my belt.  
 
    When she turned around I was standing and tears were streaming down my cheeks. I wanted to rub my as, but it hurt too much. 
 
    She gave me a sad smile. “Lay down on the bed, I want you naked. 
 
    I took off my shirt and nylons. I still had the Ace bandage holding me down. 
 
    “Take it off.” Becky motioned at the bandage. 
 
    I did, and my cock sprung up harder than ever. 
 
    Becky blinked. She looked at me. Did the spanking…” she saw the look in my eyes and grinned. “It did! You get horny from being spanked!” 
 
    “I don’t! It…it’s just been bound all day and…” 
 
    “You do. You do. God, that’s wonderful.” 
 
    That confused me. Talk about mixed signals. 
 
    “Now lay down and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I lay down, and my cock poked into the mattress. I stuffed a pillow under me to give me a bit of height, then my cock managed to lay there, sort of bent, but not too bad. 
 
    Becky came out of the bathroom with a bottle of ointment. She came to the bed, climbed on top of me and sat on my thighs and squirted a big glob of ointment into her hands. 
 
    She began to gently rub my ass. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. “I did good. Your ass is redder than your face.” 
 
    It felt good, her massaging my cheeks, rubbing the cool ointment into my buns. Slowly, the pain receded. 
 
    “You realize, of course, hubby of mine, that your life has irrevocably changed?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, I was treating you like a manly man, letting myself get fucked at your whim, treating you like the lord of the manor. But that’s all changed.” 
 
    “It has?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Now that I know you’re panty man…now I know what you really need, and I know how to treat you.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I was relaxing under her strong fingers. 
 
    “I’ve had all day to research this on the internet, and all I can say is that I wish I had known what kind of a man you are. Our life would have been so different.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything and she continued. “You need guidance. You need a strong woman to keep you moving. We need to cater to your kinks, make you wear women’s underwear, and maybe more. Most of all, we have to limit your sex.” 
 
    “Limit my—“ I started to rise up and look back at her, but she just pushed my head back onto the mattress. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Some men are manly. they are alpha, and you have to make sure you bow down to them and get fucked a lot. But the idea of bowing down to you? A girly man? Ha! Those days are done.” 
 
    “Becky, I don’t understand what you are saying.” 
 
    She slid off me then, put the jar of lube away. I was on my side facing her. 
 
    She came back to the bed and lay on her side, facing me. She traced the path of my tears with one finger. “Honey, you will do what I say.” She kissed me, and my cock, which had never gone down, pulsed. “You will wear what I tell you,” she reached down and stroked me and I groaned. “Now, go ahead and have a cry. I know you want to. She reached around my neck and pulled my head down to her boobs. 
 
    I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to cry. But the spanking, then her showing me tenderness and massaging ointment into my asscheeks, it was too much. My tears started up again. this time they weren’t the result of a spanking and pain, this time they were relief. She had spanked me, and hurt me, and now she was forgiving me. 
 
    And I cried.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She was right. My life was changed. And it was changed drastically. 
 
    That night I heard her talking on the phone again, and laughing, and I came down the hall and peeked into the room. 
 
    She saw me, smiled, and closed the door. Right in my face. 
 
    Talk about a blinker. She had never shut me out like that before. And there was nothing I could do about it! 
 
      
 
    The following morning she laid out a tummy shaper and nylons. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “A better way of keeping your cock down. I think I’d like your cock trained to point up, and not hang down. Maybe it’s just my vanity, but every woman likes to think that her man’s cock is up and erect for her.” She smiled and shrugged. 
 
    I held up the tummy shaper and looked at it. It was small. It had a snap at the bottom for when I needed to unleash the beast for a pee, but it was going to be snug. I knew that the only direction my cock could point would be up. 
 
    “This…this…” 
 
    “Sit down here,” she spoke right over my surprise. She pointed at her vanity chair. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “A chair. Sit.” 
 
    Nothing for it, I sat, and she began preparing my toenails. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I want to make sure you don’t snag a toe nail and ruin your stockings. I woke you up early, so we’ve got time. After I finish your nails I want you to take a shower.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    “With Nair.” 
 
    I frowned. “But I don’t want to lose my hair!” 
 
    “Girly men don’t need ugly hair. Besides, your stockings will feel so incredible once your legs are shaved. 
 
    I looked at her dubiously. 
 
    She continued, and I sighed. 
 
    She said, “Lay back. Close your eyes. Catch another wink or two.” 
 
    So I did. I leaned back in the chair, and I actually dozed. I sort of felt her working, and it felt good to be pampered, and I may even have given a light snore. 
 
    “Okay, baby. Time for a shower.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I straightened up and yawned, and looked down. “What the hell?” 
 
    “Pretty, aren’t they?” 
 
    “You painted them!” And she had. Bright red. 
 
    “This weekend I’m going to work on your hands.” 
 
    I was aghast. 
 
    “And if you’re a good boy and make me happy, then I’ll remove the polish Sunday night.” 
 
    “But I can’t go to work like this!” 
 
    “Why not? Women do.” 
 
    “But women are women!” 
 
    “And you’re a girly man. Now take your shower.” 
 
    “Take these off.” 
 
    “Nope. And I hid my nail polish remover.” 
 
    “But you can’t do this to me!” Tears welled in my eyes. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up. “I already did. Now, you can cry about it, throw a fit about toenails that will be under socks and under shoes, or you can take a shower and get used to them. They really are quite pretty.” 
 
    I ended up taking a shower, and I felt weird the whole time. I kept looking down, and, wouldn’t you know it, my boner was at full strength.  
 
    When I stepped out of the shower Becky was waiting, and she grinned at the sight of my erect weenie. “More proof,” she said. “You are the girliest of men.” 
 
    “Not funny,” I snarled as I passed her. 
 
    “Not meant to be.” 
 
    I put on my nylons, pulled up my tummy shaper, and headed for the kitchen. When I got there the stove was cold and there was nothing cooking. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “What?” asked Becky innocently. 
 
    “Where’s breakfast?” 
 
    “You haven’t made it, yet.” 
 
    “But you always make it!” 
 
    “That was before I knew about you. Now that I know, cooking meals is your job.” 
 
    “But I work all day!” 
 
    “Then you better start cooking, unless you want to go to work hungry.” 
 
    There was nothing I could say. I had to eat, so I started breakfast. 
 
    “You’re going to have to get up early after this,” Becky observed, as she watched me beat some eggs. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I returned. 
 
    Becky just smiled. 
 
    I slid a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her and snarled, “There!” 
 
    She looked up at me. She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.” 
 
    I wasn’t going to. I swear I wasn’t. 
 
    But she walked down the hallway and I was left alone. I could eat my eggs, but…but I knew she was waiting for me. 
 
    Slamming down my fork I muttered, “Dammit!” and followed her down the hall. 
 
    “Drop your pants, undo your shaper and lift it.” 
 
    “You’re not going to do this.” 
 
    She grabbed me by my tie and spoke calmly, but right into my face. “Honey, I took a picture of your pretty nails, it’s on the cloud now, but I’ll show it to you if you wish. It is easy to see your face, and your toenails are quite visible and very pretty. Now, if you don’t lay down in the position, and I mean right now, then I will post it on Facebutt.” 
 
    My face showed my shock. “You wouldn’t!” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yes I would. Sure, you’d be embarrassed, and everybody would laugh at you, but the storm would pass. But everybody, whenever they looked at you after that, would remember that you are the sissy who had his nails painted.” 
 
    I could breath. My mind was a mess. 
 
    She pulled on my tie and turned me towards the bed. She pushed me. 
 
    “Down with the pants and up with the tummy shaper. NOW!” 
 
    Once again tears began to form in my eyes. I unbuckled and my trousers dropped. I undid the snap at the bottom of the tummy shaper and rolled it up so my ass was fully exposed. I laid down and clenched my fists. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    One. Tears ran. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Two. My body jerked. The pain was already building. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Three. I groaned and whimpered. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Four. It hurt worse than the last spanking. Of course, I hadn’t fully recovered from that first spanking. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Five. 
 
    I lay there, crying, and she said, “Wait.” 
 
    A moment later she was rubbing ointment onto my fanny. “Better take a pillow with you today,” she murmured. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And I don’t want you talking back to me or giving me an attitude ever again. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled the tummy shaper down and buttoned the bottom. “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    I did, and I turned around and faced her. 
 
    She put her arms around me and pulled my head down to her shoulder. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. You’ll figure it out. You’ll get through this difficult time.” 
 
    I found myself nodding. 
 
    She moved me back with her hands and smiled and said, “Now, you don’t have time to finish your breakfast, so pick up a donut on the way. And make sure you take a pillow.” 
 
    I nodded, and she turned me and pushed me out of the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I was glad I took a pillow to work. Very glad. 
 
    I shuffled into the offices, a bag with a donut in one hand and the pillow in the other. A couple of the guys looked at the pillow, but didn’t seem to think anything of it. I was prepared with a hemorrhoid story if anybody asked. 
 
    Isn’t that funny? I didn’t mind somebody thinking I had hemorrhoids, but the idea of anybody knowing I wore nylons would have killed me. 
 
    I sat down on the pillow and sighed, and started to open my files. 
 
    Morgan strutted in. 
 
    I sat strutted because that’s how she walked. She walked like she had a pair of tits and liked to show them off. Which, let’s be honest, made me pretty happy. 
 
    “I hear you got a spanking this morning?” 
 
    Bright red. Instantly. This woman could mortify me with a glance, and my wife was giving her plenty of ammunition. 
 
    She looked at my swivel and smiled when she saw the pillow.  
 
    “Maybe we should include that as part of your super sales program. Stats down you get a spanking. Stats up you get…excitement.” She leered at me and hefted one large boob in my direction. 
 
    “What, uh…what did you want?” 
 
    She laughed at my tentative manner of speaking. She leaned on her hands on the desk, giving me a perfect view of her globes. God. So round and inviting. I couldn’t help myself. I licked my lips. Grinning, she said, “I just stopped by for your morning pep talk. What do you say, have I pepped you up?” 
 
    I gulped, loudly, and that was a good enough answer for her. 
 
    She saw my bag with the donut in it. 
 
    She picked up the bag and look into it. I had a vanilla old fashioned in it. 
 
    She reached in and pulled it out. “I should have known.” 
 
    “Known what?” 
 
    “Sissy boys like holes.” She stuck her finger through the center of the donut. I could see her manicured finger, redder than my toes, sticking out the other side. 
 
    I blushed, furiously. It seemed that all my time was being spent with my face flushed and my heart pounding. 
 
    “Maybe you dream of other holes?” 
 
    I was really flushed, and blinking. 
 
    A huge, lop-side grin on her face, she took her finger out of the hole. She held the donut to her mouth, and kissed it. 
 
    Kissed the damn donut! 
 
    She had crumbs on her lips, and she had left a red imprint of her lips on the thing. She licked crumbs off her lips and put the donut back in the bag. “Make sure you eat that donut slowly. Maybe some day you’ll get the real thing.” 
 
    I was frozen. I had no idea how to respond. 
 
    She leaned closer and said, “I really want to suck your cock.” 
 
    Then, chuckling, she stood up and left. 
 
    And, the odd thing…I was now motivated. 
 
    I was a bit put off by my spanking, but now I was raring to go. 
 
    I opened my files, I dug into them, I began making calls, I was working like a fiend. 
 
    It was the promise of a blow job! 
 
    Yet I know she was never going to suck my cock. 
 
    A promise that could never be fulfilled, and yet…I believed it. I wanted it. I was desperate for it. 
 
    And I ate my donut, savored my donut, and dreamed of it. 
 
      
 
    Becky greeted me at the door. She greeted me with a massive, soul sucking kiss, a glass of bourbon and Coke, and her hand inserted into my pant. She flipped the snap, pulled my cock out, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God, the heaven of it all! 
 
    In short order my knees were shaking. She kept telling me to keep drinking, and she bent to her knees and began licking and slurping. 
 
    I was about to shoot, I could feel the switch inside staring to flip. My cock started to surge, and she stood up and grinned. “How was work.” 
 
    “Gah!” I said, unable to say anything work. My heart was pounding a big drool of pre-cum hung from my cock. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got dinner ready. Let’s go eat and you can tell me.” 
 
    My legs shaking and shivering, I stumbled after her.  
 
    We ate, and she fixed a stew that was to die for. I told her about the donut and what Morgan has said. 
 
    “Huh,” remarked Becky. I guess if you don’t cum, it’s all right if she sucks your cock.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. I stared at her. 
 
    “Well, your statistics are up, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “People who are making it work should be rewarded. Of course, marriage and all, your sperm should be reserved for me. That’s my property.” 
 
    “Speaking of which…do you think maybe we could finish what you started when I came home.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! No!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “If you cum you lose all you motivation. No, if you want to cum you’re going to have to have your Best Ever month.” 
 
    “But…but the month is already half done.” 
 
    “That’s okay. There’s next month.” 
 
    “But…I don’t think that’s going to work!” 
 
    “It will have to. After all, you have nothing to say about it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean that it’s my pussy and I’ll decide when to use it.” 
 
    “But we’re married!” 
 
    “Where does it say in the marriage vows that I have to have sex whenever you want?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    She grabbed her iPad, tapped the screen a few times, and read,  
 
    “I,” she said, and whispered, “which is me,” then continued, “take you to be my wife or husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, in sickness and in health.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Nothing in there about fucking. Just about staying true to each other. Which means not depositing your sperm in Morgan.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and thought about it, gazed into the far and away and said, “I wonder if I gave you to permission to fuck her…” she grinned at me. “But that’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “What happens if I have an accident?” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘an accident?’” 
 
    “What if she’s blowing me and I can’t help it and…have an accident.” 
 
    “Well, you would probably get the worst spanking in your life, but…I would probably forgive you. I mean, I know that men are weak willed creatures who can’t control themselves.” 
 
    I was silent after that. I had leaped onto that train of thought, but I forced myself back to the thing we had been talking about. 
 
    “So you’re saying you don’t have to fuck me anymore.” 
 
    “Well, I am, but…take heart.” 
 
    I shook my head, not understanding what she meant. 
 
    “That whole love and cherish, sickness and health bit…I think that means I’m supposed to be at your side, helping you. By denying you, by making you dress a little kinky, that’s helping you. But, who knows, there may come a time when fucking you, and letting you cum, will be the help you need.” 
 
    “Oh, it is!” 
 
    She patted my cheek. 
 
    “Not yet, it isn’t.” 
 
    Then she stood up, “Come on. I want to try something.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, and once again I was following her, watching her tight ass and feeling my cock throb and drip. 
 
    She entered the bedroom and went to the bed. There were several shopping bags on the bed. 
 
    “Here you go,” she handed me a bag. Inside it were a dozen pairs of hose, a couple of pantyhose, and several pairs of panties.” 
 
    I looked at them, and, of course, I started turning super red. “I’m not wearing panties. Or, are you letting me out of the tummy shapers?” 
 
    “I’ve been reading some more, and they say the best way to control a man, to teach him a little discipline, especially if he’s a soft man like you, is to get him a chastity belt. 
 
    “A…who?” 
 
    “A belt, a device. So I ordered you a chastity tube. Should be here within a day or two.” 
 
    “I can’t wear one of those!” 
 
    “Why not? We need to keep your cock under control, and aren’t you tired of wearing tummy shapers?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…locking my cock up?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s just for a while. I might let you out every once in a while, as long as you promise not to masturbate.” 
 
    I frowned. I had a weakness for masturbation and she knew it. We had talked about my predilection for jacking off many times, but she had never been able to stop me. Now it looked like she would be able to.  
 
    “Now then,” she continued, opening up another bag. “I got you a few other things.” She handed me a negligee.  
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    “Hey, we’ve got to keep you in the mood all the time. “Take your clothes off and put this on.” 
 
    Well, we had an argument, and she won. But she won the sneaky way. 
 
    No sex, and…get this…no spankings. 
 
    That’s right! She said if I didn’t put it on I wouldn’t receive any more spankings! 
 
    Now, I will always be asking myself why that made me agree. 
 
    I didn’t like spankings! They hurt! But she didn’t threaten to spank me, she threatened not to spank me, and I gave in. 
 
    I tell ya, I used to think I would never understand women. Now I don’t think I’ll ever understand me. 
 
    So I wound up wearing a negligee. It was soft, and clung to my body a bit, and I was once again flaming red, and so humiliated I couldn’t believe it. My cock, of course, loved it. Then she opened the last bag. 
 
    “Here.” She handed me a bra. 
 
    I took it, realized what it was, then simply turned and walked out of the room. I mean…a bra? I’m a man! How could she even think…how…so I walked out. 
 
    Becky seemed to realize that she had gone too far. She followed me out, without the bra, and hugged me.  
 
    I felt lost. I felt like my world was coming undone, and I held on to her and tried to control my tears. 
 
    But I couldn’t. They just started leaking out, and then I was sniffling and holding on and pressing my face into her neck. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered. “We’ll do this another time.” 
 
    I nodded. She patted my back, like she was burping a baby. 
 
    “I know, it’s rough. But we’ll get through it.” 
 
    I had no idea what she was trying to get me through, but I tried to control my tears, and slowly I reduced myself to mere sniffs. 
 
    She reached down and started playing with me. Soft and gentle she stroked me. “It’s okay, honey. I love you, and I’ll help you get through this.” 
 
    Then she took me into the kitchen and mixed me another drink. 
 
      
 
    I got up early and made breakfast. I was wearing my negligee and my cock was turgid because of the slither of the fine material over it. 
 
    Becky came in, smiled, gave my cock a few tugs, then sat down. 
 
    I served, and we ate, and she said, “I’ve put your bra out, but you don’t have to wear it. Not yet. I just want you to think about it.” 
 
    I was about to say something, and I felt my heart thudding dangerously, but she just moved on to another subject. “You’re at three sales for the last two days, what are your chances of having your best month ever.” 
 
    “Not good,” I admitted. 
 
    “Well, it will give you more incentive to work harder next month.” 
 
    I saw what she meant. I wasn’t going to get to fuck her unless I had a Best Ever. 
 
    That was a dismal thought. I liked sex. I was used to getting it once a day. 
 
    Now I was starving, and I hadn’t had it for days, and it looked like I was going to be going a full six weeks without. And that was only if I made Best Ever next month. Not likely. 
 
    And if I didn’t make Best Ever next month, it wold go to ten weeks, and then fourteen. It might be months, maybe even years, before I got to cum again! 
 
    And, if Becky really put me in chastity, I wouldn’t even be able to jack off! 
 
    I was a pretty glum dog when I headed off for work. 
 
    I sat in my office and pondered my fate. No sex. Maybe ever. Yet I was being teased and tantalized like a mofo. 
 
    Morgan entered my office. 
 
    “Are your stats rising faster than a cock in a whorehouse?” She had a lopsided grin. 
 
    “I need to get to work,” I answered, quite spiritless. 
 
    She frowned. Said, “Follow me.” 
 
    I followed her round buns up the stairs and down the corridor to her office. 
 
    Once in the office she locked the door, told her secretary to hold all calls, and told me, “Drop the drawers.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “Or panties, or whatever. You need a reminder.” 
 
    “You’re not going to spank me.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Double blink. 
 
    “Take ‘em off. And stand in front of my desk.” 
 
    For a moment I almost didn’t. Then I remembered she was in cahoots with Becky. She had said she wasn’t going to spank me, bit if I didn’t follow her instructions, Becky might spank me. 
 
    Oh, the mess I was caught in! 
 
    I unbuckled and dropped my trousers. 
 
    “Pull your panty hose down. Not all the way.” Just enough so I can see your cock.” 
 
    I did, and stood there, my penis fully erect and pointing at her.  
 
    She started working. Reading reports and signing her signature. At one point she picked up the phone and had a brief conversation. 
 
    My cock started throbbing harder. I was near naked. She was ignoring me. 
 
    I was staring at a beautiful woman. I was on display, and it was working on me. 
 
    I started breathing harder. I felt excitement rising. 
 
    Fifteen minutes passed, and I was breathing hard. 
 
    Suddenly she leaned back, she undid her blouse and I could see her tremendous cleavage. 
 
    She watched me, and suddenly put one hand to her breast and squeezed her own boob. She put the other hand between her legs and moaned. 
 
    Oh, man. I was so excited I thought my cock was going to pop. 
 
    “Okay, you can go back to work.” 
 
    “Uh, but…” 
 
    “You were down. I just brought you back up. Now go make me some money.” 
 
    “But, I need…I…” 
 
    She smiled. “Listen, Sam. You’re my meat. You’ll spend your years here. You might make it to management, there’s a good chance, because you’re smart. I would like to see that. But you’re not going to make it if you wallow in self pity and feel sorry for yourself. You want to make the big bucks? You want to get into your wife’s tight, little snatch? Heck, you want me playing with your balls and cheering you up…you’re going to have to make it happen. Now, you’re not an alpha. No way. But with an alpha wife and an alpha boss…you can do it. So get back to your office and play with yourself or do whatever it is while you’re being all kinky, and make me some money. Go.” 
 
    I went. I went and my legs were weak, and my breathing was labored. I was red, and not just in the face. It felt like my whole body was flushed. 
 
    I entered my office and started working. 
 
    I made two more sales. Five sales in three days. nobody ever did that. 
 
    But I knew that I wasn’t doing it on my own. Becky and Morgan were behind me, pushing me, making me horny enough to succeed. I realized that if I didn’t make Best Ever in sales this month it wouldn’t be their fault. 
 
    It would only be my fault. 
 
    And, having that realization, I finally tumbled to what I needed to do: I needed to follow the advice of the most powerful, successful people in my life. 
 
      
 
    I came home and Becky was waiting for me. I think she and Morgan must have had quite a talk, because she had a firm look in her eye. 
 
    “How was work?” 
 
    No blow job. No bourbon and Coke. No sweet smell of cooked food. 
 
    “We need to talk,” I said, and her eyes opened. 
 
    I didn’t know what she expected, but later she would tell me that she  thought I might be in full revolt. No more girl things. No chastity tube. No nothing but me laying down the law. 
 
    But she should have known better. For I was, as she had so astutely judged, a soft man. 
 
    I wasn’t the high school football captain. I wasn’t the leader of the basketball team. I wasn’t the guy everybody looked up to and said I would be most likely to succeed in the real world. 
 
    What I was was a soft man, a fellow who could produce like a mofo…but I needed help. 
 
    I needed strong hands to guide me, to lift me, to shape me. 
 
    I needed a team. 
 
    And I needed to give in to the softness inside.  
 
    I needed to be a little pinker. 
 
    We went into the kitchen and I poured her a drink.  
 
    Her, not me. 
 
    She was obviously surprised, even a bit confused, but she took the drink and sipped it. 
 
    I sat down opposite her and waited a moment. Then I unloaded what was on my mind. 
 
    “I need your help.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “You’ve been right, Morgan’s been right, and I need somebody to push me, to motivate me, to kick my ass into gear. And, yes. Wearing girly things does it to me.” 
 
    She stared at me, and it felt like something was breaking apart inside her. Her eyes grew softer, love, I could swear it was love, filled her eyes. 
 
    “I’ll wear your bra. My bra. I’ll wear the chastity tube, and I’ll do whatever else you need me to do. 
 
    “I need you to spank me when I let you down. I need to be well and truly deserving before you open your legs for me again. I need this, and if you give it to me, then maybe I can fulfill my vows to you. Maybe I can be deserving of you.” 
 
    She was silent, and I was silent. I was done. 
 
    A glimmer appeared in her eye. 
 
    “Please don’t cry,” I whispered. “I’m not worth your tears.” 
 
    “I can’t help it,” she whispered back. 
 
    She put her hand on mine, I put my hand on top of hers, and tears started streaming from her eyes as we stood up and hugged. 
 
      
 
    I wore the bra to work the next day. It was flat, a training bra, actually. But Becky promised to get me breast forms, and to look into implants. 
 
    She didn’t want to give me hormones, at least not yet. Maybe later, but not yet. 
 
    A couple of months later my fellow workers noticed that my chest was suddenly bigger. I had something called ‘vacation boobs.’ They were temporaries to help me figure out whether I wanted to make it more permanent. 
 
    Of course, none of the other workers said anything to me. I was out producing them, and I was also Morgan’s pet. 
 
    But, back to the first few days after my submission: I began to wear a chastity tube. 
 
    Oh, it was infernal. If I thought I was horny before, I knew nothing! The more I wore it the hornier I got. It was a vicious circle, and my poor penis raged and struggled, and failed. 
 
    Becky, of course, thought it was hilarious. And Morgan couldn’t look at me without laughing. 
 
    So, getting hornier and hornier, getting more and more desperate, suffering harder and more frequent spankings, I worked harder and harder. 
 
    Seven months later I made best sales ever. Seven months, which translated down to 28 weeks of not being allowed to cum, and being teased mercilessly. 
 
    Oh, I was ready for my reward. My reward, however, was not as I imagined it would be. 
 
      
 
    We attended a party in my honor. 
 
    Everybody was there, including a couple of upper management people flown in especially for the affair. 
 
    I wore my best dress, and the hormones were starting to take effect. Of course, I still had the implants in, so my boobs were bigger than ever. 
 
     I stood in front of everybody and received a big, gold trophy, and a $1,000 bonus. 
 
    Not bad. 
 
    And I made everybody laugh when I insisted on passing the money directly to my wife. 
 
    Becky, with good grace, accepted my ‘donation.’ 
 
    Midway through the party Morgan took me up to her office. She locked the door, swept everything off her desk, and spread her legs. 
 
    Being in chastity I couldn’t fuck her, but I could eat her, and I did. And I finally got to kiss those incredible, world class tits. 
 
    When we came downstairs and rejoined the party Becky smiled and took over. 
 
    My cock, of course, was fit to bust, but it couldn't because it was firmly in the grip of my new chastity belt. A more secure one, heavier, and the only key was on a chain around Becky’s neck. 
 
    And, after a wild party, much congratulations, and a bit of bubbly—well, more than a bit—we headed home. 
 
    As we drove into the driveway Becky said, “I guess you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    I checked my lipstick in the mirror and said, “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “Does your dick still work?” 
 
    My dick. that had been the subject of much discussion. We had decided on a brave course of hormones, one that would eventually leave me with a barely shrunken boner, but at least it wouldn’t lose full function. Too often. But it would go through soft periods on the way. 
 
    I was very still, and I whispered. “I don’t think it’s working too well right now.” 
 
    Becky turned to me and patted my cheek. “Not to worry, honey, I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    We got out of the car and headed into the house. 
 
    In the house Becky took a moment to kiss me. She bent me over, twisted me around, like the sailor that kisses the girl in the old world war 2 picture. Our lipsticks mingled, and though my dick wasn’t feeling too hard, my horniness yet increased. 
 
    She straightened me up and I said, “Woo!” 
 
    She took my hand and led me down the hallway to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she told me, “Off with the clothes, honey.” 
 
    I took off my dress, my underthings. 
 
    She took off the key to my chastity tube. “We just bought the new and improved model, and now you don’t really need it.” 
 
    I stared at the infernal device. “Don’t lose it,” I said. “When my boner comes back…” 
 
    She smiled. “You can bet I won’t lose it.” 
 
    Naked, I stood before me. I had a women’s body. Thin waist and big boobs. I had a woman’s face, soft curves, and make up. My plumped lips were especially sexy. At least I thought so. 
 
    Of course the amount of time Becky, and Morgan, spent nibbling on them, they thought so, too. 
 
    She went to the dresser drawer and took out a tangle of straps. She straightened out the mess and stepped into it. She screw a cock onto the front plate. 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I think so.” Yet I was scared. Fascinated, but scared. 
 
    She arranged me on the bed the way she wanted, which was crossways, face up, legs spread. 
 
    She took my limp cock and lifted, and my rear end rose and was exposed. 
 
    She spread lube on my rectum and placed the top of her cock to my hole. 
 
    I was breathing lightly. We had discussed this, and I knew it might hurt a bit, but…I was ready. 
 
    She began to push into me, and my mouth opened in delighted surprise. I felt the shaft slide through my anal ring. It was excruciatingly…pleasurable. 
 
    That’s the thing about anal sex. Do it wrong and it hurts. Take your time, proper preparation, and it is a dream. 
 
    This was a dream, a huge dream. 
 
    I sucked in air as she bottomed out, then I began to breath in harmony with her thrusts. 
 
    In and out she went, and I breathed in and out. 
 
    Back and forth, and I gripped the bed and forced myself to breath. 
 
    I quickly lost control. 
 
    Heck, we knew who was in control. We knew who was calling this dance. 
 
    I became limp, and just felt her cock changing my mind, scouring me of the last dregs of masculinity. 
 
    It had been a rough journey, even after I had realized what I truly needed. But Becky, and Morgan, had helped me through it. 
 
    Joyfully, I gave in to the sawing of her fake penis. I submitted, and never was a joy so great. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A MONTH LATER 
 
    I was in the den, painting my fingernails a beautiful scarlet color, very shiny, when Becky entered the room. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend,” I asked, “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Well, I have some news for you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I looked up at her. The smell of nail polish was rich and thick. 
 
    “Morgan says you’re on track for another Best Ever.”               
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “But you sound like that’s bad news.” 
 
    “Well, there is a hitch.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    She sat down opposite me, stared into my eyes. Then she stared at my lips, big and red, then her gaze shifted down to my burgeoning chest. I really was going to have to have the implants taken out. My own naturals were really coming alone. 
 
    Of course, I did like having monster boobs, so… 
 
    “Morgan says she has been giving you a lot of attention, working hard to help you make your next Best Ever, and she wants something for her help.” 
 
    I tilted my head and listened. My fingers were shiny and sexy and I held up one hand to dry. 
 
    “What does she want?” 
 
    Becky sighed. “She wants to have a turn at fucking you.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was serious, and she looked like she didn’t like it. 
 
    I smiled. “Well, you could let her, and you could go without.” 
 
    “That would deprive me.” 
 
    “True,” I agreed. “Or, you could tell her no.” 
 
    “But she has worked hard, and she does deserve.” 
 
    “Yes, she does. She has worked just as hard as you, in her own way.” 
 
    Her own way. Blow jobs without me cumming, hand jobs, me kissing her nipples and even getting her off. All of which excited me even as they gave me no relief, and only made me more excited, and harder working, and harder. Harder considering that I couldn’t become erect in the chastity tube. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing. She got me to agree to leave it up to you.” 
 
    Now I blinked hard. I hadn’t made a real decision, outside of work, in months. Certainly not where sex was concerned. 
 
    “So the question now is…what are you going to do?” 
 
    Wow. Talk about your dilemmas. Becky and Morgan were friends. And they were complicit in my make over, my transition. To be faced with a decision like this I risked losing one or the other. 
 
    I thought, my red lips pursed, my delicately shadowed eyes revealing deep thought. 
 
    “So what are you going to do? Who are you going to choose?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to choose Morgan, and lose you…but I don’t want to choose you and lose Morgan.” 
 
    Becky raised her eyebrows and stared hard. 
 
    “So, if…’when’…I get my next Best Ever, there’s only one solution.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’ll both have to fuck me.” 
 
    For a moment Becky said nothing, then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ 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. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Circumstances of Feminization! 
 
    What if you were changed from a man into a woman! 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You know, it’s all right to be a woman.” 
 
    Roxie looked at me and tilted her head. “Well, duh.” 
 
    I frowned. We were getting ready for a party and I was wearing slacks, a polo short, and some black and white oxford wing tips. “I just say that because, well, you’re sort of dressed like me. 
 
    “I am?” She looked in the vanity mirror, quite aware of what she was wearing. “I hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    I sighed. “Roxie, I don’t mean to be, uh, critical, but…you’re dressing like a man.” 
 
    “Woman can do that,” she smiled as she worked on her make up. 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…wouldn’t you like to wear a dress some time? Maybe some high heels?” 
 
    Now she sighed. She turned to me and considered me with a moue. “Jack, let’s face it, sometimes male clothes are comfortable. You don’t have to worry about skirts flapping up, or get into a car by pressing your knees together and swiveling. Your arches don’t ache after a couple of hours of high heels…it’s just more comfortable to be a man.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…isn’t it nice to look pretty?” 
 
    Her forehead furrowed and her eyes squinched together a bit. “Are you telling me I’m ugly?” 
 
    Oh, man. Me and my big mouth. But, this needed saying. 
 
    “Of course not! But some of these people are from work, it’s nice to make a good impression on them.” 
 
    “And me dancing around with a smiley face on is going to impress them? Like some housewife from the fifties? You want me to be a Stepford Wife and say ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘no, sir?’ Or how about this? I walk three feet behind you, and I should open the doors for you and stand by to wait on you. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “You’re being unreasonable,” I said. 
 
    “I’m being unreasonable? You telling me what to wear is reasonable?” 
 
    “In certain situations it is appropriate to offer advice on correct modes of dress.” 
 
    “Correct modes of dress,” she mimicked my voice rather cruelly. “So this is a cultural thing and I should go along with the herd because, damn it, I’m a cow to be instructed. What’s next? Branding?” 
 
    “All I did was offer a bit of advice and you’re going off the deep edge.” 
 
    Man, this was getting gnarly. I raised my hands in surrender and started backing out of the room. I offered capitulation, “I’m sorry. I can see where I was wrong and I do apologize. I’ll go get the car ready.” 
 
    As I left the room I heard her muttering, “Correct modes of dress, my ass!” 
 
    The drive over to my boss’s house was a bit subdued. I turned on the Beach Boys, guaranteed to liven the spirits at all times, and it bounced off her. 
 
    I tried to engage in conversation, told her she did look lovely and apologized, but she just murmured things under her breath and looked out the window. 
 
    We drove up the long drive and parked in a tennis court. There were a good number of cars here, maybe twenty-five, and that meant probably fifty people. I stopped the car, grinned, and said, “Well, let’s go have some fun.” 
 
    She stone walled me. 
 
    And I had finally had enough. I turned to her. “Honey, are you going to carry this bullshit on all night?” 
 
    She turned to me, “I just don’t think it’s very nice of you to insult me for what I am wearing.” 
 
    I sat back a little. She was pissed, and that was it. I was done with it. “Honey,” I said, quite pleasantly, “if you want to be a man, so be it. Wear what you want, but I’m getting drunk so you can be the man and drive me home later.” 
 
    I got out without another word and walked across the tennis court towards the path leading up to the house. 
 
    It took a moment, I was all the way across the court and mounting the first steps before she realized that I wasn’t going to be opening the door for her or waiting for her. 
 
    Well, heck, she wants to be a man, let her open her own damned doors. 
 
    The party was a blast. Henry Jenkins always puts on a blast. He has more liquor than Jack Daniel, and he encourages people to drink and make fools of themselves. And they do. And the next day at work they are all sheepish, but in some strange way it bonds us. 
 
    Of course, as one of the lucky few who works at home I don’t have to be a fool to get along, but…you know, it’s fun! 
 
    So I arrived at the patio and started greeting people. “Tom! How you been?” “George, haven’t seen you since last time!” “Hey girls, I know you’ve been waiting for me.” 
 
    Handshakes, laughs, pats on the back and a hug or two, then I was at the bar. I ordered a Coke and bourbon, which caused the barkeep to laugh at me. Once, a few parties ago, he had told me that you’re supposed to say bourbon and Coke, not Coke and bourbon, so I never miss a chance to say it wrong for him.” 
 
    As he handed me the drink I felt a body next to me. I turned, and it was Roxie, a tight smile on her face. She was smiling because it was a party, and angry because I had walked off and left her. “Did you order me a drink?” 
 
    “Nah.” I said, and I whispered, “Men do things for themselves.” 
 
    Oh, the blaze that emitted from her eyes. I now knew what the phrase ‘if looks could kill’ meant. 
 
    She turned to the barkeep and asked, “Could I have a Ginger Ale?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    He quickly poured her the drink, glanced at me because he could tell she was pissed, and handed it to her. 
 
    I turned and perused the scene. Henry was at the barbecue flipping burgers and rolling dogs. His wife was with a group of women.  
 
    Roxie turned and likewise inspected the goings ons. 
 
    “See those women over there?” I pointed to where Henry’s wife and the group of women were. 
 
    “Yes,” Roxie’s voice was subdued, but full of daggers.  
 
    “They look nice, don’t they?” 
 
    Roxie’s eyes narrowed, all the women were wearing dresses, were wearing full make up. Were not in slacks with minimal face paint. 
 
    Roxie stomped off. 
 
    “Hey, uh, partner?”  
 
    I turned to the bar man. 
 
    “Is it time already?” I looked at my glass. Yep, it was almost empty. I slid it across to the barkeep and he slowly made me another. 
 
    As he pushed it forward he murmured, “Be careful, dude.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, women can be bitches They can be the most frustrating thing in the world. And it’s even worse when they’re wrong and you’re right, but…you should quit right now.” 
 
    I took a gulp and stared at him. He was a nice guy, and he was just trying to offer friendly advice.  
 
    “So you think women should wear men’s clothes and rule the world?” 
 
    He held up his hands in surrender, the same way I had held my hands up an hour previous. “I’m just saying that with women…you can’t win. You should probably just tell her you love her, that you’re wrong, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Hunh.” I finished my drink. “One more for the road?” 
 
    “Sure, and I apologize if I’ve said anything out of line.” 
 
    I smiled. I had no argument with the guy who keeps me supplied with alcohol. “No problem.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    And I joined the party. 
 
    It was wild. I wasn’t the only one trying to get drunk, and I wasn’t the only one making a fool of himself. Jim Hawkins told a scurrilous joke about black people, and a space opened up around him. The only guy who would talk to him after that was George Simpson, from down in marketing, who happened to be black and thought his joke was hilarious. 
 
    And then there was Betsy Johnson, who did a can can…and wasn’t wearing underwear. There were a lot of guys trying to talk to her after that. 
 
    I spent some time talking to Henry, and he laughed a lot and I realized that I wasn’t always making sense. That demon rum, you know. 
 
    And I spent a lot of time dancing with women. Women in dresses and skirts. I saw the look of fury on Roxie’s face, but I didn’t care. I had had enough and I was a man and…that was the last thing I knew until I woke up in the hospital. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harris. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    Funny, I remembered being so mean to her, treating her like shit at the party, and she was the first thing I thought about when coming out of…out of whatever had happened to me. 
 
    The doctor insisted on asking more questions. Then he took my pulse. And I realized that there were all sorts of wires coming out from under the sheets. And I felt funny, sort of numb down there. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me what happened?” I whispered, “Or am I going to have to call a newspaper?” 
 
    The doc, a very serious fellow, cleared his throat and said, “Mr. Jackson, you’ve been in an accident.” 
 
    “What kind of an accident?” 
 
    “Apparently you ran into a road barrier.” 
 
    “My wife! Is she okay?” 
 
    “Your wife is fine. She’s waiting to see you.” 
 
    “Oh, whew! Well, if you could hand me some pants I could get out of here.” 
 
    “There are some things you should know before we discharge you.” 
 
    I looked at the doctor and the nurse. They were both pretty grim-faced. 
 
    “I didn’t hurt anybody, did I?” 
 
    “Only yourself.” 
 
    I pulled my head back and tilted it slightly. “What do you mean?”               
 
    “Apparently you were holding a bottle of whiskey between your legs, balanced on the front of your car seat.” 
 
    I didn’t remember that, but, oh crap. Drunk driving? 
 
    “When your car struck the divider the steering wheel tilted down and went into your groin. The bottle was broken and it actually, uh, it did severe damage to your groin area.” 
 
    “It did? But I feel fine!” 
 
    “We kept you in a coma for several weeks so we could repair the damage…” 
 
    “Oh, good—“ 
 
    “But we couldn’t save your penis and testicles.” 
 
    That was the moment. That was unreal. It was like somebody had suddenly asked me why the elephant was dancing on my head. It didn’t register, even as it sunk down to my gut. It was a statement that I understood and denied all at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, okay…” What was I saying? What had he just said? 
 
    “We have done a lot of reconstruction, that’s why we kept you under for so long. We wanted to give it good healing time.” 
 
    I grinned. “That’s a good joke, Doc. Did my wife put you up to it?” 
 
    They didn’t smile. Not either one of them. Not at all. 
 
    “Are you saying…this is for real? I just lost my…” 
 
    “We had to remove your penis. We were able to construct a vagina for you.” 
 
    “A…a vagina?” 
 
    The nurse patted my hand. “Doctor Harris is the country’s foremost surgeon in these matters.” 
 
    “You’ll have full function, even to sex, and…” 
 
    And he kept talking and talking, and I was waiting for Porky Pig to push the doctor and nurse aside and say, ‘bu du be bud du be…that’s all, folks!” 
 
    But Porky never made appearance, and I listened, and my world came utterly and totally apart. 
 
    I started crying, and Doctor Harris gave me a shot, and I stopped crying, and I felt so good, and it was so odd, feeling good when something bad has happened to you. 
 
     
 
    “Honey, it’s not the end of the world.” Roxie patted my hand. “You’re still you.” 
 
    “Yeah, a female me.” 
 
    “It’s just a vagina.” 
 
    “What’s next, tits?” 
 
    “If that’s what you want.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “You want me to get breasts?” 
 
    “I want you to be happy. The doctor said there would be adjustments, and whatever we have to do…I’m in this with you.” 
 
    I stared out the hospital window. We were waiting on discharge papers, and I was trying to salvage some idea of myself. 
 
    “The first thing we need to do is…” 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    We looked around to where a woman was standing in the doorway. She had rapped on the doorframe. She entered all the way and introduced herself. “I’m Clair Tompkins. I was asked to do a consult with you.” 
 
    “What’s a consult?” I asked miserably. 
 
    “I’m here to evaluate, see if there’s anything further you need.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Roxie sighed. It was obvious to one and all that I was not fine. 
 
    Doctor Clair pulled up a chair and sat. She had no clipboard, not even a stethoscope, and a sneaking suspicion crept in on me. “Are you a psychiatrist?” 
 
    “It’s true,” she admitted. 
 
    “I don’t need my head shrunk.” 
 
    “Probably not, but humor me. Let them think I’m earning my pay.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Doctor,” Roxie jumped in. 
 
    “Call me Clair.” And, to me, “I know all about your accident, and I know, from having counseled many people on like situations that you’re going to be dealing with some issues.” 
 
    “I’m okay.” And I thought, “What does a woman know about a guy losing his manhood?” 
 
    “You’re probably wondering what I, a woman, know about a man losing his manhood.” 
 
    Well, that little bit of mind reading made me blink. 
 
    “I’ve counseled gentlemen who have had cancer and had to have penectomies or orchidectomies. I have counseled accident victims, like yourself. I have dealt with husbands, wives, brothers and whole families and helped them through a terrible time. I have also counseled people who have decided to transition.” 
 
    Well, maybe she did know something, but I didn’t feel like talking. 
 
    “Now I know you don’t feel like talking, so let me just blather for a bit, see if I can make some sense out of this tragedy, and it is a tragedy.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Clair.” 
 
    I glanced at Roxie. She smiled reassuringly at me. They were ganging up on me, but it wasn’t like they were picking on me, so…I let her talk. 
 
    “To help you talk I am going to tell you something. It’s a secret that I only tell to patients, and you know the deal. If I tell you a secret, then you’ve got to tell me a secret. 
 
    “When I was an intern I had to talk to a young woman who had cancer and had to have her breasts removed. It was my first official ‘counseling.’ I have never felt so lost in my life. Here was a woman undergoing pain and disfigurement, and eventual reconstruction. I talked, and talked. I said all the right things. My teachers said I had said the right thing, and the books said so, and…three weeks later she committed suicide.” 
 
    The hospital room was so silent we didn’t even hear the rest of the hospital. It was like a huge buffer had dropped down over everything. 
 
    “Now, that’s a true story. It hurts me to this day. I didn’t do it, I wasn’t responsible, but I felt like I was. Now, how do you feel, right now. The absolute truth. My secret for yours.” 
 
    “You tell that to everybody,” I blurted. 
 
    “I tell it to patients who I need to get to communicate with me quickly. And I can assure you, it hurts as much now as the moment I heard that young woman, her name was Diana, had committed suicide. What is going on with you, right now?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She just waited, and was obviously intent on waiting me out. 
 
    Roxie sat there and stared at her. 
 
    “I feel…lost,” and I began to cry. 
 
      
 
    I went home later that day, with an appointment to see Clair in two days time. Interestingly, Roxie was invited. Clair said this was a group effort, and Roxie nodded and agreed. 
 
    Roxie drove, and I noted that it was our other car. The smaller Nissan. 
 
    “I guess I really messed up,” I murmured. 
 
    “I guess I’m not going to offer that judgment,” she responded, and we drove the rest of the way in silence. 
 
    I entered the house and it was like I had just stepped out and returned. Same furniture, same pictures on the wall, same big screen TV that I watched football games on. 
 
    It was late, but I wasn’t that hungry, so Roxie just fixed us a couple of tuna sandwiches. 
 
    Afterwards I turned on the TV and ignored it. My mind was working about a million miles an hour, and the thoughts weren’t all zippity do dah.  
 
    Roxie came in and sat next to me. She cuddled up next to me, pulled my arm around her, just like I was still the big, bad, protective man. 
 
    “What are we going to do without sex?” 
 
    She blinked, turned and looked up at me. “I’m not worried about that.” 
 
    “I can’t do my husbandly duties anymore, so how do I keep you satisfied.” 
 
    She straightened up and faced me and told me the biggest lie I ever heard. “Sex doesn’t matter that much.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    She remained sitting up and watching me. “So we don’t have sex. Does that mean I don’t love you? That you don’t love me?” 
 
    “It means I can’t be the man you married.” 
 
    “Do you think it’s only the cock and balls that make a man a man?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Of course I did. Though I wouldn’t say it so baldly. 
 
    She suddenly got up, stood up right on the couch. She balanced herself and walked over me. She sat down on my lap, very gently. She put her arms around me. She kissed me. A long, slow, loving kiss. 
 
    Not a mad, passionate kiss like I had been used to, like I often inflicted on her. 
 
    Then she just hugged me. And she whispered, “I don’t know if I should be saying this, maybe I should wait for Dr. Clair to help me sort this out, but you have a vagina. A pussy. The doctor said it’s fully functioning.” 
 
    “But did he mean for sex?” I spoke bitterly. 
 
    “That’s what I understood. But we can certainly check on that. But the point is that if you have a vagina, and it is usable…we can have sex.” 
 
    “What? You’re going to get a strap on and…and fuck me?” 
 
    “It works two ways. I fuck you, you fuck me, maybe we can have even more sex than we used to.” 
 
    I was silent then. I could feel her buns on my lap. I wanted the familiar feel of the boner growing, pushing, prodding, suggesting. 
 
    It wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    So we sat there, and didn’t talk, and the darkness lowered outside, and we eventually went to bed. 
 
      
 
    Several mornings later, about a week, actually, I awoke. I tended to wake up early a lot these days, and I got up and headed for my dresser drawer. 
 
    I took out a pair of underwear, tighty whiteys, and started to put them on. 
 
    “I don’t see why you insist on wearing male underwear.” 
 
    I looked over to where Roxie was laying on her side, watching me. 
 
    “Habit,” I said. 
 
    “Doc Clair says we should learn new habits.” 
 
    I stood at the dresser, underpants in hand, and thought about it. 
 
    My sessions with Doctor Clair had been pretty in depth, and we had talked about one of the things that bugged me, the fact that pants didn’t really fit me. Oh, they fit, but they were tailored for the bounce and sway of a man’s package, and since I had none, they were no longer tailored for me, and they even felt weird. 
 
    “So you’re suggesting what?” 
 
    “Try some of my panties. See if you like it.” 
 
    Huh. Well, why not? 
 
    I opened her drawer and rummaged. 
 
    “Try the pink ones. They’re a little large for me, but they should fit you perfectly.” 
 
    I held up a pair of pink panties. Nothing special about them. Just…panties. 
 
    I put my feet in them and started to pull them up, then stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve never actually looked at my…my pussy.” 
 
    Roxie hopped out of bed. She actually had a grin on her face. “Well, let’s look.” 
 
    We went into the bathroom and I sat on the throne and looked down. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” I whispered. It’s really a pussy.” 
 
    “Or a snatch, or a slit or hole or whatever.” Roxie chuckled. Tell the truth, I think she was quite pleased. I was doing something that Clair had recommended, but which I hadn’t been able to do. 
 
    I reached down and touched the puffy flaps. 
 
    “Those are labia, and they look a little swollen. But Doc Harris said they might be for a while.” 
 
    “And this is the…Oh!” I had touched the little button at the top of my slit and a little thrill had shot through me. 
 
    “The clitoris,” Roxie nodded. “You’re supposed to have feeling in it. Actual sensation.” 
 
    “I do!” 
 
    “Can I touch it?” 
 
    I looked at her. We were like two six year olds playing doctor. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    She touched it, and I felt that thrill shoot through me again. “Damn! that’s downright sexual!” 
 
    “Why did you tell them to give me a vagina?” I asked pointblank. 
 
    She took a breath. “I didn’t know what to do. They gave me options, I didn’t like any, and when they suggested this…an actual vagina, something just seemed to go through me. A ‘why not?’ And it seemed like the right thing. 
 
    I was quiet. 
 
    “Did I do the wrong thing?” 
 
    Roxie had been right there with me, through counseling session, while I had cried, looking after me, loving me. 
 
    “No. I mean, I don’t know, but…but if it’s…you did right.” 
 
    “I worry about that,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Giving you a woman’s plumbing. I have such weird feelings about that. I mean, it feels like I castrated you on purpose, just so I could make you a woman.” 
 
    I spoke wryly. “Was I such a bad man!” 
 
    “Terrible,” she said, and we both knew she was joking. “Now shut up and put on your panties.” 
 
    I grunted, that was a pretty powerful statement to just throw out, but I did it. I pulled the panties up tight against my pussy. I wiggled, and it felt good. There was no slack material, it reduced the feeling of something missing, and…it felt good. 
 
    “How is it?” 
 
    “Not bad. Better than my tighty whiteys.” 
 
    “Most woman’s underwear is. Better material, sexy to wear.” 
 
    There was something there, she had put a little niggle under the surface, but we weren’t ready to think about that. 
 
    Yet. 
 
    So the days passed, and… 
 
      
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    Roxie and I were sitting in chairs in Doctor Clair’s office. There was a book shelf to one side with weighty tomes, a wall adorned with certificates behind her, and a window on the left. It was a march day and the wind was blowing pretty good. Sunny days were almost upon us. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I answered. 
 
    “He still beats me,” Roxie quipped. 
 
    “You probably deserve it,” Clair sniped, and we all chuckled. We had made vast progress from my early days when Clair had had to pull words out of me like a dentist pulls teeth. The blood and suffering was pretty much behind us. 
 
    “So how long do you want to keep paying me these ridiculous wages?” 
 
    We stared at her. 
 
    “You guys have adapted amazingly well. I’m always available, maybe a check up in a month, but…?” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other. This was losing a life support system. I opened my mouth to agree, but Roxie spoke first. 
 
    “There’s something I have been wanting to talk about. For a while, actually. I’ve been hesitant…” 
 
    “Hesitate no longer. Blurt it out. We can all laugh or cry together.” 
 
    That was one of her mantras. ‘Laugh or cry together.’ Unburden your soul and let’s not carry shit around. 
 
    “Well, I haven’t discussed this with Jack, yet, but…” 
 
    We waited. 
 
    Clair leaned forward and pretended to thumb her intercom. “Nurse Ratched, send in Thug and Basher. I’ve got a patient who doesn’t want to talk.” 
 
    We all chuckled, and Roxie finally blurted out, “What about transition.” 
 
    I went silent. 
 
    Roxie looked back and forth between the doc and I. “I can’t be the only one who’s thought about it. I think, my opinion, that Jack feels uncomfortable. Is that an option? Is it?” She looked at me with those last two words. 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Clair leaned back in her swivel and tapped her chin with a pencil. To me: “Well?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Have you thought about it?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Do you not think about it because you have an aversion?” 
 
    I shook my head, “Beyond my pay grade on that one.” 
 
    Clair grunted. Then: “Before we unearth that corpse, let’s talk about sex.” 
 
    Roxie and I looked at each other, and the good doctor could read lots of stuff into the one look. 
 
    “You said you had tried sex.” 
 
    “With a strap on,” Roxie put in. 
 
    “Yes, I assumed…and you said,” she looked at her notes for a second, “It was all right.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Tell me about that.” 
 
    “Well, it was sex. She had that thing inside me. It felt okay.” 
 
    “You realize, of course, that sex is something you have to work at?” 
 
    “So I’ve been told,” I agreed wryly. 
 
    “So when you had sex…what roles were you in?” 
 
    I blinked at that. “Well, no roles, exactly. She was she and me was me.” 
 
    Clair grinned. “Oh, you silly goose.” 
 
      
 
    We returned home in an interesting mood. Pensive, thinking, tossing extraneous thoughts around. 
 
    We glanced at each other, and it was electric. Then Roxie took my hand and led me back to the bedroom, and the circus began. 
 
    First, she dressed up as a man. The thing that I had objected to months before. But time had passed, I had been abused of certain conceptions of female attire, and male attire, and what the fuck I was going to wear as a sort of reluctant trans. 
 
    Then she dressed me as a woman. 
 
    I had been dressing as a man since my accident, and, except for the panties, thought of myself as a man. 
 
    She handed me a thong, and I put it on. 
 
    She gave me a bra and I put it on, She put tissue in the cups until I had small boobs. 
 
    Garter and nylons. a skirt and a blouse, and…her wig. 
 
    I sat in the vanity chair and watched as she made me up. 
 
    Lord, did I feel weird. But, here’s the odd thing, or the weird thing about weird, if you wish: I had no mis-feelings. I just watched, didn’t get embarrassed. And I had the thought: I have no testosterone to be embarrassed. 
 
    I know. Weird thought, but there it was. 
 
    Then she painted my lips, and I was done. 
 
    Zingo bingo, I was a woman. 
 
    Well, sexually, below the belt, I already was one. 
 
    “You make for a sexy woman,” Roxie said. 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “I’m a woman, have been one for a while, you’re just inexperienced and haven’t learned to change your mind yet. 
 
    I laughed at that, and when she realized what she had said, she laughed, too. 
 
    “Okay, baby, time for you know what.” 
 
    “What?” I asked innocently. 
 
    She undid her zipper and a big, plastic cock fell out. 
 
    “Time for me to stick my big cock up your little pussy.” 
 
    We were nervous, but we were laughing. And we should have been. After all, we were going to have prescription sex, sex by ‘the doctor’s orders.’ 
 
    “You want to suck it first?” 
 
    I looked at the big hog sticking out of her pants and thought about it. 
 
    I was a man, with a man’s natural reticence, but…I wasn’t really all man anymore. 
 
    “Come on. I used to suck yours all the time!” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. 
 
    That was weird. I moved my head forward, placed one hand around her cock, and began to suck. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she grunted. She grabbed my head and pulled my face over her cock. “That feels so good.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, I laughed, and her cock was snorted out of my mouth. 
 
    We both chuckled, then I surprised her, “Do you want to eat my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” Roxie blurted. We had been focussing on me getting dicked, and she hadn’t thought about that aspect of foreplay. 
 
    “Come on,” I grinned. “I used to eat yours all the time.” 
 
    “Asshole,” she said, but she was smiling. “Okay, let’s see what the big allure is. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    I sat on the edge and lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties, shimmied out if them. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Roxie licked her lips. “This is going to be good.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I scooted across the bed and she moved in. She held my legs apart and moved her face into my pussy. 
 
    From the first lick it was thrilling. It felt so different than just touching, and I made noises and put my hands in her hair. 
 
    “Easy, slick,” she murmured from my crotch. “Let me do the work.” 
 
    I let go, and almost exploded from the sheer sensations she inflicted on me. 
 
    Oddly, I couldn’t tell where all my parts were, but every part was feeling good. It was the familiar rush of sex and energy, almost electric, but totally different. 
 
    Cunts and cocks feel differently. 
 
    She held my legs and licked, I could tell she was laving my labia, and my hips started to jerk with desire. 
 
    “Easy,” she murmured, and she tongued my clit. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I felt like I was jumping out of my skin. 
 
    Then she was moving up, positioning her cock outside my opening. 
 
    “Lube?” I asked. 
 
    “Lots,” she responded. 
 
    She had made me wet with her kissing, then she started fingering me as she lubed me. 
 
    I had fingered women before, but I hadn’t realize how truly hot it was. I suddenly understood what women meant when they said they were ‘wet.’ 
 
    Then she touched my slit with her cock and I got all nervous, and wanted her to stop, but I forced myself to shut up, and…she was in me. 
 
    She said she moved in slow, but it felt fast to me, and then I started focusing on the sensations. 
 
    I had been making love as a man being fucked. Now I was learning what it was to just lay back and submit, to let the dominant partner have their way. 
 
    And it was wonderful. 
 
    It was lazier, and more intense. She had to do the work, and I just had to moan and let it happen. 
 
    Oh, it was alien, but with a lot of work and her reminding me of how to fuck like a woman, it happened. 
 
    And, I don’t mean to be anti-climactic, but I actually had an orgasm. It was small, and not at all like a male orgasm, but it was unmistakeable.  
 
    And, when we were done we lay in each other’s arms and just thought about it. 
 
    And I finally said it: “I think I’m going to transition.” 
 
    She just smiled and kissed me, and we began to discuss the things we needed to discuss for such a momentous change to occur.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, we didn’t have to jump through hoops. Some people have to have extensive counseling, but we had already had counseling. Some people have to live as a woman for a year, but I had been wearing panties, and Doctor Clair went to bat for me, and within two months I was ready to start treatments. 
 
    And you ask: what kind of treatments? 
 
    I mean, I had a snatch, if you’ll pardon my language, so what else does a woman need? 
 
    A whole lot, if she’s going to be made by science. 
 
    First and foremost and totally obvious, she needs tits. 
 
    Second, and never ending, she needs hormones. 
 
    Men are simple creatures, and let me explain this with a terrible analogy. 
 
    Man goes into a MacDonald’s: “I’ll take a number one.” 
 
    Woman goes into a MacDonald’s: Could I have a hamburger but without the bun and could you wrap it in lettuce and put just a dab of salt on it and don’t put onions on it but if I could have extra pickles and…and so on. 
 
    Now, as stupid as that sounds, men have testosterone, their life is simple. 
 
    Women, have hormones, and that makes life complicated. They whine, they cry, they say things that are seemingly illogical. But it’s logical to a woman who has hormones. 
 
    Women have to make babies, and they have periods, and it’s like going into combat for 5 days a month, and by the time the woman has recovered, it’s time for another five days. 
 
    I’m sure people will argue with my simplistic explanation, but, darn it, it’s true. 
 
    And I needed tits…and hormones. 
 
    The body was different, it needed different chemicals. Plain and simple. 
 
    The first drug they gave me was a simple estrogen producer. Women have estrogen, and men have testosterone. But I didn’t have testicles any longer, so I didn’t need something called a testosterone blocker. 
 
    And during the course of my treatment I would need other drugs, the drugs they gave me would have to be adjusted, and so on. 
 
    But I was on my way. 
 
     
 
    There is a lot more to being a woman than hormones, and this may sound funny, even flippant, but I was going to have to learn about clothes, fashion, make up, how to do my nails and all sorts of other things. 
 
    For a guy who liked to guzzle beer while watching moving pictures of giants thrashing each other over a little bit of pigskin…this was a shock. 
 
    I would ask, “Why doesn’t mauve go with purple? Aren’t they the same? Sort of?” 
 
    And Roxie would lecture me on how some colors combined harmoniously, and some clashed. And I ended up memorizing things like matching colors because the whole thing didn’t make sense. There simply wasn’t a train of logic I could follow. 
 
    Then there was the whole subject of what to wear when, and here she got some revenge for my attitude about her wearing men’s clothing so long ago. 
 
    Of course, a bit of the male clinging to me, I refused to wear skirts. I would wear shorts, and I actually loved culottes. 
 
    And I loved wearing nylons. 
 
    But I hated shaving my legs. So I started using Nair. 
 
    And my breasts started growing. I will always remember the first day I noticed it.  
 
    “Honey? Roxie? My chest hurts.” 
 
    She immediately paid attention to me. We had explicit instructions to pay attention to any ache or pain. I was taking too many drugs to take a chance. 
 
    Roxie sat me on the bed and had me take my blouse and training bra off. She looked at my chest. She went, “Hmmm,” but didn’t say anything. But I could tell she had a thought. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She ignored me and placed a hand on my pectoral muscle. Although, to be truthful, fat seemed to be moving around on me, and the muscle didn’t feel so much like a muscle as a round, little sponge. “How does this feel?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And this?” She moved around the pectoral, palpating as she went. 
 
    “And how about this?” She pressed a finger into my areola. 
 
    “Ow!” A sharp pain lanced through my chest. 
 
    Roxie grinned. “And how about this?” She pressed again and it hurt and I pulled back and covered my chest. 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious what’s happening.” 
 
    “What?” I had a look of confusion on my face. 
 
    “Puberty.” She started chuckling, and I was blank, and slowly it filtered in. 
 
    “So…my breasts are growing?” 
 
    “Like wildfire. I remember puberty, and that’s what it felt like. Of course, we can call the doctor, but…puberty.” 
 
    “So are my nipples going to hurt like this always?” 
 
    “Nah. But they will be sensitive. I’m actually looking forward to sucking on those puppies. They are getting so big and…” she grew thoughtful, “you know…if the size of your nipples and your areola are any indicator, you should have some very nice-sized ta tas.” 
 
    “Ta tas?” I spoke with disgust. “Please. Breasts, or mammary glands, but…not ta tas.” 
 
    “Oh, ho. Sensitive are we. I remember you used to call mine boobs, titties, and, my favorite, love butts.” 
 
    I sniffed, “That was before I knew better.” 
 
    “Oh, so you have seen the error of your ways.” 
 
    “I have seen the superiority of the female of the species,” I spoke haughtily. 
 
    “Have you seen that you’re full of the brown goo?” 
 
    “Please. Try to be a little more ladylike.” 
 
    She responded by grabbing for my nipples. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I’ll teach you to be a lady!” 
 
    I rolled away but she was on me. I covered my nipples with my hands, but she managed to touch my nipples and I went, “Ow! Stop it! That hurts!” 
 
    “Not yet, it doesn’t.” 
 
    And she was all over me. Wrestling me, pulling my arms down, and touching my nipples. 
 
    “Ow! Ow! Wait! Please! I give up!” 
 
    And we wound up just laying on the bed, holding each other. 
 
    After a few minutes she whispered, “You want to feel something really neat?” 
 
    “If it doesn’t hurt,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t.” She turned to me. “Take your hands away.” 
 
    Hesitantly, I removed my hands, gave her access to my nipples. 
 
    She moved her head over, looked up at m, then lowered her head and licked one of my nipples. 
 
    Oh, God! I felt the sensation of electric heat shooting out from the nipple. It was so strong I felt it in my asshole, and even in my toes. And it was so good and so…super horny! 
 
    “Fuck!” I whined. 
 
    “Later,” Roxie said, first…foreplay.” 
 
    She began to lick my nipples, carefully, waking them up to pleasure. Then she was kissing them, and lightly sucking them. She pressed on the area around my nipples and I almost fainted with the wonderful sensations. 
 
    “How you like that, big boy?” 
 
    I managed to gasp, “That’s big girl to you.” 
 
    “Big girl,” she sighed and snuggled. “I like that. How weird is our life.” 
 
    Boy, she sure understated with that one. 
 
     
 
    I broke down and began to wear dresses. I shaved my legs regularly, put lotions on my skin to soften it, and watched as everything changed. My breasts slowly grew, but my ass grew, too. And that sort of rankled. 
 
    “Women are supposed to have wider hips,” Roxie lectured me. “They have to have babies, and they need bigger hips.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s so hard to look at them on my formerly muscular body and not think I’m just growing fat.” 
 
    She laughed, and I pouted, and that’s the way life went. 
 
    The most interesting thing about all this was our friends. We had a small circle of friends, and they mostly stuck with us, but a few of them seemed ‘standoffish.’ 
 
    Finally, hearing one remark too many, a sniping remark, I visited a couple of our friends and had a conversation. The guy’s name was Rod, and she was ginger, and the conversation went something like this. 
 
      
 
    “Do you feel funny about me transitioning?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, no. No.” 
 
    “Well, I heard you said something to Janey, and if there is a problem we should probably discuss it.” 
 
    “Well, it’s just a shock, you know. And we’re so sorry for you, and…” blah, blah. 
 
    “Why do you feel sorry?” I asked, when Rod was done. Ginger jumped in.  
 
    “Well, having to be a woman and not really understanding what a woman is. That must be very tough.” 
 
    “Not really. Roxie helps me out.” 
 
    Rod: “But isn’t it…how do you make love?” 
 
    Bingo. There it was. Pre-conceived notions about people other than the ‘norm.’ 
 
    In their eyes I wasn’t a homo sapiens any more. I was one of ‘those’ people. Didn’t matter that I had suffered a horrendous accident. Didn’t matter that I hadn’t chosen my path, that circumstances had chosen it, I was now lumped in with ‘gays,’ or ‘Lesbians,’ or ‘trans,’ or whatever. 
 
    I wondered, briefly, whether they had cultivated their intolerance through parenting, education (lack thereof), religion, or some other method. 
 
    But I only wondered briefly, because, let’s face it, intolerant people should not be tolerated. 
 
    At the end of that discussion we all shook hands, gave well wishes, and Roxie and I decided never to initiate a contact with them again. 
 
    And, it was obvious they made the same decision, because we never saw them again. 
 
     
 
    Breasts are interesting. At times I felt like I was a stranger and they were invading. They kept growing and growing. 
 
    I had a feeling about this. My family, the female members, were always blessed with big boobs. I figured that if DNA held true, I would be blessed. And so I was.  
 
    Roxie has nice boobs, a solid D. Mine were getting bigger. 
 
    Of course, I had a male wide chest, so there was more room, but, still, I was surprised when they went past a D and I had to learn about double Ds, and Fs, and all that. And I learned some interesting things that corrected my thinking. 
 
    People think, ‘Oh, 36D,’ that’s big! 
 
    No, it’s actually proportionate. 
 
    The size of the average women’s chest matches, proportionately, the size 36D. But there are actually two measurements going on. There is the measurement around the chest, and then there is the cup size. You can have a 36D and look small. Women who look large in the boob might be 34D, the chest size being smaller and the boob larger, even out of proportion to the measurement. 
 
    Anyway, there’s a whole lot of misinformation to unpack about that, and the only thing I knew was that I had a wider chest, and my cup size was getting bigger and bigger, and I was actually going to be out of proportion, large-wise, if they kept growing. 
 
    Roxie, of course, loved it. She absolutely loved cuddling and playing with my boobs, and that was okay because it always led to some pretty intense lovemaking. 
 
    But, at first, it seemed like she loved my boobs more than me. And what woman hasn’t felt that way? Given the obsession men have for breasts. 
 
    Anyway, the point of this is that I was still buying dresses, and bras, that could adjust. I couldn’t just buy an off the rack whatever because my boobs might gain a cup the next week. 
 
    So it was frustrating. 
 
    But, generally speaking, life was moving along. I missed my dick, but I was adapting. Some parts of being a man I would always miss. And some parts of being a woman I would always hate. 
 
    But, things were going good, and then the law caught up with me. And here things got interesting. 
 
    When I had had my accident I had run into a road barrier. No other parties involved, but the city decided to make a case of it. 
 
    First, there was the blood alcohol. The city subpoenaed the hospital for my records and found that I had definitely been intoxicated. 
 
    My lawyer fought that, the city had no right to take blood from an unconscious man, and so on. But that eventually fell through. 
 
    Then we appealed to the city attorney. I had lost my dick, isn’t that punishment enough? 
 
    The city attorney, not to mince words, was a dick. 
 
    So I ended up being arrested. 
 
    That’s right. I would have turned myself in, my lawyer had told them I would, but politicians and bureaucrats and other small minded people don’t want to take the easy way. 
 
      
 
    BANG! 
 
    Roxie and I leaped out of bed! We were both naked, and we heard voices yelling. 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    “Sheriff’s office! We have a warrant to…” 
 
    “Clear!” 
 
    Five fully armed and armored cops burst into the room. They held guns and shouted at Roxie and I to lay on the floor, put our hands on our heads, don’t fucking move. Not in that particular order. 
 
    We lay there on the floor, trembling, confused, and wondered what terrible crime we had committed. 
 
    The head cop sauntered into the room. 
 
    “What is—“ 
 
    “SHUT UP!” yelled a cop. 
 
    “Johnathon Raymond Jackson, you are under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. You have the right to…” 
 
    “What am I charged with?” 
 
    I was ignored until I was Mirandized, then the cop shouting the words asked, “Do you understand your rights?” 
 
    “I want to know what I’m being charged with.” 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “We aren’t criminals! You must have the wrong house and—“ 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    “I understand you have read me my rights,” I finally begrudged, but it wasn’t good enough. 
 
    “Do you understand your rights as I have read them?” 
 
    I finally answered “yes.” 
 
    “Take him away.” 
 
    Roxie had been crying, but now she started screaming. 
 
    “One more word and you’ll be arrested for obstructing justice.” 
 
    “This is justice?” I yelled back, and somebody shoved me. I fell against a wall, getting a black eye on a door frame, then two cops moved in and got under my arms and near carried me out. 
 
    They didn’t arrest Roxie, but she’ll carry the memory of that morning with her forever. 
 
    I was put in a patrol car, “Watch your head,” and the door slammed. 
 
    A minute later I was on the way to jail. 
 
    They booked me at county and I learned I would have an arraignment in the morning. 
 
    The fellow escorting me asked, “What do we do with him?” 
 
    The senior cop behind the counter looked at him. “Put him in a cell.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…should I put him in the male holding cell or the female?” 
 
    “His license says he’s a guy. Put him with the men.” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” I yelled. 
 
    I started yelling, making a fuss, and all that earned me was four cops dog piling me. 
 
    I had been taken hormones. Estrogen, and I no longer had the male muscle. I had female muscle, and they shoved me into a cell with six big thugs. They were big, tattooed, lifted weights, and ate raw meat right off the cow. I knew, as soon as the door clanged, that I was in trouble. 
 
    I was wearing a robe, and that was all. And it didn’t even have ties. It was an old robe and the ties had broken long ago. So I had to hold the front of the robe together with my hands. My legs, now shaved and sexy and shapely, could be seen through the slit in the front.  My breasts stuck out, and it was obvious that I had tits. My hair was half long, and even though I had no make up, I looked like a woman. 
 
    “Hey!” I screamed and shook the bars. “Let me out!” 
 
    The cops walked out. 
 
    I turned around and the six big guys were staring at me. 
 
    I held the robe tight, which I didn’t realize emphasized my tits even more. “I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” A big thug drooled. 
 
    “Don’t fucking touch me.” 
 
    “Sure,” said one of the beasts, standing up and cracking his knuckles. 
 
    I tried to back into a corner, the better to fight them off, but I didn’t 
 
     have a chance. Even if I had had my old male muscle, I was nothing to the combined mass and muscle of them. 
 
    I tried to kick and the thug just turned his thigh in front and laughed. 
 
    I tried to punch, but they grabbed me and turned me and pushed me into the back of the cell. 
 
    I tried to scream, and somebody punched me. It got hazy after that. 
 
    I have often wished I could take back the night when I got drunk and had the accident. I wished I could have my penis, and even my old body back. But the accident, the changes I had gone through, they were nothing compared to the next hour in that cell. They used me. They laughed at the idea that I was a man because I had a vagina. They held my legs apart and took turns, and I was conscious almost the whole time. Only towards the end, when my body had been struck enough, when I had been slapped silly, when my head had hit the tiled floors one too many times, only then did I lapse into unconsciousness. 
 
    The next morning they emptied the cell and took the six guys to court. I was crumpled up in a corner and unconscious and they missed me. The idiot in charge of jail paperwork just shrugged and figured I was talking to my lawyer or something. 
 
    Tell the truth, I would have lain there all day, except that Roxie was in court and threw a screaming, crying fit. And she was almost arrested for that. 
 
    The judge, however, wanted to know what was happening, and they found out that I wasn’t in court, and the search commenced. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhh,” I groaned, and kept my eyes closed. There was something wrong here. I was having a dream. I was in the hospital and the walls were white, and there were machines, and what had happened to the party? 
 
    “Mr. Jackson? Sir?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and there was a nurse and a doctor hovering over me. 
 
    “What…what…?” My throat hurt and my voice sounded like a horse had taken a dump down it. 
 
    A nurse quickly held a cup to my mouth, put a straw between my lips. 
 
    I sucked, worked the liquid around, and tried to relieve the pain in my throat. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, I’m doctor Harrigan. Can you tell me where you live?” 
 
    “In a house,” I quipped, then I groaned. Even that stupid joke hurt. 
 
    The doctors looked at each other. I tried again. “1342 Redding Lane. What happened to me? Where’s my wife?” 
 
    It was a repeat from when I had last woken up in a hospital, but with some differences. 
 
    There was a cop outside the door and after the doctor told me I had several broken ribs and had lost a tooth, that my eye socket had been damaged and my nose broken, I heard my lawyer raising his voice in the hall. 
 
    “I suggest you call your captain. But first, get out of the way. This woman is going in to see her husband, and if you interfere in any way you’re going to be on the lawsuit we bring against the city.” 
 
    Mumbled words from the cop, then he opened the door and Roxie rushed in. She fell on me, and the doctor had to caution her about my ribs. My lawyer stood glaring at the cop, who made a call on his cell, then quickly left the room. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Roxie sobbed, her precious face pressed against my neck. 
 
