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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Frank Rutherford, you have been brought before this tribunal to be judged for the crimes you have committed against women kind.” 
 
    Frank stood in the center of the hall. He was in a cone of light, and his naked body shivered. 
 
    The hall was built of polished wood, like a regular court would be. The wood was polished, the grains aligned, and it faded out as his vision reached the edge of the cone of light. Beyond the light were shadows and shapes. 
 
    Except for the three women sitting on the high dais in front of him. They were illuminated, and they sat, regal in robes, austere in attitude, and looked down upon him. 
 
    Frank was a healthy specimen of a man. He was five foot nine with mid-length hair. His muscles were nicely shaped and he gave the impression of strength. His face was oval, his lips a bit petulant, and his eyes confused and wondering. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” he blustered, trying to overcome his fright. 
 
    The three women gazed down upon him. They were all naked and one was a blonde, was brunette and one was red headed. Their bodies were lush, ripe with curve, full with sexual possibilities. 
 
    Frank would have had a boner, if it wasn’t for his prison. 
 
    His prison was a tube around his package. His manhood was firmly encased, unable even to get hard, and even his testicles were inside see through globes. It was as if his cock and balls were frozen in ice, except it wasn’t ice that was keeping him quiet and compliant, it was electricity. 
 
    A tall woman, with a full and statuesque body, hair done up in a top knot and wearing severe make up, stood behind him. She was the bailiff, or the sergeant at arms, or whatever else they might call a guard in this place. She was holding what looked like a miniature TV remote, but it wasn’t connected to a TV. A simple press on a red button and Frank would be instantly brought to his knees. Pain shooting through his groin, his package feeling like it had been boiled in oil and slapped with a ping pong paddle at the same time. 
 
    It hadn’t taken many shocks before he had stopped resisting and started following directions. 
 
    “You can’t just kidnap some guy off the street and…and…do what you’re doing.” 
 
    He protested, but he was confused. They had kidnapped him, and they were doing things to him, but he didn’t know what they planned to do to him. 
 
    Why was this happening to him? 
 
    The three ‘judges’ conferred briefly, and as they talked Frank’s mind went back to the night before. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby,” Frank poured Penny a drink. She was already high, and she never noticed the roofie he slipped into her glass.  
 
    He swirled it, helped the pill he had crushed into powder dissolve, then handed her the drink with a big smile. 
 
    Penny was good looking. 21 years old, fresh out of college, and the body of a stripper. She had high breasts that made him gulp. She had a round butt that made him want to cup her cheeks and bury his face in her honeypot. Her face was like that of an angel, and, best of all, she was really into him. All of which made it easy to get her up to his place and prone to his advances. 
 
    Advances which, unfortunately for her, included drugs that would rob her of mind and spirit. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Frank smiled and took the glass out of her hand. 
 
    She was just sitting there, staring into space, not even wondering what was happening. 
 
    “Baby,” Frank whispered into her ear, lifting the wisps of find blonde and kissing the lobe, “You really dig me.” 
 
    “I…” she moved her head around, sort of faced him, trying to figure out what was happening. “I really…like you.” 
 
    She sounded confused, puzzled. She did like him, he was handsome and witty, and a gentlemen, but…but it was like she hadn’t planned to say this to him. This was a first date and…and she didn’t know what she had planned to say. But telling a man that she really liked him on the first date…that was a bit more than she had wanted to say. 
 
    “I bet you really want to kiss me, don’t you?” 
 
    He was in front of her, his face took up her world, and his lips were right there. She found herself leaning forward, then their lips met. 
 
    Soft, warm, tasting her lipstick, licking her lips, sticking his tongue in her mouth. 
 
    She felt, as if in some far off land, a bit of revulsion. She liked kissing, but this was…this was more…it was too fast. Why was she doing this so easily? 
 
    Frank, fondled her breasts, ignoring the way she twitched, as if she didn’t want him to. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Yes, you do. Say you do.” 
 
    “I like this.” Her voice was a whisper. Things inside her were telling her no. But it was like she was falling down a big, long tube, and he was right in front of her, calling, beckoning, and his hands were all over her. 
 
    She felt like a clay sculpture, being shaped by his greedy hands. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered at one point. “No…no.” 
 
    “I don’t like that word,” Frank said, a smirky grin curling over his mouth. “Don’t say it again. Don’t even think it again.” 
 
    “I…won’t.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now tell me how badly you need me.” 
 
    The circuits of her mind sputtering and fitzing, she heard herself say, “I like you, Frank.” True. At least she had, before she felt…weak and sick. Before she started doing things and not knowing why. Things she wouldn’t normally do. 
 
    “And how much do you need me?” 
 
    “I…need…you.” Something was wrong…wrong…wrong. 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “Badly. I need you badly.” 
 
    “You need to show me how badly.” 
 
    “What…but…how…I don’t…” 
 
    “You need to show me by taking off your clothes.” 
 
    “My clothes.” a statement of fact. Inwardly a shriek of protest. 
 
    “Yes, your clothes. Take off your clothes. I’ve got something for you.” 
 
    “I…” tears were coming out of her eyes, but she couldn’t stop to take notice of them. She had to take off her clothes. She had to…she had to. 
 
    She took off her blouse. Her breasts were revealed, large, soft, white. She wasn’t an experienced girl, she had only been with a few men, and none of them had defiled her like this. 
 
    Yes, they had felt her, and she had liked the feel of their hands on her chest, cupping her womanliness, sliding their thumbs over her nipples. 
 
    But she hadn’t done more than that. She was innocent, and didn’t understand that that innocence was like a magnet for men like Frank. 
 
    “Beautiful,” said Frank. “You have wonderful breasts.” He kissed them, cupped them, felt them. His hands were rough, and he paid no attention to any sign of discomfort Penny might evince. 
 
    Penny was sobbing now, but firmly under the control of the drug. It was like she knew, and understood, but from far away. She could only sit there, helpless, and do what she was told. 
 
    He kissed her, bruising her mouth with his. He reached down to her groin and squeezed her. Hard. She gave a yelp, but couldn’t do anything more. 
 
    “Take off your skirt.” he commanded, growing in confidence, become more matter of factly brutal. 
 
    She undid the button and the zipper, the skirt slid off her smooth thighs, and Frank marveled at her perfection. 
 
    In his mind she was a prick teaser, and she deserved what she got. And he intended to be the one to teach her a lesson. 
 
    “Now your underpants…” 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Frank dumped Penny in front of a club. It was a rough biker bar. He had told her to go in and have a drink and forget about everything that had happened. 
 
    As he drove away he saw her stumbling towards the entrance. Her mouth was red with smeared kissing, her hair was tousled from being used as a handle. Her clothes were askew on her body. 
 
    But she walked into the bar and that was fine with him. Let the bikers take care of the bitch. 
 
    Laughing, entirely pleased with himself, he drove home. 
 
      
 
    Five in the morning, two hours after dropping Penny off, he was awakened by a punch to the gut. 
 
    He curled around his belly and tried to breath, not understanding what was happening, barely registering that he was still in his own bed, naked, and several big shapes were standing over him. 
 
