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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    Well, heck. I wasn’t supposed to be home, the convention had ended a day early, and I couldn’t expect my wife to just sit around and wait for me. 
 
    So I put my bags away and wandered into the kitchen. I’d get a quick bite to eat, and…and I saw the note on the counter. 
 
    ‘Lana, biggest fucking party ever! Tonight at…’ and the address was scrawled. 
 
    Biggest party ever? And my wife was going to it? Why, that sly dog. And I got the idea…I’d go to the party, too. Imagine my wife’s surprise when I showed up out of the blue. 
 
    So I showered and dressed, hopped into my car and zipped into the night.  
 
    My wife was going to be so surprised. 
 
    The party was roaring when I got there, people leaning out of windows and barfing, people fucking on the sofa in the middle of a hundred people, people passed out in the bushes. 
 
    This was my wife’s idea of a party? 
 
    And I figured she had just made a mistake. Got invited and decided to go, then realized it was an orgy that would have put Caligula to shame. 
 
    Drunken, fucking, loud music, multiple people on multiple beds in multiple bedrooms…it was out of control. 
 
    I wandered through the house, figuring Lana had figured out what it was and had gone home. I had probably passed her on my way to it. 
 
    I stepped around drunks, over bodies, naked women pressed against me and laughed loudly.  
 
    “Hey, man, you see the chick out back?” I overheard one fellow say to another. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “She’s fucking everybody. I mean…ev-er-y-bo-dy!” 
 
    The fellow’s words piqued my interest. I mean, fucking everybody? Like a gangbang? Like…pulling the train? Everybody? 
 
    I walked through the kitchen, picked up an ice cold beer on the way—why not?—and stepped onto the patio. 
 
    To the side a crowd of men were standing, their peckers in their hands, obviously waiting their turn. 
 
    I watched for a long moment. The line was moving very slowly. At the head of the line, on the edge of the patio, there was a bed. On the bed I could see a woman’s legs, and a man’s buttocks going back and forth between them. 
 
    I just sort of blinked and watched. The man doing the fucking suddenly lurched and locked, and locked, and locked, and I knew he was ejaculating. He stepped back, and for a brief instant I had a view of the woman fucking ‘everybody.’ 
 
    A little chunky, dark hair, and…she was familiar! Something was familiar about her! 
 
    I moved to the side and tried to see her, but I couldn’t see past the crush of bodies. I stepped closer. I tried to peer over a shoulder. 
 
    Men standing there, laughing, chatting, stroking their cocks in anticipation of their turn. 
 
    The man between her legs gave a few jerks, then stopped lurching. From his shoulder motion I could tell he was wiping his dick off on her. 
 
    He stepped aside and I had a full view. 
 
    Lana. My wife. And she looked right at me. Our eyes met. Yet she didn’t recognize me. She was in the throes of immense lust and couldn’t be bothered to recognize her own husband. 
 
    I staggered backward, as if I had been punched. 
 
    I turned and bumped into a woman. A sexy, stacked woman. A woman with a drink in one hand and a twisty sort of a grin on her red painted mouth. 
 
    Her drink spilled, but I didn’t notice, I didn’t care. My mind was shattered and all I could think of was to get away, look away, shut out the sight of my wife taking on dozens of men. Scores of men. Maybe even hundreds of men. 
 
    A hundred penises shoving into her, pulling out. A hundred men groping her tits. Semen splattered all over her luscious tits. And it looked like she was enjoying herself. Head back, eyes glazed, semen shiny breasts, her hips bucking and writhing.  
 
    And the men cheering her on. Fucking her. Giving her pleasure I had not imagined…had certainly not imagined she wanted. 
 
    I leaned on the brick wall of a barbecue pit. My stomach was roiling. 
 
    “Hey,” the stacked blonde touched my shoulder. 
 
    I looked up at her. Pure misery in my eyes. Dazed and confused. My life shattered. My life over. 
 
    The blonde frowned. “You’re fucked up.” 
 
    I looked around, my eyes wild, and I tried to say something, but all that came out was gibberish. 
 
    The blonde watched me, and when I finally slowed down she took my arm and walked me out onto the grass. 
 
    It was quieter out on the grass. The music receded, and I staggered, and was held up by the buxom blonde. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    I looked at her, but I couldn’t speak. My jaw seemed not to work. 
 
    “I’m Lorna. I’ve never seen you before.” 
 
    She walked me to the back of the property, and now the music was even softer. I finally managed to sputter out, “I’m…sorry.” 
 
    “For what? What did you do?” 
 
    “I ran into you. I spilled your drink on you.” 
 
    She chuckled. Worse stuff has been spilled on me, and even into me. So who are you?” 
 
    “Randy. Hoffman.” 
 
    “I don’t care about last names, not at a party like this. But what are you doing here?” 
 
    I looked around, not sure what to say. 
 
    “I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before. So what are you doing here?” 
 
    “I came…my wife…I found an invitation…” 
 
    She nodded. “You didn’t know your wife came to shindigs like this?” 
 
    I shook my head miserably. I found that I was crying. 
 
    “So who’s your wife?” 
 
    “She was…she was on the patio.” 
 
    Lorna nodded. “Well, Randy. It’s too bad you had to find out about your wife’s kinks this way, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    I blurted, “But…all those men!” 
 
    “What about them?” 
 
    “They were fucking her! All of them!” 
 
    “That’s what people do.” 
 
    “But...she’s my wife.” 
 
    In the darkness I couldn’t see much of her face, but I thought there was a flash of teeth. Was she…smiling? 
 
    Her voice was disembodied in the night. “Randy, will you stay right here?” 
 
    “What? Why?” I wanted to leave, to get as far away form this terrible place as I could. 
 
    “Because you spilled my drink, and because you need a drink.” 
 
    “I need to leave.” 
 
    “I know you do, but I want you to stay here. So I can find you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because we need to talk.” 
 
    Talk, about what? But I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Promise,” she said, touching my cheek in the darkness. 
 
    I nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    She disappeared then, and I was left standing alone. To think about my wife. My wife who I loved, but who had betrayed me. Who was fucking a hundred men, and had probably done this before. 
 
    So why was she cold to me? Only rarely fucking? Was it because she was ‘fucked out?’ Sated by a hundred men so that she didn’t want just one? 
 
    Lorna returned. She had a bag with a six pack of Coke in it and a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “Hey, lover,” she quipped. “No ice cubes, but we won’t be running out.” 
 
    She popped a top and poured half the contents out, then poured bourbon in. 
 
    “I think I should be leaving.” 
 
    “Don’t think so much. It’ll get you in trouble.” She pushed the can of Coke and bourbon into my hand. “Take a big slug.” 
 
    She didn’t have to tell me twice. I socked a big gulp down my throat, coughed a bit, and then took another one. I could feel her smiling in the darkness next to me. 
 
    She made another drink for herself and sipped. Then: “Tell me about your wife.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “How long have you been married?” 
 
    “Ten years.” 
 
    “Ten years of bliss. She was happy and so were you.” 
 
    “I thought so.” Bitter. 
 
    “And tonight you find out that she wasn’t so happy, and that makes you unhappy.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “So does that ten years of happy, is it gone? Like it never happened?” 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    In the darkness she placed a finger over my lips. 
 
    “I am telling you that a moment doesn’t erase ten years. Would you like to have ten more years? Would you like to spend the rest of your life as happy as you were the first ten years?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Answer me. Would you like to be as happy for the next ten years as you were for the last ten?” 
 
    “Yes,” I begrudged. 
 
    “So what’s stopping you?” 
 
    “My wife!” I protested. “You saw what she was doing!” 
 
    “Does that make her different from before? I mean, she’s probably been coming to parties like these for a number of years, and you were happy then, not knowing about it, so why not stay happy when you do know about it?” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. Would you rather be crazy or stupid?” 
 
    That was so crazy there was nothing I could say to it. 
 
    She poured me another drink. I was done with my first. 
 
    I took it, big gulp. I finally felt a loosening within. 
 
    “I know your wife, you know.” 
 
    I drank more. “How.” 
 
    “From these parties. I’ve pulled a train before, one of the most unique and never to be forgotten experiences in my life. A hundred men, or more, usually more, loving you, penetrating you, giving up their seed, an offering to your pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear about it.” 
 
    “You want to crawl off in the night like a wounded dog? Get a divorce? Maybe beat her a little bit?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I hissed. 
 
    “She told me about you. She said you traveled a lot, that she had hungers you couldn’t satisfy. Not your fault, but there it is.” 
 
    I finished my second drink, and I felt the warmth inside me…fighting the darkness. And I wasn’t so determined to run away. 
 
    “So, let me ask you, Randy…what did you think when you saw your wife banging all those men. 
 
    I shuddered. “It was disgusting.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t disgusting when you didn’t know about it.” 
 
    It was…” I stopped talking. 
 
    “So, let me ask you another question, and I don’t want you to run away when I ask it.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Do you have a hard on?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Don’t make me check.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, then I jumped at the feel of her hands on my pants. 
 
    “So you do have a hard on. What is it you find exciting?” 
 
    “I don’t find anything here exciting.” 
 
    “Your dick is calling you a liar.” 
 
    Not much to say to that. 
 
    “So, I’ll tell you what we’re going to do.” 
 
    “What?” I was high now. Not drunk. But high, and a little belligerent. 
 
    “We’re going to wait right here until your wife is done, and then we’re going to go talk to her.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So you just want to hold it in? Be angry? Not find out if there is a reason for why she is doing what she is doing?” 
 
    I took another drink. I was drunk enough that she was making a weird sort of sense, and drunk enough to not get angry. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “I told you. I know your wife.” 
 
    “And you’ve been gang banged before.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! Listen to you, all pushy and everything. But, yes. Well over a hundred men. A few times. Each time is better. Each time I think it can’t get much better, but it does.” 
 
    I poured another drink. She was still working on her first can, but we  were going to need another six pack. 
 
    “Tell me, Randy, would you like to fuck a hundred women?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Ha! We both know that is a lie. So if it’s okay for you to fuck a hundred woman, why can’t your wife fuck a hundred men?” 
 
    “It’s different.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I’m a man.” 
 
    “And she’s a woman…and you’ve got a double standard.” 
 
    Well, so what if I did? 
 
    “What about her marriage vows?” 
 
    “If she’s out getting satisfied by somebody else, then it looks like you’ve failed.” 
 
    “God! You just side step and obfuscate.” 
 
    Lorna laughed. “And you are impervious to logic.” 
 
    After that exchange we just stood there. I looked at the patio. There were less men. There was light in the sky. The party was winding down. 
 
    “It’s your turn to go get a six pack.” 
 
    “So I did.” I walked through the party, drunk but not staggering, and found a six pack in the kitchen. Somebody must have just brought it, because it was cold. I took it back out to where Lorna waited for me. 
 
    An hour later, the party was over. The sun was cracking on the horizon. Lana lay on the bed on the patio, motionless. I had counted 15 men at one point, and that was an hour. If she had been at this since nine o’clock, ten hours, then she had fucked 150 men.  
 
    “Come on,” Lorna took my hand and pulled me towards the bed. 
 
    I let myself be pulled along, and we stopped next to the bed. I looked down at my wife. 
 
    I was drunk. Not mad for the drinking, yet my heart was hurting. 
 
    Her legs were closed, probably for the first time that night. And she lay on her side. Her eyes were closed, and sperm covered her body. 
 
    Sperm on her face, sperm on her tits. Sperm ropes and sperm smushed all over her belly and chest. 
 
    Her groin was a mass of sperm. 
 
    “Lana, honey?” Lorna called softly to her. 
 
    “No,” my wife mumbled. “No more. All done.” 
 
    “Lana, wake up. Your husband is here.” 
 
    A confused expression crossed Lana’s face. “No…he’s gone.” 
 
    “No, honey, he’s here. And he wants to talk to you.” 
 
    “No…” she opened her eyes, just a slit, a second passed, then she opened them wide. 
 
    “Oh…Randy? Ran…Oh…NO!” She rolled all the way on her side and covered her eyes.” 
 
    “Talk to her, Randy. Tell her what you think.” 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch my wife, but I didn’t dare. I was angry, hurt, but what was there to say? She was a slut, and that’s all there was to it.” 
 
    “Say something, Randy.” 
 
    I managed to say, “Lana.” 
 
    She covered up harder. 
 
    I reached down and touched her arm, pulled it up, very slowly she rolled on her back and looked at me. She was crying. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “It’s just something she did, Randy, to curb the fires within. You’d have done the same.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I would never.” 
 
    “Ha.” 
 
    I looked at Lorna. 
 
    She was smiling. She looked down at Lana. She sat next to her. She held her hand. A show of tenderness of which I wasn’t capable. 
 
    “Lana, honey? I’m going to take Randy for a week. I’m going to convince him that you are a good person, that you haven’t done anything wrong.” 
 
    Lana didn’t say anything. Tears just poured out of her eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to what?” I asked. 
 
    “Take you for a week. I’m going to show you the error of your ways. At the end of a week I’ll bring you home, and I guarantee you’re going to be begging for forgiveness.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I stated. Even drunk I was adamant. 
 
    “Prove it,” she challenged. 
 
    “Why would you do this?” 
 
    “Because I know Lana. I know how good she is, and I know how much she loves you. And I know how much you love her.” 
 
    “I don’t. Not any more.” 
 
    “First, shut up with that kind of talk. It’s negative. Second, you can’t feel pain from somebody unless you love them.” 
 
    “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “The proof will take me one week. That’s all. Then, if you still feel like leaving the most wonderful woman in your life, you can do so.” 
 
    “I want to leave now.” 
 
    “And you can. You can leave, and toss away ten years of marriage, and hurt a wonderful woman, and not even give her a chance. Are you so quick to throw away your life?” 
 
    I looked down at Lana, crying, now sobbing, her arm back over her eyes, tears seeping down her face.” 
 
    “Okay, Lana. You sleep now. And when you awake know that this will all be over soon, and you just have to trust me.” 
 
    Lana, unbelievably, nodded, and mumbled, “Thank you.” 
 
    Then Lorna took my hand and led me back into the house.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    She guided her Atom around corners like a race car driver. The curves were tight, but the little car hugged the road without a problem. Outside the cage trees marched past.  
 
    The car was modeled after a race car, no windows, a snouty hood, and the driver and passenger actually wore helmets. They were able to communicate through a blue tooth built into the helmets. 
 
    “Well, it is crazy. The whole world is crazy.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” I retorted. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “How are you planning to convince me that it is all right for a woman to enter into a massive gang bang?” 
 
    “I’m going to implant you with secret computer chips made on the moon. You will be helpless to resist, and I will bend you to my will.” 
 
    I snorted. It was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me anything. 
 
    We came to a gate, sped through it, and zipped down a long, straight asphalt road. Finally, the car came out of the woods to a large house.  
 
    The house was three stories, surrounded by shrubs, and a circular drive led up to the front door. 
 
    “You’ll have to forgive me,” said Lorna, “but I hadn’t planned on being home this week. The servants all have the week off.” 
 
    “I guess I can carry my own bags,” which was a joke, because she had told a friend to drive my car to my house and I had no luggage. 
 
    “Good. You’ve got a sense of humor.” She pulled up to a garage at the side of the house. “If you could open the garage door?” 
 
    I climbed out of the little speedster and went to the garage and opened a sideways sliding door. She moved the Atom into the garage and got out, and I got my first look at her  in the light, and without a lot of liquor in me. 
 
    She was tall, almost as tall as me. She wore tights and a leather jacket. Her blonde hair was in a pony tail on the top of her head. It gave her a feeling of extra height. 
 
    Then she slipped into some high heels and it wasn’t just a feeling. With heels she was an inch taller than me. 
 
    She grinned at the expression on my face. 
 
    “Afraid of big girls?” 
 
    “Not really.” I rubbed my face. I could feel the beginnings of a headache. 
 
    “Well, come along, Mr. Mouse.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But she just strode towards the side entrance to the garage. I followed her and entered the house. 
 
    It was an old house, but immaculate. The woodwork was polished to a wink, the floors looked like they had been fresh mopped. Even the windows sparkled like they had just been cleaned. 
 
    She led me into the kitchen and pointed at a table. “Take a load off. I’m going to make PBJs.” 
 
    I sat and watched her. She had a body and a half, the half being her enormous breasts. She moved with a confidence that most women lacked. 
 
    She took a can of Coke out of the refrigerator, opened it and poured it into a glass with ice, and placed it before me. “This should take the edge off your drunken headache.” 
 
    “I believe it was you who is responsible for me drinking so much.” 
 
    “You are such a victim,” she placed a plate with two PBJs on it in front of me. “After you finish eating I need you to take your clothes off.” 
 
    “What?” I stared at her.  
 
    She began taking her clothes off. 
 
    I watched her, and, I have to admit it, I appreciated her form. 
 
    “If you don’t start eating you’ll never get your clothes off.” 
 
    “Are you trying to trick me into having sex with you? So that I can be a cheater…like my wife?” 
 
    “Did you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “No.” Of course I did. 
 
    “Take a look at your lap.” 
 
    I looked down. My pants were bulging. I was hard. Damned dick had a mind of its own. 
 
    “That’s why you have to take your clothes off. We’re going to be doing a lot of talking, and your penis will always tell the truth, even if you don’t.” 
 
    Heysoos. This chick was weird. 
 
    “Eat.” 
 
    So I ate. And the sandwiches were good. And when I was done she took the plate and rinsed it off, then turned and waited for me. She arched an eyebrow and smiled. 
 
    “I don’t want to take my clothes off.” 
 
    “Afraid?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Embarrassed? You’re not one of these shorties, are you?” 
 
    She actually got a rise out of me with that one. “No.” 
 
    “Touchy touchy,” she laughed. 
 
    “I’m not taking my clothes off.” 
 
    She sighed. “Then I will.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m trained in martial arts. I can’t guarantee you won’t get a few bruises, but I’ll try not to hurt you.” 
 
    “You’re full of crap.” 
 
    “We all are. I just know it. You don’t. Now take off your clothes.” 
 
    I stood up. With her heels on she was an inch taller, but I outweighed her, and I had good male musculature. 
 
    She smiled and stepped in front of me. 
 
    Now I was stuck. I couldn’t hit her. I can’t hit a girl, but she could hit me. And how the heck was I going to get home? 
 
    So I did the only thing I could. I sat down. 
 
    She tilted her head in question. 
 
    I was going Ghandi, passive resistance. It’s difficult to beat somebody up who isn’t fighting back, who just lays down and refuses to fight. 
 
    She got it then, and grinned. “I am going to so mess you up.” 
 
    She slapped me. A big, smacking sound and my cheek was burning. It felt like my headache was coming back. 
 
    But I still couldn’t hit her, so I lay on the floor. 
 
    She went to the sink and picked up a vase with flowers in it. She took the flowers out and poured the water in the vase on me. 
 
    “Hey!” I sputtered. I sat up and she kicked me in the balls. 
 