    “Not really,” I mumbled, aware of the gap in my teeth. It felt like a back one, which was weird, but, whatever. 
 
    “Mr. Jackson, Jack. I know you will want to be alone with your wife, so let me bring you up to date.” 
 
    I nodded and Roxie quieted down. 
 
    “The city has committed several crimes. The city attorney authorized the overzealous morning raid, but he neglected to get a signature from a judge. The police were guilty of negligence in putting you in that cell. Every one of the six men who assaulted you, just to let you know, now faces charges of rape and sodomy.” 
 
    Sodomy. Oh, crap. 
 
    “There are other charges, and I know this isn’t much of a comfort, but when the dust settles you are going to be having a significant payday.” 
 
    I blinked. I was tired. I nodded okay. 
 
    The lawyer was ready to go, but he added one last thing. “We are talking in the neighborhood of twenty million dollars.” 
 
    Who cared. I didn’t. Not at that moment. I just wanted to be with my wife. 
 
    The lawyer hesitated, then left. 
 
    The doctor was gone, and the nurse stayed only long enough to make sure I knew how to work the call button. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” Roxie cried. 
 
    And I was crying. Funny, I had experienced hormonal changes, and I had cried a bit here and there, and the feeling was the same. I hurt, and that was it. 
 
      
 
    Several days later I was discharged. I took the obligatory wheel chair ride out to the parking lot and Roxie picked me up. It was all deja vu. 
 
    We sat in the car and she drove, and she held my hand. 
 
    At home, I got out of the car, a bit slowly because of my injuries, and we went into the house. 
 
    And life went back to normal. Whatever normal was. I went back to being a woman, experimenting with clothes, learning about make up, but I was cowed. I was silent. I had been a man, and there was enough man left in me to be properly destroyed when other men ganged up on me and hurt me. 
 
    Roxie was understanding, and I was coping, and one night the doorbell rung. 
 
    I sat listlessly in the living room and Roxie answered the door. I knew, immediately that it was a set up. 
 
    “Thank you for coming, Doctor.” 
 
    Dr. Clair stepped in the doorway and gave me a grin. “How’s my favorite girl?” 
 
    I, of course, burst into tears. 
 
    We talked long that night. We talked about what it is to be a man, what it is to be a woman, what it is to be crushed as a man, and what it is to be crushed as a woman. And it’s not much different. 
 
    People on this planet should really be more understanding and tolerant. 
 
    But that talk that night finally kickstarted the healing process, and I finally went into the end stages of my transition. A short while after that my boobs stopped growing, and they were magnificent, and I loved them. 
 
    I had pretty much mastered nails and make up, and I was even starting to understand the difference between mauve and purple. I don’t agree with it, but I understand it. So that’s a start, right? 
 
      
 
    That night Roxie and I got ready for bed, and before she cleaned her face I put on the strap on. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man or a woman tonight?” 
 
    “Can I just be a pile of rags that you stir with your big cock?” 
 
    I chuckled at that. “I find a pile of rags to be very sexual,” I murmured. 
 
    She lay down on the bed and I went to her. We lay side by side. We were two soft, gentle people in a violent world, and we were taking refuge in each other. 
 
    She kissed my tits and played with my plastic peter. I kissed her, then finger banged her to get her ready. When she was properly gasping and moist and looking forward to it, I slipped my plastic peeny into her. 
 
    Her hands gripped my slender, female arms and she groaned. 
 
    “Good?” I asked. 
 
    “”The best,” she whispered. 
 
    I began to grind into her. Slow, loving strokes that stirred her insides. She ground her hips back, taking what I had to offer and contributing to it. For long minutes we just enjoyed the physical sensation of motion. 
 
    It was obvious she was getting the most out of it, but I did enjoy the pleasure she was getting. In a weird way, I was getting about as much pleasure from her enjoying sex than I did when I was enjoying sex. 
 
    There is something about making the other person happy that…well, it’s powerful, and therapeutic. 
 
    Finally, she began moaning, and the wave washed over her and she clung to me. 
 
    A long minute, then she sagged, and I thought we were done. But she wasn’t ready to quit, yet. 
 
    She sat up and started undoing the strap on. “My turn.” 
 
    I waited while she buckled up, then enjoyed the sensation of being lubed up. I would never produce the juices that she did, I would always require lube, but that was okay. Small sacrifice when you consider the changes I had gone through, what I had given up and gained. 
 
    Kissing me fervently, determined to give me as much pleasure as I gave her, she held the penis to my hole and began to push in. 
 
    I felt that big cock sliding in, stretching me, waking up all my nerves. I luxuriated in her kissing my tits as she fucked me, and I groaned and gave myself up to the sensations. 
 
    Submission. It is necessary. As necessary as dominance. But each has to know their place. 
 
    I began to cry. I don’t know why, but it didn’t matter. it was a good cry. It was a needed cry. In a way, it was the cork in the bottle. It was the plug in the sink. Life stopped leaking out of me and began to build. 
 
    The orgasm, when it hit me, was massive. People who transition can have orgasms. That is a known fact. My own orgasms had usually been small, but this one wasn’t. It picked me up and shook me like a feather duster. I could feel the dust of my soul wafting away, all the bad things leaving. 
 
    A year of pain and intolerance. A year of crying and learning, summating with drunkeness, accidents, rape, sodomy, it had not been a friendly year. 
 
    Yet, all things come to an end. The good, the bad…they end, and we all change and move on. 
 
    And the only real choice we sometimes have is, when the bad things happen, to make them good choices in our minds. 
 
    My transition? I learned more from that than any other experience in my life. 
 
    I learned who the good guys and the bad guys are, and how to tell them apart. 
 
    Most of all, I learned that no matter what kind of body I wear…I’m me. And that’s a precious thing. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    “Please, get out!” 
 
    I looked down at my wife. My beautiful, gorgeous wife. Five foot four, beautifully-sized, to die for boobs, thin waist, hips that did the hula just standing. 
 
    And her face, sweet, innocent, a vision that any model would kill to have. 
 
    Long hair, red lips, and those beautiful, blue eyes. 
 
    Such trusting eyes. 
 
    “But…but…” I whimpered. 
 
    But no is no, and she was starting to cry, so I withdrew my rock hard penis and moved off her. 
 
    She rolled over, lay on her side of the bed and the crying built in volume. Her pillow was becoming soaked with the rain falling from her eyes. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry! What did I do?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing,” she sobbed, her voice muffled by the pillow. 
 
    “But…did I hurt you?” 
 
    “No!” she actually wailed. She was very upset and I had no idea what to do. 
 
    “Can I get you anything? Is there something I can do?” 
 
    Suddenly she rolled over and clung to me. 
 
    Stunned, I enfolded her with my arms and held her. Now it was my chest that was getting wet, but that was okay. I just wanted to know what I had done. We had been making love, as we had done before, and…she had suddenly broken into tears and almost violent sobs. 
 
    I held her, and there was no sound but her sobs. The bedroom was dark, and I just…held her. 
 
      
 
    We ate a silent breakfast. Bacon and eggs, those tater tot potato things on the side. Grapefruit juice. 
 
    Afterwards I washed the dishes. Jill went into the other room and watched TV. I finished, then went in and sat down next to her. 
 
    Lord, I wanted to talk. I wanted to ask her what was going on. Why had she been crying? Had I done something? But I had intuited, from the way she acted, that she didn’t want to talk just yet. 
 
    To talk or not to talk, that’s always the question when a woman is upset. I had no idea if not talking was right, but it felt right. So I shut up and tried to just be there for her. 
 
    I had the feeling that she wanted to talk, to say something, but outside of a trembling lip, she held back. 
 
    I thought about our love life together. 
 
    Neither of us had been virgins, but neither of us were overly experienced. 
 
    We each brought different viewpoints, different experiences, to the bed. And we had enjoy that exchange. At least, I thought we had. 
 
    Suddenly she got up and went out of the room. 
 
    I waited a second, then followed her. She had gone to the bathroom and I heard her crying again. 
 
    I was getting really worried now. Little thoughts of mortal problems entered my cranium. Did she have cancer? Some dread disease?  
 
    Or, had she received news of which I was unaware? A death in the family? Something? 
 
    Yet, she didn’t want to talk, or she wouldn’t be seeking refuge in the bathroom. 
 
    So I went to my dresser and wrote a short note on the pad I kept there. I ripped the paper off and slid it under the door. 
 
      
 
    I’m here for you. 
 
    I love you. 
 
    Ethan 
 
      
 
    I listened. I couldn’t hear anything, but the crying seemed to lessen. I knew she was reading my short missive. 
 
    Then, I heard her moving around. I was about to leave when the note came back. Written in eyebrow pencil… 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    And that was it. 
 
    I returned to the living room, listened to the mindless blathering of the newsies for a few minutes, then went into my office to work. 
 
      
 
    Lunchtime, and Jill was her sweet self. She smiled and kissed me and had prepared me a tuna sandwich, complete with bits of onions and olives and lots of mayo. 
 
    Mayo is my weakness. There can be no other condiments but mayo. 
 
    So I ate and tried to figure out what to say, and in a manner that would not start up the waterworks again. 
 
    “I should compile a book of Brandon’s wisdom.” 
 
    She looked at me curiously. 
 
    “‘The Wit and Wisdom of Go Brandon.” 
 
    She smiled. “No politics at the eating table,” she reminded me. 
 
    “Not even if it’s funny?” 
 
    Oh, Lord,” she groaned and put her head in her hands, then she looked up at me and quipped, “Since when is tragic funny?” 
 
    “Ha!” I laughed. “You are now officially involved in a political discussion! Gotcha!” 
 
    It was dumb, but the ice was broken. We chatted for a while, ignoring the elephant in the room. 
 
    “I’m going to the mall this afternoon. You want anything?” 
 
    “A new Mustang. Red. Convertible. Fat tires and the exhaust needs to really grumble—“ 
 
    She held up her palm to stop my grinning monologue. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get one. You just hold your breath.” 
 
    Shortly after that, while I did the dishes, she came up behind me, pressed her breasts against me with a mighty hug, kissed the back of my neck, and headed out for the mall. 
 
    I watched her zoop down the street, and I bit my lip. 
 
    Was she really going to the mall? 
 
    And, those dreadful, little thoughts crept in. She had been crying. Was it another man? 
 
    I threw the towel down on the sink counter and headed for the garage. 
 
    There is only one mall in town, and it was a simple matter for me to catch up and watch from a distance. She’s a fast driver, but she was driving slowly today. I kept my motorcycle a block behind, edging out form behind a truck every once in a while, watching side streets to make sure she hadn’t turned off. But, yup, she was going to the mall. 
 
    She walked into the mall and it was easy to follow her. She sauntered with a high heeled stride that was unmistakeable, and watching her I was reminded that we had unfinished business. My groin was a wee bit hard. Maybe even a little drippy. 
 
    I waited, then hurried to the row of entry doors. She was down at the corner to the main mall walk. I waited, then hurried, and peeked around the corner. 
 
    She just walked through the mall. Glanced at a window display a couple of times, then crossed the big area at the center of the mall. On the far side was a bench, and she sat down and just…sat there. 
 
    Was she meeting someone? 
 
    I waited, but nothing happened. And she didn’t look like she was waiting for anybody. 
 
    She was just…sitting. Thinking. Watching the world go buy. 
 
    I waited for fifteen minutes, if she had been intending to meet somebody they would have shown up by now. 
 
    At thirty minutes I made up my mind. 
 
    I turned the corner and walked towards her. 
 
    She was thinking, all right. Her lips were pursed and there was a frown on her face. She didn’t even notice me until I was halfway across the plaza. 
 
    She tilted her head and considered me. She had not asked me to come to the mall, but she hadn’t told me not to, so here I was. 
 
    I sat down next to her, put an arm around her, and she was rigid for a second, then she just sort of melted into me. She put her head against my chest, one hand touched the side of my belly. 
 
    And she sighed. 
 
    And then she told me. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    “When I was just turned eighteen I was planning to go to college. I wrote letters, made phone calls, and was invited to a mixer in a college town not too far from my home.” 
 
    Ethan sat and listened to me. I could feel his heart beating in his chest. Such a strong man. And handsome. I was lucky to catch such a man. 
 
    Heck, most men, if I had pushed them off sex and went and cried…they’d be demanding answers. But Ethan accepted that I was having a moment, and that note he wrote me. It made me cry even more. 
 
    “I went to the mixer, and I met teachers and professors. Most of them female, but there were a few males. As the mixer went on the teachers disappeared, and the thing turned into a party. Alcohol made its appearance, and I found myself with a beer in my hand. I hadn’t had much experience with drinking, but I was surrounded by these kids, slightly older, who were so experienced, so I went ahead and drank. And somebody put another beer in my hand, and I drank some more. And more. 
 
    “The night passed into morning, and I was now officially drunk. Many of the girls had gone home, and I decided it was time for me to leave, but when I went to make my good byes the sorority sisters deemed me to drunk to drive. So they invited me to spend the night. 
 
    “They took me upstairs and showed me to a bed. I climbed in, was grateful, but that gratitude quickly turned to fear. 
 
    “They were gathered around my bed, and they started touching me. They stroked my legs, my arms, and they started to touch my boobs. 
 
    “I tried to push their hands away, but there were too many of them. They held me down and pulled my legs apart. 
 
    “I struggled. I tried to kick, but they put their weight on me, held me, and one of them, the leader, she…she put her fingers in me.” 
 
    Ethan blinked. People walked through the mall, past us, and to everybody we just looked like a couple talking over something. They had no idea that I was pouring out the worst experience in my life. 
 
    Yet, good Ethan, he didn’t say a word. He didn’t react. He just listened. 
 
    “She jammed her fingers into my hole, then she pushed. It hurt like nothing I have ever felt, not before or since. Then her whole…” I paused. 
 
    There is therapy in talking out painful experiences, but…this hurt so much. 
 
    “I was in shock, I didn’t understand. I was totally unexperienced, and to be violated in such a manner…” 
 
    I stopped talking then, and Ethan just sat there, frozen, and tried to grok what I had just told him. 
 
    “When I make love with you it is the most wonderful thing in the world. But this morning, I don’t know why, maybe you just touched me in a way that reminded me, I was back there, being violated.” 
 
    We sat for a long time then, people walked past, but we were ensconced in our own world. The Pope could have turned somersaults naked in front of us and we wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    “Would you like to see somebody about this? Talk to a professional?” 
 
    I squeezed him, and responded with, “No.” Then, “Well, maybe.” 
 
    We sat there for a long time, a real long time. The mall was starting to close up before we got up and left. 
 
    I held Ethan’s hand on the way out, and I felt better. Somewhat relieved. But I also knew I had just scratched the surface. 
 
    He walked me to my car, kissed me gently, and I kissed him back harder, then I got in and headed for home. Within a minute he was right behind me on his motorcycle. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    I followed Jill home and parked the bike and went into the house. She was already pouring the bourbon and Coke, and we toasted each other silently and sipped. 
 
    We sat in the living room, watching TV but alone with our thoughts. I don’t think we even knew what was on. 
 
    We sipped, and we ate chips, and somewhere in there, we kissed. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about girls, but when guys get horny it doesn’t go away right away. Our little, failed tête-à-tête of the morning was in the back of my mind, and my penis was ripe and dripping. 
 
    Our little kiss turned into a bigger kiss, and, I guess girls stay horny, too, we were suddenly working on each others clothes. 
 
    I unbuttoned her blouse and began kissing the slopes of her beautiful breasts. 
 
    She tried to get pull my shirt over my head, and we laughed when we broke apart for that. Our eyes were fevered, we could feel the heat consuming us. 
 
    I undid her bra, marveling that something so flimsy could contain something so hefty. I licked her nipples, then began sucking. 
 
    She arched her back, pressed her chest into my mouth. She really liked nipple stimulation. 
 
    I stood up and pushed my pants off, including my tighty whiteys. 
 
    She lay back and lifted her hips and slid her pants and panties off. 
 
    There we were, face to face, body to body, flesh to flesh. 
 
    I lowered myself, and my cock brushed across her skin. 
 
    She grabbed it, stroked me, gazed into my eyes and gaged my reactions. My reactions must have pleased her, because she went down on me. Her beautiful mouth engulfed my hard cock and began to move up and down. 
 
    I groaned with the excruciating pleasure of her lips slithering over my heated flesh. 
 
    She blew me for a minute, and I was close. But I didn’t want to cum in her mouth, as delightful as that might have been. I wanted to join with her. I wanted to be in her. 
 
    I gently moved her head back, and she looked up at me, and trust was in her eyes. 
 
    I lowered myself to her, and our mouths fused and our tongues danced. 
 
    Then I lowered myself further, and paid homage to her magnificent tits. She groaned and I palpated and felt and moved my palm across the nipples. I love those mountains, and I showed it as best I could. 
 
    Then I went down on her. I licked, sucked, made love to her clitoris, her labs. Then I touched her with my finger, just a light touch over the trembling flesh, and she jerked. 
 
    It wasn’t a big jerk, but I was so engrossed I thought it was just normal excitation. Later she told me that that was where she started to feel funny. 
 
    On the moment, though, I didn’t know it, I just raised up and lowered my hips to her. I touched my dick to her pussy, and stopped. Her face was frozen, she was biting her lip. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Nothing…nothing…go ahead.” 
 
    I had misgivings at that point, but, my dick being more in control than my brain, I went ahead. I gently moved my hips forward and started to enter her. 
 
    But she was tight, and now I felt it. 
 
    “No…no…” she sobbed. “Get out!” 
 
    Then I was holding her, and she was crying. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said. “It’s okay. Now we know, and now we can beat it.” 
 
    But, as I held her, as her whole body trembling, I wondered. 
 
    What could I do? 
 
    What could we do? 
 
    Was there anything we could do about this? 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    It was when he touched me. The feel of his fingers down there, they totally reminded me of…of that bad night. I didn’t want to burst into tears. I willed myself away form tears as hard as I could, but…emotion won out. 
 
    But, what could I do? 
 
    Ethen was wonderful. He listened, he accepted, and he cared for me.  
 
    And I wanted to fuck him! I wanted the delicious feel of his penis entering me, of our flesh become one. 
 
    But I didn’t know how I could get past the tears…how I could let that happen. 
 
    We eventually went to sleep, and it must have been torture for him to hold me. I could feel his dick throbbing, bouncing against the back of my thigh. Yet he just held me, made no move, endured his own horniness. 
 
    I slept, and I dreamed, but it was the kind of dream that you don’t remember on waking up. But I remembered being unhappy, struggling against an embrace, and I was tired. 
 
    I woke before him, fixed breakfast, and thought about Ethan’s role in our marriage. 
 
    He worked hard, made good money, but that was only the tip of the ice berg. 
 
    He was kind to my friends, and my friends liked him, and that said a lot more about him. 
 
    But…what about our daily life, our give and take, our exploration of a kingdom of two? 
 
    It seemed very well balanced. Sometimes he cooked, sometimes I did. He took over yard chores, but always insisted on a six pack while he worked. Not that I cared. Heck, sometimes I would go out and steal an ice cold beer and watch him ride that mower. He would yell yippee and act like he was throwing a lasso when he passed me. 
 
    And the sex was good. In fact, up until the other night, it was great. We had been married six years, and it seemed like every month we would discover something new. some way of pleasing the other. 
 
    So, what could I do to salvage this. 
 
    I liked our relationship. Hell, I loved our relationship. I didn’t think I would ever find a man in a million like him again. 
 
    So what could I do to solve my sexual problems? And they were my problems. 
 
    What could I do? 
 
    He woke up, came out yawning and gave me a quick peck. He didn’t pat my buns, however, which he was often wont to do. 
 
    I cleared my throat and he looked up from the plate of bacon. 
 
    I nodded back towards my ass and waited. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    He stepped over to me and, chewing bacon, kissed me. Deep, and held both of my buns in his strong hands. 
 
    Oh, it was heady. And to feel the really bizarre feel of a man chewing his food while he mashed lips…it had the right amount of sex and humor and I couldn’t help but laugh. 
 
    “What? you don’t like me kissing you?” 
 
    “Well, the bacon?” 
 
    “Oh, you would rather kiss bacon than me. Now I understand.” 
 
    “You asshole!” I snapped him with a towel and he yelped, then grabbed the towel from me. 
 
    “Be careful. Be very, very careful.” 
 
    I kissed him, this time sans bacon, and pushed him towards the table. “Your food is getting cold.” 
 
    So we sat, and ate, and tried not to talk about what our problem, my problem, was. 
 
    And I knew we couldn’t live a life like this. 
 
    “I’ll go see a therapist.” 
 
    He nodded. “Let me know if there is anything we can do.” 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    I was glad when Jill decided to see a therapist. Heck, I didn’t know what to say or do, and I didn’t think the internet was going to be any kind of help, so a professional was the best bet. 
 
    Three days later she went in for a session, and I can’t offer any opinion as to what happened, what was said. 
 
    I couldn’t ask her about it, except in the most peripheral way. 
 
    ‘How’d it go today, honey?’ 
 
    ‘Fine.’ 
 
    And that was as far as we could go. I knew that she was going to be talking about herself, me, our relationship, and…her deepest problems. And, unless she chose to share something, that was going to be a life apart from me. 
 
    I was surprised when she came home and said, “The doctor wants to meet you.” 
 
    I blinked, “You mean, like, professionally?” 
 
    “Like come to my next session with me. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    But, inside I was, I don’t know, consternated? Is that a word? Yep, I just looked it up and it is. 
 
    I was consternated, concerned, and anxious. 
 
    On the surface it was just me going to meet a head shrinker. 
 
    But deeper down I had to deal with thoughts like: what if it’s my fault? What might I have done? 
 
    I know, silly, but…there it was. 
 
    But I was grown up enough to realize that this situation wasn’t about me. It was about Jill. And if bad things developed, if Jill realized it was my fault, even if we had to separate, then I would have to deal with such. 
 
    The following Tuesday we drove down to the doctor’s office. He was in a little complex with overhands and healthy, green bushes. We passed dentist offices, medical corporations, and arrived at Dr. Theobald Tessing, MD LP, etc., etc. 
 
    “Theobald, eh?” 
 
    Jill glanced at me, but I wasn’t making fun of the name, I was just…fascinated. It was an interesting name. 
 
    We stepped into a small room. Nothing but a half a dozen chairs and two corner tables filled with magazines, and a plastic potted plant in a corner. 
 
    I looked around the room and wondered what manner of psychosis this room had seen. I know, silly thought, but…you think what you think. 
 
    Five minutes later the door opened and a slender man with no hair on his head and a goatee looked out. “Come on in.” 
 
    We followed him down a short corridor and into his counseling room. There was a desk, a couch, a couple of chairs, and another plastic, potted plant. Must have been a special on those. 
 
    “Mr. Jessup, most glad to make your acquaintance.” He shook my hand and smiled wanly. His smile didn’t say much, but his grip was firm enough. “Why don’t you have a seat right there,” he indicated the chairs in front of his desk, and if I may sit here.” There was a twinkle in his eyes as he rounded his desk and plopped down into the swivel. 
 
    I looked around the office, checked out the diplomas, the medical books, even the thin carpet. And he was checking me out. When I finally looked up he smiled. 
 
    “No doubt you are wondering why I requested that you attend?” 
 
    “It had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “And if you could tell me how that made you feel, or anything else you might wish to add?” 
 
    “Well, I’m concerned with Jill. I want to help her.” 
 
    “About how you felt,” he directed me. 
 
    “Worried.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What if…what if I did something? What if this is all my fault?” 
 
    Jill grabbed my hand then, and looked at me in a reassuring manner. 
 
    “A common worry, but, let me reassure you, you are not Jill’s problem.” 
 
    I actually sighed in relief. 
 
    “But you are involved.” 
 
    Crap. 
 
    “Apparently you are a trigger. The things you do, might even be a smell, or some other sense, something in you reminds Jill of a bad experience.” 
 
    I leaned forward, “So what do I do about it?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s not your problem.” He sat back and waited. I had a feeling that he knew what was going through my mind and exactly what I was about to say. 
 
    “So why am I here?” 
 
    He steepled his fingers and pursed his lips. “It is not your fault, but you can help Jill take responsibility.” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    He nodded. “Then let me take Jill through her experience. If you could please listen and not say a word. Not one word.” 
 
    His emphasis was plain, and I nodded. 
 
    He turned to Jill. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    My first meeting with the therapist went well, and it went to hell. 
 
    First, I liked him. He exuded a comfort I find rare in men. In a way, it was the same comfort I derived from Ethan. He really cared. 
 
    But when he had me relate my experience I broke down. I spent half the time in his office drying my eyes, taking his proffered tissues and dabbing, and he even moved a trash basket over for me to deposit the sopping messes in. 
 
    Finally, the hour came to an end, and I thought we had accomplished nothing. But he was encouraging, and then he surprised me. 
 
    “Could you have Ethan come to our next session?” 
 
    “Why?” I blurted. 
 
    “I think he might be able to help,” was all the good doctor said. So I agreed to ask Ethan, and was very curious. I mean, this thing was my problem. How could Ethan help? 
 
    But, mine not to reason why, Ethan came to my second meeting. I found his interaction with Theobald interesting, but surface. Then Theobald asked me to go through my experience again. 
 
    “Would you like down on the couch, please?” he asked. 
 
    I lay down on the long couch. It was clothe, which I found more comfortable than leather, and he told me to close my eyes. I did so, and I began. 
 
    “I was invited to a mixer at the college I was planning on attending. In truth, there were a bunch of girls form the various sororities, and they were checking out new prospects. 
 
    “I was nervous. I had never left home before, and I tried to be very circumspect. I was offered a beer, and since everybody else was drinking, I accepted one. I sipped and spoke to faculty, and then the faculty left and the real party started. I found my hand filled again and again with beer. I drank, and not being familiar with the effects of alcohol…I became drunk. 
 
    “It must have been past twelve when I was invited to spend the night. Feeling the release of inhibitions that alcohol causes, I went up the stairs. Several girls went with me, and I was led to a room with a bed in it. 
 
    “I lay down, the room whirled about me, and I closed my eyes.  Then I opened them. Several of the sorority sisters were gathered around the bed, and they were watching me. Their eyes were gleaming, their expressions were like…like hungry animals. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
    “Be quiet, girl, if you want to be accepted in our special, little club.” 
 
    “What club?” 
 
    “One of them touched my lips with her finger, shushed me, and said, “just relax. We’ll do the work and you‘ll find out.” 
 
    “And another one: ‘You’re about to have a good time.’ 
 
    “I laid back, being drunk, and trusted them, but then hands started touching me. They stroked my legs and arms, and I would have sat up, but they pushed me back. And their hands moved across my body. I would have yelled, I didn’t like this, but one of them kissed me. She pressed her mouth to mine and wouldn’t let me scream. 
 
    “I didn’t want this. I had never been with a woman and I didn’t want to be. But there were so many of them, and they kept pushing me back and fondling me. 
 
    “Then I felt hands pulling my legs apart. I tried to close them, but I couldn’t, and the hands slipped up my legs, began feeling my…my vagina. And fingers were pushed into me. 
 
    “Yes, I felt the heat of sex, but not the desire. It was like my body liked the attention, but I didn’t. But no matter how I struggled they wouldn’t stop. 
 
    “One of them, I don’t know who, became the main instigator. Maybe she had been all the time, but I didn’t know. I just knew that the other girls held me down and she began…she began finger fucking me.” 
 
    I was aware that I was crying, that tears were streaming down my face, but I didn’t open my eyes. I just continued telling the story. 
 
    “At first she just used one finger, but within minutes she was using two, then three, then her whole hand was ramming at my hole. I could feel her knuckles slapping against the rim of my pussy. 
 
    “It hurt, but…I…I…” 
 
    Then Doctor Theobald whispered encouragingly. “You’re doing fine, Jill. Tell us what happened.” 
 
    “She fisted me.” I was sobbing. 
 
    “I had only been with a couple of men before this, and nothing so brutal, but she put her whole hand into me. I could feel my vagina grasping her wrist, and she began to move it back and forth. I could feel her hand deep inside my flesh. 
 
    “Meanwhile, the other girls were not just holding me down, but playing with my breasts, kissing me, and one even tried to get under my buns, to put a finger into my anus.” 
 
    I paused. Then, totally ashamed, I admitted my guilt. “I came.” 
 
    I kept talking for another minute, but it was done. The experience was over. And my humiliation was out in the open. I opened my eyes and sat up. I was crying, and I didn’t look at the doctor or Ethan, but a quick glance showed me my husband. He was sitting quietly, no expression on his face. And I just knew that he didn’t love me anymore. 
 
    “Would you like to rejoin us?” Theobald asked. 
 
    I managed to stand, I was shaking a bit, and sat down. 
 
    Ethan took my hand right away, and I almost jerked it away, I was so mortified, but…I managed to stop myself. 
 
    Slowly, my tears waned, and Theobald waited patiently. This was probably the most difficult part of the process. I wanted to be somewhere else. A deserted island. Nobody else on planet earth. 
 
    Theobald cleared his throat. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    To say I was shaken by what Jill had said, what she had gone through, would be the understatement of the ages. It would be like saying ‘Oh, yeah, that Hitler. He’s a nice guy.’ 
 
    Yes, she had told me before, but to hear her not just talking about it, but feeling it. To hear the raw emotion as she was literally fist raped…it shook me to the core. 
 
    When she glanced at me I wanted to jump up and go to her, hold her, comfort her. I had never heard such raw pain in a person’s voice in my life. 
 
    The doctor had told me I had to be quiet, however. And I was, no matter how much it hurt. 
 
    Then he told her to sit with us, and I had a chance to hold her hand. Lord, if I could have gone back in time and punched those sorority sisters in their stupid faces I would have. 
 
    What kind of people do the things they did? 
 
    Then Theobald cleared his throat. 
 
    “I have a solution, a procedure which might aid you in confronting this…situation.” 
 
    We both looked at him. 
 
    “The procedure is called ‘re-enactment.” 
 
    “Like she has to go through it again?” I blurted. 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    “But she just went through it!” 
 
    “She talked through it, now, to use common vernacular, she must walk through it.” 
 
    “So what? We go find this girls, women now, and make them…make them…” words failed me. 
 
    “Not so far as that, and we must be circumspect. I speak specifically to you, Ethan. You must do this, but you must also follow certain rules.” 
 
    “So how does it work?” Jill was squeezing my hand and staring at the Theobald. 
 
    “Very simple. You play the part of the girls. You re-enact what they did. But this time you follow her instructions, let her control, let her take control of the situation in real life…and in her mind.” 
 
    “You want me to fist my wife?” 
 
    “Not necessary. You do what she tells you to do. She will tell you how to dress, how to speak, how to move. Simply, we will put her in the driver’s seat.” 
 
    “Well…” It sounded screwy, and yet, I had heard of such things. I looked at Jill, and she met my eyes. Her blues were innocent, and trusting. And the question here was…could I be trusted to do this right? 
 
    “Will you agree to those strictures, Ethan?” 
 
    And I nodded. Then I said, “I’ll do anything to help Jill.” I turned to her, “Honey, I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll help you re-enact…whatever you want I’ll do it.” 
 
    She watched me, and I could tell she was scared. But…she also trusted me. 
 
    Now if I could only be deserving of this trust.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    I didn’t know what to think.  
 
    First, it was incredibly difficult to even talk about that night. 
 
    Second, it was ten times more difficult to talk about in front of Ethan. But I had. I made it. And, yes, I felt better after I had done it, but…how much better?  
 
    I felt relief, but was it relief that I was done telling about it? Or was I really experiencing relief, as from the effects of the night? 
 
    I didn’t know. 
 
    But now I was expected to go home and actually…do it? To relive that terrible time? 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    And it was made worse by the fact that Ethan was willing. He was willing to play the parts of those girls. And he said he would do exactly what I wanted, and never deviate from instructions. 
 
    Crap. I didn’t want to do this. 
 
    But, I had agreed, and I couldn’t back out. Or could I? 
 
    Yes, I could. But…but the doctor prescribed it. And Ethan seemed to think it was a good idea. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    So we went home, and we broke the rules and talked about it. 
 
    Well, we didn’t talk about me, but about the fact of doing the procedure at all. So I guess we didn’t really talk about what we weren’t supposed to talk about, and we were okay, but…damn. I was confused. 
 
    I made us dinner, I wanted to keep busy, and called Ethan when it was ready. We ate silently for a while, then he asked, “So, what props do we need?” 
 
    Oh, man. You need boobs, and beer, and to be a half a dozen giggling women. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I prevaricated. 
 
    “Well, what can we do to fix up our room so it looks like a dormitory?” 
 
    I thought about it. “A bed, frilly covers.” 
 
    “We’ve got the bed in the garage. Can you pick up some frilly covers?” 
 
    “At the Goodwill,” I answered. 
 
    “Good. Any other furniture?” 
 
    “The only other thing I noticed was a big lamp that was hung over the bed. They had it very dim, but…” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s check out the GW for lamps that will shed a little dull light on the subject.” 
 
    He was deliberately being droll, and I managed a chuckle. I was so scared. 
 
    “Okay, what about clothes?” 
 
    “I can find those. I might even have a couple of things that will work in my closet. Besides, I’ve got that big box my mother shipped me. I’ll bet she has my clothes, and might even have the ones I wore that night.” 
 
    “All right. What else.” 
 
    “Do we drink?” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, I don’t think drinking during therapy is normally prescribed, but we could probably have a sip or two of cheap beer, make our breath real stinky and get us in the sexy mood.” 
 
    Now I did laugh. Feeble, but honest. 
 
    “Or we could just bath in the stuff. That ought to work.” 
 
    I shook my head and pushed him. He laughed. 
 
    “Now, what about me? Is there anything I have to do?” 
 
    “Look like six girls?” 
 
    He grinned. “Uh oh.” 
 
    My turn to laugh. “I don’t think so. We’ll just play it by ear, and if we need something, we’ll figure it out.” 
 
    And so it was set. The night of my debauchment was on the calendar. We went out and bought what we needed, and I began setting the scene in the garage. I placed the bed in the center and Ethan hung a lamp above it. He got the dimmest bulb he could and it was downright gloomy. Fine, it would match my mood. 
 
    Then I found a cover that looked close enough to what had been on the bed that night so many years ago. 
 
    Ethan moved stuff around the garage, hung blankets to disguise things, uncovered an old dresser, and tried to move everything so it looked like a dorm room with a lot of shadows. 
 
    And, it was perfect. I knew, when I inspected the final product, that we had duplicated the original scene of the crime quite well. Now we just had to wait for the day we had designated as ‘The Day.’ 
 
    And, The Day arrived. 
 
    It was Saturday, and we were nervous and excited all day. We went out for a hamburger, talked about things, but continually found ourselves gazing into space and thinking about it. 
 
    Five o’clock, and we had a light dinner. Then we got ready. 
 
    I dressed in a skirt and blouse and wore flats. The other girls had worn heels, and were heavily made up and looking sexy. But I was just entering my freshman year and hadn’t worn heels much. So I had opted for a polite pair of Mary Janes. 
 
    At seven o’clock we couldn’t wait any longer. It was dark enough to be considered night, and Ethan and I entered the kitchen. He got out a couple of beers and we each sipped, and we chatted, and I told him what I could remember of the mixer. 
 
    “There was a professor there. Math, I think. She was quite dry, but very polite. You got the impression that she was there because she had to be, but enjoyed it anyway.” 
 
    Ethan took a pose, “The mass of the ass plus the heat of the meat plus the angle of the dangle equals the sum of the cum.” 
 
    “Oh,” I laughed and pushed his arm. 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “Well, there were girls everywhere, a couple of male profs, but they left early. I remember asking about classes, and talking to some of the other girls like me. But we were all pretty clueless.” 
 
    Ethan acted effected. “Well,” he waved a limp wrist in a terrible parody of a woman, or maybe a gay man, and said, “I’m just dying to take home economics.” 
 
    We giggle, finished our beers, and entered the garage. 
 
    “They stood there and there and…a couple over there…” 
 
    Ethan went to each spot and posed. 
 
    “That’s good,” I said, but there was something wrong. I didn’t know what it was. I kept remembering things. 
 
    “Then they moved me to the bed.” 
 
    He walked me over, holding my elbow gently. 
 
    “And they helped me onto it.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “I was drunk,” I said, “And the room was spinning?” 
 
    I moved my arm in a circle and pretended the room was moving around. 
 
    “All right. What next?” 
 
    “They started feeling my legs…” it’s wrong, it’s wrong…flashed through my mind, but I kept going. 
 
    Ethan rubbed my legs. 
 
    “Then they pulled my legs apart.” 
 
    He gently took hold of my legs and pulled them apart. The feeling of wrongness was near overwhelming. 
 
    They felt my breasts, opened my blouse, kissed my nipples. 
 
    It was like I was there, everything was perfect. Ethan undid my blouse. He reached under me and undid my bra. 
 
    I felt that sudden release of pressure when the bra let go of my boobs. 
 
    He moved his head down and kissed my nipples. 
 
    It was exciting, and exotic, and erotic, and…and everything was wrong. I tried to force the panic down. 
 
    “And they…they touched my vagina.” My voice was strangling, Ethan looked worried, but he followed my instructions. He slid his hand into my panties and touched me, and… 
 
    “No! No! Get out!” I screamed. Then I was sitting up and he was holding me.  
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay. I’ve got you.” 
 
    I sobbed until I shuddered, and, finally, I relaxed. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    He helped me off the bed and we went back into the house. 
 
    We didn’t talk much for the next few days, but we did talk when we next met with Theobald. 
 
      
 
    ETHAN 
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Theobald. 
 
    “Not well,” both Jill and I answered at the same time. We looked at each other, but we didn’t giggle. We were both subdued. 
 
    Jill said, “I was fine, everything was perfect, but when…when he put his hand down there…I had a feeling everything was wrong.” 
 
    “Was it wrong because it was bad? Or was it wrong because you needed to go through it?” 
 
    “It was bad,” I offered. 
 
    Theobald nodded, then: “Take me through it.” 
 
    We talked about our preparations, and Jill ascertained that we had done perfectly in recreating the scene. 
 
    I took over and explained about deciding to have a single beer, and how we had talked in the kitchen, recreating the mixer, and how we had gone into the garage. Theobald wanted Jill to explain the next part, so she took over. 
 
    “It was fine. But there was something wrong. I tried to go through it, but the further I went…the worse it got And when he finally touched me…I blew a fuse.” 
 
    “So when did you first feel that something was wrong?” 
 
    “When I first got on the bed. I laid back, I was there, and everything was fine, then…it wasn’t.” 
 
    “So what was different that it suddenly became ‘wasn’t.’” 
 
    “I don’t know. I…” Jill blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Jill looked at me, and there was a look of amazement on her face. “He wasn’t a girl.” 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    Theobald nodded and made a note in his little journal. 
 
    “You weren’t a…a woman. You were a man molesting me. Of course!” 
 
    I felt I had to speak then. “So what do we do? Do I dress up as a girl so we can get through this?” 
 
    Theobald commented, “I don’t know. Do we? Does Ethan dress up as a girl to complete the scene?” He directed the last of the comment towards Jill. 
 
    She was confused. “Well, I don’t see how he can. He’s a man. And…it doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Why not?” I blurted. 
 
    “Well, we can’t dress you up as a girl!” 
 
    “Why not?” And he looked at Theobald. “Is there any reason I can’t dress up like a girl for a night?” 
 
    Theobald tilted his head very slightly and asked, “I don’t know. Is there?” 
 
    So I turned to Jill. “Okay. It’s settled.” 
 
    But she wasn’t fine with it. 
 
    “You aren’t a woman! I can’t do this to you!” 
 
    “Then I’ll do it to myself. I’d like your help because I really don’t know what I’m doing when it comes to women’s clothes, but come this Saturday night I will be made up and pretty and ready to…you know.” 
 
    Jill still couldn’t have it. she shook her head and complained and carried on. 
 
    I turned to Theobald once again. “I’m willing. How do I convince Jill to give this a try?” 
 
    He nodded, then faced Jill. “Clothes have an interesting history. Men wore robes, men wore skirts, even today there are cultures where men wear dresses of a sort.” 
 
    “Yes, but—“ 
 
    He held up a hand, “In France men wore make up and perfume. In England the most distinguished men still wear wigs. Travel the world and you might well find men wearing all manner of clothes.” 
 
    “So you’re saying I should make him wear a dress so I can deal with a psychological problem?” 
 
    He gave a grunt, then said, “I’m saying you should support your husband in his endeavors. And if his endeavors happen to benefit you…” he shrugged. 
 
    And it was settled. 
 
      
 
    JILL 
 
    It was settled, and I don’t know how it came about, but Ethan was determined to wear women’s clothes. To dress himself up like the women who had assaulted me. 
 
    That made me feel really, really weird. 
 
    I had married a manly man, and now he was going to be a girly man. 
 
    Of course he did have this soft side to his personality, he would rather reason things out and avoid fights, but…he was a man! 
 
    But, man or not, he had me outnumbered, and, underneath the weirdness I have to admit something. The idea of him dressing as a woman…let me whisper this…it excited me! 
 
    Yep. Dirty, little secret. The idea of seeing Ethan in women’s clothes made my little heart go pit-a-pat. 
 
    So I spent some more time at the Goodwill and hunted for outfits that would fit him, and were similar to what the girls had worn that night. And I did it in detail, right down to the underwear. 
 
    By the time Saturday rolled around I was a blithering mess. 
 
    There was something so inherently wrong about dressing my hubby up as a woman…yet…it made my heart pound, my throat dry, and something else, something down there, wet. 
 
    Holy Heysoos on a hay ride with no hay! This was weird, and exciting, all at the same time. 
 
    Saturday morning, and we woke up and looked at each other. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” I asked. 
 
    “Ready as I’ll ever be,” he answered. 
 
    “I’m going to make you into a woman today. From follicles to femininity. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “Truth?” he asked. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “It’s sort of…exciting.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep, and the only thing…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I hope I don’t get used to this.” 
 
    We both laughed then, and we started on the procedure of making a man into a woman. 
 
    First, came the Nair. I gave him a choice, shave everything, or Nair it off, and he chose Nair. “It sounds easier,” he said. 
 
    So I handed him the bottle, told him to slather himself with the goop, wait fifteen minute, until he felt a slight burning sensation, then wash it off. 
 
    He did, and twenty minutes later he was standing in the middle of the bedroom, naked, even of hairs, and ready to go. 
 
    “Sit here,” I commanded.  
 
    He sat at my vanity table and I put long, red nails on him, I even painted his tootsies. He stared at his fingers, growing longer and more slender and sexy. He gulped. 
 
    And he had a monster boner. 
 
    “Whoa!” I blurted. “Is that you?” 
 
    “Yep,” he said proudly. Then: “You forget, I haven’t cum in a couple of weeks, and I was cruelly brought to the edge a couple of times then let down.” 
 
    “Well,” I answered. “I’m going to have to do that more often. Put these on.” I handed him an extremely tight tummy shaper. He didn’t have much of a tummy, but I knew it would hold his cock down. 
 
    He pulled that thing up, took a few breaths, grabbed the waist, and pulled. It went up, but it squeezed his waist like a python makes love to a meal. I mean, he went skinny! And it had the added benefit of flaring out his hips. 
 
    “You can unbutton the bottom flap if you need to pee. Here.” 
 
    He took the nylons and sat down, as well as he could now that he was a couple of waist sizes smaller, and unrolled the nylons up his legs. He was gasping for breath and I had to caution him. “Take small breaths. You don’t want to pass out.” 
 
    “Okay,” and he tried, and shortly he was more relaxed and breathing evenly, though not deeply. 
 
    I helped him into a bra, and he grunted, but relaxed when I adjusted the straps, and now the fun part. I pulled out a couple of breast forms. 
 
    “Whoa!” he gulped, eyeing the monster boobs. “Where on earth…” 
 
    “Believe it or not, I got them at a yard sale. I got them years ago, I think I intended to play a joke on you. Come out with double the boobs and see the look on your face.” 
 
    “You would have gotten a look all right.” 
 
    “But I just never got around to it, and…look, they fit you perfectly! 
 
    And they did. They were big enough for his chest, and they stuck right out like the real thing. 
 
    “Wow!” He looked in a mirror, turned this way and that, and was amazed. His body was perfectly feminine. From the neck down he was a woman. And a sexy one. 
 
    “You know, I have a dirty, little secret.” 
 
    “Oh?” He turned from the mirror and faced me, and looking at his body. 
 
    “Yeah, this…thing. This making you into a woman…it’s turning me on.” 
 
    He grinned. “Play your cards right, girlfriend, and who knows…you might get lucky. 
 
    I grinned back. “I’m looking forward to it, are you ready for the face?” 
 
    “I guess so, but let me ask you a question.” 
 
    “It’s still early in the morning. Why are you fixing me up so early?” 
 
    “Well, first, because I can. Second…like I said, you’re turning me on. I want to spend all day like this.” 
 
    He nodded. “I can handle that. But…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My pecker is aching and dripping.” 
 
    “If this re-enactment thing doesn’t work I’ll give you a hand job.” 
 
    “Okay,” and he nodded. Deal made. 
 
    Ethan’s face was wonderful for make up. 
 
    He had good skin and kept it clean, and I was putting on the primer before he knew it. We put on foundation, and I gave his face some color then began working on the eyes. 
 
    Eyes are fun. Some girls don’t like them, because you have to be delicate, but they are really the make or break point when it comes to make up. 
 
    I made his eyes into a light charcoal, then added a bit of light streak to give life. When I was done he was incredible. His sockets looked like mysterious caves, and from within the caves a lustful and excited animal looked out. 
 
    He checked himself out in the mirror, reached up to touch, and stopped. “Wow,” and it was obvious that I had taken his breath away. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Lipstick. But before we do that let’s put a wig on you.” 
 
    I had a couple of wigs, good quality, and he chose the brunette, which was smart. He was a natural brunette , so his skin color matched. 
 
    Then, the wig in place, I handed him the lipstick. “This is the launch, baby. This is like the champagne they break over the bow of a ship. I think you should do this yourself.” 
 
    He looked at me, looked at himself in the mirror, then nodded. 
 
    I watched as he rolled the color onto his lips, and my legs actually shook at the sight of him. And I was wet. God, was I wet. How wet? I was so wet ducks could have gone swimming underneath me. 
 
    Okay, that was a little over the top. But I was…excited, about as excited as I had ever been. 
 
    “Okay,” I moved in and handed him a blouse and skirt. “These are as close as I can get to what the head bitch wore.” 
 
    He put them on and presented himself to me. 
 
    Boy, was I reminded of that night, and suddenly I remembered. “Her name was Clair.” 
 
    “Clair,” Ethan repeated. He knew, automatically, what I was referring to. 
 
    But, the significant thing here, I was remembering something I had forgotten, something that had been obscured from my memory, and for years. I had remembered the name of my worst enemy. 
 
    Ethan was ready. He looked like a woman. And, specifically, he looked like Clair. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. Let’s go have lunch.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. Poor boy was afraid to leave the house. But I made him. I bullied him and cajoled him and threatened to withhold sex for the rest of his life, and he finally staggered out to the car. And I mean staggered. He was having a rough time walking in those high heels. But Clair had walked in high heels, and so would Ethan. 
 
    We didn’t do much. I took him to the Goodwill and we shopped a little. He stayed by my side, looked at the old dresses I held up, and held up to him, and tried not to turn red. 
 
    Ha! 
 
    His redness was actually showing through the make up. 
 
    But there weren’t many people there, so he survived. Then I got a wicked idea. 
 
    “Go to the bathroom.” 
 
    “What?” he whispered. “I’m not going…you mean to the…the girl’s room?” 
 
    “That’s exactly what I mean. Now get going.” 
 
    “I can’t!” He was panicked. “I’ll get arrested.” 
 
    “Do you think some woman is going to come in there and check inside your tummy shaper?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    I half pushed, half dragged, and then we stood outside for a minute, and then I checked the bathroom. “There’s nobody in there,” I said. I handed him a lipstick. “Now, go tinkle and freshen up.” 
 
    Oh, he didn’t want to, but, in his heart, he wanted to. Else I wouldn’t have been able to make him go. 
 
    He walked in, and the Gods be praised, a woman and her child came up within a minute and went in. 
 
    Oh, how I chortled. I could just see him, blundering, blushing, trying to figure a way out. 
 
    Two minutes later the woman walked out, and a minute later Ethan came out. 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He was embarrassed, but proud as a puppy. 
 
    “I did it! Did you see that woman and her little girl?” 
 
    “I did. Did you hide in the stall?” 
 
    I sure did. And I prayed. But…look at my lips!” 
 
    I did, and they were fresh painted. I grinned, linked arms with my boyfriend, and we left the Goodwill. 
 
    We drove around, and he thoroughly enjoyed being the passenger, letting the wind blow his hair back, though he did worry about the wig becoming unfastened. 
 
    Then we stopped for a milkshake, and he actually went into the bathroom by himself. Took me by surprise. And there were other women in there. He looked so happy when he came out. He was doing forbidden things and getting away with it. 
 
    Good boy. 
 
    And, the day passed, and we finally arrived at a light dinner, and then we had a drink. 
 
    A real drink. Because I remembered something else. The sorority sisters were spiking their beer with whiskey. Boilermakers, they called them. 
 
    Ethan asked if he could just have a Coke and good bourbon, and I agreed. Heck, that was a such a small thing, and he was acting so natural, just like a woman, why not? 
 
    Then, the agreed upon hour approaching, we chatted about that night. Again, I told him about teachers, profs, and students. I described the sorority house, and in much more detail. It was obvious that something was happening, that I was remembering more and more. 
 
    Finally, we walked out to the basement, and I took over. 
 
    “Walk me to the bed. Tell me I’ll have a good rest.” 
 
    Ethan did. Acting just like a girl, he helped me onto the bed. 
 
    “Now, the hands.” 
 
    He took his time, feeling my whole body, petting me, stroking my limbs and even brushing his hands over my chest. Soon I was breathing heavily, and I nodded. 
 
    “This is going to feel good,” Ethan said, speaking as I had coached him, and he pulled my. legs apart. 
 
    I didn’t resist. I went with it, and my mind started unlocking. 
 
    He stroked my legs, his red finger nails trailing along the flesh, waking my skin up, causing excitement to flutter through me. 
 
    “My breasts,” I whispered. 
 
    He unbuttoned me, giggling at how uncoordinated he was with long fingernails. Then he pressed my breasts, felt them, squeezed them, and sucked my nipples. 
 
    My nips were standing up. I could feel the blood in them. My breasts were hot and flushed. 
 
    His red mouth played with my nipple, and I stared down at my chest. I was fascinated by his red lips. I found myself arching my back. My pussy was throbbing. 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered. “Do it.” 
 
    He brought a hand to my vagina and began rubbing. I could feel his nails. I felt like my pussy was going to explode. 
 
    “Into me.” 
 
    He inserted a finger. Then, when I was gasping, he slid two fingers into me. I could feel them bending, hooking, pulling along the sides of my pussy. 
 
    “More,” I grunted. My hips rose up and he went to three fingers. For a long minute he slid them in and out, fucking me like his hand was a cock, and I was dizzy, the world was spinning, and there was fear somewhere, but…it wasn’t crashing in on me. I was watching for it now, I wouldn’t let it come for me. 
 
    “More!” 
 
    Ethan didn’t hesitate. He told me later his mind hesitated, but in the moment, he simply slipped four fingers into me. 
 
    “Do it! Do it hard!” 
 
    He rammed his hand back and forth, I could feel the knuckles bumping against the rim of my pussy. 
 
    I grabbed his wrist and helped him, and then…his hand slipped inside me. 
 
    We froze. He told me later that he was terrified. But I…I was exulted. I had done it! I had changed a terrible experience into a wonderful experience. 
 
    I raised my hips. Ethan moved his arm tentatively forward. I pulled, and felt his wrist sliding through my hole. His skin was of a different texture. I could feel individual hairs. 
 
    He began to fuck me, to punch my innards. And I helped him, I twisted my hips and took him in. 
 
    His free hand played with my tits, and his mouth sucked on one of my nipples. 
 
    For a long minute he did me, and I felt so free, so wonderful, and it was difficult to breath for the vast pleasure washing over me. 
 
    I felt it coming then. I felt a warm ocean lapping at the corner of my soul, and it slowly grew larger, larger, until it was like a hurricane, and I felt into the center of it. I made a grunting sound so loud it sounded like a shout, and I came. My body was like it was having an epileptic fit. I held firm, my hips raised off the bed, my thighs spasming, and I felt like my mind was just swallowed up by a buttery kind of lightening. 
 
    Then it was done. I was done. I lay there, and became aware that my husband was standing there, his arm stuck in my pussy and not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Honey,” I said. “Take your arm out of my pussy.” 
 
    “Gently, a little relieved, he slowly pulled it out. He opened his fist at the end, tried to make his hand smaller, and it suddenly slooped out. 
 
    I gave a sigh.  
 
    “Are you all right?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” then I looked up at him. He was a female, red lips, eye shadow, a gentle soul in a gentle body, and I asked, “Would you like to fuck me?” 
 
    Oh, he wanted to, but he was afraid to ask. 
 
    “Come on, honey, lift up your dress and pull down your panties and show me how a woman makes love.” 
 
    He climbed up, was scared, afraid after what he had done to me, but I coaxed him and he knelt over me and put his cock to the lips of my pussy. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “What? You think you’re going to hurt me after fisting me?” 
 
    He laughed, but was still worried. 
 
    I reached down and helped him into me, then I pulled on his buttocks. He slid in, and we were joined. 
 
    We rocked and we rolled. We humped and we pumped. He went in and out, and at one point I asked, “Am I loose? Too big?” 
 
    “Oh, no.You’re moist, and…it feels so good!” 
 
    He fucked me, and I loved it. And I fucked back. And, finally, he squirted. He bucked and I held him and his penis erupted deep within my hole. 
 
    He grunted and grunted, and I could feel squirts splashing within. then he was done, and he relaxed. 
 
    And I was done, and I felt like I had been cleansed, and I knew I wouldn’t have any more trouble with sex. 
 
    And the last thing he said, he mumbled to me, “God, that was hot. You took my whole fist.” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. “It was.” 
 
    Then he said: “I wish I could do that.” 
 
    I looked at him, kissed him, and whispered. “You can, but you’re going to have to dress up like a girl.” 
 
    He grinned, “I can do that.” 
 
    And he could. 
 
    But that’s a story for another time. 
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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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Man Becomes a Woman… 
 
    and a woman becomes a man! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey, look at all this good stuff!” 
 
    My gorgeous wife, Janey, looked up from the box she was digging through. “This is amazing!” 
 
    “And you never really met her?” 
 
    “Mom used to say she doted on me, but I was too young to remember that. Then we moved away. But she always sent me letters and things. I’d answer her when I got older, but…I don’t remember her that well.” 
 
    “Well, she sure remembered you.” 
 
    “Funny. You wouldn’t think a woman so brainy would be all emotional over a baby,” she shrugged. 
 
    The attic was jammed and crammed with boxes and furniture and old clothes. It was all old stuff, too. Her grandmother, ‘Grandma Nancy,’ apparently never threw anything away. 
 
    A brainiac, in charge of the research and development department of the US Army, she was also a hoarder. 
 
    I picked up a photo album and started leafing through it. 
 
    “Hey, look at this!” 
 
    Janey put down a vinyl recording of Caruso, scratchless and probably worth a mint, and sauntered over to me. 
 
    The attic was tall, and it had thick plywood over the floor. It could have been used as a regular room, if we wanted. 
 
    “What you got?” 
 
    “Your granny’s history.” 
 
    There was a big couch at the far wall, right under one of the dozen lightbulbs that lit up the big space. We sat on it, and laughed when dust engulfed us, and I opened the book. 
 
    Man, people’s lives are interesting. The very first page showed a little girl in a a shift standing on the prairie. She was sucking her thumb and holding a rag doll. Her eyes were very knowing. 
 
    “That’s Gram. She grew up in Nebraska. Said she left it as soon as she could drive. And I think she lied about her age so she could drive early. 
 
    “Wow. There’s nothing there but…waving wheat.” 
 
    “Mom said she hated the wind. Growing up with those big winds sweeping across the plains, she would walk into a building if it started to blow.” 
 
    I flipped the pages, saw her sitting on a branch on the only tree on a vast plain. We chuckled. She looked proud to be up on that limb. 
 
    More pages. Sitting at a table, studying a book. She looked very intense. 
 
    “Homeschooled.” 
 
    “Homeschooled, and she ends up the biggest brain in the world.” 
 
    Janey grinned. “Maybe not the whole world.” 
 
    “Ah, the whole world,” and we laughed. 
 
    More pages in the album. Her a teenager, that same intense look in her eyes. Books under her arms. 
 
    “She didn’t go to an official school until she was 20, then she got her doctorate in two years.” 
 
    “Two years? That’s impossible!” 
 
    Janey shrugged. “Times were different back then. You were measured by your accomplishments. She wrote a thesis that apparently changed a lot of people’s minds. Something to do with spacial relationships in a vacuum versus electromagnetic anomalies in the human brain.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know. That’s a mouthful.”  
 
    We flipped more pages, and there was her granny, cap and gown, same piercing looked. More pages, and we started seeing a fellow. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Beats me. Some classmate?” 
 
    “Could be a boyfriend.” 
 
    “Grandma never married. Never spoke of a boyfriend.” 
 
    “Hunh.” Janey flipped some some more pages, and I noticed she had placed a hand on my thigh. I smiled inside. 
 
    Pictures of her at various institutes. NASA, of course, an Oceanography school. There was even a picture of her next to Brainiac. A braniac standing next to brainiac, the world’s first super computer. How appropriate. 
 
    And there were programs. Usually lectures on science concepts or programs. Lot of those. 
 
    And that guy showed up a lot, too. 
 
    One picture, at the Smithsonian, she had somebody take a picture of her standing under the skeleton of a dinosaur, holding her hands up as if scared the dino would eat her. On the very next page was that guy, same pose. 
 
    I flipped back and forth between the two photos. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Same pose, exactly alike. And, look, it’s almost like they had the same clothes on. 
 
    “The same…you’re right!” 
 
    Grandma wore slacks and a jacket, very professional, though a little unorthodox for the day. On the next picture it looked the guy had the same slacks and jacket. 
 
    “They’re about the same height. I wonder who he was?” 
 
    “The mystery boyfriend.” 
 
    They probably went home and changed clothes for sex. Granny was a crossdresser.” 
 
    Janey pushed me with one arm. Then placed her hand back on my leg. A little higher. 
 
    Shortly we were done with the book. She had other books, but this seemed to be the main one, and I put it aside and thought about it. “What a life.” 
 
    “Yes,” and Janey launched herself at me. 
 
    “Argh!” I yelped as she sat on me. Then we both started coughing for the dust, and then laughing. 
 
    “Let’s go downstairs,” she said. 
 
    I grabbed her hand and led her to a corner of the attic. There was a folding bed there. 
 
    “Not going to be much dust here,” I said, and I unfolded the thing. 
 
    It was narrow, but that was okay. I wiggled out of my clothes, and she stripped hers off, and she pushed me back on the bed. 
 
    “Hey! No shoving! Ya big bully!” 
 
    “I like to shove!” She growled playfully. 
 
    “You should have been born the boy.” 
 
    “And you the girl? I can really see that.” 
 
    I laughed. She was sitting on me again, her hands holding my arms down. Her breasts hanging down and brushing my chest. 
 
    “If I had a big pair of boobs like you it probably wouldn’t be too bad.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! His true colors come out!” 
 
    “Here’s my true colors,” I said, and I tried to rise up, to get my dick into here. 
 
    “What, no foreplay?” 
 
    “Just looking at you is foreplay enough for me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you get to look at something beautiful. What am I looking at?” She was holding herself over me, brushing the head of my cock with her pussy. 
 
    “You get a stud.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Fuckin’ yes!” 
 
    She sank down on me. It was a quick motion and thank God she didn’t miss. Would have bent my dick in half. As it was I plunged into her and gasped. 
 
    We froze, she held my wrists tight and she said, “A motionless fuck.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. Or I’ll get up and leave you high and dry.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t.” 
 
    “You know I would.” 
 
    And I did know. Janey was not only gorgeous, she was mischievous. It wouldn’t be the first time she left off in the middle of a fuck just to laugh at me all night long. 
 
    “Okay,” I gave in. 
 
    “Until I say.” 
 
    We lay there, her in the superior position, and the minutes passed. We kept strict eye contact, the first one to look away lost in these nefarious games of hers. 
 
    “Your cock feels pretty good,” she whispered. 
 
    “You talked!” 
 
    “I can, you can’t. I feel your penis, it feels like it’s poking my insides. It’s making my hole hot. Can you feel my juices?” 
 
    “All I feel is your warmth. Let me move.” 
 
    “Nah. If you move you might cum, and I want this to last.” 
 
    I gulped. This was such sweet torture. 
 
    She leaned down slowly, “Don’t move,” and she kissed me. 
 
    I have never wanted to move so much in my life. The soft press of her lips on mine, her warm breath entering me. Connected by sex organ. 
 
    “Don’t cum,” she warned. 
 
    “Then fuck me.” 
 
    She got a truly evil look on her face. 
 
    “Only I can move, and you’d better not cum.” 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    She giggled, and rolled her hips in a circle, once. 
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t cum!” 
 
    She went up and down. Once. 
 
    “Please!” I begged. 
 
    Then, her eyeballs rolled and she pushed off me and put her hands to her pussy. She brought her knees up and her thighs were quivering. “Oh…god! Yes! 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. “You came without me!” 
 
    She lay next to me, a big shit eating grin on her face. “I did, didn’t I.” 
 
    “Let me in! I need to get off!” 
 
    “Nah. I like you like this.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She rolled off the bed and stood up. Her form was statuesque. Big boobs, round hips, thin waist. She had shades of the same piercing look that her grandmother had. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” 
 
    “I is, ain’t I?” 
 
    I sat up, my cock quivering. I grabbed it and started stroking. 
 
    She leaned down real quick and grabbed my wrist. “No, no.” Those beautiful, blue eyes driving into me like spears. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “I want you horny for a while.” 
 
    “Well…when?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” 
 
    “I can’t last that long!” 
 
    “I know,” and she giggled. “Now go fix me dinner. You’re the bitch in this relationship, and now I’m the man!” 
 
    “You wouldn’t be saying that if I had the pussy and you were cock hungry!” 
 
    “Shut up, bitch!” She grabbed my cheek with one hand and brought my lips to hers. She devoured me for a while, then backed away and laughed. “Besides, you know you enjoy being horny.” 
 
    “Not that much!” 
 
    “Yeah. That much.” 
 
     
 
    We had dinner on the porch. The house was big, two story turn of the last century, and it had one of those wonderful porches that wrapped around the whole front of the house. And, it was screened. No bugs to bug us.  
 
    “I can’t believe you fixed us TV dinners,” groused Janey. 
 
    “I was too horny to figure anything else out.” 
 
    She laughed. “If you’re going to play that game I will play too. this time next week you’ll be a blithering idiot.” 
 
    “Aw, honey. One look at you and I’m already a blithering idiot.” 
 
    We ate our dinners and watched the sunset. It was a glorious red with sheens of purple lacing through it.  
 
    “Gonna be a moon tonight,” I observed. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    I looked at her. She was suddenly serious.  
 
    “Who do you think that man was? The one in her clothes?” 
 
    “Some crossdresser.”  
 
    “I wish we had a better picture. I’d like to see how deep the similarities went.” 
 
    “Visitor,” I said. 
 
    At the far end of the long drive a car had just come into view. It barreled down the road raising a rooster tail of dust. 
 
    “Seems to be in a hurry,” she observed. 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. 
 
    We were done with our dinners, so I took them into the kitchen and popped them into the garbage. I was washing our silverware when I heard the clomp of feet on the porch. The window was open so I listened to a faceless man. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi, you are?” 
 
    “Morgan Slye. And you must be Jane Haswell.” 
 
    “I must be.” 
 
    I could feel a distinct coldness in Jane’s voice. She was the kind of girl who liked everybody, but if she didn’t she made up her mind pretty fast. She didn’t like this guy. 
 
    “I’m sorry about your grandmother’s passing.” 
 
    “Noted.” 
 
    Holy fuck, her voice was a hundred degrees below freezing. 
 
    “Here’s my card, I specialize in estates. I’d like to make you an offer for this house, everything in it.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Nothing. I could almost feel Janey’s eyes piercing into this guy’s.” I turned off the water and moved closer to the window. 
 
    “Have I done something to offend you?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Would you consider my offer?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Would you tell me why?” 
 
    “It’s mine.” 
 
    “Well, could you at least let me inspect some items? I’m pretty particular, I’ve got an idea of what I want.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    The fellow was getting pretty antsy. 
 
    “Could you put your dog back in your car?” 
 
    “Butch here?” A pause. “I think you’d better consider my offer. Right, Butch?” 
 
    I heard a growl. It was deep and throaty and threatening. 
 
    I picked up a big carving knife and headed for the door. 
 
    “Mister. You get that dog off this porch right now. You get in your car and you stay gone.” 
 
    “Butch.” 
 
    Butch growled louder. 
 
    I opened the front door and stepped out. “Hey, Janey.” 
 
    The man spun about and stared at me. The dog at his feet spun, too, and he growled. 
 
    The man was taller than me, and he had muscles. I didn’t know why he felt he needed a dog. His face was rugged looking, but he seemed…slick. that’s the only word for it. Dark hair greased back, dark eyes that looked a little mean. 
 
    The dog was a pit bull. It had a big scar on its face and it was definitely unfriendly. It growled at me. 
 
    Janey: “This is Mr. Slye. He was just leaving. 
 
    Slye was caught, but he still had the dog. His lip curled back. 
 
    I stepped all the way out and he could see the big knife in my hand. 
 
    “Mister,” I said. “I love dogs, but I’m not scared of them.” 
 
    Slye’s lip slowly uncurled. He was one of these cowardly bullies. As long as he had the upper hand he let you know it. But if you looked willing to fight back he’d back off. 
 
    He turned back to Janey. “You should consider my offer. I don’t think I want things to get unpleasant.” 
 
    “You’re already unpleasant.”  She picked her cell phone. “Do you know the number for 911?” 
 
    Slue glanced back at me, at Janey, with her finger hovering over the face of the phone, at me. 
 
    Butch growled, and I tightened my grip on the knife. 
 
    Slye gave up. “I warned you,” he blurted, then he was out the screen door, down the steps, his pit bull waddling beside him. 
 
    We watched Morgan Slye get into his rented car, glare at us, and drive away. 
 
    For a second neither of us said anything. Then: “Who the fuck was that?” 
 
    “That was my friend, Morgan,” Janey spoke wryly, and I chuckled. 
 
    “Weird friends.” 
 
    “He sure wanted something.” 
 
    “He said he was particular, knew what he wanted.” 
 
    “Well, are you ready to pull an all nighter?” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Whatever that asshole wanted I want first.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded. Mr. Morgan Slye had made me curious, too. 
 
    “First, however, let’s go to bed.” 
 
    I grinned. “Bed?” 
 
    “You know how fierce you looked standing up to that man and that dog with just a knife in your hand?” 
 
    “I didn’t feel fierce.” 
 
    “Well, you were. So you earned your reward.” 
 
    “You mean I’m not going to have to wait a month?” 
 
    “Not unless you want to.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Come on, then.” She stood up and walked past me, tugged my hand, and I followed her to paradise. 
 
      
 
    We started at about eight in the evening. There was plenty of room in the attic and we simply pushed everything over to one side, then started pushing things back, one at a time, and making a big list, complete with descriptions, of everything in the attic. 
 
    “Couch. Green, three cushion. Claw feet. Stain on the left arm.” 
 
    “Got it.” I scribbled her description down on a clipboard. 
 
    “Box of clothes. Let’s see, four dresses. Old. Looks hand sewn. One is faded pink with pattern of tiny, white fleur de lis’s.” 
 
    “How do you spell Fleur?” 
 
    She told me and I finished scribbling. 
 
    “The next dress is…” 
 
    I scribbled through the dresses. 
 
    “Phonograph. Got a horn on top. Wood is scratched. Wind up.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    “Bookshelf. You ready for the titles?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She described each title and the physical book itself. 
 
    We worked for hours, and took a break every once in a while. At midnight we scored a bourbon and Coke each, reward for our dusty endeavors. Then we kept working. 
 
    Finally, we were down to the last wall of items. Lots of boxes, a writing desk, a few odds and ends, including a wooden leg, and…that was it. 
 
    We took another break, sitting in matching rocking chairs, and I said, “Who walked off without their wooden leg?” 
 
    “Hah,” Janey grunted. We were tired. 
 
    “Well, you ready for the grand finale.” 
 
    She turned to me. “You realize we have to do the rest of the house?This was just the start.” 
 
    “I was hoping we could take a break. Maybe head for town. Have breakfast.” 
 
    She looked out the window. She smiled at the pitch dark. She turned back to me. “But it’s sort of fun, in a way.” 
 
    “In a way,” I agreed. “But we haven’t found anything this Morgan jerk might want.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” mused Janey. “He shows up out of the blue, says he wants something specific, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    We began working on the last bit of junk—I was tired and thinking junk, not antiques, by now—and when I pulled a rack of clothes away from a wall we both stopped. 
 
    And stared. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Janey whispered. 
 
    The wall was not a wall. It was ajar. If it hadn’t been ajar we never would have seen it. It was crafted to look like a wall. 
 
    “You never saw that before?” 
 
    “I’ve never been here past when I was two years old.” 
 
    “It’s hidden.” 
 
    “It must be important.” 
 
    I stepped to the wall and pushed gently. The wall moved back. It didn’t make a sound, which indicated that it was kept greased. And we stepped into a whole, new world. 
 
    Whereas the attic was rough, plain, unfinished plywood floors, two by fours with no paneling or anything, this room was finished. 
 
    It had a hardwood floor. The walls were covered with some kind of exotic wood. There was a little space heater and a writing desk. The space heater looked efficient, and the writing desk looked used. 
 
    There was a big bookshelf against one wall, and a machine against the other. 
 
    “Whoa,” I muttered. 
 
    “Looks like we found her workspace,” Janey said. In one corner was a box full of tools. Soldering iron, wrench, pliers, power drill, etc. 
 
    “I think we found out what Mr. Slye wanted.” 
 
    “I think you’re right.” 
 
    For a long second we just stood there, gazing at the workshop. 
 
    The books on the shelves had to do with everything from molecular transfer to nuclear fission. Big, thick, weighty tomes with big, thick, weighty names. 
 
    I inspected them, and had no idea what “Interstitial Transfer of Micro-Energy on the Cellular Level’ meant. That one was written by her grandmother. 
 
    Janey walked over to the machine. It actually looked like a couple of machines hooked together. There were bars and struts, coils and motherboards. There was a seat in each machine, and the seats faced each other. 
 
    I was at the desk now, and there was a small box, about the size of one of those old satellite phones. It had a large, raised, red button on it. 
 
    “What does this do?” I pressed the button. 
 
    I felt the shock start in my finger and shimmy upwards. It felt like somebody was shaking my finger, knuckle by knuckle into my hands. 
 
    “Tom!” yelled Janey. 
 
    The shaking went up into my wrist, it felt like my bones were literally being shaken apart, but, the odd thing, it felt good. I didn’t feel pain. 
 
    The shaking was going up my arms now, and thought it was suddenly hard to concentrate, it felt like my brain was being shaken, I could tell that my arm was becoming…different. It felt smaller under my shirt. It felt…delicate. 
 
    The weird, shivering sensation went into one shoulder. It began traveling across my shoulder and down my back simultaneously. 
 
    I knew my mouth was open, it felt like my teeth were being shaken. The sensation went down my other arm. 
 
    On my body it felt like my spine was being vibrated, then the vibrations split in two and continued down my legs. I was trying to breath, my eyeballs felt like they were juddering int the sockets, and I sat down. 
 
    Technically, I collapsed, but I had just enough control over my body to collapse in a sitting position. I sat there and shivered, and was aware that Janey was brushing my hair out of my eyes. 
 
    My hair out of my eyes? But I had a short hair cut! 
 
    “Tom…Tom…are you…where’s Tom?” 
 
    Panic was in her voice. She was touching me, but it was like she was afraid of me. 
 
    “Janey?” I blinked. My voice sounded high pitched, girly. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    “Janey?” I looked at my hands. They were now slender, and my arms were thinner. More…more girl like. 
 
    “Tom? Are you Tom?” 
 
    I looked at her and the world was different. I saw colors brighter, and I could detect all sorts of shades that I had never seen before. And I could smell things. I could smell odors that were part of the attic, a hundred years of odors. 
 
    “Are you Tom?” 
 
    I looked at Janey. “Of course.” but my voice was so…different. “What happened.” 
 
    She was shaking, afraid, but she managed to blurt, “You…changed into…a girl!” 
 
    Her words made no sense, and it wasn’t that I didn’t understand them. It was that what she said was so…crazy! 
 
    “But…but…I’m…” 
 
    “Can you stand up?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    I stood, but it was weird. I weaker, but it wasn’t that, it was that I was out of balance. It was like all my muscles were…changed. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” I kept looking at my new, slender arms, my long fingers. 
 
    “You’re a girl!” 
 
    “I’m…not. No.” 
 
    It felt like some part of my mind was breaking down. 
 
    “Look!” She tugged  on my hand and led me out to the big room of the attic. Against one wall was a large mirror. It leaned slightly, but I could see myself perfectly. 
 