    “Punch him again,” said one of the big shapes. 
 
    A smaller shape came forth, but not smaller. And this shape resolved to his tear curtained vision as…a woman! Tall, statuesque, hair in a topknot and… 
 
    “No.” He’s done,” she said, as she leaned over him. 
 
    He was aware of her large breasts. Even in pain, barely recovering the ability to gulp air down, he was aware of her very feminine shape. 
 
    She was doing something to him, to his manhood. She had a hold of him and she was… 
 
    “He wasn’t much, was he?” said one of the figures. Frank’s vision resolved further and he could tell that the guy was a biker. Big, tall, more muscles than a gorilla, a beard that was big and square and glittering eyes that showed no patience or forgiveness. 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    He tried to push the woman’s hands away, but she brushed him off. “Hold his hands.” 
 
    Two big shadows moved in. He could smell motor oil and leather, beer and sweat. 
 
    The woman fastened something around his junk and he heard a  
 
      
 
    Click! 
 
      
 
    “Hey, what…” he was trying to struggle, but his muscles were crafted by machine. Pretty to look at, but not really much in a real contest. 
 
    The two bikers holding him had work toughened muscles. They held him with no difficulty. 
 
    The woman stood back. “Okay, let him go.” 
 
    The bikers moved back. Showing from the depths of their beards were smirky, knowing kinds of grins. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Frank said, getting out of his bed. Naked. Something on his cock and balls. Something tight. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Frank Rutherford. I am arresting you in the name of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. You have been charged with crimes against womankind. I will be taking you to a place of incarceration where you will await trial and judgement. 
 
    “The fuck you say, you dumb bit—“ 
 
    From somewhere far away he heard a ZZZZing sound. And his body curled into a ball and fell on the floor. His groin felt like a king kong had just kicked his balls for a field goal. 
 
    The two bikers snickered. 
 
    The woman said nothing, just waited. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    One of the bikers grabbed him by the arm and lifted. He couldn’t resist. Every muscle in his body was complaining. Every fiber of his being felt like it had been slammed by a sledge hammer. 
 
    Wobbly, he stood. The biker steadied him. Suddenly he didn’t care about being naked. He just cared about living. So much pain, delivered right to his scrotum…what the fuck had happened? 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” said the woman. “Resistance has no reward. Come with me.” 
 
    The woman turned and walked out. 
 
    The biker whispered to him in a grating voice, “I suggest you follow her, slick. Unless you want her to fry your balls again.” 
 
    Frank took a step, then came to himself enough to not take another step. 
 
    The woman was standing outside his apartment, waiting. At his balk she lifted a hand, pressed her thumb on a little remote type thing in her hand, and… 
 
    “Gah!” Frank managed to grunt as his balls exploded into pain. He dropped to the floor, curled around himself again, and tried to figure out what was happening. 
 
    His balls felt like somebody had electrified them. He could imagine them smoking, the sensation was so real. 
 
    “Help him up.” 
 
    Now Frank didn’t want to get up. He just wanted to lie there, a helpless puddle of pain, but two sets of hands grabbed his biceps and lifted him. 
 
    He stood, wavering, and his thought process started up just enough to realize that she was doing it. The woman was pulling the trigger, and that thing she had put on his groin was delivering the pain, and…and he better do what she said. 
 
    “‘Kay. Okay. I…let me…” 
 
    He stumbled forward. He stepped through the door and the woman was already half way to the stairs. 
 
    Like a colt with drunken legs he staggered down the hallway. Recovery was slow, but walking was helping. But it was so painful. 
 
    He came to the top of the stairs and she was already at the bottom, watching him, waiting. 
 
    He started to take a step, and began to fall. The bikers grabbed him and helped him navigate the stairs. 
 
    His legs stumped down the steps like they were prosthetics. 
 
    He reached the bottom, and the woman was waiting at the front door to his apartment. 
 
    He reached the door, and she was waiting by a black van with an open door. 
 
    He looked out at the world, he was naked. The sun was just starting to lighten the world. 
 
    “My clothes,” he managed to say. 
 
    She lifted the remote and he stumbled out into the city morning. He could hear a garbage truck grinding its load on the next street. He caught glimpses of car headlights, not yet turned off, whizzing by on the far side street. 
 
    His bare feet went over the cement, finally feeling the surface he was walking on. 
 
    The woman stood back and he climbed into the van. The door shut and he was in darkness. 
 
      
 
    And opened. Just a few minutes had passed, but the sunlight was already brighter. It splashed into his eyes and made him blink. 
 
    He was sitting on the floor in the back. Two of the bikers were gone, there was one left, the driver, and the woman, who had sat in the passenger seat. Now she was standing to the side of the sliding door. 
 
    “Get out,” she said, conversationally. 
 
    He was starting to recover. Still weak, his muscles felt a little noodle-ish, he climbed out of the van. 
 
    They were in front of a big block or a warehouse. They were in. shabby section of town, but the warehouse didn’t look rundown. Windows had been upgraded and were shiny clean. There were no broken boards or missing bricks. The doors were modern and had been painted a dull red.  
 
    “Go to the door.” 
 
    He walked gingerly. Though the parking lot was new asphalt, he was still in bare feet. And naked. He walked, and risked asking, “Can I get some clothes?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    There was a pad next to the door, but she ignored it. There was a camera over the door, and somebody inside doubtless pressed a button and the door swung in noiselessly.  
 
    Inside the warehouse it was cool, but not cold. Apparently there was a controlled environment. 
 
    They walked through a small room and down a long corridor. They reached a door and and it swung back. Frank entered. 
 
    The woman smiled wanly, and closed the door. A very firm ‘click’ told Frank there was a major locking mechanism in play. 
 
      
 
    It was cool in the room, and there was no furniture. No windows. Nothing but the fresh paint on the walls and an overhead vent through which blew cold air. 
 
    Frank was tired. He had had two hours sleep, been shocked twice, and wanted to sleep. 
 
    But he was also wired. 
 
    He sat down in a corner, away from the vent, and put his head back. What the fuck was happening? Why was he brought to— 
 
    Click. 
 
    He looked up as the door opened. The same woman was there, holding the remote. She was wearing the same black cat suit, had the same smiling but slightly disdainful look on her face. 
 
    She stepped into the room and another woman entered. Dressed in white. Good figure under the uniform. A pleasant and even compassionate face. This one was a nurse, or maybe a doctor. She held a small black kit. 
 
    “I’m going to be drawing blood. I suggest you let me, Janey is pretty quick on the trigger.” 
 
    The guard, who now had a name, smiled, just the corners of her mouth going up. 
 
    The woman knelt next to Frank and inserted a needle. He watched as the blood slipped out of him. 
 
    “Why am I here?” 
 
    She just glanced at him. It was hard to tell whether she even knew.  
 
    She took out the needle, packed the sample in her kit, put a bandaid on his arm, and left. 
 
    The ‘guard’ did, too. 
 
    Frank sat in the corner. Tired, wired, his head back against the wall. He sat there for a long time, then drifted into a nervous sleep. 
 