    “Oh…” I groaned and fell over, holding myself. It wasn’t a hard hit, but any hit to the testicles causes pain. I grabbed my nuts and turned white. 
 
    She went to the sink and filled the vase with water. She walked over to me and poured it on me. Her mistake, the water helped me revive. I grabbed her ankles and pushed. I figured on pushing her over, then sitting on her or something. Anything so she couldn’t just keep picking on me. What I didn’t figure on was that she just dropped on me, her knees right in the middle of my back.  
 
    “OOF!” I grunted. 
 
    She stepped off me. 
 
    I stood up. My back hurt. I was getting pissed off.  I didn’t want to hit her, but…but I could grab her and throw her on the floor. 
 
    I rushed her. 
 
    She took a little step to the side and kicked me in the balls. 
 
    “Oooo!” I collapsed. That was it for me. I wasn’t recovered from the first kick, and the second kick had been harder. Not hard enough to do permanent damage, but hard enough to take me right out of the fight. 
 
    She took off my shoes, then started unbuttoning my shirt. 
 
    I groaned, and would have tried to stop her, but I couldn’t. 
 
    She pulled my shirt off and tossed it onto the table, then she started working on my pants. I was slowly recovering and I tried to bat her hands away. 
 
    “I can kick you again, if you want,” she stated cheerfully. 
 
    I didn’t want, so I just let her unbuckle me, unzip me, take my pants off and throw them on the table. 
 
    Then she took off my underwear, and guess what…I had a boner. 
 
    A boner? 
 
    I figured it was a physical reaction, but Lorna didn’t think so. 
 
    “Oooh, somebody likes it rough.” 
 
    She picked up my clothes, said, “There’s whiskey in that cupboard by the door. Coke’s in the frig. Make us a couple  when you recover. I’ll be right through this door.” She walked out. 
 
    It was five minutes before I could breath properly, and I struggled to my feet. Tell the truth, after having my ass handed to me by a ‘girl,’ I felt like a little drink. 
 
    I hobbled around, found glasses and ice, and made a couple of drinks. I walked through the door. 
 
    “Keep going!” she yelled. I was in a dining room and I crossed it and entered a living room. It was a big room, with several plush chairs and a big couch. She was sitting on the couch. Naked. Watching the fire. 
 
    I looked at the fire. My clothes burned merrily. I could see my belt buckle turning black in the flames. 
 
    “I do love a good fire,” she murmured. She was beautiful in the firelight, her cheek bones highlighted, the fall of her hair so sexy. And, of course, those world class breasts. 
 
    I handed her a drink, and was aware of my cock sticking straight out. 
 
    “Thank you. And…nice dick.” 
 
    “Thanks, I guess.” I drank deeply. She sipped delicately. Of course she hadn’t just been kicked in the balls. 
 
    “Come sit next to me.” 
 
    I blinked. I sat down on the far end of the couch. 
 
    She laughed. “You men. Everything is dick this and dick that. When are you going to wake up?” 
 
    “When my dick goes to sleep,” I retorted. 
 
    “Good one,” she grinned. She patted the sofa next to her. “Come down here. I hate yelling.” 
 
    “I don’t think I should.” 
 
    “What? Afraid?” 
 
    “No.” Then I thought about it. “Yes.” 
 
    She was shaking with mirth. Everything was funny with this girl. “Listen, Randy, I need you to come get comfy with me. I won’t fuck you, though I might play with you a bit, especially your mind. Can’t a man and a woman sit with each other?” 
 
    “Not naked.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because.” 
 
    “Not a good answer.” 
 
    “Because it’s against the conventions of society.” 
 
    “We are society. We make our conventions as we wish. Now come down here and sit with me, or we’ll go back to kicking you in the balls.” 
 
    Now I was stuck. I had no doubt she meant it. So I stood up, walked down the length of the couch and sat next to her. Upright. In my own space. 
 
    She turned and face me, cross-legged, and I had a spectacular view of her pussy. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. You face away from me, sit back, and I’ll give you a back rub.” 
 
    “A back rub? I don’t get it, lady. First you kick me in the balls, now you want to make my life easier.” 
 
    “I’m both the good cop and the bad cop. Or maybe I’m just schizophrenic. Either way, you turn around and lean back. I guarantee, it’s the path of least resistance. 
 
    I turned around, took a big gulp, then lay back. 
 
    She caught me, pulled me a little, and adjusted her posture. I could feel her breasts on my back. My dick was pointing towards the stars. 
 
    “Ah, here we go,” she placed her hands on my shoulders and worked her fingers into my muscles. I was aware of her long, red fingernails. They were like claws, and I had an image of her ripping them into me. 
 
    She had strong fingers, and she worked the tension out of my muscle fiber. Within seconds I felt my body start to relax. Except for Mr. Happy. Mr. Happy, as I may have mentioned, or at least everybody knows, has a mind of his own. 
 
    “Isn’t it pleasant? Feeling the warmth of the fire? Being naked? Being together without the messiness of sex?” 
 
    “Uh…okay.” 
 
    She chuckled and slapped the back of my head very lightly. “Be honest. Always be honest.” 
 
    “Like my wife was when she fucked a hundred guys?” 
 
    “Are you still hung up on that?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She sighed, took a break to sip a little more whiskey, then continued rubbing my back. She said, “Aren’t penises wonderful?” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. “I guess.” 
 
    “They stand up, they’re bendable, they give such great pleasure. Do you think your wife got a lot of pleasure out of a hundred dicks?” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    “Hunh. I thought you wanted to. Talk about it. You brought it up, after all.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t.” 
 
    “How long has it been since you had sex.” 
 
    “A couple of weeks.” 
 
    “What?” she was honestly surprised. 
 
    “A couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Why so long? I mean, your wife is a great looking gal!” 
 
    “I don’t know. I try to please her, but she just doesn’t want to do it.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, that will stop.” 
 
    She turned me slightly, and suddenly I was laying in her arms, and it was weird. the position was usually the girl laying in the guy’s arms, but somehow we were reversed and she was the more dominant. 
 
    “Well, that’s going to stop. I’ll talk with her.” 
 
    “And what? Kick her in the balls?” 
 
    “Listen, Randy, girls talk to girls, and we’re a lot more honest than guys.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “That’s just because you had one bad experience. Though, on your behalf, I guess it was a pretty bad experience. From your viewpoint, of course. 
 
    “But listen, women can be nasty and conniving, and sometimes it’s unpredictable. But we don’t have dicks, so that’s in our favor. And that one fact, separating us from the dick mentality, makes us predictable in other ways. If you could look at us without your dick getting in the way you’d understand.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She laughed. “I know that you are lying.” 
 
    “Because I’ve got a hard on?” 
 
    “First honest thing you’ve said.” 
 
    “Well, it’s uncomfortable sitting like this.” 
 
    “Why? Aren’t my tits soft and pillow like? Would you like to suck on them?” 
 
    “No!”  
 
    “Then what’s so uncomfortable about being naked with me?” 
 
    “It’s uh…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then I’ll tell you. You don’t trust yourself. You’re a man, and you want to fuck anything. Everything. It’s in your DNA.” 
 
    I thought about it, and I knew she was right. “I may want to, but I don’t, and that’s what elevates me.” 
 
    “Oh, puh-leaz! You are elevated just because you don’t pay attention to your dick? You hold yourself back from pleasure and that’s supposed to make you an enlightened person? Listen, if God hadn’t wanted you to fuck he wouldn’t have given you a dick.” 
 
    “That’s stupid.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Prove to me there’s a God, and then I can answer you.” 
 
    “Then you can’t answer me. Okay, here’s the proof, God is a woman, and her sense of humor was what impelled her to give men cocks. Furthermore, the purpose of a man is to please a woman.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “And if the purpose of a man is to please a woman, why shouldn’t a woman have as many men as she can? Why shouldn’t a woman give to as many men as she can her Godliness?” 
 
    “I don’t buy it.” 
 
    “Then make a bet with me.” 
 
    Uh oh. I hated bets. 
 
    “You do what I say this next seven days. If I say jump you don’t even easy how high, you just start bouncing until you reach the sky.” 
 
    “That’s pretty one-sided.” 
 
    “Oh, it works for you. I won’t ask you to fuck me, and all you have to do is hold out. Don’t put your penis in me. Don’t fuck me. Prove that the male God of denial is superior to the female God of love and you win.” 
 
    Now here is where I made my fatal error, and it would come back to haunt me. I didn’t even ask what we were betting for. And I think that indicates how deeply in lust I was. 
 
    “Deal.” I said, wanting to prove Lorna wrong, unaware that I was just looking for a way to sate my lust. Reverse psychology, baby, and I was caught. 
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. You’re a brave man.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Eat my pussy.” 
 
    I blinked, and my eyes open, but it only took a couple of seconds for me to figure my way through the mess I had gotten myself into. 
 
    I turned and stared at her. 
 
    She just smiled and spread her legs. 
 
    “But…but I don’t want to be untrue to my wife.” 
 
    “You aren’t. You aren’t untrue to your wife until you plunge that delicious dick of your into my cavern. Eating me out is sex for me, but not for you. Now, get to it.” 
 
    I didn’t argue, and I found myself moving in spite of myself. I shifted, turned over, slid down, and put my face into her moist junction. 
 
    I hadn’t eaten a woman out, except for my wife, and that on rare occasions, in ten years. Not since before I got married. Yet there was something ultimately exotic about inhaling a woman’s essence. 
 
    She was shaved, and I noted the baby butt smoothness of her pussy. Her labia were extended, floppy lips, and I don’t mean that disparagingly. I took a moment to marvel, then I gave her a good, slow, long lick up her slit. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she moaned. She sank down a little and opened her legs wider. “Do that again.” 
 
    So I did. Long, slithery licks, my tongue hoeing her ditch, butting up against the clitoris. 
 
    Her clit was large, swollen. It was like a little pinkie, but dick shaped. I blew on it, I sucked on it. I deep throated that delightful, little fellow. 
 
    She squirmed and held my head. Her juices poured forth and my face became a mess. 
 
    “Eat, you bastard. Eat me!” 
 
    I began to chew on her, to suck in folds of pussy and munch on them. She groaned and actually pounded, lightly, on my back with her fists. Then she began to fuck my face. Tilting her hips, pushing on the back of my head, she thrust her pussy onto me face. 
 
    “Yes. A little more!” she gasped. 
 
    I reached a finger up under my chin and inserted it. 
 
    “OH…OH…FUCK!” Her hips slammed into me and created a wet, slapping sound. 
 
    Then she began to relax. “Oh, yeah. Do you do that to your wife?” 
 
    What a bitch! She fucks my face, bruises me with her sex, and then asks about my wife. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She grabbed my hair and lifted my face from her lap. I had juices dripping off me and she laughed. “My little pussy lapper. Didn’t you like it when I asked about your wife?” 
 
    “No.” I had eaten her most private spot, to a frothy squirt, and I was going to lie? Nope. 
 
    “Well, get over it. Now come here.” 
 
    She pulled on my hair, and I struggled to bring myself up to her face. She kissed me. She licked her juices off me. Her tongue was soft and considerate. One hand reached down and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Hey!” I jumped back. 
 
    She laughed merrily. “I want to stroke you. I have no intention of getting you off. I want to save you for when you break and finally give me what I want.” 
 
    “Never,” I said. 
 
    She grabbed my prick again and stroked it softly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered. I was horny. First I hadn’t had any for a couple of weeks, then I had been at an orgy, in a foul frame of mind, but still, all that fuck and sucking goes right to a guy’s mind. Or libido. Or prick. Or whatever. 
 
    Now I was naked, no clothes, being rubbed up and felt, and now stroked, by a beautiful woman. 
 
    I could feel her velvety hands swirling around my head. I groaned, and she let go. 
 
    “A little later a little more,” she quipped. “Now, get off me, you ugly man.” 
 
    She pushed me back and I fell back on the couch, my penis red and starting to drip. 
 
    “Okay, my little face fuck, let’s go to bed.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was a little dazed. I was over sexed, and sexed up so bad my mind was short circuiting. 
 
    I followed her up some stairs, watching her beautiful ass sway back and forth. I know she could feel my attention because she looked back at me and grinned. 
 
    Down a hall to the last room. 
 
    It was a big room, with a big four poster bed. A half a dozen super soft pillows on the bed. 
 
    She pulled the filmy drapes back and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Where do I sleep?” 
 
    “Right here. With me.” 
 
    “In the same bed?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    So I climbed into the bed after her. I scooted way over to the side and faced away. 
 
    “Don’t do that,” she murmured. She reached out and tugged on my hip, turned me over, then pulled me towards her. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “There is nothing like a good cuddle after a good cum.” 
 
    “But I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s your problem. I was willing. Now, turn this way, yes.” 
 
    She snuggled against me. Her breasts lay on me, her breath was soft on my face. She sighed. 
 
    I was frozen. I was naked, sleeping with a woman who was not my wife. After a moment Lorna said, “God, you are so rigid. Can you relax a little?” 
 
    “It’s hard.” 
 
    “I know that,” she giggled. 
 
    “Not funny.” 
 
    “Not for you, that’s for sure. Now relax.” 
 
    I tried to relax. My dick, of course didn’t. I lay there, entwined with a sexy woman, bare flesh to bare flesh, and felt her heart beat. 
 
    And felt my hard beat. Throb…throb…throb. Big pulsings as the blood rushed through me. I felt superheated and super horny. 
 
    She snuggle a bit closer and then, I couldn’t believe it, she started to doze. 
 
    “I can’t do this.” I blurted. 
 
    “So sleep on the floor. I have to warn you, though, it’s cold. And I am not letting my clean blankets and pillows be on the floor.” 
 
    I lay there, she turned slightly and my penis bumped her leg. 
 
    “You meant to do that.” 
 
    “Maybe. Now shut up.” 
 
    I lay there. So damned horny I couldn’t believe it, and her breathing grew deeper, began to draw out. 
 
    I slid out from under the covers. 
 
    She woke up enough to mumble, “Idiot.” Then she drifted away. 
 
    I lay down on the floor. My dick was hard like the barrel of a gun. I was giving off massive amounts of heat. I mean, I was positively glowing with sex heat. 
 
    The floor was uncomfortable. My skin felt the cold and I gave a shiver. I cuddled up like a dog. No good. It was just colder and colder. 
 
    A lay on the floor for probably 15 minutes, and I came to a sad conclusion. I wasn’t going to get any sleep laying on the floor. And I might not get any sleep in bed, but at least I would be warm. 
 
    I got up and slipped under the sheets. 
 
    “Oh, goody.” She latched onto me. Then I felt her eyes open. “Heysoos carrying water in a leaky bucket, you are freezing.” 
 
    I was. I was shivering. 
 
    She began to rub me. She slid her warm hands over my arms and chest. She slid under the covers and warmed up my legs, and put her mouth over my dick. 
 
    “Hey!” I croaked. But I didn’t move to push her away. 
 
    She giggled and slithered up under the covers. “That’s one part of your body that isn’t cold. 
 
    Then she curled around me again, and I started feeling real warm, and, of course, dick hot. She put an arm over my body and closed her hand on my penis. 
 
    “Hey!” I said, but I was running out of resistance. 
 
    “At least you had enough sense to come in out of the cold. Now shut up and let me sleep.” 
 
    I lay there, totally awake, and listened as, once again, she drifted off to sleep. I didn’t move, though I wanted to thrust my hips forward and fuck her fist. I just lay there and wished for sleep. 
 
      
 
    I did fall asleep, but I don’t know for how long. When I woke up I looked around, confused by waking up in a strange place. 
 
    Lorna was gone. I got up. It was warm, or at least warmer. I went to the window and looked out. A long lawn and some deep woods. As I stood there a Bambi came out of the woods, looked around, then went back into the woods. 
 
    Bambi. One of the world’s most horrible horror stories. An innocent deer, mother slaughtered. So much for childhood. 
 
    I walked over to the closet and looked in. I was hoping to find some male clothes. Or even some male-ish woman clothes. 
 
    Nothing but dresses, boots, bras and such. And they were all kinky, slinky.  
 
    I took a robe off a hook and put it on. It reached down to my knees. I walked out of the room. 
 
    Lorna was downstairs, naked, doing yoga by the fire. 
 
    “Aha! You’re one of ‘those’ guys.” 
 
    “What guys?” 
 
    “Wearing women’s clothes.” 
 
    “I am not.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. Now get down here and do some Yoga. 
 
    “I’ll pass.” 
 
    “Not a request.” 
 
    Sighing, I knelt on the floor, looked at her, and tried to duplicate what she was doing. 
 
    She was lithe, flexible, and I didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “This is ‘downward dog,’” she said. The upper half and lower half of her body was bent at the waist and her butt, as if on a hinge, pointed towards the ceiling. 
 
    I did a push up and pushed my butt upwards. I didn’t have a hinge at the hips and I looked like some kind of sloppy and ill conceived half circle. 
 
    “Now go down. Not too fast. You don’t want to hurt your little pee wee.” 
 
    Upward dog, and I assumed the push up position and let my hips sag. 
 
    Damn! My dick hit the floor. I tried to wiggle a bit and let the thing assume a more comfortable position. 
 
    Lorna laughed. “Women have big, old floppy boobs that get in the way, and men have those stupid dicks.” 
 
    She did a sitting thing where she twisted and placed an elbow behind a knee. 
 
    I tried to do it and fell over. 
 
    “Keep the buttocks flat on the floor, don’t try to do the whole twist at first.” 
 
    I followed her directions and actually managed to assume a bad twist. 
 
    “Excellent. How’s that dick doing.” 
 
    “Fine. thank you.” 
 
    She almost went into hysterics at the haughtiness in my voice. 
 
    “Come on,” she leaped to her feet and took my hand. She pulled me up and led me towards the kitchen. 
 
    “I hope you’re not a big eater. I can give you one egg and some orange juice.” 
 
    “Oh,” my disappointment showed. 
 
    “Besides, you’re too fat.” 
 
    “Am not.” 
 
    She pinched the small roll of fat around my belly. “You’ll never make it if you can’t be honest with yourself. How can you be honest with other people if you aren’t honest with yourself?” 
 
    “I’m plenty honest with myself.” 
 
    She just shook her head and began cutting a oranges in half. She handed them to me and pointed to a juicer. The juicer was just a bowl with a ridged mountain in the center. 
 
    “Don’t you have any electric juicers?” 
 
    “Nope. If that orange is too tough for you I can do it?” 
 
    I grunted and began grinding the half oranges on the thing. 
 
    Soon we had a plate with two hard boiled eggs on it and two tall glasses of orange juice. 
 
    “I did the dangerous work, using a knife, so you get to carry.” Back to the dining room. 
 
    I walked back into the dining room and she followed me. We sat down and ate our hard boiled eggs. 
 
    “Don’t you have salt?” 
 