    I was the same height, maybe an inch taller than Janey. My hair was in disarray, but it was long. And my face was rounder, had more fat on it. My lips were full and plump. 
 
    “Oh,” one word, a guttural utterance. I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. 
 
    Slowly, watching myself in the mirror as if me in the mirror were the real one, and I was the fake one, I lifted my hands to my chest. 
 
    I was wearing my male clothes, but I could see that I had large breasts. I touched them, felt them, lifted them. 
 
    Meanwhile, Janey was walking around me. She touched my skin, she touched my hair, my face. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I looked at her. “What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I heard a clunk and turned around. You had apparently been holding a little box thing with a red button on it. Your hand started…vibrating, I guess you’d say. The vibration made it seem like you were out of focus, and the…the ‘out of focusedness’ went up your arm and through your body. When you became…not a blur…you were female.” 
 
    “I’m a girl? A…a woman?” 
 
    “Yes. Do you have a cock?” 
 
    I felt faint as I reached into my pants. My pants were a little looser and I felt my groin. My package was gone. I felt faint and I said, “I have a…a pussy!” 
 
    We were in shock for a while, and we just kept feeling my body. Everything worked. Worked better, actually, I seemed to have more acute senses. I did have less muscle, however. 
 
    “I’m the same height, I think.” 
 
    “Looks like. But you’ve lost weight.” 
 
    “What am I going to do?”  
 
    My eyes must have revealed how shaken I was. Janey hugged me then. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    I felt tears in my eyes, and I tried to blink them away. 
 
    “But what happened?” 
 
    “We’ll find out.” 
 
    “Should I touch that thing again?” 
 
    “Not yet. We don’t know what it’s doing. Better not.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Tom. I need you to relax. I know it’s a shock, but you just have to breath and take it easy. We’ll figure it all out. Now, come on. Let’s go downstairs.” 
 
    I stood there and Janey closed the door and pushed the rack back in front of it, then she took me downstairs. 
 
    We went into the kitchen and she fixed me a drink. A big one. I needed a big one. 
 
    We sat at the table and stared at each other. 
 
    “You’re actually pretty good looking.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I’m a girl!” 
 
    Janey grinned. She was pretty complacent about everything. But then she hadn’t had her sex changed. 
 
    “Is being a girl bad? I haven’t found it to be a terrible experience.” 
 
    “That’s because you’ve always been one.” 
 
    “And now you’re one. How does it feel?” 
 
    “Weird.” I took a big glug of my drink.” 
 
    “Wait right here.” 
 
    I waited, sucking my booze, and she ran out of the room. A minute later she was back with her purse. she opened her purse and took out a hair brush. She moved behind me and began stroking my hair. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Sometimes just relaxing and looking after yourself is very calming.” 
 
    I started to say something, but didn’t. She was right. It did feel good. And the longer she brushed my hair the better it felt. 
 
    Long strokes, wiggling through the tangles and straightening them out. Little twists of the brush to give a wave here, a shape there. I began to breath easier. 
 
    “How are you doing?” she finally asked. She stepped back and picked a few strands out of her brush. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I admitted. 
 
    She sat down in front of me and reached into her purse again. She took out a golden tube and grabbed my cheeks, made me pucker. 
 
    “Wait…what?” 
 
    “I just want to see what you look like.” 
 
    “Aren’t we su—“ 
 
    “Hold still now.” 
 
    She rolled the paint onto my lips. 
 
    In my mind I was still a male, and I resisted, I was…afraid. 
 
    “There.” She turned the base of the tube and the pillar of red sunk back into the tube. She smiled. “You really are quite striking.” 
 
    I felt so weird, the taste of lipstick, the waxy feel on my lips. 
 
    “Of course we really to do a thorough job. Give you a make over.” 
 
    “Aren’t we supposed to be figuring out what happened? Why I changed into…into…” 
 
    “A girl. You changed a girl. A very pretty one. Stop being so scared.” 
 
    “You change into a man and see how you feel!” 
 
    She just smiled and put the tube back into her purse. She sat back and she said, “I know who the man in my grandmother’s photographs was.” 
 
    Bing. It hit me. “It was her!” 
 
    “Yes. She changed into a male version of herself.” 
 
    “That explains that one set of photos at the Smithsonian. She had somebody take a picture of her as a woman, then she probably went into a bathroom, changed, and had somebody take a picture of her as a man.” 
 
    Janey nodded, then got up and made a coupe of drinks. 
 
    “I don’t want to get drunk,” I stated. 
 
    “You’re still freaked out. Just this one, then we’ll head back upstairs and see what we can see.” 
 
    So I drank a second bourbon and Coke, and she drank her first, and we discussed the change. 
 
    “This might explain why Grandmother never got married.” 
 
    “How could she share this secret? Do you think it’s all connected with that machine upstairs?” 
 
    “Maybe. But the main gimmick is that box with the red button that you dropped.” 
 
    Hmm. I dropped it. Not good. I hoped it still worked. I wanted to change back…but here was the weird thing. I was starting to enjoy my new way of looking at the world. 
 
    But…I wanted to change back. 
 
    “Are you ready to head back upstairs?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    So we headed up the stairs. 
 
    Everything was as we left it. The bookshelves laden with high tech books, the mysterious machine, the desk, and the black box with the red button. 
 
    I picked up the box and looked at it. I was very careful not to touch the red button. 
 
    Janey stood next to me as I turned it over and looked at it. 
 
    “I wonder if it has batteries.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to open it.” 
 
    She nodded. “Let me see it.” 
 
    I handed it to her, and she turned it over and over, examined all six sides, peered at the button. 
 
    “I should probably see if I can change back,” I said. 
 
    “You know, there’s one thing I want to check before you do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She smiled, and pressed the red button. 
 
    “Janey!” 
 
    Her hand vibrated so fast it became a shimmy, a blur, and the blur moved up her arm. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I grabbed the box from her. 
 
    The shimmy went across her shoulders, down the other arm, up into her head and her eyeballs began to shiver. Her spine began to shake and her whole body momentarily blurred, then her legs, and…she changed. 
 
    Where she blurred she became thicker, stronger, more masculine. The blur left her arms and she had big, weight lifting biceps. Her little waist thickened out. Her boobs vanished and her hips became straight. 
 
    “Janey!” I cried. Her head stopped shaking and her long, beautiful hair was gone. What was left was a short mop of hair. 
 
    She still had a bit of make up on her eyes, but it had mostly been shaken off. the same was true for her lips. 
 
    At this point I was holding her up with one hand, and holding the box with the other. 
 
    She looked up at me, and a wan smile crept out of her. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she said. “This is…this is…cool!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I stared at Janey. She was always pretty impulsive, downright adventurous, but…but this changing sex thing was a big step. 
 
    “How do we know we can change back?” 
 
    “We don’t. That’s the fun of it.” 
 
    “But your grandmother could.” 
 
    “So let’s cross our fingers.” 
 
    “I think I’ll try to change back.” I reached for the box, but she pulled it away. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “But I want to…” I tried to reach over her arms, but I received an unpleasant surprise. She was stronger than me, and she pushed me away easily. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I said not yet. I want to play with this for awhile.” 
 
    “But I want to change back!” 
 
    “I said no.” 
 
    I stared at her. “That’s not fair.” 
 
    She just grinned. “Come and take it, if you can.” 
 
    Her body had much more muscle than mine had, even as a man. There was no way I could overcome her. 
 
    “This…you’re being a bully.” 
 
    She went to a shelf and put it up. She came back to me and took my hands in hers. 
 
    “I’ve always had a hankering to see what it’s like being a man.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be a bully.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. If you really want to change back, I’ll give you the box. But give me just a minute to make my case.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Haven’t you ever wondered what an orgasm is like for the opposite sex?” 
 
    “No,” I lied. 
 
    “And what about a dress? High heels? You seemed to like that lipstick you’re wearing.” 
 
    Truth was, I did. It was bizarre, but I did. 
 
    “Of course it might take some mental strength to adjust to all the new experiences,  and if you can’t cope I understand.” 
 
    Oh, man. That was hitting below the belt. 
 
    “I can cope. I just don’t want to right now.” 
 
    “So when? You’ll feel like putting on girl clothes when you’re back to being a man? When they’ll no longer fit your body?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “No. It’s right now, while everything is happening, before you get a chance to back out.” 
 
    “This is not right!” 
 
    “Honey, I’m going to do something I’ve been dying to do.” 
 
    I turned my face slightly and my eyes shut a little bit. 
 
    “I’m going to take out my prick and play with it.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, but what could I say? I mean, it was her body, right? 
 
    She was wearing jeans and a plaid shirt, good for grubbing in attic. She undid the buttons to her shirt, and I realized how tight the shirt was on her. She had lots of muscles. 
 
    Then she unzipped her pants. She grinned. She began hauling out one of the biggest hogs I had ever seen. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, unable to do anything but stare at it. It was as thick as my wrist, my girl wrist, and it looked to be about eight inches. 
 
    “Damn!” She whispered. “Is this bigger than yours?” 
 
    “I think it is.” 
 
    She looked up at me, a very evil look in her eyes. “Baby, be afraid. Be very, very afraid.” 
 
    “You’re not putting that thing into me!” 
 
    I backed away. She jumped forward and grabbed my arms. “You’re not getting away from me!” I could feel her bare cock touching my front. 
 
    “Janey, you’re not going to do this.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I will. I am.” 
 
    “What about ‘no means no?’ What about the fact that that would be rape?” 
 
    “Oh, that would be true, if you didn’t want it, too.” 
 
    “But I don’t want it.” 
 
    “You just don’t know that you want it.”  
 
    “Janey, let me go!” 
 
    She didn’t. She moved closer to me, pulled me closer with her stronger male arms. Our faces were inches apart. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” she asked softly. 
 
    “You’re…you’re a man.” 
 
    “So? You’re a woman.” 
 
    “No…I mean, yes…but I have a male mind behind the hair and the lips.” 
 
    “And the boobs,” she added. 
 
    “You said you’d let me change back. I want to change back.” 
 
    “Honey, I will. And, let’s face it, your points are well made. I’m not going to rape you, or force you to do something against your will.” 
 
    She was still right in front of me, her lips two inches from mine. 
 
    “But I’m going to have to insist that we go downstairs and have a drink.” 
 
    “It’s been a long night, and I’m tired.” 
 
    “That’s okay. We can talk, just talk.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “And I want to.” 
 
    “You can’t make me do something against my will!” 
 
    “I could, but I’m not going to. Now, come on. I’ll even fix you breakfast. Haven’t you ever wondered what bacon tastes like to a woman?” 
 
    “That’s sexual!” I accused. 
 
    She blinked, then grinned. “I guess it is. Come on.” 
 
    I blithered and blathered, but she had a firm grip on me. She turned me and walked me out of the room. When we were out she closed the door and did something. I couldn’t see what. 
 
    She walked me down the stairs, and I felt so odd. I was moving around as a woman, and it took totally different balance. First, of course, were the big boobs on my chest. 
 
    Second, all my muscles were changed. Third, and this was something that stunned me, I didn’t have anything dangling between my legs. I always had something dangling. And sometimes that something got hard. But now…there was nothing there. 
 
    I could cross my legs without crushing my balls. 
 
    Next to me, helping me down the stairs, Janey said, “Wow! How do you walk with this big thing between your legs?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was having trouble with the stairs. As a man I had no trouble with the seven inch up eleven inch deep stairs. As a woman I was struggling. 
 
    Still, we made it to the bottom of the stairs, then down the next flight, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Janey put me at the table and mixed a drink. She placed it in front of me and watched me. 
 
    I took a sip, and…GAH! 
 
    “That’s how bourbon tastes. But after a few sips it’s good.” 
 
    Well, I sort of knew that. I took a quick second sip and tried to relax. The bourbon was already working down my gullet. I felt it poof up in a wet heat. Man, that was different. I mean, it was the same, but it was different, too. 
 
    Janey moved around the kitchen, she cracked eggs and muttered. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not used to such big fingers!” 
 
    “Why don’t you put your cock away?” 
 
    She turned and wiggled her hips and waggled her cock at me. “Are you kidding? If I had known it felt like this I would have made you go naked all the time.” 
 
    Well, she was right about that. It did feel good. 
 
    She put strips of bacon in a skillet, and shortly the sweet smell of breakfast was wafting through the room.” 
 
    She sat down across from me. “God. You are beautiful. Do you know what I’ve got?” 
 
    Of course I knew. “A boner.” 
 
    “Yep. Do you know how cool this feels?” 
 
    “I’d like to feel it again.”  
 
    She grinned, “Honey, don’t you feel in the slightest horny?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I want to kiss you.” 
 
    “I don’t want a man to kiss me.” 
 
    “But you want to kiss a woman.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Honey, before the day is out I’m gonna kiss you, and having been a woman I know about women, so you are going to get turned on, and you are going to find it better, and worse, all at the same time.” 
 
    “That’s a weird thing to say.” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    “You’ve still got traces of make up on.” 
 
    She nodded. She got up and found a wet rag and wiped her face clean. “Thanks.” 
 
    She served us breakfast, and another drink. Breakfast woke me up, and now the drink didn’t make me tired. It made me feel funny. Down there. 
 
    Janey grinned at me. “I recognize that look. It’s a warm feeling down there.” 
 
    I felt a bit flushed. “You gonna let me change back?” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    I sulked. 
 
    She took one of my hands and lifted me up. I was light in her grasp. “Come on.” 
 
    She dragged me towards our bedroom. 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck!” 
 
    She just grinned. “Neither do I. At least, not while you look like a hag!” 
 
    That hurt. “I thought you said I was beautiful?” 
 
    “You are. But you are a gem unpolished. I want to polish you.” 
 
    She placed me on the bed, then went to her dresser. “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I don’t know why, but I did. I think curiosity was finally winning out. Besides, I was curious about this new body of mine. 
 
    I kicked my clothes to the side and looked down. I had large breasts, with large nipples. I touched one of my nipples and a current ran through me, a sudden shock, and I jumped. 
 
    “Feels good, eh?” 
 
    I couldn’t deny it, but I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She was holding a bra and panties, but before she gave them to me she said, “Feel your pussy.” 
 
    I stared at her, then I couldn’t help it. I reached down and traced a finger along my labia. 
 
    “Oh,” I grunted. Man, that felt good. In fact, I wanted to do it again. And again. But my sensibilities stopped me. 
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    I stepped into the panties and was surprised when I had no package to overflow the crotch. The thong felt really good on my asshole. I was starting to breath deeper, and I suddenly didn’t feel so strongly about…about everything. 
 
    “Nylons, baby. Try them on.” 
 
    I unrolled the nylons, and found that I had more flexibility than I had had as a man. 
 
    “Nice legs,” she nodded. “Now, sit here.” 
 
    I sat at a vanity table and she opened up a little traveling case and took out all sorts of make up and things. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I was nervous, and hesitant, and immensely curious. 
 
    “Let’s start with your nails.” 
 
    She placed my hand on the table and began prepping the nails. After a few minutes she fitted some fake nails to them. 
 
    “Aren’t those too long?” 
 
    “I’m wondering whether they’ll stay on when you change back.” 
 
    I blinked. I was full of breakfast and bourbon, and I was getting curious, and I had this warm feeling in my groin. 
 
    She painted them bright red, and when I raised my hand and inspected it it took my breath away. 
 
    “Let me do the other one. You want to slide your feet into those high heels under the table?” 
 
    She had left her heels there, and I was able to contort a bit and slip my feet into them. They felt narrow, and slanted, and…weirdly cool. 
 
    “I’ll do your feet some day, if you like.” 
 
    “My feet? Like some kind of pedicure thing?” 
 
    “Yep.” She was almost done. 
 
    I looked in the mirror and studied my features. It was me, I knew it was me, the same brown eyes, the same ears, but….different.  
 
    “Okay. Let’s do your face.” 
 
    I almost objected, but my hands were beautiful, and I was feeling tingly all over. 
 
    She cleansed my skin, which didn’t take much because I had just changed, and the change must have shaken the stuff out of my pores. 
 
    Then came the primer, and the foundation, and color. My face felt truly alive. It was so intimate having her touch my skin so gently. 
 
    “The eyes are the hardest,” she said. “She shaded my lids a soft charcoal color, and I saw how my brown eyes suddenly started to pop. Then she did eyeliner, lengthened my eyelashes, and…more lipstick. 
 
    Finally, she stood up and said, “Check out the hot, new chick.” 
 
    I did, and…if I had a dick it would have been erect. And I suddenly understood the difference between a man being horny and a woman being horny. 
 
    I felt a heat in the pit of my stomach, and a warmth that was headed for my groin. 
 
    But the warmth just stayed above my pubic area, and it was almost irritating. 
 
    She was right. It was better in a way, but more frustrating, and I understood… “That’s why you like to make me horny!” 
 
    “Bingo!” She grinned. 
 
    It was delicious, and frustrating, and made me want sex, but without the tremendous heat that a man felt. 
 
    “Oh, that’s cruel.” 
 
    “In the neatest way.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, now I have done my best to make your experience the best, and I’m going to ask you to do something.” 
 
    I wasn’t so resistive now, and I looked at her. At him. I was starting to understand a basic something about us. I was now the her and she was now the him. “What?” 
 
    “I want to kiss you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You can close your eyes, if it helps to remember me as a girl, that’s fine. I’ll be gentle, and…and it’s me, honey. It’s Janey. No matter what shape our bodies, we love each other. Now, close your eyes and just go with it. 
 
    Now bursting with curiosity, seeing myself as more feminine, I closed my eyes. 
 
    I heard the soft sounds of him leaning towards me. I could feel his breath, then I felt his lips. 
 
    The panic that had threatened me suddenly disappeared. This was Janey. The lips were different, but the feel, the spirit behind them, that was the same. 
 
    Different but the same. 
 
    I sat there and she kissed me softly, delicately, like a woman…but with man’s lips. 
 
    Somewhere in there, I have no idea where, I began kissing her back. She backed off a bit, and I became hungrier. Then we were equals, our mouths meshed, and our tongues did gentle battle. 
 
    I felt her hand gently take my breast. My breasts were big, and she couldn’t grip them fully, but she didn’t need to. I felt her lift them, and she rubbed the nipples with a thumb, and I moaned. 
 
    She stopped kissing me and lowered her head. She took my nipple in her mouth, and suddenly I was assailed by dizzying sensations. I found myself hugging her head, holding her lips to my nips. That feeling down in my pubis was hot, hotter, exploding, yet there was no relief, and I knew what the relief would be. I needed a cock in me. 
 
    She took her mouth off my nipples and whispered, “You must always, the first thing you do with a man, make him go down on you.” 
 
    “Why?” I gasped as she slithered down my frame. 
 
    “That sets the standard. If he licks your pussy he is subjugating himself to you. If you just let him fuck you he is in charge. But if you make him eat your pussy he will always remember that you made him submit first. Very important.” 
 
    Her words escaped me at that point. I felt her mouth latch on to my pussy, and the sensation was like nothing I had ever felt. 
 
    Yes, I had had blow jobs. And I had eaten pussy, but I had never had my pussy eaten. It was like a perfect match, it was two surfaces that fit together, and it was like she was sucking the horniness down from my pubic region right into my hole. At last! I gloried. At last! And this was the closest a woman could come to complete horniness of the hole. 
 
    Again, I pressed his head into me, but this time with hands and not arms. 
 
    She gobbled me, and I felt like my mind was leaving, dissipating to the cosmos. 
 
    The weirdest thing was that I kept thinking of her…or him…and it didn’t matter! It wasn’t the sex of the sex that mattered, it was the spirit of the sex, the uniqueness of somebody you loved, and who loved you. 
 
    “You’re properly wet now, baby. Shall we play with the dick? 
 
    “Can I…can I suck on your…” 
 
    “Absolutely!” She was on her knees and I was looking at my first, real live penis. Well, second, but I don’t suck myself off. Although, after all this I wouldn’t have resisted the notion. 
 
    I took his head in my mouth, and it was huge. I slipped my lips down his shaft. I licked the under part of his helmet. 
 
    He groaned, and I squeezed his balls. It wasn’t long before she said, “It’s probably time to do it.” 
 
    She slid down and positioned herself at my hole. She pressed my dick to her snatch and paused. She whispered. “It’s like bandaids. It’ll hurt a little the first time, but we can go slow…or we can rip it off.” 
 
    I was horny. I understood that now. And, in a way, I was male horny. I understood what both sexes were going through, and I was getting horny anxious. 
 
    “Rip it,” I blurted. 
 
    She jammed it into me, and the world changed. I felt the glory and the power. I felt filled and complete. I felt sublimely happy, and there was a bit of pain. 
 
    But not much. 
 
    I was properly prepared. 
 
    “Oh, mother fuck!” I sobbed into her shoulder. 
 
    “You’re not a mother, yet,” she whispered to me, and she began to move. 
 
    She had been a woman, and she knew what a woman needed. She knew when to pause and wait, when to corkscrew, when to speed up or slow down. 
 
    I lost all sense of anything. I just laid there and he pleasured me. I couldn't think, all I could do was feel the tornado in my pussy. Around and around, up and down. His lips sucking on my tits. His big, strong hands moving along my flesh, as if I was a sculpture and he was creating me. 
 
    I don’t know how long we fucked, but the end was inevitable. I felt myself exalted, tossed on waves, and then he started to cum. Big spurts of semen, filling my pussy. For a long time he came, and then he sagged on me. 
 
    “Heavy,” I said. 
 
    He rolled off me, and he was breathing hard. For a long time he just laid there, but he finally turned to me. “How was it?” 
 
    “Good,” I said, and I felt extremely sad. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    “It’s like that for a woman. Sometimes you need a little help.” 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    He got to his knees and knelt next to me. He placed on hand under me on a bun, and put his other hand to my hole. I was curious, I didn’t understand, and suddenly he shoved his fingers into me. 
 
    “OH!” I gasped. 
 
    He began to jerk his fingers back and forth, pumping them into me. It was crude and violent, and exactly what I needed. I was frustrated, ready, wanting, and I just needed that extra push to get over the hill. 
 
    “Come on, baby,” she whispered between grunts. “Cum!” 
 
    I felt more of his fingers, three  or four, I don’t know, and it was like they were reaching right up into me and grabbing my horniness pulling it down, and I felt the explosion. 
 
    Oh, God! I never felt anything like that! A massive tsunami of a wave just reached right up and swallowed my body. I was suddenly jerking and twitching, spasming totally out of control. 
 
    I came like gangbusters, a long, ripping sensation that tore me apart even as it remade me. 
 
    And I gave up. I submitted, and the white heat flew me to the stars…and back again. I lay there, stunned, unable to think. 
 
    Janey removed her hand. “You want to change back or sleep?” 
 
    I was done. I couldn't move. For answer I just rolled over. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well.” 
 
    I heard the voice, didn’t recognize it, and thought I was dreaming. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here!” 
 
    I woke up. I sat up. I screamed, just like a girl, a little eek that wouldn’t do much damage. 
 
    Morgan Slye stood in the doorway to our bedroom. He was holding a pistol in his hand. Butch was growling next to him. 
 
    “Looks like you found what I was looking for.” 
 
    “I’m calling the police.” 
 
    “I will shoot you, and your girlfriend, and find what you found on my own.” 
 
    Silence. I was very aware of how I was sitting up, my boobs on full exposure. My clothes, my female underthings, were laying next to the bed where we had thrown them. 
 
    “Or, you can give me what I want and I’ll leave.” 
 
    Yeah. Right. He was going to shoot us, and that was it. 
 
    But what could we do? 
 
    “Okay,” whispered Janey. 
 
    He waited while we got out of bed and put on our underwear. 
 
    “Did Nancy’s gizmo make your cock that big?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m going to have a big cock.” 
 
    To go with a little mind, I thought. 
 
    “How do you know about grandma’s invention?” I asked, fastening my bra. 
 
    “We used to hang, back in the day. I saw her as both male and female and knew that she must have made some incredible discovery. Looks like she has, eh?” 
 
    Yes, he knew that I was a man and Janie was a girl. 
 
    “What are you planning to do with it?” 
 
    “Change people who want to change. Make a lot of money. Maybe I’ll change people who don’t want to change, then make a lot of money changing them back.” He shrugged. “There’s a lot of ways to use this gizmo.” 
 
    We led him upstairs. Butch following along. What else could we do? If we stalled he might hurt one of us. Not that he wouldn’t eventually, but at least we had a little time to think. 
 
    Into the attic and to the secret room. Janey fitted a key to a lock, that was what she had been doing when we had left the room, and she opened the door. 
 
    “Go on. In.” 
 
    We stepped into the room and he followed us. Butch waggled in, and I noticed that now that Morgan was talking to us the dog was okay. Of course if we did something a bit too quickly that dog could get hostile real fast. 
 
    “Where is it.” 
 
    “The big machines there,” Janey said. 
 
    He grinned. “Nope. It was small enough so she could carry it. Try again.” 
 
    Janey went to the shelf and took down the box. She returned to him. She was holding the gizmo by the back, the red button was facing outward. 
 
    He held out his hand, and he made the big mistake. He lowered his gun. 
 
    Janey stepped in and hit him in the chest with the gizmo. The red button pressed on his chest, and he started to vibrate. 
 
    It was the button. The button wasn’t just a button, it was a connection. I had pressed the button and changed, same for Janey. I wondered if we would have changed if we pressed the button with a stick, or a glove on, and only been holding the box by the back. 
 
    But I didn’t have to wonder, Morgan began shivering. The shivers went out from the spot where the red button had pressed. Out his limbs, through his head. Shivering so hard he was a blur, he dropped the gun. I picked it up. 
 
    Butch looked up at his shaking and shimmying owner, and he walked his butt around until he was facing Morgan. 
 
    Morgan started to collapse, but he was no longer Morgan. He was a slender girl, no boobs to speak of, and very messy and plain black hair. As a woman he wasn’t very attractive. 
 
    And, as we already knew, he wasn’t even charming. 
 
    And, what was worse for him, he had lost all attraction for Butch. 
 
    He collapsed on the floor, a kneeling sitting spread open posture. He looked up at us. “You—“ 
 
    Janey grinned. 
 
    I aimed the gun. 
 
    Butch…growled. 
 
    Morgan looked at his dog. 
 
    “Looks like he doesn’t recognize you anymore.” 
 
    Morgan tried to scoot backwards, out of the room. 
 
    “We’ll secure this gizmo where you can’t find it.” 
 
    Butch took a waddling step forward, his teeth, very sharp, glinted. 
 
    Morgan pushed and slid his butt backwards. He tried to get his feet under him. 
 
    “And we’ll take care of Butch for you.” 
 
    Morgan got his feet under him and sprinted out of the room and across the attic. 
 
    Behind him Butch was barking and stumping along. 
 
    Somehow, probably because pit bulls are made for fighting and not running, Morgan managed to stay ahead of him. 
 
    We listened as Morgan ran down the stairs, Butch barking behind him. 
 
    Down more stairs, and…the slam of the front door. 
 
    A minute later and butch came back up. He seemed a bit confused, but happy enough. I reached out and removed a swatch of cloth from his teeth. It looked like the seat of some pants. 
 
    “Well, well. Looks like we might have a puppy.” 
 
    “What do you say, Butch. You want to be friends?” 
 
    Butch waggled his butt, looked between us, then stepped forward. I rubbed behind his ears and Janey found the Jimmy spot on in front of his tail. His legs quickly splayed out and he was loving the way Janey was rubbing him.. 
 
    “Hey, Tom?” 
 
    I looked at Janey. “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you want to change back now?” 
 
    I thought about it. Then: “Actually, would you mind if I stayed a girl for a while?” 
 
    Janey chuckled. “I knew it. How long you want to be the girl?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a month or two.” I added, “I’m going to need a lot of orgasms, but, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No cum for you.” 
 
    She laughed. “I was afraid of that…you bitch!” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    We saw the woman that was Morgan a few times, but Butch chased her off. I think, before Butch chased her, that she might have seen the huge safe that we had brought in. 
 
    We also had barbed wire, electrified, surrounding the property, and various alarm systems. 
 
    We didn’t want to bother with Morgan Slye, or whatever she was calling herself, ever again. 
 
    Butch gets all the steak he wants. And he wants a lot. Good dog. 
 
    And me? I’m the female in this relationship most of the time. And Janey is quite happy to have a big, old, swinging cock dangling between her muscular legs. 
 
    But, every once in a while, when we get the hankering to be the other sex… 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: lustyoz cov.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Seven Second Horn Dog! 
 
    Compulsive Sex and the Curse of Chastity! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t a black and gloomy day the day the world as we know it  ended. It was bright and sunny. It was a get up and go day. It was the kind of day that kittens and puppies are born on, that little boys go swing bats and run bases, and girls play with their Barbies. 
 
    It was the kind of day that I went to garage sales. 
 
    Tom didn’t want to. It was the kind of day that he played golf on, so he went to trot around on long green lawns and I was left to myself.  
 
    And, before I tell you what I did to Tom, I should tell you what kind of guy he is. Maybe then you’ll understand what I did, and why. 
 
    Tom is a wonderful man who forgets anniversaries. He works as hard as he has to, but that’s all. He’s not abusive, he’s just…lazy. 
 
    I know, lazy isn’t always all that bad. But in his case it was! When life goes by like a snail, and all you have to look forward to is the clubhouse picnic, and maybe a poke on the weekend, if he’s up to it, that lazy is bad. 
 
    And the shame of it is that lazy leads to boredom. My boredom. And that’s not the way I wanted my life to be. 
 
    In that bored frame of mind, desperate for a little fun, I went looking at yard sales. And, man, what I found! 
 
    It was over on Gardner St. A little house that looked a little shabby, that had a garage that was shabbier, and the tables were lined up on the cracked tarmac of the driveway. 
 
    There were boxes of books. Blankets and clothes. Mismatched dishes of every kind. There were little statues of Bo Peep, centennial platters for some defunct company, kid’s toys and tools. 
 
    In other words, it was the usual bric a brac. 
 
    So I went up one row and down the other, and other people were going up the rows and down the other, and this little, old lady was watching from a saggy beach chair just inside the garage. 
 
    Everybody was sort of avoiding the old lady, she was old, had warts, looked a little sickly. She was so ugly that I knew she must have a boring life. And me feeling about boredom the way I do, I said, “It’s a beautiful day.” 
 
    “It certainly is.” She had a strange accent, her eyes were a bit rheumy, but I could tell she was glad of a kind word. 
 
    So, having hit four garage sales prior to this, and my feet being sore because, silly me, I had worn high heels, I plopped down in the chair next to her and we started chatting. 
 
    Nothing deep. No words concerning whether the universe really exists, or things like that, just the usual stuff. 
 
    Her children never visited. Her husband had died—did you know he was a great inventor? My house has got mold and I don’t know what to do about it. You can get rid of warts if you soak an onion peel in vinegar and put it on the wart over night. That sort of thing. 
 
    And I commiserated, and told her my husband was kind, but a bit boring, and she remarked, aren’t they all—my husband was a great inventor. 
 
    And she offered me lemonade, and I took her up to it and we sat and sipped. 
 
    And customers wandered by. Every once in a while somebody would buy something, and the day was passing in a most boring fashion. But that was okay, I had made a friend, and I was thinking about the fact that being bored might make me lazy. 
 
    And she mentioned that her husband was a great inventor. 
 
    Huh! A great inventor. She had mentioned that several times, and she was pretty proud of that. Hmm. 
 
    “What did he invent?” 
 
    “Oh, he invented new type of ball bearing for skateboards.” 
 
    I smiled. “He must have got rich off that.” I was well aware of her shabby house. 
 
    “No. Well, yes. He like the girls. He spend everything on wine, women and song.” 
 
    That sort of set me back. How do you respond to that? 
 
    “Well, what else did he invent?” 
 
    “He invent a pogo shoe. You take ten foot step.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! He must have gotten rich on that!” And I wondered where these fabulous pogo shoes were. 
 
    “Car company buy. They don’t anything to replace cars.” 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. “Well, it’s a man’s world.” 
 
    She snickered at that. 
 
    “What happened to his money? Don’t tell me it was…” 
 
    “Wine, women, song. He cheat on me. Cheat everywhere. He see skirt he chase.” 
 
    “Well, that’s too bad. But that’s men for you.” And I wondered about Tom. I always suspicioned him of cheating, probably the only non-lazy thing about him. But I never had proof, he paid the bills, and…it was just a niggle in the back of my mind that I regularly ignored.  
 
    Of course, if he did cheat, it might explain why I was getting poked so infrequently. 
 
    “What else did he invent?” 
 
    But she was done with inventions. I had started her, and she began telling me of his infidelities. And though she spoke gently, it was plain that she wasn’t happy about it. 
 
    “He see red headed girl in town. He go see her on Tuesday for a year, then he dump her and find a blonde. He come home with lipstick on his mouth, not even care enough to wipe off, and…” 
 
    She went on and on, and I started getting antsy, so when she wound down a little I said, “Well, it sounds like it’s a man world, and sure would be nice to do something about it, but…” I looked at my cell. “The time. I need to go.” 
 
    I started to get up and she placed a hand on my wrist. “It used to be man world, but I fix him good.” 
 
    She was intense, her eyes glittered, and I couldn’t help myself. “What did you do?” 
 
    She looked around, made sure there were no shoppers around us, and whispered, “I change his mind.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Now you’re talking impossible. Men are set in stone. You can’t change a man’s mind.” And I whispered jokingly, “They may not even have a mind to change!” 
 
    She grinned, I wanted to stand up, but her little claw held me down. And she said, “Husband invent way to make change mind. I use it to change his.” 
 
    “You changed a man’s mind?” My grin was wry. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “How much did he get for this invention.” 
 
    “I not let him. He just spend it on wine, women, song. So I change him.” 
 
    She laughed again, and I noticed her false teeth were in bad repair. 
 
    “Well, why didn’t you sell this invention?” 
 
    She regarded me silently. Then said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She stood up, and nothing for it, I followed her. 
 
    She led me into her house, and it was stacked with more boxes. And bags. And rickety furniture. She had a year’s worth of yard sales here. 
 
    We went into the dining room where she moved a stack of ancient magazines off the dining table and lifted a box and placed it there. She reached into the box and took out a tiny, little jewelry box. I could tell the bigger box was packed with these little jewelry boxes. She opened the one she had and took out a pair of quite pretty earrings. She handed them to me. “Put on.” 
 
    Well, I blinked, and I thought of hemming and hawing and getting the hell out of Dodge, but the look in her eyes…she was very intense. 
 
    I took my own baubles off and inserted the poles of her earrings through my ears, closed them, and…stopped. 
 
    I heard things. Little whispers. Little voices just out of range. Little…somethings. Just like voices, but not voices. It was in my head. 
 
    I started to take the earrings off. They were scaring me, but the old lady gripped my wrist and shook her head. “Wait. Relax. Breath. It get better.” 
 
    Better? Than this spooky, weird shit going on in my head? 
 
    I was going to pull my hand loose and take them off, and the heck with what she said, but she pulled me towards the garage. “Listen. Not be scared. Listen. 
 
    She opened the door and the world ended. 
 
    I mean, it changed and there was no way it was going to go back. 
 
    I could hear the men thinking. 
 
    Not the women. 
 
    Just the men. 
 
    And their thoughts…they were crazy. 
 
    ‘Wonder what this is worth?’ a man thought, picking up a deck of playing cards. The cards had pictures of naked women on them. 
 
    And the man thought ‘SEX!’ 
 
    Then he placed the cards down and walked on to the next table. 
 
    I looked at the women, no thoughts. Just mild interest in this or that, and that recognizable by their attitude. 
 
    I looked at another man. By focusing my attention I could pick up his specific thoughts and the rest of the men faded into the background. 
 
    ‘I could get this barbecue for Shelly, but then I’d have to get the rust off it, and….’ yada yada yada, finished up with, ‘I don’t want to do all that work.’ And he looked at the next item on the table and…’SEX!’ He was looking at a rolling pin. A damned rolling pin, and I could see the images spouting out of his mind. Laying on the bathroom floor and putting that rolling pin…oh, my God! My eyes widened as I realized where the dildo shaped handle of that rolling pin was going to go! 
 
    I shifted my attention to another man. He was looking at magazines. He glanced at a woman, and I could feel his boredom. She had dragged him along, and…he reached into his pants and started playing with himself. SEX! 
 
    I looked at the first man. ‘SEX! roared through his mind. He was checking out a woman with a baby. 
 
    A woman with a baby? What kind of man… 
 
    The little old lady tapped my arm and I looked at her. She smiled at the shock in my eyes. “You make do what you want.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “Man looking at tools. You think he horny.” 
 
    I looked over at a chubby guy in coveralls. He was examining  a set of sockets. Now I didn’t intend to think him ‘horny.’ But it’s like that purple thing. 
 
    If you tell somebody not to think of the color purple they have to think of the color purple before they can not think of it. 
 
    And the old lady had told me to make him horny, and I could help it, that thought was in my mind. 
 
    Suddenly I felt him twitch. And his head started to look down. And he felt this bump growing in his groin. He started to look around, adjusted his crotch, looked around, put the tools down and started to leave. 
 
    And his mind was screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    But then he suddenly relaxed, turned around, and came back to the table with the tools on it. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I take sex out of his mind.” 
 
    “You can do that?” 
 
    “Took out of husband’s all time. No more wine, women, song. He stay home and do dishes.” 
 
    “You’re saying you can control a man? Completely?” 
 
    “Easy.” 
 
    All I could do was stare at her, and she started wheezing.  
 
    And I finally asked her, “But you’re not wearing earrings!” 
 
    She started coughing, but managed to say, “Wear earrings long enough don’t need.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “People…” cough, cough, cough, “…different.” 
 
    Cough. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    She nodded, but she had one hand to her chest. “Just need to sit.” 
 
    I took her arm and walked her back into the house. 
 
    Cough, cough…cough…wheeze. Ack… 
 
    I helped her sit. 
 
    She smiled and said, “You keep earrings.” 
 
    Then she died. Just slumped over and croaked. “Ma’am? Lady?” I shook her, but…she was gone. 
 
    I went to the sink in the kitchen and grabbed a towel, wetted it, and went back. Now she was on the floor. Cooling. 
 
    “Oh, lady.” I breathed deeply. Sadly. 
 
    I put the wet towel on the back of a chair and sighed. I took out my phone and dialed 911. 
 
    “What’s your emergency, ma’am?” 
 
    “A lady just dropped dead. We were talking, then she started coughing and—“ 
 
    “Your location?” 
 
    She was abrupt, but I understood. “I’m at a house on Gardner. Just off Lincoln. There’s a yard sale here so it’s easy to see.” 
 
    “Please stay there ma’am, until the ambulance arrives.” 
 
    I said I would and hung up. 
 
    I actually wanted to be somewhere else. But…she had been a nice lady. What a shame. 
 
    I wandered out and there were a couple of people waiting to pay. 
 
    “Who do I pay for this?” The man held up the rolling pin and I saw SEX! in his mind. 
 
    “Everybody? Everybody!” 
 
    They all quieted and looked at me. 
 
    “The old lady who was doing this has just died. An ambulance is on the way.” To the man with the rolling pin and the neon SEX! above his head: “Why don’t you just take what you want, but, uh…could you help me move the tables back into the garage. 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Crap. Lazy. Just like Tom. So I don’t know what possessed me, why I did what I did, I thought, ‘Moving tables in makes you horny.’ 
 
    SEX! SEX! SEX! lit up over the heads of all the men. 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll help.” The chubby man who had looked at tools licked his lips. 
 
    “Sure, I can lend a hand,” said the rolling pin man. 
 
    “What the hell…” 
 
    Men everywhere, suddenly motivated, began moving tables in, picking up the old ladies stuff and putting it in the garage. 
 
    I stared in wonder, shocked at what I had made happen, and I heard the sound of a far away siren. 
 
    Within minutes everything was inside the garage and the men just stood there, looking at me, big shit eating grins on their faces. Waiting. 
 
    But what were they waiting for? 
 
    And then I knew. They were horny. And though they didn’t know I had given them that silent, mental command, they were fixated. 
 
    The ambulance arrived and a pair of hunky EMT got out and started walking up the driveway. They were young, and they were healthy, and every seventh step SEX! blasted through their brains. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    EMTS scanning for pussy. A crowd of middle-aged men waiting for…for…and I did it. 
 
    And I had the thought, ‘I wish they would just cum.’ 
 
    And every one of those men began twitching, their eyes got a far away look, and they staggered a bit…and they began to disperse. 
 
    Stunned, I saw wet blots appear on their groins.  
 
    I had made them cum in their pants! 
 
    “Ma’am?” The two EMTs stood in front of me. I was standing on the doorstep to the house, and I appeared to be in charge, and I looked at the EMTs and…I started getting horny! 
 
    They were young, handsome, rippling with muscles. The one on the right was a towhead with a grin that you wanted eating your pussy. The one on the left was dark-haired, with a wry mouth that you just wanted to kiss. 
 
    And, as I got horny, I was blasting out commands, and they started getting horny. 
 
    They stared at me, fidgeted, and the bulges in their pants grew. 
 
    Almost gasping, I forced myself to turn and open the door. “She’s in here.” 
 
    The EMTs followed me in, their legs a little weak for the raging boners in their pants. 
 
    I led them to the old lady, and I tried to control my own sexual lust. I gave them commands to calm down, and, eventually, it worked. 
 
    But they kept looking at me, and there was hunger in their eyes. They had looked at me, had severe boner reaction, and now they were fixated on me. 
 
    Yes, I could drive them away. A few curt words would discourage them, but I realized that once I bonerized a fellow they were somewhat obsessed with me. They didn’t know I had done anything, but, maybe subconsciously, they did. 
 
    Still, since I had calmed them down, they were able to bend down and attend to the old lady. 
 
    One took the pulse, the other used a little electrical box, about the size of a computer printer, and listened to her chest. 
 
    They looked up, “”Sorry, ma’am. She’s gone.” 
 
    Wow. Go to a yard sale and watch people die. That was not my idea of a good garage sale. I sighed, and they took over. They brought in a gurney and loaded her on it. They covered her face, and they rolled her out. 
 
    And…that was it. 
 
    I was left alone in a house that no longer had an owner. 
 
    For a moment I just thought about getting out of there, but…but I felt I had to do something. 
 
    I rummaged through a couple of kitchen drawers, saw bills with her name on it. Esmerelda Took. I found a couple of old letters, mostly advertisements for car insurance. But there was no sign of anything about relatives. 
 
    Crap. Well, I was going to have to call the police and let them take over. I certainly had no idea how to—I stopped. I stared. The box of earrings. 
 
    Hey, I don’t think I’m a bad person, but…I picked up the whole box and took it out and put it in my trunk. 
 
    Stealing from a dead person. Is that really a crime? Well, I guess it is. But I didn’t feel like a criminal. 
 
    So I called the police, reported what had happened, and was told to wait there. 
 
    I didn’t feel like it. I went out to the car, hopped in, and drove off. Just like that. 
 
    In the coming weeks and months I would keep an eye on that house, and I even went to an auction, but the earrings were apparently the only thing of interest. 
 
    Of interest to me, that is. 
 
    And as I drove home I thought about…SEX! 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    No answer. I didn’t expect any. Tom’s car was still gone. He must be playing the full 18 holes. 
 
    I walked upstairs, and slowed down. Then stopped.  
 
    I was still wearing the earrings, and I could hear a loud whisper. 
 
    Sex! Sex! Sex! 
 
    Down the hall, in the bathroom. And I saw it in my mind’s eye. Bobby. My son. Just turned 18 and…he was jacking off! 
 
    Masturbating! Beating his meat! 
 
    As I focused on him I realized that I could perceive his thoughts ten times better than any stranger’s. I knew him. He was my own blood. I could look right into his mind. 
 
    He was holding his cell phone. The cell phone we had bought him for Christmas, with the understanding that he would be responsible. No hacking. No swatting. It was for communication. 
 
    Well, he was communicating all right. He was communicating with his dick. 
 
    I could feel him fapping. His right fist pounding up and down, stroking his…my God! He had a big dick!  
 
    I stepped closer, but kept quiet. 
 
    I focused, and I could see through his eyes. He had a porn site on his phone, and he was watching some girl…she was masturbating, too! 
 
    It was his girlfriend! Tanya! It wasn’t a porn site, he was just talking to her, and they were mutually masturbating! 
 
    I cleared my throat, and he was oblivious to it. 
 
    His thoughts, ‘Sex! Sex! Sex!’ mingled with his muttered voice. “Oh, baby. Come on, let’s do it together. Come on.” 
 
    I cleared my throat loudly. 
 
    He froze. “Wait!” He whispered hoarsely. 
 
    I could hear Tanya’s voice. “Wait for what? Baby! I’m close!” 
 
    “I heard somebody.” 
 
    I smothered a laugh. I was a fly on the wall, but I was a fly who could control everything. 
 
    After a minute he started jacking again. 
 
    Now, I have said I’m not a mean person. And, to tell you the truth, I’m a fairly sexual person. And, I know it was my son, but…try not to get excited when you’re in somebody’s mind and that mind is screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    So, I was intrigued, and a bit horny, but…I was also mischievous. 
 
    I thought, ‘You can’t cum.’ 
 
    “Oh, baby. I’m almost there!” 
 
    “Me, too!” 
 
    “Huh…huh…huh…” 
 
    I watched, and I heard her cumming. She moaned like a whore with sand in her vaseline. And, poor Bobby, he kept beating and beating and beating. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I can’t…I can’t… 
 
    “Oh, Bobby, that was so fucking good!” 
 
    “Baby…I can’t…” 
 
    I snickered, a hand over my mouth. 
 
    “You can’t what?” 
 
    “I can’t, quite…I…oh, shit!” 
 
    I could feel his rising heat. I could feel his hand pounding away, almost like it was my hand and I had a penis. I could feel his rising frustration. And I felt him getting so frustrated that he was going to stop. 
 
    ‘You can’t stop,’ I thought. 
 
    He kept pounding. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go, Bobby.” 
 
    “But…I need…can’t you…” 
 
    But there was nothing she could do, and, let’s face it, she was done. 
 
    “Got to go, baby. Talk to you later.” She hung up. 
 
    Bobby kept stroking and stroking, he was almost in tears. I decided to take mercy on him. But not the kind of mercy he wanted. 
 
    I opened the door. 
 
    Bobby sat on the toilet. His pants down. His hand stroking his penis, up and down, up and down, and…he couldn’t let go. 
 
    His face turned the most delicious red. It was redder than my reddest lipstick. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I spoke conversationally, as if I couldn't see with my own eyes. 
 
    “I’m…I’m…I’m…” 
 
    “It looks like you’re abusing yourself. Is that what you’re doing? Bobby?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” Funny. His grunts were synchronizing with his hand strokes. I could see the head of his penis, and it looked deliciously purple. 
 
    “Speak up, son.” 
 
    His face was a marvel of contortions. 
 
    After a moment I asked, “Is this really what you want to do?” 
 
    “I…I’m sorry…sorry…” 
 
    I could feel his thoughts, blasted into a dust of confusion. He was horny, and couldn’t stop being horny, and…I started laughing. 
 
    I know. Me bad. But it was so…strange. And…it was powerful. But, it was my own son. I mean, enough is enough. I had thoroughly embarrassed him, and there was nothing he could do, so I said, “Go on. Cum.” 
 
    His pecker exploded. All that pent up energy. And his eyes rolled back, and if I was to give that a score, on a scale one to ten, that was an eleven. 
 
    His semen shot across the little room and splatted on the wall, then it dribbled, and his hand slowed down, and he tried to catch his breath. 
 
    “I guess you were horny.” And I closed the door and went snickering down the hall. 
 
    Now, a part of me felt guilty. There is no denying that. But a bigger part of me, a much bigger part, was dazed by my power. Inside I was exulting. I had stopped man from cumming, then I had made him cum, and just from a word. A thought. 
 
    But, it was my son, and that caused me to start thinking. 
 
    And thinking and thinking. 
 
    And Tom walked in. And I knew, instantly, that he had been cheating. 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    He grinned, secure that I couldn’t read his mind, not knowing that his thoughts were all laid out for me to peruse. 
 
    First, he didn’t have that SEX! blasting out of his head every seven seconds. 
 
    That’s right, just from my quick studies of men on the street, at the garage sale, I knew that men have a sex thought every seven seconds. They couldn’t help it. And that, I smiled, made them meat for me. 
 
    But Tom didn’t have that SEX! thought every seven seconds. He didn’t have it hardly at all. All he had was a lazy lassitude. 
 
    He wants to roll over and go to sleep. To have a cigarette. To go to a bar and smoke cigars and laugh with the men. 
 
    Who’d you boff today, George? 
 
    Some little bitch I met at the…at the store, at the movies, at the cafe, at the bar… 
 
    How about you, Sam? Stuck your pecker in a pussy lately? 
 
    Sure. There was this slut down at the gunshop. 
 
    Met a girl on the street. 
 
    An old flame from high school. 
 
    She works at a dress store…a pharmacy…the library. 
 
    Tom kissed me on the cheek and said, “I’m going to take a shower.” 
 
    He didn’t notice the way my face had frozen. Or maybe the way my mind had frozen. He was oblivious. He had had his ashes hauled and he didn’t care. Life was a peach…and I felt like the pits. 
 
    I listened to the shower start up, the glass door opening and closing. Him singing. 
 
    In my husband’s mind I could read all-l-l sorts of thoughts. Lazy thoughts. 
 
    I was good for fixing dinner, but past that I just wasn’t very…exciting. 
 
    That was a blinker. I wasn’t exciting? I was boring. 
 
    And, in his mind I was a bit frumpy. He liked to be with women who painted their nails all the time, wore make up all the time, dressed sexy, with their tits hanging out and had a propensity for saying ‘yes.’ 
 
    No ‘I’ve got a headache tonight’ for him. Didn’t matter that headaches were real for women, and especially once a month. 
 
    I was in his mind, watching him wash his balls off. Feeling him stroke his cock. And I got pissed. 
 
    ‘ERECT!’ I thought. 
 
    Then I began getting dressed. 
 
    I could feel him in the shower, a bit bemused. He had just cum, and he was proud of the fact that he was already hard again. He had no idea that I was doing it to him. 
 
    I wiggled into a corset. I hadn’t worn it for years, but it made my waist slim right down. And it made my boobs stand right out. 
 
    I put on a half bra, and my tits, looking larger than life, suddenly pointed, and the nipples were hefty pointers. Ready for a mouth. 
 
    But I wasn’t going to get a mouth. Not right now. Not from Tom. 
 
    I had the thought: ‘Don’t cum!’ 
 
    He was stroking himself, lathering up the soap and soaping away. Stroke, stroke, stroke. He was going to be stroking that puppy for a long time before I let him cum again. 
 
    I wiggled into a skirt, then put on a blouse. A thin blouse. My nips poked right out and I felt a surge of heat. 
 
    Not just the anger heat I felt for Tom, but a sexy heat emanating from between my thighs. 
 
    I thought, in the most errant fashion. Sex is power. 
 
    And now I had the power, and I was going to go get the sex. 
 
    I slipped into my nylons, then high heels. I sat down at my make up table and went to work. 
 
    In the shower Tom was stroking. Funny. He knew he couldn’t cum, but the feeling of his hard dick, the throb and pulse, it was too much. He had gone from a no SEX! thought to SEX! SEX! SEX! every seven seconds. Back to normal. But I was going to push him past normal. Way past. 
 
    I thought, ‘Don’t touch.’ 
 
    He let go. Looked at his hands in shock. His penis pulsed, and I thought, ‘Drip.’ 
 
    His penis started dripping pre-cum. A drop every ten seconds or so. He couldn’t tell in the shower with all the water, but he would realize it soon enough. 
 
    I shadowed my eyes, grinned at my earrings, then put on some lipstick. Nice, bright, red lipstick. The kind of lipstick that promises blow jobs and mind popping sex. 
 
    The shower door opened, and closed, and he stepped into the doorway. 
 
    “Honey, there’s something wrong.” 
 
    I looked at his penis. It was purple. I could see the slightly slick color of the drop forming from his slit. 
 
    “Looks fine to me,” I screwed my lipstick tube closed and turned to him with a wan smile. 
 
    “But…I’m…it’s hard!” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” I spoke with a yawn. 
 
    “This is serious!” 
 
    “I know. It’s called priapism. But you’re in no danger.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…it won’t…” 
 
    “Go soft.” 
 
    His dick drooped. 
 
    “Oh!” he sighed in relief. Then he was startled and looked at me. 
 
    “Erect.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “What?” His eyes were wide. 
 
    “Soft.” 
 
    When his dick went limp he panicked. Not from the dick, but from the idea that I was controlling him. 
 
    “Erect.” 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    Good. He knew. 
 
    “I’m going out now.” 
 
    “But…I need to…where are you…my penis…” 
 
    “Your penis will be erect, but you can’t touch it. You will drip, and you will throb…” 
 
    I thought of the sensation of a feather tickling up the underside of his cock. He shuddered uncontrollably. I decided to put a command in his head. Every minute he would get the feather. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Honey, what is going on? How are you doing this?” 
 
    “How was golf today?” 
 
    “Golf? It was fine! but…” 
 
    I could see him trying to shutter part of his thoughts, pull a curtain over his cheating. 
 
    “And did you run into anybody?” 
 
    “Just the guys.” 
 
    His cock was pulsing so hard it was almost bouncing. Rising and falling, and I could feel his SEX! thought ruling his mind. It was hard for him to even think, and yet he kept dissembling. 
 
    “So you played the full 18 holes?” 
 
    “Of course,” he lied. I could see in his mind, like it was in my own mind. Her name was Lisa, and he had driven out to the hills with her and she had leaned over and bobbed her head on his penis. So he hadn’t fucked her, not this time, but he had gotten a blow job. And she had swallowed and smacked her lips. I could see her happy face in my mind. 
 
    “So you didn’t run into anybody special?” 
 
    “No! Are you doing this to my dick? How are you—“ 
 
    “Somebody named Lisa?” 
 
    He turned ashen. All emotion left his face. He stood there, his hands at his side, unable to speak for being caught, unable to stop his dick from throbbing, unable to touch himself and finish himself off. 
 
    I turned back to the mirror and inspected myself. I was a good looking woman. Yes, I had had two children, a boy and a girl, but I was healthy in the hips, rotund in the butt, hefty in the boobs, and I had a nice face. 
 
    And my reward was a cheating husband. 
 
    I looked at Tom in the mirror. Caught and helpless. A man. Weak. Driven by SEX! Not able to do anything. 
 
    Was it his fault? 
 
    Sure. 
 
    But…should I dump twenty years of marriage? 
 
    No. 
 
    But I could teach him a lesson. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Honey?” he tried. 
 
    “Shut up,” I murmured, and he did. And I realized that with more sexual frustration, the more the man would do what you wanted. He would even do things that had nothing to do with sex. 
 
    “Stand on one foot.” 
 
    He stood. 
 
    “Hop up and down.” 
 
    He hopped. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    I stood up and went to him. I faced him, inches away, kissing distance away, and I whispered. 
 
    “You are erect. You can’t touch your penis. You can’t cum. I want you to do the laundry, cut the lawn, feed the children do the dishes, then go to bed. You will do this naked, except for the lawn, or when you might be seen by neighbors.” 
 
    He managed to ask, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to go out and get fucked. Then I’m going to come home and let you eat me out. Then I’m going to sleep while you continue cleaning the house. Tomorrow morning I will talk with you. Until then, shut up.” 
 
    His mouth slapped shut and his eyes grew big. 
 
    I turned around and headed for the door.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I strode down the hallway. I was pissed off, happy with what I’d done with Tom—the man needed a firm hand, I realized that now—and ready to party. 
 
    A deserved party. He had cheated enough, and now it was time to find out if sauce for the gander really was sauce for the goose. 
 
    “Bobby! Tina!” 
 
    My voice was strident and they popped out of their rooms. Tina popped quickly, but I think she might have been about to go out with her friends. Bobby was a little slower, but then he was still red in the face when he looked at me. 
 
    “Yes, mother?” 
 
    Tina’s a dear. She’s a bit of a smart ass, but she’s smart, has a sense of humor that would make a goat laugh, and…she’s got my looks. Big boobs, oval face framed by luscious hair, plump lips. 
 
    Bobby, on the other hand, was taking after his father. Played video games all day, didn’t want to help around the house. He was handsome and hunky, lots of muscles and a rugged face the girls loved, but…he was lazy. 
 
    “Children, your father will be naked today, and he will have an erection. Just ignore him.” 
 
    “Ignore him?” asked Tina, a bit befuddled, not to say confused by the simple act of me referring to sexual apparatus so freely. 
 
    I mean, Tom and I weren’t prudes, but we watched the sex talk. Right now I was so mad I didn’t care, and I was going to talk sex as much as I wanted. 
 
    “Totally. If he even tells you to do something, you can ignore him. And tell him that I said so.” 
 
    I knew Tom could hear me, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tom! Come out here!” 
 
    A sound of shuffling feet, then Tom stepped into the hallway. 
 
    The children’s jaws dropped. They simply opened their faces and their bodies slumped a little, and they stared. It was one thing to hear me talk about Tom, to say he would be naked and bonerized, but it was another thing to actually see him. 
 
    As for Tom, his whole body was red. His face was distraught. Yet my command was working well. His dick kept bobbing up and down. 
 
    “I told the children to ignore you. All right?” 
 
    Tom mumbled and fumbled and tried to say something. 
 
    “All right?” I snapped. 
 
    It was a question, not a command, but I had said it with enough zip that it worked like a command. He quickly nodded and said, “Okay.” 
 
    I turned back to Bobby and Tina. “Okay, Tina, are you caught up with your school work?” 
 
    “Of course, mother.” 
 
    “And your grades are good?” 
 
    “All Bs with one A.” 
 
    “Excellent. You may go out with your friends.” 
 
    She was blinking. Usually I was much more strict, but I had seen what was in men’s minds, and I knew what was in women’s minds. 
 
    Men: SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! 
 
    Women: Sex. Sort of. Maybe a couple of times a day. Unless, of course, men started picking on them. Then they would respond. but…my girl was good, she wasn’t a man, and I had the feeling she would listen to me and conduct herself appropriately. 
 
    “Bobby?” 
 
    “Yeah?” His face was embarrassed, and now a bit sullen. Maybe he was just seeing what was happening to my husband, and was worrying that it was going to happen to him.  
 
    And it would happen to him if he didn’t straighten up. 
 
    “Are you ahead on your homework?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah. Sort of.”  
 
    I could feel him prevaricating. 
 
    “That’s nonsense. And how are your grades?” 
 
    “They’re okay.” 
 
    “More nonsense. You have all Ds and one F. You will stay home and do school work.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Then I let the other shoe drop. 
 
    “You will not play video games. You will not talk on the phone.” 
 
    Tina snickered. 
 
    I smiled at the look of helplessness on his face. 
 
    And I knew he would ignore me. I could see it in his mind. I could see him running to play video games as soon as I left. 
 
    Now, I could make him do things, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want a robot following instructions. So I had to figure out ways to make him pay heed, but without squashing. 
 
    Bullying was okay, in a sexual sense. But squashing? That’s not the way to raise healthy sons. So I said: “Get naked.” 
 
    Tina gasped and stared at me. 
 
    Bobby couldn’t help himself. A shocked look on his face as his hands did things he wasn’t telling them to, he took off his shirt, then his pants. He tried to stall then, but I snapped. “Everything, mister!” 
 
    He took off his underpants, and I grinned. “Boner up.” 
 
    SPROING! He turned to jump back into his room. 
 
    “Stay here!”  
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Take your hands away from your groin. Stand up straight!” 
 
    He stood, and Tina and I stared. He had a very nice cock. 
 
    Of course, as mother and sister, Tina and I had no sexual interest in Bobby, but I realized that I should have had a good, long birds and bees talk with my children after this. 
 
    “Mom!” he whimpered. 
 
    I faced my husband and children. “Sex is natural. It is nothing to be ashamed of. Men, however, have a sexual thought every seven seconds. That doesn’t make them bad, it just is what it is. Unfortunately, that means they are frequently out of control. It is up to women to control them. Do you understand that?” 
 
    Everybody nodded. 
 
    “Now, we are going to be talking about sex a lot, and you fellows aren’t going to be wearing clothes much, and you are going to learn to behave yourself.” 
 
    I turned to Tina. “I will be asking your help in this, and I’ll talk to you more about it later. Right now I need to go out and fuck a man.”               
 
    If jaws could possibly drop further I didn’t know how. 
 
    “Your father has been untrue to me, and I’m going to see if sex with somebody else other than your mate is really all that good. 
 
    “Tina, I trust you to be circumspect and choose wisely before having sex. I trust you to control the young men you will come in contact with, and I will show you how to control them tomorrow. 
 
    “Bobby. I am not going to curtail all your activities. From here on out you will have an erection, and if you start talking to a girl about sex, even seriously thinking about it, your penis will go limp. 
 
    “Tom, you already have your orders. 
 
    “Now, I’ll be late tonight. See you then.” 
 
    I turned and marched out, and I could feel the dropped jaws, the staring eyes, the wonder in their shell shocked brains. 
 
    And it made me grin. For the first time in my life I. felt truly in control, not the victim of sex crazed idiots who have an impulse every seven seconds. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the Cow Shed Tavern—I kid you not, that is the name of the place—and sat down on a stool at the bar. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I asked the barkeep. 
 
    He was young, probably 22 or 23, and I saw the SEX! go on in his mind. 
 
    I watched him, and frowned. I was fed up with men. ‘Boner,’ I thought. 
 
    He looked down at his apron. It started to grow and he blinked. I grinned. He had boners before, probably even instant ones, but never like this. 
 
    A bit confused, a bit red in the face, he placed a glass on a napkin. then he turned and went to the end of the bar. I watched him in a reflection of the mirror against the back wall. He was rubbing the front of his apron. Heh. 
 
    The bar was dimly lit, an argument for saving energy, or perhaps obscuring ugly girls until the men were too drunk. 
 
    Not that a man would turn up his nose at an ugly girl. SEX! you know. 
 
    I sipped and swiveled around. 
 
    The bar was maybe twenty feet long, highly polished. The glasses were neat and shiny and ready for use. There was no dance floor, but there was a space at the far wall which could be used for one. There were booths against the wall running next to the street, and a big potted plant next to the entrance. 
 
    One table held a couple. 
 
    One table held four men chatting, looked like golfers. Big pitcher of beer and continuous chuckles. 
 
    One table held a lone man. Sipping his whiskey morosely, thinking the world was against him, no doubt. 
 
    And I blinked. What was I doing guessing at what men were thinking? 
 
    I looked at the barkeep. He was actually humping the corner of the ice machine. Grinned, I thought, ‘limp.’ 
 
    Sure, he was a sex crazed maniac, but, when you think about it, even though driven by SEX! every seven seconds, he had paid me a compliment. He had admired me. And if I punished every man who admired me I would shortly be a lonely girl. And bitter. And I would be the one punished. 
 
    I looked at the couple. The girl was a blank to me, but being a woman, and having been a girl, I had a feeling what was going on. I listened to the man’s mind to see if I was right. 
 
    I could hear his thoughts like a voice. ‘…know you’re married. But I love you, baby. Let’s go to a motel and talk about it.’ 
 
    Hunh! A motel? They’d make it out to his car and he would have his pants down and his dick out and…and I smiled. I ran an invisible feather under his penis. 
 
    He jerked. He didn’t spin around, he just started blinking. 
 
    I could see her asking what was wrong. 
 
    ‘Nothing…nothing…I just felt…something.’ 
 
    ‘Every minute you will feel somebody blow on your cock like this.’ 
 
    I pursed my lips and blew, then, an after thought, I stuck out my tongue as if I was licking the underside of a penis. 
 
    He jumped again, and now he did look around. 
 
    So I gave the command, ‘If you get her in bed, or the car or wherever, you will go limp.’ 
 
    I suppressed a giggle, and turned to the four golfers. 
 
    Hmm. I listened, and there was a gabble of voices. I blinked and backed off. That had been pretty confusing. I focused, and tried to listen to just one. I could, but…but it would take practice. 
 
    SEX! Just talking to the others he had had his seven second impulse. 
 
    There I was, in the sand, and Charlie, he says… 
 
    And, seven seconds later…SEX! 
 
    Just normal. Weird, but wow. 
 
    I focused on another. Listening…listening…SEX! 
 
    I sat through the seven seconds a couple of times, but there was nothing there. 
 
    I listened to the other two, but it was exactly what it looked like. Four guys out for golf and beer. No funny business. No cheating or mistresses, and then I figured something out. If I didn’t ask questions, or catch them in the act, they wouldn’t think about it. There might be a cheater or two there, or maybe all four, but out of sight out of mind. Hunh! 
 
    I didn’t bother giving any of them a boner, or setting up some sort of phantom blow job or anything.  
 
    “Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    It was the lone guy. While I had been conjecturing over the four guys he had walked right up next to me. I had a sudden thought that he was sneaky, and wondered if I could set up some sort of alarm system. Train myself to catch lurkers and stalkers and such. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I smiled, and looked inside his mind.  
 
    Oh, Lord. He was a horn dog. He was the kind of guy that epitomized ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em.’ 
 
    He would lie, he would cheat, and he would do anything, just to get his cock fucked. 
 
    And he masked it all with a bored but handsome face. 
 
    And his mind wasn’t going SEX! SEX SEX! every seven seconds. It was every two seconds. This guy had literally nothing else in his head except his rutting urge. 
 
    I considered him, sipping his bourbon so happily, waiting for his next squirt. No allegiances. No girlfriend, and certainly no marriage. 
 
    On one hand, it was sort of disgusting. 
 
    On the other hand, wasn’t this why I was here? 
 
    I turned to him, put a hand on his thigh and asked, “If you could stop being such a damn horn dog…would you?” 
 
    “No.” He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t prevaricate or lie or do anything except tell the absolute truth. 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you being a male slut?” 
 
    No hesitation, just a shrug and, “I am what I am.” 
 
    I ran my hand up his thigh. He was hard already, and here was a problem I never would have imagined. 
 
    I couldn’t blackmail him with boners. Well, I could, but it wouldn’t be the same. 
 
    Then I wondered…could I blackmail him with limp? 
 
    Probably. But if he lost his hard on he would probably go insane. 
 
    But, here’s the thing: he was more honest than most men I had ever met. Sure, he was a pervert, and if I fooled around inside his mind long enough, poked at all the things that made him the way he was…I would probably get disgusted. 
 
    He smiled. “We going to waste time talking? Or can we just be grown up about this?” 
 
    “Your car or mine?” I asked. 
 
    He actually had a van, I could see it in his head. 
 
    “Yours,” I answered before he could, which goes to show how horny I was. 
 
    We walked out of the bar, and sauntered, his arm around my waist, across to his van. 
 
    It was more than a van. It was a pussy wagon. It was one of those camper type vans, complete with mini-kitchen, toilet and bedroom. Needless to say, I was more interested in his bedroom than his mini-kitchen. 
 
    I threw myself on the bed and turned over, faced him with a big grin. 
 
    He slid the door shut and smiled. Then he took his pants off. 
 
    And I cringed. He had a small weenie. 
 
    But I didn’t say anything. That’s something that every woman learns early on. Don’t tell a man he’s got a small dick, even if he has one. 
 
    Now, thus far I hadn’t used my earring power. But seeing his tiny weenie, and realizing that that was probably the reason he was a horn dog, to make up for being short changed, I gave the silent command. ‘HARD!’ 
 
    He was erect already, but now he was like steel. 
 
    He grunted as the surge hit him. 
 
    I grabbed it and deep throated. I couldn’t normally deep throat, but then I’m not normally confronted with a four inch weenie. 
 
    It was actually sort of fun, feeling his balls, which were regular size, and being able to take his whole cock in my mouth. 
 
    He pushed back and forth, fucking my face, and I felt like such a slut. And, dammit, it felt good! 
 
    And I thought of Tom at home. And then I didn’t think about him. 
 
    “I think…I’m….you’re…” 
 
    “Don’t cum,” I whispered, and he was somewhat amazed when the desire, so close, receded. 
 
    It turned into a wild party. I didn’t expect much from a shorty, but I would realize that he made up for his shortcomings by being very intense and educated with his love making. 
 
    He pushed me back and went to eating me, and suddenly it didn’t matter how long or short his dick was, I just knew that he was doing magical things with it. 
 
    I mentally stroked his asshole, and he lurched forward, his eyes widening in surprise. 
 
    He finger banged me, two fingers, scooping upward, against my G-spot. 
 
    I heated up his balls until he yelped. 
 
    He put his whole fist to me, and pushed like he wanted in. I wasn’t that loose, yet, but I countered by giving a mental squeeze on his cock that took his breath away. I could actually feel his panic, as the thought that his cock might actually separate from his body shot through him. But it didn’t separate, and he slipped into me. 
 
    I couldn’t feel much of him, but what I could feel was incredible. He licked my tits as he ground into me. He pulled on my nipples with his teeth and pushed a finger up my butt. 
 
    He was insatiable. He was a goat, a satyr. He fucked, and he fucked so hard that it felt like his short length was going in as deep as a guy with a normal cock. 
 
    And the longer I lay there, the harder he tried. It was like he was the Energizer Bunny, put on an endless loop of rutting, and suddenly I realized…I had denied his cum. He was responding like any guy, trying harder. 
 
    I laughed, and it felt like I was close. 
 
    “What?” he grunted, seriously trying to stick his dick all the way through me. 
 
    “You’re fucking fabulous!” I came, and it felt like somebody had blown up a firecracker in my pussy. It just blew, and I was suddenly arched and gasping as the heat went through my body. 
 
    He smiled, was proud, and I took off my command. “Cum, you asshole.” 
 
    He came, and for a guy with a short dick, he sure had a lot of semen. He just kept shooting and shooting. Amazing. 
 
     
 
    I pulled into my driveway and sighed. That had been a good fuck. Was it better than fucking Tom?” 
 
    Yep. Not even close. My hubby was not just lazy, he was lazy in bed. 
 
    Well, that was going to end. 
 
    Entered the house and Tina was still out, but as I approached the stairs Bobby came to the top stair and begged. “Can I put on some clothes?” 
 
    I ascended the stairs, and as I approached the second floor I could see his naked body up close. His erection sprouted out, throbbed, and juice dripped from the tip. 
 
    “Go limp,” I said. 
 
    He looked down and actually gave a jump. 
 
    I remembered I had given him the blow job every minute, and I took that off. 
 
    “What did you say,” 
 
    He looked up, tormented, tortured, and said, “Please, let me wear clothes.” 
 
    “Do you promise to be a good boy and follow directions.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you do your homework?” 
 
    “Yes. 
 
    But I could see the shade of a lie in there. 
 
    “And what else did you do?” 
 
    “Nothing!” a bit of panic in his mind. 
 
    “I can see you’re hiding something from me. What did you do that I wouldn’t like?” 
 
    But he wouldn’t tell me. But I could tell it was sexual. Sex. Subdued. Ashamed. Didn’t want to tell me. 
 
    “Stay naked. And…” I considered it. It was late, no more homework, I might just as well have fun with him. “Stay hard.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “And don’t touch it.” 
 
    He gawped at me as I walked past him. I could actually feel the heat of his red face. his hands were scrabbling around, but coldn’t manage to touch himself. 
 
    “Mom?” Such a whimper. 
 
    I walked into the bedroom. Where was Tom? 
 
    I walked out and asked Bobby, “Where’s your father?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    I searched through the house. Now where in heck was that man. 
 
    Interestingly, I wasn’t mad at him any more. I had had my fuck, and I just wanted him to eat me. 
 
    I found him in the garage doing the laundry. 
 
    “Hello, dear.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” He was so cute, all humiliated like that. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    He trailed along behind me. “Did you…did you…” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I felt his mind deflate. Aha. So he like cheating, but he didn’t like being cheated on. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Okay,” I took my cum drenched panties off and tossed them on the floor. He stared at them. He could see the semen on them. His face looked like the Titanic had just sunk. 
 
    I lay back on the bed and spread my legs. “Do a good job, honey.” 
 
    He tried to stop himself, but he had had all night long to think about it, and that had really sexed him up. Even as he tried to refuse his mind was going SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    “Feel this?” I ran a feather on the underside of his cock. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Or this?” 
 
    I twisted his balls gently. I could feel the semen in him wanting to burst out. 
 
    “Or…” 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Can’t we—“ 
 
    “Or this?” 
 
    I gave his cock sensations of cold, like ice cubes running down his penis, then circling his balls, and finally heading for his asshole. 
 
    “Oh! God!” he moaned, jerking as the sensations motivated him. But when the icy feeling heading for his bunghole he panicked. “Stop!” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Okay…okay…” 
 
    He moved slowly, but that was okay. I was all for ripping the bandaid off slowly.  
 
    He placed his hands on my knees, moved his head forward. his eyes were begging. Mine were nonchalant. He moved slower and slower, and the anticipation become more and more delicious, then I felt his mouth on me. 
 
    Oh, crap! This was exciting, not lazy, not boring, but an explosive adventure in excitement. And now that he was down there he became more and more excited. He licked, he slurped, and I even heard him gulp. He cleaned me out. He sucked all the cum out of me, and now I felt close. I had had a cum with the horn dog, but now I wanted another one. Greedy me. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I said. 
 
    He jumped up and his cum covered face was grinning. 
 
    “But don’t cum.” 
 
    He almost cried. And he put his penis in me, a full sized penis, and it felt fantastic. I felt full. I felt complete, and I put my arms around him and willed him to rut ruthlessly. 
 
    His hips started moving, driving his cock into me savagely. I gasped, and it was amazing. I felt his prick slide through my ring, play against my walls, and then start to slide back. Again and again. 
 