      
 
    And awoke to the sound of the door being opened, and the tall blonde to the big room and a cone of light where three judgmental woman stared down at him. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, we have reason to believe you have committed crimes against womankind. We have specific complaint and there is ample evidence. How do you plead.” 
 
    “I want a lawyer.” 
 
    The blonde judge cleared her throat. “Mr. Rutherford, we are not your normal court, playing games and looking for loopholes. We have no vested interest in money, nor politics to play. We care only for the truth.” 
 
    “Well, the truth is that you crazies have kidnapped me, against my will,” a bit redundant there, but what the heck. He was building a head of steam up. “You’ve brought me here, shocked my fucking nuts, and imprisoned me against my will. I don’t want just a lawyer, I want a cop! I want a whole bunch of cops. Lady, when I get through with you I will own you!” 
 
    “Your statements have been noted, Mr. Rutherford. And, for your information, we are not associated with the laws and politics of your normal world. We are not bound by your silly and often contradictory laws. We have our own laws, and we do our own enforcement. You are being held accountable for your actions of the last 24 hours. Justice will be swift, you won’t be able to make a deal or plead for mercy. Now, how do you plead?” 
 
    “I plead the fifth. You can’t make me speak. You can’t force a confession out of me with your fucking cattle prod bitch back there.” 
 
    The redhead spoke now. She had a high and pleasant. voice, but, again, a no nonsense attitude. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, your testicles will not be shocked for speaking. Shocking is only for enforcing compliance. You are free to speak. You may say anything you like.” 
 
    Frank stood for a long moment. He figured the bitch was lying, but he had to find out. Only one way to do that. 
 
    “You’re a fucking cunt!” he screamed. 
 
    Nothing. His balls were safe in the…the prison they were in. 
 
    The judges waited. 
 
    Okay, so maybe he could speak. He eyed the three ladies sourly. “So who are you, and by what right do you kidnap me and imprison me.” 
 
    The blonde again. “We have had you arrested to investigate allegations that you did give an illegal substance to one Penny Thornton. You have had no mistreatment, and you have only received the amount of force necessary to compel you to attend this trial. 
 
    Frank was casting about for things to say. He wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, he wasn’t a particularly knowledgable person when it came to the law. He did, however, latch on to one fact. 
 
    “You say I gave somebody a roofie, you say it’s an illegal substance, but who are you to say what is legal or illegal.” 
 
    The brunette spoke for the first time. “Your point is taken, Mr. Rutherford. A roofie is illegal in your system of laws. In our system it is illegal in that the chemical substance was used to abuse Ms Thornton. I would point out that you claim it was a roofie, and that point had not been stated. Thus, you are condemning yourself through knowledge of the drug, and therefore the crime.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    “How do you plead?” 
 
    Frank had nothing left. He snarled at them: “I’m innocent! I’m not fucking guilty!” 
 
    One of the judges bent her head, and Frank realized she was scribbling something, or maybe typing something. 
 
    The blonde said, “Very well. Your plea has been noted. Since you contest the charges we will now begin the trial.” 
 
    Frank snorted and folded his arms. 
 
    A woman came out of the shadows and placed a chair under the cone of light. Frank realized he was being allowed to sit, and he did so. 
 
    The redhead: “First witness.” 
 
    A light winked on to one side of Frank. It was a cone of light like the one he was under. In the center of the cone of light, sitting in a chair like the one he was sitting in, was Penny. 
 
    Frank’s heart sank, and he twisted to look at her with a sudden motion. 
 
    Penny was looking at him. Her lipstick was still smeared, but almost wiped off. Her hair was still mussed, but it looked like she had tried to comb it. Her clothes were shifted into the proper wearing position. 
 
    “Penny! Baby! Are you all right?” 
 
    Penny didn’t look at him. 
 
    “Ms Thornton, asked the redhead. “Please tell your story.” 
 
    Penny sniffed, but kept her head averted from Frank. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford has been contained…”  
 
    Man, say that again, thought Frank. 
 
    “…you have nothing to fear, and you may speak plainly.” 
 
    Penny snuffled a bit more, then began to timidly speak. “I met Frank a couple of days ago, and I thought he was a real gentleman…” 
 
    Frank smiled. This was going to be okay. 
 
    But when Penny reached the previous night he began to panic. 
 
    “I realized I had been drugged, and there was nothing I could do. I remember reading about roofies, and I sort of knew that was what I had been given, but I couldn’t not do what he told me to.” 
 
    “Penny…” 
 
    “The prisoner will not speak,” the blonde cut him off quickly. “If he interrupts he may be subject to penalties.” 
 
    Yeah, penalties like having my dick shocked off! 
 
    “Continue, Ms Thornton.” 
 
    “So he had me take my clothes off. I didn’t want to, but he would tell me to, and I just…did it. And whenever I tried to object he kept telling me how much I had to like him.” 
 
    The story went on and on, and Frank listened as she described how he had taken her on the couch, made her suck his dick, then put his penis in her. Repeatedly. 
 
    Finally, Frank had had enough. 
 
    “She’s lying!” he jumped up. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford—“ 
 
    “I swear, it’s the truth,” Penny was crying. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” He started for her. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He lay down on the floor, rather abruptly, and groaned. He felt like somebody had stepped on his balls, again and again and again, with size 16 golf shoes, with sharpened spikes. 
 
    He was aware, through the pain, that somebody had gone into Penny’s cone of light and given her a drink of water. Nobody came to him. He just lay there and groaned and held his plastic encasement. 
 
    Finally, the pain started to wane. He tried to sit up, and finally managed to make it. 
 
    He was sitting on the edge of the cone of light. Penny was sobbing softly in her cone of light, and shadows moved outside the cones. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. If you would please take your seat.” 
 
    Frank nodded. He rolled over and crawled back to his chair. He put his hand on the seat, went to his knees, then managed to give an effort that twisted him around and landed him on the chair. 
 
    He still held his package in one hand, and his vision was a bit blurry. 
 
    “We will tolerate no more outbursts, Mr. Rutherford.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” gulped Frank, waving a hand towards the high three judges. 
 
    “The witness will continue with her story.” 
 
    Penny continued. She told how she had been dropped off in front of. a bar. She described how the bikers had taken pity on her, and how one of the biker ‘mamas’ had called the Ladies’ Sissy society. When she was done the courtroom was silent. 
 
    Really, there wasn’t much more to say. Penny’s testimony had been heartfelt, and her demeanor was honest, and enhanced by her sobbing. 
 
    “Very well. We will take a ten minute break. Water for Mr. Rutherford, please.” 
 
    A bottle of water was handed to Frank, and he unscrewed the cap and drank. He had somewhat recovered from his latest shock, and though dazed, was looking around. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Rutherford,” it was the blonde judge. She was apparently in charge. Or at least in charge of speaking to him. “Records indicate you have been shocked three times. As you may have noticed, the electrical shocks build in intensity. You are cautioned to control yourself. You have reached the point where the shocks could result in permanent damage. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He wasn’t intending to jump up and do the cha cha anyway. 
 
    “Very well. We have heard from the first witness. Her testimony has been substantiated through an interview with a lie detector. Do you have any specific questions to ask Ms Thornton? Mr. Rutherford?” 
 