    “Salt bad. Natural good. Now let me tell you how this is going to work.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She sipped her juice, sighed happily, and said, “By the end of the week you will be in love with me.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    “Your dick tells the truth. See dick bob?” 
 
    I looked down and, sure enough, my dick was bouncing so hard it was hitting the bottom of the dining table. 
 
    “That doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
    She snorted. Drank some more juice. Smiled, and said, “By the end of the week you will be head over heels in love with me. You will want to leave your wife and live with me forever. If I told you you could stay with me only if you were a complete and total slave…you’d do it. In fact,” she ruminated, “I’ll bet it only takes a couple of days. You being who you are.” 
 
    “Sez you.” 
 
    “Sez history. Men have a long history of doing really stupid things in the name of love.” 
 
    I drank some of my juice. The egg was dry in my throat. 
 
    “I, of course, will save you from such foolishness. I will laugh at you and send you away. Quite cheerfully, of course. 
 
    “Oh, I love you, but not in the same way. You see, you haven’t made  love to enough women to get over your childish infatuations. I love you, and am willing to fuck you, and send you on your way. We are connected, but not with a soul connection. You, on the other hand, because you are so inexperienced, will think you are in true love, and you will cry and beg, but…sayonara, sweetheart.” 
 
    I shook my head. I was done eating. 
 
    “Not only will I not fall in love with you, but I will not fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, you will fall in love, and if you don’t fuck me then you will merely be proving how stupid and inexperienced you are.” 
 
    “I won’t betray my wife,” I blurted. 
 
    “She betrayed you. 100 times over. Heck, you could fuck me and she’d still be 99 ahead of you. Besides…aren’t you going to leave her?” 
 
    I looked at the table and mumbled. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I mean, how can you even consider staying with that hopeless slut?” 
 
    “Don’t call her a slut,” I snapped. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She…she’s…” 
 
    “She’s not? Even after fucking a 100 men? That’s your inexperience talking.” 
 
    I looked away, obviously unhappy. 
 
    Lorna sat back, stretched, then said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went outside. The morning was warming, and we walked through the dew on the law towards the far woods. 
 
    “Randy?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are we betting on?” 
 
    There it was, the thing that I had overlooked, come back to bite me in the ass. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You don’t know. You were challenged, and you rose to the occasion, like a stupid male, and you don’t even know why you are here with me. Naked. Your dick screwing the air. Lusting after my damn, fine body and too stupid to do something about it. 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Well, even if you are stupid, I’m not. Would you like to know what you’re betting?” 
 
    We stopped and I watched her. 
 
    She said, “If I win, you admit that your wife is a slut, and that’s okay, and you go back and live your happy life with her. If you win, if you manage to hold out and not sleep with me, then I lose, and you lose your wife. She’s a slut, and you can’t admit it, and can’t even get over it.” 
 
    My mouth opened. I wasn’t aware of the world, I was thinking, grokking what she had just said. I figured it out. She was right. If I won I lost my soul partner. 
 
    Yes, she had fucked a 100 men, and probably many times, but…but… 
 
    “Come on, let me show you my dungeon. I want to lock you up and tell you some more things. I want to torture you.” 
 
    She took my hand and led me back towards the house. 
 
    Her dungeon was, naturally, in the basement. She had a couple of space heaters, a closet with toys in it, and a couple of interesting looking toys. 
 
    A pillory. Put your hands and neck through the holes and you are stuck until somebody lets you go. 
 
    A Sybian. All ready to punish the pussy into heaven. 
 
    A St. Andrew’s Cross. A couple of bigger toys were in a corner. 
 
    There was a boombox on a table and she turned it on. Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers. The Last DJ. 
 
    “Pick a toy, any toy.” 
 
    I stared at her, and she was serious. 
 
    “This is what this is all about? Beating my ass? Proving women are superior? Some shit like that?” 
 
    “You are so silly. I don’t have to prove what’s obvious. Now, choose a toy, and hurry. You don’t want me choosing a toy…then I might really beat your ass. Like you want.” She arched an eyebrow and challenged me. 
 
    I walked around the room. I don’t know why, but the pillory appealed to me. I mean, any one of her ‘toys’ would have done me, but this one…I had seen pictures of pillories and always been curious. What did it feel like to be trapped. 
 
    And, in the back of my mind…trapped by a beautiful woman. A naked beautiful woman. While I was naked. 
 
    I think you can see that I was already starting to break down. 
 
    “The pillory.” 
 
    “Ah. My favorite. There is something so sexy about a man who is helpless.” She lifted the top bar. I settled my wrists and neck in the three holes, and she lowered the bar. I heard a click, pushed up, and found I was totally locked. 
 
    “Huh,” I grunted. 
 
    “Well, now that you’re all settled in, ta ta.” She turned and walked out of the dungeon. 
 
    I actually half expected something like that. Sort of. But I was still surprised, and struck by how helpless I truly was. I was bent over, my dick was pointing down, my asshole felt very vulnerable. 
 
    I thought about trying to escape. But I knew I couldn’t. I was just fantasizing. And, to be honest, I was sort of enjoying the feelings running through me. 
 
    Five minutes later she came back into the dungeon. I tried to turn my head enough to see her, but only caught a glimpse of her. She was carrying something, like a drink or something, but bigger around. Fatter. 
 
    She pulled up a chair next to the pillory. She had a little container of ice cream. 
 
    “Well, well. At last, I have you in my clutches.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And, her emphasizing my helplessness, my cock throbbed. 
 
    She spooned a bit of ice cream between her lush lips. “Mmm. I do love icey cream.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Would you like some?” 
 
    I wondered if it was a trick question. “Sure.” 
 
    She dug her spoon into the little tub, brought it out, and inserted it in my mouth. 
 
    Vanilla. And, OMG, it tasted too damned good! 
 
    Well, of course, I hadn’t had any real breakfast. 
 
    She spooned herself a bite. “You know what else I love?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Locking men up, having them be scared, nervous, apprehensive, and then just treating them nice. Would you like me to whip you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I could leave some delightful straps on your ass. Something to remember me by.” 
 
    “
I think I’ll pass.” 
 
    “Maybe some other time,” and she fed me another spoonful. 
 
    We ate, very companionable, sharing ice cream and loving it. 
 
    She asked, “How many women have you made love to?” 
 
    I thought about it. “Before I was married?” 
 
    “Unless you were getting a little after you were married.” 
 
    “Maybe ten.” 
 
    “Ten women. Doesn’t that make you a slut?” 
 
    I blinked. “That’s not a lot, and it was one on one, not…” 
 
    “Not a hundred to one?” 
 
    “You said it.” 
 
    “Well, time being what it is, the universe billions of years old, the amount of time between women…you essentially fucked ten women, really quick. Almost back to back.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “And your wife, she fucked ten men real quick. Comparatively. So what’s the difference between you and her?” 
 
    “She fucked a 100 men!” 
 
    “She fucked ten men. Then she fucked ten men, and ten men…and so on. And if you consider the universe, and all the men in it, that’s not very many. Heck. A thousand wouldn’t be that many.” 
 
    “It’s different.” 
 
    “Only if you’re hung up on mathematics. Are you hung up on numbers?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Hmm. I wonder. And you can wonder. But while you’re wondering, I do have a special treat for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She ruffled my hair, then stood up. She walked behind me. She placed a hand on one cheek, and I jumped. 
 
    “Easy, big boy,” she giggled. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you ice cream.” 
 
    She grabbed one cheek and puled it to the side. I immediately pushed my cheeks together. “Hey!” 
 
    “Hey is for horses. And if you’re going to be so unwilling to accept your treat then I’m going to have to hobble you.” 
 
    She put something between my ankles, and suddenly they were being spread apart. 
 
    “Stop that!” I cried. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Now, you can either relax and enjoy, or you can fight, and I’ll win, and you’ll still enjoy.” 
 
    “”Stop that!” 
 
    But she didn’t. She wouldn’t. And suddenly I felt her push one cheek to the side, and I couldn’t bring them together now, and she pushed a spoon into me. 
 
    It actually went in easy, and then the shock of cold hit me. “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    She worked the spoon around inside me. She touched parts of me that had never been touched before, and I was shortly shivering and moaning. 
 
    “Would you like another bite? I’ve got a couple of spoonfuls left.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You say no, but your dick says yes. Good dickie. Here go.” 
 
    She pushed another spoonful into my ass. The cold caused my asshole to pucker and celebrate. I suddenly found myself pushing back. 
 
    “Ooh, he likes it. I guess little Randy is a big slut. Just like his wife.” 
 
    I was actually crying, which was bizarre. I was being raped…and it felt so good. the pleasure was picking up speed. I ground my hips around. 
 
    “Tell me, little Randy. Would you like me to go get a dildo and show you what it feels like?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    She walked back to the front and sat down. “Maybe later. Baby steps, you know? Now let me ask you…would you rather eat ice cream or fuck me?” 
 
    “No! Stop! you can’t…” 
 
    “It’s a simple choice.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” 
 
    “Oh, is Randy crying? Poor Randy!” 
 
    “You are evil!” 
 
    “I know. I’m just a big slut. And sluts are evil. Anybody who fucks is evil. Right?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She laughed. “Your dick is speaking for you.” 
 
    “I don’t care what it says!” 
 
    “You’ve got two minds, and you don’t care what one of them says. Such a silly person.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She said, “Well, I still don’t have an answer, and I’m not going to let you out until you answer me. Would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    She sighed. “Well, there are ways to loosen up your tongue.” 
 
    I remained mute. 
 
    She stood up and walked out of the dungeon. 
 
    I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. And I couldn’t believe how good my ass felt. Is this what gay people feel? I mean, I hate to admit it, but when she took the spoon out of my ass…I actually missed it. 
 
    She returned to the dungeon. She was carrying a little ice chest. She placed it on the floor and opened it. A bottle of beer. And ice. 
 
    And it hit me. 
 
    “Oh, no. “You’re not going to pour that up my ass!” 
 
    “Of course I am.” 
 
    She held up the bottle. Golden Monkey. “This is the most wonderful concoction. This bottle is as potent as a six pack, and people always underestimate it. The first time I ever drank it my eyeballs started working independently. One looked at one thing, and the other looked at something else, and I was hooked. It’s a different world when your eyes work independent of each other. 
 
    “You can’t,” I whispered. 
 
    She took a tube out of the ice chest and walked behind me. 
 
    I tried to struggle, but my feet were still spread. I couldn’t do much more than wiggle my ass. 
 
    She inserted the tube into me. It went smooth and easy. 
 
    She came back to the front, picked up the bottle of Golden Monkey and went to my rear. 
 
    Shortly I felt a cool sensation washing into my ass. 
 
    Then, almost immediately, I started getting drunk. I was dizzy, the room spun a little, then, son of a bitch, my eyes started working independently. 
 
    “I only gave you a little, Randy. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Oh, Jeez,” I mumbled, having trouble with my tongue. 
 
    “Tell the truth, I don’t think it’s going to take much. I know you’re a strong man, but this is one area you’re weak in. 
 
    “Fuck. The room is turning.” 
 
    She pulled up the chair and leaned into my face. She began kissing me, long, slow, and soft. She nibbled on my lips. She played with my nipples. 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    After a long time in paradise, she asked, “Randy…would you rather eat ice cream or make love to me?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’d like to fuck you.” 
 
    Not make love, but fuck. She was my enemy, but she wasn’t. She was doing something to me, and in the midst of the revelry happening in my mind I knew she was right. 
 
    “All right!” she clapped her hands.  
 
    She unlocked the pillory and helped me up. I had a hard time walking, and she supported me, kept me moving forward. 
 
    We walked up the stairs, up more stairs, and reached her room. 
 
    She placed one of my hands against a bed post and sat on the bed. 
 
    “Randy, baby? I need you to really fuck the shit out of me. You can be rough as you want, or as soft. You’ve earned this. You’ve finally told the truth, and your life is going to be different. 
 
    She lay back and nodded, and that was the signal. 
 
    I fell on the bed, fell across her. I couldn’t tell which way was up, but I knew all I had to do was crawl across her and find her whole. 
 
    She laughed and helped me crawl. 
 
    I pushed between her legs and stuffed my cock in her. 
 
    “Oh! No foreplay!” Yet she was moist. I knew she had been wanting this. 
 
    I began to move in and out, and the world kept turning on me. 
 
    She placed her hands on my chest, steadied me, kept me from falling off her. She rose to meet me. Her hips moved up and gripped my cock. 
 
    “I like a big man,” she moaned. 
 
    I kissed her, and she kissed back. Our lips danced, our tongues speared out. I was a sloppy lover, made sloppy by the Golden Monkey. But she didn’t mind. Heck, she had set this up, so this was what she expected, if not wanted. 
 
    “God!” She ground up at me. Then: “It might take a little longer to cum, alcohol does that, so just enjoy the feeling of my cunt gripping your cock. She twisted and emphasized her words. 
 
    I felt like my body was doing a barrel roll, and at the same time my cock was barrel rolling inside her. 
 
    We fucked, and it was dirty and wonderful and uninhibited. In truth, I had never fucked like this in my life. 
 
    Then she flipped me over. She was strong, and she went with my drunken tilting and suddenly I was on the bottom. She kissed me more and then whispered, “I’m going to blow your mind.” 
 
    My mind was already blown, but then she shattered it and threw the pieces in the wind. 
 
    She hunched up, even as she settled her weight on my cock. She managed to grip my balls with one strong hand and she rolled them, like ben wah balls. Then the piece de resistance, the stuck a finger up my ass. 
 
    I howled, “Aiiieeee!” Then I came. I blew out a massive load. And she just hung on and made sure I was deep inside her. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck!” 
 
    Spurt after spurt, big, thick ropes splattered her insides. 
 
    Finally, I was empty. She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. This was my orgasm, and that was okay with her. 
 
    I collapsed. I lay on the bed and the world swirled over me. She rose up and my dick flopped on my belly. 
 
    “Well, lover, that was good. But we have a lot more to do. Now go to sleep.” 
 
    She kissed my cheek and walked away. 
 
    I lay there for a long time, feeling like the world was a whirlpool and I was at the bottom. Then, finally, I slept. 
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    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    I awoke. No hangover. Of course, the alcohol had gone up my butt, not down my throat. 
 
    My body was entwined with the most gorgeous Lorna. I could feel her breasts on me. My dick was standing straight up, pushing into her thigh. 
 
    And it wasn’t just morning wood. It was lust, pure and simple. I had fucked her just a few hours previous, but my penis was fully engorged and wanted more. 
 
    More of this tender, soft, beautiful woman. 
 
    On one hand I felt like crap. 
 
    On the other hand I felt glorious. 
 
    I had made love to Lorna, and cheated on my wife. 
 
    The loving was glorious, but me cheating…that was something I hadn’t planned on. 
 
    What a mixed up mess. 
 
    “Mmm, eat me.” 
 
    She opened her eyes and smiled into my face. We were close enough to breath each others breath. She reached down and grabbed my hard cock. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Eat me, then fuck me. Do the Randy special on me. Make me feel like a woman.” 
 
    She pulled on my dick, massaged my balls, and kissed me. Deeply, thoroughly. 
 
    “Uh…” I groaned. 
 
    “Come on now, lover, you’re ready, get your head down there and clean me out.” 
 
    “But I just came in you?” 
 
    “I eat cum all the time. Besides, it’s mostly drained out. You’re just going to get a slight taste. Come on now. Be a man.” She reached up and pushed my head down. 
 
    I slithered under the sheets. It was like I was crawling down her body, my face going over her big boobs, I reached her groin. Tentatively, I nuzzled my face into her crotch. 
 
    “Oh,” she moaned, “Don’t think! Be a man and make me a woman!” 
 
    Thus encouraged, I began eating her. I lapped at her labia, and found that she wasn’t drained of my gism. Quite the contrary, I sucked in a big glob of my sperm. 
 
    For a moment I gasped and choked, but she laughed and kept pushing on my head. 
 
    Nothing else to do, I grew accustomed to the taste and feel of my semen. It was bland, with the musky taste of her. It was like sucking down an oyster, not my favorite food, but, what the heck. 
 
    Then I got into it. There was just something so incredibly delicious about burying my mouth in her folds. It was intoxicating, and my dick throbbed with desire. 
 
    “Suck that clit, you man!” She pulled my head and spread her legs. 
 
    I held her buttocks with my palms and licked her good. I found the clitoris and sucked it like the tiny penis it was. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I think…I think…” 
 
    I ate harder. 
 
    “YES…AHHHH!” 
 
    I could feel her muscles spasming and her thighs closed over my face. Hard. 
 
    I lay there for a second, and it was actually luxuriating, being trapped by her thighs, not being able to breath. 
 
    But not breathing can only go on so long, then you need air. I gasped and pushed and freed myself. 
 
    She giggled. She pulled on my head. When I came up under the covers she began kissing me again. She sucked the juices off my face and licked me and hugged me. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Want to fuck me?” 
 
    I was silent, staring at her, and I knew she knew what I was thinking. 
 
    I had cheated on my wife. Yes, she had cheated on me, and with a hundred men. But our conversations of the night before: one man or a hundred, it didn’t make any difference. 
 
    “Come on, lover. You’re already soiled. You might as well do it again. After all, if you don’t, then you’ll always wonder if it was just the alcohol. This way you can be sure.” 
 
    As she spoke she tugged on my cock, I found myself lifting my hips over her leg and positioning myself. I was staring at her, and she was smirkily smiling. 
 
    “Come on, you big dick! Ram it home!” She didn’t speak loudly, but intently. Her hips were thrusting, looking for me. 
 
    Lana had cheated on me, a 100 times. I didn’t want to cheat on her, but here I was, in a bed with a most beautiful woman. My cock at the portal, feeling the heat. 
 
    I pushed in and she grunted and held me with both arms. 
 
    “All the way,” she mumbled against my chest. 
 
    Dutifully, I let my weight sink sink onto her, and my cock went in, in, and then our pubic areas were smunched together. 
 
    She lowered her hands around my waist. I was slightly pushed up with my body bent into hers. We were face to face, and she said, “Don’t move. Enjoy this moment.” 
 
    I didn’t move. I could feel her moist canal holding me, I could feel the rhythm of slick muscle pulsating over my cock. 
 
    “Don’t move, just realize where you are…in the sacred cave, feeling me…soul to soul.” 
 
    She kissed me then, softly, taking her time, her lips plump and smooth upon mine. Our eyes were open, and I could feel the blood pounding in my cock. I wanted to move in the worst way. 
 
    “Okay, slick, let me tell you what is going to happen. You just came a couple of hours ago, and you might not be able to cum again. At any rate, I don’t want you to cum. If you do I will make you eat my pussy, eat all that delicious semen out of my fresh fucked pussy. And, believe me, that is going to be a little more than that simple dust off you got just a minute ago. So I don’t want you to cum, and you don’t want you to cum. If you can not cum, I will give you a day of glorious experiences. I will blow your mind in ways you can’t even imagine. If you do cum I will take you home. To your wife. Your cheating slut of a wife.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She ignored my protest. And, come to think of it, why was I protesting? What vestige of me still loved that woman? She had participated in a 100 man gang bang. 
 