    “Come on, Tommy. Do a good job!” 
 
    He redoubled his efforts. He was a jackhammer and I let myself go limp and just enjoy it. I suppose, in a way I was being lazy. But he was so fucking hard it didn’t matter. I almost couldn’t move, the way he was a pile driver, excavating me, scooping me out, driving me senseless with pleasure. 
 
    I came. And I came again. And this after cumming with Mr. Short Dick Horn Dog. 
 
    Finally, exhausted, and quite satisfied, I said, “Stop.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    “But…but…” it was in his mind, I could see it. “I haven’t cum!” he waited. 
 
    I lay back, hands behind my head, an amused smile upon my face. “How many times have you cheated on me.” 
 
    He wouldn’t have answered, but it was in his mind. I gasped. And suddenly I was mad all over. 
 
    “You cheated that many times?” 
 
    He looked down, mortified, “I didn’t mean to,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, I know, you were just walking down the street when they kidnaped you and fell on your dick.” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    He mumbled inane excuses, and I just stared at him. Then, I wasn’t mad. 
 
    He was, like most men, a seven second horn dog. He couldn’t control himself. Every seven seconds…SEX! 
 
    “Shut up,” I casually mentioned. 
 
    His mouth snapped shut. 
 
    I laid back and said, “Eat me some more.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I just looked at him. 
 
    He crawled between my legs and started licking me.  
 
    It felt good, his tongue lapping and slipping around inside me. No, he had already cleaned out Mr. Horn Dog’s cum, but it was still humiliating, and a bit disgusting, for him to be forced to eat me, and as he ate me I considered my options. 
 
    Get a new hubbie. But that wasn’t much of an option. Any man I got would be a seven second horn dog. 
 
    Treat him like shit. Deprive him of orgasms forever and make him clean the house, and…and…and it hit me. Make him dress like a girl. 
 
    I stared down at the top of his head, moving around while his tongue paid worshipped my pussy. 
 
    Make him dress like a girl. Hmm. 
 
    Humiliating, shaming, mortifying. 
 
    And I didn’t have to deprive him forever, that might be too hateful. But I could make him give me orgasms. Lots of orgasms. And I could make do chores, clean the house, that sort of thing. And the world didn’t have to know.On the surface we would be a perfect married couple. But I would know, and he would know. 
 
    And I considered the third option. Cheating on him as many times as he had cheated on me. 
 
    Nope. I might have been a slut when I was young, but those days were passed. I was a housewife now, and I had responsibilities. 
 
    But I could have an exciting sex life. And so could he, whether he agreed with the type of excitement I was dishing out or not. 
 
    So I settled on the second option. Keep him horny. Play with him. Limit his orgasms so he was always frustrated and desperate. Get all the sex I wanted, and give him more sex than he wanted. 
 
    And maybe I would even make him dress like a girl. 
 
    I smiled, and listened to the sounds of his slurping. 
 
    Tomorrow I would talk to the children. I would begin my son’s education, and I would decide whether to give Tina a pair of earrings. I sort of thought I would need to, because I thought I would need help working my two men. Besides, she could help take care of her brother, which would prepare her for the day she took a husband. 
 
    Having reached these conclusions I pushed Tom away. 
 
    I stood up and began getting ready for bed. 
 
    Tom was thoroughly hornicized now, and he stared in hunger as I took my clothes off, revealed my big boobs and round ass. 
 
    And he said, “Please, honey, can we stop this? I love you!” 
 
    And I said, “Because I love you…I won’t stop this.” 
 
    He sat on his knees, in the zen position at the side of the bed. His shoulders slumped and he began to cry. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Would you like a part two to this saga? 
 
    Would you like to see where Jane and Tom end up? 
 
    Would you like to see what Tina does with her earrings? 
 
    Check on Amazon for part two! 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: brokenman.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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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    Femdom and feminization save a marriage! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you.” I gripped the wheel tightly. My voice was strained. 
 
    Tammi sat in the passenger seat and wouldn't look at me. She just gazed out the window as the town passed by. 
 
    “That you would do that…to me.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “How could you?” 
 
    She cleared her throat, I thought she might be about to say something, but she didn’t. 
 
    “Don’t you have any explanation?” 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    “But…that way? With…with…” words failed me. 
 
    We drove in silence for a minute, then she said in a soft voice. “I guess we know what I want now.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    I finally pulled the car over, stopped it, just sat their holding the wheel and breathing hard. 
 
    I finally looked at her. 
 
    “Look at me, damn it.” 
 
    She turned her head and faced me. 
 
    Tammi is a beautiful woman. A sizzling body with abundant breasts, perfect ass, and a face that should have been in the movies. 
 
    “Look,” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you had to find out that way. I’m sorry you’re so upset. But you know what I’m sorry most of all about?” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “I’m sorry that I can’t stop loving you.” 
 
    We had been at a party. Everybody was drinking. I was talking with some friends, telling jokes, and then I noticed that Tammi wasn’t anywhere. So I went looking. 
 
    I wasn’t jealous, I wasn’t looking for her because I was a highly suspicious jerk; I just looked for her because she’s my wife and I loved her. 
 
    And I found her. Ron Brown, a jerk if ever there was one, was the only one who would tell me the truth. 
 
    “They’re in the closet.” 
 
    The closet? I frowned. Every once in a while a couple would go into a closet. Basically, they would cheat. A man and a woman who were married to other partners, but, call it too drunk, call it deeply unsettled marriage, they would go into a closet and fuck. 
 
    Everybody would figure it out. Somebody would see them enter the closet, or come out. Or maybe the woman would have cum on her face, or in her hair. Whatever, they were invariably busted. Everybody would laugh, except for their marriage partners. 
 
    And now it was happening to me. 
 
    I tried the hall closet. Nope. 
 
    I tried a bedroom closet. John and Shiela, not the same last names, were fucking up a storm. She was bent over and he was working it like a dog. 
 
    After a few more closets I was ready to give up. I went outside to the pool area, frowned, and suddenly saw Sandy Tomlinson on the other side of the pool, at the tool shed. She was watching me and pounding on the door of the shed. 
 
    Of course, a look out. Sandy was besties with Tammi, and I knew, with sinking heart, that Tammi was in the closet with somebody. 
 
    But who? 
 
    My chest thudding, my heart breaking, I shoved Sandy aside and pulled open the door to the shed. 
 
    There she was. My wife. And it was worse than if she had been cheating. It was worse because she was half naked, pulling up her clothes, and the person in there with her and pulling up her clothes was…Jane Sewell. 
 
    Jane. 
 
    Tammi. 
 
    I blinked, my mind stuttered to a stop. 
 
    If it had been a guy I could have pulled him out and beat the crap out of him. 
 
    But…it was a woman. 
 
    My wife was cheating on me with a woman. 
 
    I had backed up, my legs staggering under the shock. I had simply turned and walked out to the car. 
 
    I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to do. My mind was truly stopped. 
 
    A woman. 
 
    When I reached the car Tammi had caught up to me. She hadn’t said anything, just got in the car and was silent. Wouldn’t look at me. 
 
    And now I stared at her. Cars whizzed past. My mind was shattered, as was my heart, and I truly didn’t have a clue as to what to do. 
 
    “How have I failed?” I begged her to answer. 
 
    “You haven’t.” 
 
    “But you…prefer a woman…over me?” 
 
    “No. Not over you. I just always have loved women, and…every once in a while I grow weak. Tonight, it’s been a long time, I was high, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    I started the car up again and moved back into traffic. 
 
    We drove silently now, and I gave myself a forceful mental command to stop squeezing the steering wheel. Slowly, my white knuckles faded. 
 
    We arrived home, went into the house, and remained silent. 
 
    I poured myself a drink. Whatever jolly high I had had at the party was long gone. I needed a drink. 
 
    I sat down at the table and sipped bourbon. Straight. 
 
    Tammi went to the bedroom, but came back to the kitchen within a minute. 
 
    “We have to talk,” she said. 
 
    “About what?” I said bitterly. 
 
    “About you and me. I don’t want to lose you.” 
 
    “So you can have your cake and eat it, too? 
 
    “You can be mean and bitter if you want. But you could also choose to just have an adult conversation.” 
 
    I glared at her. “Well, wife of mine, it’s hard to be adult and grown up and everything when your heart has just been broken in two and thrown out with the trash.” 
 
    She sighed, then got up and poured herself a drink, then sat back down. 
 
    “Okay. So we both know it’s my fault. Not for just not telling you, but for actively cheating. For not telling you what I wanted and needed before we even got married. 
 
    “Why did’t you?”  
 
    “Because…because I wanted you, I love you, and I was afraid that if you knew that about me you wouldn’t…we wouldn’t…and I thought I could control myself.” 
 
    “So, are you a lesbian?” 
 
    “Tell the truth, I never thought about it, but…I guess I’m a bi. Bisexual. I mean, I always preferred men, but then, every once in a while, something would come over me and I wanted…a woman.” 
 
    “How many times have you…” 
 
    She hesitated, then decided the only way out was to tell the truth. “Maybe a dozen times since we’ve been married.” 
 
    I blinked. I had asked the question, but I wasn’t prepared for the answer. 
 
    “Who are they?” 
 
    “Do you really want to know?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And if you know who they are it will change the way you act towards them. You’ll become snide, or something, slip in an insult. And then they’ll know. And it will snowball…” 
 
    I sipped some more bourbon. It was strong stuff and my throat was feeling raw. I would have to mix some Pepsi into the next drink. 
 
    But she was right. 
 
    I wanted to know who they were, all the women my wife had cheated on me with, but…she was right. I would be talking with one of them, couldn’t control myself, make a remark, and…did I really want to do that? Did I want to get into the whole idea of my wife’s cheating? All the emotional backwash? 
 
    No. 
 
    Yet it would hurt me. 
 
    But…it would be better not to know. 
 
    If it had been a man…men…then I would want to go beat them up. 
 
    But…I couldn’t afford to have those kinds of feelings towards women. 
 
    “What if I got help? Professional help?” 
 
    I thought about it. I wasn’t much of a believer in psychs. When you look at the statistics psychiatrists have one of the highest rates of suicide. That was not a glowing recommendation of their psychoanalytical prowess. 
 
    Bitter, hurt, I finally said, “I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Tammi,” I gimlet-eyed her. “I need to let it all sit, to settle. I don’t have anything inside me but hurt right now. And I need to just let my mind rest; I need a little space to figure stuff out.” 
 
    “But we’ll talk later.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    She waited a second, and she was nervous, then she said, “Then let me have just one last word and I’ll leave you alone.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I love you with all my heart. I love every ounce of you. If I was to lose you it would crush me. I know this is all my fault, but you absolutely have to let me figure out how to make it better again. So, please, even if you don’t want to…we need to talk again. Will you promise me that?” 
 
    I hesitated, then nodded. Right at that moment I didn’t ever want to talk to her again. But hurts fade with time, and I knew that talking would, one way or another, help resolve this situation. 
 
    “Will you talk to me tomorrow evening? After dinner?” 
 
    I held still for a moment, then nodded. 
 
    “Would you like me to sleep on the couch tonight?” 
 
    “No.” Pause. “I’d like to sleep on the couch.” 
 
    “You…but…” then she nodded. I knew she was giving me as much space as she could to figure this out, but how do you figure out a broken heart? 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and wished I hadn’t. I just wanted to sleep through the pain and wake up and have it all over. 
 
    Still, when my eyes opened I could smell the delicious aroma of breakfast. 
 
    I turned over, feeling every lump on the couch and sighed. 
 
    Tammi myst have been sitting on the steps right behind the couch. “I made breakfast for whenever you’re ready.” 
 
    Nothing else. I didn’t respond, but we could feel each other living. 
 
    I laid there for a few moments and thought about the situation. My wife had cheated on me, that’s betrayal. But how did I feel about the fact that she cheated on me with a woman? 
 
    That was an interesting point. 
 
    With a woman she hadn’t been penetrated. So I didn’t have to worry about her bringing home a disease. 
 
    With a woman there was kissing, mouth to pussy, which I was fine with myself. 
 
    With a woman there might be some finger banging, probably was finger banging. 
 
    So it wasn’t the sex, it was—and this was a stupid but incredible thought—it was that she hadn’t told me. 
 
    But that wasn’t totally true. 
 
    But, she had lain with another person. She had found succor with another.  
 
    Not me. 
 
    In a logical world it was ‘so what?’ 
 
    In my world it was a screaming betrayal. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    I sat up, stood up, and folded my blankets. I put them in the hall closet on the way into the kitchen. 
 
    Tammi was sitting at the table, trying to wait for me without being obvious, which was impossible. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    For a second I didn’t want to say anything, but I managed, “Morning.” I couldn’t include the ‘good.’ 
 
    My plate was on the table, covered by a pan cover. I lifted the cover to reveal eggs, sausage and waffles. Butter and syrup were at my elbow, and I stared at the plate. 
 
    I wanted to throw the plate. 
 
    I didn’t want to be childish. I didn't want to give in to rage. 
 
    I wanted to scream at her. 
 
    I ate. 
 
    Slow, nibbling bites. 
 
    She was silent, with her own nibbled plate in front of her. 
 
    I finally said, “I’m better, but I still need some time.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    And so the day went. I did a lot of yard work, breathed fresh air and tried to lose my bad thoughts. Impossible. But the pain became a dull ache, and logic began to assert itself. 
 
    I watched TV in the afternoon. A football game between two college teams I didn’t know and didn’t care about…and didn’t know the score after the game. 
 
    A little time working on the computer, but that was a lost cause. 
 
    I knew I had to sit down and talk. I couldn’t live like a cripple. And that’s what it’s like when you are fighting the bad fight with someone you love. You feel like half a person, and that half is squashed. 
 
    We sat down and ate. A silent affair with me staring at my plate. And after dinner we began to talk. 
 
    “How come?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve always had a thing for women. They appeal to me.” 
 
    “But you don’t want to marry one.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What if I was a woman when you met me? Would you have still married me?” 
 
    I didn’t know the depth of my statement, I was just throwing out ‘what ifs,’ trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, but she actually gasped. 
 
    “I…right now, knowing you, I would say yes. Yes a thousand times.” 
 
    I was confused, didn’t know what to say, but I segued into “What if you met a person who was like me and she was a woman right now.” 
 
    That confused her and she said, “But I love you?” 
 
    Well, why did you…” and on and on. But the good thing was, even though I still felt like a bag of squashed shit, we were talking. Communications had started up. 
 
    No I didn’t understand. 
 
    At one point, to make a point, Tammi reached out and put a hand on mine. 
 
    I froze.  
 
    She froze on seeing me freeze. 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, but didn’t. 
 
    “Do you want me not to touch you?” 
 
    Oh,  God. I wanted her to touch me. I needed her to touch me, but I couldn’t figure out how to respond. Yes, I want you to not touch me…no, don’t touch me. I finally settled on. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Slowly, slowly, the bits and pieces of my pain lessened, even started to disappear. 
 
    So we went through a week. I slept on the couch two more nights, then moved back into the bedroom. I watched her get undressed and felt the familiar feel in my loins. I wanted that body. I wanted to feel her warm and breathing and part of me. 
 
    She made it plain that she wanted the same. 
 
    Come the following Friday night, a night when we would normally be out partying, we stayed home. And we drank a little. And it came time for bed. 
 
    We lay in our bed, having our thoughts, and I felt her hand creep under the covers and touch me.  
 
    Her hand was on the side of my belly. It was warm, and it was afraid. 
 
    “Can I keep going?” she finally asked. 
 
    I nodded, and made a loud gulping sound. 
 
    Her hand went over my belly and she moved a little closer. Her hand, like an invading, creeping, infiltrating soldier wormed it’s way down to my groin. 
 
    I hadn’t had any for a week, and it was electric. My penis stood up and throbbed and took my breath away. 
 
    Yet she didn’t do much more than hold it for the longest time. In a way I wanted her to move, in another way I was deathly afraid. 
 
    Here hand snuggled over my penis, slithered down to my balls. I couldn’t breath. 
 
    Her hand felt my balls, assessed them, hefted them, handled them. 
 
    I took a breath, like a gasp. 
 
    Her hand slithered up my shaft and began stroking it gently. It went up and down, trailing over the skin, feeling the head. 
 
    It was electric, and…I moaned and turned to her. 
 
    We lay face to face, her stroking my shaft, bringing me closer and closer. 
 
    I raised my hands to her breasts, brushed her nipples and she gasped. I bent my head and took one nipple in my mouth, I held that boob and sucked, mightily, and found that I was crying. Then I wasn’t sucking anything, I was just holding her, or rather she was holding my head to her breasts and I sobbed helplessly. 
 
    Tears. Good. Big breakthrough. 
 
    But we didn’t make love. I just lay there, my penis poking her thigh, and finally I just went to sleep. I wanted to be one with her flesh. I wanted her to be part of my dreams. I wanted her love. 
 
     
 
    I awoke, and was entangled with my wife’s body. We had slept so close we might have had one heart. 
 
    I moved back a little, and she was already awake. 
 
    “Good morning,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    Yet she was wise enough not to push it. 
 
    And I had included the ‘good,’ and meant it. 
 
    We arose and went downstairs. Naked. We didn’t decide or talk about it, we just did it. 
 
    Naked, making breakfast. 
 
    Naked, eating breakfast. 
 
    Naked, our eyes occasionally passing over each other, and we could feel the spark waiting to ignite. 
 
    We went yard sale-ing that morning. Drove around and picked through other people’s stuff, looking for a deal, laughing at junk, and occasionally marveling at a find. 
 
    We wandered between tables stacked with kid’s clothes and gimcracks. We fingered through books and I examined tools. At the third house we held hands. 
 
    That night we had dinner, and we didn’t talk so much, we just put on an old movie and sat on the couch and watched it. Key Largo, then that classic of classics…Casa Blanca. It was Humphrey Bogart night, and Tammi fixed up a plate of popcorn and added a cube of butter and we ate and said lines. 
 
    Then we moved to the next century and watch World War Z. 
 
    Now, here is the weird thing. Normally, watching a movie, Tammi would make a remark if a hunky dude came on the screen. ‘Man, how hung is that guy?’ Then she would tease me. ‘Would you mind if I fucked Brad?’ or something like that. And I would laugh and say I wanted a Scarlett Johanssen movie next. 
 
    But we watched the movie, and she didn't say anything like that, and I wanted her to. 
 
    And we watched and watched, and I wanted that normalcy, I wanted that teasing aspect. I wanted to be able to talk with my wife in that joking manner. 
 
    I finally whispered, “It’s okay if you want to fuck Brad Pitt.” 
 
    She drew in her breath, I could feel her heart pounding. “What if I wanted to suck him off?” 
 
    “As long as you swallow.”  
 
    Her head was now turned against me. My arm was around her. We were in our own conversation and the zombies on the screen didn’t matter much. 
 
    “What if Brad Pitt was a woman.” 
 
    Bingo. There it was. The bridge to and from reality. And to and from our problems. 
 
    “I…I…” gulping, trying to breath, I said, “Okay.” 
 
    We were frozen then, en tableau, not able to make a sound. 
 
    Suddenly she took my hand and pulled me from the couch. We left the TV yapping away and she led me upstairs. Up the stairs, down the hall, and into the bedroom. 
 
    Our bedroom. Our room of consummation. Where we became one. The beast with two backs, safe from the world, safe in our own world. 
 
    She undressed me slowly, taking her time with buttons, and I leaned forward and kissed the delicate side of her throat. 
 
    She took off my shirt, tossed it aside, and I held her breasts, marveled at their weight, their shape, and how hot they made me. 
 
    She undid my zipper and my buckle, and my penis poked out. 
 
    She kissed me then, holding my head down and my penis up, our lips fused as if one. Our breaths one, our hearts beating against each other. 
 
    I kicked off my pants, then shimmied out of my underwear. 
 
    She began undressing. I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her. 
 
    I watched her take off her blouse and bra, and my breath caught as I looked at her breasts. Beautiful mountains. Baby feeders. Husband lovers. 
 
    She shimmied out of her skirt and I marveled at her soft flesh, so round and tantalizing. 
 
    She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of me. She leaned over me, her breasts brushing my chest, and kissed me. 
 
    Her mouth was a thing alive, voracious, sucking as if to suck the life out of me, yet more giving than taking. 
 
    We held on and I rolled over, wound up on top, and I lifted her body and moved her around on the bed. 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    And I could see the thought of the moment. This is a person apart from me, who I have committed to. Like we were aliens, but bound by eternal law. 
 
    I reached down to her junction and trailed my fingers up and down her slit, make her groan, making her eyes open, revealing her hunger. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now.” 
 
    I moved into her, my head first, pushing flesh aside, slithering through the tunnel of her love, our pubes finally meeting, my balls touching her ass. 
 
    She groaned,, arched her back and held my head. I contorted slightly as I humped her. My hips drove back and forth, in and out, Pushing her hips wider, and she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my back. A python dedicated to strangling all hate. 
 
    I drove in and in, and she arched and made the most delightful grunting sounds. 
 
    Our sex squelched, and we giggled. 
 
    Then she was cumming. Cumming big time. No sex like make up sex. Her whole body was spasming, clinging, holding, and her hips moved forward and tried to squeeze more and more out of me. 
 
    But…I wasn’t giving. 
 
    I wanted to. I was desperate to. But…I couldn’t cum. 
 
    I could climb the hill, but I couldn’t jump off the cliff. 
 
    My penis wanted to, it writhed and wiggled and pulsed and throbbed, but it wouldn't squirt. 
 
    I kept trying, but finally slowed down. And then, shock of shocks, my pecker started to go limp. 
 
    “Hey,” she said. She moved her hips yet again, but I slipped out of her. 
 
    I rolled to one side and she went up on an elbow and faced me. “We can try again.” 
 
    “Not right now.” 
 
    “But later.” 
 
    “Yes. Later.” 
 
    Then I lay there and wondered what had happened. We were in love. I thought I had forgiven her, but…but I couldn’t make that last grunt, drop the seed, deposit my love in her. 
 
    The point of it all eluded me. 
 
    And we slept. 
 
    The next week was torture. 
 
    I was horny, that was sure, and we tried again, and again, but although she was having the grandest orgasms of her life…I was having nothing. 
 
    I had an official case of ED. Erectile Dysfunction. A pecker that wouldn’t peck. 
 
    My testicles were full. They were over full, feeling her get off time and again made me want to get off, and in the worst way. 
 
    But my penis was not only incapable, it began to stay soft. It wouldn't even erect. Instead of standing up and shouting ‘Hey! Look at me!’ it was laying down and sniffling. 
 
    Now that the ice was broken Tammi started doing everything she could to get me off. She gobbled, she stroked, she spent hours trying to get the little fellow to once again grow tall. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    And the days passed. 
 
    There is a peculiar misery in being unable to perform.  
 
    There is a part of you that is desperate and wanting, ready to jump off a cliff. 
 
    And there is a part that wallows in hopeless despair, making up excuses and justifications. 
 
    ‘Oh, it doesn’t matter.’ ‘It’ll come back when I’m ready.’ 
 
    Months passed, and our life became a passage on a steam ship, caught between shores. 
 
    I used my mouth and hands to get Tammi off, but for myself…there was no joy in Mudville. 
 
    So what do you do when your favorite pastime is denied you? 
 
    You think. You have thoughts, and you keep them to yourself. 
 
    You dwindle inward. 
 
    All of which was hell to Tammi. She was vivacious and outgoing, and now I was no longer keeping up. I was falling behind, and what was worse was that she felt it to be her fault. 
 
    Was it? Maybe, but who cares? Logically, even emotionally, I held no grudge, but my body was speaking, and there was no way not to hear it. 
 
    The breakthrough, when it came, happened on a Friday night. We went out to a nightclub. Not to club, but to eat. We hadn’t been doing much partying, didn’t feel like it, but we ate and talked. Lots of talk these days, something to make up for the lack of fuck. 
 
    We were just finishing desert and ready to head for home. When Tammi suddenly brightened up and half stood and waved a hand. 
 
    Then a stricken expression crossed her face. 
 
    “What?” I turned and looked, and Jane Sewell was crossing the floor towards us. 
 
    I turned back to Tammi, and my emotions were going every which way but loose. 
 
    “It’s Jane.” 
 
    “I forgot,” she said. 
 
    I hadn’t forgotten. Jane Sewell was the one I had caught Tammi in the closet with. 
 
    I sat there, frozen, the people swirling around, chatting, being with each other, and I suddenly felt like an Eskimo in town hall. What the fuck was I doing there. What the fuck was I going to do! This was the person my wife had cheated on me with. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. 
 
    Jane arrived at our table, greeted Tammi with an air kiss, and suddenly realized where she was. She looked at me face, and she remembered that night when I had opened the closet door and caught them. 
 
    Her face drained of color. “Oh, crap,” she said. 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    Tammi said, “I just realized how awkward this is.” 
 
    “I’ll go.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I looked at Tammi. 
 
    “We were friends, probably still are under the surface. Let’s talk about it.” 
 
    “But, I don’t…” Jane was staring at me like I was about to come after her with a knife. 
 
    I sighed. “Sit down, Jane.” 
 
    Tammi pulled her hand, shoved a chair under her, and she sat and stared at me. 
 
    We sat, awkward, her embarrassed, for a long minute. 
 
    She started to get up. “I can see that I shouldn’t be here.” 
 
    “Jane.” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    She stayed, but was actually trembling. 
 
    I heaved a big breath and said, “If you don’t mind, I’d like to talk to you. Tammi and I have gone through a rough patch, and it would help if we could just…talk.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. She licked her lips and I knew she was mentally focused on the exit. 
 
    “Heck, Jane. It might be embarrassing, I might even call you names, but it’s just talk.” 
 
    Tammi patted Jane’s wrist, and she slowly relaxed down in her chair. 
 
    Silence for a moment. Then I asked: “Would you like some desert?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “A drink?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    I waved for the waitress and we ordered three drinks. I had a bourbon and Coke, natch, and the girls ordered two fruity sounding concoctions. 
 
    We sat. The drinks arrived, and we each sipped. 
 
    And I asked, “How come Tammi?” 
 
    For a moment I thought she was going to bolt, but then she calmed herself and said, “Look at her.” She looked at Tammi. 
 
    I looked, and I saw the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    I nodded, then, back to Jane. “But she was mine.” 
 
    We were drunk. We showed no good judgement.” 
 
    “So if she was a man, would you have…done what you did?” 
 
    “Probably. She’s so beautiful…who could resist her?” 
 
    “Even if her was a him?” 
 
    “Especially if her was a him.” 
 
    “Are you a lesbian?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re like…like a bi person?” 
 
    “I guess you’d say that. It’s all love, you know.” 
 
    It’s all love. Hunh. 
 
    I was quiet for a moment, and Jane and Tammi traded a couple of awkward sentences. 
 
    I blurted, “I cant’ get it up anymore.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “At first I just couldn’t cum, certainly not have an orgasm, but now it just lays there. Limp.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say…I guess it’s my fault, but I didn’t…” she trailed off. Then she said, “I don’t know what to say because women don’t have that problem.” And, here came the bomb. “Maybe you should try being a woman.” 
 
    I will always wonder why she said that. It was weird, not appropriate, out of the blue. But the words just floated into the air and stared at me. But it wasn’t the words. It was what they did to me.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We drove home. Silent, and thinking about Jane Sewell. 
 
    I didn’t hate her. I didn’t feel much of anything for her. 
 
    But what she had said, ‘Women don’t have that problem.’ And, ‘Maybe you should try being a woman.’ 
 
    Try being a woman. 
 
    We arrived at home. I pulled into the driveway and just sat there. Tammi started to get out of the car, but stopped when I obviously wasn’t moving. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When she said that,” I didn’t have to explain what she said, “I got an erection.” 
 
    Tammi turned to me. She reached across and held my hand. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know that when she said I should be a woman I got an erection. The first one in months.” 
 
    I looked at her and, the first time in months, I grinned. “I wanted to sweep the dishes off the table, throw you on it, and rape the fuck out of you.” 
 
    She grunted, a twist of a smile appearing on her face. 
 
    “They would have called the cops.” 
 
    “Or charged admission,” I chuckled. 
 
    “So,” furrows appeared between her eyebrows, “Does that mean…what does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I got turned on.” 
 
    “By the thought of being a woman?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay…okay…” she thought, then, “You have no cock, just big tits. You wear a dress.” 
 
    I stared down at my crotch. 
 
    She stared. 
 
    My crotch…bubbled. My penis was stuck in the folds of my pants, but it was getting harder, wriggling against the material, trying to stand up. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” whispered Tammi. 
 
    “It’s alive,” then I realized what I had said. I had repeated what Dr. Victor Frankenstein had said when his monster came to life. ‘It’s alive!’ 
 
    She reached down into my lap and grabbed the monster. “I could put a dress on you.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “I could put make up on you.” 
 
    PULSE. PULSE. PULSE. Blood rushed through my monster. 
 
    We had actually touched upon this subject several times, but only in passing, and never having any intention. But now…courtesy of Jane… 
 
    “Are you a bi?” Tammi giggled. 
 
    I had asked her that, and it had been so serious, but now we were starting to laugh. The thing that had been missing these so many months, laughter. 
 
    “It’s coming to get you, Barbara…” I spouted a line from that classic monster movie, ‘Night of the Living Dead.’ 
 
    “Oh, no! Should I put a stake through its heart? Where’s the holy water!” 
 
    We got out of the car and rushed upstairs. Into the bedroom, ripping off our clothes. It only took a minute to get to our bed and…my boner was gone. 
 
    We looked at my sad lap sadly. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “It’s gone.” 
 
    “What should we do?” 
 
    Tammi breathed out, “We need to feminize you. We need to actually make you into a woman. 
 
    We stood there in the bedroom, staring at each other. 
 
    It was so bizarre. It was weird. It was…what we needed to do. 
 
    “I can’t,” I said. 
 
    “If you ever want sluggo to live…then you’re going to need to.” 
 
    “But…but…” I turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    Tammi was right behind me. 
 
    I went down to the living room and sat down and watched the TV that wasn’t turned on. 
 
    Tammi sat down next to me. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I…I’m a man. It’s wrong to dress up like a woman. To be a crossdresser. A…a transgender tranny type of person.” 
 
    “It’s therapy.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a transvestite!” 
 
    “Just at night, to help get you started.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You like it when I dress up as a woman.” 
 
    “You are a woman.” 
 
    “I’m a person, and so are you. And people can be what they want.” 
 
    “But…” I stared at her. 
 
    “You want to know something?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The idea of you dressed up as a woman turns me on.” 
 
    My eyes were pies. 
 
    “Right after I cheated on you, you were talking, and you asked me. I remember it exactly, ‘What if I was a woman when you met me?’ You were talking about if you were a woman…would I still be attracted…” 
 
    “I remember.” 
 
    I was attracted right then. That statement, it tweaked me, it made me horny. My damned thighs felt slick I was so wet. But I didn’t say anything. Everything was so mixed up, and…and I didn’t say anything.” 
 
    “But you’ve visualized me as a woman?” 
 
    “Since then…again and again. Sometimes, even when we’re making love. Sometimes you’re down there eating me out, and I can hardly stand it. I visualize you with breasts, a pussy, and I want to sixty-nine you. I want to eat you. I want to chew on your titties until you scream.” 
 
    I said nothing. My mind was like a stained glass window in a church, huge and sacred and…shattered. 
 
    Thoughts of what is a man…what is a woman…went scootering through my head. 
 
    “You never said anything.” 
 
    “It’s too weird.” Then: “I like woman, I love you. The idea of you being a woman…it’s the best solution, the thing that turns me on the most. I even researched it on the internet. If we dressed you up like a woman and we made love you would be what they call a ‘male lesbian.’ 
 
    A male lesbian. Wonder suffused my voice. 
 
    “Can you see it? Can you imagine it? Do you know how sexy nylons are? Or what it’s like to wear high heels? Do you know how incredible it feels to change your face? 
 
    “Do you know what it feels like to walk down the street and feel eyes on you? You can actually feel your skin prickle where a man stares at it. You can feel your breasts, like they are hairy and the hair is standing on end. 
 
    “Do you have any idea what it feels like to be able to cross your legs without worrying about smashing your balls? To run without being bowlegged?” 
 
    I laughed. “Testicles are cool things to have between your legs.” 
 
    “Tits are wonderful to have on your chest.” 
 
    I was silent. Then: “What if…what if we did this. How would it change our relationship?” 
 
    “It would change it as much as we let it. If we don’t like it, we just back up. No harm, no foul.” 
 
    “And you wouldn’t think I was a pansy?” 
 
    She got off the couch and sat on the coffee table in front of me. We were both leaning forward, our lips inches apart. 
 
    “I might, and that might be the whole point. And maybe it wouldn't be. We don’t know how we’ll look at each other until we do it.” 
 
    She was getting closer, breathing on me. She was excited and she reached between my legs and took my cock in hand. 
 
    “Look how excited you are!” 
 
    I couldn’t deny that. My cock was hard as it had ever been. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to be that excited al the time?” 
 
    “Um…yeah.” 
 
    “Then let me feminize you.” 
 
    I said, “Not tonight.” 
 
    “If not now…when?” 
 
    “Well, there are problems we need to face.” 
 
    “Like what.” 
 
    “Like I’m taller than you. It would be stupid if I squeezed into your clothes.” 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “So go to the Goodwill tomorrow and pick me out something that will fit. And shoes. You want me to wear my clodhoppers? Or do you want to find some real high heels? Or pumps, or…or I don’t even know all the shoe styles, but do you want me squeezing into your shoes? Hell, I’d probably bust them.” 
 
    She gave a slight grin at the idea of my feet bursting the seams of one of her pairs of shoes. 
 
    “And I hate to say it, but…what about my dick?” 
 
    “Of course, your dick. Isn’t that what it’s all about?” 
 
    “It is, but I’ll be a pretty funny woman with a dick sticking out through my dress.” 
 
    “We could get you a chastity device.” 
 
    “A…I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t keep you in it all the time. Just when you were a woman. When you weren’t I would let you loose.” She giggled. “I like that idea. “A cock on demand. Just unlock and…BOING!” 
 
    I laughed. I realized that we were, for the first time in months, happy. Going on and on, feeding our good humor off each other. 
 
    Like we used to do. 
 
    For a moment neither of us said anything, just enjoyed the humor and our togetherness. 
 
    “So we’re going to do this.” 
 
    “I’ll need to shop. Goodwill tomorrow. And I’ll pick up some underwear for you. We’ll measure you tomorrow so I can get the right fits.” 
 
    “I’ll look into chastity tubes.” 
 
    “I’ll get some make up that will match your skin color. 
 
    She was jacking me with one hand, and touching my cheek with the other. My cock felt like steel in her hands. 
 
    She kissed me. She placed her lips on mine, and it was like the first kiss we had ever kissed. It was fresh, and wild, and unknown, and…and everything it had been until I had caught her in the closet. 
 
    And it was driving all thoughts of closets and cheating and Jane Sewell out of my mind. 
 
    We broke, and I said, “As long as you really let me out of the chastity thing.” 
 
    “Oh, I probably will,” she dismissed my concern airily. 
 
    “Wait a minute…” 
 
    She giggled, “You’re just going to have to trust me.” 
 
    And there it was. Trust. What we had had before, and what we were finally figuring out again. Trust, the unspoken contract between true lovers. 
 
    After a couple of hours of planning and creating, we finally went to bed. I was hard as a rock, but we didn’t try anything. We sort of knew that feminization was the key to this. If I tried to fuck before we accomplished this I was risking everything. If I was patient, we could do it. 
 
    And, a weird thing, I liked being horny for Tammi. I liked the shivers I got. It was like being a 16 year old boy going out on his first date, but with all the positives and none of the negatives. 
 
    A moment of reflection, and I realized that that was what she must have felt upon imagining me as a woman. 
 
    Laying in bed, I mused, “So I’ll be a male lesbian, and you’ll be a…what? A bisexual?” 
 
    She just snuggled against me, put a hand on an excited nipple, and mumbled, “I’ll be in love. That’s what I’ll be.” 
 
    And we slept. 
 
     
 
    Can a guy have a hard on all night?  I thought maybe, because I woke up with one. I had gone to sleep completely bonerized, and woke up the same. 
 
    Tammi woke up and hoped on me. 
 
    “Don’t try to cum,” she said, as she slithered down my hard pole. “We don’t want to mess with the magic.” 
 
    I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her bouncing on me. I loved the look on her face, and when she came I never felt so happy. 
 
    But I didn’t try to cum. 
 
    Intuitively, we knew she was right. 
 
    Finally, she lay on me, breasts flattened against my chest. Breathing hard. “Not bad, woman.” 
 
    I thought that was going to make me cum. I actually felt that surge and I pushed her off me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That almost made me cum.” 
 
    Oh, how she giggled. And she slapped my pecker lightly and said, “You’re going to wear a dress! And lipstick. And nylons.” 
 
    I laughed, then got up. “I’m going to take a cold shower.” 
 
    “Take a hot shower. I want that sucker standing up!” 
 
    So I did, and she joined me, and we soaped the heck out of each other, paying special attention to private parts. 
 
    I soaped her pussy, running my fingers through the folds of her sex until she moaned and had to be held up. 
 
    She soaped and rinsed me, then took me in her mouth, but watched carefully to make sure I didn’t have an ‘unauthorized’ squirt. 
 
    Then she got dressed. She had to go to the Goodwill, but I didn’t. I had to go looking for sex toys on the internet, and one doesn’t have to be dressed for that. 
 
    I watched her get ready, and I imagined her clothes going on me. 
 
    She looked over at me, saw the excitement in my eyes. “Now, remember, I want you to Nair your body.” 
 
    “No prob,” I said. 
 
    “And use some of my body cream. Make yourself sweet smelling for me.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    And she was gone. 
 
    So I went downstairs, led by my magic tuna finder, and settled in in front of the computer. 
 
    Chastity tubes are nefarious things. A man locking his junk up. What’s up with that? 
 
    Yet I could feel the excitement that such thought brings. And beyond that was the idea of handing control of my sex to another person. To be teased, to be denied, to feel my desire grow larger and larger. 
 
    I looked through Amazon, but they hadn’t much of a selection. Apparently they weren’t make enough money off chastity devices. Or maybe they had a prude in charge of the place. 
 
    So I set off on the big hunt. 
 
    Lots of places sold the generic chastity tubes, and there were a lot of things to consider. Did I want to be so small my cock couldn't move at all? Did I want to hang loose in one of the devices? 
 
    And this ‘ring’ thing thing. I measured myself time after time, and worried that my balls would turn black and fall off. 
 
    And…the catheter. Did I want a tube running up my cock? That was a scary one, at least for me. And some of the catheters were long! Those tubes would run all the way back into my groin and come out my asshole! 
 
    And, I had to choose between colors, materials and designs. 
 
    I read the reviews, and even that was weird. One star with no reason. Five stars and it was ‘okay.’ 
 
    Three stars, but would have been five if the delivery had been more prompt. 
 
    Still, it was understandable, I just had to wade through the horse shit. But by the time Tammi came home I had ordered a couple of devices. And a couple of vibrators for the heck of it, and a pair of pussy panties, which were latex with an actual pussy on it. And a couple of books. Some gal named Grace Mansfield seemed to have a lot of books on the subject of feminization. Once I finally found her author’s page on Amazon. 
 
    But, I was done, and sitting back and thinking of a whiskey when I heard the garage door slam. 
 
    “I’m home!” 
 
    “So am I!” 
 
    We came together in the kitchen. Me naked and her clothed. We did one of those kisses where I bent her back and over and just took her breath away. 
 
    Coming up for air she said, “Lord, I’m going to keep you this way.” 
 
    “What way?” 
 
    “Naked and horny.” 
 
    “Ha! And I’ll keep you like the TV show. Naked and afraid. Very, very afraid.” 
 
    I went out to the garage and started bring bags in. Bags and bags. Tammi had really gone overboard. 
 
    “What about the chastity thing?” she asked. 
 
    “In the mail.” 
 
    “Good. Because you’re not cumming until I lock you up.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! How can I cum if I’m locked up?” 
 
    She smooched me, and whispered, “Don’t worry.” Then she gave me the evil laugh, “Heh heh!” 
 
    Upstairs, in the bedroom, we began unpacking the goods. 
 
    “Let’s throw out all your old male clothes.” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Okay. But you only get to wear them when I give you permission. In writing.” 
 
    That made me chuckle. 
 
    I put all my male clothes on the left side of the closet, then started hanging up the dresses, blouses, and things. Tammi was putting the underwear into my dresser. 
 
    I put a couple of pairs of shoes, high heels, under the dresses, and called out, “I think you may have gone overboard.” 
 
    “Probably, but once I got started I couldn’t stop. Seeing you as a woman in my mind…Mmmm.” 
 
    “So when are we going to do this?” I asked. 
 
    “I figured we’d start around your birthday. that’s only four months away, and…” 
 
    She giggled at the look on my face. 
 
    “Today. Right now.” 
 
    I felt my heart pounding. A sense of excitement swelled through my chest. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    “Of course, you won’t be allowed to cum. Not until the chastity device is here.” 
 
    Boy, that had me flummoxed. How could I cum if I had a chastity tube on? 
 
    “Here.” She tossed me a squarish, ribbed sort of thing with sturdy clasps.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A tummy shaper. I could have gotten you a full length one, but then your poor pecker would have to go to prison. I didn’t think you’d like to be confined that way on your first day as a woman. 
 
    “Oh, Lord.” I slapped my face and spoke like a woman, “Please don’t take my cock away.” 
 
    She laughed, and I needed help to get the tummy shaper on. I actually had to lie down on the bed and she got on me and knelt and i sucked in and she managed to close the clasps. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said. “That’s tight. It’s making me dizzy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but look how round it makes your hips. And even your chest is pushed up. You’ve actually sort of got cleavage.” 
 
    I looked down at my chest. She was right. My pecs were squashed and pushed up and…it looked like I had a bit of valley between my boobs. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go the rest of the way.” She handed me a bra. 
 
    I fumbled with it, and she laughed, but I finally got it on the right way and the straps over my shoulders. 
 
    “Here are your boulders,” she handed me a pair of tear dropped boobs. 
 
    “Boulders?” 
 
    “You’re wearing an over the shoulder boulder holder, so these must be the boulders.” 
 
    I nodded, and pushed the breast forms into my cups. 
 
    Boom! I had titties. I had bosoms, biguns…boulders. 
 
    I looked at the mirror and was astounded at the sudden femininity of my figure. 
 
    The big tits made my waist look smaller, and my hips flared out just like a woman’s. I was an hourglass. Yes, I was a little thicker, but the size of the boobs made my shape proportionate. 
 
    “Nice,” Tammi nodded. “Let’s get some nylons on you.” 
 
    I was having trouble bending with the tummy shaper on, so Tammi had me sit on the edge of the bed and she unrolled the hose up my legs. 
 
    Oh, it was kinky. Sexy. Magical. My legs felt compressed, like they were dicks and the hose was rubbers. 
 
    Which made my cock stand out even more. 
 
    Then she put a skirt on me, a cute piece of clothing that kept my knees together. “It’s called a pencil skirt. You like it?” 
 
    “I won’t be running any races.” 
 
    “Oh, you’d be surprised. Women who wear these are always racing away from horny men.” 
 
    “I guess they want to be caught.” I inspected my butt over my shoulder. Nice and round. A tush to be proud of. 
 
    She helped me into a blouse, a pale blue, sheer but opaque, if that makes sense. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “Except for hair and make up…” 
 
    “Don’t you worry about that. I’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “A plan?” 
 
    She had a mysterious look in her eyes. 
 
    At that moment…DING DONG! 
 
    My eyes opened up. 
 
    “Honey, do you trust me?” 
 
    And, glory be, I did. All this dressing up and planning to be feminized…it had softened me. And I trusted her again. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Then you are going to be seen as you are. You’re going to meet somebody. Just wait here.” 
 
    I waited, and I heard her open the door downstairs. I heard the gabble of voices, and I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. 
 
    At first I started to panic. I needed to hide. I couldn't let anybody see me this way. 
 
    But Tammi must have invited this person over on purpose. This person must know something about me. 
 
    I steeled myself and waited. 
 
    “Honey, I invited a professional over to do your hair and make up.” 
 
    Jane Sewell stepped into the room. 
 
    I was flabbergasted. Flummoxed, didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Jane did, though. She looked at me and her mouth curled upwards in a delighted smile. 
 
    “Liam, beautiful. You are beautiful. What a body. I am jealous.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Jane cross the room and looked at the make up on the Tammi’s table. “Good thing I’ve got my kit in the car.” She looked at me. “Well, come on, beautiful. Let’s finish you off.” 
 
    Tammi had crossed to me. I think she was a little worried, but since I didn’t blow my top she was okay. She helped me put on high heels and walked me across the bedroom. 
 
    Oh, Lord, high heels are hard to walk in! 
 
    She just chuckled as I wobbled and kept me going. 
 
    Downstairs I heard the front door open and close. Jane getting her make up stuff. 
 
    I made it to the stairs, then Tammi took mercy on me. She helped me out of the shoes and merely remarked, “You need a lot more practice before I let you fall down the stairs.” 
 
    Grateful, I moved down the stairs, glorying in the feeling of nylon feet on a rug. 
 
    I reached the downstairs just as Jane came back in the house lugging a suitcase. “Over by the dining room table,” she commanded. “The light there is the best.” 
 
    I took a seat by the big window and Jane began inspecting me. She handled my hair and tsked. She looked at my eyes and shook her head. 
 
    “You have got so much potential. We should have done this long ago. 
 
    “I didn’t know I was, uh…” 
 
    Jane snickered. “You didn’t know what? That you had a bit of the feminine in you?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, honey, let me tell you, you do. Every man does. Most men are too chicken to find out, though.” 
 
    She began cleansing my face. She used a couple of little sponges, and I was stunned to see how much dirt my face had on it. 
 
    “But I just took a shower a while ago!” 
 
    “This stuff is in the pores. Soap and water is just a surface cleaning. You need to get the deep and the down.” 
 
    She primed my skin, put foundation on. She used little brushes with powder, her fingers when she applied creams. 
 
    It was a unique experience. My skin felt electric. It was hairs on end and very surreal. And I quickly figured out why women did it. It did make one feel special; it made one feel beautiful. 
 
    She did my eyes, and I watched as my orbital sockets became little caves and my eyes became shiny lights. 
 
    “Beautiful, beautiful,” she kept mumbling over and over. 
 
    Finally, she fitted a wig to my head and fastened it on. She gave it a gentle tug and it was obvious that it was there to stay. Then she leaned down and inspected me very closely, and rolled lipstick on to my lips. 
 
    Bright red. A slutty color if ever there was one, which was why I loved it so much. 
 
    She stood back and said, “Voila! A masterpiece!” 
 
    I stood up and I could see my reflection in the big picture window. 
 
    I bore no resemblance to a man at all. 
 
    I was stacked, and I had booty, and I simply looked like a woman. 
 
    Click. Click. Tammi took my picture, and I really got into it. I started to strike poses and Jane clapped her hands in delight. 
 
    Then Jane said, “You know, there is one little problem. 
 
    We all looked at my cock. 
 
    The pencil dress was tight, but my cock pressed outward on the material, and it was obvious that I was a man. 
 
    “Well,” said Tammi, “We’ve got a chastity device on order.” 
 
    “That would do it.” Jane stepped closer to me and reached down and pushed my cock. I groaned. 
 
    She grinned. “What?” 
 
    “You know.” 
 
    “I know what?” 
 
    “You know.”  
 
    She laughed. And we were all laughing. Then stepped even closer. She was inches in front of me, and she whispered. “You are the most gorgeous man I have ever made up.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was feeling incredibly giddy. I felt like liquid lightening was being poured through my emotions. 
 
    “Can I kiss you?” 
 
    I froze. Here it was. The thing that had started the whole dance. I looked at Tammi. 
 
    “Hey,” she shrugged her shoulders, “Who am I to complain?” 
 
    “Just a little one. I don’t want to mess your lips.” She grinned. “Please…please?” 
 
    “I…uh, okay.” 
 
    She closed the distance slowly, cautiously, and pressed her lips to mine. They were good lips. Curvy and plump, and they were different from Tammi’s. 
 
    Just a moment, her hand on the back of my neck, our lips fused like they were magnetized. 
 
     She broke the kiss, was breathing hard. “Just one more, but feel me up this time, you bitch.” 
 
    This kiss was harder, longer, and she moved my hand to her breast. She wiggled, and pressed my hand, and moved it around. 
 
    “Fuck me if I don’t want more,” she whispered. 
 
    “Not this time,” Tammi moved in, a big grin on her face. “Tonight he’s mine.” 
 
    “Oh, you lucky bitch.” 
 
    She stepped back, sighed, patted my cheek and said, “See ya, honey.” Then she gathered up her make up materials and headed out the door. 
 
    I was silent when the door closed. 
 
    Tammi came and put her arm around my waist. “I think my little hubbie likes girls.” 
 
    I sighed and said, “And I dinged you for that.” 
 
    “You did. And you were right.” 
 
    “Maybe, but if I ever ding you again please kick me.” 
 
    “Gladly. Are you ready to go upstairs?” 
 
    “But I thought I had to wait for the chastity device?” 
 
    “You do,” and she led me by the hand into the kitchen. 
 
    Now what the hell did she mean? She was going to fuck me…but I had to wait? 
 
    “What are we doing here? I thought we were going upstairs?” 
 
    “We are. But first I need to get you lubricated in more ways than one.” 
 
    Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    She poured me a drink. Let’s talk about how a woman makes love.” 
 
    “Okay.” I sat at the table and sipped, was aware of leaving lip imprint on the rim of the glass. 
 
    She grinned at the expression on my face. “So how do women make love?” 
 
    “Well, they get together with a man…” 
 
    “Get more graphic.” 
 
    “The man puts his penis in the woman’s hole. Is that graphic enough?” 
 
    “It is, now I want you to tell me how you, as a woman, are going to make love to me.” 
 
    I was blinking, not sure where this was going. “I was going to put my cock in your vagina.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “What? But…I don’t get it.” 
 
    So she explained it to me, and my mouth opened and my jaw dropped and my eyes stared. 
 
    “You expect me to…” 
 
    “You’re a woman now. You want to go all the way, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…but…” 
 
    “And, let’s face it, you’re not going to be a real woman until we do this. We could buy you tits, give you hormones, but until you’ve lain with a man you’re not a whole woman.” 
 
    It took a couple of  drinks, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that she was right. 
 
    And, let’s face it, every man wants this kind of loving. 
 
    She led me up the stairs and into the bedroom. I took a couple of more sips, big sips, and I was ready. 
 
    “What do I do?” 
 
    “Climb on the bed, ass out.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    Tammi pushed my pencil skirt up so I could spread my legs a little. My cock was pointing down and harder than hard. She stepped into a strap on harness and pulled it up and adjusted. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and watched her screw a penis into the holder. It was big. Eight inches, and it looked incredibly lifelike. “I’m supposed to take that?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    She stepped up behind me and began slathering lube into my asshole. She used a lot, and I could feel her fingers pushing it in, swirling around, and it became very exciting. I thought: this is what a cock feels like, or bigger. 
 
    She put lube on her cock and stepped between my legs. I felt the tip of her penis touch my hole and I shivered. 
 
    Slowly, she began to insert her manhood into me. 
 
    I grunted. 
 
    “Relax, or it will hurt.” 
 
    I gave myself mental commands to relax. I told my muscles to go slack, and the penis pushed further and further. I had been scared, but now that it was happening the sensations took over. I could feel the veins on the side of her cock. I felt her plastic balls touch my flesh balls. 
 
    My cock was turgid, pulsing, and I tentatively pushed back. 
 
    Oh, fuck! It felt good. I could hardly think, and she began to move in and out. As she moved she explained: “If I can press on your prostate semen will come out. If you’re lucky you can even have an orgasm that way.” 
 
    I was grunting, lost in the world of sweaty sex and feeling the way a woman feels. 
 
    I felt her pounding me, and I felt myself submitting. Muscles began writhing about, and I submitted. I gave myself up to the wonderful feeling of being penetrated. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Give it up.” 
 
    And: “You know, Jane is going to want to do this to you.” 
 
    That made me cum. First time and I actually had an orgasm. And it was a big orgasm, overwhelming. I felt my cock jerk and spurt, and semen poured out. I gave a mighty groan and she held still. She reached under me and squeezed my balls. I folded my forearms and put my face to the mattress and just let it happen. 
 
    “Okay, honey, that’s it. That’s it. I love you so much.” 
 
    I mumbled, “I love you more.” 
 
    And I meant it. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I was 18 when I began working for Jeff Epstine. At first, I didn’t know who I was working for. And when I did learn, I didn’t really know who he was.  
 
    I thought he was just some rich guy who needed a delivery driver. I was making good money, it was easy work, and…but let me tell you how it started. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Lonnie! How’s it going?” 
 
    Lonnie Barkins was a long time friend. We had gone to school together, fought each other, became friends and fought other kids, and there was much argument as to which one of us, in the yearbook, would be labeled, ‘Least likely to succeed.’ Or maybe ‘Most likely to end up in jail.’ 
 
    “Man, it’s great. Let’s get a drink!” 
 
    We sauntered down 4th avenue, hogging the cement and making people go around us. Hey, it’s that way when you’re 19 and just getting started. Hell, I was a bad boy. The baddest of boys. 
 
    We entered a bar called The Fuck. 
 
    No, that wasn’t the real name. The real name was The Fire Truck, but somebody had taken a slingshot to the ‘ire Tr,’ and what was left was The Fuck. And we usually drew out the space between the F and the uck, so it sounded like The F-u-u-uck! 
 
    Cool, eh? 
 
    Anyway, we sat down at the last booth on the right and some skanky babe asks what we want and Lonnie says, “Gimme some of that Woodford Reserve shit. And give Jimbo here the same. You still like to ruin it with Coke?” 
 
    I nodded and said to the girl, “Coke High.” 
 
    She nodded and took off. 
 
    “So whacha been doin’?” 
 
    Lonnie grins, sits with his back to the wall and his feet out the bench. “Man, I got the sweetest gig.” I work for one of the fat cats. I drive for him. He’s got a damn Rolls Royce. You hear me?” 
 
    We walked for a while, I asked him what kind of a ride an RR was, and he told me how slick it was, and that ball bearings were all made of oak, and all sorts of other stuff. 
 
    Oak ball bearings? Man, what a gas. 
 
    And he asked me how I was doing and I said I was between jobs, which meant I had burgled a house last night, and I intended to burgle a house tonight. 
 
    He laughed, and said, “Why don’t I put in a word with my boss? He was saying he needed a special driver, and I told him I was willing—more money, you know—so maybe my gig will be open. 
 
    So we spent the afternoon sipping that Woodford stuff, and it was fuckin’ good, and then I said good bye and thought I probably wouldn’t see him again. Less we ran into each other like by accident. 
 
    But, shock of shocks, he called me up the very next day. 
 
    “Hey, Jimbo. You want that job we was talking about? Driving a Rolls every once in a while? Good green, dude.” 
 
    And I said, sure. I had a feeling the cops were giving me the once over, maybe thinking about busting my chops, so it behooved me to take a steady job for a while, get back on the down low. 
 
    And the day after that Lonnie picked me up at my crib—in a damned Rolls Royce! Fucker wasn’t kidding—and he drove me  over to Jersey and out to some boat place called Liberty Landing. 
 
    It was a cool place. Breezy with the smell of the ocean, couple of guys ran around with brushes and buckets and cleaned the seagull shit off everything, and off to the side a big, fucking yacht. 
 
    As he drove in I gave it the looksee and said, “Man, now that’s a set of wheels.” 
 
    Lonnie grinned. “That’s where we’re going.” 
 
    Man, knock me over with a feather. But he parked the car in a special reserved place and we sauntered along this wooden walkway right out to the yacht. 
 
    Man, it was big. It was bigger than an 18 wheeler, And it had a couple of scrawny masts, one of which was supposed to be for radio broadcasting or something. We went up this little gangway and stepped onto a deck made of the shiniest, coolest wood I ever seen. There was all these portholes and guys and gals running around in white uniforms. And the place was like a floating church or something. I mean, it was clean! 
 
    Lonnie takes me up to a deck at the rear of the boat, a place called the stern or something. There’s a guy sitting in a lounge chair reading a book. A damned book! And Lonnie motions me to be quiet, and he stands quiet, and waits to be noticed. And the guy noticed him pretty fast. He didn’t make him wait around or anything. 
 
    “Hi, Lonnie. Is this Jimbo?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” Lonnie motions me to step up and I do. And I’m standing there looking at this guy. He’s dressed in a boating type of suit. White pants, blue blazer, white ballcap. 
 
    He shades his eyes and takes a while to study me, and all the while I’m studying him. 
 
    Thin face, little mustache, pinched eyes.  
 
    But friendly. He didn’t make no mean face at me, like some rich guys do. Or especially some mean guys do. 
 
    “Lonnie says you live just outside the law.” 
 
    I figured that out and said, “Yes, sir.” 
 
    I wanted to lie, but Lonnie said to just play it cool with the guy. 
 
    “Excellent. We like people who’s morals are, shall we say…liquid. You’ll drive the Rolls. Usually a couple of times a week. But once a month the week will get busy. You’ll be on call at all times. If you have any problem, at all, you come here and see me. He handed me a card with a phone number on it. The card said, ‘Myron McMasters.’ And it had his phone number on it. “And if the boat is out call me at this number. But don’t call me unless the boat really is out. Other than that, just open the doors for your passengers, don’t speak unless spoken to, and…that’s it.” 
 
    He turned to Lonnie. “You’ll show him procedures for gas, parking, maintenance and all that, correct?”
“Yes, sir.” 
 
    Myron grinned. He had nice teeth, but they looked sort of sharp. “Okay. Then we’ll see you tonight.” To me: “A pleasure, Jimbo. I’m sure we’ll get along.” 
 
    And that was that. 
 
    Man, I wish every job was that easy to score. 
 
    And, as the days and weeks passed, I wished every job was that easy. 
 
    I made sure the car was gassed, I took it in for maintenance once a month. I washed and cleaned it every day and waxed it once a month. I had a cell phone and I was instructed to use it only for company business. Which was fine, they were paying me enough I could afford a dozen cell phones. Once I had a flat tire. I was instructed to call a tow and Ubered home. They gave me a $100 bonus for following instructions on that one. Can you dig it? 
 
    I mostly delivered people to the boat. Once a month I had a flurry of calls, and I drove like crazy, and nobody cared that they all shoved into the Rolls. 
 
    And the people I delivered: rich, fancy, powerful and a range of polite. By that I mean I was either ignored, treated like dirt, or patted on the back like an old friend. 
 
    I had instructions to report anybody who treated me like dirt, so I did. They treated me nice after that, if I ever saw them again, and a couple of them even apologized to me. And one gave me another $100. Zowie! 
 
    The only guy who made use of the Rolls on a more regular basis was this blonde guy with a big jaw. He dressed sort of regular mostly, but once or twice a week he would wear a tux. And he was always with sweet, young girls. Real young girls. Girls too young to be out with an older guy like him. 
 
    But, hey. I’ve got liquid morals, right? 
 
    So life was cool, I was racking up the bucks, and I even went to Myron and asked him what was the best way to save money. 
 
    Myron was always cool to me. He sent me to a broker guy and I wound up with something called a portfolio. Not bad for a guy who ditched the last year of high school. 
 
    And, for the first year I saw Lonnie a couple of times a week. We’d high five and jive in passing, and a couple of times we went out for drinks. 
 
    But after a year I got a call. “Jimbo, come see me.” 
 
    I said yes and got out of bed and brushed my teeth and beat feet for the dock. 
 
    Myron was sitting in his chair reading some sort of financial column. I stood and waited to be noticed, and he sighed at the newspaper a couple of times, but noticed me within a half a minute. 
 
    “Have a seat, Jimbo.” 
 
    Now that was new. He’d joke with me, and he’d stand up and walk a bit while he talked to me, but he never invited me to sit down. 
 
    I sat, perched on the edge of the lounge chair. 
 
    He chuckled, “Oh, relax.” 
 
    I sat back and a guy in a white suit appeared and handed me a bourbon. Hey, I didn’t even know he knew I liked bourbon. And it was good stuff, better than that Woodford Reserve stuff even. 
 
    “Jimbo, you’ve been with us for a year. Any complaints?” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    “Excellent. We’ve been happy with you, too. Now, Lonnie has moved on…would you like to fill his position?” 
 
    I didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Excellent. It will still be driving. But the trips will longer. No more of the putting up with the stiffs in town.” He laughed, and I chuckled because it sounded like I was supposed. 
 
    He told me how much money I was going to be making and I gulped. I was putting the bucks away, and now I was going to be putting a lot of bucks away! 
 
    So I entered the second tier of wage earners, but it was a weird job, and I thought about quitting it. Yeah, in spite of all the bread, and even though my morals were liquid, I thought about going back to burglary. 
 
    What stopped me? The paychecks were amazing. I figured if I could work for just a year or two I’d be set for life. 
 
    The job was simple. I was called, and I either picked up a. limo and drove people around town, and once a month I picked up a truck at a yard. The truck was the same one every time, and, let me tell you, it was a doozy of a truck. It was just a truck in the front, bouncy shocks and an engine. 
 
    The back, though, was 8 beds. They were in racks, four to a side, and they all had handcuffs hanging off the side bars. 
 
    Well, I knew what that was for, and I didn’t like it. I’m liquid, but not that liquid. 
 
    But, hey…a year and I could quit. 
 
    My first ride I went to a warehouse just off of Hell’s kitchen. I backed up to a dock and the one guy, blonde with a square jaw, met me. “Pick up some coffee and a dozen donuts. He handed me a hundred and winked. “Keep the change.” 
 
    Zowie! So I picked up the order and brought it back, and when I got back the truck was loaded. I never seen any of the people who got in. I never heard any yells or screams for help. I figured, I hoped, that the handcuffs were just for decoration. 
 
    The blonde guy took the donuts into the back, then came up to ride with me with a big bearclaw in his hand. “Let’s go, Jimbo,” he grinned. 
 
    I put the truck in gear and I headed out. “Where to?” 
 
    “Liberty Landing.” 
 
    I turned a few corners and headed for Jersey. 
 
    “Don’t break any laws, Jimbo. Say, you ever thought of higher education?” 
 
    That made me blink. Ain’t nobody ever asked me something like that. 
 
    For the next half hour he told me how education made a better man. He was pretty cool, for a trafficker. And I asked him if there was a name I should call him by, or not was fine with me. 
 
    He grinned and actually held out his hand. “Jeff. Call me Jeff.” 
 
    And that was how I met my real boss. He’s bouncing along, riding shotgun in a truck that (I presumed) was filled with young girls, eating a donut and talking like a regular guy. 
 
    That first time I just sat in the truck while they unloaded the girls. 
 
    Oh, I could see them plain as day. Really good looking women, with nice boobs, good bodies, and looking drunker than my aunt. 
 
    Guys just came down to the truck, we were parked next to the gang way, and took up the girls, one by one. It didn’t take long, and the girls were taken below decks on the ship and then the ship sailed. 
 
    Before it left Jeff came down and gave me a thousand dollar bill. Yeah! A fucking thousand dollar bill! And the advice, laughingly given, not to spend it all in one place. 
 
    Man, I was his boy from then on. I’d tote a thousand unwilling girls for him if he wanted. 
 
    Of course, I never really saw them as unwilling. Just drunk. Or drugged. Staggering. And sometimes one would say something like, “I wanna go home.” But they slurred their speech and they were whisked up the gangway like real quick, and that was that. 
 
    Anyway, I was living the good life. I was driving regular, with an occasional trip up to Canada, usually to take somebody named Gee home. She had some sort of a spread, deep in the Canadian woods, and she liked it there. 
 
    Hey, it was a fun drive, and sometimes I’d drive a regular car—I mean fancy, but regular—and she’d even talk to me. Like Jeff, she was happy and cheerful. 
 
    After a while I began helping take the girls up the gangway. There was one girl, she staggered off the back of the truck and started walking away and I just linked arms with her and steered her back. 
 
    “Please,” she said. “Please.” She wasn’t all that frightened though, and I wanted to make sure that I kept my job. I think, thinking back on it, that she might have been a set up, a girl set loose just to see what I would do. 
 
    So I started helping walk the girls to the ship, and then, a couple of months later, I started helping load the girls onto the truck. 
 
    Hey. It was that or go get donuts and stand around. And I figured if I put out a little extra then I would get a little extra. Extra bread, that is. 
 
    And life went on, fine and dandy, sweet as candy, and I was happy and makin’ the bucks. 
 
    Until the day Lonnie showed up. 
 
    I had just pulled up to the dock and hopped out of the truck. The rolling door went up and a girl popped out and started running. 
 
    Man, I grabbed that bitch quick, just grabbed her by her cheap fake and fuzzy fur coat and wheeled her around. 
 
    “Come on, sister,” I says. 
 
    And she freezes, stares at me, and says, “Jimbo?” 
 
    My fuckin’ heart about dropped into my shoes. My jaw opened. 
 
    The girl was Lonnie’s height. She was skinnier than Lonny, but had big boobs. Those really big, fake boobs that stand up high and never bounce. 
 
    But she had a girl’s version of Lonnie’s face. The check bones were softer, the nose had been straightened but, but was still small. It was the eyes, though, that got to me. Lonnie was one of those weird guys that had different colored eyes. One brown and one blue. And this girl had the exact same eyes.. 
 
    “Jimbo…get me out of here.” 
 
    The fuck! I stood and stared, and held her. 
 
    “Let’s go Jimbo!” called Jeff from the back of the truck. 
 
    “Please…they…they…” 
 
    Yet she was drugged. Or should I say ‘he’ was drugged? 
 
    Yet, it wasn’t Lonnie. 
 
    I heard footsteps, and knew I better move it. 
 
    I swung the girl around and made her walk towards the boat. She staggered, and it felt like she didn’t know how to walk in heels. 
 
    “You okay?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    But he had seen it in my eyes. Something was wrong. Something was making me think. 
 
    “I put the girl up the gangway, she was taken off my hands, and that was it. Or so I thought. 
 
    That girl had looked like Lonnie’s twin sister. And she had asked me for help. 
 
    Hey, Lonnie and I weren’t best buds, but we were okay. He had turned me on to this job and I was making money, so I couldn’t not think about him. Or her. And here I made a mistake. A big one. 
 
    If I had just forgotten about it, or even just not talked about it, I probably would have been fine. But I couldn’t let it go, and I started looking around on the internet. 
 
    I’m not real savvy on the internet. I mean, I use it to look at porn, mostly, and i bought a couple of books by some babe named Grace Mansfield, but now I started googling things like ‘can a man be made into a woman.’ 
 
    I mean, I knew they could, but…but I wanted to know more. 
 
    I read about hormones and surgeries. I saw pictures of girls that you would never, in a million fucking years, believe were originally guys. 
 
    Even porn was loaded with them, now that I knew where to look. 
 
    But the transgender people I was reading about wanted the hormones and the surgeries. I even eavesdropped on a couple of chat rooms. Throat shaving, implants, butt implants, lip surgery…there was a huge industry designed solely for the purpose of making guys into girls. 
 
    I started staring at people when I was walking down the street. 
 
    Was that guy going to be a girl some day? 
 
    Was that girl once a guy?” 
 
    I tell ya, it was weird And it made me a little nervous meeting girls. I mean, you could never be sure if you were talking to a girl or a guy. 
 
    So I was getting an education, but I was also being checked on. 
 
    Later, I would find out that Jeff had had my internet checked on. 
 
    And, I was followed, and wire tapped, and everything. 
 
    Oh, I never knew a thing, these guys are slick, but…I was on a short leash. 
 
    And I noticed that Myron became more careful when he was talking to me. Nothing obvious, just a hesitation here, a subtle shift of the eyes there, he was watching me. 
 
    On a Friday night I was doing a run. I hit the warehouse, picked up a bunch of girls, and was about to hop into the truck when Jeff came up to me. 
 
    “Hey, Jimbo.” 
 
    I turned, “Yeah?” 
 
    “I was going to ask you—“ 
 
    Somebody pushed me o the side and somebody else shoved a needle into my neck. Next thing I know I’m laying on the ground. The world is happening, but I’m just watching it. I can’t move. I can’t object. It was hard to even wonder what had happened. 
 
    “Into the warehouse,” Jeff commanded. 
 
    The two guys picked me up, draped my arms over their shoulders, and walked me back to the warehouse. They dragged me up a three step ladder to the dock, and through the big, rolling door. 
 
    I had never been back there. I had worked for almost two years doing the runs, but I had never seen past a simple, large room with a bunch of chairs in it. 
 
    They took me to the back door and into a long hallway. At the end of the hallway was a u turn and a flight of steps. 
 
    I was out of it. My feet were dragging as much as they were stepping, and I watched dirty walls slide by. 
 
    A long hallway, and there were ten doors. Five on a side. 
 
    The first door on the right was an office. Looked more like a hang out place, a long couch and a big screen. A refrigerator and a trash can filled with empty beer bottles. 
 
    I glanced to the left and saw a door. Never did find out what was in there. 
 
    The third door, on the right, was closed, but I could see through a little window…nothing. 
 
    The fourth door, on the left was open and somebody was cleaning it. There was a padded table, a bunch of medical machines, and a guy in a white smock filling out some paperwork on a clipboard. 
 
    The fifth and sixth doors were closed. 
 
    The seven and eighth doors likewise. 
 
    The ninth door was closed, but they opened the tenth door, on the left, and dragged me in. 
 
    There was one of those padded table things, and some cabinets that looked like they held medicine. 
 
    “Come on, sweetheart. Help us out.” 
 
    I was lifted, and found myself trying to comply with the suggestion that I ‘help out.’ 
 
    On the table I lay on my back and stared up at a big, round light. A really bright light, and wondered what the hell was going on. 
 
    Straps were put over me. Leather straps with padding. They held my body down, my arms and my legs.  
 
    The guys who had toted me up here left. They left the door open, and I could see it by tilting my head back a little. 
 
    I listened to their feet clomping away. Work boots. 
 
    Five minutes passed, or a day, time was sort of messed up in my head. 
 
    I heard feet coming. Not a clomp clomp, but a tap tap. Not a women’s high heels click click, but a guy in hard shoes. Tap tap. 
 
    I could see the top of his head by tilting my eyes back. It was bald. Shiny. I glimpsed his face, square. Glasses. 
 
    He walked around the table, was out of my sight for a moment, then he was leaning over me. He was breathing on me, and he lifted my eye lids and looked into them with an eye scope. 
 
    “Hey,” I sort of breathed out. My voice wasn’t working too well, and my word was slurred, but he ignored it anyway. 
 
    He looked in my ears. He said, “Open your mouth and say ahh!” 
 
    Happy, though there was something that was telling me I shouldn’t be, I opened my mouth. 
 
    Ahhh…haaaa…haaaa.” 
 
    He smiled at my humor. 
 
    He took out a knife and began cutting my clothes off my body. 
 
    Snip, snip, and I felt cool air where once had been cotton. 
 
    Shirt gone, pants gone, and he took a moment to handle my junk. 
 
    “Hee-e-ey, I wheezed. 
 
    He ignored me some more. 
 
    Somebody else came into the room and the doctor guy said, “Get his shoes off. I need some measurements.” 
 
    Somebody started taking my shoes off. then I hear the click click in the hallway. A woman was coming. 
 
    Oddly, I wanted to put my clothes on. Embarrassed? Me? Weird. 
 
    Gee walked into the room. She looked down into my face. 
 
    “Hi-i-i…” 
 
    “Hello, Jimbo.” Her voice was quick, or maybe it was the drugs that were making me slow. 
 
    She turned to the doctor. “Okay?” 
 
    “Perfect. Give me a week.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She left. 
 
    The doctor held up a scalpel. He peered down at me. “It’s always comforting to know what is happening. So I’m going to remove your lower ribs. You’ll have a nice tight waist. We’re going to shave your Adam’s apple, give you a whole ton of hormones, and, oh, yes. Big boobs. Men like women with big boobs. Were you a big boob man?” 
 
    I tried to say something but he just patted my arm. 
 
    “Well, don’t worry, you’ll have some very big boobs when we get done.” To his helper, “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, doctor.” 
 
    The doctor moved a big, plastic cup thing over my face. “Nighty night, see you in a week.” The cup lowered and the world faded away. 
 
      
 
    I often wonder why we can’t be awake while we’re asleep. I mean, just because the body is snoring away…why can’t our eyes be open, and our body be capable of more than just a hard on. Right?” 
 
    But, that aside, I slept the week away. I didn’t have dreams. The drugs they gave me were too good for that.  
 
    I became aware that I was lying on a table. I became aware it was the same table I had gone to sleep on. 
 
    I remember the doctor as if he was a dream. It actually made me laugh, and I had the thought that I must have drank too much. then I thought I better get up and check my cell phone. I didn’t want to miss any of those runs. 
 
    Heck, this was a sweet gig, and I needed to…now that was funny, I couldn’t move. 
 
    Why couldn’t I move? I had straps on my body, holding me down, like in a dream I had once had. 
 
    I was blinking, and wondering if maybe it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    “He’s coming out of it.” 
 
    The doctor looked down at me. He lifted my lids and used the eye scope thing again. 
 
    “Good morning, Jamie.” 
 
    “Jim…Jim…” My voice was hoarse, felt like there was a hairy turd down it. 
 
    “Don’t try to talk. Get her some water.” 
 
    “Wa…wa…” I felt so funny. My body felt weird. I felt like I was going to cry. 
 