    Frank did. He was supposed to be able to say what he wanted. 
 
    His first question was: “How can you tell these lies about me?” 
 
    Penny started crying all over again. “I’m not lying. I swear it.” 
 
    “But what’s your proof?” He looked up at the judges, “This is just her word against mine?” 
 
    “We have seen the lie detector results,” said the redhead. “While this is not condemning by itself, there are other proofs. Would you like to hear the other proofs before continuing with your questions?” 
 
    “Yeah!” he spoke defiantly. “Yes. What’s her fucking proof?” 
 
    “Very well, we will examine medical reports for the night in question. The court will now hear from Doctor Anderson. 
 
    On the left of Frank another cone of light sprang into existence. The doctor who had drawn his blood was sitting on a chair. 
 
    Frank blinked. What the fuck was this? 
 
    “Dr. Anderson, would you read your first report?” 
 
    The doctor nodded, cleared her throat and opened a folder that was sitting in her lap. 
 
    “On the night of…” she rattled off the specifics of time and location, then got into the good stuff. 
 
    “Ms Thornton had been given flunitrazepam, a member of a class of tranquilizers sometimes referred to as Roofies.” 
 
    One of the judges asked, “Is this also known as Rohypnol.” 
 
    “Yes, your honor. The drug acts as suppressant, and people who take it are compelled to follow directions given to them. Further, it is also called a ‘forget me.’ People who take it are then compelled to follow the directions of the person who gave it to them, and don’t remember the incident afterwards.” 
 
    “How do you account for Ms Thornton remembering the incident?” 
 
    “Two things. First, she received aid from the motorcyclists quickly. And second, the drug was watered down, which would have reduced the effectiveness of the drug.” 
 
    “Very well. Mr. Rutherford? Do you have any questions at this point?” 
 
    “She’s just lying, that’s all.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Rutherford. Doctor Anderson, you have another report for us?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I took a blood sample from Mr. Rutherford. The result was negative.” 
 
    “Aha!” Frank started to jump up, then sat down quick. I didn’t want anymore shocks. 
 
    “However,” the doctor continued, “We found a vial of pills in Mr. Rutherford’s apartment. These pills were analyzed, and were a perfect match for the chemicals in Ms Thornton’s system. They were cut to the exact same percentages, and contained the exact same other ingredients. There is no doubt that this vial is where the pills that were given to Ms Thornton came from.” 
 
    “That is a…” Frank stopped and looked around at the tall guard. She had her hand up, was ready to press the remote, but as Frank seemed to have controlled herself, she held back. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford. I would caution you again to watch your outbursts.” She paused, and Frank straightened himself out in the chair and looked up at the three judges. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask the doctor any questions?” 
 
    “I don’t see as how I can. I mean, what she said…it’s all a pack of lies! I never gave Penny any drugs, and this bogus drug testing is just that…bogus.” 
 
    Very well. Dr. Anderson, you are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light winked out. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, would you like to ask any more questions of Ms. Thornton?” 
 
    Frank remembered seeing Law and Order SVU on TV. He remembered the court cases they usually finished up each episode with. 
 
    “Not at this time, your honor.”  
 
    He sounded so good he almost snickered, but he controlled himself. 
 
    “The next witness is Bradley Thompson.” 
 
    The light shining down on Penny winked out. A moment later it winked on, and the big biker with the beard was sitting in the chair. 
 
    “Mr. Thompson, would you tell us what happened at the bar known as the Golden Monkey last night? 
 
    Thompson nodded. “We wuz sittin’ around, doin’ shooters, and this babe walks in. Sorry, this girl walks in. She’s sure out of place. Nice lookin’ girl, but looked like she’d been roughed up—“ 
 
    “Can you clarify that statement…’roughed up?’ 
 
    “Yeah. Her clothes wasn’t on straight, and she was acting stupid and crying.” 
 
    “And what happened then?” 
 
    “Galoshes, that’s my wing mate, he brung her over to us and we helped her out. One of our girls took her to the bathroom, and another of our girls called you guys. Heck, I didn’t even know about you guys. I never heard of the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Are you going to cut off his nuts?” 
 
    Frank gasped. His nuts cut off? Castrated? His best friend severed and…and… 
 
    “As an interested party you will be apprised of the verdict. Please continue with your story.” 
 
    The biker nodded. “From there we just helped Janey, the babe with the shocker, round up numb nuts over there and bring him here.” 
 
    “He’s lying,” Frank blurted. He was stunned by the idea that he might be…separated from his…his best friend. 
 
    Before anybody could say anything the biker turned towards him and grinned a hard grin. “Listen, asshole. I got ten guys what was with me. They’ll back me up. What kind of a scuzz butt are you, anyway? Doing that to a girl?” 
 
    “Order in the court.” 
 
    Thompson was done, however, and Frank had nothing to say in the face of such quick vehemence. 
 
    A moment passed, then the judge said, “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. You are excused.” 
 
    The cone of light over the biker winked out and Frank heard slight sounds, as of a chair being removed and shuffling footsteps. Then he realized his was the only light left on. He was alone, and the women looking down on him didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, before we pass judgement, is there anything you would like to say? Any other evidence you may wish to present?” 
 
    Oh, man. Oh, man, Frank thought. He knew he was in the hot seat. He began to talk. Desperately. Frantically. 
 
    “Yeah! I didn’t do anything! Sure, I went out with Penny, and we had a great night, and now she says all this stuff about me…she’s lying. She’s got to have a screw loose. And that doctor woman. I don’t know why she’d make up all that stuff, but it’s just…it’s lies. I didn’t do anything. And that biker guy. That Thompson. You know what bikers are like. They murder and rape people and deal in drugs and…and this is all illegal and that guard bitch broke into my house and shocking me is cruel and unusual punishment and…” 
 
    Frank went on and on. He spoke for maybe 15 minutes without pause, protesting his innocence and accusing everybody of being in a big conspiracy. Finally, however, he ran down. He was repeating himself, and the women just watched him and listened to him, and…and it all seemed hopeless. He finally stopped talking. 
 
    The women above him talked briefly among themselves, then the blonde spoke again. 
 
    “Mr. Rutherford, it is the opinion of this court, based on scientific evidence, that you did maliciously and with intent administer a foreign substance to Mr. Penny Thornton, and that while Ms Thornton was under the influence of this drug you did commit sexual crimes against her, including rape and sodomy, and forced her to do fellatio on your person.” 
 
    Frank was shaking his head, stunned, and in his head, though he knew it was all the truth, he was trying desperately to convince himself that it wasn’t the truth. 
 
    “It is, therefore, the sentence of this court that you be held in custody for 24 hours, to meditate upon your crimes. At the end of 24 hours you will be spanked.” 
 
    “What?” Frank looked up, his mouth open in surprise. “I’m going to be spanked?” 
 
    But the women didn’t answer him. They were already filing out of the light that surrounded them. 
 
    “That’s it? I’m supposed to have raped somebody and you’re going to spank me?” 
 
    He didn’t understand that his words were actually sounding like a protest at the lightness of his punishment. 
 