    “You can go home and divorce her and live your miserable, squalid life. Or, if you can, for the first time in your life, control yourself, I will continue your education. And then you will stand a chance of understanding what drives your loving wife, and why I am bothering to save you for her.” 
 
    This was absolutely confusing to me. Lana had cheated on me. And I was supposed to somehow ‘earn’ her back through depraved screwing with this woman? 
 
    This was wrong on so many levels, and yet…yet I was hooked. And, let me be honest…there was apart of me that was intoxicated by this woman. There was a part of me that just wanted to stay with her. I had never had a woman take me apart so ruthlessly, and yet with nothing more than smiles and kisses. 
 
    “Don’t cum,” I said. 
 
    “Think of baseball,” she giggled. “Let me use you for my pleasure, but don’t take any from me. If you can…Mr. Man.”
A challenge. Shit. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I won’t cum.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” and she moved. She twisted her hips and tilted and slid her pussy along the length of my cock. It was like God’s own hand had gripped me and was attempting to wring the sperm out of me. 
 
    “Fuck!” I blurted, suddenly realizing that this was going to be harder than it sounded. 
 
    “Baseball, bitch,” she laughed, and did something with her muscles, gripped me hard with her pussy, and pulled. 
 
    “Man on first,” I groaned, trying to push out the feeling of having my cock pleasured and pulled. I tried to visualize a baseball diamond, a man standing on first base. Somebody at plate, knocking his bat against one foot, dislodging dirt from his spikes. 
 
    “Yeah,” she held me and ground her hips into me. It felt like my cock was stirring things inside her. Soft, jumbled up things. 
 
    I pictured a man swinging a bat. And I could feel deep things inside my groin, heating up, pushing, throbbing. 
 
    She flipped me over, she was strong, and sat on me. She used her weight, held my hands out, lowered her face to mine and touched her lips to my face. I could feel her long hair running over my skin.  
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I mumbled. How could I not cum? 
 
    She ground into me, again and again, and I could feel the trigger clicking inside. 
 
    I tried to ignore it. I tried to think of other things. I even squeezed my hands, digging my fingernails into my flesh and trying to make my palms bleed. 
 
    “Oh, you’re good, lover, but so am I.” 
 
    She leaned back, rode me like a cowgirl, and I felt ignition. 
 
    “FU-U-U” I stuttered, and the semen burst out of me. I coated her insides with my juice, my hips lurched and jerked. 
 
    She laughed, and just sat on me and took it all in. She had her victory, but there was no malice in it. 
 
    Finally, when my penis stopped wiggling, I said, “I’m sorry. I couldn’t…” 
 
    But I wasn’t really sorry. I had lost, but I had won, and, in a way, I had won more. I had cemented myself to this Amazon. 
 
    “Oh, poor boy.” She still had my hands pinioned out. “You know what this means, don’t you?” 
 
    “I go home.” I felt a profound disappointment within. I hadn’t expected to feel this sadness. Maybe I had lost a little too much here. 
 
    “Nah. I was just kidding about that. But I wasn’t kidding about you eating me out.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “Are you man enough?” She challenged me. 
 
    I felt a nervous energy inside. Yet I had already eaten a bit of cum out of her pussy. What was a little more? 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    I gulped…and nodded. 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” She reached down and pinched her lips together, then she knee walked up my body. She knelt right over my face. I could see the slick folds, bits of gizm oozing out. 
 
    She sat. 
 
    Gah…and, yet…OMG! 
 
    I felt the oozy goodness slither over my tongue and down my throat. I began to suck and gulp. This was too much, too kinky. 
 
    She reached down and cradled my head to her pussy. She smushed her pussy down. She fucked my face. And it was good. It was a weird, twisted heaven, but it was heaven. 
 
    For a long minute I lapped, licked, and cleaned her off. I cleaned all the goo from inside her pussy, using my tongue to fuck her. 
 
    She soughed in satisfaction, ground down a bit more, then lifted a leg and fell to one side. “Oh, that was good.” She leaned on an elbow and inspected me. My face was glistening with my cum and her juices. 
 
    She came closer to me then, and began cleaning my face with her lips and tongue. For a long moment she cleaned me, then she spun away and hopped out of bed. “Shower time, you dirty boy.” 
 
    I got out and followed her into the bathroom. 
 
    We showered, laughing and giggling like children. I soaped and rinsed her breasts, washed her vagina and finger fucked her till she was weak kneed. She soaped my dick and rubbed it lovingly. It wasn’t getting hard, but she just laughed. “Don’t worry. You’ll be hard by lunch, and this time we’re going to leave you hard for a while. You don’t mind being hard for me for a while, do you?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    She knelt and blew me and massaged my balls. Then we exited the shower. 
 
    “Dry me off, bitch,” she commanded. 
 
    I rubbed her with a big, soft towel and asked, “Sometimes I’m lover boy, and sometimes I’m a bitch….what am I?” 
 
    She grabbed my cock and squeezed it, kissed me yet again, and said, “You’re everything…and nothing. You’re my cock and my cunt. You’re my orgasm heaven, and I hate you, every square inch of you.” 
 
    Her words were delivered lightly, yet they somehow shook things up inside me. She hated me? But I was becoming enraptured. I wanted nothing more than just stay and make love to her.  
 
    Truthfully, I had never met a woman like her. 
 
    “Now, my loving, bitch face, I want you to go down and fix us breakfast. An egg each, and a grapefruit, cut in half. You can put whipped cream on my half, lots of whipped cream, but not for you.” 
 
    “Why not for me?” 
 
    “Because I don’t want you to get used to the good things. You need to learn how to enjoy the bad things in life.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Aw, is him thinking about his wife?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Forget her. I’m going to make you forget her. I’m going to make a new man out of you, one that is loved and appreciated only the way a woman can love and appreciate.” 
 
    When I didn’t respond she continued, “She didn’t deserve you, anyway.” 
 
    “Yesterday you were talking about changing my mind…” 
 
    “There’s lots of ways to change a mind. Now, be a good, little slut and go make me breakfast. I’m going to fix you up a surprise. You like surprises?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Okay, then. No surprise. You can mow my lawn and wash my car all day.” 
 
    “I’ll take the surprise.” 
 
    “I thought so.” 
 
    Then she pushed me away. “Go.” 
 
    I went. 
 
    I ran down the stairs, never feeling so energized in my life. My dick was slack, but not small. It was half gorged and flopping around, and I knew it wasn’t going to be long before it was hard again. There was just this feeling I had for Lorna. 
 
    Why hadn’t I met her before I met my wife. 
 
    My wife. Oh, fuck. What was I going to do about my wife? 
 
    Yet, even the thought of Lana cheating on me, doing more than a 100 men, couldn’t dull my spirits. 
 
    Was it love? 
 
    What else could it be? 
 
    I quickly got out a pair of eggs and hard boiled them. While I was waiting I found the largest grapefruit I could and sliced it in half. I placed the halves in bowls and put a mountain of whip cream on one. Then I placed them both in the frig. Finally, the eggs were done and I put them in cold water for a moment, then I peeled them. 
 
    Everything done, I placed it all on a tray, a salt shaker for the eggs, and went into the dining room. 
 
    Lorna was sitting at the head of the table. Next to her, on the floor, were three boxes, foot cubes. She smiled as I entered the room. She was dressed.  
 
    Well, not dressed dressed, but half dressed. She was wearing a green see through bathrobe. Under the flimsy material I could see a half bra, her nipples tilted out and up and poking against the material. 
 
    “Excellent. Right on time. Get me a glass of milk, will you?” 
 
    Quickly, I did, and shortly we were eating. 
 
    As I ate my egg I couldn’t keep my eyes off her breasts. Seeing the nipples so erect, half hidden, turned me on and suddenly I was aware that my cock was getting hard. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Lorna said, glancing through the table top, which was glass. “Somebody is glad to see me.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said, very sincere. 
 
    “She smiled, then ate her grapefruit. “Hmm. Too bad you don’t get anything sweet, but you’ve been such a sour drudge.” 
 
    “Not when I’m with you,” I responded gallantly. 
 
    She giggled. “Why, I do believe you’re falling in love with me.” 
 
    I grinned, then: “When do I get to wear clothes?” 
 
    “Oh, maybe tomorrow, if you feel like it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll feel like it.” 
 
    “What? You don’t love your manliness on display? Telling me when you are lying and when you are not?” 
 
    “I’ll never lie to you.” 
 
    She reached under the table and stroked my cock briefly. I sighed and moved my hips forward, but she withdrew her hand. I was disappointed, but my heart was reaching for her. 
 
    “Tell me, Randy. Would you do anything for me?” 
 
    “Anything,” I said. “That was the deal, right? A week of me doing whatever you want, and…” I stopped and frowned. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. Your wife will love you more than ever when I am finished with you.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything to that. I was more interested in her loving me than my wife. 
 
    She smiled. Again, I had the feeling she knew what I was thinking. 
 
    “Are you ready for today’s game?” 
 
    I looked at the boxes. “Sure.” 
 
    “Then you’d best get these dishes cleaned.” 
 
    I quickly jumped up and grabbed the plates and tray. I ran them to the kitchen and did a fast scrub job. I dried them, put them away, and ran back into the dining room. 
 
    Lorna had moved one seat to the side and placed the three boxes in front of her. She motioned for me to sit down across from her. 
 
    “Inside these three boxes are three items. Now, I recommend you choose the items from left to right. Take the one on your left first. tomorrow you can select the one in the middle, and so on. That is my recommendation. It will make my job easier, and I think it will be the most fun for you this way. However, it is up to you. There is nothing to compel you to choose in this order. You are a free man, able to do whatever you want. You don’t have to pay attention to my wishes.” 
 
    “No hints as to what is in them.” 
 
    “The only hint I can give you is that you will not like these items, at first. You will protest, and you will complain, and you will even threaten to leave my house. But, you complained last night when I got you drunk, and what did it get you? Juicy fucking with one of the most beautiful women you have ever seen.” 
 
    I frowned. I wouldn’t like them? None of these ‘gifts?’ 
 
    “So…choose.” She opened her hands up and invited me. 
 
    I looked at the boxes. She put one hand behind the box she had recommended I choose first. She tilted the box as if it was eager. 
 
    “Come on, stud. You know you want to.” 
 
    “Can I feel them?” 
 
    “Why, of course! Lift them, shake them, listen to them, smell them…just don’t open them.” 
 
    I picked up the first box. It wasn’t very heavy. I shook it and heard something rattling inside. 
 
    I did the same to the second box, then the third. 
 
    “And nothing to cause me pain?” 
 
    She laughed. “Depends. What kind of pain do you mean? There’s pain that is bad…and then there’s pain that is good. These items will cause a certain amount of pain, but, once you get over your stupid protests, you will find that each of them, though they start painfully, will end up in great gobs of pleasure.” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    I pushed the boxes back, and though I was trying to look like I was making an intelligent, well considered choice, I was already a gone goose. “I’ll take the first one.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” She clapped her hands, then she pushed the box to me. “Open it.” 
 
    I lifted the lid and looked inside, and frowned. “A butt plug?” 
 
    She laughed merrily. “Not just a butt plug, but your butt plug.” She reached into the box and picked it up. It was only a couple of inches long, no sharp corners, and slightly curved. 
 
    She put the butt plug into her mouth and sucked it, took it out and it glistened with her spit. “This little baby is a brand new item. It is designed to press on the prostate. You will end up hard and drooling. Your heart will feel warm and full. You will have trouble thinking and speaking. You will be in love with this, little puppy. And would you like to know it’s name?” 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “It’s name is Lorna. My name. You’re going to have Lorna up your butt, giving you pleasure, making you hard…and hot…and horny. A day with this up your butt and you will have a new viewpoint of life. You will never want to be without Lorna up your butt again…and you will feel sorrow for all those years you didn’t have me up your butt.” 
 
    My mouth was a little open, I was stunned, and I made myself close my mouth. “I don’t…I’ve never put anything up my ass.” 
 
    She got up and moved to the head of the table. She reached under the table and took my cock in her hand. I noted the long red fingernails. I throbbed. 
 
    “Are you afraid to try?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, you silly bitch. Why do you think gays like it up the ass? It feels GOOD!” 
 
    “Yeah, but…but I’m not gay. And I don’t want to be.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Randy, Randy. This won’t turn you gay. You have to be gay before you put one of these up your rectum. No. What this does is acquaints you with the fact that there are other types of pleasure than just pussy and dick.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Listen, sweetheart. If you want me to, I’ll help you. We can go down to the dungeon and I will show you how to lubricate, and I will put this up your ass so nicely that you will almost orgasm. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She stood up. She grabbed the butt plug in one hand and my hand with the other. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go play.” 
 
    I followed her, watching her luscious body as she walked, then walked down the stairs. She led me to the pillory and lifted the upper bar. She smiled at me, and I couldn’t help myself. I placed my head and wrists in the holes and she lowered the bar. Click. I was committed now. 
 
    She turned on music. Shania Twain. I didn’t expect that. This lady had multiple tastes. 
 
    “Now then, my little honey slut, the trick to inserting a butt plug is lots of lube.” She went to a cabinet and took out a large can of lube. “Don’t worry, we won’t use all of it.” She giggled and went behind me. 
 
    “First, we have to get all relaxed.” She began to massage me. She rubbed my back, felt my dick and stroked it, and worked her way back to my buttocks. 
 
    “Oh, you have a nice hammer.” she massaged my ass, digging her fingers in and forcing me to relax. 
 
    “And, you have a nice nail.” She stroked my penis. “And I should know because you hammered that big nail into me just an hour ago.” 
 
    I moaned softly. I was erect. After fucking her I had thought it would be hours before I was ready to fuck again. 
 
    “Now, this is going to feel good.” She spread a glop of lube on my hole, directly on my hole, and I jerked. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay.” She rubbed the stuff all around my hole inserting her finger the barest amount, it felt like she was shoving lube into me. 
 
    “Ohh,” I couldn’t help it, the sound erupted from me. 
 
    “Excellent. Here’s a finger.” She poked, slowly, a digit up my butt. I jerked, my whole body got tight, but she just stood there, a finger up my ass, and waited. 
 
    “I know it’s hard, but I need you to breath, to relax, to just become accustomed to this.” 
 
    I nodded. I was gulping uncontrollably. 
 
    “Here’s two fingers.” I didn’t jerk, but I felt her fingers slithering around, rimming me, poking in and hot. More and more lube. 
 
    “Oh….oh…” 
 
    She took my cock in one hand and stroked it gently. Up and down. “Feels pretty good, yes?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry, it’s about to get a whole lot better. Here’s three fingers.” 
 
    “OH…!” I yelped. Yet there was no pain. There was just the stretching, and I felt full back there. 
 
    “We’re not going to put anymore fingers in you today.” 
 
    Today? 
 
    “Maybe later in the week. Right now I just want you to realize that my three fingers are the size of the butt plug. And once the plug is in you will only feel a narrow shaft. The bigger part will be in you, though, and it will be working. All right?” 
 
    “Okay,” my mouth was open and I was dazed by the incredible pleasurable feeling exploding in my butt. 
 
    “Here we go.” I felt her fingers leave me, and I missed them. I wanted them back. 
 
    I felt the bulbous head of the plug touch my sphincter. I felt it push slowly in. I was relaxed, and there was lots of lube, and it slid in smoothly. There was a moment of pain when the large part was forced through the ring, but then it was in, and my eyes grew wide. 
 
    Shit! I had a butt plug in my fanny. 
 
    Lorna wiggled it a bit, lifted it and lowered. “I just want to make sure it sits perfectly. 
 
    I nodded, gulping, I was making a moaning sound. 
 
    “All right, super stud. You ready for me to set you free?” 
 
    “Yes…yes.” I didn’t know what I was saying. All I could feel was this sensation, like fucking, in my asshole. 
 
    She unlocked the bar and raised it. 
 
    I was afraid to move, I just stood in place, like a dumb cow. 
 
    “Come on, baby. Stand up.” 
 
    She grabbed one of my arms, placed the other on my chest, and pushed me up. 
 
    My legs were weak from the feeling of the butt plug. I took a step and stumbled. She held my arm and kept me upright. 
 
    “Takes a bit of getting used to. But it feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Okay. Yeah.” 
 
    She walked me across the floor, and it felt so strange. There are a lot of nerves in the ass, and these nerves have to do with simple things like walking. It felt like these nerves were all firing, and I didn’t know whether to cum or walk, or maybe even what the difference was. 
 
    Lorna held on to my arm and guided me across the basement and up the stairs. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos on a rubber crutch.” 
 
    “Sort of like learning how to walk all over again.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Try walking on your own.” 
 
    She let go of me, but stayed close. 
 
    I stumbled, but didn’t fall, and took my first baby steps. 
 
    “Do butt plugs do this to everybody?” 
 
    “Nah. Most butt plugs are exciting, but, like I said, this is a brand new design. And here’s something to blow your mind.” 
 
    I reached a chair and put a hand out and just stood there, trembling. 
 
    “This plug is guaranteed to make your ass feel what a woman’s pussy feels like with a big dick in it.” 
 
    “No!” I stared at her.  
 
    “Cross my heart,” and she crossed her heart. “You can read the packaging if you want.” 
 
    I stood, breathing, shaking, and suddenly, she laughed. “Looked at your dick, lately?” 
 
    I looked down. My dick was hard, red, and it was dripping. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “That’s right. The plug is pressing on your prostate, and that is pushing a bit of pre-cum, or maybe it’s actual semen, up and out.” 
 
    I stared, and a thin string of sperm, I think it was sperm, hung towards the floor. As I watched the string got longer, then separated and fell on the floor. 
 
    “Uh oh. Somebody’s sprung a leak.” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I can’t control myself.” 
 
    “I understand,” she said sympathetically. “But remember, you have to clean up. Your own mess. 
 
    I gulped and nodded. 
 
    “And the way you clean up this mess is with your tongue.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right. Your tongue. Here’s what I want you to do. I want you to get down and lick up your mess. You’ll find that you can’t go forward, because you’d leave a trail behind you. So you’ll have to crawl backwards, licking it up while it’s hot and fresh. And I want you to lick your way to the garage. I’ll meet you there.” 
 
    “But…wait…” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” I was stalling. I didn’t want to crawl butt first and lick up my own semen. 
 
    “I’ve got to get you some clothes. We’re going to take a drive.” 
 
    “With this in me?” 
 
    “What better time, eh? Now stop stalling and get down on your hands and knees.” 
 
    She walked out of the room. Shortly I heard her padding up stairs. 
 
    Clothes. Good. I could use some. Though I’d probably make a mess of any pants I might wear. 
 
    Stalling. 
 