    A straw was pushed between my lips, and my lips even felt funny. They felt puffy and fat. 
 
    “Take it easy now. We’re just waiting for the anesthetic to wear off. We’ll put you on some other drugs then, and you’ll be quite happy.” 
 
    I swallowed, and the turd in my throat lost its hair, but I was still feeling really weird in the throat. “I…” My eyes flew open. Drugs were wearing off, and my voice was high pitched! Like a girl’s!” 
 
    “Please don’t struggle. You could injure yourself.” 
 
    “What…what is…” My voice! 
 
    “There, there. It’s okay. You’ve just had a little operation. But you’re fine. Everything is fine.” 
 
    “What did you do to me?” My voice was feminine, and every word I spoke brought horror to my senses. 
 
    “We shaved your Adam’s apple and feminized your voice. You’ll get used to it But you shouldn’t speak right now. You are still in the healing stage.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because you are more useful to the organization as a woman than a man.” 
 
    That shut me the hell up. 
 
    More useful? To who? I liked being a man! 
 
    The doctor went to the door, left, and there was only some faceless assistant lurking about. 
 
    I listened to the clomps away, and within seconds the clomps away became clomps towards, accompanied by some high heel clicking. 
 
    Gee came into the room and looked down at me. 
 
    “Hi, Jamie, how are you feeing. Jut nod yes or no.” 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Gee’s face went away. I heard her say, “Excellent, Doc. Go ahead and put her under. 
 
    This time he didn’t put a big plastic cup over my face. This time he held up a syringe and squirted it into the air. 
 
    Without a smile he pushed it into my arm. 
 
    “Hey…hey…Please don’t…don…do…uhhh.” 
 
    I didn’t go completely out. I just lost the initiative to move. 
 
    I think I could have moved, but I didn’t want to. I just wanted to float on that big cotton candy cloud and watch the world go by. 
 
    I lay there and time passed in the most delightful way. 
 
    I was high, and…what’s wrong with that, eh?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    There’s an old saying somewhere, a question, really. Are you a butterfly dreaming that you’re a man? Or a man dreaming that you’re a butterfly? 
 
    Or something like that. 
 
    I know. Weird, eh? 
 
    But that’s what life was like. I knew I was on drugs, but I didn’t care. The drugs made me not care. 
 
    I was untied and led out of the room. I was a little dizzy, but not too bad, and the dizziness went away pretty fast. 
 
    I was led down the hallway, and realized that it was Gee that was leading me. She wasn’t picking on me, or bullying me, she was just saying, ‘this way,’ or, ‘that way.’ And I did what she said. 
 
    It was like I didn’t have much in the way of thought. I could observe what was happening to me, but I couldn’t resist. All I wanted to do was go along with Gee. 
 
    She was like the ram and I was just a stupid sheep, yet she acted just like a regular woman. 
 
    I went up some stairs, and I realized that all I was wearing was a white robe. And I looked down at one point, something was bouncing on my chest, and I saw breasts. 
 
    Tits. 
 
    Boobs. 
 
    I had them. 
 
    But not even that alarmed me. I just wanted to go along. I felt so golden and happy. Whatever that shot was…it really fucking worked. I was as high as a kite but with no bad effects. 
 
    We walked down a short hallway and into a large room. There was a keypad next to the door and Gee pressed a sequence of numbers to make the door open. I had no idea what she had pressed, and she motioned me to go into the room. 
 
    It was a big room probably 80 by 80, and it had modern lighting and was real bright. 
 
    On one side of the room was a row of beds. Eight of them. They were nicely made up with pink sheets and fluffy pillows and each one of them had a big stuffed animal on it. There was a bear, an elephant, a hippo, and five other animals. It was only because I was assigned a big panda bear that I could remember which bed was mine. 
 
    On the other side of the room were a bunch of couches and a really big big screen TV. 
 
    At the far wall were eight vanity tables. At various spaces on the front wall were racks of clothes. All sorts of clothes Night gowns, underwear, everything. 
 
    Gee said, “Jamie, go watch TV.” 
 
    So I did. What else was I going to do? Heck, she had said what to do, and it was like that was the only thing in my mind. So I did it. 
 
    I sat on a couch and watched TV. 
 
    It was a program about make up. It explained how to clean the face, then how to prime it. Then foundation. And on and on through 13 individual steps. And it was really thorough. It included what kinds of make ups there were, how to apply them, what kind of brushes to use. When to use sponges or fingers, and on and on. 
 
    The program lasted a long time, but it was really interesting. I mean, I didn’t have anything to do, and it just kept going on, and…and I watched. 
 
    Gee had told me to, right? 
 
    Somewhere in there a girl came in and sat down next to me. She was naked, like me, and she had big tits, like me, and she looked really confused, but…but she must have been told to watch TV. Like me. 
 
    We watched, and then the TV went off and we just sat there. 
 
    “Girls!” It was Gee. “Suppertime.” 
 
    The girl and I stood up, looked at each other, then went to the door where Gee was standing. We walked out the door, ten feet down the hallway, and into another room. This one was set up like a kitchen, and we each got a tray with a salad on it. And a lot of pills. And a big, delicious strawberry shake. 
 
    I didn’t know I was hungry, the TV hadn’t told me that, but I really wanted to drink that milkshake. 
 
    We were directed to a bunch of couches that were facing another big TV screen, and we sat down and nibbled at our salads, took our pills, and drank our milkshakes. 
 
    This TV was talking about clothes. How to put on a bra, how to size a bra, how to put on a corset, how to tighten a corset, how to size high heels, how to put on nylons, everything. Everything I could ever want to learn about female clothing, it was on the TV. 
 
    After dinner we went back to the room and sat down and watched some more TV. And another girl was there. 
 
    That was good. I had friends. We didn’t talk. We just sort of looked at each other, and…and at least I wasn’t alone. 
 
    The make up show was shown again and again. 
 
    And, finally, Gee took me to a bed, the Panda bed, and I was told to get under the covers and stay there until Gee called me a gain. 
 
    Shortly the other two girls were in beds. One had a pink Teddy and one had a brown elephant. We all lay there, silent, and waiting, and the lights went out. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wonder why I can’t be awake while I’m sleeping. Why can’t I be awake? Thinking about algebra, or physics, or why I didn’t have a penis anymore. 
 
    In the middle of the night I woke myself up. Crying for my lost penis. But nobody cared, and the other girls were sleeping, and then I saw the door open and a man carried a girl in and put her in the hippo bed. 
 
    Good, I had another friend. I needed friends. It was so lonely without my penis. 
 
    I used to be able to play with my penis. I could stroke it until everything turned white and it spit out semen. I wondered where my penis had gone. 
 
    I slept. 
 
      
 
    The lights were on, bright, and I woke up and sat up. I was aware that my tits were sticking out. They were beautiful tits, big, with erect nipples on them. They looked like the nipples I used to have as a man, but they were bigger, and more erecter, if that makes sense. 
 
    “Let’s go, girls!” Gee strode through the room clapping her hands. “Exercise time!” 
 
    We all got up and stood there, confused. 
 
    There were five of us now. Another girl must have come in during the night. 
 
    Gee gathered us on a big mat in the center of the room and we began doing yoga. 
 
    I was stiff, all of us were, but I sort of knew that that was because under this girl’s body I had a male musculature, male fat, male bones and ligaments and stuff. And it would eventually all go away, but that would take a little time. 
 
    Still, I was having fun. Compared to watching TV all day, which I knew somebody had told me to enjoy. 
 
    We went through downward dog, and upward dog. We did something called ‘Cow’s lips,’ and all sorts of other poses. 
 
    After an hour we were told to go eat. More salads, and pills, a shake, and a hard boiled egg with a bit of salt. And the movie was a yoga movie. All the things we had just done were being done on the screen, and we all learned the right ways to move into a posture, the right angles to hold. 
 
    Another girl joined us. Six. Then another. Seven. 
 
    I knew there would be eight. There were eight beds, and they went eight to a truck, so there would be eight girls. Had to be. 
 
    We returned to the big room and started watching TV. 
 
    Make up. The same one. We would watch it again and again, and when we were finally told to put make up on we knew all the steps, what brush to use, what color to use, how to do everything to make our faces pretty. 
 
    Lunch. A delicious salad and a shake and a little square sandwich with the crust cut off. 
 
    More TV. 
 
    As the week progressed the rhythm was easy to fall into. We were on drugs, and we knew it, but the drugs said not to be alarmed about anything, and we just went along with whoever was giving us commands. 
 
    And the make up show started showing less and less, and other programs made their appearance. We learned how to behave at a big dinner. We learned about manners. We were impressed by how men were always right and we were lucky to be women. 
 
    ‘Not everybody can be a woman,’ one TV program said, and the hierarchy for the human race was presented. 
 
    White men are on the bottom, then asians, then blacks. After that women were superior, and white women were on the bottom. That made me sad because I was a white woman. Still, at least I wasn’t a man. 
 
    Then there were Asian women and black women. 
 
    And other races were sprinkled about, with explanations as to why one individual might be superior to another. 
 
    It was very interesting, once you got past the sad part. 
 
    And all of us were sad, because we were all white women. 
 
    The most important part of that training was that people with money were always better than us, and we should always be respectful and do things for them. Open the door, get back in line, give them our money. 
 
    It was at that point that I realized that some of the girls were unhappy. They had been smiling in the beginning—there were eight of us by now, and I wasn’t sure how that had happened—but now they were mostly frowning. 
 
    And I realized that I was unhappy. But I wasn’t sure why. 
 
    Maybe it was because I had been a boy once, and now I wasn’t. Or maybe it was because I couldn't be awake while I was sleeping. Or maybe it was the sex lessons we were learning. Or maybe it was something else entirely. 
 
    One night, about three weeks in, I awoke. Somebody was getting into my bed with me. 
 
    Thus far we girls all knew each other. We didn’t know much, maybe a name or two, but we recognized faces and we always smiled because in a world of TV programs we were friends. 
 
    “What?” I whispered. 
 
    It was the stuffed elephant girl. She crawled in and hugged me and started crying. And, I don’t know why, I started crying. We cried, and hugged each other. Then the tears faded and we were just…alone. With each other. 
 
    Timidly, she reached up and pulled my face to her and kissed me. 
 
    I knew she was a man under the girl’s body. But I also knew that I was a girl over a man’s body. And we were friends. We were the only friends we had, and what do friends do? 
 
    I lowered my hand and felt her breast, and she moaned. Her tits were big, like mine, and extra sensitive, as were mine. 
 
    She put her hand between my legs. 
 
    No. I had no cock. Not anymore. 
 
    But I did had a slit, and I had never explored it. I was just so busy following commands that I hadn’t, but now I was, through her hands. 
 
    I felt her hand clutching my pubes, and I felt my snatch getting moist and slick. I lowered my head and kissed her nipples, sucked on them, they were big and nice. 
 
    Then she was even lower, actually kissing my pussy. Oh! It felt wonderful! It felt like liquid fireworks between my legs. 
 
    She spun all the way around and we ate each out. I remembered eating girls out as a man, but now I was watching sex programs on the proper way to give head, to blow dicks, to cause as much sexual excitement as I could. 
 
    It wasn’t long until I began to cum. I moaned and groaned and thrust my pussy into her mouth, and, contact high, she began to cum. And cum and cum. 
 
    After several cums, finally exhausted, we held each other and went to sleep. 
 
    The next day Gee didn’t say anything about finding the elephant girl in my bed. She just smiled and continued with business. 
 
    Yoga. Breakfast. Putting on make up. Trying on dresses. Classes on how to walk in high heels. The proper care for long hair…everything connected to being female…we learned it. 
 
    We even had a big class devoted to learning how to speak without any slang or accent! 
 
    Past that point we were frequently in each other’s bed. Sometimes we got in each other’s bed before the lights even went off. And we loved each other. And we learned names, but we preferred our stuffed animal labels. 
 
     
 
    Sometimes I wish I could be awake while I was asleep. And, in a way I was. Or maybe I was asleep while I was awake. Hard to figure out what this means. 
 
    One night we were told to stay in our own beds, and a couple of hours after going to sleep we all felt somebody sliding under the covers with us. 
 
    We smiled. We loved our friends. But it wasn’t our friends. It was men. We didn’t scream because we had drugs, and drugs don’t let you scream. Drugs just make you happy to go along with the program. 
 
    The man in my bed, I never saw his face, touched me gently. He lay on his side, and he made me lay on my side, facing him. He kissed me, and kissing a man was different than kissing a woman. 
 
    I would have preferred kissing a woman, but a man was okay. He was sort of forceful and pushy, but then that’s how men are. They are the pursuers, and I am one of the pursued. 
 
    After kissing me for a while he sucked on my nipples and felt my breasts. I did what they told me in the TV program, and it was easy. When to moan, when to place your hand on his penis. How to suck. 
 
    The odd thing was that I was a man in a woman’s body, but it didn’t matter. But I think that was just the drugs. 
 
    Finally, moving very gently, he separate my thighs and crawled between them. He held my legs apart with his knees and he scooted further in, until his penis was actually touching my hole. 
 
    Somewhere in my mind I remembered doing the same thing to women, but that had been a long time ago, before time got all messed up and I started being awake in dreams. 
 
    He pushed forward and I gasped. I felt his large dick forcing its way into me. I felt veins, and the head, then his balls slapping me in the ass. 
 
    And I remembered the TV program. 
 
    “Ummm,” I moaned. “You’re big!” 
 
    I could feel him smiling as he lay on me, pumped into me. One hand was supporting himself, and the other was feeling my breasts, and he was kissing me. 
 
    Oh, it made me hot. I felt like my hole was on fire. I felt like I was complete. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if I was really complete, or if that was just the TV telling me I was. 
 
    He came in me. I could feel him. I could feel his cock spurting fluid into me, and it was wonderful. I think. Or maybe that was just me dreaming I was awake. 
 
    The training intensified once we had been broken in. The TV showed us endless hours of porn. Sometimes real porn, but usually interspersed with instructions. 
 
    How to accomplish different positions. What signs to look for before choosing a position, and so on. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wonder if I will ever be awake. 
 
    They were using less drugs on us. We had learned our lessons, and there was no possibility that the man in us would resist the women that we had become. 
 
    I was programmed. I did what I was told not so much because of the drugs, but because I was supposed to. 
 
    Late one night we were told to make ourselves up and put on our favorite clothes from the racks. 
 
    We liked doing this, and within an hour we were all dressed and giggling and wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    What was going to happen was that we walked down the stairs and out to the dock. The door rolled up and there was my truck. 
 
    Some of the girls were real. unhappy now, because they wanted to stay and watch TV and go to bed with each other and whatever man the night happened to bring. 
 
    I was sort of ambivalent. But then I knew we were going to the boat. And we did. 
 
      
 
    The back door of the truck rolled up and a nice man came and undid our cuffs and pushed us toward the door. One by one we were helped out of the truck and escorted up the gangway. 
 
    Oh, some of the girls cried, but…I simply wondered where the ocean would lead us. 
 
    It lead us to a small room in the bottom of the boat, and we were told to be quiet. 
 
    For the most part we were. We just talked amongst ourselves, and waited, and a couple of days passed. 
 
    We could feel the drugs wearing off, and some of the girls cried. I think they missed their penises. But I had already gone through that. I just waited. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the door was open and Gee was there. We all crowded around her and smiled and kissed her, and she led us up to the deck. 
 
    We were at a dock, and the weather was different. 
 
    We had left New Jersey, but this was warmer, and tropical. 
 
    “Are we in Mexico?” asked one of the girls. 
 
    “We’re in Epstineland. Come along now. Down to the dock.” 
 
    We filed down the gangway, and the captain of the ship came to the rail and looked down on us. He had a funny smile on his face, like somebody had just told him something moderately funny. 
 
    We walked along the dock, then up some cement stairs to a large house. I should say ‘houses.’ The island was a series of connected structures, a pretty white and blue for the most part, and everything was super clean. Boys in white uniforms worked everywhere, cleaning buildings, landscaping, taking care of the 75 acres of Epstine Island. 
 
    We were shone to a big building in the center of the island and told to take seats. We perched on couches and in chairs and looked out an open wall at a million miles of clear, blue ocean. It wasn’t long before Jeff walked in. 
 
    Jeffrey Epstine! I jumped up and yelled, “Jeff!” 
 
    He looked at me and grinned, then came over and gave me a hug. He asked, “How’s it going Jim…Jaime?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s wonderful! And everything is so pretty here!” 
 
    “Excellent. Maybe I’ll talk to you later. Let me welcome the girls.”               
 
    He walked to the head of the room and faced us. 
 
    “Girls! This is a party island! Are you ready to have a good time?” 
 
    There were mixed responses, some were and some were confused, but Jeff went right on. 
 
    “Now, girls, the people you will meet on this island are very rich and very important.” 
 
    We oohed and aahed because the TV had told us how important rich people were. 
 
    “Now, we don’t tell them that you were once men. We save that for a surprise later on.” He chuckled and said, “So don’t tell them, don’t ruin the surprise.” He grinned and put a finger to his lips. 
 
    We all nodded and and took his words seriously. 
 
    “So, are you ready to party?” 
 
    We cheered, and even the less than happy of us perked up. Jeff steppe back and Gee brought in a line of men of men and women. Some of them were already being escorted by women who had come to the island in the past. Some of them had nobody, and they sought us out. 
 
    We could tell, by their satisfied smiles that they were rich, and we were properly impressed. 
 
    The party commenced, and I will always remember that night. 
 
    Oh, the people I met. Bill Clinton, Kevin Spacey, Prince Andrew, Bill Gates. Actors and politicians. Leaders of industry and giant tech companies. It was amazing. 
 
    If course, the TV program had told me how to behave, and I never asked important questions. I simply asked if I could get them drinks, danced with them, and…waited to be picked. 
 
    To be picked. 
 
    Ah, yes. 
 
    If you were picked you got to have a private party with one of the important people, and this often meant extra money. Sometimes they would drop a thousand bucks on you, sometimes, if Jeff heard good things, he would drop a few hundred on you. 
 
    The first time I was picked it was by a Baron and a very rich man. I’m not kidding! I tootled up to them and asked if they wanted drinks, and the Baron, who had a name that had been famous for hundreds of years and rhymes with shotwild, grabbed my wrist and said, “I know something better than whiskey!” 
 
    I giggled, as I had been taught. And the other man, whose name rhymes with clockaseller, grabbed my other hand. “I saw her first!” 
 
    They argued then, and the Baron slapped my ass with his hand at one point, and the other man reached into his pants and adjusted his cock. 
 
    Finally, I said, “Let’s have a contest!” 
 
    They liked that, and they stood up and escorted me across the island, one on each side of me, holding my arms and leaning to speak into my ear. 
 
    “”Baby, I’m going to show you a white man’s dick.” 
 
    I giggled. I had been told there were going to be racists at the party, so I wasn’t surprised. 
 
    The Baron leaned in and whispered, “He’s a midget. Now I’ve got the cock of the ages.” 
 
    We entered a small cabana, open on one side, and there was a big bed in it. Like real big. I didn’t know they made ten foot beds, but it was that big. 
 
    I didn’t waste time, I was getting horny, so I stripped off my clothes and hefted my tits with my hands. 
 
    “Hurry up, slowpokes!” 
 
    They hurried. They stripped off their clothes, and a funnier sight I have never seen. 
 
    The Baron had spindle legs and a skinny, little cock. The other man had a fat, little chub, and it didn’t want to get hard! 
 
    The Baron grabbed me and threw me on the bed. 
 
    I laughed and spun around and grabbed the chub and pulled it to my mouth. 
 
    The Baron scrambled across the bed and pointed his cock into my hole.In a second he was pushed in. No real foreplay, just lust and zowie, and he was in. 
 
    They fucked me, and they weren’t really coordinated. Of course that was my first time, and I didn’t know how to make horny men work together to give me pleasure. So one jabbed his skinny cock into my pussy, and I sucked on the other one’s limp rag like it was big. 
 
    Oh, it was good. And not just for me. I had been trained, so I pulled out my tricks and brought the chub up to its full size. Which was short and stocky, but adequate. 
 
    As for the Baron, it didn’t matter. He was huffing and puffing and driving into me like tomorrow would never come. 
 
    Hey, skinny dick or fat, short or long, a pussy has nerves and delivers sensations. In a short while I was groaning around a mouthful of stubby cock, and my juices were squirting out around a skinny cock. 
 
    For long minutes they pumped me, and that was good. I didn’t want to have to deal with a premature ejaculators. And I was too find out, as time went on, that there were a lot of premature ejaculators on Epstine’s island, and there were a lot of guys who just couldn’t get it up. 
 
    And I got so good that when somebody was having a problem getting one of the rich guys up they would call me. 
 
    Isn’t that funny? I had barely got out of high school. I had liquid morals and no problem with bonking some guy on the head, or holding up a liquor store, but my real talent was in being a pussy. A real pussy. 
 
    Anyway, after a while I got the Baron and the other guy to cum, and I think that by that time they had sobered up enough to realize that they should be circumspect about who they got in a fucking contest with. But first the Baron came in my pussy. Loaded me up with thin liquid, and I was glad I had taken the other guy in my mouth. His sperm was’t slimy, like so many of the guys on the islands were. 
 
    So I gobbled down his load, went ‘Yummy!’ then wiped my mouth and my pussy clean and prepared to go back to the party. Before I could leave, however, the Baron said, “Wait a minute! Who won?” 
 
    Now I was stuck. If there’s a winner, then there has to be a loser, and I was going to make one of them happy, and get a tip, and the other one would tell Jeff I was a cunt. 
 
    Oh, crap! 
 
    The other guy sat up, “Yeah! Who’s the better fucker?” 
 
    I sauntered back to the bed and put my hands on my hips, and I said the only thing I could. “Honey, there’s only one winner here…” 
 
    They waited, actually leaned forward. 
 
    “And that’s me!” And I sauntered out of the room while they laughed in delight. 
 
    Wow. Did I skate on that one. 
 
    Back in the main house the party went on, and it was getting wilder and wilder. Alcohol was pouring like Viagra Falls…uh, Niagra Falls…and clothes were flying off all over the place. 
 
    I got in twosomes and threesomes. I fucked some of my girlfriends, because the elites wanted me to. I did the dog with Jeff on one end and Gee on the other. Gee used a giant strap on, and it fair took my breath away. I was fucked in all holes and had a merry time of it. And the party went on and on and on. Tell the truth, I just sort of lost track of time, and the number of important people that boffed me, and woke up the next day. 
 
    I didn’t pass out from drink…I passed out from partying! Now that’s a party. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes I wish I would never wake up. 
 
    The next two years were a party a month. Once a month Jeff would come down and important people would go crazy, and…I stayed with it. 
 
    And it was important, and good, that I stayed with it. 
 
    I found out that Lonnie had been bought by an Arab Prince and now lived in a castle in the middle of a desert. Lord nows how he’s liking that. Of course he’s getting all the Arab cock he wants, so it must be okay, right? 
 
    And other girls came and went. I became one of a dozen girls that just stayed and stayed. Jeff wouldn’t let us go. We were too good. We fucked crazy, kept the party going, and, like I stay, I had talents. 
 
    But it was all bound to come to an end. 
 
    The parties had slowed down, and Jeff wasn’t coming down hardly at all. Then there was a rumor that he had died. 
 
    We were shocked. We all loved the man. 
 
    Then Gee disappeared, and we were truly lost. Living day to day with no party to occupy oneself is pretty dismal. 
 
    Then, on August 13 of 2019 we woke up to the sound of planes and helicopters. We looked out into the waters surrounding the island and saw warships. 
 
    To say we were frightened would be an understatement. It was like somebody had just declared war on us! 
 
    We were rounded up and people started taking our names. Then we were left alone, except for a couple of agents who interviewed everybody. Fifty girls and two agents, it took a while. And while we were being interviewed we saw FBI agents finding all of Jeff’s camera equipment, computers, and boxes of videos and pictures. 
 
    We all knew what that was, and it wasn’t long before the agents were asking us what we knew about the pictures and videos. 
 
    We all agreed to say as little as possible, so we would say, “I don’t remember that person. I must have been drunk.” Or, when somebody really famous and powerful was in a picture we would simply say, “Who’s that?” 
 
    It was a good strategy, and it saved us all from going to jail. As time went on the pictures and videos all disappeared. I always chuckle when a newspaper talks about all the important people who went to Epstine’s island and are about to be arrested. 
 
    Heck, those pictures, that evidence, but disappeared. And the few things that are left are of no consequence. 
 
    The FBI, you see, is owned by the important people, and they take care of the important people. And they would have taken care of us girls if we had said anything. If you get what I mean. 
 
    As for Jeffrey, I always feel sorry that he died. He was a happy man. On top of the world, and for him to be murdered, in such an obvious way…that’s a tragedy. 
 
    And Gee, to be in jail? Ridiculous. 
 
    Yes, there were a lot of us that went to Epstine’s island against our will, but once there, making money by partying, well, it wasn’t bad, and we all had a good time. 
 
    Of course, there are a few that didn’t have a good time, and I feel sorry for them. 
 
    But I suppose they’ll get part of Jeff’s estate when all the legal dust settles. 
 
    As for me?  
 
    As one of the girls who had lasted a long time on Esptine’s island I know a lot of things. But I wisely don’t say a thing. 
 
    Eventually I was offered witness protection and I took it. I live in a small town in Montana, and I even have a horse! I loved to go riding and I even have a boyfriend. He’s got a smile that won’t quit and a cock that would put a horse to shame. 
 
    But when I am out on the range, or doing a little dancing in a honky tonk, I think back to the days when I was a party girl on Epstine’s island, and I wish I could do it all again. 
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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 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mr.s Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when i came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there wold be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around ore freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone snd embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?” Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she wold take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I reported for work the next day, and she opened the door with biggest, sunniest smile I had ever seen. 
 
    “Come in, come in.” She led me up the stairs and we walked past her bedroom to the far room. 
 
    “This is my husband’s fantasy room. This was the way he had it in our old house, and I brought everything with me, arranged it just as he had it.” 
 
    It was pink. with white baseboards and trim. The dresser was white and it had a white vanity table. There was a full array of make up bottles and tubes and things on the table. 
 
    At the side of the room was a small bathroom. At the rear of the room was a walk in closet. 
 
    Nancy held my hand and showed me everything. Opened drawers to show me the lingerie. Took me in the closet and showed me dresses, shoe racks, and on the high shelf wigs and breast forms. 
 
    I was in shock. I had showed up sort of apprehensive, but…not in shock. But seeing everything, seeing the depth of this fantasy…I was officially in shock. 
 
    “Is there anything you’d like to try? Or would you like me to just take control.” 
 
    “I really don’t know where to start.” And, truth, it was her fantasy. Not mine. Though, shock aside, I was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    And, my cock was getting harder and harder. 
 
    There isn’t a man alive who doesn’t feel the charge of sex when he so much as touches an article of women’s underwear. On the surface they think about the clothes on the woman. Under the surface they think about the clothes on themselves. 
 
    Nancy handed me a pair of white bloomers. They were puffy with ruffles and I stared at them. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    So I took my clothes off and started to put them on and Nancy said, “Wait.” 
 
    I looked at her and she handed me a jar of Nair. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I’m not a hairy guy anyway, many guys don’t get heavy hair until they are past their teens, so I wasn’t worried about being called out by somebody. Besides, my mother never saw me naked, nor did anybody else. 
 
    So I slathered up, waited fifteen, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    I came out baby bald, and Nancy immediately started wiping sweet smelling lotion all over my body. “It’ll make your skin softer, and it smells good, too.” 
 
    When she was spreading the cream on my abdomen my cock was right in front of her, and she kissed the head and laughed. Then she grabbed it and held it fiercely. “I love a beautiful cock.” 
 
    I, of course, almost buckled at the knees. 
 
    Then I put on the bloomer, and she handed me a bra. I figured out the bra, though she chuckled at my confusion, then she slipped a pair of breast forms into my bra. 
 
    I shivered a little when I looked at the mirror, for I had a suddenly feminine figure. 
 
    She painted my toes, and I knew I wasn’t going to be running around in sandals at home, then she helped me roll up some nylons. 
 
    “I’m going to have you wear culottes today. But tomorrow I’m going to go to town on you.” 
 
    I thought this was pretty wild already. 
 
    So I put on culottes, and it was a different feel. It was like a dress and shorts all at the same time. My cock, of course, was going crazy. It was free swinging in the bloomers, and the tip was rubbing against the satiny material of the bloomers. 
 
    She handed me a pull over blouse and I put it on. 
 
    I was getting pretty female now, at least in the body, and it was time to start working on my nails and face. 
 
    I sat down at the vanity and she did my fingernails. “I’m not making them real long. We still have some heavy lifting to do. And don’t worry, I’ll take the polish off before you go home.” 
 
    I looked at the nails. Not long? To me they were giant! They were oval, and they extended a quarter inch beyond the tips of my fingers, and they were bright red. 
 
    Then she painted my face, and that made the hair stand up on the back of my neck, and I felt like my whole body was electric. I watched as she shadowed my eyes and even gave me longer eyelashes. Then she placed a wig on my head, adjusted it, and fastened it. 
 
    When I looked in the mirror I didn’t recognize myself. 
 
    Oh, there were things that still looked male. I still had an Adam’s apple, and my index finger was shorter than a female’s index finger would be, and there was a certain blockiness to my hips. I knew there was nothing to do about the Adam’s apple and the index finger, but surely something could be done about the angular nature of my hips. 
 
    Nancy just smiled when I asked her. “Tomorrow, my sunshine.” 
 
    We walked downstairs and sat in the kitchen and had a bourbon and Coke and just looked at each other. 
 
    “You are absolutely gorgeous,” she said. 
 
    “So are you,” I answered, and she grinned. 
 
    Then, morning drink done, and the morning getting late, we headed for the basement. 
 
    We were halfway through, and we were getting into nooks and crannies. There was a stack of TV Guides, probably 70 years old, and in amazingly good condition. 
 
    “We can probably get good money for those.” 
 
    So I placed them in the garage. The garage was starting to get filled up, but that was okay. We had the whole house if we needed it. 
 
    I found a stack of old canvases that were worth nothing. Too bad, so sad. 
 
    Then there was a bundle of blankets, war surplus, that was so moth eaten they couldn’t keep a flea warm. 
 
    And a bunch of old heater filters. Used and disgusting and designed for ancient heaters. They made it to the garbage can. 
 
    Then…bonanza. A set of silverware that might have been made by Paul Revere himself. At least there was a .925 on the ware, and that was supposed to mean it was pure silver. 
 
    “Ten thousand dollars,” breathed Nancy. 
 
    “Zowie,” said I. 
 
    By noon we were tired, and I was starting to understand how hot long hair could be. We headed for the pool, and Nancy giggled when I jumped into the pool. It was an experience getting male clothes off in a swimming pool, but female clothes are a whole degree harder. 
 
    Then we swam, and lazed around, and she hugged me and I walked her around in the pool, and it was like she was sitting on my dick, but still no penetration. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was driving me crazy, but it was the kind of crazy that I liked. 
 
    And we spent a lot of time kissing. And me feeling her boobs, and sucking on them. And she kept stroking me till I thought I’d pop, then backing off. 
 
    “You know we’re going to have an accident pretty soon,” I observed. 
 
    “No, we won’t.” She nibbled on my ear and felt my nipple with a palm. My legs shook, and she whispered. “Tomorrow I will save you from all accidents.” 
 
    I looked at her. “Save me from an unauthorized squirt?” 
 
    “Would you like that? Would you like to be horny all summer? Not be able to have an orgasm? Would you like to have the feeling of white hot heat busting in your chest every day?” 
 
    Oh, man. I did. But…I didn’t know how much I could take. She had me on edge all day long, and it was all I could do not to pump one out with my hand at night. 
 
    She grew serious. “Can you handle it, Johnny? I mean, if this is too much for you, I’ll under—“ 
 
    I kissed her. Hard. And it surprised her. 
 
    “Do it,” I said. “Pull out the stops. Take me all the way. Let me feel what…what it all means.” 
 
    I think I was almost delirious, but I was sincere. This was what I loved, and this was what I wanted. 
 
    She hugged me then. And she kissed me. And she held my cock and squeezed it until I groaned. 
 
    “One more day, Johnny, then I’ll save you from yourself.” 
 
    The look on her face, it was amazing. She was vibrant, glowing, and her eyes were on fire. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    The next day, giant boner in pants, I reported for duty. I thought we were going to go upstairs again, but instead she took me to the kitchen. 
 
    “Have a seat.” 
 
    I sat. 
 
    On the table were two bourbon and Cokes, and a box about six inches on a side. 
 
    “What’s this.” 
 
    She sat and sipped and smiled. “I said I would rescue from accidents, and I mean it.” She lifted an amused eyebrow, “If you can take it.” 
 
    “I can take it.” 
 
    She placed her hands around the box and said, “This is what my husband wore. He wore it always, except when I let him out. Sometimes he would wear it for months, and when I finally let him out, either to fuck me, or just to let him jack off, he had the most glorious and intense orgasms he ever had. Of course, most of the time I ruined his orgasms, and he lived a life in abeyance, and eternal hornitude, and he loved it.” 
 
    She opened the box. There was a black bag in it, and she opened the bag and emptied it on the table. 
 
    It was a chastity tube. An expensive one. It was metal, with specially shaped rings, and a urethra tube screwed into the tip. 
 
    She spread the parts out and explained each one. Then she took out a bottle of lube and said, “Would you like to put it on?” 
 
    I stared at the thing. I knew what they were from what I had read on the internet. I knew they imprisoned a man’s junk and he could no longer cum. 
 
    Wasn’t that what I liked? To not cum? To suffer the heat that led to an orgasm and yet be denied? 
 
    I picked up the tube and stared at it. I looked up at her. 
 
    “These things always have keys.” 
 
    “I have a pair of keys.” She said nothing else, but she didn’t have to. She had the keys, and I would have no access to Mr. Happy.” 
 
    “When when would you let me out?” 
 
    “At the end of the summer. When you go back to school.” 
 
    I breathed out, “no accidents.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Not ever.” 
 
    “Not until you go to school. Then you’ll have a year of accident’s.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “What about this thing?” I pointed at the urethra tube. 
 
    “Not yet. You’ve got to get used to it before we go hog wild.” 
 
    Hog wild. I liked the sound of that and I smiled. 
 
    “How does it work?” 
 
    “First, we need to do something about your boner.” 
 
    We sat and sipped, and I considered my cock. It was like a steel rod under the table. 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    “Pain and torture.” 
 
    “What?” My brows indented. 
 
    “The net says to get a bag of frozen vegetables and put it on your penis.” 
 
    “That would be torture.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “What if I prefer carrots? Or corn?” 
 
    It was exactly the right thing to say and she laughed, and I laughed nervously, and she asked. “Would you like me to get the peas, Johnny?” 
 
    I took a moment, let out my breath, and nodded. 
 
    She was right, it was torture, but it was also so fucking kinky I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    For a while I thought that not even frozen peas would bring my cock down, but the big boy finally gave up and shriveled. 
 
    “We’re going to have to move fast,” Nancy said, “because as soon as I touch you you’re going to want to get hard again.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She put the ring around my whole package, then stuffed my sausage into the little tube. It started fighting, struggling, trying to get big. 
 
    She slid the ring and tube together and there was a little ‘click,’ and it was done. I was officially chaste, and would be for the next two months. 
 
    I gulped, and looked at her. She was breathing hard, actually giving little gasps, and she held my now imprisoned cock and looked me in the eyes. “With this ring…that’s what my husband said to me when I first put him in chastity.” 
 
    “So you want me to…never mind. I’m going to say it. With this ring I do wed.” 
 
    She giggled, and I had never seen such excitement in a pair of eyes. “It’s ‘thee.’ With this ring I thee wed.” 
 
    “With this ring I thee wed.’ 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me, and she said, “With this ring,” she shook my caged cock, “I thee wed.” 
 
    For a long minute we just sat there, staring at each other. 
 
    She was excited, her breasts heaving, and I was a bit excited, too. Heck, I had just given complete control of my cock over to her. A woman who I had just met now owned my penis. I would have to sit down to pee because of her. I would have to ask permission to jack off, and she had already made it plain that she wasn’t going to be giving such permission anytime soon. Not till the end of summer. 
 
    Could I stand it? I was already groaning, and my cock was pushing out helplessly, and feeling like it was full of sperm and ready to explode. 
 
    I would have to stand it. There was no other choice. 
 
    “Well, Johnny. Let’s get to work.” 
 
    Her voice was actually changed. She had a command in it. It was a loving command, but we had gone from the relationship of a boss and a worker, and the worker could quit at any time, to a mistress, and there was no way I could quit. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t mean, it was happy and excited, and I think I realized, right from those first few moments, that there was a lot of sex in having power over somebody. 
 
    I stood up, and nervous energy made me stretch. 
 
    She grabbed my cage and walked, quickly, up to her husband’s bedroom. 
 
    She didn’t bother with soft and fluffy today, but I hadn’t expected her to. She had hinted that today would be a little more die hard, and it was. 
 
    She brought out hose and a garter and a thong. My legs were shortly encased in that delicious, sleek material called nylon. The panties were tight and pulled my caged penis back, even as it rubbed my asshole. 
 
    I no longer had a penis bump in my panties. 
 
    A bra, and my fake tits. A dress. The dress was black and tight, but stretchy. 
 
    I could work in this apparel, but every move was going to stretch sexy material over my skin. 
 
    Then she did my nails again, put on make up, and the. wig. 
 
    Zowie. I was a woman again. Sexy. Not a man. And she handed me a pair of heels. 
 
    They weren’t big heels, only a couple of inches, but they would prove to be difficult enough. 
 
    “I’m going to have trouble walking,” I said, standing up and wobbling a little. 
 
    “You’ll get used to them,” she said. She stood back and inspected me, and there was a look of pride on her face. “Fourteen year old girls get used to them, so can you.” 
 
    And we went to work. 
 
    Oh, it was torturous bliss. Every move I made rubbed my skin and I felt like a giant penis. And if I thought she was affectionate before, it was nothing compared to this. 
 
    She ordered me here and there, but emphasized everything with her hands. A hand on my bun, or around my waist. She touched my cheek. She hugged me and kissed me. She held my imprisoned cock to give a simple order to move a box. 
 
    And I was aflame. 
 
    I was gasping, and my cock—she noticed this with glee—was dripping. Not just an occasional drip, but a long string of pre-cum was hanging from it at all times. 
 
    We worked till lunch, then we went up and I took everything off and jumped into the pool. 
 
    Nancy sipped a bourbon and watched me with a happy eye. She exuded happiness. At one point she called me to her. I stood next to the lounger she was sitting on and she held my penis. Struggling, writhing, trying to get hard. 
 
    She said, “It’s almost like you’re my property. Like I own you. Do you mind that, Johnny?” 
 
    I shook my head. I was gulping and couldn’t speak. 
 
    “But don’t worry, Johnny. I’ll take care of you. You just do what I say and this will be your dream summer. You’ll remember it forever.” 
 
    Heck, I was already remembering it forever. “Okay.” 
 
    “Suck my toes.” 
 
    I knelt at the bottom of the lunger and massaged her feet and sucked on her toes. I could feel the hard, red nail polish with my tongue. I was glad that she had been in the pool, because there was only the aroma of her feet between her toes.  
 
    She laid back and her hand went to her snatch. She rubbed it gently. She moaned, and I thought she was going to cum, but she opened her eyes and grinned. “Would you like to do this? Johnny boy? You’re already my panty boy, would you like to eat my pussy? Slide your tongue up my love channel? Bring me to an orgasm?” 
 
    “I thought you weren’t going to cum?” 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    She laughed at the expression on my face. Then she said, “I won’t cum if you don’t want me to, but you’ve got to remember that having you in chastity is more than horny. It is ‘power horny.’ It is ten times as intense. And I would like to cum. Would you like me to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I blurted. I had to see her cum. I had to watch her have an orgasm. The mere thought increased my horny factor by, as she said, a factor of ten, and I wanted to see her cum in the worst, possible way. 
 
    She smiled. “Maybe tomorrow. Right now it’s time for you to get dressed.” 
 
    We went upstairs and I got a fresh set of lingerie, and culottes and leggings. Then she freshened my make up and we went back to work. 
 
      
 
    “How was work?” Mom sliced a chunk of meatloaf out of the pan and plopped it onto my plate. 
 
    “It’s good,” I smiled and sipped some Pepsi. 
 
    “She’s not working you too hard?” 
 
    “Mom?” I laughed at her.  
 
    “Well, you certainly look happy. I’m glad you’ve got something to do this summer.” 
 
    I smiled, and was aware of my red painted toenails which I dare not let her see. 
 
    “Idle hands are the devil’s playground, or something like that,” she observed. 
 
    Idle hands. Yes. I wondered what she would think of an idle dick. 
 
    My cock surged in the chastity tube every few seconds. It never got hard, but it never got tired of trying. 
 
    “She found a set of real silverware.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Might even be worth something. Of course we’ll have to shine it up and take it somewhere to be appraised.  
 
    My cock throbbed. 
 
    “That’s wonderful!” 
 
    Later that night I stood at the window and gazed at Nancy’s house. I stared at her bedroom window. She was laying there. Maybe touching herself. Maybe thinking of me. Wearing sexy lingerie. 
 
    I dreamed of being there with her, of sleeping in the same bed, of holding her body, and having her hold mine. 
 
    To have my penis stand up straight, to slide it into her quim. Was there ever anything else? 
 
    Sighing, I laid down on bed and tried to sleep. On future nights I would be able to, but not this night. I was too excited, too alive, too awake. 
 
    My cock kept struggling. I knew my toe nails were painted bright red, covered with hard lacquer. 
 
    My whole body was wired, my flesh alive and sparking. I wanted Nancy in the worst way. 
 
    In an odd way, I was having her. 
 
    And, of course, not having her. 
 
      
 
    The next day I showed up early. My eyes bright and glinting, and she laughed when she saw me. “Somebody’s glad to see me.” 
 
    I hugged her, and she held me, and patted my back. “It’s okay, honey. The first few days are the worst. Did you sleep at all?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Take a sleeping pill tonight, otherwise your eyes will be glowing and you’ll look like you’re up on drugs.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tears started coming from my eyes. 
 
    She sat me down and held my hand, and my package, and she she watched. “Oh, honey It’s okay.” 
 
    “I know…I know…” I was blubbering. “It’s just so…so…” 
 
    “I know. You don’t have to say anything. I know. Your hormones are going crazy and you’re going to feel like this. Maybe a lot.” 
 
    After my crying jag was over she took me upstairs and we got ready for work. 
 
    Same underwear. Funny, though it was somewhat stock, it was always exciting. Then she put me in a summery dress. It wasn’t so loose the material would snag on anything, but it wasn’t tight, either. 
 
    And she gave me slightly higher heels. 
 
    “I can’t walk on the others, yet,” I objected. 
 
    “We’re going to be sorting today, so you won’t have to do much walking.” 
 
    We sat in the garage and went through various items we had rescued. She had an app on her cell phone, and I would give her an ISBN, or a serial number, or a description, and she would assess,  make notes, and we would go to the next item. 
 
    And it was even more torturous than the day before. I didn’t have heavy work to keep me busy, I had slow moments in between items, and all I could do was feel my cock pounding away down there. It’s a good thing that chastity tube was metal, because I would have busted plastic. 
 
    We worked right through till noon, then, even though we weren’t sweaty, we went for a swim. 
 
    Oh, it was so exciting, feeling the water sluice through my chastity tube. Kissing Nancy and feeling her breasts, and then, for the first time, I slipped a finger into her. 
 
    We were standing in the water. I was standing and she was supported by me. By hugging me, and with my finger inserted in her hole. 
 
    She held on and I felt her moving her hips, trying to get more, and trying to get loose, and not knowing the difference. 
 
    “Oh, God, Johnny. Oh, God!” 
 
    I smiled, and kissed her some more, and then she took my cage in hand and began walking. 
 
    We walked up stairs to her bedroom. Not her husbands’s. Hers. 
 
    She lay on her bed on her side, her head propped up on one elbow. “Bottom drawer of my dresser.” 
 
    I slid the drawer open. In it was a mess of straps. I lifted it out and realized…it was a strap on! At the back of the drawer was a collection of dildos. Some big, some small. Some twirly and bumpy and rigid. All colors, all textures.  
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Put it on, and select a dildo.” 
 
    My heart thudding, I had never done anything like this before, I untangled the straps and stepped into the harness. It was tight, and I had to adjust it. 
 
    “He was smaller than you around the waist. Wear a corset long enough and you’ll be small around the waist.” 
 
    I picked out a big black dildo. It looked like it had warts on it, and big veins. 
 
    “Ooh,” she said, hungrily. Then she lay back on her bed. She spread her legs and said, “Make love to me, Johnny. Fuck me hard. Make me cum a dozen times.” 
 
    I am not totally inexperienced, so I crawled between her legs and began licking her pussy. I nibbled on her clitoris, and I reamed her with a finger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “It’s been so long.” 
 
    I put more fingers in her and I started pumping my hand back and forth. Keeping my forearm jacking I slithered up her body and began nibbling on her nips. 
 
    She arched her back and sighed and held my head with strong arms. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny. Johnny.” 
 
    Her eyes were closed and her head back. I added yet another finger and now I could feel the rim of her pussy slamming against my knuckles. 
 
    “You better get into me, Johnny.” 
 
    I moved up, and now it became surreal. Surreal horny. 
 
    I slipped the big, black peeny into her, and she gasped, and I felt nothing! 
 
    I was in her…I was fucking her…but I was getting no sensation! 
 
    Which is not to say it wasn’t making me even hornier. In fact, it was making me hornier than ever. 
 
    I was deprived of fucking or jacking or even mindless stroking by my chastity tube, and now I was inside her and doubly deprived. It was like it was my cock, and it wasn’t. It was like I was fucking her with somebody else’s cock! But it was me fucking. 
 
    Nancy began to moan. She placed her hands on my arms and writhed and bucked. I could feel her working that dildo, and I wanted it to be me. 
 
    How long would I have lasted if it was my cock fucking her? Seconds. 
 
    How long could I fuck her with somebody else’s dick? Forever. Or at least until she had more orgasms than a woman could stand. 
 
    She began to cum. Her eyes rolled back and her hips jerked and strained. My cock was beside itself. To be so close to fuck, and denied. It was crazy! 
 
    She kept having orgasms, big strong ones, every couple of minutes for twenty minutes. 
 
    Finally, drenched in sweat, her hair sodden and tangled, she pushed on my chest and begged. “No. No more. Please. I can’t…” 
 
    Gently, I pulled out of her. She looked surprised, and then grateful. “Oh, God! That was better than…” 
 
    She didn’t finish, but she didn’t have to. I felt a certain pride in knowing that I had fucked her better than her husband. 
 
    Afterwards it was my turn to take care of her. She might be in charge, but she was so exhausted by sex that she needed help. 
 
    I helped her down the steps into the pool, and she just swam into my arms and I walked her around the pool. 
 
    “Back upstairs, Johnny. I need to sleep.” 
 
    So I carried her upstairs and put her to bed. She smiled, she kissed me, she said, “Take that stupid dildo off.” And she giggled and went to sleep. 
 
    In a way I was loathe to take the dildo off. I missed having a big eruption of sex in my groin. But I did, and I cleaned it and put it away, then I headed for home. 
 
      
 
    That night I took a sleeping pill. I had to. After the sexual marathon, I had gone through, after the intensity of that experience, if I hadn’t taken a sleeping pill I never would have slept. 
 
    I slept deeply. I hadn’t cum, but sex can be tiring. In the best way…but tiring. 
 
    The morning came, and I sighed and realized I was waking up. I wondered what today would bring. What new sexual adventures. Then I felt my mom shaking me. 
 
    “Johnny! Time for breakfast.” 
 
    “All right. Just another minute…” I stretched and opened my eyes and saw my mother walking out of my bedroom. 
 
    I smiled, I was so happy, and I loved the feeling of my cock trying to get hard. I knew I better pee pretty quick, or it might start to hurt. 
 
    I sat up and froze. 
 
    At the end of the bed, the covers, I must have rolled over and kicked them off. My red toes were plain to see. Glossy and shiny and…and…my mother had seen them. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Oh, fuck!
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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 cuming, 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 picures. 
 
    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 take 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. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. 
 
    In part one I told you how it started. How the ‘Mystery Messenger,’ or ‘Mistress Mandy,’ or just simply ‘MM,’ sent me messages on my computer. 
 
    I didn’t know who she was, I don’t know why picked on me. But she convinced me to crossdress. 
 
    I was drunk, I didn’t know what I was doing. And it got worse, on the night, the very next night… 
 
      
 
    I had some Kentucky Fried Chicken. Finger lickin’ good, until licking your fingers became ‘against the COVID laws.’ 
 
    Mmm. I like grease, and the chicken I ate could have been used to lubricate a car. 
 
    I sat around and watched TV. 
 
    I could see my lips in the reflection from the picture window, and I could tell that my lips were still very red. Kissy red. Mmm. Turned me on. 
 
    I had used lip stain instead of lipstick, but that was okay. It would wear off before my wife got home. 
 
    But I was determined not to go near my computer. 
 
    I mean, I was stuck with these ruby red lips for three days, and I could only pray that my wife didn’t notice, that the color had faded enough, when she got back from her trip. 
 
    So I watched TV. And I fidgeted. I was restless, so I got up and made myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. Mmmm. My favorite. I especially like Wild Turkey. Not the 101, but the 86. I wasn’t interested in getting smashed and out of control, I just wanted a buzz. Heck, if I drank too much I knew what was going to happen: I would go check my computer, MM would send me a message, and there I went. Who knows what she might get me to do if I got too drunk. 
 
    So I made my drink, sat down on the couch and tuned in the news. 
 
    Trump bashing. He’d been out of office for a while now, and they never got tired of bashing him. I was a little tired of it. 
 
    I clicked to Me TV. Oldies but goodies. But Gilligan’s island was on. Ginger might be 90 years old now, or even dead, but those old images of her just turned me on. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I clicked through the channels. 
 
    Angelina Jolie. Man, those lips. A guy could lose himself in those lips. Girl must use a case of lipstick at a time. 
 
    I was getting hard. I had just masturbated the night before, but that whole scene, it was making me horny, and everything on TV was making me horny. Nothing but girls with lips and boobs and asses and everything. 
 
    And I realized, it could even be Oprah and I would be rock hard. Last night was just too much. 
 
    I turned the TV off. 
 
    I wandered through the house. 
 
    I poured another drink. 
 
    In pouring I spilled a little on my pants, so I went to change them. And only got half way. 
 
    I got the taking them off part right, but then all I could do was stare at my cock and stroke. I looked at the closet. The dress I wore last night was there. Hanging up and empty, waiting to be filled. By my body. 
 
    I looked in the bathroom sink. Two water filled condoms, my breasts, were still there. I had worked around them, brushed my teeth without popping them or just throwing them into the street to watch them splat. 
 
    NO! I wasn’t going to. 
 
    I went back to the kitchen, boner bobbing, and poured myself another drink. I realized I was drinking fast now. I better slow down. 
 
    My dick was touching the counter, the cold contact sent a shiver through me. 
 
    I knew I shouldn’t be on the computer, but I did have to check my email. 
 
    Just my email. Nothing more. A quick look, and I’d shut the computer down. Heck, I might have something from Tanya. I had to see if my wife had sent me something, right? 
 
    I walked into the computer room and powered up the infernal machine. I was determined to be careful. No messaging.  
 
    I mean, I didn’t think getting dressed up like a girl was cheating, but jacking off at the same time as my Mystery Messenger? That might be crossing a line. 
 
    But, God, it had felt so good! 
 
    The screen opened up. I clicked on the browser. I called up email. I glanced. 
 
    A message from my mother. I had to answer that. 
 
    I read and wrote and sent. 
 
    Surveys and spam, offers and scams. 
 
    I went through the list and deleted most without opening. 
 
    A couple of friends sent emails. I wonder what they would think if they could see me now, bright red lips. 
 
    I looked at the screen, They weren’t quite so bright. They had started to fade a little. More like dull red, and I was disappointed.  
 
    I looked at the clock. It was only seven o’clock. I had hours to go before bed.  
 
    I realized I had not received any messages from MM. A part of me was relieved, a part of me was disappointed. I wanted a message. I was afraid of a message. 
 
    Still, there was nothing here, and I had been on the computer for a half hour. Just a little porn wouldn’t hurt. Heck, MM probably didn’t even get on the computer till 9 o’clock, when the pervs came out. 
 
    I giggled. Out of nowhere. 
 
    I pulled up some of my favorite porn. 
 
    I like red lips (like mine), so I pulled up Alana Anderson. Seven years lactating. I watched, my boner getting quite sizable, as she dripped pure, white milk onto a black cloth. My God! How much milk can fit in those beautiful mammaries? 
 
    I surfed a little. Ryan Richelle. She was a buxom babe with the reddest, hottest lips. 
 
    Like mine? But mine were getting a little dull. I needed to freshen them up. But not with lip stain. Regular lip stick. 
 
    I could just go do a little touch up and— 
 
    NO! 
 
    I walked away from the computer. 
 
    I was not going to do this. 
 
    Another drink. Frustrated, my penis pointing the way, I mixed a light drink. I was drunk, and I knew enough to just stay high, let it all play out for hours, instead of getting sloppy, pukey and throwing up. 
 
    I took the drink back to the living room. Maybe I should try watching a little more TV and— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, fuck! I had left the computer on. I heard that little message ding like it was the gong of doom, reverberating through the house and singling the end of days. 
 
    For a long moment I didn’t do anything. 
 
    I had to go turn the computer off. 
 
    I had to shut it down. 
 
    I walked back to the doorway to the computer room and stared. 
 
    It sat there, a screen on a desk. A big screen. So I could see tits in  their full, magnificent size. 
 
    So I could see butts a’bouncin’, and cocks a fuckin’. 
 
    I thought of last night, of seeing Casca on all fours, moaning and groaning with the feel of a big dick stuck up her pussy. 
 
    I went to the computer. 
 
    In the center of the screen was the message box. 
 
    I should close it, close the computer. Go run around the block or something. 
 
    I leaned forward and put the cursor on the box. I clicked. 
 
      
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    I sat down. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Hi. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Where you been? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Watching TV. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
    I just sat there. I did, but how much truth can you give a total stranger? Even if you have jacked off with them? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Did you miss me? 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had a vision of the computer dinging away for hours, a million ‘Did you miss me’s’ on the screen, scrolling endlessly into infinity. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you want to play? 
 
      
 
    I typed, trying to be honest but lying: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
    I’m so horny. 
 
    I want you to do things 
 
    and make me hornier. 
 
    I want to cum with you again. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I knew she was going to send that message until I responded. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I don’t want to cheat on my wife. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A little talk isn’t cheating. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yeah, but jacking off is. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Spoilsport. 
 
      
 
    A moment passed, and I could swear, wherever she was, I could hear her thinking. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you care if I Jill off? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Let’s get started. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was trying to figure things out, but I was too mixed up. I was high, and befuddled, and feeling the glorious glow of sexuality…and I was struggling with the cold, hard logic of pixels in print. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    And remember, 
 
    I cum, 
 
    but you don’t. 
 
      
 
    Being told not to cum was worse than playing with myself. I mean, I was horny, but being denied, they call it ‘tease and denial,’ just made me super horny. My cock lurched, all hard and nothing to put it in. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    She ignored me. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you wearing your clothes? 
 
      
 
    My clothes. I knew which clothes she was referring to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Go get them on. 
 
    And put on lots of red lipstick. 
 
    I want to imagine your lips 
 
    slithering over mine, 
 
    your mouth breathing into mine, 
 
    our tongues dancing the dance. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I don’t think I should. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    It’s weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sex is weird? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wearing woman’s clothes is. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Does it make your dick hard? 
 
      
 
    I paused for a moment, decided on honesty, and typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Then it’s not bad. 
 
    Now go get dressed. 
 
      
 
    We talked for a few more minutes, back and forth. Me saying no. Her chipping away at my logic and my determination to not fall into this game. Finally… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to be dressed up so I can see you in my mind. 
 
    I need to know you’re all dressed up and gorgeous. 
 
    If you do this…I won’t let you cum. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Stop saying that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    That you won’t let me cum. 
 
      
 
    I shouldn’t have said that, but I was drunk. I had revealed a weakness. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why? 
 
      
 
    Shit. In for a penny…I typed: 
 
    It makes me too horny. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Get dressed up and I’ll never let you cum. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Paint your lips red and you’ll never squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s making me so horny to know 
 
    that you will never squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re married, 
 
    but you’ll be my little panty slave, 
 
    never shooting your sperm. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Never cuming. 
 
    Your balls big and blue. 
 
    Your dick… 
 
      
 
    She went on and on, Teasing me, turning the screw, and my mind reading, and ratcheting up, and…and…I broke. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Give me a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    I ran into the bedroom. Now that I had crumbled I was almost frantic to get dressed. 
 
    I pulled on panties and a bra. I put the water condoms in them. I had such a beautiful jiggle and bounce. 
 
    I put on the dress. 
 
    I got the wig down and attached it to my head. 
 
    And, of course, the glorious high heels, pushing my butt up and making my calves look so good. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, God…my dress was tented, my dick pounding and throbbing. 
 
    I ran into the bathroom and found a Kotex liner. No drippings were going to ruin this beautiful dress. I put it into my panties. 
 
    Which made my cock even harder. 
 
    I looked at the lip stain on the make up table. Damn! I wanted to paint my lips in the worst possible way. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t make them so red the color wouldn’t wear off before Tanya got home. 
 
    I went through the house, walking sexy, placing one heel in front of the other so my ass would sway suggestively. 
 
    I stopped in the kitchen, watched my reflection in the mirror. I was a man, but I had potential. With a little imagination…a little make up, something to squeeze my waist and accentuate my hips and…and I could pull it off. 
 
    I could imagine myself opening at a club, Alex Trenton, female impersonator. Oh, God! My legs shuddered and my knees almost buckled. 
 
    I had actually had…it felt like…could men have mini orgasms? 
 
    I looked at my panties, inside at the liner. My best friend jutted out, and there was no cum. Just a lot of dripping. 
 
    But I had cum last night, so there wouldn’t be any. Would there? 
 
    I mean, can a man cum so fast after cuming? I had never tried it, I didn’t think so, but the feelings…I felt like I could cum again. Right now. 
 
    So had I actually had a cumless sort of ‘mini-orgasm?’ 
 
    I think I had. I had the momentary feeling of golden haze, and it was so strong I almost lost control of my body. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, my gosh. I had been so lost in the moment I had actually forgotten about MM. I ran, as well as I could in high heels, back to the computer room. I sat down, feeling the sexiness of the dress. There were several messages waiting for me. 
 
      
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    What’s taking so long? 
 
      
 
    I’m so horny? 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    It took a while. 
 
    I had to get everything right. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What do you look like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’m wearing a purple dress. 
 
    Very sexy. 
 
    A little sheen of metal in it. 
 
    My tits are big. 
 
    They feel so real and they look so-o-o good. 
 
    I’m wearing a bra and panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t believe how hard I am. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Don’t you wish you could slide 
 
    that big hog between your red lips? 
 
      
 
    I was drunk, bleary, but this was a bit much. But I didn’t object, I just typed: 
 
    I didn’t put on lipstick. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I didn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on lip stain last night by mistake. 
 
    I need to let the color wear off. 
 
    My wife would kill me. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    First off, 
 
    I doubt if your wife would kill you. 
 
    She’d probably find you sexy, 
 
    now go put on some red lipstick. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Really? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Really. 
 
    You’ve destroyed my vision of you. 
 
    You have to rebuild it. 
 
    I am so horny, 
 
    and it is your duty to make my hornier. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Give me a minute. 
 
      
 
    I ran through the house. I was giggling and happy. I entered the bedroom and examined my wife’s make up table.  
 
    Potions and lotions, creams and powders, there was so much stuff. I found a tube of lipstick. I turned the base and made sure that real lipstick popped up. 
 
    I ran back into the computer room and opened another window. I typed in ‘Velvet Ribbon and Lisa Eldridge.’ I checked to make sure it wasn’t long lasting. 
 
    The, still nervous, I typed into the message box: 
 
    Lisa Eldridge 
 
    Velvet Ribbon 
 
    That’s not going to last too long,  
 
    is it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    No. 
 
    And that’s my favorite. 
 
    Quick, 
 
    put it on. 
 
      
 
    Using the reflection of the computer screen I applied the lipstick, and my lips became vibrant and electrifying. 
 
    My dick surged even harder and I had to reach into my panties and grab it and squeeze. I was actually going to cum! 
 
    After a minute the throbbing went down, and I took my hand away. 
 
    On the screen MM had sent a message, but I had been so intent on not cuming that I hadn’t heard the ‘ding.’ 
 
    What do you look like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I almost came! 
 
    I didn’t, 
 
    but it was close. 
 
    My lips are redder than last night. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Wow! How did I feel? I typed: 
 
    Weird, 
 
    but in a way, 
 
    I feel powerful. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Like nothing could stop you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    That’s it exactly. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Sex is power, baby. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you ready to go further? 
 
    Are you ready to feel the power? 
 
      
 
    I giggled. It seemed I was giggling more and more. I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You need to put on a corset, or a tummy shaper. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. My mind was sort of blown. But I had typed ‘yes’ to going further. I typed: 
 
    Wait a minute. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t run this time, I was enjoying the sensations of being a woman too much to waste them by running. I sauntered, ass swaying, breasts jiggling, back to the bedroom. 
 
    I opened a dresser drawer. I knew Tanya kept her shapers and things in there. Trying not to make a mess, I sifted through the items. 
 
    Long underwear that was tight in the belly, that must be a tummy shaper. 
 
    I took off my panties, I didn’t know if I was supposed to wear body panties and shaper, but I wanted to eliminate as many layers of clothing as possible. I pulled the shaper up, and it was really rough reinstalling the panty liner in place, but I did it. 
 
    Then I saw the nylons. I knew where this was going. MM was going to have me put on nylons next, so why not just do it. I’d surprise her. 
 
    I unrolled the nylons up my legs. God, it felt good. My legs lightly squeezed. And it seemed there was top level of horniness here. Everything just kept getting better and better. 
 
    I sashayed back to the computer room. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ve got a tummy shaper on. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How does it look? 
 
      
 
    Oh, my gosh! I had been so intent on putting everything right I hadn’t even looked at myself. I got up and moved the swivel chair out of the way. I stared at my reflection on the screen, then I quickly sat down and typed: 
 
    My waist is thinner. 
 
    It makes my hips rounder and more feminine. 
 
    It makes my boobs look bigger. 
 
    I even put on nylons. 
 
    My legs feel like sheathed electricity. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind! 
 
    You are so sexy, 
 
    and it is making me so hot! 
 
    I need to cum bad! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    So do I 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Don’t you dare! 
 
    Those are the rules now! 
 
    You can get as horny as you want, 
 
    but don’t you dare be untrue to your wife! 
 
      
 
    I was humbled by that message. I felt like she actually cared, that she was being considerate of my situation. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you do do something. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m afraid you’ll say no. 
 
      
 
    Huh! she thought I’d say no? After going this far? What the heck did she have in mind? I typed: 
 
      
 
    You have but to ask. 
 
      
 
    Good. A hint that I would comply, but not a promise. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Will you do it? 
 
    No matter what it is? 
 
      
 
    Uh oh. She wasn’t interested in half way commitments. I typed: 
 
    You have to tell me what it is, first. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    No. 
 
    I want you to promise me you’ll do it first. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    If you do this for me I won’t let you cum. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you drinking? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you need to drink more? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    But you still won’t do what I say. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not without knowing what it is first. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Is there no adventure in you? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Nope. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I promise it won’t hurt, 
 
    and it will feel better than anything in your life. 
 
      
 
    I laughed at that. That was a pretty big boast. I typed: 
 
    Better than sex? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, yes. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Better than cuming at the same time? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That’s something you’ll never do again. 
 
    (Fuck!) 
 
    But…yes. 
 
    Better than any sex you’ve ever had. 
 
      
 
    Now I was curious. I think I knew that I was going to be giving in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Still there? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you want to experience something 
 
    that will be better than sex? 
 
    That will blow your mind 
 
    totally and completely all apart? 
 
      
 
    Man, that was intriguing, and the mystery of it all began to impact on me. I typed: 
 
    And you say it’s not going to hurt? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s gong to feel so good. 
 
    It’s going to expand your mind. 
 
    It’s going to change you  
 
    into a sexual creature. 
 
    You won’t be able to think about anything else but this, 
 
    once you have done it. 
 
      
 
    Man! What was she promising? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Please? 
 
      
 
    Was this for real? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
      
 
    Better than sex? Would change me forever? 
 
    DING! 
 
    I’ll never ask you to do anything else. 
 
      
 
    I laughed aloud. Yeah. Right. Everything in this game was one step led to the next. Where the hell was this taking me? I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Hallelujah! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    So what is it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you have a butt plug? 
 
      
 
    My mind stopped for a minute. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hello? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Somebody had given me one at work. A gag gift. Tanya and I had laughed and tossed it in a drawer. And now I wondered why we hadn’t just thrown it out. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Go get it. 
 
      
 
    I stood up, a little dazed. I went to the bedroom. In the side table, next to my side, was a bottom drawer. I opened it and took out the butt plug. 
 
    It wasn’t a big thing. Maybe three inches long and an inch in diameter. Flared, I guess so it wouldn’t fall out. Pink, made out of some rubbery material. 
 
    Heysoos. I was supposed to put that up my ass? 
 
    I took it back to the computer room. I typed. 
 
    I have it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good.  
 
    Do you have lots of lube? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait a minute. 
 
      
 
    I went to the bathroom. I brought back a bottle of lube. I sat down and stared at the screen. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you there? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Got it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put the plug in your mouth. 
 
    Suck it. 
 
    Feel the moistness. 
 
    Feel the softness. 
 
    Imagine putting it in. 
 
      
 
    I lifted the thing to my mouth, I hesitated. I studied it. 
 
    It was harmless looking. They must sell millions of these things every year. That’s a lot of butts being plugged up. 
 
    It wouldn’t hurt me. 
 
    Would it feel better than sex? 
 
    In a way it was sex. It was sex with the added sensations of the rectum. Actually, thinking about it that way, it should feel better than sex. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
    I’m sucking. 
 
      
 
    A minute passed. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Put the plug down and lubricate your ass. 
 
    Use a lot of lube. 
 
    Make sure you push it in. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and lifted my dress. I pulled down my tummy shaper. It was awkward, that tight thing around my knees, but I was able to stand and bend over slightly. I couldn’t spread my legs far enough, though, so I kicked the tummy shaper off and spread my legs. I slathered lube all over my rectum. I pushed lube into my hole. 
 
    Thank God I was drunk. This was the weirdest thing I had ever done. 
 
    I grabbed a tee shirt lying on a nearby chair and wiped my hands clean. I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Lubricate the butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Gulping, finding myself holding my breath, I lubed up the plug. 
 
    I wiped my hands and typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put it in. 
 
      
 
    I bent over, spread my legs, and reached behind me. I pulled one ass cheek to the side and placed the plug at my rectum. I felt it fit precisely, the small, rounded end exactly in the pucker. 
 
    Slowly, I pushed. 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    It went in easily. It surprised me. But I was so lubed, and it was perfectly sized, and I was suddenly stuffed. 
 
    I gasped, couldn’t breath. I just stood there, my legs trembling. 
 
    I reached for my drink and took a gulp. Bent over like I was the alcohol seemed to take its time going down, and the whole time I felt my asshole, happy, pleasured, and I knew the truth: it could be better than sex. 
 
    Heck, I was stuffed like a woman. 
 
    My ass was a pussy! 
 
    Man, did it feel good. 
 
    DING! 
 
    How’s it going? 
 
      
 
    I typed, hardly able to focus, so intense were the pleasurable feelings overwhelming me. 
 
    OHMYGOD! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    LOL 
 
    Told you so. 
 
    Are you ready for the rest of it? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    The rest of what? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    The rest of this little game. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    Gulping, gasping, my mind a whirlwind of excitement, I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Here’s what I want you to do: 
 
    Have a big, stiff drink. 
 
    Then take a walk. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    A walk? What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s late. And it must be dark. 
 
    Is there a moon out tonight? 
 
      
 
    I glanced out the window. No moon. Pitch dark. I could do this. I typed: 
 
    No moon. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Have your drink, 
 
    get your courage up. 
 
    Then I want you to take your walk. 
 
    Take a long one. 
 
    No one can see you, 
 
    you can be yourself, 
 
    nobody will know that you 
 
    have a butt plug fucking you. 
 
    Listen to the electric click of your heels, 
 
    enjoy the feeling of power 
 
    coming from your pussy 
 
    You are woman… 
 
    now roar! 
 
    I will message you tomorrow night. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good night, lover. 
 
    And remember. 
 
    No jacking off! 
 
      
 
    She was gone then. No more dings, and I closed the message window. And I thought: she had said, ‘the feeling of power coming from your pussy.’ O, my God! I felt like I was on the verge of another mini-orgasm. I felt the power she was speaking of. I felt so sexy and unstoppable. 
 
    I wanted to stroke my cock until I came, but it was tucked away under the tummy shaper. Besides, she had said no jacking off. 
 
    I finally stood up and went out of the room. 
 
    My ass swayed and little shivers swarmed through my body. The plug was making me aware and sexy like I couldn’t believe. 
 
    I stared at myself. My shape, my red lips, in the hallway mirror. I watched myself walk, and it felt like…my balls felt so tight…I thought I was going to explode with pussy power! 
 
    I entered the kitchen and reached for the bourbon. I poured a stiff drink. Mostly bourbon with just a splash of Coke. I took a drink, and coughed. I wasn’t used to the strong stuff. I usually mixed my drinks so I tasted more sweetness than alcohol. 
 
    I shrugged it off and returned to the computer room. 
 
    I needed to take my time if I was going to get through this drink. 
 
    I put a towel down and lifted my skirt and sat down at the computer. I felt the plug pushing further into me, expanding me, fucking me.  
 
    I pulled up Nudevista and did a search for red lips. Images of women giving blow jobs, their lips painted so red I thought I would faint. 
 
    I thought about my own lips. So red. But I didn’t want to give a blow job. I wanted to get one. I was a manly man, after all. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    A manly man in a dress. 
 
    With a butt plug up his ass. 
 
    And it felt so-O-o-O good! 
 
    A half hour later, bolstered by videos of Ava Adams and Julia Ann and Brandi Love and a score of other bountiful babes, I was ready. 
 
    I stood up, and was dizzy. So much alcohol. but I was unstoppable. 
 
    I walked through the house. I boldly opened the front door and stepped out. 
 
    My house was at the end of the street. On one side was an empty lot, then a neighbor, Sandy, who was Tanya’s besty. 
 
    On the other side was an old couple. Went to bed early. 
 
    All the other houses were dark. 
 
    I walked down the front walk and turned left. I swayed, and my heels were sharp in the night. Click. Click. Click. I felt my tits jiggling so sexy. 
 
    I could feel the cool night air on my legs, coming up under the dress and giving further sensation to my rectum. 
 
    I was sexy, unbelievably sexy. My hair brushed over my shoulders. My lips were so red. 
 
    I walked past the vacant lot.  
 
    I smiled at it.  
 
    I walked past Sandy’s house. I grinned. If Sandy ever thought I was a prude…watch me now! 
 
    I continued up the block. I have never felt so proud and powerful. 
 
    I reached the end of the street, stood for a moment, hands on hips in sexy pose, and watched the world. 
 
    I turned around and went back towards my house. 
 
    I sauntered, I sashayed, I swayed.  
 
    FLASH! 
 
    A bright light lit me up. 
 
    Shocked, too shocked to move, I froze. 
 
    FLASH! FLASH! FLASH! 
 
    Finally, I started to move. I tried to run, but my dress was tight and my heels were tall. I just took little mincing steps, almost falling down. Having to do more than just slowly walk I was clumsy. 
 
    FLASH! FLASH! FLASH! 
 
    I passed Sandy’s house, and the flashes stopped. 
 
    What the hell was happening? Who was taking pictures. 
 
    “Hello, Alex.” 
 
    I turned. No more flashes. Sandy stood, barely visible in the light. She was grinning, and working her camera. 
 
    I stepped towards her, but she stepped back. “Not yet…not yet…there! It’s all in the cloud now.” 
 
    She moved back towards me. “When I saw you walking so sexy down the street I knew it was time for a few memories. And, Alex, I never knew you were that kind of guy.” 
 
    My voice cracking and shaky, I begged, “Please! Please! give me the pictures!” 
 
    She just laughed and said, “Baby, now that I know your secret, we’re going to have fun.” 
 
    “What? No!This is all…it’s…” 
 
    “It’s early for Halloween. And I’ll bet Tanya doesn’t know a thing about this. She’s away and the mice will play.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I mumbled, my shoulders slumping. From feeling like the most powerful Goddess in the universe to this, a cringing, helpless worm. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I’m a nice guy, and I don’t understand what’s happening to me. I mean, I took the first step, A ‘Mystery Mistress,’ who I call MM, contacted me on the computer and she convinced me to dress like a woman. But since then everything has gone down hill. For instance, on the second night, after talking to the Mystery Mistress again, and getting all dressed up, I was convinced to take a walk down the street, and… 
 
      
 
    I stood in the middle of the street. My dress was tight and my fake boobs were prominent and looked so real. My wig was full and flowing. My lips were red…as red as my face. 
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” said Sandy. 
 