    “That’s it? Spank me?” 
 
    In his head it felt like a barrel of monkeys were trying to play musical instruments.  
 
    A spanking? 
 
    He could take a spanking on his head! That was nothing! Absolutely nothing! 
 
    “That’s all you got? A spanking? You fucking bitches put me through this for a fucking spanking!” 
 
    The lights went on and Frank looked around. He was in a big warehouse room. Everything polished. Chairs stacked. The dais stood in front of him, now looking smaller and…and inconsequential, just a piece of big furniture. 
 
    “You’re going to spank me?” His voice was hollow and disbelieving. 
 
    As the guard motioned him to walk to a door, and back to his cell, he began to chuckle, and the chuckle became a laugh. high and shrill, loud and long. 
 
    They were going to spank him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Frank was not taken back to his ‘cell,’ he was put in another room. This cell had a bunk against one wall, a small desk with a swivel chair against the other wall. There was a toilet in one corner. There was even a window opposite the door. 
 
    The door clicked behind him and he stood in the center of the room and inspected the room. 
 
    The furniture was bolted to the floor. There was a jug of water on the small desk. In two upper corners of the room were cameras. 
 
    He walked to the window and looked out. He could see miles and miles of pasture, dotted with trees. Cows grazed in the pasture, swishing their tails, heads bent to mow the grass. It was like a peaceful painting. 
 
    Frank sat down on the bed. He looked at his junk, encased in a weird plastic contraption. He tugged on it, but it was there to stay. He was about to lie down when he heard the door click. He looked up just as the door swung back and an older lady entered the room.  
 
    “Good morning, Frank.” 
 
    Frank didn’t say anything. As she crossed to the desk she said, “You are being watched through the cameras in the upper corners of the room. Any attempt to violate my person in any manner and you will be shocked. Okay?” 
 
    Frank just stared at her. 
 
    She was five and a half feet tall, probably 50 years old. A little thick in the middle, a hefty bosom, and a grey bubble cut atop her square face. She turned the swivel chair and sat down facing him. 
 
    “I’m here to counsel you during the 24 hour period. If you don’t wish for me to be present that is fine. I’m quite willing to leave you to your meditations. But I must first explain a couple of things to you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Frank couldn’t help it, he sounded challenging. 
 
    “My name is Gloria, I am a member of some position in the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    “Yeah. What is that?” 
 
    “I’ll explain in a minute. First, I must ask you, is there anything you would like? In the way of reading materials?” 
 
    Frank didn’t read much, so he just kept his trap shut. 
 
    “Would you like to speak to anyone of faith? We have members who are quite practiced in all faiths. They would be quite willing to meet with you.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He wanted to find out about this ‘society’ thing. 
 
    “Okay, then let me explain how this 24 hours work. You are given this time to contemplate upon your misdeeds. You will be given opportunity to make any confession you see fit. I suggest you avail yourself of this opportunity. If you have other crimes you have committed it is helpful to relieve yourself of that burden. During this time anything you say will not be used against you. You have already received sentence, and until that sentence is carried out you may not be subjected to any other punishment. That is a loophole you may use. Do you understand what I have said so far?” 
 
    “Yeah. I got it.” 
 
    “Very well. Before I answer any questions you might have…you will be served a meal this evening. It is the last meal you will receive before punishment is administered. Do you have any special dishes you might prefer?” 
 
    He snorted. Dishes. “So I get a last meal.” 
 
    “An ominous way to put it, but yes. You won’t get to eat tomorrow morning before punishment because it will likely not stay down.” 
 
    I want ribs, falling off the bone. Mashed potatoes. And lots of ice cream.” He had a sneer on his face while he made his order. Again, he was disdainful, challenging. 
 
    Gloria didn’t blink. “Would you like butter, sour cream? Chives.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. All of that.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay then. If you have questions I will do my best to answer them. 
 
    “What’s this Ladies’ Sissy thing?” 
 
    “The Ladies’ Sissy Society was initiated by a lady, our leader, whose name is Silithia. It was obvious that the normal institutions of law in this country, and around the world, did not take care of women. Women could be abused, beaten, raped, even murdered, and the courts treated the victims like they were guilty. 
 
    “Rape victims, in particular were subjected to unreasonable violations of their body to procure evidence. They were interrogated mercilessly, with no regard for their feelings. The Ladies’ Sissy Society was designed to offer real justice, an alternative to the mockery that modern society has offered. 
 
    “Yes, we have to procure evidence, but it is done quickly and without fanfare. 
 
    “Yes, we have to speak to the victims, but any ‘interrogation’ respects the victim. 
 
    “The perpetrator, yourself in this case, is afforded his chance to present his own witnesses, conduct cross examinations, and so on, but without the usual demeaning and abusive circus. 
 
    “If you consider your trial, and the manner in which you were treated you will see that my description is accurate.” 
 
    “You bitches shocked me! And those biker assholes punched me!” 
 
    “There was sufficient evidence against you, and we do not wish any fanfare concerning what we do. For any undue violence we do apologize, but you were secured quickly and efficiently.” 
 
    “When do I get some clothes?” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    Frank stared at her. 
 
    “As you are awaiting one of the more severe punishments you are on suicide watch. Your bed sheets are not of sufficient strength for you to hang or choke yourself. Your writing implements, should you wish to make a written statement they are in the desk, are not of sufficient substance to allow you to stab yourself or otherwise injure yourself. 
 
    “In the event you do come up with a method to harm yourself…you are being watched. You will be shocked, women will come into the room and rescue you, and your next accommodations will include chains.” 
 
    Frank snorted. 
 
    Gloria continued with her explanation, “Silithia has established various methods to right the balance in society and give womankind her proper place. 
 
    “In addition to the Ladies’ Sissy Society there are programs to begin changing women into men.” 
 
    This one got to Frank, and his mouth opened. 
 
    “Oh, yes. It has been scientifically proven that women are superior, and there are programs to help men begin a transition and ascension. We are an open and loving society who wish only to avail all humankind of the opportunity to ascend to the highest stages of which they are capable.” 
 
    “You…you change men into women.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Of course, the man must earn this privilege. He must prove that he is of a sturdy mind and able to withstand the challenge of transition.” 
 
    Frank shook his head. He couldn’t believe all this. Then he had a thought. He looked at Gloria. “You said this spanking thing is one of the more severe punishments?” 
 
    “Yes. Quite so. The punishment should fit the crime. And I will tell you, serious consideration was given to castration in your case.” 
 
    “You would have cut my…my…” 
 
    “Your nuts off. Quickly and efficiently. If that had been your sentence we wouldn’t be speaking right now. You would be sans testicles by now.” 
 
    “But…that’s fucking nuts.” 
 
    “Interesting choice of words,” Gloria spoke in a droll manner, for the first time revealing that there was anything besides tour guide to her personality. “The range of punishments begins with simple apologies and amendments. On the upper end there are whippings, spankings, and…castration. 
 
    “To tell the truth, we actually don’t like to castrate males, and that punishment is saved for a last resort. We don’t like to neuter males because if they do reach a place where they are eligible to become women the presence of testicles is necessary. If we take your testicles we won’t be able to alter your body so that it has ovaries, the proper balance of hormones, and so on. 
 