    I had licked semen from her hole. A lot of semen. so what was the big deal? This floor was clean, all I had to do was lick…backwards…for maybe twenty feet. 
 
    Gingerly, aware of the plug making my nerves shiver and shake, I got down on all fours. I sighed. I wasn’t so shaky quivery down here. I looked at the door that led to the kitchen and through to the garage. Well, maybe 30 feet. 
 
    I sighed, and I began backing up, aiming for the garage, licking the floor as I went.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re cute.” I was backing into the garage from the kitchen and Lorna grabbed the end of my butt plug and lifted. 
 
    “Ahhh!” I went up on my feet and pushed with my hands. My asshole screamed ‘PLEASURE!’ It was the closet thing to an orgasm outside of an orgasm. 
 
    She kept me on my tip toes, lifting the butt plug, tilting it this way and that. My arms flailed, I felt like I was going to fall, but she kept me balanced. 
 
    Then she let me down, spun me around and kissed me. “Wasn’t that fun?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” I was shaking and trembling.  
 
    “Let’s take a ride,” she gripped my plug again and made me dance across the floor. We approached her Ariel Atom, where she let me down. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos!” 
 
    “I didn’t know you were so religious.” 
 
    “I am now,” I tried to breath normally. I looked at her. “I thought I was going to get to wear some clothes?” 
 
    She was wearing shorts and a tee shirt which emphasized her charms. Under the shorts were nylons, and her legs looked long and kissable. I wanted to start at the toes and go right to the crotch. 
 
    “Your clothes are on the passenger seat.” 
 
    I went to the side and looked down. A blanket, and a diaper. “What?” 
 
    “”Sorry, Randy, but you’re leaking, and I don’t want you messing up clothes, or my car. Now put on your diaper and let’s rock. The blanket will help keep you warm. 
 
    Incredulous, I held the square of diaper cloth up. 
 
    “Lay down on the blanket.” 
 
    I spread the blanket out and gently lay down. My butt plug made it an exciting adventure. Lorna watched me with a big grin. She folded the diaper into a triangle and handed it to me. 
 
    “Really hits the spot, eh?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    I tried to fit the diaper under me, but I had never put a diaper on a child and had no idea how the things worked. 
 
    “Here, let me,” Lorna knelt and took the square of cloth. 
 
    Quickly, expertly, she had me lift my hips and put it in place, then fastened it with a pair of huge safety pins. 
 
    I stood up, another adventure in breath taking butt gymnastics, and looked at myself. Absolutely ridiculous. And I had a leaking boner pushing the cloth out in front. 
 
    Lorna giggled. “I love it. You are just adorable.” 
 
    I didn’t think so. 
 
    “Now sit down and wrap yourself in the blanket.” 
 
    I delicately got into the car. It wasn’t roomy, and I had to contort, and every move I made seemed to push the butt plug deeper into me. 
 
    When I was sitting, and had the blanket wrapped around me, Lorna got in. “Hold on to your hats and glasses, folks,” and she turned the ignition. 
 
    The car rumbled into life, and I suddenly had a new thrill. I could feel the vibration of the engine shaking the plug, which, in turn, shook my ass, and my whole damn body. 
 
    Lorna put the car in gear and backed it out of the garage. She kept looking at me and grinning. Then she floored it and we zipped down the driveway. 
 
    An Atom is less than 2000 pounds, and it has incredibly fast acceleration, and I was shoved back and the butt plug rubbed on the seat, and rubbed my asshole. 
 
    “Oh!” I yelled. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    A corner through the gate and onto the long drive that led to the road. I felt a surge of nerves and excitement shoot all the way through me. Then she started hitting bumps. 
 
    Just little potholes, a slight depression where water crossed the road, and every one of them bounced me on my butt plug. 
 
    Yet it didn’t hurt. It just felt good, like somebody was taking a joy buzzer to my asshole. I stopped yelping and began groaning. My eyes actually back in my head, which cause Lorna to laugh all the harder. 
 
    “How’s it going, Randy?” she yelled over the roar of the motor. We reached the gate and turned to the right. The bounce as we went over the lip of the road was excruciating…in a good way. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…” I looked at her. I knew my diaper must have a wet spot on it. 
 
    She jerked the wheel back and forth and we went to one side, then the other, quick, hard jolts that had me moaning. Then she settled down to some serious driving. We swooped in and out of corners, not bumps, just pressure shifting back and forth as the butt plug did its job in me. 
 
    “Oh, please…please.” 
 
    “I’m trying to please you.” she called over the wind. 
 
    Then we hit a long straight stretch, and the rumble of the road penetrated my asshole. 
 
    “This is what it’s like for a woman to sit on a washing machine. Sort of. If the woman had a dick in her. Does it feel like you have a dick up your ass? Randy?” 
 
    Did it? I thought it did. And I thought maybe I had never experienced such exquisite delight. 
 
    “Where…where are we going?” I managed to call out. 
 
    “Town!” 
 
    Then we didn’t speak. The wind made it difficult to hear, and the sensations throbbing through my asshole made it difficult for me to concentrate. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later we entered a small nook of a town. Just a dozen buildings, mostly fancy, little shops. We had traveled through it on our way to her house, and I recognized it. 
 
    We were going slowly now, and I could speak. “We went through here yesterday.” 
 
    “Yes, we did.” 
 
    “And then we drove for two more hours.” 
 
    “I like driving, so I took the back way. Do you want some ice cream?” 
 
    She pointed at a small ice cream shop, then pulled into a parking space. “I’ll take chocolate chip. A small tub.” 
 
    “But…but…” I looked down at myself. I was wrapped in the blanket. Nobody could see me, it was true, but I was wearing a big, soggy diaper underneath. 
 
    “Nobody will know. You’ll just look like some bum trying to stay warm.” 
 
    “Warm on a day like today?” It was in the eighties. 
 
    “Well, maybe you’re getting over the shakes or something. You know, like a recovering drug addict.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get out of the car.” 
 
    “Of course you are. See that cop car over there?” 
 
    I looked across the road to where she pointed. “I’ll pull right up next to him and ask him to help get you out of the car. He’ll help me. Protect and serve, you know, plus he’ll take one look at my great set of tits.” She smiled brightly. 
 
    “You wouldn’t—“ 
 
    She put the car in gear. 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” 
 
    I kept the blanket tightly wrapped and contorted myself out of the car, paying special attention to the shooting pleasure in my butt.. She handed me a five dollar bill. “Forgot your wallet again, eh?” she quipped. 
 
    “ Very funny,” then I was walking towards the ice cream store. 
 
    There were only a couple of people in the store and I managed to get  some chocolate chip in a little, round tub. I paid for it at the counter, ignoring the looks I got, then returned to the car.  I handed her the ice cream and slid my legs in, sat, twisted, and tried not to give myself an orgasm. Or an almost orgasm. Even though I was hard, I knew I was empty. 
 
    “Hurry up,” Lorna teased me. 
 
    I groaned. “So you can turn somersaults with a dick up your pussy?” 
 
    “That’s easy!” She exclaimed. It’s the half gainers that get you in trouble.” 
 
    She steered the car down the street, left town, and within two minutes was nosing into a little park. She hopped out, ice cream in hand, and said, “I’ll be down by the river, slow poke.” 
 
    She sauntered happily away and I was left to crawl out of my seat. 
 
    I found her sitting on a park table, her feet on the plank seat, eating ice cream and watching the river slide by. 
 
    “Hey, lover, took you long enough.” 
 
    I sat down next to her. 
 
    “Want some ice cream?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She turned and faced me. She dug in and scooped up a glob. “Open wide…” 
 
    “I can feed myself.” 
 
    “No, you can’t. You can’t do anything without my permission. I want you helpless and depending on me for everything.” 
 
    “How can I be helpless and dependent and yet wait on you hand and foot?” 
 
    “There’s that. Now open up that pussy sucker you call a mouth.” 
 
    I did, and she popped the ice cream into my mouth. She wasn’t neat about it and I ended up with a smear on the outside of my lips. I started to reach up to wipe off the smear but she stopped me. 
 
    “No, no, little boy.” 
 
    She leaned in, pulled my face to hers, and licked the ice cream off my mouth. It was literally breath taking. My heart was pounding. 
 
    “Have you ever fed somebody with your mouth?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Simple, like I eat something, chew it good, then kiss you and transfer it over to you.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I know, it sounds disgusting. But it is really amazing. Once you get over your resistance you start to appreciate things like chewing, and kissing, and eating, in whole new lights.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want to.” 
 
    “Well, maybe some day. But my favorite is the one year fuck.” 
 
    “One year? You mean staying in a woman for one year?” I was confused. It didn’t seem possible. 
 
    “No, no. The pussy would give out. No, what I mean is you have to fuck every single day for a year. Doesn’t matter if you don’t feel like it, doesn’t matter if you’re not horny, you have to enter the woman and fuck. Even if there is no cum, no orgasm. I tell ya, you do that for a year, 365 days, and you are a changed person. You grow closer in ways that mortal man can’t even imagine.” 
 
    I thought about that and she fed me again, again making a mess, again licking me clean. At first I had been put off, now I was loving it. I loved the way she licked me, took care of me. It made me feel like a puppy being cared for by its mother. 
 
    “But you…I have other plans for you.” 
 
    “You’re not going to keep me around for a year?” 
 
    “Not a chance. Only a week. And I don’t care how much you love me.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then she grew very intense. “Tell me you love me.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I don’t care if you mean it, I just want you to pretend you do, pretend so hard I believe you.” 
 
    So it was acting. But there was a part of me that was in love, that was falling deeper and deeper, lusting after her, wanting more and more of her scintillating personality. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “Pah!” she snorted. “That was weak. That was totally unbelievable.” 
 
    My eyes developed a momentary tic, and I thought about it, tried to bring it up from inside. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    “Hunh! I ain’t even going to suck you off for that one.” 
 
    “So I grabbed her, spun her towards me, held her arms. “I love you.” 
 
    She stared at me. I stared at her. She started nodding. Then she leaned forward and kissed me, deep, sucking my soul into her mouth. 
 
    Then she pulled away and whispered. “And I love you.” 
 
    And I was convinced. 
 
    She turned back to the river and ate another spoonful of ice cream. She appeared lost in her own thoughts. 
 
    “I do love you,” I whispered. 
 
    She ignored me, though I knew she was listening with all her might. She pursed her lips in thought, then turned to me. “You know what I want to do?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Spank you.” 
 
    I blinked. How non sequitur can you get? “Why?” 
 
    She turned to me, alternated between feeding me and feeding herself. The ice cream was getting close to gone now. 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered instantly, not even thinking about what I was saying. 
 
    “Do you trust me even though I spank you so hard you can’t sit down for a week?” 
 
    “A whole week? Or just the six days remaining.” 
 
    She got on her knees. She placed her hands on me. I was half turned, and she held me in place. 
 
    “Spanking is a true act of trust. What happens is that I spank you, hard. I make you cry. And no matter how hard you cry, it just gets worse and worse.  You are helpless under my hand. You are trusting that I won’t do something worse. I am punishing you, it is violent, yet there is love in it. There is trust. And when I finally stop, when your ass is black and blue from the paddle, striped from my leather belt, then I release you, and you come into my arms and I hold you. I kiss the tears away, and you fall deeper and deeper in love. Can you trust me that much?” 
 
    “I already love you.” 
 
    “Not the way a good spanking will make you love me.” 
 
    “I don’t like pain.” 
 
    “But when it’s like this, coming from me, from someone you love, it is almost unbearable. Your heart swells up like it’s going to burst, and when I’m holding you, maybe even letting you nurse my breasts, soothing you, tell you that it’s all right, then you know it was worth it. From that point on you will want me to spank you every day, because it leaves you with such exquisite feelings of love.” 
 
    “This is crazy.” 
 
    “Will you do it? Will you let me wail on your ass until you can’t stop sobbing? Do you love me enough to let me do that?” 
 
    I was silent for a long time. She was done with her argument, nothing more to say. But there was something for me to say. 
 
    A spanking. Like I was a child. Only to experience the profound love that the parent has for the child. A deeper love than men and women have for each other. 
 
    “You’re serious.” 
 
    “Honey, I want to spank you so hard my pussy is wet.” 
 
    “No, it’s not.” 
 
    She stood up, pulled down her shorts. She wore garters and no panties. “Feel me. Put your hand on me…in me. Feel for yourself.” 
 
    I reached out and cupped my hand over her mons. 
 
    “Heysoos!” I whispered. 
 
    “I’m soaked. You made me this way. Now let me take it all the way.” 
 
    I put a finger up her hole and she trembled, but she didn’t take her eyes off me. 
 
    I scratched her itch, and she moaned, and still she waited. “I need this,” she begged. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She launched herself at me, showered me with kisses, stuck her hand through the folds of my blanket and grabbed my cock. 
 
    “Oh, God! This is going to be so good. I swear, I’ll make you cry. I’ll make you beg. And when we’re done, when we’re holding each other, you’ll know. You’ll know. 
 
      
 
    “We drove back through town, then through the twisties leading to her home. She hit bumps, swayed, deliberately road on the shoulder, and laughed gleefully as I squirmed and wiggled and moaned. 
 
    Then we stopped at a wide spot in the road. 
 
    “Give me that blanket.”
An atom is shaped like a race car, low, no doors but a cage. If I took off the blanket people could see me. 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    “Come on! Give me the blanket.” 
 
    Shaking with excitement, I handed her my covering. Now I was visible to anybody who looked. A man in a diaper. And the diaper needed to be changed. 
 
    She folded it up and said, “Put this under you. It will protect the seat, and it will cushion your poor asshole.” 
 
    I did so, and she was right. When she started up I could just barely feel the constant bumps and vibrations through my butt plug. 
 
    But I was also sitting higher. Maybe high enough for people to see me. 
 
    She started going slower and slower. Soon there were cars behind us. 
 
    The cars began to honk, waited for a chance to pass us. And when they did pass us they would stare at me, in my diaper, and they would honk and laugh. 
 
    And Lorna honked back and laughed. 
 
    I covered my face and groaned.” 
 
    “Take your hands down. Wave to the people.” 
 
    So I did. Simply, there was something delicious about my predicament. I would never see these people again, so why not enjoy my embarrassment? 
 
    Finally, we turned onto her driveway and made our way to her house. She pulled into the garage and got out. I was still unfolding myself, moving gingerly for the plug tantalizing my asshole, and she said, “Go down and stand against the St. Andrew’s Cross. I’ll be down in a short while.” 
 
    She strutted across the garage and entered the house. I got out of the car and moved slowly. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs I went to the cross and studied it. There were restraints for the wrists and ankles, and the thing could be tilted to a horizontal position. There weren’t any cushions, as this little device was not built for comfort. 
 
    I stepped up to the cross and put my fingertips over the top limbs and my toes under the bottom limbs. I waited, my heart pounding, my legs shaking. 
 
    Five minutes later I heard her coming down the stairs. She had changed her clothes. 
 
    She wore dominatrix black leather, high heels that went half up her thighs. Her make up was severe, and her lips were blood red. Her hair was tied in a top pony tail, and she was carrying an ice chest. 
 
    The ice chest. Oh, no. 
 
    “It’s nice that you can follow directions,” she said, placing the ice chest on the floor. “Not many people can.” 
 
    “What do you do if people can’t follow your directions?” 
 
    “I send them away. I have no time to waste on the ungrateful.” 
 
    Hunh! Not following directions is ungrateful how interesting. 
 
    She fastened the straps around my wrist and my ankles. Then she wrapped a large strap, like a weight lifter’s belt, around my mid section. I could wiggle, but not much, and my ass wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    She pulled up a chair and sat in it, reached into the ice chest and pulled out the bottle of Golden Monkey. The bottle was almost full, which surprised me. I had been riotous the night before, I thought it would take a lot of beer to get me that way. But not this Golden Monkey stuff. 
 
    She tilted the bottle and a slug slid past her red lips. When she lowered the bottle I could see the imprint of her lips around the mouth. 
 
    “Are you much of a drinker?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “So my recommendation, and I haven’t steered you wrong so far, is that you let me pour a little up your asshole. This is going to hurt, and I want you relaxed, as relaxed as you can be. So instead of filling your belly with liquor, and letting it slosh around and make you sick, I’d like to put a little, just a little, not a lot like last night, up your butt. Do you trust me?” 
 
    “I do,” I gulped. 
 
    “Excellent. Take a taste, then I’m going to beat you for a while, then I’m going to put a Golden Monkey up your butt, then you’ll be able to stand round two, which is going to be way worse.” She held the bottle to my mouth. I touched the red imprint of her lips. it was like kissing her without kissing. It was sexy and erotic. 
 
    She put the bottle down then, and went to my ass. Gently, she grabbed ahold of the butt plug and worked it out. 
 
    “Ahh!” I groaned.  
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good? Don’t you want it back in your ass again? 
 
    I nodded. I was perspiring and gulping, and suddenly face to face with a real spanking. Nobody had spanked me since I was a kid, and not much then. But here I was, about to get the goods. 
 
    Lorna went to a cabinet and took out a ping pong paddle. It had holes drilled in it. this would cause less air resistance and a faster, and therefore harder, swing. 
 
    She brought it to me. “Do you love me?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “This paddle is an extension of me. Do you love my paddle.” 
 
    “I do.” God was I nervous. I couldn't believe this was going to happen. 
 
    “Kiss my paddle.” She held it to my lips and I kissed it. 
 
    She grabbed my hair then and turned me to face her. She kissed me, wounded me with her mouth, and said, “Let the fun begin.” 
 
    She stood back and took a stance, then she swung the paddle. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Cry as much as you want, my little cunt licker. I’m not going to stop until I’m happy. And I won’t be happy until you are out of your mind, begging and crying. And I might not even stop then. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Tears started to form in my eyes. 
 
    “Aw, is baby boy crying? We haven’t even started.” 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Tears flowed then, and I began to understand how helpless I was. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    I was jerking, but hardly moving. I was twisting, but there was nowhere to twist to. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    And she was just getting started, just warming up. 
 
    She didn’t talk now, but put her weight into the strokes. 
 
    My ass was on fire. It burned. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    I began to yell. I hung helpless, supported by the wrist straps. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Strike after strike. I felt faint, dizzy, I wanted to go unconscious, but the pain wouldn’t let me 
 
    Suddenly she stopped. 
 
    “Halftime, babe. I’m going to go to the belt. It’s going to get nasty from here on out.” 
 
    “Please stop,” I begged. 
 
    “You want me to stop? When I’m so close?” 
 
    “But it hurts so much!” 
 
    “I’m going to give you something for the pain. But before I do, I want you to ask me to keep going.” 
 
    She gripped my hair turned my head. My face was wet with tears, my eyes were filled with fear. It had sounded so cool when she talked me into this. 
 
    She kissed me tenderly. She said, “Ask me for it. Ask me, and I’ll take you where you want to go.” 
 
    “I…I…” I was intending to say no. 
 