    Sandy lived on the left of us, in the house next to the empty lot. She is my wife’s best friend. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. “You have to give me the pictures!” 
 
    “Not a chance. They are on the cloud, ready for…” she snickered, “distribution.” 
 
    “What, but…you can’t do this! We’re neighbors! My wife is your best friend!” 
 
    “And she’s the first one I’ll send the pictures to. I’m sure she’d love to see her hubbie all sissified and feminized. 
 
    My heart was officially in my shoes now, and my mind was spinning into shards. There had to be some way out of this mess. 
 
    “Now, come along, Alexandria. Follow me.” 
 
    She turned on her heels and walked up the walk to her house. 
 
    I was still frozen when she reached the house. She turned and whistled, like she was whistling for a puppy to come to her. “Come on, boy, or should I say ‘girl?’” She laughed merrily and entered the house. The door was left open for me, and there was nothing else to do but follow her. 
 
    That was the longest walk in the world. There was no more click to my heels, just a shuffle drag sort of  sound. I felt like 100 pound weights were attached to each ankle. 
 
    I walked through her front door and into the front room. 
 
    Sandy walked past me, from the cross hallway to the kitchen. She was wearing a robe, and it looked like some lingerie underneath. She had put on fresh lipstick, and I have to tell you, she was a mighty good looking woman. She was five foot six, which with her high heels, would have made her taller than me, except that I was wearing heels. But her heels were taller, and had a platform, so we were about the same height. 
 
    Her body was as good as my wife’s, slender in the waist, almost wasp slender, and flaring hips, and large breasts. She really pushed the robe out, and I could see her nipples pressing through the material. 
 
    She patted my cheek as she passed me. “Have a seat in the living room, little girl. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    I gulped, but couldn’t speak, she glanced back at me and laughed. “Of course you want a drink. Right about now you’re desperate for a drink. Am I right? Don’t answer. Just go sit on the sofa.” 
 
    She held glasses to the front of the refrigerator and I heard the sound of ice cubes clattering. 
 
    I moved into the living room. There was a sofa, big screen TV, a Queen Ann sort of chair. I sat on the sofa. Shock was waning, and I began to realize the seriousness of my situation. Moisture filled my eyes and began trickling down my cheeks. By the time Sandy entered the living room I was sobbing, my shoulders shaking, my chest heaving, my tits jiggling with each sob. 
 
    The weirdest thing, however, and I didn’t understand this, was that I had a monster erection. 
 
    Sandy entered the room, a glass in each hand. She stopped when she saw me crying. “Aw, come on, baby. It’s not so bad.” 
 
    She placed the glasses on an end table and sat down next to me. She put an arm around me and hugged me to her. I couldn’t help it, I just kept crying, big, gulping sobs, getting tears all over her shoulder. 
 
    She patted me on the back, rubbed my back. “There, there. It’s okay.” 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, the tears dried up. I sniffled and wiped my face. 
 
    She let me go and sat back. She was smiling, patient and kind, and she handed me my glass. “I remembered you liked bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    I took the drink and quaffed the thing in an instant. 
 
    “Wow. I guess that should help. I’ll fix you another one in a minute.” 
 
    I nodded, misery incarnate. 
 
    “Now then. Let’s talk.” 
 
    I managed to mumble, “Okay.” What choice did I have? 
 
    “Does Tanya suspect?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Speak out loud.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And how long have you been a cross dresser?” 
 
    “I’m not a crossdresser!” I protested. 
 
    She arched an eye and spoke wryly. “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    Nothing I could say to that. 
 
    “So how long have you been putting on women’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I put them on last night.” 
 
    “So you’ve had this demon inside you for your whole life, but you just gave in to the urgings last night.” 
 
    I looked at her reproachfully. She just laughed and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “I…I…” But words failed me. My mind was so conflicted I was having so much trouble. 
 
    She sighed and stood up. I could really see her breasts. The robe was red with little dragons all over it. The material was thin and her nipples were really popping. Was this exciting her? Was my misery making her…horny? 
 
    “Pull the Queen Ann over in front of the couch. Sit there. I’m going to make you another drink. It looks like the first one hasn’t effected you.” 
 
    No kidding. I was in too much shock to get drunk. 
 
    I moved the chair, swung it around so that it faced the sofa and sat in it. 
 
    Sandy came back in with another drink. She handed it to me and said, “Try to drink it slow. I know this is all strange for you, but relaxing will help. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded. I sipped. I wanted to drink it in a gulp. I wanted to be unconscious. I reined myself in. 
 
    She sat on the sofa, but she didn’t just sit. She reclined on the end, her long legs folded under her, leaning slightly against the arm. Her robe fell partially open and her massive breasts were exposed. 
 
    Oh, my God! They were big. They were in a shelf bra. I actually caught a glimpse of her areola. It was pink, and the nipple pushed the material boldly. 
 
    She saw where I was looking and laughed, but she didn’t pull her robe closed or move to conceal herself. 
 
    Of course. What danger was I to her? She had the goods on me. 
 
    “So why did you start dressing up?” 
 
    “I…I got a message. On my computer. She wouldn’t tell me who she was, but she kept telling me things, and she…she finally got me to do this.” I indicated my body, the dress. I was aware of my own fake tits now. Acutely aware. 
 
    And I was aware that my hard on was surging, out of control. 
 
    Sandy pursed her lips and considered me. 
 
    “So who sent you this message?” 
 
    I told her about it just appearing out of the blue. I told her there wasn’t any request for money, just a conversation that led me down the path. I relayed parts of the messaging as I remembered them.” 
 
    “Do you have a copy of the messages?” 
 
    “No,” I shook my head. “I didn’t think about it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I was just too…too horny to think.” 
 
    “So you let your dick do the thinking, and you could be making this so called ‘Mystery Messenger up.” 
 
    “I’m not! Why would I make it up?” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    I sat there and stared at her. 
 
    She stared at me, and then she said, “Well, slave boy. I think you’re calm enough to do some work. Go make us some drinks. I’m drinking wine, and you know what you’re drinking.” 
 
    “But I’ve got to go home?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because…because…” I blathered. 
 
    “Sweetie, you’re all dressed up with nowhere to go. So here you’ll stay, and we’re going to lay out a program for you. Now, go get the drinks.” 
 
    Stunned, I stood up, and nearly fell. The liquor was getting to me. 
 
    “Better make yours light.” 
 
    I entered the kitchen, my breasts swaying. 
 
    She called to me, “And stop shuffling. I want to hear those heels click!” 
 
    So I lifted my feet, though I didn’t feel like it, and clicked on the tiles and hardwood of her house. Barely aware of what I was doing I made two drinks and returned to the living room. 
 
    She had reclined even more, and her robe, I think she had opened it deliberately, showed her whole breast. It was big, and the shelf bra pointed it at me. The nipple was so hard it could have poked my eye out. 
 
    I stopped and stared. 
 
    Sandy grinned. She held out a hand and I put her wine glass in it. she sipped, and I stood there like a dumb ox. 
 
    “Do you like my tits?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Does that mean no?” She was shaking with mirth. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Then do you like my boobs?” 
 
    I blurted, “I love my wife!” 
 
    “Of course you do. But we are talking about my big, round mammaries. Do you like them?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice was so low it could hardly be heard. 
 
    “Did you know I play with them every day? I pull the nipples when I masturbate. I even have little suction cups to make them bigger. I have even used the suction cups on my clitoris. Would you like to see my clitoris?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Aw,” she mocked up looking disappointed. “Well, sit down, and let’s talk about you.” 
 
    Dully, but with a big boner pushing my dress out, I sat down. 
 
    “Say,” she giggled, “Is that a gun in your pocket, or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Well, is it me that’s got you all hot and hard? Or is it wearing woman’s clothes?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She was shaking with laughter.  
 
    “Okay, you’re fun, but let’s lay down the rules.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “Yes. Rules.” 
 
    She sat up, which covered her breast, but she put her feet on the floor and spread her legs. I had a complete, and I mean COMPLETE, view of her pussy. 
 
    She shaved. It was pink. Her labia parted and I could see the moistness. Her clitoris was large, and I knew she was telling the truth about using a suction cup on it. 
 
    “Up here, girl.” 
 
    I raised my eyes. My hard on was throbbing and I knew I was leaking in the panty liner inside my tummy shaper. 
 
    “Now, I need a maid, and I need sexual release. You, on the other hand, need to be a maid, and you will give me sexual release.” 
 
    “What? No! My wife!” 
 
    I didn’t say you could have sexual release. I quite like your Mystery Mistress’s idea about you not cuming. I have always liked men that were so horny they doted on your every whim. In fact, I have long entertained the idea of keeping a man for just that purpose. A slave, maybe living in my basement, cleaning my house and licking my tush.” 
 
    “Licking you…what? I’m not doing that!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are. Or Tanya is going to get an email that…no. I’ll just post them on Facebutt. Let the world see you as you really are. Wouldn’t you like the world to see you as a woman? Wouldn’t you like the people at your work calling you ‘Miss?’ And it would be ‘Miss,’ because I don’t know if Tanya is going to want to stay married to a sissy.” 
 
    Now I was truly desperate. I loved my wife. I didn’t want to ever lose her. 
 
    “So you will be my maid, or slave, whichever you prefer, and you will eat me to a frothy cum. And if you do that, then maybe I won’t reveal your dirty, little secret to your wife. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I held my face in my hands. My heart felt like a kettlebell, dropped so hard it was embedded in the ground. 
 
    “Now then, first things first, let’s fix you up and get going.” 
 
    “Fix me up?” 
 
    “Of course. You’re dressed up for a night on the town. You need to change into your work clothes.” 
 
    “Work clothes?” 
 
    “Is that an echo? Of course, work clothes. And that means you have to get out of that dress. Now run along home and return in five minutes. I want you totally naked, and take a shower. You’ve been sweating with fright and, I hate to say this, but you’ve got a bit of body odor.” She pinched her nose and said, “Pew!” 
 
    I sat there. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I sat there, stunned, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Nine minutes, and then the message goes to your wife.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    I got to my feet and headed for the door. 
 
    “And walk correctly. You may return with your heels on, but nothing else.” 
 
    I started to move. 
 
    `”Wait.” 
 
    I stopped and turned to her. 
 
    She contemplated my chest. 
 
    “What are you using for tits?” 
 
    “Condoms filled with water.” 
 
    “Good. Bring those back, too. I guess you’ll have to wear that bra. Now, go.” 
 
    I went out the front door. 
 
    Same cool night. Same dark houses. Same my house. But I was different. I was shattered. I could barely think. 
 
    I ran, as best I could in a dress and heels, and entered my house. 
 
    Same old house. Same rooms, same furniture. Different me. 
 
    Different me but with the same boner. 
 
    I slipped out of the dress, struggled out of the tummy shaper and other items, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    I’m the kind of a guy that likes to sing in the shower. Loud and lusty songs. I sure didn’t feel like singing now. 
 
    I dried off, put my bra and tits back on, and my heels, and ran back to Sandy’s house. 
 
    She was actually pressing buttons on her cell phone, and I was terrified that I might be late, that she had sent the photos to Tanya. “No! No! Don’t send them!” I begged. I stood in front of her, my fake chest heaving for the running I had done. 
 
    She closed her phone and smiled. “Just in time.” 
 
    She held out her hand to be helped off the couch and I took it and lifted. 
 
    She rose, and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I tried to bat her hands away, but she had me firmly. 
 
    “Don’t struggle.” 
 
    “Let me go,” I whispered weakly. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    And she stroked me. 
 
    “I don’t want to cum.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to, either. But I want you hard and dripping.” 
 
    I stood, slumped, and her delicate hand stroked my shaft. 
 
    She watched me closely. I could feel myself start to surge, I was close to cuming, I opened my mouth, and she let go. 
 
    Oh, God! My knees shivered. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Come along, Alexandria.” 
 
    She walked down the hallway, her heels clicking. I made sure my heels were clicking as I followed her. 
 
    I knew her bedroom was the last one on the left. She turned to the right halfway down the hall. 
 
    “This is your room.” 
 
    “My room?” 
 
    “Yes. We’ll keep your things in here. All your delicate fabrics and flimsy nighties and such. When Tanya goes out of town you will spend your nights here. When you are not working. 
 
    I studied the room. It was small, with a narrow bed. The nightstand was white and the shade on the lamp was pink. I realized it was a girl’s room. 
 
    “It’s like a girl’s room.” 
 
    “It is a girl’s room. I had it decorated like this for when my niece visited. Do you like it? Alexandria?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She turned to me and grabbed my balls. Her small hand squeezed, gently, but with a promise of hard. “Tell me you like your new room, Alexandria.” 
 
    “I…I like it.” 
 
    “Tell me you like the pink frills.” 
 
    “I do. I do.”  
 
    She was squeezing harder and harder and I felt like my testicles were going to pop in her hands. 
 
    “Excellent.” She let go. “Girls love pink, and I’m glad to hear that you are such a girly girl.” 
 
    She walked to the bed and indicated clothes that were laid out. “Let’s put these on you.” 
 
    I stared at the ensemble. Panties. A big puffy thing that looked like a skirt. A tight bodice, and a blouse. And…a corset? WTF 
 
    “What…what is that?” 
 
    “Best to just get dressed and see for yourself.” She handed me the panties. 
 
    I stepped out of my heels and into the panties. I pulled them up my legs. Fuck! They were crotchless and my dick stood out, made even bigger looking for being emphasized by the underwear. 
 
    “Oh, you shave your legs. How girly. Funny I never noticed.” 
 
    I had been red and embarrassed this whole time, but it was starting to go away. Her words turned me red all over again. 
 
    “Oh, how cute. She blushes.” She handed me the corset. 
 
    She watched as I struggled to pull it up, the humor showing on her face. It was like a big joke to her. The end of my life and she thought it was funny. 
 
    “Let me help you,” she finally said. She loosened drawstrings up the back of the thing and helped me pull it up. 
 
    “My, you’re a fat, little girl. We’re going to have to feed you salads and yogurt.” 
 
    I was about to object, but she pulled the drawstrings and I gasped. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    She put her knee in the middle of my back and pulled again. I felt like my belly had been condensed and all my organs shoved up into my chest. 
 
    “I…can’t…breath!” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths. You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    Like fuck I would! 
 
    “Now, this is called a tulle petticoat.” 
 
    I stepped into the poofy skirt. It spread out and my dick was hidden in the folds of the thing. 
 
    And, God, it felt good. All that material just rubbing away at my penis. I wasn’t going to go soft while wearing this thing! 
 
    She handed me the blouse. I pulled it on and buttoned it, and it took me a second to figure out that the buttons and holes were reversed from a man’s shirt. It fit, and the sleeves were puffy. 
 
    “Now this,” she gave me the bodice and helped me tie it in place. I felt like a sausage stuffed into a skin. I wasn’t going to be able to bend over very well. 
 
    “Excellent,” she stood back and inspected me. “We can’t even see your dick, but it must be feeling pretty good.” She stepped forward and fumbled under my dress. She found my dick and I groaned and my knees buckled. 
 
    “Uh oh. Remember, no cumming. If you get close then just stop and lift your dress. You can squeeze your penis hard if you need to.” 
 
    Great. I thought miserably. 
 
    She studied the expression on my face, saw I was going to cum, and gripped hard. Real hard. 
 
    “OW! 
 
    She laughed. “Big crybaby. Now, come on. Let’s do something about your hands.” 
 
    She pulled me along, keeping a tight grip, and led me to her bedroom. 
 
    I stared at the big, bed. It was so much bigger and comfier looking than my little bed. 
 
    She sat me down at the make up table and pulled up a chair next to me. 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend. Spread your hands out.” 
 
    I did so, and she began filing and sanding them. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you some killer nails.” 
 
    I tried to pull my hand back, but she wouldn’t let me. 
 
    “None of that. Take it like a girl!” 
 
    “But my wife! I can’t have long fingernails!” I wailed. 
 
    “Then you’d better be the most excellent maid I have ever had. If you do a good job I’ll take your nails off before she gets home. If you don’t…” she shrugged. 
 
    She had some pre-painted nails, I thought they were sort of tacky, but she pressed them to my nails. My fingers were suddenly a quarter inch longer, made my hands look slender and, dare I say it?…sexy. 
 
    She finished both hands. 
 
    “Next time your wife leaves we’ll do your toes. You’ll love that.” 
 
    “I really can’t do this. You have to…” 
 
    “Shhh. Hold still. I don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” 
 
    “Every maid has to be immaculately made up. You want to make a good impression on visitors, don’t you?” 
 
    “Visitors?” My voice squeaked. 
 
    She giggled. “Just kidding.” Then she looked at me seriously, but with a curled lip, “I think.” 
 
    She cleaned my face and moisturized it. She applied creams and powders, she spent a long time putting eye shadow on me. I watched in the mirror and was astounded by how my face was changing. I had looked like a man with a dress before, but I was definitely looking more feminine. 
 
    “All right. You make a beautiful woman, Alexandria.” Her face was focused as she put lipstick on me. “I’d love to use stain, or tint, even, but…” she shrugged. “Now, stand up.” 
 
    I did. and I was astounded. In place of the clunky man was a halfway good looking girl. 
 
    Oh, yeah, I still had certain cheek angles that were masculine, and my eyebrows needed to be plucked, but…but I was passable. I could probably even go into a store and pass for a woman. A manly woman. But that was something I didn’t want to even think about. 
 
    “Oh, yes, one more thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She took out a pair of nylons and grinned. 
 
    I sat on the bed and she rolled them up my legs, and I have never felt anything so cool in my life. I suddenly understood why women liked to wear them, and I felt sorry for all the men in the world. 
 
    She attached them to the straps hanging from the corset, and there I stood. 
 
    Legs and tits. A bit of flesh showing under the puffy dress and my nylons. My tits looking positively enormous over the corset. 
 
    “Come along,” and she grabbed my cock and led me back through the house. We entered the kitchen, our heels clicking loudly. 
 
    “This is the cleaning closet. There is a list of things to be done. It is usually for a week, but I want you to do items one through eight tonight, and I want you to cut my lawn. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lawn? You don’t know what a lawn is?” 
 
    “I know, but it’s the middle of the night.” 
 
    “But it’ll almost be light by the time you finish your duties, and you’ll have just enough time to mow the lawn before the glorious sunlight reveals your inner self.” 
 
    She was laughing. 
 
    “And one, last thing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “First, get that grumpy look off your face. Second, when you are finished with the lawn I want you to crawl under my sheets, from the bottom of the bed. You will wake me up by licking my pussy until I cum. 
 
    “What? No! I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” She was amused. 
 
    “I’m married! I can’t have sex with another woman!” 
 
    “Oh, Alexandria, you sweet thing. How nice of you to stay true to your vows. But, listen, eating me out is not you having sex. I’m having sex. You’re just performing your maid duties.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Was jacking off at the same time as your Mystery Mistress having sex?” 
 
    “Well, no…” I was trapped by my own arguments. 
 
    “Then eating me to a frothy squirt is not having sex. You just have to make sure you don’t cum. Right?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She reached under my poofy skirt and grabbed my balls, she squeezed hard and gritted her teeth and growled, “Right?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” I gasped. “Please…let go!” 
 
    She gave a final squeeze, smiled, then let go. “Now, you’d better get crackin’, dawn’s a’comin’. 
 
    I looked at the list. Vacuum. Okay. I got out the Hoover and started sucking her rugs. Fortunately, the house was mostly hardwood floors, just a few area rugs. I finished in five minutes. 
 
    “Alexandria?” 
 
    I looked down the hallway. She was standing in the doorway of her room, toothbrush in one hand. No clothes on. Her beautiful breasts were breath taking. A natural wonder. I gulped loudly. 
 
    “Do your work quietly now. I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    I nodded and she moved back into her bedroom. A couple of minutes later the light was out. Ten minutes later I could hear soft snores. 
 
    Second item on the list. Wash windows inside. 
 
    I grabbed windex and paper towels and went to work. 
 
    Item after item. Polish woodwork. Dust. Mop kitchen floor. 
 
    Some of the items took a minute, some of them took a half hour, but I hurried. I could already see a false dawn in the sky. 
 
    Finally I finished the last item, and I headed for the garage. 
 
    Sandy used a push mower, which was good. I didn’t want to start up a power mower and draw people out. 
 
    I began running, as fast as I could, it was getting light out. Any minute somebody was going to get up, look out the kitchen window, see me. 
 
    Huh, They might not recognize me. But then again, they might. 
 
    I finished the lawn, put the mower away, and walked back into the house, and the thing that had been on my mind the whole morning, ever since I started doing chores, was staring me in the face. 
 
    I had to eat her pussy. 
 
    A vagina other than my wife’s. 
 
    On one hand, it was kinky, and my dick was pulsing and dripping at the thought. 
 
    But, was it being untrue? 
 
    Not if I divorced my mind from the action. 
 
    With that in mind I started down the hallway. And stopped. 
 
    I stunk. I had grass clippings all over my legs. I did not think Sandy was going to appreciate that. 
 
    I pondered briefly, then went into my room. 
 
    My room. A little girl’s room. Fuck. 
 
    I stripped everything off and went into the tiny bathroom. I showered quickly, soaped, rinsed, and suddenly realized that she had perfumed soap. 
 
    I smelled…girly! 
 
    Well, no help for it, I dried off and padded down the hallway to her room. 
 
    Soft light came through the thin shades. She was absolutely stunning. Her hair was spread out, her face was peaceful…totally gorgeous. 
 
    My heart actually pounded a little more. 
 
    My hard on, of course, pounded a lot more. 
 
    Sighing, I lifted the sheet at the bottom of the bed and slithered under. I crawled under the smooth fabric, my dick hard and uncomfortable. 
 
    I felt her legs, and I felt her pleased gasp as she awoke. She sighed, and I reached her vagina. 
 
    Oh. My. God. 
 
    I had only fucked my wife for years. I hadn’t had strange pussy since college, and college kids are dull and unobserving. They don’t appreciate the finer things in life. They take pussy for granted, and don’t realize how precious it is. 
 
    This was a precious pussy. A marvelous slit. A glorious vagina. It was woman’s sacred cave, and there was nothing I wanted more than to crawl all the way up and slide my cock into it. 
 
    So much for divorcing my mind from the action. 
 
    I licked and lapped, my head bent back uncomfortably. I could hear her moan, and she tilted her hips up so I could ppleasure her more easily. 
 
    I used my tongue, feeling the slick moistness. I placed my lips around her clitoris. 
 
    For long minutes I sucked and slurped, and I lost all track of time. This was heaven. 
 
    I heard her voice through the covers. “Use your fingers.” 
 
    I fingerbanged her, inserting first my index finger, then my index and middle fingers. 
 
    She groaned loudly now, and arched her back. 
 
    “Push them in hard. Be rough.” 
 
    Your wish is my command, baby. I got up on my knees for a better position and more leverage, and I began fucking her with three fingers. I drove my fingers in, hard, felt my knuckles hitting the rim of her hole. I pulled them out. I pushed them in and held them in. I crooked them, rubbing the inside of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…yes…” 
 
    She was close to orgasm. I redoubled my efforts. My arm became sore, the muscles threatening to lock up, and suddenly she howled. 
 
    “OHHHHHH!” 
 
    Her hips jerked and spasmed. It was like a series of hard bumps in the road, her body twitching, and twitching, and twitching. Then it was over. 
 
    She relaxed, and I crawled backwards and got out of the bed. I turned and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    I stopped. I turned. My prick was like a pole, red and dripping. It throbbed, bouncing with every pulse of blood through it. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “I need to go home. I need to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Ha,” she laughed. She threw back the covers. “I like to cuddle after a cum. Now get in here.” 
 
    “No…but…I…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    Defeated, I went back to the bed and slipped under the covers. 
 
    She held me then, her big breasts pressed against me, one hand around my penis, ready to squeeze if I got too excited. 
 
    She kissed me gently on the forehead. She wrapped her body around me, and my dick has never felt so…hungry, in my life. My heart was pounding, I was beyond excited. 
 
    In that moment, if she had asked, I would have put it in her. I would have betrayed my wife. 
 
    But she didn’t ask, she just lay there, happy and satisfied, and pleased with what she was doing to me. 
 
    “When can I go home?” I whispered. 
 
    Her eyes were closed. She sighed, “Tomorrow. In time for your wife. If you please me” 
 
    “But I need to…I need to do things and—“ 
 
    “Hush,” she said softly. Let me rest for a bit, and then you can get up and get breakfast. 
 
    I lay there, almost sobbing for horniness, and realized: this woman wasn’t going to ease up. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I have have been trapped. First by a Mystery Messenger on the net, now by my kinky neighbor. She is making me dress like a maid, clean her house, and clean her…pussy. But I’m not allowed to cum, and my wife is coming home tomorrow! I don’t know what I’m going to do! 
 
      
 
    Sandy sat at the kitchen table. 
 
    She had given me a new bra and my water filled condom ‘balloons’ pushed the top of my robe out. I wasn’t wearing anything else, but my nails were polished and gleaming, and giving me lots of problems as I fixed her breakfast. I mean, it’s hard to even crack an egg with those long nails poking out the ends of your fingers! 
 
    She had made my face up again. It was softer and more feminine looking, and my lips were so bright red. The only thing redder was probably my whole face. I have never been so humiliated in my life. 
 
    She had given me the robe she had worn last night. It was satiny red with little dragons crawling all over the thing. 
 
    My dick sprouted through the front. 
 
    “You really do know how to please a woman, you know that? Don’t you? Alexandria?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” She had told me to address her as Ma’am or Miss Rickson. 
 
    She was sitting in another robe. A flimsy one I could see right through. I was so damn horny I couldn’t keep my eyes from staring at her breasts. 
 
    She giggled as I almost dropped the eggs off the side of her plate. 
 
    “Now kneel. You may watch me eat.” 
 
    I got to my knees, and it was painful kneeling on the tile floor. I watched her, but not eat. My eyes were focused on her tits. And her full, red lips when she put her fork to her mouth. Back to her tits. A glance at her pussy. 
 
    “Now then,” she mused. “What shall we do this fine day?” 
 
    My knees were hurting and I fidgeted, trying to relieve the pain. 
 
    My penis was issuing a long string of gruel to the floor. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    I did so. 
 
    “Come here and put your penis on the table.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. I stood at the side of the table. I was tall enough so that my dick sprouted out a couple of inches over the table. 
 
    “I said ‘on the table.’ 
 
    I bent my knees. The glass was cool and made my dick jerk. 
 
    She laughed and placed a hand on my dick. 
 
    “Now, what shall we do?” 
 
    “Please, ma’am, I need to sleep. I’ve been awake all night, working, and I’m tired.” 
 
    “Oh, no you’re not. Look at Mr. Happy.” 
 
    My dick was pulsing under her fingers. 
 
    “If he’s not tired then you certainly aren’t.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    She picked up the syrup and poured it over my dick. She grabbed my balls and pulled me around the table. She began to lick the syrup off my dick. 
 
    “Mmm. You’re sweet.” 
 
    I groaned, and she took my dick in her mouth. She sucked and sucked, squeezed my balls rhythmically. My knees suddenly buckled and she pushed me away. “Don’t you dare cum. You have to stay true to your wife.” 
 
    I made a sound of frustration deep in my throat. 
 
    “A man should never cum except as your wife dictates. I firmly believe that. Do you think I’m right?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I didn’t, but I knew when to lie. 
 
    “Good.” She poured a big glob of syrup on the floor. I watched with open mouth, trying to figure out what she was doing. “I hope you did a good job cleaning my house, because this floor is your plate. Now eat your breakfast.” 
 
    Stunned, I stared at her. 
 
    “Or you could just go get my cellphone. I need to send a text. Maybe to your wife. With a few pictures attached. 
 
    “No! No!” I yelped, getting down on my hands and knees. I licked the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Now then,” she mused, ruffling my hair as if I was a dog, “What shall we do today.” 
 
      
 
    A short while later she linked her arm in mine. I could feel her boobs pressing against my arm, so warm and full. “Let’s go to your house.” 
 
    “What…wait!” 
 
    She was walking me toward the front door. 
 
    “Why?” she opened the front door. 
 
    I balked. “It’s daylight! Somebody will see me?” 
 
    “And you don’t want to be seen? But you’re so beautiful! The whole world should see your beauty. 
 
    Yet I was frozen in place and she couldn’t budge me. 
 
    She sighed and turned to me. “Listen, Alexandria, walk like you’re my wife and we’ve just had coffee. Tanya and I go back and forth frequently. 
 
    I knew that was true. But her robe was so thin. And…and… 
 
    “Or I can just go get my cell.” 
 
    “Why do I have to? Why can’t we stay here?” 
 
    “Because you’ve already cleaned my house, and Tanya deserves to come home to a clean house. Right?” 
 
    I nodded. The door was open and I could see out. The neighbors across the street, his car as gone, and I never saw her before 11. Maybe…maybe… 
 
    “Can’t I put on some clothes?” 
 
    “Now where’s the fun in that? Besides, you’ve got such a wonderful set of ta tas,” and she flicked her finger against my fake boobs. 
 
    I felt a shiver of water with my nipple and gave a shiver. 
 
    “Oh…you felt that?” 
 
    She flicked again. Harder. And laughed at the expression on my face. 
 
    “Now, let’s go.” 
 
    She pulled me out of the house and walked me across the front walk to the driveway, and down the driveway to the sidewalk. 
 
    I was wearing heels, and I tried to minimize the sound. I turned my head tot he side, but tried to look through the fall of hair. 
 
    Nobody on the street. 
 
    But I was in the open! completely revealed. 
 
    “Oh, you silly. Let me hear those heels.” 
 
    I didn’t. I kept slushing my walk. 
 
    “Or I’ll make you walk up to the cross street.” 
 
    I almost sobbed, and began walking so my heels would click loudly. 
 
    “Hmmm. You’ve got your robe pulled tightly. Don’t you want to let the world see Mr. Happy?” 
 
    “Please, please,” I croaked. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    We passed the empty lot and reached my house. We walked up to my front door, opened it, and entered. 
 
    I almost fell to the floor with relief. She let go of my arm and said. “Okay, sweet cheeks. Grab a broom and a mop. I want every floor cleaned, every surface dusted and polished and then we’ll see what’s left.” 
 
    “Please…do I have to?” 
 
    She just laughed, “I want this house cleaner that a virgin’s pussy. She turned around and walked down the hall. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    “Wait…where are you going?” 
 
    “I want to see this conversation with this so called Mystery Mistress.” 
 
    She disappeared into the computer room and I just stood there for a long moment, my shoulders slumped and my mindtrying to figure out what had happened. Yesterday I had been a porn surfer with a good job. Today I was a full blown pervert who cleaned houses for free. 
 
    Finally, I turned and went to the cleaning closet. 
 
    For an hour I vacuumed, swept floors and mopped them, and began dusting. 
 
    “Alexandria!” 
 
    I put my duster down, and walked towards the computer room. I let my heels click loudly. 
 
    “I was able to pull up the messages…” how the hell had she done that? I hadn’t been able to! “…and what is this butt plug thing?” 
 
    “What?” I turned red all over. I began actually trembling. 
 
    “But plug. Don’t make me spell it. Your Mystery Mistress told you to put in a butt plug, and you, kinky, little devil, did so. Now where is it?” 
 
    I stood and wished I could hide away forever. I mumbled. “When I went into your house last night, I stopped for a second and pulled it out.” 
 
    “Obviously you don’t have it in yo. Whee is it?” 
 
    “I threw it into the empty lot.” 
 
    She stared a me and frowned. “So a woman gave you an order and you deliberately disobeyed it.” 
 
    “But…I couldn’t let you…I didn’t want…I—“ 
 
    “Shut.” She held up a finger and I closed my mouth. 
 
    “Go get that plug. Right now. I want it cleaned and placed in my hand with two minutes. Or else!”  
 
    “Please. Not when it’s light—“ 
 
    “If you don’t get that plug right now I will have to use something else. I will use a Coke bottle. And I will make you stand on your head and gargle with your asshole. Now…MOVE!” 
 
    The tone of her voice, the level look in her eyes warned me that she wasn’t fooling. There was no chuckle in her voice at all. 
 
    I ran to the front door, pulling my robe in front of me. bent a little and tried to conceal my cock. I went out the front door and turned to the left. 
 
    There was nobody on the street and I quickly walked to the empty lot. 
 
    I tried to figure out the direction I had thrown it, and how hard I had thrown it. It being pink and bright against the dirt, I had no trouble finding it. I ran to it, picked it up, and scurried back across the lot. 
 
    I cut to the corner of my property, rounded the hedges and froze. 
 
    Mrs. Jansen was coming up the sidewalk. She was walking her little white poodle. Precious. The dog’s name, that is. It was Precious. 
 
    We were only forty feet apart.  
 
    I couldn’t go back. There was nowhere to hide on the empty lot. All I could do was go forward, and hope she was too near sighted to recognize me. The front door was only twenty feet away. 
 
    I moved forward just as she looked at me. 
 
    “Hello Tanya.” 
 
    I leaned my head forward and tried to hide my face in my hair. 
 
    “Wait a—is that you Alex?” 
 
    I waved a hand and grabbed the door knob. It didn’t turn. 
 
    Oh my fucking God! Sandy had locked it. 
 
    I heard the sound of Mrs. Jansen’s slippers slushing up the walk. 
 
    “Alex?” 
 
    I stood, huddled in on myself. Terrified. No where to go. No way out of this mess. 
 
    She touched my arm and I turned. 
 
    She stood, a small lady with an open mouth and big eyes. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Jansen. I’m going to a costume party. I’m…I’m trying on a costume. 
 
    She looked at my fingernails. She looked directly at my big tits. She reached a hand forward as if to touch my face and studied the make up job. Then she saw what was in my hand. 
 
    I looked down at the pink plug. I wrapped it tighter in my haqnd, tried to enclose it from her view. Then she smiled. Wide. 
 
    And I started worrying about my dick! I twas throbbing so hard I was afraid it was going to pop out of my robe and start spurting. SPurting all over her! 
 
    “Sure you are.” 
 
    Click! The door latch behind me. 
 
    I turned, and would have darted into the house, except Sandy blocked the door. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Jansen. How are you today?” 
 
    Mrs. Jansen stopped smiling and her face turned shrewish. “So that’s how it is.” 
 
    “Please, please,” I begged. “Don’t tell my wife.” 
 
    She studied me, her eyes now full of scorn. “I don’t interfere with my neighbor’s lives. But I suggest you turn to the Lord Jesus and pray for your salvation. I certainly will pray for you. 
 
    She turned and pulled Precious away. If the leash had been a choke chain her little doggies head would have come full off. 
 
    Sandy opened the door and let me in. 
 
    “She saw me,” I gasped. I was having trouble breathing. 
 
    “She won’t say a word.” 
 
    “But she saw me!” 
 
    “But she won’t tell your wife, so your dirty, little secret is still safe. Now give me that plug.” 
 
    I handed it to her. 
 
    There were just a few specks of dirt on it, and she walked into the kitchen and ran hot water over it, then she soaped it up, rinsed, and repeated. 
 
    I sat down at the kitchen table, put my head in my hands. “What will I do…oh, my God…what will I do.” 
 
    “You’ll come with me, is what you’ll do.” 
 
    She strode past me. Miserably, I followed her. She turned into the computer room. 
 
    “I wondered what this lube was doing out here,” she picked up the lube, put down the butt plug and turned to me. “Bend over.” 
 
    “No…I can’t!” 
 
    “Bend the fuck over or I will kick your ass and then send your wife all the pictures, and more…” she indicated the computer screen. Unbeknownst to me, she had been taking more pictures. She had a few pictures of me cleaning her house, but she had a LOT of pictures of me cleaning my house. They were spread out across the computer screen. 
 
    Me with tits. Me with make up. Me with red lips. Me brushing my long wig hair out of my eyes. Me adjusting my boobs in my bra. Me in a long dragon robe. Me in a posture which opened the front of my robe and let my dick pop out. 
 
    Me, me, me. 
 
    I stared. 
 
    “These pictures are all in the cloud now. And I have hidden a file in your computer so you can look at them yourself, maybe stroke yourself off when you enjoy your memories. But I haven’t sent them to Tanya…yet. Now…” she growled, “bend over. 
 
    I bent over and put my hands on my desk. Large tears splattered on the floor. 
 
    She used two fingers to slather lube onto me, then she rimmed out my asshole, taking her time, putting lots and lots of lube in me. 
 
    She took her fingers out of my asshole and lubed up the butt plug. 
 
    She placed one hand on my back and put the plug to my rectum. 
 
    She was gentle, but I still jerked when I felt the tip touch my asshole. Then, smoothly, slickly, she inserted the thing. 
 
    Once again I forgot to breath. Once again my eyes opened. Once again pleasure exploded rom my asshole. My legs grew weak and began to shake. My penis actually spurted a large glob of pre-cum. 
 
    “There. Stand up and turn around.” 
 
    Slow, I did so. 
 
    She looked at me. She studied my face, and then she began to smile. “God, it really turns you on, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I…I…” I stuttered. 
 
    she laughed. “Dressed like a woman, and now you have your little pussy stuffed. Look at how your penis is dripping.” 
 
    “At that I shook and my eyes started to roll back. My pelvis began to twitch and jerk. My penis bobbed ferociously and I felt the first pulses start up. 
 
    “I’m going to c—“ 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    She grabbed my penis and squeezed it, hard. 
 
    I tried to push her hands away, but she had a death grip on me. My hips jerked back and forth, out of control. My whole body spasmed and spasmed, but the semen couldn’t get out, and I couldn’t have orgasm. 
 
    She slapped my face. “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    She slapped me again, and again. 
 
    I tried to move, but the spasms had me. 
 
    “Don’t you even think of cheating on your wife!” 
 
    Slap, slap. 
 
    And then it was over. I couldn’t cum. I collapsed and would have fallen, except that Sandy held me up by the prick. 
 
    I was crying, big tears falling all over her hand. I stared downwards. Only a lone drop of cum had seeped out. It was on her fist. 
 
    She looked down to where I was looking, saw the drop, and let go of my hand. She lifted her hand then, and I think she was going to lick it off her hand, then she stopped. 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    She held her fist out to me. “Clean it.” 
 
    My mouth was opening and closing frantically. I tried to look away, but couldn’t. 
 
    Her fist was right in front of my mouth. Close. Closer. 
 
    I stared at her. Her eyes were no nonsense. She meant this. 
 
    Then I licked the drop off her hand. It was salty, bland in a way. I felt my dick throbbing and throbbing. I tried to will it to go down, I knew it had to be bruised from being grabbed so hard. 
 
    “Come on, you can do better than that. Give my hand a good cleaning.” 
 
    I sucked the spot where the drop of cum was. I licked it, and traces of my lipstick appeared on her flesh. 
 
    She lowered her hand. “Come with me.” 
 
    She walked back into the kitchen. She turned a chair out and sat in it. “Lay down across my lap.” 
 
    “Wait…I—“ 
 
    She grabbed my dick and pulled it. She pulled me over her lap, then trapped my penis between her thighs. 
 
    “Wait…what—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    Her flat hand hit my cheek and…it hurt! And the butt plug jiggleed inside me…and that…FELT GOOD! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    I tried to put my hands up to protect myself, but she pushed my hands aside and spanked me again. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    OW! 
 
    “This is for lying to me.”  
 
    SMACK! The pain assaulted me. 
 
    OW! And turned to pleasure around the butt plug. 
 
    “This for making a mess on my hand! 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    “This is because you tried to cheat on your wife! 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    SMACK! Pain. 
 
    OW! Pleasure. 
 
    Finally, she let me up. 
 
    My cock was harder than ever. It was bright red, and it was spewing pre-cum. It was almost like cuming, but no pleasure, just a mess. And I knew I was going to end up licking my own floor again. 
 
    She glared at me. “Stop crying. You’re messing up your make up.” 
 
    I glanced at my reflection in the kitchen window. Sure enough, I had black streaks down my cheeks. 
 
    I sniffled and looked back to Sandy. 
 
    She was now smiling. Wicked bitch! Laughing and making fun of me, then spanking my ass, now smiling again. 
 
    “You may continue cleaning the house. And lick this floor clean first.” 
 
    She stood up and walked away, towards the computer room. I stared at her ass. Even after she had spanked me, I found her ass one of the sexiest I had ever seen. 
 
    I sighed, and looked down at the floor. 
 
    My tears and pre-cum were all over it. Slowly, I got down and started licking. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, I was washing windows, inside only, thank God, and she called me. “Lunchtime!” 
 
    I walked into the kitchen. My heels clicking, but not with much enthusiasm. I had just pulled an all nighter, I was exhausted, I was tired. 
 
    She sat at the kitchen table. 
 
    “I feel like a BLT. Lots of bacon and mayo.” 
 
    Wearily, I went to the frig and got out the makings. I took out four slices of bread and— 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    I was confused. “Making a couple of sandwiches.” 
 
    “I only want one.” 
 
    I started to object, to say that one was for me, but I got it. I hadn’t had breakfast, unless you count licking maple syrup off the floor breakfast, and now I wasn’t going to get lunch. 
 
    I turned back to the counter and put two slices of bread away. 
 
    I toasted bread, cooked bacon, sliced tomatoes and lettuce, and placed the sandwich in front of her. 
 
    “A glass of wine wold be nice,” she commented. 
 
    Quickly, I poured a glass and placed it in front of her. 
 
    She turned her chair outwards. 
 
    “Now then, there is only one other thing I can think of that would make this the most perfect lunch.” 
 
    She spread her legs. 
 
    I stared at her hole. Pink, moist, open and ready. 
 
    Almost sobbing, I went to my knees. I put my head between her legs and began eating. 
 
    “Oh…yeah,” she groaned. I could feel crumbs falling on my back. 
 
    “You know,” she said breathily, “I always wondered what it would be like to make love to a woman. Now I sort of know. It’s glorious. Knowing that your fully made up face, with that glorious, red lipstick is doing this to me…giving me so much pleasure…” She moaned and spread her legs wider. 
 
    “Use your fingers. Like you did this morning.” 
 
    Dutifully, I placed two finger in her cunt and began moving them in and out. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She was done with her sandwich, and probably her wine. Her hips were bucking in the chair. I cold feel her tits pressed against my back. 
 
    I thrust my fingers harder, knowing she licked it hard. Her juices were flowing, my face was a mess. She was close, close, and then she began to spasm. I felt her cunt first, the closing and oepening of muscles rapidly. Her breath stopped and I could feel her back arching. She pressed her pussy into my face and pushed my face down. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she almost screamed. Then the series of aftershocks. “UH…UH…UH! 
 
    And, finally, she stopped. 
 
    She just stayed there, bent over, her tits on my back, for a long moment. She recovered her breath, then she laughed, and pushed me away. 
 
    I was exhausted, and I fell all the way over on my ass, and jerked hard as the but plug was jammed harder into me. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo! I have never cum so hard in my life!” 
 
    I sat on the floor, gingerly, trying not to put weight on the plug in my ass. 
 
    She said, “Get me some syrup. You deserve a reward.” 
 
    I found the syrup and handed it to her. She opened it and, with a sly grin, began pouring it directly onto her pussy. 
 
    “Lunch time, lover.” 
 
    I got on all fours. Slowly, I was so tired I could hardly move, and began to lick. And lick and lick. It was sweet. And it was pure sugar, so I felt a modicum of energy come back into me. 
 
    She stopped pouring, let me finish cleaning her, then pushed me back. 
 
    I didn’t fall this time, but squatted. She started laughing. 
 
    “Oh, you are a mess! Go look in a mirror!” 
 
    I stood up and walked, and had enough energy to make my heels click. I looked in the hall mirror. 
 
    My mascara was all over my cheeks. My lipstick was all over my lips and chin. And there was the smell and glisten of pussy juice over my whole face. 
 
    Yes, I was a mess, and my cock surged once again. 
 
    God! How long could I sustain this hard on? 
 
    Sandy sauntered up behind me. She hugged me from the rear. I could feel her big breasts pressing on me. I could feel her hair on me as she looked over my shoulder. Her hand reached around and gripped my cock and stroked it ever so slightly. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m okay.” 
 
    “You don’t look okay. You look like shit.” 
 
    “I’m tired.” 
 
    “Ha! We got another night to go. By tomorrow you[‘ll know what tired is.” 
 
    “Oh…” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. The truth was I was moving slower and slower. The truth was, I was worried about collapsing. All nighter, no food to speak of, working constantly. The emotions I was going through. Would I even be alive when my wife got home? 
 
    “Well, come along,” she pulled me by the dick and walked me down the hall. “I’m sure Tanya won’t mind if we use some of her make up to repair your face.” 
 
    I sat in the chair in front of the table. My eyes were bloodshot, saggy, and I watched as she cold creamed me, cleaned all the goop off my face. Then, my mind going slower and slower, she made me up again. Foundation, blush, eye shadow, lipstick. She brushed the hair of my wig out a little. She had me stand up and she straightened my robe. My cock stuck out. It was still hard, but I could the end coming. Pretty soon I wouldn’t be able to have a hard on. I was tired! 
 
    “Okay, let’s finish off the house. 
 
    She stayed with me, watching me, and she was amused.  
 
    “Missed a spot.” She pointed at a table where I had, sure enough, missed a spot. 
 
    Wearily, I sprayed the Lemon Pledge and wiped. 
 
    “”Don’t stop.” 
 
    I was raking in the back yard, and found myself half asleep, leaning on my rake. 
 
    I jerked into motion. I made a pile, picked it up, and took the leaves to the side of the house. I was moving like a zombie now. A slow zombie,  from the ‘Night of the Living Dead,’ not a fast zombie, like ‘World War Z.’ 
 
    “I’m a zombie,” I muttered. 
 
    “They’re coming to get you, Barbara,” Sandy laughed, drawing the ‘Barbara out like in the movie.’ 
 
    “The cabinets aren’t clean enough. Do them again.” 
 
    I washed the kitchen cabinets again. Moving slower and slower. My dick actually drooping a little. 
 
    All the while Sandy kept moving me, laughing at my slow speed, making fun of me. 
 
    Finally, it was dinner time. I hadn’t had anything to eat since some greasy chicken the day before. I was starving, but too tired to feel it. 
 
    “Okay, you want to get out of fixing dinner?” 
 
    “Uh…why? Oh…yeah.” Even my voice was slow. 
 
    “Then pour us a couple of drinks. Make yours strong. Wine for me.” 
 
    She cooked up a steak then. The aroma filled the kitchen and I was drooling, literally drooling. 
 
    “Drink. finish that drink quickly.” 
 
    I didn’t want to drink. I wanted to eat. To sleep. But I drank. 
 
    And got really drunk really fast. 
 
    She placed the steak in front of me, cut off a little piece for herself, and sat next to me. 
 
    I was reeling in my chair. 
 
    She steadied me and helped me cut a little piece of steak off. She lifted my hand, which was shaking uncontrollably, to my mouth. 
 
    I chewed, and it was good, but I was drunk, and tired, and the deliciosity was wasted on me. 
 
    Another bite. Another. 
 
    Another drink. She fixed it, and it was really strong. 
 
    Another bite, and I wondered, way back in the backyard of my mind: what torture is this? 
 
    I was halfway done with the steak, had quaffed two large bourbons, and I finally collapsed. 
 
    I felt myself reeling, and then falling, and the floor slowly came up at me. Oh, she’s holding me up, letting me down gently. how nice. 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    I awoke with a jerk. I was no longer tired. I looked at the clock. 
 
    Twelve o’clock! I had slept from dinner the previous night…12 hours, plus 7, to…19 hours! 
 
    Holy mother of Heysoos fetching water from a dry well! 
 
    I leaped out of bed, and staggered. I had slept so long that I had slept the liquor right out of me. But I had slept so long I had trouble controlling my body. 
 
    Bang! Clatter. Oh, no! Tanya! She was home! HEr closing the front door must have woken me up! 
 
    I jumped out of bed, totally panicked.
“Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    I could hear her heels click, click, clicking down the hallway. 
 
    I tried to run to the bathroom, I had to get the make up off my face, i had to—I tripped and fell, right on my face, and Tanya walked into the room. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” her feet were right in front of my face. I looked up slowly. Terrified. She was going to see all my make up and— 
 
    “What are you doing down there?” 
 
    But she looked right at me, and didn’t freak. She…what? 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Oh, I was going to exercise, but tripped.” 
 
    “You’re exercising naked now?” 
 
    I looked down at my body Yup. I was naked. My dick, refreshed by 19 hours of sleep, started to remember that it was horny. It started to rise. 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    She patted my cheek. Kissed me on the lips. “Let me unpack. Okay?” 
 
    I stood up as she put her suitcase on the bed and opened it. I went into the bathroom. My face was clean. No trace of make up. I looked at my hands. No nails.I was a man again! 
 
    “So how’d it go while I was away? Anything interesting happen? 
 
    “Oh, no,” I managed to say. “Same old same old. 
 
    She turned around and looked down. “Well, some things haven’t changed. I guess you really are glad to see me.” 
 
    She stepped forward, grabbed my throbbing cock with one hand. She kissed me, a real kiss. One of those soul searchers that just exploded the mouth in pure pleasure. 
 
    She stepped back and smiled, then frowned. “Unfortunately, I’ve got some bad news.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve got a yeast infection. No sex for a while.” 
 
    My heart dropped, and my cock throbbed even harder. Being denied was making me hornier and hornier. I couldn’t deny that. 
 
    “Well, uh…couldn’t we give me a blow job or something?” 
 
    “Honey!” She laughed. You cuming without me? Next thing I know you’ll be jacking off, like a dirty, little boy. 
 
    “But, it’s been so long, we didn’t do it before you left, and it’s been a week, and…” 
 
    She closed my mouth with another kiss, a bigger one, and my dick pulsed even harder. 
 
    She said, “You’ll just have to wait, lover. Besides, masturbating is like cheating. There’s only one place I want your sperm to end up, and I think you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Oh,” and in my mind: Oh God! No! I need it! I need it! 
 
    Then she looked thoughtful. “I sure wish you could eat me out, though.” Then she looked at me, all bright and cheerful, “Wouldn’t you like to eat me out? Suck my pussy?” 
 
    “Honey,”  I begged. “If we can’t do it…please don’t tease me.” 
 
    Again, she kissed me. A hot and horny kiss, and she stroked my cock. 
 
    Then: “No, I think I will. Teasing is fun. And I think you’d enjoy a little teasing. 
 
    And she kissed me again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. I didn’t want any of this to happen! First a ‘Mystery Messenger’ appeared on my computer. Somehow she made me put on my wife’s clothes. Then I was caught by my neighbor. Now my wife is home, and I’m so afraid she’s going to find out. I love my wife! I don’t want any more feminization! But I can’t stop it! My wife just arrived home, and I’m so afraid I’ll be found out! 
 
      
 
    “Work was fun, but the travel is a little boring. Sitting in airports.” Tanya, my wife, was sitting on the patio, a wine spritzer in one hand, her long legs looking so sexy, her chest big and delicious. 
 
    “Long as the money is good,” Sandy commiserated. She was my neighbor, and she was sitting on the lounger next to Sandy. Her breasts were even bigger than my wife’s and her body was killer. But she had a mean streak, as I had found out. She was drinking her own wine spritzer. 
 
    I was sitting in the third lounger. I was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke and listening hard and praying to every God that ever ruled a universe that I wouldn’t be found out. 
 
    “The money is good,” my wife agreed, “but what really makes it worth it is that Alex cleaned the whole house while I was gone. I can’t tell you how good it felt to come home to a clean house. 
 
    “Alex! You dog!” Sandy remarked cheerfully. “If I had known you cleaned houses…you can clean mine any time.” 
 
    I smiled, but groaned on the inside. She had just made me dress like a woman and clean her whole house the day before, just before Tanya got home. 
 
    “Sorry, girlfriend. He’s mine. You’re going to have to find your own ultimate lover.” 
 
    “Ha. Fat chance. The last guy I went out with…he wanted me to dress him in a maid outfit and spank him and make him clean my house.” 
 
    “Wow. What a weirdo,” my wife said. “Thank God Alex isn’t that weird.” 
 
    “No kidding. Could you imagine him in a dress?” 
 
    They both laughed then, and so did I. But my laugh was fake and my face was red and I wanted to drop dead right into a hole in the ground and be covered up. 
 
    “So when’s your next trip?” 
 
    “Next week. I leave for ten days.” 
 
    “Ten days? Wow. They are really working you. You’d better take advantage of poor Alex now.” 
 
    “Well, I would…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Please,”I muttered. 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay, Alex. Sandy is besty.” She turned to Sandy. “I’ve got a yeast infection.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Sandy leaned forward and looked at me. Concern was on her face, but it was all fake. She was enjoying my misery. “Poor Alex!” 
 
    “Oh, Alex is a good man. He’ll get through a little dry spell.” 
 
    “Well, I hope he’s not like most men, head for the bathroom and…” she made a stroking motion with one hand and bulged one cheek out with her tongue. 
 
    Tanya laughed. “Alex isn’t like that!” 
 
    “I don’t know. Men…Alex? Are you like that?” 
 
    Dutifully, yet hating myself, I evaded, “Marriage vows are important to me.” 
 
    “That’s right. Masturbation is like cheating. Alex would never do that, right Alex?” Tanya looked at me lovingly. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    The ‘ma’am’ slipped out and Sandy started choking. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Just sipped down the wrong throat,” Sandy quipped, recovering. she said, “Well, I’ll keep an eye on Alex, anyway. Clean houses and marriage vows,” she lifted her glass and toasted. Tanya and I lifted our own glasses. Tanya happily, me feeling like the Grim Reaper had just told me to ‘drink up.’ 
 
      
 
    Of the Mystery Mistress there was no sign that week. No messages popping up. I figured she must be a weekend mistress, maybe even had a real job. I wondered if I could do something to block her. But I’m not real computer savvy, so I would just have to learn to ignore the messages. 
 
    And I had to learn to ignore my dripping cock. And that was a tough thing to do. It was hard and dripping all week long, and Tanya seemed to delight in my horny state. She groped me whenever she had a moment, sucked on me till I was purple in the face, and laughed and chuckled and grinned whenever she looked at me. 
 
    I had decided to jack off. 
 
    As soon as Tanya took off on Saturday morning I was going to treat myself to a grand and glorious orgasm. Maybe I’d even try it with the butt plug. 
 
    But that was Saturday morning. Until then all I could do was wait. Heck, if I jacked off in the shower or something I wouldn’t be so peppy in the prick, and Tanya would definitely noticed if I suddenly went droopy. 
 
    Anyway, the week was peaceful. I didn’t see Sandy much, but when I did she winked and made quips and subtle references to my little crossdressing adventures. 
 
    On Wednesday, however, I got a phone call. 
 
    “Alex! Buddy!” 
 
    “Hi, John. What’s the haps? Work burn down yet?” 
 
    We chuckled. He was my boss, and a better boss one never had. He believed that having fun was the best way to make work into…’not work.’ 
 
    “No, but we have a big change coming.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    Upper management has decided, because of the COVID BS, that we should all work at home. 
 
    “At home? Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “No unless you’re a female billy goat.” 
 
    We continued talking, discussing logistics and schedules, and then it was a done deal. I had been officially notified. Starting the very next week I would be doing all my work from home. From my computer. Zowie! 
 
    Tanya was delighted, and Friday night she held a small party. Sandy and a few friends, and we discussed the pros and cons of working at home. 
 
    “For me it’s all pros,” I said. Travel time and lunches are gone, and, I have to tell you, I can do my job in a couple of hours if I want to, and still collect my eight hour salary.” 
 
    Cheers, congrats, and we all laughed and joked and drank the night away. 
 
    And I was so happy, except that I caught Sandy looking at me a couple of times, and the expression on her face showed that she was doing some mighty heavy thinking. I didn’t like that.  
 
      
 
    Saturday morning, and Tanya and I spent a couple of hours just laying in bed. 
 
    Horny as I was, I couldn’t help playing with her breasts. I lay on my side and suckled one and groped the other. She truly had my most favorite breasts in the whole world, and I loved the times when I just loved them. 
 
    “Babe?” 
 
    I looked up at her, but kept nibbling on her tips. 
 
    “You’ve got me too horny.” 
 
    So, you guessed it, and because if one person does it to another it’s not masturbating, I began to tickle her. I flicked her clit, pinched it, made her squeal, then got down to business. I couldn’t eat her or fuck her, that damned yeast infection, but I could diddle her stupid. So I gently inserted a finger and searched for her g-spot. 
 
    Tanya wasn’t like Sandy, she didn’t like rough sex. She liked it long and slow and smooth. So in spite of the fact that it was driving me crazy, I forced myself to go slow, to take my time and excite her through her nipples, and I eventually used two fingers and began worming her hole mercilessly. 
 
    “Oh…yeah,” she murmured, her eyes closed, lost in the pleasure. “You really know how to do me,” and she came. A sudden burst of heat in her groin, her back arched off the bed, and her pussy began giving sudden shakes like she was being electrocuted. 
 
    I squeezed her tit extra hard with one hand, and sucked the nipple until I was afraid it might be painful, and she just groaned and groaned. 
 
    Finally, her body went limp. I gently took my fingers out of her, kissed her nips, and laid back. My dick was like a tall redwood tree made out of iron. It throbbed and pounded and pre-cum was seeping out of it. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She turned on her side, on an elbow, and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Ohhh,” I groaned. I had had that one jack off session with the Mystery Mistress, and other than that it had been a couple of weeks, and then that whole cross dressing scene, I hate to admit it, had made me hornier than the devil in a houseful of nuns, and Sandy had worked me to a frothy pitch. It was pretty damned unbearable, and I can’t tell you how much I wanted to squirt my juices. 
 
    “I love doing this.” 
 
    “Oh, well, uh…” 
 
    “I know. It’s torture for you, but isn’t it sweet torture? Don’t you feel sort of alive? Don’t you love the way you feel right now?” 
 
    “I’d love getting off more.” 
 
    “And I want to talk to you about that.” 
 
    She was stroking my cock slightly. She’d do a couple of feathery strokes, make me feel like I was close, then wait a few seconds, stroke again, and she just kept it up. The torment was excruciating, and I have never felt more like throwing a woman on her back and just plunging myself into her. 
 
    But Tanya liked gentle, and I loved my wife, and she had that stupid yeast thing going on. 
 
    “What?” I managed to ask through her ministrations, sweat actually bursting out of my pores. 
 
    She giggled again, then grew serious. 
 
    “Alex, we have never really discussed it much, but we have never really been much into masturbation. I hardly ever do it, and then I feel a little guilty, like I have deprived you of something.” 
 
    “No, babe, you haven’t deprived me! I want you to pleasure yourself if the need gets great.” 
 
    She placed a finger over my lips, “Thank you. I appreciate that, but I know that you are different, and I know that you have, on occasion jacked off.” 
 
    I tried to say something but she kept her finger on my lips, “It’s okay. I understand.  Men are different, but I want to ask you not to masturbate anymore.” 
 
    “Not to…but…” 
 
    “It’s like cheating on me. I mean, I forgive you, and even in the future, if you accidentally have an accident. But I want you to try your best, from here on out, to not have any accidents. I want you to give up satisfying yourself without me around.” 
 
    “Well, I…I’m not sure what to say.” 
 
    It was a big thing for her to ask. Jacking off is more crucial to a man. We need it, and, with this last weekend I really needed. 
 
    “Say you’ll try. That’s all I ask. I mean, I’ll understand if you get drunk and have an accident…” she had a thought, I could see her eyes light up. “I could block porn on your computer.” 
 
    “Hey, I—“ 
 
    But now she was excited. She bounced to a kneeling position and looked down on me. “I could block all porn, and that would help. Oh, I know you don’t spend a lot of time with that stuff, but if you had no temptations?” 
 
    I sat up. The last thing in the world that I wanted was her messing around with my computer. She was a geek, and she might find that folder with the messages from the Mystery Messenger that Sandy had put on it. 
 
    “Honey,” and I actually managed to make my voice a little firm. “I don’t want you to do that.” 
 
    She frowned, her lips twisted in disappointment, and she sighed. “Okay. It was just a thought. But I’ll tell you what…if you jack off I will block your computer.” 
 
    Inside I sighed in relief, and yet, I knew I was going to have to hold my juices in. Well, maybe when she left, maybe then. I would have ten days to recover. Yeah. I could do that. 
 
    She gave my dick a final suck, slapped my balls lightly, giggled, and slid off the bed. “I have to get ready. 
 
    Tanya took a shower, and when she came out, drying herself off, I sat down on a chair in the corner of the room and watched her. I was naked, and my cock was really jerking up and down. 
 
    Her body was one of the most perfect bodies I had ever seen. 
 
    Her waist was thin, her hips were round, but not too big. And her breasts, OMG! 
 
    And I loved watching her make her face up. I literally memorized her pores, the way she brushed on powder, the delicate way she mascaraed her eyes. 
 
    “You’re such a horn dog,” she quipped, enjoying my attentions. 
 
    Then she put on…lip stain. 
 
    Thank God mine had worn off, but watching her wield the applicator reminded me of the panic I had experienced when I had discovered stain is longer lasting than lipstick. Thank God it had worn off before she had come home. I wasn’t going to make that mistake again. 
 
    Then I realized what I had thought, as if there would be another time when I got dressed up as a woman. No thanks. I wouldn’t do that at all. 
 
    She stood up, a gorgeous woman, stunning, and I felt my heart pound. My dick, of course, was out of control.  
 
    She reached down and stroked me. She moved closer, as if she was going to kiss me. Those lips came closer and closer, and just when we were about to touch she pushed me away and laughed. 
 
    “La, la, lover. You’ve got to wait ten whole days. And, remember, no jacking off!” 
 
    She walked out of the room. 
 
    Quickly, I got dressed. I was just in time to lug her bag out to the car. 
 
    We stood by the car, arms around each other. She touched my lips ever so lightly with hers, careful not to mess her make up, then she let go, climbed in the car, and beckoned me closer. I leaned to the window and she whispered. “If you don’t jack off then I will let you fuck me.” 
 
    BOING! 
 
    As if it wasn’t already boinging. 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “In any orifice.” 
 
    My eyes widened. I had been trying to get her to do anal for literally years. And she had just opened the door. 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    But she backed up, laughing gaily. 
 
    I watched her drive down the street and turn onto the next one. God I loved her. 
 
    Smiling, I turned around and went back into the house. 
 
    Saturday. 
 
    And I was so damned horny I thought I’d pop. 
 
    I turned on the TV and tuned in a college bowl. I loved watching those raw players. Who was going to be great and who was going to disappear after college? 
 
    I watched for a while, then remembered, I needed to check my email. 
 
    And I instantly got nervous. I didn’t want to get a message from the Mystery Mistress. 
 
    But I had to check my email.  
 
    I went into the computer room and powered up. I figured I could check my mail quick, then turn the damned thing off. If I was quick I would be fine. 
 
    I sat down and opened a window and clicked on my mail. 
 
    A lot of spam, took two seconds to pop it in the trash. 
 
    A few things I enjoyed, newsletters, blogs, that sort of thing, but nothing naughty, which actually made me sigh in relief. I took a few minutes and scanned over the material, then moved on to my personal stuff. 
 
    An email form my mom. I typed a short letter to her and sent it. I moved the cursor up to the delete button and… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared in horror, and with a big boner.  
 
    I had only been on the computer less than five minutes. Another two seconds and I would have been safe! 
 
    But the Mystery Mistress, MM, would know that I had received the message. And even if I signed off, I would eventually have to see the message and…a feeling of dread in my heart, I clicked on the message. 
 
      
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t move. I just stared at the screen. The only thing that moved in the room, unfortunately, was my dick. It kept bouncing in my pants. I could feel heat rushing through my body. I didn’t want to talk to the Mystery Mistress, but there was a part of me that did, that was horny, and wanted it, craved it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Speak up, big boy. 
 
    I know you’re there. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t move. I wished her to go away. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I think I’ll send a copy 
 
    of our messages to your wife. 
 
    Do you think she’d like to 
 
    read about us? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want to play. 
 
    And so do you. 
 
    I know you do. 
 
     
 
    My mind was starting to move now. I wasn’t drunk, I was only scared, but I could think. 
 
    Tanya had just left for the airport. She was probably sitting in the terminal right now. So who would know that she had gone? 
 
    Sandy. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I leaped to my feet. I knocked over my swivel I was moving so fast. I ran through the house and out the front door. I sprinted as fast as I could. I ran to her front door, pushed it open and ran through her house. I turned into her computer room. She wasn’t there. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    I turned around. Sandy had been in the kitchen. If I had looked to the right when I entered her house I would have seen her. Washing dishes. She still had a towel in her hand. 
 
    “You…but…I thought…” 
 
    She came towards me, wiping her hands, a look of surprise on her face. 
 
    “What did you think?” 
 
    “You…the Mystery Mistress…I thought…” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “You got another message. 
 
    I nodded. I was gasping for breath, I had run so hard. 
 
    “And you thought I might be sending you the…” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Is she still on your computer?” 
 
    I nodded one last time. 
 
    She tossed the wet towel, just pushed it through the air at me. I pulled if off my face, and she was gone. I knew she was going for my house. 
 
    I ran after her. 
 
    She was almost to my house when I came out of hers. I sprinted, and arrived at the door to my computer room just in time to hear… 
 
    DING! 
 
    I came up behind Sandy and read the messages. 
 
    MM had said: 
 
    I want you to get out that butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Then Sandy had typed: 
 
    My name is Sandy, 
 
    who is this? 
 
      
 
    MM had typed: 
 
    Who is Sandy? 
 
    Where is Alex? 
 
      
 
    Sandy typed in: 
 
    I’m Alex’s neighbor. 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I am the Mystery Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Then there was a pause where Sandy didn’t type, and there were no more messages from the Mystery Messenger. 
 
    I looked at Sandy and she looked at me. 
 
    She typed: 
 
    What do you want Alex to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want him to put in a butt plug. 
 
     
 
    Sandy turned to me, and there was such a look on her face. There was laughter and conniving. “Go get your butt plug.” 
 
    “But I…you’re not going to make me do that!” 
 
    She said, “Look. She’s going to ruin your life if you don’t. She’s got copies of these messages, and I don’t doubt that she’s going to send them. Besides, I would have made you put in the butt plug, anyway. Might just as well get the show on the road.” 
 
    Glumly, I walked out of the computer room. I went to the garage and pulled out my stash of clothes and toys. I took out the butt plug and some lube. I dejectedly went back into the house. 
 
    And my dick, in spite of my gloomy frame of mind, was rock hard and dripping in my pants. 
 
    I passed the computer room, where Sandy was typing up a storm. 
 
    In the bathroom I took down my pants, lubed up, and bent over. Again, when I put the thing in I gasped, and pleasure swarmed through me. My dick throbbed so hard it was actually flicking bits of pre-cum. 
 
    I straightened up and pulled my pants up. I returned to the computer room. Every step I could feel the thing shift inside me, and it was driving me crazy and horny at the same time. 
 
    All I caught on the screen was: 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
      
 
    Sandy closed the window and turned to me. She had a big smile on her face. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Lover boy? You’re about to get ten days of unbelievable bliss.” 
 
    “What? No! That was just last weekend. You can’t keep doing this to me.” 
 
    “I can and will. Now, head on over to my house. We’re going to marvelize you.” 
 
    “Marvelize? Is that a word?” 
 
    “It is now.” 
 
    She stood up and pushed me out of the computer room.  
 
      
 
    “First, take your clothes off, then get some drinks, the usual, and I’m going to get some stuff out.” 
 
    I took my clothes off. My dick was straight out and, yep, it was dripping like a faucet. I went into the kitchen, very aware of my bobbing, dripping cock. “What kind of stuff?” I mixed my drink and poured wine for her. 
 
    “I went shopping this week. You need real clothes, and those water balloon titties just aren’t cutting it. 
 
    I took the drinks out to the living room. There was make up on the dining table, bags on the sofa, and Sandy sitting with no clothes on. 
 
    Man, she was delicious looking, and it hurt. I wasn’t about to cheat on my wife. I didn’t want to have to eat Sandy out. Having to eat her out, plus not getting any relief for at least ten days, unless I managed to sneak a jack off in, which I didn’t think she was going to let me do, was going to be total torture. 
 
    “Okay, lover. Start on the right. First bag.” 
 
    I opened the first bag. Underwear and a box of panty liners. My size. Thin and sexy. I put on the panties and a liner, then  started to put on the bra. 
 
    “Hold it.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Look in the second bag. 
 
    I looked in the top and my eyes opened wide. I lifted out a pair of breast forms. Big ones. 
 
    Sandy giggled and stood up. She grabbed a bottle from the table and came to me. She slathered glue on my chest, then she coated the backs of the boobs. She pressed them onto me. She held them, her face was close to mine. I looked into her beautiful eyes, noted that her lips were red, that I could feel her breath. Her chest was rising and falling slowly. This was exciting her. She moved closer and her body touched my dick. I tried to back away but she shook her head. “No. Just stand there and take it like a man.” 
 
    I stood there, my dick bobbing against her flesh, and I knew I was close to cumming. 
 
    “This is long lasting glue. I hope we can get it off after ten days.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” I groaned. 
 
    After five minutes they were solid, and they jiggled just from me breathing. I hate to admit it, but this was exciting me. I started to shiver, and she saw it and grabbed my cock, hard. 
 
    “Nope. Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    She held me while I bucked and tried to squirt. I realized that, if I was true to form from last weekend, that after my attempt to orgasm was quelled I would be extra horny, but the ability to orgasm would recede a bit.  
 
    She let go of my poor prick and helped me put on the bra. 
 
    It actually felt good. 
 
    The clothes I had bought were ill fitting, but these clothes were sized for me. I felt myself so hard and horny and I realized I had ridiculous bulge in my panties. 
 
    “We’ll handle that in the next few days. But right now…third bag.” 
 
    I reached into the third bag and pulled out garters and nylons. New ones. In my size. 
 
    Looking at her, I put on the garter belt. Then I sat down and rolled the nylons on. 
 
    They felt ten times better than the ones I had had on the week previous. My legs felt electric. Smooth. Like they were dicks being stroked. 
 
    “Pretty nice, eh?” 
 
    I nodded, and gulped, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I went to the fourth bag. A red dress. A beautiful red dress. It shimmered in the light. I slipped it on. 
 
    “No need for a corset, she explained. “But that doesn’t mean we won’t play with one later on. Right now I just want you to feel like a woman. A real woman.” 
 
    Fifth bag, a pair of high heels. In my size. Black, cut outs for the toes, straps that went up the ankles. 
 
    I put them on and stood up. 
 
    “Sixth bag.” 
 
    I pulled out a wig. A long, full one, matched to my hair color. 
 
    “Don’t put it on, yet.” she said. She stood up and led me over to the dining table. She sat me down and began with my hands, putting long nails on me. With long lasting glue. 
 
    And somewhere in there I stopped dreading everything. I was so horny, and I was starting to look so real, and…and I liked it. I liked the feeling of the clothes rubbing on me. I was aware of my hard dick pushing out, and I was embarrassed, and wanted it handled. A good jack off would have done wonders, but I knew she wasn’t going to let me. 
 
    Tanya, the Mystery Mistress and Sandy, none of them wanted me to cum. How could all these women think so much alike? 
 
    After my hands she worked on my face. Made my skin colors blend so well it was hard to tell that I had make up on. Then the eyes, shadowy, mysterious. And, finally, lip…stain. 
 
    “I don’t…that’s too permanent.” 
 
    She just chuckled. “Nah. It’s just long lasting. But would you like permanent? Would you like me to arrange to have your make up tattooed on?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She laughed and began putting on my wig. “Maybe some day?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She was done. She stood up, took my hand, and led me to the hall mirror. 
 
    I couldn’t believe the difference. The clunkiness of last weekend was gone. Now I was color coordinated, the make up was designed for my natural colors, and the hair looked like my real hair. 
 
    And my boobs were even larger. They really stuck out there. 
 
    Sandy stood next to me, her arm linked with mine. We were the same size, and almost looked like sisters. 
 
    “All right,” she said. “Now, come pleasure me.” 
 
    She led me down the hallway to her bedroom. She was still naked, and she laid back on the bed. “Okay, my little, Lesbian lover, I want you to take me to paradise.” She spread her legs. 
 
    I was buzzing. There was a happiness in the pit of my stomach that spreading out through my body. 
 
    “And start with these.” She reached over to her side table and picked up a pair of squeeze bottles with a suction cups on them. 
 
    My mouth opened.  
 
    She put the cups to her nipples and began squeezing the handles. 
 
    I watched in awe as her nipples were sucked deeper into the cups. She squeezed for a long moment, then stopped. Her nipples were big and extended. She worked a catch on one bottle and detached it from the cup. Then the other bottle. 
 
    She was breathing hard and her face was red. “God, this makes me so damned horny. Lick me good, then finger fuck me. 
 
    I got on the bed between her legs. She was moving the cups gently, pulling on her nipples. 
 
    I placed my mouth over her snatch and began licking. I ran my tongue up her slit, slapped the clit with my tongue, which made her moan, and then licked down. Big, long strokes. Shortly she was moaning. 
 
    “Finger me now. All three fingers.” 
 
    I moved to the side of her, her face was flushed and her eyes were focused but glassy. I placed my fingers at her portal and moved them in. 
 
    She was moist, she accepted my fingers without complaint, and began to buck against them immediately. 
 
    I drove them in, swirled them around, opened them a bit and closed them, then pulled them out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Do me! Do me good!” 
 
    Unlike Tanya she liked it rough, and shortly I was pushing my hand back and forth, filling her with fingers then pulling them back. Again and again and again. Faster and faster, rougher and rougher. 
 