    “It is considered extremely cruel punishment to deprive a man of the ability to be a woman.” 
 
    Frank took this in, and realized that he was having trouble thinking about it all. Men into women? One woman, this ‘Silithia’ person, in charge of transitioning the world. It was worse than a conspiracy theory.” 
 
    “So why is spanking considered so harsh? I mean, it’s just a spanking, right?” 
 
    “I am not at liberty to apprise you of the details. It is considered cruel and unusual as it would cause you much mental anguish.” 
 
    “Mental stress. Huh!” Frank soughed. 
 
    “At any rate, I’m done here. Are you sure there’s nothing you would like to read?” 
 
    “Nah.” He was sure they wouldn’t have comic books, or the Walking Dead compendium. 
 
    “Then if you have questions you can talk to the camera and I will be summoned. Oh, and by the way, we have notified any important women in your life, and they will have the opportunity to visit you. Is there any woman you would like to speak to specifically? I am speaking more of confessional speech than ordering a low level woman for her favors.” 
 
    Frank just shook his head. 
 
    “Then, Mr. Rutherford, our meeting is at an end. I may speak to again, but if you choose not to speak to me, I wish you well with your punishment. I truly hope you survive…and with an enlightened frame of mind.” 
 
    She stood up, walked to the door, which opened, and left. The door swung shut and ‘clicked.’ 
 
      
 
    Frank lay on the bunk. From his position he could see through the window, at least a portion of sky. He watched wispy clouds trail by in the far blue. 
 
    He couldn’t believe his situation. He had never been in jail. In all the time he had roofied girls he had never been caught. And he wasn’t one for burglary or writing bad checks or any of that stuff. 
 
    And now to be caught for one stupid girl. Heysoos wipe his butt, this was ridiculous. 
 
    After an hour he was bored. So he slept for a while. Then he woke up and was bored some more.  
 
    Finally, he figured it was only about noon, he heard the ‘click’ of the door. From his position on the bed he looked at the door. 
 
    The door swung open and two women entered. One was the tall guard, holding the remote shocker thing. The other…the other one he didn’t recognize. But she looked familiar. 
 
    She was a short girl, blonde and well put together, a sweet face, but a little hard. She was wearing pants and a sweat shirt. Had no make up on.  
 
    Pity, thought Frank. He liked them sharp and shapely, and make up always helped. He sat up and looked at the two women. 
 
    “You don’t recognize me?” 
 
    He cocked his head and stared at her. She was familiar, and she recognized him…but from where?” 
 
    “You gave me drug and…and did things to me, and you don’t even know who I am.” 
 
    He shrugged, at a disadvantage and not liking it. 
 
    “Do you remember going to movie? The Joker? You bought me popcorn and mild duds. We sat in the back row and…and you kissed me.” 
 
    Bingo! Frank grinned and snapped his fingers. Then he stopped grinning. 
 
    “That’s right. You took me back to your apartment where we had a few drinks and you…you took advantage of me. Do you remember me now?” 
 
    He took all emotion off his face and leaned back against the wall. “Yeah. Yeah. We had a good time.” 
 
    “You mean you had a good time. I was destroyed after that night. I don’t trust men, I’m afraid to go out with men.” 
 
    “So be a Lesbian,” he snapped. “Don’t blame me just because you’re off your nut.” 
 
    “Off my…” she took in a breath and controlled herself. “When they told me that you had been arrested, and were going to be punished, I hoped you would…say something…help me understand. But I can see I was wrong. You’re just a selfish asshole, and you deserve whatever they do to you.” 
 
    She turned and left the room. The tall guard contemplated him briefly, then followed the girl. 
 
    Click. 
 
      
 
    Only a few minutes had passed. Frank sighed in disgust and laid back down and returned to being bored A few minutes later, however, he heard the click of the door again. It was Gloria. 
 
    “Hello, Frank,” she said as she took the swivel chair. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “That went poorly.” 
 
    “What? You mean that crazy bitch?” 
 
    Gloria pursed her lips and looked at him dourly. “That ‘crazy bitch’ has been in and out of therapy. She can’t hold a relationship together, and it all started with one date with you.” 
 
    “Blame me for the world,” Frank muttered. He had not sat up, but was lying on his back, his head cradled in his hands and held up to look at her. 
 
    “Frank, I don’t think you understand what an opportunity you have here. You are in the never never land between sentencing and punishment. You can’t be punished further, and that includes the levying  of punishment, or even future trial for crimes you admit to while in this period. 
 
    “You have a chance to speak freely and openly, honestly. You have a chance to understand what you did, be it through the eyes of your victims. I encourage you to take advantage of this time.” 
 
    “Ahh!” Frank waved her off rudely. “I don’t need no bitches schoolin’ me.” 
 
    Gloria nodded. “You’re a piece of work, Frank Rutherford.” 
 
    “You bet I am.” 
 
    She stood up and left the room. 
 
      
 
    More boredom. More clouds in the sky. Frank wished they’d get on with it. He was already tired of all this bullshit. 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Frank?” 
 
    “Ma?” 
 
    Frank stood up. 
 
    There were two guards. One was the tall one, she held the remote and said, “There will be no physical contact.” 
 
    The other one held on to his mother’s arm. 
 
    The guard: “Sit down.” 
 
    There was a total no nonsense look in her eyes. Frank knew she was serious, so he sat down. 
 
    “Frank. How could you do this…this thing you did?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything. They made it all up. I been railroaded.” 
 
    “But the evidence! And the girl, this Penny, she passed a lie detector test!” 
 
    Frank studied his mother. She was skinny, tired looking, and she had been crying. 
 
    For him, he knew. 
 
    “Frank, I have to tell you, I joined the Ladies’ Sissy Society last year. I have even sat in judgment. What you are saying…I know how the ladies work. I know how serious and thorough they are. Please, son. Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “You’re one of them?” This stunned Frank. 
 
    “Frank, Gloria told me that you have shown no remorse. Please, son, try to understand. These women are beautiful people, you must not mistreat them. You have to—“ 
 
    Frank sighed. 
 
    His mother picked up on his attitude. 
 
    “Frank…” 
 
    But he was closed to her. 
 
    She turned and left the room. There was defeat in her shoulders, and the door closed with a sad ‘click.’ 
 
    Gloria didn’t show up after that, and Frank watched some more sky. He wished he had a cigarette. Or maybe a quart of whiskey. He wanted to be done with this stupid stuff. Spank him and get over it. 
 
    And, in the midst of boredom, Frank started fantasizing. 
 
    The next girl he met he would be more careful. He would rent a room, cash only, and maybe grow a mustache. Then, after he had had his fun, they wouldn’t be able to find him, and he could shave off his mustache. 
 
    Yeah. And he would meet the next girls in a variety of places, avoid a ‘modus operandi’ thing. He could have his fun, and this stupid Ladies’ Sissy Society could go to hell. 
 
    So thinking, he dozed, happy in his make believe world, dreaming his dreams of degradation and abuse. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    The door opened and the guard pushed a cart in. “Stay on your bed.” 
 