    She kissed me again. “Ask me. Trust me. You can’t get there unless you want to, and you can’t want to unless you ask.” 
 
    “I…I…” my body was shuddering with sobs. 
 
    “Please, baby. You can do it. You’ve got to do it. Tell me…do you love me?” 
 
    “I do.” If I thought I was sincere that afternoon, it was nothing compared to this outpouring of heart. 
 
    “Then prove it. Do this for me. Beg me to continue. Beg.” 
 
    “I…I…” and something seemed to click inside my head. I felt like I was apart form my body, and my words of refusal transmuted into… “Okay. Do it.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you are going to be so glad.” She kissed me again, then she reached into the ice chest. 
 
    She took out the tube, greased it up and put it in my ass. It felt so good. I missed the butt plug, I wanted something to fill me. 
 
    She took a drink of Golden Monkey, then blew it into the tube. Another drink. Another. I felt the cool sensation of liquid running into my mass, and then I was drunk. 
 
    She held my head for a moment, then kissed me, then walked to the cabinet of toys. 
 
    She took out a thick, leather belt. She wrapped it around her fist. 
 
    I smiled. It was going to hurt, but the Golden Monkey was my armor. 
 
    She swung, and the belt whistled in the air. 
 
    Then she stepped up and let rip. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    My eyes opened in shock. I was drunk, spinning, but I had never felt anything like this. 
 
    She kissed me again, kissed the tears from my eyes. She stepped back. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    And kissed me, and loved me, and stepped back. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Again and again, I could do nothing. Lovely, sexual kisses alternating with pain worse than the paddle. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Again and again and again. 
 
    I was sobbing. I was crying. I was yelling, then I crested. I left my body. I was watching the whip whistle into my flesh. And…it felt good. 
 
    Somebody was screaming. And screaming was pleasurable. 
 
    And still she beat me. She was sweating, and the look in her eyes was devilish, yet filled with love. 
 
    And, finally, finally, she stopped. 
 
    I hung from the St. Andrew’s Cross. My ass hurt.  
 
    She put the belt aside. She undid the leather straps around my ankles. Then she undid the wrist restraints. 
 
    I would have fallen, but she caught me. Held me up. Braced me. 
 
    “Come, my love. Help me.” 
 
    She got under my arm and lifted and held me up. I couldn't walk. I was so sore and shaking. She walked, and half dragged me, my legs giving little kicks. 
 
    “Up the stairs now, my sweetums.” 
 
    I lifted a leg, got it under me, tried to push, but it was more her lifting than me climbing. 
 
    Stair after stair. 
 
    Into the kitchen. 
 
    Across the kitchen and into the dining room. 
 
    “I did it,” I sobbed. 
 
    “Yes, you did. And you will have your reward.” 
 
    Across the living room to the stairs. 
 
    “I did it for you, that’s my reward.” 
 
    “Yes, it is, but you’re about to get the icing on the cake.” 
 
    She helped me up the steps, down the hallway, and into her room. 
 
    She placed me on the bed, face down, and told me to wait. 
 
    I waited, and wondered. I was in a golden place. I had survived, and for love. All because she asked me. And I had trusted her. 
 
    She returned and began massaging my body. Her strong fingers rubbed cool oil into my burning flesh. 
 
    She touched my as and I jerked upwards. 
 
    “Easy,” she crooned. “Take it easy.” 
 
    She rubbed cream into my ass. Cool cream, and it soothed me. The fire that was my fanny began to calm down. 
 
    “You are so brave,” she murmured as she gently soothed my ass. “I beat you as hard as I have ever beaten anybody, and you made it. You did what I asked.” 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered. 
 
    “I know you do,” she acknowledged. “Now it is time to collect what I promised you.” 
 
    She lay next to me, put her arms around me. “It’s okay. You’re safe now.” 
 
    I began to cry on her. My tears splattered on her breasts, my body jerked and spasmed. 
 
    “Let it out. Let it out. Let your love out. 
 
    I had my arms around her, but it was her that was holding me, and I cried my soul into hers. 
 
    And it was worth it. What she had told me was true. To give myself, to sacrifice myself…for this moment. This wonderful, loving moment. I just wanted this moment of ultimate intimacy to last forever. I wanted to be forgiven. I didn’t know for what…I didn’t know why I had been spanked, but I must have deserved it, and I wanted to be forgiven.  
 
    I whispered into her flesh, “Will you do this to me again?” 
 
    “And again and again.” 
 
    For a long hour I lay there, immersed in her forgiveness.  
 
    Finally, she spoke: “I need you.” 
 
    “Okay.” But I didn’t know how I was going to fuck her. 
 
    “I need you on your back. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Of course.” For you, anything. 
 
    She helped me turn over. 
 
    My penis was as hard as it has ever been. My ass hurt, but on the soft covers, soothed with her cream, I managed to lay there. 
 
    “I’ll be gentle,” she said, as she threw a leg over me. 
 
    I began to cry yet again. 
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay.” She held my head to her breasts for a moment, then she perched over my penis. I was ramrod straight, the tip touching her pussy. 
 
    She lowered herself. I gasped, caught between the pain of my ass and the wondrous sensation of entering into a woman I truly loved. 
 
    She just sat there for a long moment, luxuriating in the feel of the moment. She took my nipples in her hands and twisted them gently, pulled them. I arched and groaned. Everything she did to me, anything she did to me, it was good. 
 
    “I’m sorry, love, but paddling a man, whipping him, always leaves me wet, and I simply must be fucked.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I groaned. 
 
    “You won’t be able to cum. I’m pretty sure of that. The butt plug has been draining you all day. And it will hurt, your ass is still sore. But I need to have my cum.” 
 
    “Okay,” I whispered. 
 
    She leaned down and touched her lips to mine, then straightened up. She said, “When a man gives himself to a woman, as you have done…when a man does what a woman tells him to…then he is a real man. He has provided the deepest of services.” 
 
    I listened, her fingers twisted my nipples, and they hurt, but it was okay because I was giving myself to her. 
 
    “Do you understand, my love?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And will you always obey me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I sobbed softly. 
 
    “And do you give up your will to mine?” 
 
    “Yes.” I was shuddering. My ass hurt so bad, and yet, it hurt so good. I was in her. I was attached to my love. 
 
    “Then I’m going to ride you, to my orgasm. But don’t even try to cum. I don’t want you to cum. I want you to live for me, to hold yourself for me. To suffer that I might grow strong. Are you willing to hold your orgasm back for me?” 
 
    “I can’t cum anyway,” I said. 
 
    “No, you can’t. But we need your mind to know it, not just your body. If it turns out that you can cum, will you promise me to hold it back? To give me this ultimate gift?” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She began to move then, very slowly tilting back and forth. I felt her pussy gripping my cock and sliding along it, the rim of her pussy like a hand, pulling, twisting, pushing. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she said. She let go of my nipples and grabbed her own. She pulled and moved her head back like she was looking at the ceiling. 
 
    Oh, my ass hurt, but it was nothing compared to my spanking, and I knew what pleasure it was giving her. I bit my lip, held my groans back, and cried silently as she rode me. 
 
    She saw me crying, she bent and kissed my tears, and held me, then straightened up and went back to slowly rocking back and forth. 
 
    It didn’t take long. She was that horny, my sacrifice had made her that horny. She began to moan and gasp, and then she began to shudder. It may not have taken long, but it was good. Mighty good. And she grabbed my pecs with her hands and squeezed as she went into a series of jolting spasms. 
 
    Then it was over, and she held me, and told me it was all right. 
 
    And I slept. 
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    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    I awoke, and all I felt was a warm goodness spread out through me. My heart was warm, my chest was warm, my face was warm, and my dick was hot and huge. 
 
    I opened my eyes. Lorna was sleeping with me, her body wrapped around me, her  beautiful breasts smushed up against me, her breath warming my chest. 
 
    “Mmm,” she stirred. 
 
    I didn’t move, I just wanted to stare at her. She opened her eyes. Opaque greenish-grey, absorbing me, measuring me. Loving me? 
 
    I loved her, but…did she love me? 
 
    “Hello, little man.” 
 
    I smiled. I was her little man. Three days ago I had been happily married. Then I had discovered my wife having sex with over a 100 men. My life was shattered, and then Lorna took me in. She persuaded me to fuck her. She put a butt plug in my ass, then she spanked me. 
 
    Spanked! Oh, Heysoos on a skateboard with no wheels! I remembered the pain. I moved a little bit, and a dull pain swept through my ass. 
 
    “Hurts, doesn’t it?” She rolled so she was partially over me. I was on my belly, of course, there was no way I was sleeping on my red ass, and I felt her tits press on my back. 
 
    “Oh, God. You have no idea.” 
 
    She reached under me, and I managed to hunch up so she could reach my cock. Her fingers gripped me and slowly stroked. 
 
    “Ohh,” I moaned. I was hard as a rock. I risked pain to push my hips back and forth. “Oh…God!” 
 
    “Isn’t it funny?” she kissed my ear. “Without my hand, your pain is pain. With my hand, your pain is not pain. Is it?” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    “Well, there are ways to handle this pain thing, make it better while you get over it.” 
 
    She slid out from under the covers and stood at the side of the bed. She tugged gently on my cock. “Come on. Stand up.” 
 
    Gingerly, slowly, I managed to slide to the side of the bed, push a leg out, and she helped me stand up. 
 
    “Man, that hurts,” I groaned. 
 
    “Yes.” She faced me towards her, put her arms around me. “And you did it for me. You sacrificed for me. You gave yourself for me.” She kissed me. She fondled my balls with one hand and slowly, slowly, massaged my ass. 
 
    It hurt, but the sensations in my dick and balls, the way she was chewing on my mouth, I wasn’t so much aware of the hurt as I was of my dick pulsing. 
 
    She broke the kiss and put her head against me. She mumbled into my skin, “I love you.” 
 
    I put my hands up and tilted her face towards me. “I love you.” I was fervent. 
 
    She said, “I especially love you like this. I like you hurt and wounded, needing me, dependent upon me. Tell me you will always do what I say.” 
 
    “I will,” I kissed her. 
 
    “Tell me you will always depend on me…” 
 
    “I will. God, of course I will.” 
 
    “…and that you will give yourself to me every day.” 
 
    I kissed her for answer. Our mouths meshed and we were as one. 
 
    She pushed me, but not hard enough to make me fall on the bed. She held me up by the cock. 
 
    “Big day today, you need to wash me. To clean me. After all, you have committed yourself to me, and you have promised to do what I say. And right now, I want you to be my little soap slave.” 
 
    We laughed and walked into the bathroom. Our arms around each other. 
 
    I started the shower and made sure the water temperature was right. She stepped in and I followed her. She handed me a sponge and smiled at me. 
 
    I soaped that woman. I lathered her whole body. I kissed her tits, sucked her nipples, and made sure her breasts were clean.  
 
    I went down on my knees, and it was hard, my ass wasn’t fond of bending, and kissed her vagina. I sucked, used my tongue, and she shivered and moaned. Then I soaped her, rinsed her, and finally stood up. 
 
    I washed her whole body, and rinsed it, and when she was clean she stepped out of the shower and let me dry her off. I used a big, fluffy towel and rubbed her private parts until she was gasping. 
 
    Then she turned to me, took the towel away and threw it into a corner. She stared at me. “One egg. A banana for each of us. Whipped cream on mine. Cayenne pepper on yours. Water with ice. But first…” 
 
    “First what?” I gulped. She was stroking my cock. 
 
    “First you must put your plug back in.” 
 
    The plug. It had filled me up yesterday, and I loved it, but I had no interest right now. 
 
    “Can’t I just—“ 
 
    She shushed me with her finger. “Don’t question. Just sacrifice for me. Prove your love. Besides, you will find that having Lorna in your butt (that was what she called the butt plug, Lorna, after herself) will help rob your butt of pain. 
 
    I reached for a towel and she stopped my hand. “You would make me wait while you play with the water on your body?” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    She pushed me and I left the bathroom.  
 
    I was hard, so hard, and it helped me move, it did take my mind off yesterdays spanking. I ran down the hall, then down the stairs. I was aware of my cock bouncing, little droplets of pre-cum flying through the air. 
 
    My butt plug…where was it? And I remembered. The dungeon. Where she had brought me out of myself and into her. 
 
    I ran down the stairs, moving better and better, motion helping reduce the pain in my ass, and stopped. 
 
    I was in the dungeon. It was dark, and I turned on the lights. I stared at the St. Andrew’s Cross. I hated it, and I loved it. It had taken me and broken me, but for her. For her. 
 
    I saw my butt plug. I ran to it and picked it up. 
 
    It was dirty. 
 
    I ran upstairs to the kitchen and washed it thoroughly. I had to hurry, I didn’t want Lorna to wait. 
 
    I ran back to the dungeon, found a bottle of lubricant, and juiced up, then I bent over and pressed it into my asshole. 
 
    Oh! It felt good! It stretched me a little, waking up all the nerves, then it slid in, sliding over the freshly woken nerves, and it was seated. I could hardly breath for the pleasure. Why had I been resistant? This pleasure was what I wanted! 
 
    I felt the end of it press against me, against my prostate, and this made my dick stand extra hard. For a long moment I just stood there, absorbing the life changing sensations, then I remembered. I had to fix Lorna’s breakfast. 
 
    Back to the kitchen. Now moving a little slower, but not from pain, from pleasure. And when I walked I found myself swaying slightly, letting my ass move back and forth. This increased  the sensations. I knew I was walking like a sissy, but this feeling in my rectum, it was a good cause. 
 
    In the kitchen I put eggs in the pot and set them to boil. I peeled a couple of bananas and cut them in half and placed the halves side by side in bowls. I put a mountain of whipped cream on Lorna’s banana. 
 
    I sprinkled cayenne powder on mine. I shuddered, which caused my ass to ripple in pleasure. What was banana and cayenne going to taste like? 
 
    Then large glasses of ice water. I set everything on a tray and waited for the eggs. 
 
    While I watched the water boil I leaned against the counter, which caused the butt plug to push into me, even as pain washed over my ass. Oh, I was so caught between the delicious sensations. I found myself rubbing my ass against the counter, making the plug move back and forth inside me. In front of me, the stimulation to my prostate was causing me to drip. And drip and drip. 
 
    Oh, fuck. I was going to have to clean the floor! I didn’t particularly relish the idea of licking the floor in the whole house clean. So I put a hand under my cock and began to catch my juice. 
 
    But I couldn’t stop rubbing my ass against the. counter, and more gism, Lorna told me it was gism and not just pre-cum, came out of my slit. 
 
    Shortly, my hand was full, threatened to overflow. 
 
    Now I was stuck. If I took my hand away I would risk making mess. But if I didn’t fling the goo into the sink, which might make a mess in itself, my hand would overflow. 
 
    Then I had an idea. A kinky idea I never would have had before coming to this house. 
 
    Eat my own cum. 
 
    I already had. And it was wild. It made me harder. And it didn’t taste that bad. 
 
    I placed the other hand under my dick and caught drippings and quickly licked my cum filled hand free. 
 
    Yes. It was good. I actually wanted more of the delicious juice. 
 
    Ding! The eggs were done. Now, nothing more for it, I was going to have to drip, I put the eggs under cool water and reduced their temperature so I could peel them. 
 
    Five minutes later I walked into the dining room with a tray on one hand. Lorna was waiting, looking beautiful in the morning sunlight. She watched me with a happy smile. 
 
    I placed the food on the dining table, pushed the tray away, and sat down. Gently. It was a contest between the pain in my ass and the pleasure from the plug. The plug won. 
 
    Across from me were three boxes. One was empty, I was wearing the contents of that one in my ass, and it felt so damned good. 
 
    The other two were waiting for me. 
 
    “Tell me how you like that banana,” Lorna giggled. 
 
    I tried, and made a face. Sweet fruit made hot. I could eat it, but it wasn’t fun. 
 
    “I don’t really feel like bananas today.” 
 
    “Nonsense, you must eat your fruits and vegetables. Now make me happy and make yourself strong.” 
 
    Dutifully, I ate the banana, and she giggled at my every bite, at every face I made. 
 
    Finally, done with breakfast, Lorna told me to do the dishes and then report for the next box. 
 
    I quickly took the dishes back to the kitchen, washed them, dried them, and reported back. 
 
    Lorna was sitting in her chair at the head of the table. She was turned towards the sliding doors, the sunlight washing over her, and she moved two fingers in and out of her cunt. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder at me as I entered the room. “Oh, goodie. My official snatch eater. Down, boy.” 
 
    I laughed and dove to my knees, my ass still hurt, but it was getting less and less. 
 
    I placed my face in her juncture and she sighed in pleasure. “Oh, yes. Eat me, clean me, smell my farts,” and she broke wind.  
 
    And held my head in place with her hand and thighs as I gagged. “Don’t throw up or you’ll eat it,” she whispered. 
 
    After a moment the smell had dissipated. She relaxed her hold and said, “You may continue.” 
 
    So I ate, I licked, I stuck my tongue in her. 
 
    She moaned and writhed and thrust her hips into my face. 
 
    I used my fingers and banged her, and she began grunting, then she crested. “Oh…oh…yes!” She slammed my face violently with her hips. 
 
    Then she relaxed and I withdrew. She lay on the chair for a moment, her eyes closed, collecting herself, then she giggled. “You are perfect. You can do that to me anytime.” 
 
    “I would love to,” I said, but perhaps without the, uh, sound effects?” 
 
    “Don’t you mean the smell effects?” She opened her eyes and I could see the humor in them. Then she sat up and motioned me to sit down. 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    Oh, God, my least favorite phrase in the world. When you hear it on TV it means the good guy is about to be nagged and made wrong. When my wife used it it meant she was about to slice off my skin with her tongue. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but you’re starting to leave quite a trail behind you.” 
 
    She pointed at the floor and I looked where she pointed. I was leaving spatterings of cum all over the floor. 
 
    “And it will get worse. I want you to take some vitamins, and these vitamins will temporarily increase your sperm output. Pretty soon you will be a faucet, pouring upon the floor, and there won’t be enough time in the day for you to lick the floor clean.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, what…is there anything I can do?” 
 
    “Well, we could put you on your hands and knees and keep you outside, like a good, little doggie.” 
 
    I pursed my lips in displeasure at the  idea. “But I wouldn’t be able to serve you as I have if you do that.” 
 
    She frowned. “Nevertheless, I think you need to experience this solution for a few hours.” 
 
    “I have to be…I’m going to be your dog?” 
 
    “Just for a couple of hours. Until lunch. Then we can open the second box and you will find a better solution, a more likable solution. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Well, I can…” 
 
    She picked up on my reticence. She sat up and reached for me. She stroked my cock. Cum was flowing out of it in a thin stream. The cum was all over her hand. 
 
    She looked at me, changed hands, gave a lick to her soiled hand, then stopped. She held it out to me with a smile. 
 
    I licked her hand clean. 
 