    “She grabbed my wrist and humped my hand. She was slightly bent and her tits bounced all over the place. 
 
    Now my wrist was sore, my whole arm was sore, but she took over. She fucked herself with my hand, and I watched in awe as she got closer and closer, then her hips started to buck. 
 
    “GAHHHH!” 
 
    It was like she was having an epileptic fit. 
 
    “GAAA!” 
 
    “GAAA!” 
 
    “Yes…yes…oh…yeah. The spasms slowed down. Then her hips bucked a few times, and she relaxed. “Oh, yeah. That was fucking good.” 
 
    I stood there, actually tired from my exertions, my arm muscles aching. 
 
    She smiled and opened her eyes. “We’re going to have to fix your make up.” 
 
    “Can’t I take this stuff off and go home?” Yet, there was a part of me that didn’t want to. A big part. And it felt like it was getting bigger and bigger all the time. 
 
    “Oh, no.” She struggled to a sitting position and patted my cheek. “This is going to be your life for the next ten days. You are going to experience everything that a woman experiences, and more.” 
 
    I stared at her. “But I’m a man.” 
 
    “Man, shman,” she retorted. “Men are vastly over rated. When I’m done with you,” and then she must have thought of the Mystery Messenger, “when we’re done with you, you’re going to want to be a woman forever. Full time. Hormones and periods and everything. Now come along. I want to fix your face.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me from the bedroom. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Six 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I am in terrible straits. A mystery Mistress on the internet persuaded me to dress up like a woman. Then my neighbor caught me. Now I’m caught between a rock and hard place, which is the Mystery Mistress and my neighbor. They are trying to see who can feminize me the most, and I don’t know how to escape this terrible situation. The night after my wife left on a business trip, for instance… 
 
      
 
    I had given Sandy a terrific hand job at about noon, and then she dismissed me. 
 
    “Go on home. I’m done with you,” she laughed and waved her hand as if saying  ‘shoo.’ 
 
    “But it’s light outside! Somebody will see me!” 
 
    I wore a red dress. My make up was complete. My breasts were big and my lips were red. I certainly didn’t want to be seen sashaying down the block looking like this. 
 
    “So what?” she mocked me. “People will appreciate how beautiful you are. 
 
    “I…I…can’t I just hang here for a while? I’ll watch football, with the sound down. You won’t hear a peep out of me. 
 
    Sandy grinned. “You want to hang out?” She shook her head sadly. “If you stay here you have to do chores.” 
 
    “What? What kind of chores?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, I need my lawn raked. There was a bad wind last night. And I need my silverware polished. And…” she continued with a list of things to do. She finished with, “Or, you can go home and watch your stupid football.” 
 
    I stood in her foyer, my shoulders slumped. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay what?” 
 
    “I’ll do your stupid chores.” Anything to stay out of the sunlight and the view of nosy neighbors. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re not going to do any work for me with that attitude.” 
 
    I groaned, then put on a happy face. “Please, ma’am. Please let me have some fun by raking your leaves and everything?” 
 
    She giggled. “Perfect. You know where the rake is. And if I catch you loafing I’ll kick your shapely butt out the front door. 
 
    I walked through the house.  
 
    “Let me hear those heels!” 
 
    Quickly, I started clicking on the kitchen tiles.  
 
    I entered the garage and found the rake at the far side. I went out the side door and walked over the paving stones. I made sure my heels clicked on each stone. Now that she reminded me I was glad. I loved the sense of power that listening to heels tapping gives. 
 
    I raked the yard slowly, I wasn’t in any hurry, but I didn’t loaf. In 15 minutes the leaves were up and I re-entered the house. I found the silverware and the polish and began that task, and it was so weird, doing things with long, red fingernails. I polished and polished, and was fascinated by how I had to change the way I gripped things. 
 
    And so the afternoon went. I vacuumed, and swept, and scrubbed, and mopped. I cleaned the bathrooms and did the laundry, and I almost went out of my mind when I got to handle her dainty underthings. 
 
    Sandy, in the meanwhile, went about her business. Worked on the computer, read a fashion magazine, watched Sex and the City on TV, and so on. About four o’clock I noticed that she was starting to move with purpose. She brought a dress out of her closet, selected sexy lingerie, and did her own nails. 
 
    “Are you going out?” 
 
    She nodded as she patted powder on her face. “Got a hot date.” She looked at me and arched her eyes, “You didn’t think I was going to spend all night playing with you?” 
 
    “No, no. I was just curious.” 
 
    She turned around and studied me. Her lips were pursed in amusement. “You’ll have a whole night to play with yourself. Have a lot of orgasms and…oh, I forgot. You’re not allowed to masturbate.” 
 
    I frowned. “I wasn’t going to.” 
 
    “So…what? Going to watch football?” 
 
    “Probably.” And get drunk. Good and drunk. 
 
    “Or maybe the Mystery Mistress will send you a message.” 
 
    “I’m not going to go on the computer.” 
 
    She paused, and her eyes lit up. “You’re going to sign on when you get home, and you will listen for the ding. I don’t care what dumb football game is going up, if you hear that ‘ding’ you’re going to answer it. You got that?” 
 
    “Hey! I don’t want to! I’m married!” 
 
    She giggled. “That didn’t stop you last weekend, or with me…today.” 
 
    “With you I have to.” 
 
    She just smiled a Cheshire grin. “And with the Mystery Messenger you have to. I’ll check your computer when I get home. If you haven’t logged on, or if I find any unanswered messages, I will spank your ass. And I will spank so hard that you’ll realize that last week’s spanking was a treat. In fact, come with me.” 
 
    She stood up and walked out to the garage. I followed along. Our heels sounded quite sexy as we walked. 
 
    She went to a shelf and pulled out a box. From the box she extracted a ping pong paddle. But it wasn’t just any paddle. It had holes drilled in it. She turned to me with a gleam in her eye. 
 
    “I’m going to give you three strokes right now. Just so you’ll know that this paddle is to be feared. Bend over.” 
 
    “Hey…please…don’t…” I begged. I could already feel the moisture rising in my eyes. 
 
    She grabbed a small towel off a shelf and tossed it to me. Keep your eyes blotted, you big baby. I don’t want to have to fix your mascara. Now, bend over.” 
 
    Putting the rag to my eyes, and just in time, I bent over. 
 
    She lifted my dress and told me to hold it up. I did so. 
 
    I will never forget the sound of that first strike. The holes whistled, and I knew the paddle was moving faster with less air resistance. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Oh, God! I leaped up and grabbed my ass. It was ten times worse than the spanking I had received the week before. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    I turned to her, and she just grinned. 
 
    “One. Bend over.” 
 
    Helpless, I turned and bent, and…WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “AHHH!” But I didn’t yell as loud. It hurt as much, but my screaming wasn’t going to help it. Best to just get through it. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    And it was done. She put the paddle back. 
 
    I blotted my eyes furiously, and the tears slowed and stopped. I took the rag away and she inspected my eyes. She nodded in approval. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Then she stepped up to me. She reached around and placed her hand on my ass. I shivered, but it didn’t hurt. Her hand was soft, and it actually felt sort of good. 
 
    We stood there for a long moment, and she pressed her body against mine, grabbed both cheeks and held me against her. 
 
    I couldn’t feel her tits through my own fakes tits, but I knew she was pressing them against me. Her hands rubbed my ass slowly, lovingly. She said, in a throaty whisper, “I do so love to spank a big, bad man. It makes me feel bigger, and badder, and…I just love it.” 
 
    She kissed me then. Just a light touch, a press of hers on mine, but she held it. Her eyes were open, and so were mine, and we stared at each other over the kiss. 
 
    I was frightened. I didn’t want to kiss her, but I didn’t want another spanking. It was a moment unique, in that I suddenly realized that I was afraid of a woman. I could pick her up and throw her across the room, but I was terrified of her. My heart was pounding. 
 
    She backed off and smiled. She reached for the bulge in my dress and pressed it. “God, wouldn’t I like a big dick right now. You wouldn’t know anybody who would like to fuck the living shit out of me, would you?” 
 
    I shook my head, mute. 
 
    She sighed. Well, maybe tonight. Maybe I can get my date to put his penis up my velvet pussy. He could move it in and out, suck on my breasts, and he could squirt. Would you like to squirt? If I get fucked I’m going to make sure my man gets to squirt. All that white sperm splattering inside of me, oozing down the canal, making me feel all warm and loosey goosey. 
 
    I listened, was totally captivated by her words. She was talking dirty to me in the worst, or best, depending on your viewpoint, way. 
 
    “I’ll shiver and I’ll shake, and I’ll have my own cum. And when I’m done, you know what I’ll do?” 
 
    I shook my head. My voice cracked when I asked, “What?” 
 
    “I’ll bring it home, for you to lick out of my pussy.” 
 
    My mouth dropped. Never in my life had I contemplated licking some guy’s semen out of a girl’s vagina. 
 
    She laughed and stepped back from me. “Oh, the look on your face.” She grew serious. “Maybe I should. Would you like that?” 
 
    “No.” My voice sounded hoarse and desperate. 
 
    She patted my cheek, “We’ll see. We’ll see.” Then she walked past me, back into the house. I followed her, sweating, pale, wondering what the hell I was going to do. 
 
      
 
    An hour later she fixed dinner, enough for one. Which was fine with me. Last week she had poured syrup over her pussy for my dinner, and I didn’t feel like another dinner like that. 
 
    “Would you like some dinner?” 
 
    “No, thank you.” 
 
    She shrugged, finished eating and left me to clean up. 
 
    At six o’clock she was out the door. She waved to me cheerfully, “Tell me you hope I get my pussy filled tonight.” 
 
    Ugh. What a thought. “I hope you get your pussy filled tonight.” 
 
    She laughed, “You don’t sound like you mean it.” Then she closed the door. 
 
    With her gone I watched TV for a while, and when it was dark I left the house and went home. 
 
     
 
    I poured myself a bourbon and Coke. I actually went easy on the bourbon because I intended to drink all night. Drink myself into a stupor, somehow forget this hellish mess I was in. 
 
    I didn’t take my dress off because Sandy had warned me that she was going to check on me later, when she got home. So I wandered around the house, thinking dour thoughts, and feeling sexy, and sipping. 
 
    Then I remembered: I had to turn the computer on. 
 
    No messages popped up, thank God. I answered my email, then went to make another drink, then turned the TV on and tuned in a football game. 
 
    I sat on the couch, and it felt sexy, and I knew my clothes were getting to me. As a quarterback threw an interception I folded my legs sideways under me, like I had seen my wife and Sandy do. 
 
    I was sitting like a woman. I looked like a woman. I looked at my reflection in the sliding glass. If anybody saw me they would think I was a woman. 
 
    So I sat there, and I felt my breasts. They felt like a woman’s. They were firm, but soft. I could feel the nipples on the breast forms, and I actually shivered at the idea that I had real tits, and real nipples. Big nipples, like Sandy’s. 
 
    A long pass on the TV. Batted down. A cluster of bodies and yellow flags flew through the air. Penalty. But I didn’t really understand what had happened. My mind was on my tits. 
 
    I put a hand up to my face, red nails against my pale skin. My eyes fluttering next to them. Heysoos, did every woman feel like this? So sexy? So hot? How could a woman not jump into bed every chance she got, feeling like this? 
 
    I got up and went back to the kitchen. Another drink. I had left very small lip print on the glass. Lip stain didn’t leave those sexy marks as much as lipstick did. 
 
    Weirdly, I wished they did. I wanted to drink and leave a lush set of lips on the rim of my glass. 
 
    I wanted— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Without thinking, I walked back to the computer room. My heels click, clicked on the floor. Just walking I felt powerful and sexy. I became aware that I wasn’t dreading the ‘ding,’ that I had been wanting it, waiting for it. 
 
    I sat down in front of the computer and clicked on the message box. 
 
      
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Hi. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Just ‘hi?’  
 
    Is that all I get? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How about something like 
 
    ‘I am so glad you messaged me, 
 
    I’ve been waiting all day for your message.’ 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I love my wife. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    But you can play with me. 
 
    Tell me you love me. 
 
      
 
    I paused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I won’t. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    How would you like me to send your wife these? 
 
      
 
    There was an attachment and I opened it. 
 
    Pictures. Me. In a dress, my face made up, posing. All the pictures of me cleaning the house last week. OMG! 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How did you get those? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I love your neighbor. 
 
    She is such a nice person. 
 
    Don’t you just love Sandy? 
 
    Tell me you love Sandy. 
 
      
 
    I sat for the longest time. My mind was blasted. I finally typed: 
 
    I love Sandy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me you love me. 
 
      
 
    Totally crushed, I typed: 
 
    I love you. 
 
      
 
    I had no illusions about what I had done. A little editing and it would look like I had generated these exclamations of love without prompting. 
 
    But what could I do?  I was trapped! I had to say what I had said! 
 
    DING! 
 
    That wasn’t so hard, was it? 
 
      
 
    I lied and typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Now type it like you mean it. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message with dropping jaw. Type it like I mean it? How did somebody type it like they meant it? This made no— 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Gotcha. 
 
      
 
    I picked up my drink and drank it, the whole thing, right then. If I was going to get mind fucked I might as well be drunk enough to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you wearing your butt plug? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    And I knew what was coming. Go get it, lube up, stick it up your ass. I was due for a surprise, however. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Amazon is going to deliver soon. 
 
    Don’t open. 
 
    Just come back to the computer. 
 
    I will talk you through it. 
 
      
 
    Talk me through it? Talk me through what? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Talk me through what? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Never mind. You’ll find out. 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
      
 
    Then she was gone. I stared at the screen. then I stood up and went to the kitchen. Time for another drink. 
 
    For the next hour I watched the football game without seeing it. Men in tights scored. Blood was spilt. Crowds cheered. And all I could think about was…’I’ll find out?’ 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “Amazon! Got something for you to sign!” 
 
    I panicked. I looked at myself. I was totally en femme. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    “I can’t leave it unless you sign for it.” 
 
    The lights were on, the delivery man knew I was here. And if I didn’t sign for whatever it was I was afraid what might happen. 
 
    The pictures sent to my wife? 
 
    The dialogue of messages? 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    And then I realized. I looked enough like a woman to pass. 
 
    I forced myself to stand up. I walked towards the door. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    I turned off the foyer light and the outside light and opened the door a crack. 
 
    A big delivery man stood there. One of those big, chubby guys with a beard. He was holding two little boxes. Big enough to hold coffee cups. But I knew they wouldn’t be coffee cups. 
 
    “Got to sign here, ma’am.” 
 
    He looked up at the light, maybe he wondered why I had turned them off, but he didn’t seem to care. He just held the clipboard and a pen. 
 
    I opened the door further. He could see me completely now, but it was dark. Maybe he wouldn’t be able to see that my face was nine shades of red. Or maybe he would. Heck, I was so red I was probably glowing in the dark. 
 
    I reached out, saw my red tipped fingers take the pen. He held the clipboard. I had to move forward. I had never tried writing with fingernails on, and it was a struggle just to figure out how to hold the pen. 
 
    My hand shook, and I realized that he was checking me out. 
 
    I gave him back the pen, and our skin brushed. Nine more shades of embarrassment. 
 
    I took the boxes and closed the door. I heaved a sigh of relief and leaned against the wall. 
 
    I listened for the sound of the delivery van leaving, but I didn’t hear it. 
 
    I ran into the kitchen and peeked through the curtains. 
 
    He was returning from Sandy’s house. She must have had a delivery, too. He got into his truck and left. 
 
    I looked at the boxes. Small. Squarish. Plain, old brown. What the hell was in them? 
 
    I walked back into the computer room and put them on my desk. I went back to the kitchen and refilled my drink. 
 
    I returned to the computer room and sat down and stared at the boxes. 
 
    I wanted to rip them open. Or throw them away. Or jump and down and squash them. Except I couldn’t do that in high heels. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Did the delivery man think you were cute? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not funny. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, lover,  
 
    you’re going to have to realize 
 
    what a sexy woman you are. 
 
    I look at these pictures of you 
 
    and stroke myself. 
 
    I’m pretty close to cumming. 
 
    Would you like to cum? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’m not allowed. 
 
    What’s in the boxes? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re not allowed? 
 
    Then you’re really going to love these gifts. 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
    LOL 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What’s so funny? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll find out. 
 
    Open the box with this tracking number on it. 
 
    384h663gy9987 
 
      
 
    I matched the tracking number to a box and opened it. Inside the box was another butt plug. It was slightly bigger than the one I had. It was black, and bigger, and slightly curve. It was going to be harder to get in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do you like it? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Please don’t make me do this. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Tell me how much you love 
 
    your new butt plug. 
 
      
 
    Defeated, I typed: 
 
    I love my new butt plug. 
 
      
 
    And, I admit it, I was interested. It wasn’t that much bigger. The curve and the size would feel different. What would it feel like? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Now go lube it up and insert. 
 
    I’ll be waiting. 
 
      
 
    The lube was still on my desk, so I stood up, lifted my dress and dropped my panties. 
 
    I lubed myself thoroughly. Lots of lube. I lubed the plug to excess. 
 
    I bent over and pushed the thing into my hole. 
 
    Ah, god, it was bigger. Not a lot, but when you’re talking about an asshole a little can be enormous. 
 
    And it wouldn’t go, and wouldn’t, and, finally, out of frustration, I simply sat on it. 
 
    Phump! Went my mind. 
 
    Pop went the sensations. 
 
    My eyes opened wide. 
 
    God, I was full. And it felt so good! I have never felt such pleasure, and it exploded through me. I suddenly felt a loosey goosey feeling spread out through me. It wasn’t like the white, hot heat of cumming, but it was a full, satisfying warmth that just suffused my body. 
 
    I sat there for a long minute, just feeling the feeling. Enjoying the pleasure, giddy with heat and delight. 
 
    DING! 
 
    How are you doing? 
 
      
 
    I typed, and I was too mind blasted to lie: 
 
    OMG! 
 
    I can’t believe how good it feels! 
 
    I feel like my asshole is cumming! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Is your dick leaking? 
 
      
 
    Is my dick leaking? Well, of course. It was always dripping, and I looked down, and was shocked. 
 
    My dick was hard as a rock, and there was a light pulse, not enough for a manly squirt, but semen was coming out. Long drools and dribbles. Actual chunks of semen. What the fuck? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What is happening? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That isn’t a butt plug. 
 
    It’s a prostate massager. 
 
    A very special one, 
 
    brand new on the market. 
 
    It is massaging your prostate, 
 
    which forces the cum up your shaft 
 
    and you see what you see. 
 
    What do you see? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Semen is oozing out. 
 
    Lots of semen. 
 
    It’s slowed down now, 
 
    but it is twice as much as I usually squirt. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It really empties you out. 
 
    Gets every last bit of cum. 
 
    You can take it out 
 
    when you stop cumming. 
 
    Or you can leave it in. 
 
    Your choice. 
 
      
 
    I stared as the last few dribbles of baby batter seeped out. I could take it out. But it felt so good. I actually wanted to leave it in. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll leave it in for now. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Ha! 
 
    I knew it! 
 
    My little sissy boy 
 
    likes it up the butt! 
 
      
 
    I turned bright red. I typed: 
 
    I do not! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Could have fooled me. 
 
    Open the other box. 
 
      
 
    I opened the other box. Inside was a black sack of velvet material I undid the drawstring and opened the bag. Inside was a curious arrangement of…a tube…some rings…some other stuff, and a padlock. WTF? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What is this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    It’s a chastity tube. 
 
    You’re going to put it on. 
 
      
 
    Then it hit me. The tube, the rings…I had seen these before. I had seen them on the net. Net advertisements touted them as the next biggest thing, that they would save marriages and make men more obedient. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be obedient! 
 
    And my marriage didn’t need saving! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Not a chance! 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t going to lock up my junk for anybody! 
 
    DING! 
 
    I have just loaded all those 
 
    pictures of you into a file. 
 
    I have attached the file to an email 
 
    addressed to your wife. 
 
    You have 15 minutes to get soft 
 
    and to get that chastity device on. 
 
    Look at your computer clock. 
 
    time starts now… 
 
      
 
    I typed madly: 
 
    No! Wait! 
 
      
 
    No answer. 
 
    I stared at the silvery thing on the desk. I glanced at the directions. It was easy to figure out how it worked. The rings go around the balls and dick, the tube would over my dick. They fit together, and the padlock secured the whole thing. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    I looked at my dick. 
 
    It was actually soft, only a bit of gruel, in a short string, from the end. 
 
    I could do it. I could get my cock into the thing. But I had to do it fast. There was no telling when my cock would get hard again. 
 
    I picked up the thing and stood up. The prostate massager pushed against my insides, and, God, it felt good. 
 
    I put a ring on. Too small. Next size larger. Too small. 
 
    Next size. It fit. 
 
    I pulled the tube over the shaft and fit the thing together. I put the padlock through a little hole and pushed it shut. 
 
    Click. 
 
    And it sounded like: 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
     
 
    I looked at my package. 
 
    What was that thing Sandy had said to me once? All dressed up and nowhere to go? 
 
    Well, here I was again. Except it was my dick was all dressed up and unable to go. 
 
    Interestingly, my dick didn’t get hard right away. It just limped along inside the tube, and I thought: this isn’t so bad. It’s heavy, but not that heavy. I can handle this. 
 
    I went back to the computer and typed: 
 
    It’s on. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Excellent. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do I get it off?  
 
    Where’s the key to the padlock? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll find out! 
 
    Bye. 
 
      
 
    She was gone. 
 
    I sighed, turned off the computer, and went and made myself another drink. 
 
    I was getting a little loopy now. Time was progressing, it was dark out, the football game was over. 
 
    I sighed and wandered around the house, trying to get used to the feeling of the thing hanging on my dick. 
 
    Not too bad. 
 
    It just sits there. 
 
    Doesn’t do anything. 
 
    I sat down in front of the TV, but nothing was on. Reruns of reruns. boring. 
 
    I went to the computer and pulled up some porn. 
 
    At last, enough of Sandy and the stupid Mystery Messenger. I could just kick back and enjoy a little bouncing flesh and in and out. 
 
    I pulled up Mr. Stiff and went looking for the latest and the greatest. 
 
    I found a delightful babe, Elizabeth Brittany. She liked being big, especially in the tits, and she had the greatest face. I could see I was going to get a lot of stroke hours out of her. But…sigh, not right now. 
 
    I did a Google for Chastity devices, and found a wealth of information. None of it good. 
 
    Chastity was excellent for reducing the most manly man to a cringing maid. There were whole instruction manuals dedicated to making Female Led Relationships, to changing man into a servant. Making him…eat his own cum!? 
 
    Holy fuck! I read avidly, but with dread. Sandy had just joked about me eating another man’s cum out of her pussy, but she had looked a little pissy about it, like she intended to make me really do that! And here men were being cuckolded and forced to eat their wife’s pussy, after big, black men had cum in them! 
 
    WTF! 
 
    And what the hell was I going to do? 
 
    I looked down at the device between my legs. 
 
    My cock just laid inside it. Limp. Thank God. 
 
    And the night passed. 
 
     
 
    At midnight I decided to go to sleep. I took out the prostate massager, cleaned it off, and put it on the table next to the sofa. I went into my room and took my female wear off and put on a nighty, Sandy’s orders, and went to bed. I was bleary with drink, horny and excited, but my dick was still sleeping. 
 
    I had a rough time figuring out how to lie on the bed, that stupid thing on my cock, but finally figured it out. I was sound asleep, dreaming of whatever horny men who are not allowed to cum dream of, when I felt an earthquake. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    I tried to sit up, but I couldn’t figure out which way was up. 
 
    “Wake up! Wake up!” 
 
    I opened my eyes. Sandy was shaking me. 
 
    “Wake up! Get up!” 
 
    “Sandy…what the hell…what time…” 
 
    She pushed me off the bed. 
 
    I fell on the floor, and that woke me up. 
 
    I got up, staggering for the alcohol still in my system, dazed but functioning. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Show me!” 
 
    “Show you what?” 
 
    “Your chastity tube!” 
 
    I blinked, and more awareness seeped into me. I had been super butt plugged, and drained, and then had put on a chastity tube. A tube which I had not the lock to. 
 
    I looked down at my body. 
 
    I was wearing a night gown. Sandy had told me to wear one when I slept, and I was afraid of being caught without it. and now it was obvious that I was right o be afraid. 
 
    I lifted the nightgown and there it was. Hanging off me. My little dick, forced to be little, though I had not experienced any real discomfort, inside the thing. 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    I looked at her. “What are you doing here? What time is it?” And, belatedly, “How did you know about this?” 
 
    “Come out in the living room. Into the light. I want to see this. 
 
    She came around the bed and grabbed my package. She pulled, and I staggered after her. 
 
    She had turned the lights in the living room on and she sat down and pulled me in front of her. 
 
    “Oh, my. this is beautiful.” 
 
    She turned it this way and that, looked under it, felt it with her fingers. Then she felt my balls. Big and round. They had been emptied, but they almost felt full again. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “No. How did you know I had it on?” 
 
    “Your Mystery Messenger. She sent me a message. She told me about this, and she told me about…” she turned to the side table and picked up my new butt massager, or whatever it was. She held it up in her hand. 
 
    “How did it feel?” 
 
    “Big.” 
 
    “And you came?” 
 
    “No. I just…it…everything sort of drooled out. I don’t know what happened.” 
 
    She was grinning. Big time. “You’ll find out.” 
 
    Great, one more of those stupid riddles. I’ll find out. 
 
    “How are you going to get it off?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “There was a lock, but no key.” I shrugged. I could feel worry way back inside me, but that worry hadn’t had time to gestate and make itself known. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know how you’re going to get that thing off.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    She stood up. A beautiful woman with wicked eyes. She said, “I was told to take this with me,” she held the prostate massager. “I can use it when I think you need it. And she sent me this. Special delivery with Amazon. 
 
    She reached for her neck and pulled on a thin, gold chain. The bottom of the loop of chain came out from her dress and I stared at it, trying to figure out what it was. Then I got it. My eyes grew big, my jaw dropped, my whole body felt like it had been slammed by a monster sledge hammer. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She held up the key and waggled it at me. 
 
    Oh, no. The Mystery Messenger had just delivered me into the hands of my worst enemy. 
 
    But the weird thing, the terrible thing, was that I felt a surge of something inside. Sexual electricity. Excitement. horniness. And my cock started to stir. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Seven 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I don’t know what to do! My Mystery Mistress and my neighbor have ganged up on me! I’m being forced to dress like a woman, and now they have found an infernal device that is going to ruin my life! I just want this whole thing to go away! I just want my wife! I love my wife! I don’t know what to do! 
 
      
 
    I woke up at six in the morning, and the pain was excruciating! I ripped the covers off and looked at my crotch, and couldn’t see it! Damn! The nightgown I had to wear stopped me. I pulled up the night gown and stared…inside the chastity belt my penis was trying to get big! Real big! It was turning all sorts of red and bulging and couldn’t go anywhere, and it hurt! 
 
    Last night, when I put it on, I had thought nothing of it. I had been drained. I was limp. But now it was recovered, and it wanted to get hard! 
 
    I got out of bed, gingerly, afraid I was going to hurt myself. I ran into the bathroom, all crouched over, trying to take pressure off my poor prick. 
 
    I was so bent over I couldn’t stand and pee, but I knew that peeing might take the pressure off. So I sat down, still a bit bent, and peed. 
 
    At first it was hard, then pee trickled out. Trickled. Son of a bitch! I was used to swaggering in, whipping it out, and issuing a stream so thick that women would scream and faint! 
 
    Now I was trickling. Lord, I felt like half a man! 
 
    After a couple of minutes, the pressure was gone, and I was able to straighten up, but it still hurt. Heysoos, was my dick trying to get hard! It was like a fat woman trying to put on a corset. It was like a size 10 foot stuck in a size 8 shoe. It was like…painful! 
 
    I hobbled back into the bedroom. I started to pull on a pair of pants, and stopped. Damn! If I showed up in at Sandy’s house in man clothes she would scorch me, there was no telling what my punishment would be. And I certainly didn’t want to risk a spanking. My ass was still red, and it hurt to sit, from yesterday’s ‘sample.’ 
 
    I looked out the window. It was dark. 
 
    I found one of my wife’s robes and pulled it on. It was pink with white doves on it I often chided my wife for it, saying it wasn’t really appealing. Which meant  it was as ugly as the south end of a north bound cow. But I was hurting and I needed to get some relief. 
 
    I put on slippers. Then I took them off, cursing, and put on my heels. 
 
    I looked in the mirror. I was an ugly woman. No make up, mussed up, bleary eyed. But at least I was a woman, and, I hate to admit it, a little spark of pride went through me. And I wanted the full make up and to be rested and my eyes clean and clear. 
 
    Well, no matter what I wanted, I needed to get this damn tube off my cock. 
 
    I went out the front door. The air was brisk, and it was still dark, but I was only going a hundred feet, past the empty lot and to my neighbor’s house. 
 
    I knocked on her front door. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I looked around. There were some lights on down the street, but no lights in nearby houses. I knocked louder. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Oh, crap. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! I pounded on the door. 
 
    I knew she had to have heard that, and, sure enough, 20 seconds later I could see a shadow behind the frosted glass. 
 
    She peered out the side window. She was tousled, mussed, but she was incredibly beautiful. 
 
    Puzzled, blinking herself awake, she opened the door. 
 
    I rushed in and she said, “What the fuck! Do you know what time it is?” 
 
    “This thing is killing me,” I opened my robe and showed her my penis trying to swell and not making it. You have to take it off. 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me into the front room and turned off the light. She crouched down and examined my encased cock. 
 
    I gasped, her hands felt so good. And I cringed. It was painful, but, I realized, not as painful as it had been when I woke up. 
 
    She turned it over, felt my balls, all of which made it start hurting more. 
 
    She said, “Look fine to me.” 
 
    “What? No! It hurts! It’s trying to get larger.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what dicks do,” she spoke wryly. She was still looking at it, marveling at how red it was. “And that’s what cock cages do. They stop it from getting hard.” 
 
    “But I need it off!” 
 
    She looked up at me, then she smiled, and she moved her head forward, pulled my dick out, and gave my tube a blow job! 
 
    Oh…fuck! I could feel the warmth and moistness of her full lips through little gaps in the thing, but just barely. But the idea of getting a blow job and not really feeling it…it tried to get even harder. 
 
    And hurt even more. 
 
    “Ow! Let go!” 
 
    She let my dick drop, it sagged suddenly, and was a blurt of pain as it stopped dropping. She stood up and patted my cheek. “Lover boy, this is what it means to be chaste. So stop your complaining, go home and try not to think of sex.” She laughed at the idea of not thinking of sex while being forced to think of my dick. Oh, the wicked web. 
 
    “Now, I’m going back to sleep.” She frowned and turned my face one way, then the other. “Come back at nine, I’ll give you lessons on how to do your make up.” She grinned. “You don’t want to be an ugly girl all your life, do you?” 
 
    Then, laughing, she turned off the light and went back up the hallway. The last thing she said, throwing it over her shoulder, was: “Nice robe. Looks like a dog barfed it up.” 
 
    Then I heard bed springs. 
 
    I stood in her living room. My penis hurt. Yet, what was I supposed to do? 
 
    Not think about it. That’s like asking somebody to not ask about the nail in the center of their forehead. Except the nail was in the center of my groin. 
 
    I trudged to the front door and opened it. 
 
    It was starting to get light out. 
 
    Across the street I could see Mrs. Jansen in her kitchen. Old biddy. Double crap. I walked out, shut the door gently, and hurried home. I was sure Mrs. Jansen would be staring at me. She knew my wife was on a business trip, and she knew I dressed up in Tanya’s absence, so she would be frowning at me, thinking bible verses over me, no doubt. 
 
    I entered the house and leaned against a wall. I considered my situation. My dick had actually stopped hurting, and was merely struggling and it was like a hand was squeezing it too hard, but not hard enough to bend me over. 
 
    So she was right. I had walked back in misery, not thinking of my dick, but thinking of the old crone next door, and that had taken my mind off sex. 
 
    And, thinking of that, becoming aware of my dick again, it began to try to grow again, and the pain returned. 
 
    But not super pain. The super pain was the morning woodie. Now it was bearable, but…how was I going to ignore that all day? 
 
    I went to bed and tried to think of baseball. And football. Of every damn sport there was. My dick wasn’t interested in sports, however, and I tossed and turned for only a short while before I sat up and realized I wasn’t going to be able to sleep. 
 
    I got up. I went to the computer room. I started to turn on the computer, then stopped. What was I going to do? Surf a little porn? In my condition? That would probably cause my dick to explode! Or, worse, what if the Mystery Messenger started sending me messages? It was sex talk with a stranger, and it was pretty obvious that that turned me on. 
 
    I went out back. I wasn’t wearing the robe now, and I stood there, naked except for my bra and big tits, and the chastity tube. The morning air was still brisk. I had to put on some clothes. Yeah. clothes. Getting dressed wasn’t sexual.  
 
    I went back into the house and picked up the red dress Sandy had bought me. I slipped it on, and, damn it, it felt sexy. I started to get harder again. 
 
    Still, I had to wear something, and I was forbidden to wear man clothes. 
 
    I went out to the backyard and grabbed the rake. I started scratching at the ground and, at last, felt my dick start to droop a bit. Raking leaves was definitely not sexy. Happy at the relief, I raked and raked, and shortly the lawn was spic and span. Done, I put the rake back and…oh no! My dick was starting up again! 
 
    I grabbed the long snips and went after the bushes. The sun was up, and I snipped little branches and trimmed the bushes within an inch of their lives. 
 
    Finally, done, I put the snips back and…oh, no! 
 
    I grabbed the blower…no. Too loud. As was the power mower. 
 
    I almost ran into the house and looked around. 
 
    My dishes from last night! I began scrubbing them. And my pecker relaxed. Then I noticed how sexy my long nails looked as I did the dishes, turning this way and that, and…on no! 
 
    I quickly finished the dishes and ran for the vacuum. I began sucking all the dirt out of the house. I sucked and sucked, working hard, trying to stay totally focused. And when I was done I was surprised to hear the phone chiming. 
 
    I picked up my cell and looked at it. Sandy! I looked at a clock. 9:23! And I was supposed to be there at nine! Oh, no! 
 
    I answered with a rush of words. “I’m sorry! I was working to take my mind off my…my problem and I was vacuuming and I didn’t hear the phone and I totally lost track of the time.” 
 
    Startled silence, then…she started giggling. “Oh, Alexandria, you are a wonder. Well, take a quick shower. I’m sure you’re a dirty, little piggy after working, then get your ugly face over here. We need to make you kissy beautiful.” Click. 
 
    I put the phone down. I looked at my dick once again. Poor guy was still struggling.  
 
    I took my shower, the breast forms stayed stuck to me nicely, and then put the red dress back on, and this time I put on the garters and nylons. 
 
    Oh, damn! Putting on nylons was an instant dick blower upper! But there was nothing I could do about it. I slipped into my heels, took a brush to my hair, gently, I didn’t want to pull the wig off my head, then headed out the door. 
 
    I walked fast, clicking my heels, which caused me to try and get hard all over again. I was so intent on getting to where I was going I didn’t notice Mrs. Jansen in her front yard. She was just starting her morning doggy walk, and she stared at me. 
 
    I found myself giving a little wave. 
 
    She just stared at me. 
 
    I entered Sandy’s house.  
 
    “Over here,” she called from the dining table. My make up was still on the table. 
 
    I went and sat down. 
 
    She was beautiful. She had made herself up, and her face was exquisite. She was really a pro at this make up thing. Her eye shadow was delicate, understated in a way that emphasized the sparkle in her eyes. And her lips…I have such a thing for red lips. 
 
    And it didn’t help that she was naked, with those amazing mammaries, those long legs. And I was so close to her. 
 
    My dick started hurting all over again. 
 
    I groaned and bent a little and grabbed my cage. 
 
    She laughed. “I guess that means you like what you see.” 
 
    I managed to straighten up. 
 
    “Go on. Tell me that you love me.” 
 
    “I love my wife.” 
 
    “Of course you do. Now tell me.” 
 
    Gritting my teeth, trying to sound sincere, I whispered, “I love you.” 
 
    She giggled. “A few more times and maybe you’ll mean it. Now, put these in your eyes.” She held out some visine. “Your eyes look like shit. I don’t even want to try to fix those bags under your eyes until we’ve done something about the roadmaps in your eyes. 
 
    I tilted my head back and did a few drops. It worked, and I felt relief. I had been so intent on my dick that I hadn’t even noticed how irritated my eyes were. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk make up.” 
 
    “Can’t you let me out? Just for a while?” 
 
    “Ask again and I’ll find out an answer to that age old question.” 
 
    “What question?” 
 
    “How high a man jumps when a woman kicks him in the balls.” 
 
    The look on my face must have been something, because she suddenly laughed, then patted my cheek. “I wouldn’t kick you in the balls.” She sat back. “Of course, a spanking, that’s not out of the question.” 
 
    She chuckled for a long minute, then realized something. “Oh, first, we have to do something! Come on!” She took my hand and dragged me out of the living room and towards her bedroom. 
 
    “Oh, no!” I groaned. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” And she suddenly stopped, right in the middle of the hallway, and face me. She still held my cock, and she gave it a little twist. I went up on my toes, and then she relaxed her grip a little. Her face was inches from mine, kissable close, and she said, “I let you sleep at your house last night. But the rest of this week, until your wife gets home, I want you sleeping here. In the room I set aside for you. And I want to be woken up every day by you crawling up under the covers, you know what I mean?” 
 
    I gulped. My face was red. She twisted my cage a little more. “Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” My head bobbed up and down desperately. 
 
    “Then you will fix breakfast, start cleaning my house.” 
 
    “But what about my house? I need to…to…” I stopped talking, but she was ahead of me. 
 
    “After dinner you can go home and check your mail. The Mystery Messenger said she’ll talk to you at seven every night. She’ll want a complete recounting of your day, and she’s in contact with me now, so you better be truthful and accurate. You got that?” 
 
    “Yes.” I could hardly breath now. My penis felt like it was being twisted off, and, what’s worse, it was trying to get hard for it! 
 
    “Good. Now come on.” 
 
    She led me into the bedroom, let go of me and threw herself on the bed and spread her legs. 
 
    “Get going, lover. And make it snappy.” 
 
    I crawled between her legs and started licking her. She moaned and grabbed my hair, and I was glad it was a wig. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! fuck me1 Fuck me!” 
 
    I lapped at her pussy, shoved my face into her slit, used my tongue, and suddenly she pushed me away. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s no good. Sometimes a good licking is all a girl needs, but you’re making me so horny I need more. Go to the bottom drawer,” she pointed at her dresser. I went to the drawer and opened it. 
 
    A tangle of straps, a dildo, and, I blinked. It was a strap on. 
 
    “Put it on. And hurry!” 
 
    I stepped into the harness, figured out how to tighten the straps, and stood with a dick sprouting out from me. A big dick. 
 
    Sandy licked her lips and stared at my groin. “Heysoos! Your cage is right below your big, super cock. That is so-o-o sexy. Get your ass over here and make love to me. 
 
    I got onto the bed and she grabbed me. She actually flipped me over, strong girl, and climbed on top. She fit her pussy to pole, took a deep breath, then slid down and impaled herself. 
 
    I stared. She groaned and pulled on her tits. then she opened her eyes and looked at me. Her eyes were brimming with lust. “Use me, bitch. Grab me. Fuck me stupid!” 
 
    I grabbed her tits. They were so big they wouldn’t fit in my hands, and I mauled them. She liked it rough, and I pulled on her nips and she groaned and arched her back. 
 
    “Heysoos, that is really firing up the old vagina!” 
 
    Then she bent down to me, supported herself on her arms, and her lips were two inches from mine. 
 
    She lowered herself, slowly, watching me. She was going to kiss me! A real kiss! I had never kissed another woman since I got married. I didn’t want to kiss her, yet feeling the heat, being that close, unable to escape, I lifted my head. 
 
    Our lips touched, and then she was kissing my mouth, grinding on it the way she ground her hips down on my cock. 
 
    God, it was sweet, and I felt so guilty, but I couldn’t stop. Her lips were so soft, then she darted her tongue into my mouth. It was hard to breath, I managed to push her up slightly. 
 
    She stared down at me, and I know there was fear in my eyes. But she didn’t kiss me again. 
 
    She said, “Tell me you love me,” I could feel her breath sweeping over my face, being breathed in by me. 
 
    I was so horny, I couldn’t think of anything except the fact that I was deeply inside this woman…and yet not inside her. It was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced in my life. 
 
    She ground upon me, twisted her hips. 
 
    I said, feeling a scream of protest in my mind, “I love you.” 
 
    “Do you love me a lot?” 
 
    “Oh, God! I thrust my belly up, the dick being located above my cage I used a combination of belly and hips, and the big penis swirled inside her. Her eyes went big, and I said, “I really fucking love you.” 
 
    “Prove it, bitch!” 
 
    I flipped her over and began driving my fake cock into her. 
 
    She held on, and I finally felt like a man. Using my weight and my superior muscles. I fucked that woman so hard I was afraid she would split in half. 
 
    “GAH…AH…AH…AH…” She burst out, her hips pushing back up against me so hard my weight was as nothing. Her eyes were rolled back in her sockets so I could only see white. Her mouth was open. She gripped me so hard I was shocked her nails didn’t break right off. 
 
    Then she slumped. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos Xristo on a plane with no wings. That was the best fuck I have ever had. Get off me.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I drew the big cock out of her, which caused her to gasp again. 
 
    I stood next to the bed. 
 
    She lay there and just…laid there. Totally satisfied. “Go shower. I’ll be up in a minute.” 
 
    I showered, dried off, put my clothes back on, then went back to her bedroom. She was sleeping. Out like a light. 
 
    I smiled wanly. I guess there’s something to be said for big dildos. 
 
    I went to the living room, then stopped. My dress felt grungy. I had been wearing it 24 hours straight. I took it off, and read the directions, then put it in the wash. I watched the washing machine shake for a minute, then went back into the living room to wait. 
 
    I was sitting at the dining table. I looked out the window for a while. It was a beautiful day. 
 
    Interesting, fucking Sandy with the strap on had actually given me a moment of relief. 
 
    While I had been fucking her my dick had raged, but I had been so intent on raping her I had ignored the pain in my groin. 
 
    Raping her. A despicable act, but that’s what it was. She liked it rough, and I had liked giving it to her rough. In a way, I had wanted to hurt her, but not hurt her. I know that sounds weird, but there was a part of me that wanted to be on top, be the man, even though I was in a dress. So I had rammed and jammed, and felt all manly, and…I wasn’t usually like that. But I wanted to…get back at her? 
 
    But get back at her for what? 
 
    I had started this thing. I had answered the Mystery Messenger…so who could I blame? 
 
    Yet, I could take out my frustrations on this beautiful woman who wanted it in a way that would sate my frustrations. 
 
    Anyway, self psychoanalyzing aside, I was now limp in my cage. The outpouring of my frustration had given me respite. 
 
    I heard a far away ding, for a second I panicked, then I realized it wasn’t the computer, it was only the washing machine. I got up and went to the garage. I put the dress in the drier and started it up. When I returned to the dining room table Sandy was waiting for me. 
 
    She looked happy and satisfied. “How you doing, baby?” 
 
    “Fine,” and then I felt my dick start to try and get hard. “I don’t mean this the way it sounds…but, until you came in.” 
 
    She tilted her head in puzzlement. 
 
    I looked down at my cock. It was red and strangling in its captivity. 
 
    Sandy laughed. “I think I understand.” 
 
    I sat down.  
 
    She leaned toward me and her whole attitude got serious. “Do you love me? I mean, really?” 
 
    “I…I love my wife.” 
 
    “But do you love me.” 
 
    I gulped. This was dangerous ground. “I feel…I feel love for you, but…” 
 
    “But?” she prompted. 
 
    “There’s a piece of me that hates you.” 
 
    She blinked. “Wow.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. You can spank me now. I don’t care.” 
 
    She reached out and touched my cheek. “No, no. What you said, it hurts, but it doesn’t hurt.” 
 
    My turn to look curious. 
 
    “Somebody once told me that you have to love somebody before you hate them.” 
 
    “Huh. that sort of makes sense, but I’m going to have to think about it.” 
 
    “But are you having a good time?” 
 
    Now I really was puzzled. 
 
    “A good time?” 
 
    “Are you enjoying this? Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    I was silent for a long time. Then: “It’s like…there’s a part of me that is enthralled, excited. But then there’s a part of me…” 
 
    “That hates it.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She nodded. “Then it’s plain what we have to do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Get you through the hate part.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “We need you to be all love, not half and half. Half and half is conflicted, and it can be fun to go through such things, it’s probably a good indicator of your healthy mind that you are going through such things, that you understand yourself well enough to feel the pain, but we need to push you harder.” 
 
    There’s a harder?” I was incredulous, and she laughed. 
 
    “Oh, there’ always harder. Just look at your dick if you doubt me.” 
 
    I looked down. I had been intent on speaking my mind and had not noticed that my dick was actually drooling. Pre-cum was spilling from my poor dick. A lot of it. 
 
    “Oh, man.” I groaned. 
 
    She laughed, yet again, and said, “There’s something you should understand about the cock cage and the prostate massager.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    When you get your prostate attended to and lose your cum you don’t actually cum. So your body thinks it has cum, but your mind…your mind thinks it hasn’t. That’s why you’re so horny. And it will get worse. 
 
    I turned that over with things I had read on the net the night before. “So I get, I think ‘milked’ is the term, and it just makes me hornier.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she nodded. 
 
    “This is a real cruel Catch 22.” 
 
    “Until you embrace it.” 
 
    I sat for a long time pondering that, and finally, “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    She grinned, “Having fun. Making you have fun. Wasn’t it boring before you started doing all this?” 
 
    “Boring isn’t bad,” I muttered. 
 
    “Of course it is. Now, go get your dress and let’s see to your face.” 
 
      
 
    Make up that day was a lesson. Sandy told me that I had to learn this stuff so I could do it myself. So I paid attention, tried to figure it out, and even did a couple of things. What I did had to be repaired by Sandy, but I was learning. I could see my mistakes, and understand what I was supposed to do. But it was complex. And it made me think in colors and shades and complexities that I had never considered. 
 
    It made me appreciate what woman go through just to look beautiful for a man. 
 
    Finally, she was done. 
 
    We had been sitting at the dining table all morning, I was actually a little sore from sitting. And, my dick, of course, was sore and dripping. And I was so horny I couldn’t believe it. Letting a woman touch me intimately, all over my face, it was sexy. 
 
    And she was right. Drained, I was hornier. 
 
    She took my hand and led me into the foyer. We faced the big mirror. 
 
    Again, I was transformed. Femme complete. In the light of the morning she had shown me how to shadow my face in certain ways so that the male angulation of the cheek bones and such were softer, rounder. 
 
    And there was no bulge in my dress. The chastity device had totally handled that! Without that bulge I was ten times more feminine. 
 
    “Not bad. Feel like a little lunch?” 
 
    I did. I hadn’t eaten all morning. I turned towards the kitchen. Sandy grabbed my arm. I turned back to her and she shook her head slowly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a purse, one of my old ones, on your bed. I put some things you’ll need in it.” 
 
    “Purse? I don’t understa—“ I got it. “Oh, no.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. “It’s time to go get a little lunch, run some errands, and feel the wind in your hair. 
 
    “No, no, no, no…” 
 
    She sighed, “And just when you were doing so well.” 
 
    “I can’t go out in public!” 
 
    “Why not? Look at yourself.” 
 
    She turned me back to the mirror. 
 
    I had long hair, soft features. I’m not a tall fellow, and I had large breasts. Sexy breasts. 
 
    “But somebody will recognize me.” 
 
    “No, they won’t. Put these on.” She picked up a pair of sunglasses from the long table in the foyer and handed them to me. 
 
    I looked at them. Very stylish lenses. Dark. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    I put them on. 
 
    “Now look in the mirror.” 
 
    I looked, and was astounded. My eyes covered, my red lips, my big tits, I wasn’t a man. And, even if I was, nobody would see Alex. They would only see…Alexandria. 
 
    “I can’t,” I whispered. But my voice was soft, and had lost determination. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You can. Now go get your purse.” 
 
    She pushed me, guided me, and I was stumbling down the hallway. 
 
    “Make your heels sing!” 
 
    I straightened up and my heels clicked on the wood, and I realized something: Good posture results in talking heels. And good posture made my chest stand out. And good posture made me sexy. 
 
    I turned into my bedroom and picked up the purse. It was small, it would hang from my shoulder easily. 
 
    I looked inside. A compact. A lipstick. A…Tampon? 
 
    I came back down the hallway. “What is this?” 
 
    Sandy chortled. “Who knows, it might be your time of month.” 
 
    “I’m not taking this.” 
 
    She sighed and took it from me. Our fingernails looked like they were stabbing at each other. She reached for my purse and dropped it in. 
 
    “How will anyone even know the Tampon is there? Have you ever heard a woman turn to another and say, “Please dear, could you spare a Tampon?” 
 
    She laughed, and she was so infectious I actually chuckled. Then I sobered. “I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Of course you do, and you have to.” 
 
    “What if I refuse?” 
 
    She got a sad look on her face. “Then I would send all those juicy pictures to your wife. Don’t think I won’t. Just because we’re getting along like sisters, and just because you said you love me, doesn’t mean I won’t do what I have to do.” 
 
    With that she linked her arm in mine and opened the front door. She walked me out to the driveway’ 
 
    Across the street Mrs Jansen was watering her lawn. Sandy waved to her. “Hi, Mrs. Jansen!” 
 
    I couldn’t resist, I had to see what the old biddy’s reaction would be. I turned, and she could see me plainly. 
 
    She humphed loud enough to be heard across the street, screwed the water off on her hose, and turned and stomped back into her house. 
 
    Sandy giggled and we reached her car. She made a show of opening the door for me, like a man would for a woman, and I got in, and almost hurt myself. 
 
    Sandy laughed. “Number one, it’s hard to pivot on heels, so you need to turn away and sit down, then pivot in the seat. 
 
    “Number two, you need to keep your knees together. You don’t want male passersby to get all hot and horny when you flash your underwear at them, right?” 
 
    “Oh,” I was abashed. 
 
    She rounded the car and got in. She pressed the ignition, then put the top down. She backed out of the driveway. 
 
    As we started down the street Sandy lectured me. “You’re going out in public for the first time. You’re going to have to watch me, do what I do, and learn to act like a woman acts. You’re going to have to think of all the times you have watched women, and how they have acted. You do that and you’ll survive. 
 
    Then we were on a main street and she picked up speed. I could feel the wind pick up my hair, blowing it back. A flutter of wind seeped up under my dress, and the coolness excited me. I pressed my dress down. 
 
    We passed houses, cars, and people turned and looked at us. Stared at me. And I realized: I was the new girl in town. The mystery girl that nobody knew. Oh, my God! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and things are getting worse and worse. My Mystery Messenger sent me a present that has unhinged my life. Now I’m horny all the time, and I can’t get any relief. Add to that my neighbor, Sandy, has gone into cahoots with the Mystery Messenger, and she is making sure I live the day through as a woman. And now (choke) she’s actually taking me shopping! 
 
      
 
    I sat in the car, and I was a strange mix of excitement and dread. 
 
    On one hand, I was a woman in all appearances. Sandy had bought me the right clothes, and lingerie, and even breast forms. I was shaped like a woman, all male angles hidden. Even my bulge was gone, thanks to the severe chastity tube I was wearing. I wore a long wig, and my face was perfectly made up.  
 
    On the other hand, I was shivering inside, electrified. I was a man! I shouldn’t be wearing these sexy nylons and clicking along in high heels. I shouldn’t have a chest that drew the look and lust and outright drools of men! 
 
    So I sat in the passenger seat and loved the feeling of freedom as the wind blew my hair back, and yet my core was a mass of electrical wires, snapping about, filling me with dreadful exultation. 
 
    Sandy pulled the car up to…a Home Depot? WTF? 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. I need your expertise on this.” She got out of the car. 
 
    I sat for a long moment. She was starting to walk away, then realized I wasn’t with her. She turned and stared, one hand on her hip, an amused expression on her face. 
 
    I was frozen. I was going to go into a place where people might know me. I might see a neighbor, or a business coworker. 
 
    Suddenly Sandy reached into her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She tapped it a couple of times with her long nails, then held it up for me to see. 
 
    Even from my seat in the car I could see it was an email app. And I knew it was sent to send. And I knew what it would send. Pictures of me to my wife. Pictures of me dressed like a woman, cleaning house, posturing. 
 
    I opened the door and got out. She smiled and put her cell away. 
 
    Feeling like I was sauntering up to a guillotine, I walked with Sandy into Home Depot. 
 
    It was busy, and people turned their heads and stared at us. 
 
    Sandy was at ease, happy, enjoying the appreciation. She clicked her heels loudly and strutted like a babe. Which she was. 
 
    I dragged along, held prisoner by her arm linked in mine. 
 
    I made sure my sunglasses were tight. 
 
    She said, “Nobody will get past the mystery of not seeing your eyes. Your red lips will distract them. Start enjoying yourself.” 
 
    “I’m trying,” but my words were like the final gasp of a man expiring. 
 
    “Not hard enough. If you don’t try harder than when we get home I am going to spank your ass so hard!” 
 
    I smiled brightly then. I really didn’t want her to spank me. I had experienced her paddle, and the paddle had won. 
 
    “That’s it, let your heels click. Enjoy yourself.” 
 
    And, by the time 50 feet had passed, I was suddenly, unbelievably, enjoying myself. 
 
    Wax enthusiastic and you will be enthusiastic. 
 
    Nobody knows you, I kept repeating to myself. And I suddenly and truly appreciated my sunglasses. I glanced at myself in a small mirror on a display and saw that I didn’t look like myself. And I remembered how I had used sunglasses to check out babes without being obvious. Now I was on the other end, I was watching people check me out, trying to be subtle, and yet so damned obvious it was laughable. 
 
    “Is every man that obvious?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sandy giggled. 
 
    She led me to the lumber section and handed a man a list. “Can you deliver this by this afternoon?” 
 
    The guy was older, a little grey, had a mustache, and he tried to puff out his chest a little. He looked at the list. He frowned. “Well, I don’t think so. Tomorrow morning the earliest. We have a lot of deliveries today and…” 
 
    “Oh, please.” Sandy turned on the charm. She leaned towards him and placed her hand on his forearm. He glanced down at those long, red nails, and he looked up at her. And he was a changed man,. 
 
    “Well, I suppose we could. If I just changed a little order in the deliveries.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be so nice.” Then she chatted him up for a few minutes. She made him smile self consciously, and she played him like a concert pianist plays a piano. When we left he was smiling broadly, happy and studly, and she not only had the delivery scheduled for four that afternoon, but he had given her a 10% discount on the lumber. 
 
    “Did you really do that?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, he was easy,” she laughed. 
 
    “Aren’t all men?” 
 
    “Well, yes. I guess they are.” 
 
    “I mean, he was eating out of your hand!” 
 
    “Careful,” she admonished me. “Even when you play them, you have to be sincere. If you breed disrespect in your mind it will come out when you don’t want it to.” 
 
    I took her words to heart, but they were alien to me. There was no way I could play a man like that, even looking like a babe. 
 
    “What are you going to make?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    I groaned. “Can’t you just tell me?” 
 
    “Nope. But I can tell you this, you’re going to do the building. You ready for lunch?” 
 
    I was. It was past noon, I hadn’t had breakfast. My belly felt like it was imploding. 
 
    We paid, and I was aware of how the check out girl checked us out. And I realized she was actually jealous. We looked like models, yet she  was dowdy, a lumber worker. No wonder she was jealous. 
 
    Still, I watched how Sandy handled her, and realized that she even respected members of her own sex. Then I realized something else, something that was sort of profound. 
 
    She had been manipulating me, and yet I felt…respected. She had bullied me into wearing female clothes and going out in public. She had threatened me with exposure. She had even spanked me. Yet I didn’t feel the worse for it.  
 
    I told her this. 
 
    We were walking across the parking lot and she stopped. We stood face to face and she said, “If you don’t love life, life won’t love you.” 
 
    I nodded, then she said something that surprised me, but shouldn’t have. 
 
    “Tanya is better at this than I am. That’s why we’re such great friends. And it’s not a matter of outdoing each other, it’s a matter of knowing how far we can go, and, if we go too far, of being able to forgive. Truly forgive.” 
 
    I stood, and I felt a sort of grunt way down in the depths of my mind. I felt like Buddha had just dropped a piece of enlightenment into my soul. 
 
    Then she took my arm and turned me towards the car. “Let’s go, my gabby, little bitch. I want to spoil my figure and eat chocolate sundaes.” 
 
    I laughed. An actual genuine laugh. I think it was the first actual laugh I had had since this weekend started. 
 
      
 
    She drove across town to a little place that had the best burgers and the coldest chocolate milkshakes in town. Again, I enjoyed the way my hair whipped in the wind and flew behind me. I felt so free and easy. 
 
    “How’s Mr. Happy,” she asked, at one point, glancing at my crotch. 
 
    Amazed, I blurted, “I don’t feel him!” 
 
    “Got distracted by all that female business, eh?” 
 
    “I guess so,” but suddenly I frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Talking about it just made it start up.” My dick grew in the cage. Shortly I felt the stabbing agony of a dick too big for its britches, literally. 
 
    Sandy laughed, and we pulled into the gravel parking lot of the burger stand. 
 
    “I’m going to teach you something,” Sandy said, as she got out of the car. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ll find out.” 
 
    She ordered chicken nuggets with two kinds of sauce, and a small sundae. 
 
    “Chicken? At a burger joint?” I whispered at her. She just smiled. 
 
    I ordered a big, old bacon burger, extra pickles, onion rings and a milk shake. 
 
    We sat at an outside table, one in a corner, and dug in. 
 
    Well, I dug in. Sandy merely took one nugget, dipped it, and ate it neatly. Pop. Right into her red painted mouth. 
 
    I took a big bit of my hamburger, and…suddenly realized. Juice was dripping down my chin, and my lipstick was all over the bun. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Sandy laughed. “There’s your lesson. Believe me, sometimes I’d like to eat like a man, just slam that burger down the maw and chew and gulp. But make up makes you eat like a lady, and if you don’t you end up looking like you.” 
 
    The expression in my eyes made her laugh even more. She popped another nugget into her mouth, smiled, and leaned forward. She dabbed a napkin into a glass of water. I had wondered why she had ordered a glass of water, and now I knew. She wiped my lipstick clean. I felt like a little boy being cleaned by his mother. And, interestingly, because I was a woman, and woman did things like this, I fought the feelings of embarrassment…and won! 
 
    In fact, it was even sexy. 
 
    “Easy, tiger,” she whispered, “Your horn is showing.” 
 
    “Sorry.” But I wasn’t. 
 
    She nodded at my purse. “Good thing you brought along a little repair shop.” 
 
    I reached into my purse and pulled out my lipstick. I opened the compact, and just like I had seen women do a thousand times, I painted my lips. 
 
    “The stain helps,” I said and smacked my lips. “Makes it easy to see the lines, and I probably could have even eaten without the lipstick. My lips are still red.” 
 
    “But where’s the fun in that? And where’s the lesson?” 
 
    “I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Done with repairs, I put my lipstick and compact away, and then realized another problem. I looked at my hamburger. 
 
    “How am I going to eat?” 
 
    “Go up and ask for a knife and fork, silly.” 
 
    I shook my head. “So much to learn.” 
 
    “You’re getting there. And you’re enjoying it.” 
 
    That startled me. And she was right. And I even enjoyed the way my dick kept trying to overfill the chastity tube. 
 
    Surprise filled my eyes and she laughed yet again. “Go get your cutlery.” 
 
    “Cutlery,” I mumbled as I stood up. Just walking to the order window was an adventure. I could feel people staring at my chest. And then my ass. Yet I didn’t fight it now. I asked for a knife and fork, sashayed back across the eating area, and finally got to eat. 
 
    Little slices with the fork, little bites. “Oh, God. This is good.” I began slicing the onion rings into bite-sized pieces. 
 
    Sandy sighed. “This is the hard part for me. If I ate like that I’d blow up and pop like a balloon.” 
 
    I smiled, for once I had the upper hand. “Poor baby.” 
 
    She swatted my arm, “You bitch.” 
 
    I winked at her, then realized she couldn’t see my eyes behind my sunglasses. 
 
    Suddenly I stopped. I just froze. My mind had gone someplace deep. 
 
    “What? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Bullshat. You tell me right now.” 
 
    I put my hands down beside my plate. I sighed. “I’m happy.” 
 
    “That’s bad?” 
 
    “I’m married, and I have a terrible secret. How do I tell my wife I get off on women’s clothes.” 
 
    For a long time Sandy just looked at me. There was no expression on her face, and suddenly I felt like crying. 
 
    “Don’t,” she said, and it was enough to bring me to my senses. She placed her red tipped fingers on my forearm and leaned towards me. “Don’t worry…don’t even think about it. Everything will work out.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    She frowned, and then changed tacks on me. “You can get a divorce and marry old Mrs. Jansen. Her husband will certainly be willing to step aside for a perverted cross dresser. I can see you now, walking her dog early in the morning. Her on your arm, asking if you want a blow job.” 
 
    My jaw had dropped at her first sentence. It was so silly, so ludicrous, yet it was just what the doctor ordered. I started laughing. And not a polite titter. A male-sized belly laugh. A gut buster. 
 
    “Shhh!” whispered Sandy, and she managed to cut me off before I could alarm the whole place. I near choked, but I suppressed the laugh. 
 
    The rest of our lunch I kept breaking out in laughter. Me and Mrs. Jansen. Oh, my God! 
 
      
 
    We stopped at a few more places, Sandy bought me a floppy sun hat, which I wore right then and there, and some short shorts and a boy beater tee shirt. Not the normally sexy fair, but that’s okay.  
 
    We returned to the house at two o’clock. 
 
    I carried the bags in, I was still man enough to do that. I put them down and heard Sandy call me. “Back here!” 
 
    I clicked my sexy heels down the hallway, turned into her room and stopped. 
 
    She was laying down, legs spread, a big grin on her face. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate, and here is where it gets interesting. I was getting to know her. I was getting comfortable with her. In spite of the occasional spanking, or maybe because. 
 
    I was married, I loved my wife, I didn’t want a girl friend or mistress or anybody else. Yet, I was growing to love her cunt. I hadn’t even been in it, except for the dildo, but I loved it. 
 
    I crawled onto the bed, I placed my hands on her thighs and pushed her legs further apart. I looked at her. “So much for this face.” She laughed, and then I dove in. 
 
    I chewed her cunt like it was bubblegum. I lapped at her clit. I used my fingers. I was rough, though not as rough as this morning. That demon seemed to have been bred out of me. 
 
    She moaned, and she groaned, and then, without being asked, I got off her, went to the drawer and pulled out the dildo. 
 
    We watched each other with hungry eyes as I adjusted it. Then I crawled back over her, between her legs. I knelt in front of her and placed the tip of the penis into her snatch. I pushed, a quick jerk, and she twitched and groaned. I used my hand and swirled it into her pussy. And, then, finally, I plunged. All my weight. The shaft slid into her and her eyes bulged. She wrapped her arms around me and we were off to the races. I rammed it, and pulled it, rammed it, and pulled it, and we kissed. Our mouths were inseparable. Our tongues did battle like the armies of old.  
 
    We fucked. 
 
    Not made love, though love was there. 
 
    I loved my wife, but I loved fucking, too. 
 
    So I loved fucking her. 
 
    “Tell me you love me,” she groaned at one point. 
 
    “God, do I love you,” and I was sincere, and she believed me. And it made it all the better for her. 
 
    I eased up on her pussy and began squeezing her breasts, one, then the other, then licking them, one, then the other. 
 
    She arched her back and held my head. I could feel her pussy igniting. I could feel that ocean of lust gripping her, pulling her down, drowning her in…orgasm. 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” Then a series of spasmodic jerks, her hips tilting and pulling on my fake cock. 
 
    Then we were done. 
 
    I pulled out of her. 
 
    She lay there, in a stupor. I had actually fucked her stupid. 
 
    I lifted one of her arms. It was limp, and her eyes were dazed. 
 
    I covered her up and left. 
 
      
 
    I went home for a short while. Walking down the street like a brazen slut, not caring if Mrs. Jansen could see me. I walked into my house and checked my email. Nothing of interest, which meant no Mystery Mistress. And since she hadn’t send me a message, so I guess she just wasn’t around. Probably had some other sucker dressing up and prancing down the street. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t bitter, or even disrespectful. I was…okay. I wasn’t afraid of her. What Sandy had done to me today…I was changed, accepting. I didn’t know where I was going, but I was on my way, and I was…okay. 
 
    My dick was okay, too. When I had been fucking Sandy it had been hard, making me moan and groan as if I was actually fucking. But now, Sandy fucked to a fare thee well, it had gone down a little. It was still uncomfortable, but in a sexy kind of way. 
 
    I poured myself a glass of wine. 
 
    Me. Wine. I hated the stuff. But women liked it, and there was a piece of woman in me that wanted to experience it. 
 
    I went into the living room and sat on the sofa, my legs curled up beneath me. I sipped the wine, and knew that though I would never willingly drink it again, whiskey is my drink, it was curiously sexual to sit and sip, to swirl the contents of the wine glass, to examine the color and smell the aroma. 
 
    I sat there for a long time. Sipping very slowly. Looking at the traces of lip print on the glass, thinking about my situation, feeling my own fake tits and just…wondering. 
 
    It was a curiously alive time. Nothing was happening, but…I was happening. Deep things were stirring in me. 
 
    Then I heard a rumble. 
 
    I went to the kitchen window and looked out. The delivery truck from Home Depot. 
 
    I put down the wine, checked my make up, touched up my lipstick, and strutted out of the house. 
 
    The delivery men were at the door when I arrived. Sandy wasn’t there, so I guess she was still sleeping, probably stirring and throwing on clothes. 
 
    “Hi, guys,” I tried to speak softly, in a slightly higher pitch. 
 
    They turned, and their eyes opened.  
 
    I passed them, aware of their eyes on my breasts, and opened the front door. I turned to them. “I’ll let you know where to put everything in just a moment, okay?” 
 
    One of the men, a young one, actually gulped. 
 
    I walked down the hall, clickety click. 
 
    Sandy came out of the bedroom looking a mess. 
 
    I grinned. “Where you want it, lady?” I spoke in a gruff voice, mocking somebody asking where she wanted them to put their dick. 
 
    She laughed. She kissed me, placed a hand on my cheek. “Heysoos, thank you. Have them put it in the backyard next to the basement entrance.” 
 
    I went back and told the delivery guys. 
 
    “Well, uh, we’re supposed to just put things in the driveway.” 
 
    And, I couldn’t believe it, I placed my red tipped fingers on his forearm, the older one, and said in the sweetest voice, “Oh, please. I can’t move this stuff myself, and it’s only a little bit.” 
 
    He swelled up like a peacock. “Well, I guess we could. Come on, Charlie.” 
 
    I had done it, and I respected them, and they took everything off the truck and stacked it nice and neat right next to the basement door. 
 
    When they were done I chatted them up, just like Sandy had shown me. I complimented them and admired them, and, you know, that was payment enough for them. 
 
    Respect. 
 
    And I know some women who don’t respect, and they treat people, especially men, like dogs, and then they wonder why they aren’t happy. 
 
    Silly girls. 
 
    Sandy came out, and the guy’s eyes bulged a bit more. Double payment. Then we walked them out to the front door. Man, they were so happy. They were like puppies with new chew toys. 
 
    And Sandy actually kissed the old guy on the cheek and thanked him. 
 
    So, I couldn’t believe it, I kissed the younger guy on the cheek, left a big red smudge on the side of his face. 
 
    We stood there and watched them drive off, big grins on their faces, waving to us. 
 
    We went back into the house and Sandy grabbed my arm and whirled me around. She had a big smile on her face as she said, “You big slut.” 
 
    I mock hung my head. “Guilty.” Then I looked up, “So what’s with all the wood and stuff?” 
 
    She linked arms with me and walked me through the house, outside, and unlocked the basement. We descended into the gloom, and she turned on a light. 
 
    It was your basic basement, filled with junk, old TVs, book shelves, boxes of whatever. 
 
    She led me to the side, to a door, and we entered a completely clean room. 
 
    The walls had been fresh painted, one wall had a bunch of hooks on it, and on the hooks were…sex toys. 
 
    My eyes bulged, and she giggled. 
 
    “My little toy box.” 
 
    We walked over to the wall and I examined the toys. 
 
    Dildos. Butt plugs. Whips. Feathers and leather.  
 
    “I’m just starting, and I need a piece of furniture. You’re going to build it.” 
 
    “I am? I mean…yeah. I am.” 
 
    She led me to a side bench. A blueprint was on it. Next to the blueprint was a list of materials. It was the list she had handed to the Home Depot clerk. 
 
    “I bought all that material for this…I guess you’d call it a table. I got it off the net, it’s pretty complex, but…can you build it?” 
 
    Of course I could. I had worked as a carpenter during college. I told her that. 
 
    “Oh, good.” 
 
    “And what is this table used for?” 
 
    She gave her trademark grin. “I should probably say, ‘you’ll find out,’ but I guess I have to tell you if you’re going to build it. It’s a tilting, rotating table. It can be moved to the vertical, and the legs will come apart like a St. Andrews Cross. Or it can be horizontal and used for…all sorts of things. And what sort of things you’ll have to find out.” 
 
    A line appeared on my forehead. “Does Tanya know about this room? This table thing?” I had already figured out the various uses she had in mind. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Simple. Direct. No. 
 
    I turned to her. “Listen. This is all fun and games, and I’ve found that…I do sort of love you. But I’m married. This all has to come to an end.” 
 
    She said, “That has earned you a spanking.” 
 
    I stared at her. She ran ice or fire. And all the warmth of the afternoon, of the grand and glorious fuck I had given her…it was forgotten. 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    She turned walked away, back straight, proud and imperious. “Come along. I think five strokes will suffice for your impertinence.” 
 
    In a way, I was crushed. I was being used, and I was being respected, but…but what had I done? I had simply pointed out the obvious, asked for emancipation. But she acted like I had just killed the warden and tried to escape jail. 
 
    I followed her upstairs, my mind back to being blasted. I didn’t want a spanking. I hadn’t done anything. But there was nothing to say or do about it. 
 
    She picked up the paddle and turned to me. Her eyes were bland, no nonsense and noncommittal. She motioned with her look towards a kitchen chair. 
 
    “Lean over the back and place your hands on the seat.” 
 
    I moved the chair to the center of the room, unconsciously giving her more room to swing. Maybe subconsciously, I don’t know. 
 
    I leaned over the back and placed my hands on the seat. My ass was presented to her. 
 
    “Pull up your dress and pull down your panties.” 
 
    I realized then that, in a way, I was broken in. I was docile, compliant. 
 
    And I realized something else. This was the way I wanted women to be, expected them to be. 
 
    No. I didn’t spank them, but this was the way men often treated their women. And in a way, in my head, this was the crime I had committed. 
 
    So why shouldn’t women want men to be like this? Right? Then I had no more time to think think because… 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I bit my lip. Tears immediately started to well. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears flowed down my cheeks. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I didn’t yell or cry out. I just took it. Docile, like I wanted a woman to be. And, since I was part woman now, more woman than man, in my mind, I just held my silence. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    One more. Tears were splattering on the kitchen floor. I was sobbing now, my chest heaving. My ass felt like it was broken. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Done. 
 
    I stayed there for a long minute. 
 
    Then I straightened up, pulled up my panties, and flinched when that soft material covered my bright, red ass, and let my dress drop. 
 
    I turned to face her. 
 
    She watched me, no expression, her arms folded. The paddle still in one hand. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry.” I said. I don’t know why I said that, but it seemed right. I didn’t know what my crime was, but I really was sorry. 
 
    Sorry for disappointing her? Sorry for being stupid? 
 
    I didn’t know. I just knew that the tears were pouring down my face and I wanted her to like me again. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    She said, “It’s a hard lesson, but one you have to learn. Don’t you ever bring the subject up again. You’re married, and you’ll stay married, but when I have the chance I will use you. Like I’m doing. And it’s your duty to be grateful. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Now then. I’m done with you for the day, and you can clean up this mess with your tongue.” She indicated the floor. “Then you can go home, eat if you wish, and wait for the Mystery Messenger to contact you. Is that understood? 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And when you’re done you will come home and go to sleep in your room. Here.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She spun on her heel and walked away, down the hall to her bedroom. I watched that sexy ass sway, and even though she had just wailed on my ass, my dick grew harder. Surged against the cock cage. I groaned and bent a little bit to relieve the pressure. 
 
    After a moment, nothing else to do, I got down on my hands and knees and licked the floor clean of my tears, and, surprisingly, or maybe not so surprisingly, splatters of pre-cum.  
 
    I stood up and lifted my dress and looked at my panties. They were soaked through with pre-cum. 
 
    Heysoos, I had been a horny boy all afternoon. Horny girl. I need to run home and change my panties. So I did. 
 
      
 
    I fixed dinner and ate it. Standing up. Oh, maybe I could have sat down, I probably could, but I wanted to give my ass a chance to breath. I had taken off the dress and my garters and nylons, and was wearing just panties and bra. My make up was a mess from all the crying I’d done, so I just took it off. 
 
    When I was done I did the dishes, and marveled that I was already learning how to survive with red claws. 
 
    Finally, at last, I poured myself a drink. A stiff one. 
 