    Frank did so. 
 
    The guard took two plates off the cart. She placed them on the desk. Then one bowl. She left the room. 
 
    Frank got up and sauntered over to the desk. The plates were covered. Two were hot, and one was cold, moisture condensing on the sides. 
 
    He lifted one cover and almost fell over. A big rack of ribs, more than he could eat, and the aroma almost overwhelmed him. 
 
    The next platter held a smaller plate of mashed potatoes. There were two little cups, one of butter, the other of sour cream and chives. 
 
    The final platter, the cold one, had ice cream. Moose Tracks. His favorite. 
 
    Frank grinned and sat down. He picked at the ribs with his fingers, he only had a plastic spoon for the potatoes and ice cream, and the meat fell off the bone. 
 
    Suddenly he was ravenous. He hadn’t had anything for breakfast or lunch. And, according to Gloria, he wasn’t getting anything else for a while. He devoured the ribs, and they were the best tasting ribs he had ever had in his life. 
 
    Then the mashed potatoes, drenched in butter and sour cream, those stupid, little green things all over them. He shoveled the potatoes into his maw and knew he was out of control. 
 
    Finally, the ice cream. It galloped down his throat, soothing and tasting so good. For a meal, this was close to heaven. 
 
    Finally, he got up and went to the bunk. He laid down and closed his eyes. Fuck, that was good! 
 
    Snore. 
 
      
 
    But he slept restlessly. He wasn’t really tired, just bored, and he kept wondering what the big deal about a spanking was. 
 
    At one point he wondered whether they would have a gorilla administer the spanking. That would be something. And he giggled at the thought of a woman gorilla, in bra and panties, spanking him. 
 
    He gazed at the empty plates midway through the evening. He wasn’t hungry, but he was bored, and he wanted to eat to relieve the boredom. 
 
    Some time after mid night he got up and stood by the window. He watched the darkness, searched for shapes, even clouds in the sky, but it was too dark. 
 
    He finally went back to bed, and in the early morning he fell into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    Click. 
 
    Frank opened his eyes. 
 
    Two guards at the door. 
 
    “Well,” he said, and swung around to a sitting position. 
 
    He didn’t yawn, he wasn’t tired, he was quite wired. Time to get this spanking thing over with. 
 
    They walked him down a corridor, down some stairs, and into a basement. 
 
    There were about a hundred women waiting for him. No men. They sat in folding chairs around the edges of the room. Most of them were dressed, but a few had no clothes on. In the center of the room was an odd looking bench. 
 
    “We don’t have many spankings, and the ladies like to watch,” said Gloria who moved up to his side. “They want to see how it works, what the benefits are, how it might change you.”  
 
    “A spanking is going to change me. I hate to tell you, lady, my old man used to spank me.” 
 
    “Yes, well, we’ll try to do better.” 
 
    Frank stared at the older lady. She had a very dry manner about her statement. 
 
    He was marched out to the center of the basement, and all talk died down. He was now the center of attention. 
 
    The machinery in the center of the basement was a bench. Sort of. There was a padded board for him to lie on, looked a bit contoured. There was a hole where his dick would be, and four little platforms on the legs of the table. 
 
    “We’re going to take your chastity device off. No resistance,” the guard warned. Another woman, same topknot and harsh make up, removed the device and his dick immediatley boned up. It stuck right out and he turned and looked a tthe woman starign at him. His cock pointed at them and bobbed. 
 
    “Get on,” commanded the guard. She was watching him closely, and he had no doubt that if he showed the slightest bit of reluctance she was going to press the remote, and they would put him on the machine. 
 
    Frank stepped up to the machine. It was pretty self-explanatory, and he threw a leg over the bench and lay on his belly. His cock went through the little hole. His knees were on two of the platforms, and his elbows were on the other two. The platforms were padded and quite comfortable. 
 
    “Hunh,” he grunted. 
 
    Two women stepped forward and fastened straps around his arms and legs. He was totally fastened to the machine. He could still move his back up and down, but the women quickly fixed that. They fastened a large strap around his back. He could now move his butt up and down, and wiggle his head. 
 
    His butt nobody cared about, but they attached a kind of harness to secure his head.  
 
    He lay there, and his dick was super hard. Hanging through the hole in the table, a hundred women watching him, tied down so he couldn’t move…he was feeling very horny. 
 
    “What is this? Some kind of BDSM crap?” he asked of no one. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. He could hear the sound of something being rolled up behind him. It sounded heavy, but he couldn’t move his head to look. 
 
    “This is not BDSM, Frank, although you will shortly think otherwise.” 
 
    “What is it, then?” 
 
    “Frank, you abused a girl, against her will. We are about to abuse you against your will.” 
 
    Frank listened. Whatever they had rolled up to him was right behind the bench he was on, and he could sense women moving behind him. Suddenly somebody grabbed his cock. He gasped, and his cock was shoved into…something. 
 
    “What is that?” he blurted. 
 
    “That is a milking machine. You are about to be milked.” 
 
    “But I thought I was going to be spanked?” 
 
    “You are. This is just part of the procedure.” 
 
    “But I…I…” 
 
    “Frank, calm down and I will explain.” 
 
    Frank was breathing with difficulty now. He felt the big machine being pulled closer to the back of the bench, he felt a couple of lurches, and heard sounds, and it sounded like they were fastening the bench and the machine together. 
 
    “I think you guys better let me go.” His bravado was disappearing faster than mice at a cat convention. 
 
    “Frank. You caused pain in the name of sex. If you truly understood what you caused you never would have caused it. This spanking will educate you, it will show you what you did, and it is then hoped that you will be loathe to ever cause such pain again.  
 
    “Suddenly somebody was pulling his buns apart and squirting something in his butt. It was cool and slick, and he realized it was lubricant. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! What are you guys doing?” 
 
    “You put something in Penny, and now something is being put in you.” 
 
    “You can’t do that! You can’t…it’s not fair!” 
 
    “Was it fair what you did to her?” 
 
    Suddenly he felt something being pushed into him. Because of the lubrication it went in easily. He felt his rim expand, then he felt the sensation of something being inserted into his anal cavity. 
 
    “You should heed your lesson, Frank, because after this, should you backslide, comes castration.” 
 
    “You guys…you guys…” his teeth were chattering. Somebody was feeling his ass, touching something to it. Something flat and hard. The dildo, or whatever it was, was just sitting in him, not moving. 
 
    “They are positioning the paddle,” explained Gloria, knowing what he was feeling, what he was thinking. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry. You don’t have to go any further. I’ll never hurt anybody again. I’ll never to the drug thing again…” 
 
    “That is good, Frank. Please take this lesson to heart.” 
 
    He felt bodies moving, then the paddle, or whatever it was, was lifted off his ass. 
 
    “Can you not do this?” he begged. 
 
    “Sorry, Frank. You have to learn there are consequences in this world. But I will tell you this: when everything is at its darkest, when you think you can’t take any more, force yourself to relax. You will have reached a point where being rigid will stop you from climaxing. If you can relax, then your natural desire to squirt will reassert itself. Honestly, if you want to survive this…if you want to stay sane…then you must learn to relax. We’re going to start now. Are you ready.” 
 