    She changed hands, and I licked again, and she said: “The butt plug, the prostate massager in your ass really works, doesn’t it? I have never seen so much cum come from one man in my life.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And after you have spent a morning being my doggy, when I give you an alternative to handling your excess cum you will be much more willing to accept that solution. Won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Actually, after my cayenne and egg breakfast I was enjoying licking the cum. It soothed my throat of the cayenne. 
 
    “Then please, your vitamins are on the table, then clean this floor and I will see you in the dungeon.” 
 
    She stood up, let go of my cock, and walked out of the room. 
 
    I watched her sexy ass sway, and I sighed.  
 
    I held one hand under my cock and looked at the vitamins. Several large capsules. I tossed them down my throat and gulped some water. I sighed yet again, and caught my fluid, and went down on all fours. 
 
    When cleaning the floor of my sperm splatters I couldn’t just crawl around and lick, for I would leave a trail behind me. No, I had to crawl backwards, taking care of my drippings as they happened. And this procedure was made more difficult because there was a random pattern of sperm splats through the room. Fortunately, it wasn’t too random, as I had stayed pretty much on a path between the kitchen and the table. 
 
    For long minutes I worked my way back and forth across the floor, going in the direction of the kitchen. 
 
    I reached the kitchen and had to detour to the sink, then back to the door to the basement. 
 
    I reached the steps, and there I had a problem. The steps were old wood, and if I licked them I would get splinters in my tongue. 
 
    I kept my hand under my cock and caught the sperm and ran down the steps and across the room. 
 
    Lorna smiled, noted my hand, how I kept licking and trading hands. She nodded, a compliment to my cleverness. 
 
    “First, we need to put a doggy diaper on you.” 
 
    “A diaper? Really?” I had had to wear a diaper the day before. I didn’t mind it, but it was sort of humiliating. 
 
    She held up a square already folded into a triangle and placed it between my legs. “Hold this.” 
 
    I held one corner and she pinned one side, then the other. I looked down. In diapers. At my age. But at least I wouldn’t be licking the floor for a while. 
 
    “Now then, We need to hobble you. Bad, little doggies like you tend to scamper around and get in trouble. We can’t have you knocking over furniture and people, can we?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    She handed me a pair of leather straps. “Put these on your wrists and ankles. 
 
    They were a couple of feet long. I started to attach one to my wrists. 
 
    “Not wrist to wrist, wrist to ankle.” 
 
    I stared at her, and she nodded. 
 
    I attached the straps, and found that I was forced to a bend over position. 
 
    She clicked four little padlocks to the buckles.  
 
    “Now then, you have a couple of options. You can walk like that, like you’re squat walking. Or, you can go on hands and knees. Hard on the knees. Or, you can lift yourself up to hands and feet, which will get tiring very fast.” 
 
    “Okay,” I was looking at the straps. This was weird. 
 
    “Another thing. While you are my dog you will behave like all dogs do. You will sit when told, play dead when told, and not speak unless I tell you to speak. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Now then, for discipline. All good doggies must be well disciplined. Would you like a shock collar or a crop?” 
 
    My mouth opened. I didn’t want either! 
 
    “Come now, my little puppy face. You’ve had the leather strap. I think the shock collar is worse, but it is your choice.” 
 
    “I’ll take the strap, the crop, whatever.” 
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. You are already making yourself into a good doggy. Now, this may be a rough morning for you, but it ends at noon and you will have a better choice.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And remember, if you can do this, if you can convince me of what a good dog you are, I will love you more. You will have pleased me. Would you like to please me?” 
 
    “Yes—“ 
 
    She placed a finger on my lips and I knew the game had begun. I wasn’t to speak. 
 
    She turned and walked across the room, ignoring me. She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and looked at me. She whistled, “Come on, boy.” 
 
    I scampered after her. 
 
      
 
    Up the stairs, through the house, up the stairs, down the hall to her room. 
 
    It was awkward, and my muscles were soon shrieking. I found the easiest way to follow her was to go through the various methods of walking. I would squat walk, go to all fours on rugs, run on hands and feet only on tile or wood floors. 
 
    She didn’t slow down for me, and I was forced to run as best I could to just keep her in sight. 
 
    Even then, she had disappeared from my sight by the time I reached the top of the stairs. 
 
    But I knew she was probably in her room. 
 
    I trotted down the hallway and into her room. 
 
    Oh, shit! She wasn’t there. 
 
    I ran back out and began searching other rooms, just like a dog, sticking my nose into a room and looking around, then on to the next room. 
 
    I found her two rooms down. It was a large room, with racks of clothes. Her dressing room. She was sitting at a large make up table. 
 
    I ran to her and sat down, on my pained rump, and looked up at her. 
 
    “I’m so glad you didn’t call out for me.” She tapped the crop laying on her table. “Be a good doggy while I make myself beautiful.” 
 
    I watched, and found another level of love. 
 
    She cleaned her faced with some moist towels, then began to apply make up. I watched her use creams and powders and blend the shadows of her face, accentuating her femaleness, her softness. 
 
    “Honestly,” she said, “I have been so busy with you I haven’t had time for myself. 
 
    She turned to me and held the back of her hand out. “I need a whole new set of nails. Can you believe the condition of these claws?” 
 
    She looked at me. “Don’t you wish you had claws? Like these? Pretty red claws?” She put her hand on my face as if scratching it, she trailed her hand gently over my skin. “Meow!” 
 
    Then she laughed and said, “Would you like claws? For your paws? Bark once for yes and twice for no.” 
 
    I barked twice. 
 
    “That’s the problem with mutts,” she sighed, turning back to her make up table. “They don’t know what’s good for them.” 
 
    She put on blush, then started working on her eyes. 
 
    I couldn’t stand it. My heart was swelling, my dick was hard as a rock in my diapers, and I just wanted to touch her. I moved closer and leaned against he shapely thigh. 
 
    “Aw, what a cute doggy,” she curled a hand around my face, tousled my hair, then she returned to her eyes. 
 
    I was a dog. I was to do doggy things, and I had an idea. I knew what dogs do when they are around women, but I would have to wait until she stood up. 
 
    She finished her eyes. I watched, love in my heart, and noted how glittering and scintillating they were. 
 
    Then she did her lips. Bright red, with a touch of glitter to give them shine. I could feel my cock dripping harder than ever. 
 
    She looked down at me, I looked up at hre, adoration in my eyes, and she touched the end of my nose with her lipstick. 
 
    She giggled as I used a forearm to wipe my nose. “You are so funny.  But you need claws. And you need a little make up.” 
 
    This confused me. 
 
    “But you are not ready yet. Give it a day or two, and then we can start making you pretty. Would you like to be as pretty as me?” 
 
    A trick question, and I knew it, but there was only one way to answer. “Bark!” 
 
    I wanted to be like her, but I didn’t want make up up, but…I was forced to agree with her. 
 
    She patted my head. “That’s a good boy.” 
 
    She stood up and went through the racks of clothes. I followed along, and managed to push my head between her thighs. 
 
    She laughed merrily. “Oh, bad doggy.” Then she considered me. “Well, maybe for a while.” 
 
    She went to her make up chair and turned it around. She sat down and spread her legs. 
 
    Heysoos, I was in heaven. I licked and lapped and she moaned. I tasted her juices and they glistened on my face, then she pushed me away. She said: “You got away with it this time, but be careful. Do it at the wrong time and you might pay a price.” She tapped the crop on her make up table. 
 
    Uh oh.  
 
    She went back to her dresses and picked out a summer dress. It was mauve with little white flowers evenly spaced on it. It wasn’t low cut, just sort of medium cut, but her breasts were large enough to show good cleavage. 
 
    She went to a closet and rummaged around, then came out wearing high heeled sandals. 
 
    She was to die for. So perfectly made up, such a killer body. I barked. 
 
    “Oh, how sweet. Doggy likes my outfit.” 
 
    Excited with her approval I made a fatal mistake. I barked twice. I was just happy? I was actually barking once, and once, but it came out twice. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t like my outfit?” 
 
    I barked one, then twice, and didn’t know how to get out of my mess. I tried shaking my head, then nodding. 
 
    She started laughing. “Oh, you are so adorable.” She knelt down and kissed me, right on my doggy lips. Then she held one of my ears and rubbed the side of my face.  
 
    She stood up. “Now I need you to heel when I say heel. If you don’t I will have to leash you. In fact, we need to do a little leash training. Are you up for that?” 
 
    I barked. Once. 
 
    “Excellent, let me just finish here,” She put on some ear rings and a bracelet, then she spritzed herself with some perfume. “You know, perfume is supposed to be like pheromones. Designed to excite the male for mating. Do you feel excited?” 
 
    I had figured out the barking thing. I bounced up and down and barked and barked and barked. then I licked her legs and tried to nuzzle into her groin. 
 
    “Oh, my. You are the best doggy I have ever had.” 
 
    She pushed me back a little, knelt and grabbed my ears and spoke into my face. “Would you like to be my doggy forever?” 
 
    I barked once. 
 
    She kissed me, then walked out of the room. She was holding the crop in one hand, and she didn’t have to whistle or call, I scrambled after her. 
 
    Down the stairs, and I almost fell head over heels. 
 
    Across the house and into the dungeon.  
 
    She reached into the cabinet and took out a leash. She knelt, pulled my diapers down and attached a cock ring to my package, then she attached the leash to the cock ring. 
 
    “Now, here’s how it works. I can obviously give a tug, and you might lose your diapers. So you should walk behind me, and try to keep the leash running up your crack. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Bark.” 
 
    “Very well. Heel,” she turned and walked. 
 
    The leash was only six feet long, so I didn’t have much space to make decisions. I scampered, and tried not to fall against her. 
 
    Up the stairs, and this proved easier for me. It was easier to go up the stairs on all fours than on two legs. 
 
    She stopped in the kitchen and got a me a treat. A real treat. A miniature Oreo. She fed me, and I couldn’t believe how good it tasted. She grabbed a handful of the little treats and sauntered out of the kitchen, through the dining room, and out the sliding doors to the back yard. 
 
    The back yard was huge. There was a patio, a hundred yards of lawn, and then forest. She dropped the leash and tossed a cookie. I quickly realized what I was supposed to do. I launched myself after the cookie, and suddenly felt a massive pain in my groin, and my face smunched into the grass. 
 
    Lorna laughed and laughed, really belly laughed, and I realized what had happened. I had tripped on the leash, which had pulled on my package, and caused me to nose dive. 
 
    I rolled to my feet, and was embarrassed. 
 
    Lorna came to me, rubbed my head. “You are just the cutest puppy.” 
 
    I barked, and my face was red. 
 
    “But don’t forget, there’s a treat waiting for you out there.” 
 
    I turned and, this time being careful of the leash, searched the lawn. And found it. An ant was on it. I brushed the ant off and gobbled it. The days of hardly any breakfast had made me ravenous. 
 
    For a half hour she worked me. She made me heel, fetch, play dead, and rewarded me with treats. 
 
    Something was happening in me. I was in love, and I had lust, and I loved doing this to please her, and I found myself not thinking. Just happy to be with her, to do for her, even if it was just chasing sticks or a disgusting, old tennis ball. 
 
    Odd, thoughts of my life as Randy were fading. I just wanted to be with Lorna. 
 
    thoughts of my wife were fading, and it no longer bothered me that she had fucked a hundred men. Had betrayed me. 
 
    Wes I betraying her? By sleeping with Lorna? By giving myself to this gorgeous woman and doing such odd and exciting things? 
 
    I didn’t know. Well, maybe I knew, but I shoved everything out of my head and just reveled in the moment. 
 
    Like a real dog. 
 
    But I wasn’t a real dog. 
 
    And it was getting closer to lunchtime.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    We were on the patio, Lorna sitting on a lounge chair, enjoying the sun. Me laying on another lounger, on my side and curled up, like a dog. I looked up. 
 
    “Oh, goody, the girls are here.” 
 
    I climbed off the lounger and looked around. I needed to hide. 
 
    “Come on, doggy.” Lorna pulled on the leash. 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” 
 
    She struck me with the crop. Instant pain cut into my cheek. I had spoken. 
 
    “Come,” she pulled again, and now the leash was stretched out and pulling on my manhood. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She walked briskly, pulled me. I went backwards, unable to turn around, still hoping for a chance to make a break. 
 
    “Bark! Bark!” No! Don’t make me do this! 
 
    Lorna entered through the sliding doors. I banged my knee on the sliding rail and fell. 
 
    She didn’t even slow, just tugged, and now I was afraid she was going to pull my dick and balls right off my body. 
 
    I scrambled, and actually managed to turn around. I tried to use one hand to pull the leash up my ass, still looking for a way to get out of this, but the leash was wrapped under one bun, made moving very difficult. 
 
    We reached the door. 
 
    “No!” I whispered. 
 
    She smacked me with the crop, then opened the door. 
 
    Two beautiful woman were there. I turned half way around and hid my face. 
 
    “Hello, girls, so good of you to come.” Lorna hugged and air kissed each woman, then she led them into the house. “Sorry I was slow to answer the door, but my new puppy isn’t really broken in, yet. 
 
    I walked beside her, my face down. I was actually shivering with embarrassment. 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay…blah, blah, blah.” 
 
    I was so terrified I couldn’t even tell what they were saying. 
 
    Lorna, and I, led the way into the living room, and we all sat down. 
 
    “So where did you get this new dog?” 
 
    “His owner was tired of him.” Yeah. Right. My wife had cheated on me, to the tune of over a 100 men.  
 
    “Let’s see what he looks like.” 
 
    “Doggy, look at Rhonda.” 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    “Doggy,” Lorna spoke warningly. 
 
    I didn’t. 
 
    She sighed. “Here, hold this.” She handed Rhonda the handle of the leash. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    She walked away, her heels clicking, and I tried to curl in on myself, to face away from the giggling women. 
 
    A minute later she was back. She was holding two collars, one large and one small. 
 
    She fastened the large collar around my neck. She moved quick and fast and didn’t give me a chance to object. She walked around in front of me. She lifted my head by the chin. “The collar on your neck is a shock collar. I don’t want to use that one because it is very powerful. Put this one on your manhood and click the lock.” 
 
    She handed me the smaller collar. 
 
    I looked at it. It was the size of a cock ring, but with a ring for a padlock, and a little electronic box on it. I could see wires leading into the cock ring.” 
 
    “I’m waiting.” 
 
    Sadly, afraid to talk, afraid to resist, I pulled my diapers down and took off the cock ring that attached to the leash. And there was my chance. I was still hobbled, but I scrambled to my feet and began a run for freedom. 
 
    SZZZT! I felt like my head was coming off, then I found myself lying on the ground, panting, wondering what had happened. 
 
    “You’ll have to forgive me, girls. He’s been coming along just fine, and now, to act like this, in front of you…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. I had a dog that I had to shock so many times he lost control of his bowels.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. He ended up making a dozen messes on the floor before he gave up and buckled himself in. He’s happy now.” 
 
    I got to my hands and feet and looked around. Drool was coming out of my mouth. The ladies all looked at me expectantly. They were doubtless wondering whether I would make another break for it. 
 
    Not me. Once is all it took. I lowered my diaper and placed the other cock ring on. I buckled, clicked the lock, then just sat down. 
 
    Lorna and her two friends smiled, then went on chatting. 
 
    ‘Did you see Loraine?’ ‘Her new property is proving difficult.’ ‘I’m applying for membership in…’ and on and on. 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, I came back to my senses. Having been shocked, and watched by Lorna’s friends, I was over my fear of being seen. 
 
    Heck, I had never seen these ladies before, would never see them again, so…who cared? 
 
    I lay down, on my side. Interestingly, my ass was just a dull pain. With the activities of the morning it had returned to a sort of normalcy. 
 
    Suddenly, I heard fingers snap. I looked up. Lorna had snapped her fingers and was watching me. I sat up and came to her. She smiled. 
 
    “I left my purse in the dining room. Go get it for me.” 
 
    Obediently I turned and trotted across the room. 
 
    “Oh, he’s good,” said on the of the ladies, the one that wasn’t Rhonda. 
 
    I found her purse, then had a problem. First, it was in the middle of the table and I couldn't reach it from all fours. So I pushed a chair into position, managed to climb on the chair, and grabbed the purse. 
 
    Back on the ground I had another problem. I couldn’t carry her purse with my hands while walking. I solved the problem by holding the strap of the purse in my teeth. I trotted back to the living room and presented the purse to Lorna. 
 
    She was obviously showing me off, because she put the purse aside. She turned to Rhonda and asked, “Would you like some of the best pussy eating you’ll ever get?” 
 
    “Oh, do you need to ask?” 
 
    Rhonda was wearing a tight skirt, and she shimmied it up above her waist and pulled her panties down and off. She spread her legs. 
 
    I stared at her bush. She wasn’t shaved. At all. I was going to get some pubes in my teeth. 
 
    Lorna snapped her fingers. I looked at her and she nodded towards Rhonda’s pussy. 
 
    I scampered over, suddenly eager to please. I gently nuzzled in and began to lick her labia. 
 
    “Oh. What an educated tongue,” Rhonda moaned.  
 
    “You haven’t seen anything, yet.” Lorna walked behind me. I was paying attention to Nibbling Rhonda’s clit, so I didn’t notice, then Lorna grabbed my butt plug and swirled it in my asshole. 
 
    I lurched forward, groaning loudly. 
 
    Rhonda’s eyes opened. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Lorna jiggled it again, and I bumped forward, pressing my teeth onto her hole. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    And again and again, and my face was forced into her snatch ruthlessly. I could hardly breath, and then Rhonda started to squirt. 
 
    “Oh….yes…yes!” She grabbed my head and held me as her hips contracted and bucked. 
 
    “Well,” quipped Lorna. “That didn’t take long.” 
 
    “Oh, my.” Rhonda just laid back, was dazed by the force of her cum. 
 
    The other lady, the not Rhonda, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties. She moved quickly, licked her lips and spread her legs. “Okay, little doggy, do your stuff.” 
 
    I leaned into her junction and found her slit. I licked it and licked it, long, sloppy drags of my tongue. She began moaning and groaning. 
 
    Lorna suddenly said, “Speak!” 
 
    “Bark!” right into her pussy. 
 
    “AGH!” 
 
    “Speak! 
 
    “Bark!” 
 
    “Speak!” 
 
    “Bark!” 
 
    She kept telling me to speak and I kept barking into the not Rhonda’s pussy, and she suddenly started to jerk. Her eyes rolled back and she gave a squeaky sort of moan. “Ah…oh…ooh.” 
 
    Then Lorna pulled me back. My jaw was tired, so I went easily. Not that I had a choice. 
 
    “Play dead.” Lorna said. I promptly rolled over on my side and pretended to be dead. 
 
    “He’s marvelous,” said Rhonda. 
 
    “I really love him.” My heart swelled up. She loved me. All this pain, all the humiliation, it was nothing if she wold just tell me she loved me. 
 