    Then I went into the computer room, sat down very gently, and turned it on. 
 
    DING! Almost immediately. As if she was waiting for me. 
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I had learned, and I typed: 
 
    I’ve been counting the seconds until I could talk to you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Pour it on, sister. 
 
    I love it. 
 
    Do you have your butt plug in? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Hurry up. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the butt plug, lubed it, and inserted. 
 
    Again, the feeling of being full. The pleasure. It offset the pain, or was maybe, in an odd way, made greater by contrast with the pain. 
 
    I sat down, pushing it deeper inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    It’s in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    So how’s it going? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Pretty good. 
 
    I’m horny and dripping, 
 
    but that’s to be expected. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I just spoke with Sandy. 
 
      
 
    My heart sank. I typed: 
 
    I offended her. 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
      
 
    There was a slight pause, then… 
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I told her I loved my wife, 
 
    and that I wanted these games to end. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Would you like to tell me that? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good boy. 
 
    Why did you say that to her? 
 
    Didn’t you know you would offend her? 
 
      
 
    I squirmed on my butt plug and thought about what to say. The plug was feeling better and better, and the pain of the spanking was less and less. I typed: 
 
    I’m sorry, but I do love my wife. 
 
    I know I started all this. 
 
    I know I made a mistake, 
 
    but… 
 
      
 
    I just stopped typing and sent it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    But what? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    My wife will never understand. 
 
    I know I’m not having sex, 
 
    not by certain definitions, 
 
    but I am so afraid my wife will be hurt. 
 
    I don’t want to lose her. 
 
    She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
      
 
    A long pause. I thought maybe she had gone off line. I sipped some whiskey. Burped. I was starting to cry. Not big sobbing, just a trickle that wouldn’t stop. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Alexandria, 
 
    I am going to tell you something, 
 
    and I want you to pay attention. 
 
    I want you to have hope. 
 
    Women have an infinite capacity. 
 
    They forgive. 
 
    And I just know that if you behave yourself, 
 
    if you are truly contrite, 
 
    and really learn your lesson, 
 
    then things will turn out all right. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the message for a long time. I wanted to print it out and put it somewhere to remind me, to give me hope. 
 
    The Mystery Messenger was content to let me ponder. 
 
    Finally, I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re welcome. 
 
    Now tell me, 
 
    how hard does that butt plug make you? 
 
      
 
    A small laugh blurted out of me. Such a change of subject. I dried my tears, snuffled a bit, and began typing. 
 
    We typed back and forth for a long time that night, and I poured my heart out, got good and almost hard, until it hurt, and, finally, about midnight, she let me go. 
 
    What a strange day. 
 
    I had broken through in so many ways, and yet…I was in Problem City. With only the hope that women have an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    And my ass still hurt. 
 
    I got up from the swivel, cleaned my glass in the kitchen—it seemed that having to clean everything as a woman was making me into some sort of a clean freak—took out my butt plug and went home. To my other home. My little, pink room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART NINE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton. Yesterday I was a woman, and yesterday I was spanked. And this morning, when I woke up, I knew it was worth it. To be a woman, to be spanked, I will endure, I will live through this terrible time, for I know that a woman has an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
      
 
    I awoke at six. I know it was six because my cell phone told me so. 
 
    Interestingly, I was awake, like electric awake. My whole body was buzzing with energy. This was one of the bonuses of being chaste, of not being allowed to cum. Energy skyrockets and you feel so alive. 
 
    Of course, your peeny is always trying to get hard, and failing, and even causing pain. But, I was even starting to enjoy the ‘pain’ of priapism. 
 
    I got up and ran to the bathroom. I didn’t want to suffer a morning woodie, then I thought about it: I hadn’t been woken up by morning wood. Why not? And I realized that I had had one drink last night. Alcohol dries you out. So one drink might be enough to save me from the excruciating pain of uncontrolled bonerism.               
 
    After a dribble of piss I walked down the hall to Sandy’s room. My fake tits were jiggling in my bra. My dick was pressing deliciously against my cage. 
 
    I entered the room, took a moment to just stare at Sandy. She was so beautiful. I didn’t love her, at least not like my wife, but that didn’t mean I was immune to her perfect face and her wonderful body. 
 
    Sighing, I lifted the sheets at the bottom of the bed and crawled under. 
 
    She awoke, stretched, sighed, and rolled onto her back and spread her legs. 
 
    I didn’t say a word, merely pushed my face between her legs and, in the darkness of under the covers, began to lunch. 
 
    Mmm. She was good. Moist and tender and soft and just the right amount of feminine odor. 
 
    There are some people that don’t like a ripe pussy. I love one. Not dirty, just…ready to be cleaned. 
 
    I sucked on her clit, slapped it with my tongue, and she moaned and raised her hips. I was able to slide my hands under her round buns and lift her, the better to angle her slit for my enjoyment. 
 
    “No dildo today, just use your fingers.” 
 
    I said nothing, merely sucked harder for a few seconds, then brought one hand out from under her and tickled her pussy. I slid it along her slit, gently, teasing her. 
 
    “Oh, you bitch!” she groaned, twisting her hips and trying to get more fingers. 
 
    Not wanting to be a bitch (much), I slid three fingers into her and she gasped. I spread my fingers inside her and turned my hand clockwise, counter clockwise, clockwise, and so on. 
 
    I felt her fists hit the mattress next to her as she started to let loose. I did her hard then, pushing three fingers in hard, bending them as I entered and letting the knuckles bruise the rim of her pussy. 
 
    “Ahhh!” she let go. It wasn’t a big one, but it was one of those good ones that seem to last and last. She turned her hips, tried to milk more out of my hand, then she had a series of almost slow motion spasms, drawn out muscles locking with a twitch at the end. She did that for almost thirty seconds, then broke, and the sensations left her. 
 
    “Whoa,” she wheezed. “That was interesting. But I may need a big one later. Come here.” 
 
    I crawled under the sheets and my head popped up next to her. She took me in her arms then and we cuddled. 
 
    My cock, of course, was raging. It always rages during a frenzied sex act, but then it usually goes down for a while. But with her cuddling, feeling her large breasts, having her breath on my face, it didn’t go away.  
 
    I moaned lightly, and reached down to adjust my cage. 
 
    She giggled. “Poor boy.” She kissed me then. A deep, kiss, thirsty for more sex…but not yet. That cum had just warmed her up. 
 
    “How’s your ass?” she asked happily. 
 
    “”It’s going to be sore for a couple of days, but I can sit on it, if I’m careful.” 
 
    She laughed. “You may have noticed that I like sex rough, and I tend to abuse my men. Maybe that’s why I’m single. No man seems able to handle my appetite.” 
 
    She crawled on top of me then, spread her legs over me and ground her pussy against my cage. She lowered her chest so her tits hung over my face. I knew what I was supposed to do and took one of her nipples in my mouth. I tweaked the other one with a hand. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Then she crawled up further, sat right on my face. Knees to the sides of my head, she lowered her pussy onto my face and fucked me. I mean really fucked me. Not waiting for my mouth to do its job, she began jerking her hips, slapping my face with her pussy as if it was a dick and she wanted it hard. 
 
    Suddenly, she moaned and groaned and arched her back, and stayed with her pussy pressed onto me. A long moment, and I knew she was cumming, Not just an aftershock from her first one, but a righteous orgasm off a face fuck. 
 
    I could hardly breath, I was trying to breath, and she started laughing and rose up. I drew in air hungrily. 
 
    “You’re good,” she said, hopping off me. She pulled on a robe and said, “Go wash up, wear the short shorts and the boy beater. You’re going to be earning your keep today.” 
 
    I struggled out of bed, untwining myself from the sheets and stared at her. She was rosy with glow, and I realized: she’s feeding off my sex energy. Like a damn succubus! 
 
    Well, that was okay with me. I left her putting on her make up, and went to my room. I hopped into the shower and cleaned off, then dried myself. Finally, I put on new underwear. 
 
    I trotted back to her room. “Pardon me, but…nylons? High heels?” 
 
    She looked at me, aghast. “If you have to ask you might not really be a woman.” 
 
    I returned to my room and put on garter and nylons, then pulled on the short shorts. They were tight, as they were meant to be, and it felt weird to have flesh showing right from the crease between leg and crotch.  
 
    Then the boy beater, and that was really weird. I had never worn anything so skimpy and revealing. Yet there was enough material to hide the mesh of breast form with flesh, so I didn’t lose anything. In fact, my boobs looked gigantic! I stared at them in the bathroom mirror and was astounded. And I realized that I needed a corset. I wasn’t fat, but I was male thick, and I needed a smaller waist. 
 
    Finally, I slipped into my heels and sauntered down the hall. Click, click, click. 
 
    I entered the kitchen. Sandy was at the table reading a magazine. She looked up at me and grinned. “My, aren’t we feeling sexy.” 
 
    “What would you like for breakfast, ma’am.” 
 
    “Waffles. And one scrambled egg. You’re going to be working today, so you may have a waffle and an egg.” 
 
    I set to work, finding frozen waffles in the frig, and I whipped up a couple of eggs quickly. Within five minutes I was placing a plate with a waffle and an egg on it in front of her. 
 
    “May I sit at the table, ma’am?” 
 
    “No,” she didn’t even look at me, just drowned her waffle, and the egg, with syrup. She didn’t bother with butter. She didn’t give me any further instruction, so I sat down on the floor and held my plate in my lap. 
 
    We ate, companionably, then I did the dishes. Done I turned to her. 
 
    She didn’t look up from her magazine, she just turned her chair sideways and spread her legs. 
 
    Quickly, I went down on her. Interesting, this wasn’t about sex, this was about training me. She had already had two orgasms, and was just interested in me servicing her pussy. 
 
    So I didn’t go rock and roll on her, I just gave her a thorough licking, chewed on her clit for a while, but didn’t try to finger bang her. 
 
    After a minute she pushed me back and stood up. She smiled down on me. “Let’s get you made up, then we can go talk to some lumber about a saw.” 
 
    I wiped my face on a towel and followed her into the dining room, where my make up lessons continued. 
 
    Again, she talked, repeating much of the same things from the day before, and she did some, and I did some. And I actually got a pass on blush, which she said was one of the harder items to master. My eye shadow, however, got her laughing, really laughing. 
 
    Finally, my face fresh and round and soft and kissable, we went outside and down to the basement. I noticed that we had only taken an hour to get there. I sighed. Sandy was able to do hers in five minutes. I needed to figure this stuff out. 
 
    We walked down the stairs and I asked, “Why didn’t they make an entrance from the house?” 
 
    “I think they weren’t thinking.” 
 
    “I could run a door, right from the back of the closet in the foyer. It would have cost, for materials, I think the labor would be free, if you want.” 
 
    “Excellent. You can do that after we make our furniture.” 
 
    I continued, “If you want, we could make it a hidden door, the one in the closet, then cover up the side entrance. Nobody would even know you had a dungeon, even if they looked. 
 
    She turned to me and smiled. “Oooh, you are devious. I like that.” she patted my cheek. 
 
    “Of course there won’t be any way to hide the bodies. Hard to dig a grave in cement.” 
 
    “We can use the second room for a trophy room. Dry them out and display them. Like a bat cave for perverts.” 
 
    I laughed. “If you don’t mind me saying, ma’am, you’re a mighty sick fuck.” 
 
    “Compliments so early in the morning. I like that.” 
 
    We entered the toy room and she turned on the lights. I walked around the room and considered it. I looked at the wiring, and even the plumbing. She went to the side table and looked at the blueprints. She turned and started to say something, then stopped. I had a look on my face. I turned to her. 
 
    “Okay. You hired me for my expertise, and I am a good craftsman, so let me tell you what I think.” 
 
    She arched an eye in question and leaned against the table. 
 
    “First, we run some electricity in here. Track lighting. You can focus it section it, do whatever. Then I can put a wet bar over in that corner. It’s across the room, I know, but running pipes to another corner would be silly, Then I can put softer walls up. Cement is nice, but wouldn’t you like to put up wallpaper with bricks, like a real dungeon, or maybe soft teddy bears floating in the clouds?” 
 
    She tilted her head, twisted her lips, and considered my words. 
 
    I continued, “We can build a real Cabinet of Caligari, good exotic wood, if you want and have the money. The table should go there, and be bolted down. I can run electricity along that seam in the floor, make it not obvious. That will leave plenty of room for other furniture. I assume you’re going to to want more furniture?” 
 
    “I hadn’t thought about it, but…I like it. How long will it take to do everything.” 
 
    “Well, there’s the problem. I can give you estimates for the various things, and some will have to be done in a certain order, but we’re talking a couple of months. And that’s if I had full work days.” 
 
    She walked around the toy room, observing the rafters above, noting where the sole light socket was. “I like it. You can work on it whenever Tanya goes off on business, maybe six months to a year.” 
 
    Tanya. I wish she hadn’t mentioned her. Still, it was what it was. I said, “Of course there’s the price…” 
 
    She faced me, a slanted grin on her face. “Price? You’re not going to work for free?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ll be free. You’ll make sure of that. But I want something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to risk another spanking, but I needed to say what was on my mind. I tried to phrase everything politely. 
 
    “I need some more clothes, and lingeries. I need a corset right now, one that fits.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “And, please, I’m not trying to offend or get on your bad side, but I have to say this, it really bothers me…I want you to stop threatening me with sending photos to my wife.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed slightly, but I could see the curiosity in her expression. 
 
    “I know you’ve got the pictures, I know you can send them, but I’m not fighting you. I’ll do what you say. But when you threaten me with sending them it really bothers me. I love my wife. I’ve got to keep this secret. I don’t mind being your play toy, but the threat of my wife finding out, that just messes with my mind too much. I can’t handle it. 
 
    She cross the room to me. She had a thoughtful expression on her face. She took my cock cage in one hand and began to turn it and twist it, not hard, but enough so I could really feel my helplessness. We were just inches apart, our tits pressing against each other. 
 
    She whispered, “I won’t tell your wife, I won’t mention her except as is appropriate. But I will spank your ass. And a lot. And hard. I’m tempted to right now, you saucy boy.” 
 
    I gulped.  
 
    She lifted one hand, it was wet with pre-cum. She grinned and licked it, then said, ‘Ew.’” 
 
    I croaked, “I can handle that.” 
 
    “Do you think you can be good enough that I don’t ever have to spank you?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    “But you do realize that I have a streak of mean in me? That I love to spank bad boys? That I want them to be bad boys? That sometimes I’ll punish you not because you’re bad, but because I need to be bad? Can you handle that?” 
 
    My voice was soft, yet there was a harshness in it so that I almost didn’t recognize it. “I’ll have to. 
 
    She stood there, enjoying my torment, my pleasure and my frustration. Then she said, “You enjoy this, don’t you.” 
 
    I gulped again. We were digging deep here, and I was afraid, but I knew I had to tell the truth. 
 
    “I like it.” 
 
    She kissed me then, just leaned forward, her face occupied my whole world, and she pressed her lips to mine. It was a long kiss, a gentle kiss, no tongue or grinding, but very intense and passionate. Our eyes were closed and I gave myself up to the feeling of my cock trying to explode. My heart was pounding, and then she moved her face back. She whispered, “We have sealed the deal. Now get to work, slave boy.” 
 
    She let go of me and stepped back. There was a flush, as of victory, on her face.  
 
    I stood for a moment, sort of paralyzed, then I nodded. 
 
    I started work. 
 
    It wasn’t hard work, but it was delicate work. Most carpentry is. Most people see some guy pounding nails into a roof and think that carpentry is just pounding nails into walls.  
 
    Nay. 
 
    Carpentry is more about measuring and finishing. Yes, most anybody can learn to put up two by fours and pound some plywood over them. And that does take some talent. But to measure accurately, so that wood fits together without a seam, that is real talent. And to select the right wood, and finish it so it is so smooth and deep in texture and color that it looks like a work of art, that is the true art. And I knew this was that kind of job. 
 
    Sure, I could throw together a saw horse and call it a bench, but that would be a crime. 
 
    I selected the wood that was usable, then told Sandy we would have to get better wood. 
 
    I began measuring, making notes, and did what I could. Then we went to the lumber yard, not Home Depot, but a real lumber yard, and we ordered what I needed. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, I don’t think I have ever been turned on as much by walking around with my legs showing and my tits pointing, as I was that morning. I knew everybody was staring at me, but they respected that tool belt hanging on my sexy waist. It was obvious that I knew what I was doing. Sexy and knowing what I was doing. How delicious. 
 
    We bought different hardware, laid everything out on the floor. I hadn’t lifted a hammer, but me being confident Sandy was impressed. 
 
    “Too bad make up isn’t as easy as carpentry, eh?” she mused, at one point. 
 
    That afternoon, we would have to wait until the morrow for the new wood to come in, and we might even have to reject that wood, I measured walls, made plans for electricity and plumbing, and even crawled up under the house and inspected the proposed stairway to the closet. 
 
    And, my make up wore off. Simply, I was sweating, and I would inadvertently wipe my forearm across my face, and by dinner I was a mess.  
 
    Sandy sat me down at the dining table and helped me fix myself. She said, “Are you sure you don’t want to tattoo your make up on?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She sighed. “It would make matters so much easier.” 
 
    “Except there are times when I need to be a man.” 
 
    “Hunh,” she grunted, then told me to stop blinking, she was going to do my eyes. 
 
    Afterwards, all fixed up and looking perky, she asked me if I wanted dinner. I said ‘no,’ and she was happy with that, and I walked home. It was dusk, and I felt tired and happy. I had managed to avoid a spanking, and I felt that buzz of electric energy inside me.  
 
    Truth, that buzz had been with me all day long. Sometimes in the background, sometimes coming out to whelm me, but always there. 
 
    And my penis was feeling like a giant flower blossoming. Struggling always, yet happy for that struggle. 
 
    God, was I horny. I had been drained and wasn’t really recovered from that, I was eating Sandy to a cum a couple of times a day, or fucking her with that big dildo of hers, and let me tell you that was a special kind of torture, and I was horny. 
 
    Being in a cage, my dick was struggling to get out constantly, and that heightened everything. 
 
    I entered my house and headed straight for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t going to get sloshy. I just wanted a sip to tide me over till bedtime, then I would have a stiff one. 
 
    And here is something interesting: when this had all started I had been conflicted, caught, slammed between opposing forces, and I had needed to get drunk, but now I didn’t. Now the Mystery Messenger had become a voice to talk  to at night. And Sandy had become…a friend. And more than a friend, but less than a true love.              I thought that if I fucked her, with my own dick, that maybe I would have fallen in love with her. 
 
    But I hadn’t fucked her, and I was glad, because, as I have pointed out many times, I loved my wife. 
 
    So the situation with Sandy had sort of resolved. 
 
    Oh, I still had problems. I wasn’t fond of secrets being kept from my wife, but my arrangement with Sandy seemed to be the only thing I could do. 
 
    I made dinner. A TV dinner, chicken and some cardboard vegetables. But I didn’t want anything else. That energy in me took away my desire for food. 
 
    Then I poured one more drink and went into the computer room. 
 
    It was a little early, and I surfed through some porn. The porn excited me, and hurt me, confined in the dick as I was, but it felt good, too. 
 
    From suffering and whining about my poor locked cock, I had grown, in the space of a day, to enjoy the feeling. It was like a hand was always gripping me, always exciting me. 
 
    I went to Wifey’s World, always a joy, and lusted after her big boobs and her face. She has the most wonderful face, and when she puts it together with red lipstick, you know how I am about that, my cock pressed so hard against the cage that I couldn’t stop myself from groaning out loud. 
 
    Suddenly, I realized something. Butt plug. I wanted to feel it. I quickly lubed up and inserted. God, it felt so good, sitting down and feeling it worming inside me. I knew I should look into vibrating plugs. 
 
    Then, my body energized, my asshole singing happily, I did some searches on the computer. I looked for Cherie Deville on Kink, searched for ‘Red Lips’ on xvideo, and just whiled away the time. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hi, Lover. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I missed you so much. 
 
     
 
    DING! 
 
    How are you doing? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I am so horny.  
 
    I have never wanted to cum 
 
    so badly in my life. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you dripping? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Like a faucet. 
 
    It got so bad today, 
 
    I went through three panty liners. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    LOL 
 
    And what have you been doing 
 
    that is making you so horny? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Well,  
 
    the cage makes me horny. 
 
    And then I have to eat Sandy, 
 
    and fuck her with a dildo, 
 
    and that makes me horny, 
 
    and I’m wearing sexy clothes that excite me, 
 
    and…I’ve got the butt plug in. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You do! 
 
    OMG! 
 
    That is so sexy! 
 
      
 
    She teased me for a while then, which felt awfully good, and then she asked: 
 
    What have you been doing otherwise? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Sandy wants me to build a dungeon. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A real live dungeon? 
 
    Like with chains and  whips and things? 
 
      
 
    I described the proposed table, and the alterations that I was going to have to do to her basement. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    You’ve really got your work cut out for you. 
 
    I’ll bet you wish your wife didn’t come home. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Please don’t say that. 
 
    It hurts. 
 
    I love my wife. 
 
    I would give up all this kink 
 
    if I could just have her home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    But now you’ve got a secret. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I do,  
 
    and it’s killing me. 
 
    And I don’t know what to do. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    remember what I said. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    A woman has an infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    I want to believe that, 
 
    but you know my secret. 
 
    I don’t know how she could ever forgive me. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    So you’re willing to live with your deep, dark secret. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have to. 
 
    There’s nothing else I can do. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Maybe you should just tell her. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t. 
 
    I simply can’t. 
 
    At least now, 
 
    with the secret, 
 
    I have her. 
 
    If I told her… 
 
    I might not have her. 
 
    I probably wouldn’t have her. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    A woman has what? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    An infinite capacity for forgiveness. 
 
    But I can’t risk my life on a hope. 
 
    I can’t risk losing her. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Poor boy. 
 
      
 
    Yet, in an odd way, it sounded like she was laughing. And why shouldn’t she? She had started this game, and I had gone along with it, and wasn’t this what she wanted? 
 
    And I wondered about this Mystery Messenger. What was she really like? Mean and conniving? Taking joy in other’s misery? 
 
    And once again I had a flash of a vision: a Russian pig, swilling vodka in Siberia, taking me to the cleaners. 
 
    Yet she had asked for no money. And I felt sure she had to be a woman. 
 
    Well, no way I was going to find out. 
 
    We talked for a while after that. She got sexy with me, had me totally aroused. By the time I turned off the internet I was feeling the pain in my crotch. I had to pee, and my cock was bulging in my cage. 
 
    I poured a drink, a stiff one, and drank it quick. It hit me almost before I could get the butt plug out. Then, feeling slightly dizzy, and yet consumed by that nervous energy buzzing in me, I walked back to my pink room. 
 
      
 
    The week, now that I was working, went fast. New wood came in, deliveries were made, and by Thursday I had the table done. I had even started framing the walls and laying out a cabinet to hold all the toys. 
 
    Each day was an adventure. I would wake up in my little, pink bed, go to Sandy’s room and crawl up and service her. I would fix breakfast, and I was getting better at making myself up. Then I would disappear into the basement until lunch. Measuring and sanding and fitting and staining and…and everything. 
 
    At lunch I would come up, and she usually had a sandwich for me. And the sandwich was usually something I would never eat. BLT. Club. And one day she had tuna and (choke) avocado.  
 
    Avocado, yuck. I have always thought that avocados were a totally disgusting fruit, or vegetable, or whatever they are. Once I looked up the word avocado, and discovered that it meant testicle. It hangs just like a testicle from a tree, looks like a testicle. Disgusting fruit. Or whatever it is. 
 
    Finally, night came. Often as not Sandy would have me give her a good fucking with the dildo, then she would send me home. Tired and horny and ready to clean house. I mean, the energy in me seemed to be growing. It was as if the hornier I got, the more my energy built up, and I didn’t know what to do with it. 
 
    At home I would make dinner, sometimes a steak and potato, sometimes a bowl of mush, sometimes whatever. 
 
    Then I would sip a drink and talk to the Mystery Messenger. 
 
    And, always, my cock would be hard as a rock…at least as hard as it could get inside its prison. 
 
    Then I would have a stiff drink, pray that I didn’t get woken up by a stiffie, and go back to my little, pink room. 
 
    And the next day would be the same. 
 
    And the next day the same. 
 
    But, as I said, on Thursday, I finished the table. I called Sandy down to inspect it. 
 
    It was a work of art. The wood was satiny, and the joints were seamless. You couldn’t even tell where one wood stopped and the next started. 
 
    It was a cross, a St. Andrews’ Cross, with movable limbs, and the limbs had very efficient straps on them. The wood was carved so that the curvature appeared sexy, but were very functional. For instance, when the legs came together there was a hole formed so the dick wouldn’t be crushed. 
 
    Sandy walked around it and marveled. She placed her hands on it and felt the wood. “Oh, this is smooth.” 
 
    “I inset the cushions slightly. Comfort, but without the edges.” 
 
    “Oh, my god. This truly is a work of art.” 
 
    Then she said what I had been waiting for. She turned to me and, with a gleam in her eye, said, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I took off my short shorts and boy beater. Then I took off my nylons and garter belt. And panties. I left my bra on. The breast forms were loose and would need some more glue. 
 
    I stepped up to the cross and placed my feet under the lower limbs, and my hands against the upper limbs. 
 
    Sandy quickly wrapped the straps around my wrists and ankles. Then she picked up the remote control. She pressed a button and the table tilted until I was horizontal. My dick, cage and all, hung below the table. 
 
    “There’s a boom box on the side table. 
 
    She went to it and turned it on and up. Pink Floyd, one of my favorites. I just hoped ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene’ wasn’t coming up. 
 
    Sandy reached under the table and played with my cage. I dripped, a lot, and she laughed. 
 
    Then she tilted me up and came around to the front. 
 
    “This is beautiful, Alexandria. Thank you.” She kissed me, a long, passionate kiss. I could feel my heart throbbing. Blood was rushing to my cock, but to no avail. 
 
    She stepped back and said, “But you know what I’m going to have to do.” 
 
    And I did. And I knew she had been waiting for this. I had been so good all week, and had escaped getting spanked, but, like she said, she was a mean woman. 
 
    She walked to the side table and opened a drawer. She took out…’the paddle.’ 
 
    “Oh, God,” I mumbled, seeing her out of the corner of my eye. All the memories of my last adventure with the paddle blasted into my mind, and I was suddenly afraid. 
 
    “Don’t bruise me too badly. Tanya is coming home in a couple of days.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me what to do,” her voice was harsh and grating. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I cried out. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears in my eyes. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The tears overflowed and poured down my cheeks. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She stopped then, came to the front, and kissed me softly, tenderly. “This makes me so horny. Is there something wrong with me?” 
 
    “No,” I sobbed. 
 
    She stepped behind me. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And, suddenly I was groaning. I hate to say it, but I liked the pain. It was mixing with my inner energy, that buzzing horniness, and my dick was surging in the cage. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ahh!” 
 
    She stopped and came to the front again. She played with my nipples. She spoke into my face. “You love it, don’t you.” 
 
    “No!” I cried. 
 
    “I’m going to give you three more, and if you don’t admit that you love it, I’m going to give you ten more.” 
 
    “No! No!” I sobbed. 
 
    Yet my dick was throbbing, and I was actually grinding my hips into the table. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “GAHHH!” I twisted on the cross. 
 
    She stopped, curious at the new tone in my voice, she came around and looked at me. “What?” 
 
    “My dick! It hurt!” 
 
    She bent down, looked at it, and rose up. She was grinning. “You saved yourself one stroke.” 
 
    “I did?” Was that disappointment in me? 
 
    “You came.” 
 
    “I…what?” My mind was blasted. 
 
    “You actually came. A whole bunch of semen. You’re a sticky mess down there.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    She released me then. I kept leaning against the cross. She helped me step back. My legs were shaking and she actually had to support me. 
 
    She took me upstairs. I couldn’t sit down, so I stood while she took the key off her neck and took off my cock cage. 
 
    My cock hung, finally out of prison. 
 
    She put her face to me, took my cock in her mouth and sucked it. She cleaned all the semen off. She squeezed my balls. 
 
    Slowly, my tears lessened. 
 
    She stood up, a bit of semen still on her lips. She kissed me, gently, and held up the cage. “I’ll put this in the washer. Go lay on your bed. I’ll come in in a minute.” 
 
    I heard her in kitchen as I staggered back to my room. I lay down on my bed and started crying again. 
 
    Sandy came in in a minute She sat next to me and rubbed some lotion in her hands. Then she began massaging, very gently, my ass. She rubbed the cool lotion into my pores, and the burning started to go down. Still, I couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    “Hush, now, baby. You did good.” 
 
    “I…I did?” 
 
    “You did. You know, sometimes I wished you did love me as much as you love your wife. Then I’m glad you don’t. If you did I would keep you in my dungeon all the time, and your ass would be black and blue and bleeding.” 
 
    I sniffled. Then: “That would be fun.” 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe you’re as bad as me.” 
 
    Then I started to sob harder. 
 
    “Hey! Enough! It’s time to stop crying.” 
 
    I managed to sit up, my ass on fire, but I sat on it anyway. “I can’t.” I looked her in the eye. 
 
    She hugged me then. I felt her tits press against me. She was so soft, and I was breathing through her hair. “Why not?” 
 
    “My wife…my wife. I’m changed now. I love this. And my wife…she’ll never understand.” 
 
    I could feel her smile against my shoulder. “Don’t you worry. Like I said…this is our secret. She never needs to know, and I can do this to you for the rest of your life. 
 
    I cried harder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TEN 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I’ve got a secret. A Mystery Mistress and my neighbor, Sandy, have changed me into a crossdresser. Now I live to be a woman, to feel a woman’s clothes, to experience the things a woman experiences. The only problem is my wife. I don’t know how to tell her: I am so afraid of losing my wife. 
 
      
 
    “OOOOH! YES! YES!” Sandy moaned and groaned. I was under the covers, my face was buried in her pussy and my tongue was working overtime to bring her to orgasm. 
 
    “Quick, get the dildo!” 
 
    I slithered backwards, out from under the covers, and went to her dresser. I opened the bottom drawer and pulled out her strap on. Quickly, I put it on. I stood there, my own cock in a cage, a big, plastic dick sprouting from just above the chastity device. 
 
    My balls ached, my dick throbbed, but couldn’t get larger. 
 
    Sandy stared at me, a beautiful woman with large mammaries, her eyes glazed with lust. She had blackmailed me, and there was nothing I could do. “Come on, do me!” She growled. 
 
    I crawled under the sheets, kissed her pussy on the way through, then was poised above her, the big dildo aimed into her pussy, splitting the labia, ready…set…she looked at me and arched her back and clawed at my arms…GO! 
 
    I shoved that dildo to the hilt. Sandy liked it rough, and she made a keening sound as she hugged my body desperately. 
 
    I used my weight to keep her pinned, she hugged and couldn’t breath, and I did the deed. I rammed and jammed, and she gasped with every penetration. I pulled and she drooled, her eyes dazed, her heart pounding, her hips tilting and trying to swallow me whole. 
 
    For a long minute we battled, our hips slamming, my fake dick opening her up, our faces lost in lust. 
 
    I couldn’t cum, but I was so horny, and my dick was so tight inside the cock cage that I moaned and groaned as if I was actually doing a real fuck. 
 
    Then, after another minute, she broke.  
 
    “GAHHH! FUCK! FUCK!” 
 
    Her voice was so loud I thought maybe the neighbors would hear. 
 
    Her back arched so hard I wondered if her spine would snap. 
 
    Her hips grabbed me, and I knew her pussy was gripping my fake cock in a death grip. 
 
    Then she came down. Just dropped back and panted. Once again I had done a superlative job of fucking her stupid. 
 
    Except, she wasn’t totally stupid. 
 
    I drew back, slid out of her, and my fake peter, still hard, banged against her inner thigh. I backed off the bed and looked down at her. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned. “That was good.” Then, surprisingly, she put her hand out. “Help me up.” 
 
    I helped her stand. She was weak kneed and staggered for a moment.  
 
    “Don’t you want me to fix breakfast?” 
 
    That was our usual routine. I ate her, or fucked her, then I made breakfast for her, then I ate her again, really just cleaned her pussy with my tongue, then I would clean my face, put on make up and. the outfit for the day, and go to work, or out on the town, or whatever. So why was she deviating? 
 
    “Not today, lover boy. Today I have a special treat for you.” 
 
    She didn’t get dressed, just walked naked out to the living room. “Put your face on,” she pointed at the dining room table. 
 
    I sat down and began putting on make up. I was getting pretty good at it. I was nowhere as fast as her, but I could apply everything within 15 minutes, including eye shadow. Eye shadow sometimes gave me trouble, but today it didn’t. Fourteen minutes later I was ready to go. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sandy had brought out some new underwear, and it was good looking stuff. Flimsy, but covering my breast forms well.  
 
    Then new panties. Nice, tight ones that pushed my cock cage back between my legs and took away my bulge. 
 
    A corset, mmm. I loved the way they tightened up my waist and made me look downright waspish, emphasizing my hips and tits. 
 
    New nylons, which made my legs look sleek and sexy. 
 
    Then the dress. A tight tubular thing with a window to show my boobs. 
 
    “Whoa! My cleavage will show my tits are fake!” 
 
    “Hush, now, sissy boy. Leave it all to mama.” She helped me pull the dress down and I was really looking good. 
 
    Then she brought out jewelry. One of her expensive diamond necklaces, and matching ear rings. She clipped the ear rings on, then disappeared for a moment. She came back with a new wig. Long, blonde tresses, shimmery and golden when the light hit it. 
 
    “My gosh, what’s the occasion?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” and she actually gave a sort of a half snicker, which caused me a tinge of worry. 
 
    Still, it’s hard to worry when your energy is buzzing, your cock, though trapped, is humming, and you are starting to look beautiful. 
 
    She placed the wig on me, adjusted it, and smiled. 
 
    “Okay, let’s handle your cleavage.” 
 
    First she used a touch of glue to get the edges of the forms as tight as possible, then she did her make up magic. She colored my flesh and used some weird goo, then more make up, and when she was done you couldn’t see the ‘seam’ where flesh met fake boob. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I murmured, when she stood next to me in front of the foyer mirror. 
 
    I was a curvy babe with mystery eyes and long hair. My cleavage looked totally real. My legs were slick and shiny, and my calf muscles were highlighted courtesy of my black high heels. At the tip of my toes my nails were bright red, as were my fingers. 
 
    I put my hand to my throat, and the red tips, so sharp and long, were set off by the sparkle of diamond. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and my eyes filled with moisture. 
 
    “Knock it off, sister. You start crying and I’ll make you sorry.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” I blinked and was careful not to let the tears spill. 
 
    “Now, come on. We’ve just started. 
 
    She turned and opened the closet door. The closet was a functioning closet, with a couple of jackets hanging on the pole. She pushed the jackets aside, pressed a hidden switch, and a door opened in the back of the closet. A flight of stairs was revealed, an automatic light went on, and we ducked under the pole and descended to the basement. 
 
    It had taken me a couple of months to build this thing, and there were still finishing touches I needed to do, but now we didn’t have to go outside and through the outside entrance. We could just saunter down the stairs, and, voila, instant dungeon. 
 
    We stepped into the dungeon and the lights went on automatically. They could be dimmed or made bright with a simple turn of the knob. 
 
    “Get on the cross,” Sandy said. 
 
    I went to the center of the room where a big St. Andrew’s Cross was standing. I put my feet under the bottom limbs and raised my arms so my finger tips were over the lip of the top limbs. 
 
    Behind me Sandy turned on some music, Loreena McKinnett. Beautiful Irish music filled the room, and I thought about the past few months. 
 
    I had been talked into putting on woman’s garb by a Mystery Messenger on the internet. Then Sandy had caught me, and taken me down the path of depravity and fun. 
 
    Now, whenever my wife left town on business, which was a lot, I virtually lived at Sandy’s house. 
 
    I had my own pink bedroom, my own clothes and make up, and for a week or ten days at a time I would live en femme. And love it. 
 
    At first I had hated it, and I had hated the chastity tube I had to wear when my wife was away. 
 
    But I had grown to love it. To love the feeling of being a woman. To wonder at myself in the mirror, to strut my stuff, just like a real woman, when Sandy took me out. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment, and it was as big as a B-52 Bomber, was that I had to hide it from my wife. 
 
    And, a smaller fly, when my wife was home we could never have sex. She had a lingering yeast infection that simply wouldn’t go away. 
 
    “What?” asked Sandy, tightening the straps around my ankles, securing my feet to the cross. 
 
    “I was just thinking about my wife.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly,” she smiled, fastening my wrists. “Forget what you can’t have, and concentrate on the ‘now.’ 
 
    Loreena McKinnett sang sweetly, the acoustics in the dungeon were perfect for her voice and it was like listening to her in a great hall. 
 
    Sandy picked up the remote and tilted me half way. I stuck at a 45 degree angle. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked her. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    She went to the ‘Cabinet of Caligari’ I had made her and took out a video camera. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to audition?” She grinned as she set up the tripod in front of me and placed the camera on it. 
 
    “But you’ve got lots of pictures!” And it was true. Sandy periodically took pictures of me. She had even gotten me to pose, like a model, for some of them. 
 
    “But no moving pictures. And if a picture is worth a thousand words, then a video is worth a million.” 
 
    “But…” But there really was nothing I could say. She rarely threatened me with exposure, but we both knew. And, we both knew I liked what was happening to me, so…grin and bear it. 
 
    She moved the tripod a bit, focused the camera, then turned it on. 
 
    She was holding the remote as she came around and stood next to me. She clicked the remote and the limbs of the cross opened up. I knew the camera would pick up my face, and my beautiful cleavage, perfectly. My hair hung a bit in front of my face. Sandy brushed the hair back and said, “Smile for the camera, Alexandria.” 
 
    I tried to smile, but it was weak. I was bothered by this scene. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not a bright smile!” She turned to the camera, and said, “Alexandria is worried that his wife might find out about his little crossdressing escapades. Aren’t you Alexandria?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice sounded alien to me. My heart was pounding. 
 
    “You see, Alexandria has been keeping secrets from his wife. He loves to cross dress, and to live like a woman, but he is so afraid that she won’t love him. So he keeps it all a secret. Don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. Then: “Yes.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” Sandy pondered, then she walked to the camera and turned the fold out screen so that I could see it. 
 
    The camera caught me perfectly. My face was front and center, my tits looked really enormous. 
 
    Sandy came back to my side. “So we are going to make this film and keep it, and hope that some day Tanya, that’s his wife, will see it and understand.” She turned to me. “Are you ready? Alexandria?” 
 
    I nodded, gulped, and, nothing else to do, I had to play along and hope my wife NEVER saw this video, I whispered. “Yes.” 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Excellent. Now say hello to Tanya.” 
 
    Tears filled my eyes, “Hello, Tanya.” 
 
    “Now talk to her.” 
 
    Little tears trickled out of my eyes. Sandy had used smudge proof mascara, however, so I didn’t streak.   
 
    “Tanya, I love you more than life itself. I’m sorry I’m such a pervert, and I hope you’ll listen when we finally talk to each other and I can explain about all this. Please, honey. I love you.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She looked at the camera and said, “And I can tell you, Tanya, that he doesn’t fuck me. And, in fact, I punish him regularly. Would you like to see? Good.” 
 
    Sandy walked to the camera and took it off the tripod. She slowly walked around the cross, showing how I was strapped in. She bent down and did a close up on my chastity tube. All the while she kept up a commentary.  
 
    “You can see how how arms and legs are fastened to the cross. The chastity tube goes on when you leave on your business trips, and it doesn’t come off until just before you are home. I do beat him, usually with a big ping pong paddle with holes in it…oh, I should just show you.” 
 
    She focused the camera on my face. “Alexandria? Would you like to be punished for being such a wicked girl?” 
 
    I nodded. Heck, what else could I do? She was going to paddle me anyway. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes,” my voice was a whisper, but I knew the camera would pick it up. 
 
    Sandy put the camera back on the tripod. She moved the tripod to show both my face and my side. She then went to the Cabinet and took out her paddle, her favorite instrument of torment. 
 
    She came back to the cross and stood so the camera could see her. 
 
    “Tanya, this is for you.” 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I jerked, pushed my hips forward, but there was no where to go. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I felt the big tears coming. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The big tears let loose, streaming down my face. I had a feeling the camera would pick up that detail. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I started making sounds. Sobbing sounds and yelps of pain. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Sandy stopped and picked up the camera, tripod and all, and moved it towards my face. “See how the big baby cries?” Then she moved it back and continued with the paddling. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Then Sandy stopped for a moment. She grinned at the camera, took off the key to my chastity tube and unlocked it. My dick instantly grew big. I mean it was like it literally exploded into hardness. 
 
    “See?” said Tanya. “He likes it. She returned to the side of the cross and gave me a mighty wallop. My cock was straight out, throbbing, looking red and dripping big white drops of pre-cum. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    She stopped again. “One more stroke.” He’ll be able to sit, but it will hurt. It will remind him of what a bad boy he is. Or, maybe I should say, what a bad girl. 
 
    She stood back and, with both hands gripping the paddle, smacked me harder than I had ever been spanked in my life. 
 
    WISSS! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I howled. 
 
    I thought it was all over. I hung on the cross and sobbed. She walked around me with the camera, showed my tears, my hard cock, and the bright redness of my ass. But she wasn’t done. 
 
    She set the camera up behind me, then I felt her hands massaging lotion onto my ass. It felt good, I jerked from the pain, but then relaxed as the coolness robbed the pain of its power. I sighed, loud enough that the camera picked it up. 
 
    “Alexandria has grown to love her little spankings, but there is something else she loves, too.” 
 
    What? 
 
    Then I felt it, she began slathering lubricant all over my ass. 
 
    “Hey!” I protested weakly, but Sandy ignored me.  
 
    She rimmed my asshole and spoke to the camera. “Alexandria would love to get fucked up the ass, just like a real woman. She wants to feel the delicious sensation of a penis fucking her, making her rectum into a pussy. Unfortunately, and we have talked and talked around this, Alexandria doesn’t want me to fuck her.” 
 
    She pushed a big glob of lube up my ass and swirled her fingers inside. I groaned loudly as the pleasure exploded in my asshole. 
 
    “Alexandria has a weird idea, you see. She thinks that sex, penetrative sex with a cock, should be between man and wife. So she doesn’t want me to put on a strap on and take her virginity.  
 
    “She does, however, like a good butt plugging. She has grown quite accomplished at taking it up the butt.” 
 
    She held up the prostate massager. I wanted to object, say that wasn’t a butt plug, but then she was pushing it into my hole. 
 
    “Ahhh, God!” I groaned and couldn’t help it, I twitched my hips and pushed back. 
 
    “Gee, Mikey, I think he likes it!” Sandy giggled. 
 
    She walked around me and set the camera back on the tripod. She returned to my backside. 
 
    “Sometimes he likes a good spanking when the plug is in. Sometimes he just likes me to jerk it a bit, to fuck him with it. But it’s not a dildo, so technically he is still a virgin. 
 
    She grabbed the end of the prostate massager and started moving it, lifting it, pushing it, corkscrewing it. 
 
    I lost control of my face, I went into the sub-land where there is nothing but pleasure and gratitude, my face twisted in pleasure and I moaned helplessly. I began to feel loosey goosey, all warm and cuddly, and then it hit me…that infernal bitch! She was draining me! And Tanya was due home this afternoon! Tanya had spoken to me just last night and told me that the yeast infection was finally gone! 
 
    But there was nothing I could do, I felt so warm and loose, and my dick was already leaking. It felt like I was pissing, but I knew a long stream of cum was coming out. 
 
    For a long minute I groaned, then Sandy let go of me, came back to the front. She focused the camera on my prick, and then on the floor. She showed a long thin rope of gruel from the end of my dick to the floor, and then focused on the puddle of squirtem I had released. 
 
    “Oops, Alexandria made a mess,” then she giggled. “I’m sorry, Alexandria, but it looks like you won’t be fucking Tanya this afternoon. Poor boy. Girl. Maybe some other time.” 
 
    Then she grew serious and focused the camera on my face. “But that’s okay, because Alexandria doesn’t really want to cum.” 
 
    But I did, but…I realized I didn’t want to give up the horniness, the buzzing of energy that resulted from denial. I was caught. I did and I didn’t. 
 
    “Isn’t that right, Alexandria. You don’t really want to cum, do you? You just want to keep all that nasty cum in you, and be milked every once in a while, and just be horny and lovey dovey with your wife all the time. Don’t you?” 
 
    God help me, I nodded. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    I whispered, but I know the camera caught it, “I want to be drained, to never feel my cock in your pussy. To just live horny, for you. I want to just love you. I love you.” 
 
    Sandy backed away. Closed the camera. “Stay here, lover, I need to upload this.” 
 
    I lay, secured and unable to move. It felt good to have my cock hanging loose. But I felt like I had lost something with my semen. That buzz from being chaste had diminished, I could hardly feel it. In fact, I felt like going to sleep. I had wasted myself. 
 
    A few minutes later Sandy returned. She let me loose, kissed me thoroughly, played with my dick, and was almost giddy when it wouldn’t get hard. 
 
    “Oh, lover. Tanya is going to be so disappointed.” 
 
    “You’re a mean bitch, you know.” 
 
    She just laughed. “Aw, Is Mr. Limpit all maddy mad?” 
 
    I just shook my head. 
 
    We went upstairs then, and she returned me to normal. She soaked my nails and took them off. She wiped my face clean of make up, and she sprayed glue solvent under the edges of my boobs until they came off. 
 
    “Well, babe,” she said, when I was free of goop and dressed all manly. “It’s been fun. Can’t wait to do it again. Hope you enjoy fucking your poor wife.” 
 
    I had a very unhappy face as I walked out her door, and her laughter didn’t help. 
 
    I had a couple of hours before Tanya was due home, and I spent them checking the house. Dressed en femme, and chastized, the only way I had of relieving the pressure was to keep my mind off it. I did this by cleaning the house. So the old homestead was spic and span. 
 
    I checked my mail. Nothing of interest, and the Mystery Messenger didn’t ‘ding’ me. 
 
    I wandered back into the living room, turned on some football, and was totally and completely bored. A few months ago I lived for football. I yelled for a touchdown, cursed a fumble, and swilled beer like a pig. 
 
    Now I found no excitement in the game. A bunch of spoiled millionaires running across a cow pasture, followed by a bunch of convicts blowing whistles. Stupid. 
 
    Finally, I heard Tanya’s car pull into the driveway. I literally ran for the front door. I couldn’t wait to see her. Yes, I had been drained, but my mind didn’t know it, and I was horny. My dick wouldn’t get hard, but I lusted after her. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” I picked her up in a hungry hug. She squealed, and we kissed, a good long one, and I felt that deep happiness whelm up to the surface. I loved her. 
 
    We walked back into the house, me pulling her suitcase, and the first thing she said was, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No more yeast infection.” 
 
    “Yippee!” I yelled, and there was a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. I could fuck her…if my dick would get hard. 
 
    She grabbed my arm and pulled me into the bedroom. We got undressed, and the look in her eyes was so hungry I would be afraid if I was a pork chop. 
 
    When I was naked she launched herself into my arms. We chewed sloppily on each other’s mouths. Our tongues did battle royal, and I threw her on the bed. 
 
    My dick was limp. 
 
    I kissed her breasts, fingered her, kissed her, and tried in vain to get my dick hard. 
 
    She was wild. She held my head to her breasts and moaned. “Oh, baby, it’s been months now. I am so glad…I need you so bad!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I mumbled over a mouthful of tit. 
 
    But, after a few minutes of foreplay, and no attempt to put it in, she pushed me back, a concerned look on her face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    My face revealed my worry. “I can’t get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” She went down on me. She sucked my limp dick into her mouth. She deep throated me, usually difficult, but not hard when a guy is limp. 
 
    After a minute she looked up. Her face was miserable. “Is it me?” 
 
    “No! No! It’s just a guy thing. It happens.” 
 
    “Really? You didn’t…jack off or anything? Did you?” 
 
    “Right before you got home? I should hope not!” 
 
    “So why…” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Are you worried about something? Is there something bothering you?” 
 
    “No. No. I just…it happens.” 
 
    “But it’s never happened to you.” 
 
    “First time for everything.” 
 
    “And you’re sure it’s not me?” 
 
    “Of course not. I love you. It’s just…” I shrugged. 
 
    “‘Cause I know I haven’t been a very good wife these past few months. Getting that yeast infection and all.” 
 
    I was kneeling over her, my limp dick hanging down and touching her belly. She was so damned beautiful, and I couldn’t do anything. “Honey. I guarantee, promise, pledge, cross my heart and hope to croak, it’s not you.” 
 
    “But, I think…” 
 
    I interrupted her by diving down between her legs. Maybe I couldn’t fuck her, maybe my dick wasn’t hard, but I knew how to make love to a woman when my dick wasn’t able. I had spent a couple of months learning that. 
 
    “Oh!” she moaned, as I placed my mouth over her pussy and sucked. 
 
    “But…wait…” 
 
    But I wouldn’t wait. I was horny, and I needed to do my duty somehow, even if I was limp. I tongued her labia, drawing it up the slit, nibbling on the edges. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She wasn’t a big believer in oral sex. Oh, maybe sometime, but that had been my fault I spent more time fucking and less time eating, and now I had to reverse that trend. I had to spend more time eating and less time fucking. 
 
    I found her clitoris and began sucking on it. I ground my face into her, and, suddenly I realized I was face fucking her roughly. Like I did Sandy. 
 
    I thought about slowing down, but couldn’t. She was responding. She, who had always been so gentle, was twisting her hips and smushing her cunt into my face. 
 
    I licked and sucked harder. Then I pushed a finger into her. 
 
    “Oh!” she yelped. 
 
    I stopped, was worried that I had hurt her. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she cried, hugging my head. 
 
    So I drove two fingers into her. She bucked and groaned, and then, probably because she was starved for sex, she began to climb the mountain. 
 
    I went to three fingers, drove them into her mercilessly. 
 
    “GAHHH!” She pulled my head and I was suddenly caught in her pussy, my face trapping my fingers in her. 
 
    She kept pulling on the back of my head, which forced my fingers into her, into her, into her. 
 
    For a long moment she crested, spasmed, and cried out. Then she stopped and was motionless. 
 
    I gently untangled myself. Pulled back from her pussy. 
 
    “Oh, sweet heysoos,” she said, looking at me with heavy lidded eyes. “Where the fuck did you learn to do that?” 
 
    “Do what?” I realized that I had gone too far. I had shone her some of what I had learned from Sandy. 
 
    “Fuck like that. You’ve fingered me off before, but never like that!” 
 
    “I just got carried away,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Well, whatever, you better do that again. It’s pretty obvious we’ve been fucking all wrong.” 
 
    I helped her up, then we took a shower. Now that she was sexually relieved she was all giggly. She soaped my limp dick and even laughed at it and made fun of it. 
 
    “Oh, poor, little guy. Wants to fuck but just can’t get going.” 
 
    I laughed, too, but I wasn’t laughing that hard. I had gotten her off, but I still felt a sense of failure. I had failed to satisfy her with my dick. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry, honey,” she said, noticing my glumness. “Tomorrow is another day.” 
 
    And it was. So I smiled and cheered up. 
 
    We sat around that day, chatted and joked, and I felt so good seeing my wife all happy. The past few months, with that stupid yeast infection, and me keeping secrets, had been sort of rough. 
 
    But now, at least we had handled the yeast infection. And I knew, from past experience, that I would be able to get hard by tomorrow. Heck, maybe even by tonight. 
 
    That night Tanya invited Sandy over. We had a little barbecue, and it threatened to turn awkward. 
 
    I was cooking the meat, Tanya was in the kitchen tossing a salad, and Sandy came over and stood next to me. 
 
    “Did you fuck her? Limpy?” 
 
    I looked at her. This was something new. We had our big secret, but we never talked about it when Tanya was home. 
 
    “We shouldn’t talk about this.” 
 
    She smiled. “I shouldn’t tell her how you like to dress like a sissy and take it up the butt?” 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Hey!” 
 
    She just laughed. “Maybe next time I’ll leave the chastity tube on you. Let you explain that to her.” 
 
    “Sandy, what is…” 
 
    Tanya came out with the salad. Tanya grabbed a couple of bowls out of her hands to help her. She smiled at me, all innocent. 
 
    What the hell had happened? Sure, she had a streak of mean, but she had never— 
 
    “You all right, honey?” asked Tanya, putting the salad down on the table. “You look a million miles away.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I snapped back into present time. “I was just thinking about work.” 
 
    “How is it working at home?” asked Sandy, all smiles. 
 
    “Oh, great. I produce more and work less. The company loves it.” 
 
    Tanya touched my arm, hugged me, then went back into the kitchen. 
 
    “I wonder what the company would think if they could see you all dolled up,” mused Sandy. 
 
    “What’s going on? Why are you acting like this?” 
 
    “I just think maybe you should come clean, stop living a double life.” Yet, she obviously didn’t. The expression on her face, her laughter, she was just mocking me. Cruelly. 
 
    “Here go, honey,” Tanya came out and handed me a drink. 
 
    Good. I needed one. 
 
    So we ate, and chatted, and, thank God, Sandy backed off. There were still innuendos that only I would get, but it wasn’t delivered meanly. 
 
    Finally, I said, “I have to check my email. You ladies excuse me?” 
 
    I was excused, and I went into the computer room. I powered up the computer, checked my mail, and was about to log off when… 
 
    DING! 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
      
 
    Oh, my God! The mystery Messenger didn’t usually send me anything when Tanya was home! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t talk. 
 
    My wife is home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You better talk. 
 
    Or else. 
 
      
 
    Oh, God! I was stuck now! I turned my chair and listened for the sound of approaching footsteps. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to say you love me. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I love you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    That was so hurried. 
 
    It didn’t feel like you meant it. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I meant it. 
 
    I love you more than life itself. 
 
    I wish we could be together. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, I heard footsteps. “Honey?” Tanya was coming to the computer room! 
 
    I pulled the browser window so only a piece of it showed, the larger portion was hidden off screen.  
 
    “In here,” I called, and she rounded the corner into the room. 
 
    “Are you going to be a while?” 
 
    “It looks like. Sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m going to walk over to Sandy’s. 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Oh, some program.” 
 
    “Sounded like a message.” 
 
    “Probably. I’ve got a couple of conversations going on.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Better get to them, then.” She kissed me quick. 
 
    DING! 
 
     “They sound anxious.” 
 
    “They always do. See you later.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She left, and I heaved a sigh of relief. I waited a minute, then pulled the window back onto the computer. 
 
      
 
    I’d love to be together. 
 
      
 
    You know what I’d like more? 
 
      
 
    I’d like you to put your butt plug in. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t right now. 
 
    My wife is home. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put it in now. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I can’t! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Then take a picture of it. 
 
      
 
    Oh, my God! My mind felt like a wrapping paper the day after Xmas.  
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Or else! 
 
      
 
    Oh, Heysoos Xristo! I looked around. The plug was in the garage, in the box on the shelf. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this was happening. The Mystery Messenger had never done something like this before. She had messaged me while Tanya was home, but this…this butt plug thing… 
 
    I ran through the house, into the garage, got the box down and found the plug and some lubricant. I glanced out the window and saw Sandy’s house. I could see the girl’s shadows on the drapes in one of the back rooms. I realized it was my room! Fuck! 
 
    Then I calmed down. So what if it was a girl’s room. Sandy would never tell her what was happening. 
 
    I ran back to the computer room. I dropped my drawers, lubed quick, then bent over, stuck the plug in, and took a picture. I loaded it to my computer, attached it, and sent it. 
 
    A couple of seconds later: 
 
    Nice! 
 
    Now put on your lingerie. 
 
    Picture. 
 
      
 
    Oh, My. Fucking. God! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait. 
 
      
 
    I ran back out to the garage. I ripped some panties and a bra out of the box. Through the window I could see the lights on in Sandy’s room. Good, they were in a hen chat. Let them talk for hours. 
 
    I ran back, stripped my clothes off, pulled on the panties and put the bra on. A picture. An upload. A send. Fuck! 
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a dress. 
 
      
 
    No! No! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
      
 
    Back to the garage. Across the empty lot I could see the lights in Sandy’s house. They were still talking. 
 
    I grabbed my old dress and ran back. I pulled the dress on. By standing on my tip toes I could see Sandy’s house. Nothing was stirring. 
 
    I clicked a pic, uploaded and attached it. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    NO! NO! My mind felt like it was shattering in slow motion. I was trying to figure out how fast I could get out of this stuff if Tanya and Sandy came back. 
 
      
 
    I ran into  my room, grabbed a tube of lipstick and rolled it over my lips. Shades of Alexandria. What the hell was going on with the Mystery Messenger? She had never done anything like this before! 
 
    I took a picture as I ran back into my computer room, uploaded and sent. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Beautiful. 
 
    High heels. 
 
      
 
    I ran back to the garage. I took out my old high heels. The lights were still on at Sandy’s. I put the heels on and ran back through the house. I took a picture and sent it. 
 
    I was now gasping, out of breath, and ready to collapse. And I heard…VOICES! 
 
    OHMYGOD! Sandy andTanya were coming up the walk! 
 
    I looked frantically around. There was no time for me to take anything off. I looked at the computer, all the messages. I reached over and pulled the plug. The machine died a quick death. 
 
    I ran for the door, my heels were trying to click, but I bent my knees forward and tried to keep the heels up. I partially succeeded, but I could still hear the occasional skittering of heel as I ran. I made it to the foyer, and froze. 
 
    “I really enjoyed myself…” 
 
    “Traveling is fun, but…” 
 
    They were on the doorstep, talking, and I heard the latch click. 
 
    But I couldn’t go for the garage. They would see me through the kitchen window. And I couldn’t…where could I…I…I ran for the back sliding window. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    “HEY! Stop!” 
 
    I wasn’t going to stop. I ran out the door and turned into the darkness.  
 
    “It’s an intruder!” 
 
    “Where’s Alex?” 
 
    I ran across the back lawn, and the butt plug made me uncoordinated. I stumbled and almost fell. I reached the fence bordering the empty lot as Sandy and Tanya reached the window. 
 
    “There she is!” 
 
    I climbed over the fence, nearly falling. My dress split a little bit as my legs opened up. I ran. Behind me I heard them yelling. 
 
    “I’ll get Alex’s gun!” 
 
    “Call the police!” 
 
    I ran across the empty lot in high heels. I didn’t have time to take them off and carry them. So I ran, my ankles nearly twisting several times. In addition, the butt plug was feeling awfully big. I peered back at my house. The front door opened. 
 
    “There she goes!” 
 
    I jumped the fence into Sandy’s back yard, when I landed the butt plug jarred in my asshole. I groaned. I heard sounds of pursuit. 
 
    I ran to Sandy’s patio door and, thank God, it was unlocked. 
 
    I ran through the house to the foyer closet. I heard voices, and knew the girls were pursuing me. I opened the door, shut it quickly, then opened the secret door. I ran down the stairs, the butt plug rubbing around inside me, turning me on even as I ran for my life. I reached the dungeon and stood next to the St. Andrew’s Cross. I was shaking with fright. 
 
    I heard the front door open. Voices talking fast. Oh, crap! 
 
    But they didn’t come down the stairs. Still, I ran into the next room and hid. 
 
    Nothing happened. I waited. Voices faded. 
 
    Finally, I heard the sound of feet descending the hidden stairs to the dungeon. 
 
    At the same time I heard the outside doors to the basement being opened. 
 
    I ran back into the dungeon, and Sandy stared at me. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” she hissed. 
 
    “I didn’t know where to go!” 
 
    We heard Tanya coming down the stairs from the back entrance. “Sandy? There’s a light on down here!” 
 
    I looked around desperately. 
 
    “Quick, get on the cross! I’ll cover your face!” 
 
    There was no time to make it to the stairs, so I stepped onto the cross. Quickly, Sandy strapped my wrists and ankles down, then she grabbed a paper sack and put it over my head. Just in time. 
 
    “Sandy? What…oh my gosh…what is this?” 
 
    I listened from under the paper bag. My heart was pounding. 
 
    Sandy said, “I guess you never knew about my hobby. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    Oh, heysoos! Oh, God! I was faint with fright. 
 
    “It’s my latest boy toy.” 
 
    “But it’s a girl!” 
 
    “No, it’s not. Got a dick and everything.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I heard Tanya’s voice come closer. 
 
    “Really. Want to see.” 
 
    Tanya giggled. “Sure.” 
 
    I felt Sandy lift my dress and then she pulled down my panties. My dick stuck out. Just the shaft, the balls were caught on the lip of the undies. And that was good. If Tanya saw my whole package she might recognize me. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Look at it! Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Charley doesn’t mind. Do you, Charley?” 
 
    “Unh unh.” I tried to make my voice lower, and the bag helped muffle it. 
 
    I felt Tanya’s hands grip me. Shake me. She laughed, “It’s just like Alex’s.” 
 
    “Hey, you see one dick you’ve seen them all.” 
 
    “So what do you do with these guys?” 
 
    “Oh, I put them in chastity, and I spank them. Sometimes I butt fuck them.” 
 
    “Really?” There was awe in Tanya’s voice. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Let me see! I mean, is it okay with…with Charley?” 
 
    “Oh, everything’s fine with Charley. You can do anything to him.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Sure. You want to spank him? Here’s a paddle.” 
 
    A moment, then I felt a tentative spank. Not a WISSS SMACK, but a swish splat. 
 
    The butt plug jiggled inside me. It hurt, but in a pleasant way. I groaned. 
 
    “Not like that. You have to really give it to him, or he won’t be happy. Here.” Sandy took the paddle. The wind up, the pitch. 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I yelled. I didn’t disguise my voice, but Tanya had never heard me yell like that, so I was safe. 
 
    “Wow! Here, gimme.” 
 
    A moment later… 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I started crying under the sack. The butt plug was enhancing the sensations. 
 
    “Try a few more.” 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh, man, this is fun!” 
 
    “It’s a great stress reliever. You should try it with Alex.” 
 
    “Alex? Mr. Stick in the Mud Bore Me to Tears Alex?” 
 
    What? 
 
    “He’d freak if I ever did this to him.” 
 
    “Well, then you’d better get your jollies right here and now, before you have to go back to Alex.” 
 
    “Say, what do you think happened to Alex?” 
 
    “Probably walked to the store. Went to get a candy bar.” 
 
    “Well, I wish we had caught that intruder. I still think I should call the police.” 
 
    “Nah. Whoever it was is gone.” 
 
    “Okay. Can I spank him, or her, some more?” 
 
    “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    WISSS 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I was sobbing now. 
 
    “He’s crying.” 
 
    “Isn’t that cute?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, in a way. But…” 
 
    “Look, girlfriend. Men are dogs, and they need to be beaten or they forget their place. You really should think about doing this with Alex.” 
 
    Tanya laughed. “What else does Charley do?” 
 
    “Well, we could lock him up. Put a chastity tube on him.” 
 
    “He looks pretty big for that.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    Hands grabbed my cock then. I snuffled back my tears and felt cool hands slither up and down my cock. 
 
    “Boy, he sure is hard. And he’s bigger than Alex. Can I make him cum?” 
 
    “Probably not. I just drained him this morning. He’s empty.” 
 
    “Drained?” 
 
    “I put a special prostate massager up his butt sand make him squirt out all his semen. He doesn’t get to cum, but he’s empty, unable to get hard.” 
 
    “Gosh, when I did it with Alex this afternoon he wasn’t able to get hard.” 
 
    “Well, that can happen, maybe somebody drained him.” 
 
    Sandy giggled. “Drained Alex? Put a thing up his ass and make him cum? Not a chance. Alex is the original tight ass. He won’t let anybody touch him down there.” 
 
    Sandy chuckled. “Some men are like that. Uptight pricks is what I call them.” 
 
    “Could we put something up Charley’s ass?” 
 
    “Sure. You’d like that, right Charley?” 
 
    “Mmmph!” I acknowledged. But I already had a plug up my butt. 
 
    Sandy pulled down my panties and stopped. “Oops. Charley showed up already stoppered. Charley! You bad boy!” 
 
    She swatted me, and my knees buckled, but the cross held me up. 
 
    “Really? Let me see!” 
 
    Tanya spread my cheeks and stared at the butt plug. “Oh, my gosh. Look at that!” 
 
    “Go on, wiggle it. See what he does.” 
 
    Tanya grabbed the end of the butt plug and lifted it a little. 
 
    “Not like that. Like this.” 
 
    The girls changed hands and Sandy gave a mighty lift. 
 
    “AHHH!” I tried to crawl up the cross, my butt tilted. And yet…there was pleasure in that hurt. 
 
    Then she corkscrewed it a bit, winding it around and around, like she was winding a wind up toy. 
 
    Tanya giggled. “Let me try.” 
 
    She grabbed the plug and began jerking it. Little motions that made me twitch and jerk. Then she pushed it one way, then the other. I tried to roll my ass from side to side. 
 
    Look how hard his dick is getting. 
 
    The girls stood on each side of me. Tanya working the butt plug, and I drooled pre-cum all over the floor. They laughed and stroked my dick, and I got closer and closer, but I was still empty. I could get hard, but not cum. 
 
    “Say, would you like to fuck him?” 
 
    “Fuck him? But I don’t have a dick!” 
 
    “I do. I have a strap on, a big one. You could fuck the shit out of Charley and he would do nothing but love you for it.” 
 
    “Well, I guess…okay.” 
 
    “Here, put this on.” 
 
    I heard the sound of clothes slithering, then it sounded like the harness was being buckled. 
 
    Tanya pulled the plug out of me. 
 
    “Oh!” I groaned, suddenly feeling empty. 
 
    “You sure he won’t mind this?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Charley loves to take it up the butt, don’t you, Charley?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I tried to make my voice not like my own. 
 
    “Well, okay, how do I do this.” 
 
    “Well, let’s lube him up some more. He’s big enough, Charley has a huge asshole, you could drive a truck up there. But it still takes a little lube. 
 
    They put lube on me, all four hands, and they worked lube into my hole. 
 
    I felt Tanya move forward and then I felt the tip of Tanya’s big, fake dick touching my brown star. 
 
    I groaned, more in fright than anticipation, and tried to scoot my butt forward. There was nowhere to go, however. 
 
    “Here you go, Charley.” Tanya began to move forward. I felt the dick, bigger than a butt plug, and no flare, slip inside me. 
 
    It took my breath away. It rubbed every nerve in my asshole and I immediately felt warmth wash over me. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I mumbled, forgetting to make my voice sound like something else. 
 
    Then Tanya was all the way into me. 
 
    She pulled back, and I felt the nerves being excited. 
 
    My dick felt like an iron rod, and she pushed in again. 
 
    “NNNN!” 
 
    “GAHHH!” 
 
    “OHHHH!” 
 
    “He really does like it, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “It’s what he’s always wanted.” 
 
    For the next few minutes Tanya sawed in and out. Sandy came around to the front and handled my balls, then sucked my cock. 
 
    “OHHHH!” I kept moaning and moaning. I was out of my mind with the sheer sensation of pleasure. 
 
    For a long minute Tanya fucked me, then she slowly pulled out. “That is hot. I need to do this more.” 
 
    “I told you, do Alex. He’ll like it, and you’d be doing him a favor.” 
 
    Tanya laughed. “Alex? He’s too manly for this.” 
 
    “But you told me he couldn’t get it up. That’s a sure sign that he’s a sissy.” 
 
    “Alex, a sissy? I wish.” 
 
    “Hey, hold out hope, girlfriend, there’s always hope. You want to see some home movies?” 
 
    “Of this kind of stuff? Sure!” 
 
    Movies, and my heart suddenly dropped. Sandy wasn’t going to…she wouldn’t show my movie! Would she? 
 
    I heard the sounds of two folding chairs being opened. Then the sound of a clicker…the clicker for the big screen TV I had installed for Sandy. 
 
    “Here we go,” said Sandy.  
 
    I heard a movie start up, and I quickly realized it was…my movie. Sandy was showing Tanya the movie we had made! 
 
    ‘… say hello to Tanya.’ 
 
     ‘Hello, Tanya.’ 
 
    ‘Now talk to her.’ 
 
    “Oh, my God! That’s…that’s…is that…?” 
 
    She recognized me, and little tears trickled out of my eyes.  
 
    “Quiet, watch…” 
 
    Then there was silence, except for occasional exclamations of surprise as I was abused. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. And I listened as: 
 
    ‘Tanya, I love you more than life itself. I’m sorry I’m such a pervert, and I hope you’ll listen when we finally talk to each other and I can explain about all this. Please, honey. I love you.’ 
 
    Tears crawled out of my eyes, slid down my cheeks, and made the bottom of the bag soggy. 
 
    The movie droned on and on, and I heard it, and was totally and utterly devastated.              Finally, the end, where I asked to never be allowed to cum again. 
 
    Then it was over. I hung on the cross, devastated. Destroyed. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Then Sandy asked Tanya: “What do you think?” 
 
    “I wish he was right here. Standing in front of me.” 
 
    “You get your wish, girlfriend.” Sandy pulled the bag off my face. I blinked in the bright light, my heart near popped from panic, and the two girls, Tanya and Sandy, were right in front of me. They both yelled together: “SURPRISE!” 
 
    Dully, I wondered why they both were grinning. Then I fainted. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I was sitting at the dining room table. Sandy was working on my face. I was already in dress and nylons, and my tits were glued on hard. And they were so big. 
 
    “So you knew the whole time.” 
 
    “Right from the start, lover.” Tanya was working on my nails. “Sandy and I thought it all up all by ourselves.” 
 
    “But…where did you get the idea?” 
 
    “Well, do you remember a time, several months ago, when I asked you if it was fun staying home alone while I went traveling?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you said it was boring? That you missed me? That you wished for a little excitement?” 
 
    I grunted. “A little excitement.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “So I was talking to Sandy about it, and ideas just started to roll around, and she said she wanted a dungeon, and I told her you could build one, and she said she could make sure you weren’t bored.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I whispered. 
 
    “Hold still,” admonished Sandy, working on my eye shadow. 
 
    “Well, before we knew it, the whole thing just sort of spiraled out of control. Sandy didn’t know where to stop, and you were easy, and I thought it was hilarious.” 
 
    “And you were the Mystery Messenger. Sitting back and spinning your evil web.” 
 
    “Guilty. But, you have to admit, it didn’t take much spinning.” 
 
    “No, it didn’t,” I said, abashed. Then: “But you talked to me, as the Mystery Messenger, when you were home!” 
 
    “I thought that was funny,” chimed in Sandy. “She was on her ipad, and you were right in the next room.” 
 
    “And we really set you up tonight. I was on the ipad, and you had to get dressed…” 
 
    “And then you showed up. God, was I scared.” 
 
    “But not bored.” 
 
    “No. Not bored. Never again. But…did you really have a yeast infection?” 
 
    “The first week. but those things don’t last long.” 
 
    “So for the last few months you could have…” 
 
    “I learned to get myself off. Sandy gave me a dildo and told me to have fun.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I was stunned at how they had put it over on me. It was the biggest ‘gotcha’ I had ever experienced, even heard of. 
 
    They finished working on me. Tanya put my wig on my head and we walked into the foyer and looked at the mirror. 
 
    Three woman, large breasts. Made up and ready to go out on the town. Except we weren’t going out. 
 
    “There you go, girlfriend,” said Sandy, and there was a bit of enviousness in her voice. “Take him home and find out what it’s like to fuck a woman. Heck, he might even be able to squirt.” 
 
    “I hope so.” Tanya linked her arm in mine and Sandy opened the front door. 
 
    “And don’t forget, my dungeon is your dungeon…” 
 
    “As long as I share my slave boy.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    We walked out the door, and Sandy closed it behind us. As we walked home Tanya hugged my arm and said, “Two bitches, twice the teasing. How’s that chastity tube feel?” 
 
    “Getting tighter all the time.” The electric buzz of energy was starting up in me. 
 
    “You realize that we’re not going to let you cum, probably not for a long time.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
 
    “Good. Are you looking forward to cleaning our houses? Waiting on us hand and foot?” 
 
    I said the only thing I could say, “Yes.” 
 
    My secret had finally been revealed. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    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: 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    Do you have all five bundles of… 
 
    THE 21 STORY COLLECTIONS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    each bundle has 
 
    21 steamy five star stories  
 
    All focusing on Feminization and Female Domination! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Do you have all four bundles of 
 
    THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD? 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    each bundle has 
 
    15 steamy five star stories 
 
    PLUS a complete novel! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    The Best of Grace Mansfield 
 
    

  

 
   
    Were the stories too short? 
 
    Didn’t want them to end? 
 
    Then try on our… 
 
      
 
    FULL LENGTH NOVELS! 
 
      
 
    SCROLL DOWN FOR NOVELS! 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: sisridebook cov use.jpg] 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Changed cov use.jpg] 
 
    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! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    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 
 
    The Big Tease! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: fem games cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
 
      
 
    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties! 
 
    A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men! 
 
      
 
    Femwood Mansion! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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.

  

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

  

 
   
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    BUT… 
 
    if you want save money 
 
    check out the following link… 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money 
 
    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. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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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. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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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 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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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 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Plus: The Omnibus of Feminization 
 
    The Big Book of Feminization! 
 
    6 volumes, over 40 stories, over 400,000 words![image: Image] 
 
    Everything is at 
 
    GROPPER PRESS

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    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! 
 
    So get in on the fun, 
 
    head over to… 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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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. 
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized 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. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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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? 
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Best of Grace Mansfield ~ Vol 4!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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