    “No…no…let me go. I don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Sorry, Frank.” Gloria stepped away and gave a nod to the women at the back of the apparatus. A switch was flicked and he heard the milking machine start up. 
 
    Chunka chunka, and he felt the tube around his penis contract.  
 
    “Hey…hey” he blurted. 
 
    He tried to wiggle his hips, and the only result was that he drove his dick into the tube. 
 
    It felt good. He lowered his hips again, drove his dick into the tube, and the mechanism sucked him, massaged him, then stopped. 
 
    “Hey! What’s happ—“ 
 
    The plastic penis inside his rectum started to rise, and it made him lift his ass up. His penis slid back from the milking tube, and…it felt good! This wasn’t so bad! Even the big dick in his fanny was feeling pretty good! 
 
    Then Gloria nodded and another switch was flicked. 
 
    Frank heard the motor start up, he heard the creak of gears, and, suddenly…SMACK! 
 
    He yelped at the sudden pain on his butt, and his butt shied away from the pain, which drove his dick into the milking machine, which sucked him and felt so good. 
 
    Then the dildo went in and lifted up, and his butt was raised.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Chugga chugga, gears turned and the dildo raised up and his butt went up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went, into the milker. 
 
    Up he came, on the point of the dildo. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down he went. 
 
    Up he came. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” Frank was yelping with each smack of the large ping pong shaped fanny smacker. 
 
    Gloria knelt next to him. 
 
    “Everything all right, Frank?” 
 
    “Get me off this thing!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He jerked down and the penis went to work. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “We have attached electrodes to you, and a computer will monitor you. If you have heart flutters or something, the machine will adjust so that you are not in danger of being physically maimed. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “This is what you did, Frank. You caused pain, and now you are learning what that pain feels like.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Frank. Pay attention now. You will be spanked until you have cum ten times. That’s how long a spanking lasts. It can be over quickly, if you can keep having cums. It can last for days if you aren’t a good cummer. Do you understand? 
 
    “Bu—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Down into pleasure, up on the point of a dick. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “And don’t worry, Frank. If you go insane we will have you institutionalized until some degree of sanity returns.” 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “—do this! You can’t—“  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He was crying now. His ass was already red. And he became accustomed to the sound of the machine. 
 
    SMACK, as the paddle flattened his ass. 
 
    Shlurp, as the milker engaged. 
 
    Chunka chunka, as the motor drove the dildo to lift his ass. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Around the room the ladies watched. Mostly silently, but there were a few scattered conversations as they discussed the procedure. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Frank listened to the sound, came to hate it, and his groin started to feel warm.  
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Then it was hot, and he felt the building of fluids. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Suddenly, he squirted. Oh, God! It felt good!…until… SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Crap! he thought. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Down into the milker he went, up he came, his penis being sucked quite efficiently, but he had just cum, he didn’t have another cum in him! At least, not right away. 
 
    “Please…” he stuttered. SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… “Let me go…” SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His mind fastened on the sound, tried to ignore it, but the dread of the spank was too much, and he began sobbing. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    His dick was flaccid, but still held prisoner by the milker. Slowly, after long minutes, it began to get hard again. 
 
    The ladies watching him. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    The feeling of his dick being abused endlessly. 
 
    An hour later he came again. 
 
    He felt like his ass was exploding with every smack, and his dick felt raw and like it didn’t want to ever be in a pussy again. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    He entered a land of daze. His body falling and rising. His ass an explosion of hurt. His dick feeling worn out. 
 
    Three hours later he came again. And it was not a pleasurable cum. The first two had been. In spite of the pain, he enjoyed the spurting of squirt. but now, thousands of spanks into his punishment, his third cum felt like somebody was running his dick through a wringer. 
 
    Back into the land of daze, now no longer fighting the mighty smack, now letting it lower him into pleasure that wasn’t pleasure any more. Now letting the dick lift his fanny up to the endless smack of the giant ‘hand’ on his checks. 
 
    Suddenly the speed of the machine shifted. It went slower, and Gloria whispered to him. “The computer picked up an anomaly in your heart beat. It’s adjusting. 
 
    Frank said something back, but wasn’t sure what. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Some eternity later he felt a fourth cum. A terrible dribble of pain that made his whole body fight the straps holding him down. 
 
    SMACK…shlurp…chunka chunka… 
 
    Now he was begging, whimpering, crying to be let go. He would never, ever, never hurt a girl again. He understood now, and couldn’t they please let him go? 
 
    They couldn’t, and the machine kept going on and on. The paddle swirled around, smacking him down. 
 
    The dildo went in and in, lifting him up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Somewhere around smack seven he gave up. He laid there and let the machine abuse him. 
 
    The machine stopped. 
 
    Gloria knelt by his ear. “How long can you give up, Frank? How long before your dick wants pleasure and descends into the milker?” 
 
    She backed up, and Frank wondered. And the wonder became a question, and a confusion, and…finally…desire. 
 
    He pumped down. 
 
    Shlurp…chunka chunka…SMACK! 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    By nine he wasn’t, in any sense of the word, sane. But his punishment had been so well crafted that he still felt it, and he still had the wherewithal of mind to know that he had done a bad thing, and now a bad thing was being done to him.  
 
    And he should never, ever, never hurt a girl again. 
 
    The tenth cum, and the machine ground to a stop. 
 
    Frank lay on the bench. He didn’t know where he was or even when he was. He was sobbed out. His butt felt like somebody had exploded a bundle of C4 on top of it. His dick felt so empty he didn’t think he would ever want to cum again. 
 
    Hands unfastened the straps holding him. 
 
    He was lifted onto a gurney and the doctor bent over him with a stethoscope. She listened for a moment, examined his ass minutely, and then gave a nod. He was rolled out of the basement.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Frank Rutherford walked gingerly down the street. It had been months since his punishment, yet he still walked funny. 
 
    He thought maybe his muscles had been pounded into a new shape. 
 
    More likely, it was probably just a mental quirk. 
 
    For the weeks after his punishment he had been afraid to even talk to a woman. But as the pain left and his pecker once again began to stand up, the fear left him. 
 
    But the fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society didn’t. 
 
    Did he have the desire to abuse any woman? 
 
    Not really. 
 
    Was it because of the spanking he had endured? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Was it because he had a definite fear of the Ladies’ Sissy Society?’ 
 
    Absolutely. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
    

  

 
   
    AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
     
 
    You can read about Silithia, where she came from, how her beliefs were formed, and how she intends to change the world, in the book of her name. 
 
      
 
    SILITHIA 
 
      
 
    You may also read of her adventures in 
 
      
 
    WOMANLAND 
 
      
 
    and various stories available at 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading and…HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield 
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    And if you want to stick with the shorts, 
 
    scroll past the novels 
 
    and you will find BIG collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    SCROLL DOWN 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
    ⇣ 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
 
      
 
    The Big Tease! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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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 are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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    Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old 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! 
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    ‘The Big Spank!’ 
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    ‘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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