    I lay, quite happy, while the ladies continued to talk. 
 
      
 
    Lorna was sitting at the table. I was sitting by her side. 
 
    She was eating a large salad, and feeding me bit sand morsels with her finger tips. 
 
    “You were quite the hit today, Randy.” 
 
    She called me by name. I swooned. This was getting worse and worse. The more she mistreated me, the better I liked it, the more I loved her. 
 
    And was it really mistreatment if I liked it? 
 
    Or was she just taping into my secret desires? Showing me to myself? 
 
    “And I have to tell you, I was quite proud of you. Now, speak to me like a human and tell me what you are feeling.” 
 
    I gulped. I was being allowed to speak. 
 
    “At first it was fun. A game I could play to please you. Then, when the doorbell rang…” 
 
    She laughed. “I thought I was going to have to pull your nuts off.” 
 
    “I was afraid you were going to pull my nuts off.” 
 
    She suddenly stood up and walked into the living room. I followed her. She sat on the big couch and patted the cushion next to her. I climbed on the couch and she put her arm around me. It was awkward, with my arms and legs tethered together, but the feel of her was electric. 
 
    “I suppose I should get undressed, but there is something so intoxicating about being dressed while the male is undressed. So I think I shall stay clad for a while.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I snuggled against her. 
 
    In that moment I did feel like a big mutt. All floppy and sloppy and reduced in rank, at least compared to a human. 
 
    “Do you understand what is happening?” 
 
    “Only that I love you,” I answered truthfully. 
 
    She sighed. “What is happening is that for me to love a man he must prove himself absolutely devoted. He must respect my every whim. He must be willing to forgo orgasms, if that is what I wish.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And you are willing to do that? To prove your devotion a thousand times over? 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Even if I tell you that you can’t cum?” 
 
    I was silent. We were talking about something that should have alarmed me, but, oddly, wasn’t. I was more intent on being worthy of her. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, you are wonderful.” She pulled my head around, stretched my neck, and kissed me. Deeply. Her lips excited me. She ended the kiss, held me back just a couple of inches, and whispered to me, “And how is your dick holding up” 
 
    “I need a new diaper.” 
 
    “Do you like being horny and dripping?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Good. Because I demand it. My men must be forever horny, forever devoted, willing to please me in every way.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I know, I am being redundant, repeating myself, but it is important that you understand this before you open the second box.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Go get the second box.” 
 
    Quickly, I scrambled off the couch and ran, awkward with my hurting ass and the butt plug filling me, and the leather straps on my limbs, into the dining room. I picked up the box with my hands and ran squatted down. I entered the living room and Lorna giggled. “You look like the dog version of the Hunchback of Notre Dame.” 
 
    I held the box out to her. 
 
    “No. It is your choice. It is for you to open it.” 
 
    I pried the lid off and looked inside. My eyes opened. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    I lifted out a tube and some rings, then a padlock. 
 
    “This is your commitment to me. You will lock yourself up, then you will give me the key. You will turn over control of your sex to me. You won’t be able to touch yourself, you won’t even be able to pee standing up. But you will put aside being a dog and be a human again. A lesser human, but I think you will enjoy it.” 
 
    I looked at her. “I’m sure I will.” 
 
    She saw the question in my eyes. “Yes?” 
 
    “Can I…will you let me…” 
 
    “You want to get in me right now? Before you are locked up and can not touch yourself, let alone cum, without my permission?” 
 
    I nodded, and I have to tell you, I was gulping uncontrollably. I had seen chastity tubes on the internet. I had read stories of men brought to their knees—proving themselves to their lady loves—and the thought was scary. 
 
    “I think that’s a good idea. But I do warn you…you aren’t going to be able to cum.” 
 
    I thought she meant she wouldn't let me, but she explained: “Wearing that prostate massager has kept you constantly drained. But your mind doesn’t understand. Your mind expects an orgasm, and it hasn’t realized that you are empty. I guarantee, you won’t be able to cum, and it will drive you crazy. And if you fuck me it will be worse. You think you are horny now, but it will be ten times worse once you’ve been in my sacred cave. Are you still wanting to fuck me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    She smiled. “How would you like to have me?” 
 
    “Upstairs, in bed.” 
 
    “And I suppose you would like everything, mouth, asshole, pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Then let’s see to it. 
 
    She stood up, smiled down at me. “Run downstairs and unlock yourself. I’ll be waiting upstairs.” 
 
    She walked upstairs and I ran, as fast as I could, downstairs and found the key to the padlocks. I was trembling, hardly able to hold the key steady enough to insert it, but I managed to shuck the leather restraints and I stood up, straight, like a man. A humbled man, a man who knew how to be a dog for his woman, and I ran up the stairs. 
 
    “In here,” she called from her dressing room. 
 
    I passed her bedroom and entered the dressing room. She was sitting at the table. “Sit here,” she nodded to a chair to one side. 
 
    I went to the chair and sat down. She was naked again, and repairing her make up, which was already perfect. I watched as she brushed and dusted, then touched up her lipstick. I was enthralled. I was captivated. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. 
 
    She smiled at me. She held up the tube of lipstick. “God, you are so pretty. I want to make you up. Will you let me make you up some day?” 
 
    I was helpless. I nodded. 
 
    “And take off that silly diaper.” 
 
    I took it off. It was sodden with cum. “But I’ll make a mess.” 
 
    “No…” she pulled me to my feet and pulled me to her. She placed her red lips over my cock and began to suck. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are delicious.” 
 
    She sucked for a long time, nursing the semen out of me. I felt so hard, so ready to cum, yet her words were already starting to haunt me…I wouldn’t be able to cum. 
 
    She looked up at me. “Catch your drippings and let’s adjourn to the boudoir.” 
 
    I cupped my hand under my cock and followed her out of the room and down the hall. In her room she jumped on her bed and spread her legs. 
 
    “Would you like to fuck my cunt first?” 
 
    I nodded, hardly able to speak, I was so excited. 
 
    “Then enter me, my little honey child.” 
 
    I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. I was ready to enter her, but I suddenly started crying. 
 
    “Why, Randy? What is wrong?” She was smiling though, and she reached up and pulled me down to her. She cradled me, rocked me. 
 
    “I want to fuck you, and at the same time, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “But you’ve fucked me before!” 
 
    “Yes, but this time…this time…” 
 
    “I know. You think I’m too good for you.” 
 
    “It’s getting worse and worse,” I blubbered. 
 
    She didn’t ask what was worse, she knew. She knew how I was descending into helpless subjugation. 
 
    “Dear Randy. I need you to fuck me. I need you to fail, to realize that you can’t satisfy me with your dick, and then I will be able to satisfy you. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I wailed, getting her flesh all wet with my tears. 
 
    “You will.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “When you open the third box. Now hush up and fuck me. I need your big, unhappy dick to plow me. I need a good orgasm. Having you like this…it makes me so wet.” 
 
    I remembered her telling me how wet I made her. I nodded. 
 
    “Now dry up and get up. Kneel before the sacred cave and get ready to please me.” 
 
    I got to my knees and prepared to plunge into her again. I was still sniffling, but I was happy. 
 
    She reached out, pulled my hips towards her. My penis touched her lips. She smiled happily. She pulled me and said one word: “Fuck.” 
 
    I went into her, and it was breath taking. Before I had fucked her, had sated myself in her. But now I was proving myself, I was fucking to sate her. 
 
    She arched her back, pulled my head down to her nipples. 
 
    I felt her pussy contracting, squeezing, and I began to rut.My hips moved back and forth, my dick slid in and out, and suddenly I found myself fucking savagely. Something simply snapped inside me, and I pounded into her, used my whole weight. 
 
    “Oh, yes. That’s it. Fuck me into the ground.” 
 
    I had no mind, no thoughts. I was simply an engine of fuck, and frustrations were coming out of me. All the things she had done to me…spanked me, butt plugged me, sucked me, humiliated me in front of Rhonda and not Rhonda. They were raging in me.  
 
    She was like a rag doll under me. All my male weight and muscle rose up. I pummeled her pussy with my spike. 
 
    “Fuck!” I screamed. 
 
    She simply took it, and though I must have been hurting her, she was smiling. 
 
    I gripped her body and drove deep into her. She could hardly breathe, and yet she held on to me, and I realized…she loved what I was doing.  
 
    All my frustration, all the emotional backwash from being mistreated, it was coming out of me, and she thrived on this. The level of my rage revealed the level of my frustration, and showed her how well she had done me. 
 
    So, by my being ruthless and showing my frustration, she was winning. 
 
    I slowed down. She was right. I couldn’t cum. 
 
    Yet I stared at her, and kept up a rhythm. 
 
    She held on to me. She kissed me. She moaned, and had an orgasm. 
 
    “GAH!” she cried, and her hips twisted, and untwisted, and locked up. 
 
    I was caught in her, a fly in amber, a dick in the amber of her everlasting cunt. 
 
    She ground up at me, pushed back. 
 
    I couldn’t cum. 
 
    She knew it. 
 
    “Fuck me some more. Fuck me into eternity. Fuck me forever.” 
 
    I kept grinding away, driving, driving, unable to stop. 
 
    She held on to me, and now she was in the zone. She had another orgasm, a small one that still shook and rattled her body. 
 
    “Give it to me,” she whispered. “Give me all of it. Give me every single piece of yourself. I want your soul. I need you to prove yourself. I need your soul.” 
 
    I kept fucking and fucking, gone mindless, helpless gone mindless, no way to stop. 
 
    She came again. And again. Little rattles and jerks. But with every orgasm I knew she was winning. I was giving, but she was taking. And it would never end because I couldn’t cum. 
 
    An hour later, her wrung out and hurting, but not complaining, I was done. I finally admitted that I was empty, that I couldn’t achieve completion, that she had won. 
 
    I stopped moving, I lay on her. I began crying. Again. I was ransacked in my heart. I had given myself to her, and been taken by her, and there was nothing more to do. I couldn’t empty myself because I was empty. I was a husk. And, in a way, I had proven myself. I had given all I had. 
 
    I felt so confused. 
 
    “Honey. Randy.” she poke from underneath me. 
 
    I rolled off her and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    She roll on her side and inspected me. My dick was purple, throbbing, and still semen leaked out, yet there was no joy in Mudville. 
 
    She got to her hands and knees, then rolled over to perch over me. 
 
    I blinked, and my eyes were wide. After all that…she was going to fuck me? 
 
    She squatted. She was tired, beat, but victorious. She slid down my pole, and I was actually a bit sore. 
 
    She didn’t move when she was fully impaled. She just sat on me, smiling, knowing. She kissed me gently. 
 
    “From here on out I will control when you get to fuck, and when you don’t. You will be beholding to me, begging of me, and I will be a cruel mistress, and you will love it.” 
 
    I couldn't breath, my whole body was a dick, a used and spent dick, though it had not achieved completion. I had had my last fuck…on my own. She kissed me again. “Well?” 
 
    “Well what?” I whispered. 
 
    “Do you agree?” 
 
    I had no choice. I had been beaten on the field of battle. I had to do what the victor said. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. You will be happier with somebody else in charge of your dick. Somebody who understands how to use it. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “When I get off you  I want you to take a cold shower. No hot at all. It should be easy, your dick probably wants a rest. While you are showering I will go get your Lorna.” 
 
    “My…what?” 
 
    “As the butt plug was named Lorna, and Lorna fucked you, so will your chastity device be named Lorna, your dick be in Lorna. And she will fuck you endlessly. Now, go.” 
 
    She got off me and walked for the door. She didn’t move fast, and it was obvious that I had fucked her sore. 
 
    Still, I wasn’t moving that fast myself. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I stepped out of the icy cold shower and Lorna was there. She knelt in front of me and pulled my cock and balls through a ring. Then she pushed my dick into a tube, then she attached the ring to the tube and padlocked me. 
 
    Click. A bigger click was never heard. I was captured. 
 
    She stood up and held me. Kissed me. Congratulated me. 
 
    “You are mine now,” she whispered. 
 
    “What’s happening to me?” I asked. “Three days ago I was happily married. Now I am besotted, enslaved, wanting only to exist for you.” 
 
    She said, “isn’t that the way it’s supposed to be? Isn’t that what a man is for?” 
 
    I had no answer. It had been done to me, yet there was no way to describe the thrill that coursed me, even as it robbed me of initiative and self drive. 
 
    I lived for another. And it was scary. And I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    “All right, Mr. Man, let me get ready for dinner.” 
 
    We walked to her dressing room and she sat me down next to her make up table. Again, I watched her do magic to her face.  
 
    “You really fucked me good,” she spoke conversationally. “I’m sore down there.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She looked at me. “Don’t be. It was necessary.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    She faced me, and her face was kind and understanding. “Randy. It is a battle between the sexes, and the pussy always wins. It always has and always will. Do you know why?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Because you want pussy more than I want cock. And thus you march to your own demise.” 
 
    “But I don’t understand.” My voice was a bit shrill. 
 
    “What don’t you understand?” 
 
    “How I can give it all up…my wife cheated, and yet I am being enslaved.” 
 
    “Oh, Randy, you misunderstand. I am not enslaving you, you are enslaving yourself. Don’t you remember? I always ask you if it is alright to take the next step, and you always agree.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry your pretty, little head about it. Just give up and go forward. We still have a couple of things to do, and then you’ll understand.” 
 
    She finished her make up and faced me. A vision. A goddess. All that I wanted, and didn’t even know that I wanted. 
 
    I had lived a life unaware of what I wanted, and now I knew, and was getting it. And I told myself that I had to stop, but I couldn’t. I was a juggernaut traveling down to perdition. 
 
    Tears filled my eyes, began to course down my cheeks.  
 
    Lorna turned to me. She placed a hand on my knee. She said: “Go on and cry. It’s okay. Wash your soul and know this: I will always love you. No matter where you go and what you become…I will always love you. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me. 
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    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    I awoke in Lorna’s bed. Once again we were entwined, her breasts on me, her hand on my….chastity tube. Oh, fuck! It hurt. 
 
    I groaned with pain and her eyes flicked open. She saw the look on my face and said, “It’s only morning wood. Go pee.” 
 
    I slid out from under the covers and ran, a bit hunched over, for the bathroom. 
 
    “Make sure you sit down!” she called after me. 
 
    I did, and it was good that I did, for my stream didn’t come out smooth, it hit the end hole in the chastity device and sprayed all over. I made a mess, but at least it was in the toilet, and at least the pain reduced. 
 
    But it didn’t go away. 
 
    I sat on the toilet and she padded past me and got into the shower. “Hurry up, slow poke. Big doings today.” 
 
    I stood up, tried not to drip, and stepped into the shower with her. 
 
    She giggled. “You should see your face.” 
 
    “I can’t help it, it still hurts.” 
 
    “That’s because you’re trying to get hard. Control yourself, get soft, and the pain will go away. Now soap me up, baby.” 
 
    I was trapped, my dick couldn’t get hard, and yet it made me hornier.  
 
    To want to do something, and be denied, makes you want to do it all the more. 
 
    I soaped her breasts, sucked her tits, cupped her mons and rubbed it till she moaned and was knee weak, then I finger banged her to a soapy orgasm. 
 
    “Ah…ah…!” she held on to me as the orgasm robbed her of strength. 
 
    I held her up and mumbled into her wet hair, “And I’m supposed to control my cock? Not get a hard on? Doing you like this?” 
 
    She hugged me, then sucked my nipples and played with my cage. “You could always refuse me. Just don’t soap me, don’t lick my pussy, don’t nurse at my breasts.” 
 
    But I couldn’t. I knew I couldn’t. And she knew I couldn’t. 
 
    She pushed me away and stepped out and held out her arms. I knew my role and I quickly followed her. I pressed her body and dried it off with a big, fluffy towel. Every once in a while she would kiss me, or even hug me, rubbing her crotch against my leg like a dog in heat. 
 
    I groaned. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    She walked away. “Come.” 
 
    I wasn’t allowed to dry myself off, I must help her get dressed, and I wasn’t allow to put on clothes myself. She believed in CFNM. Clothed female, naked male. 
 
    She walked down the hall to her dressing room. I followed along, so horny I couldn’t stand it, mesmerized by her swaying ass, her thrusting tits, the sublime attitude of control she presented. 
 
    Fuck. Each day got worse. The first day I had not wanted to fuck her, and I had. The second day she actually got me to insert a butt plug, which plug constantly drained me. 
 
    And now I licked the floor of my dripping sperm, and I dressed her, and served her food, and she merely smiled and told me how much she loved me. 
 
    I had been a husband last week, then I had caught my wife doing a 100 man gang bang. 
 
    And then I had been caught by Lorna. And here I was, forced to be a dog, a chastised male, a servant…and yet…I wasn’t forced. 
 
    I, who had proudly claimed I couldn’t be broken, had succumbed right from the start. 
 
    In the dressing room she sat down at her make up table, and I sat at my designated place, next to her, and I watched how she applied the creams and powders. 
 
    God, it made me horny. Watching her face, already beautiful, become even more beautiful. 
 
    I groaned at one point, and she smiled, glanced at me, patted my chastity tube, then continued making up her eyes and, finally, her beautiful, plump lips. She colored them red, with a bit of gloss, and I thought I was going to swoon and faint. 
 
    “Pick me out something blue,” she told me. “I feel blue today. Cleavage is good.” 
 
    I went back in the racks and flipped through dresses until I found something silky blue with a criss cross top that would reveal her ample cleavage. 
 
    “Oh, perfect! You must be reading my mind,” she patted my cheek and began shimmying into it. “Go get the black heels in the back of the closet. 
 
    I went into the closet on the far side of the room, reserved just for shoes, and found the heels she had asked for. They were black, 5 inch high, glossy. 
 
    When I returned she had slipped on a garter belt and was rolling up her nylons. She took the shoes and slipped into them. 
 
    She stood up, and suddenly I was an inch shorter than her. There is something strange about being shorter than your woman, as if she is in charge, the more important. 
 
    But, wasn’t it true? Hadn’t I sacrificed myself for her wishes and whims?” 
 
    “Okay, bitch boy. Go put in your plug, then it’s egg and orange juice time. Bring out the can of whipped cream.” 
 
    I ran for the door, down the hall, down the stairs, down to the dungeon. 
 
    My butt plug was sitting on a side table. I ran it up to the kitchen, washed it thoroughly, then back to the dungeon for a heaping helping of lube. 
 
    “Uh,” I groaned, feeling the monster slide into place. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t really a monster. I suppose it wasn’t particular big, as far as butt plugs go. And it actually wasn’t a butt plug, though I called it that. It was a prostate massager,  and it was specially designed to press on my prostate and cause me to drip. which necessitated my wearing a diaper. I tell ya, it’s not particularly fun to have to lick your sperm splatters off the floor. 
 
    But it was kinky, and made me horny, so…? 
 
    So I folded a big square of soft cloth into a triangle, then pinned the diaper on on one side, then the other. 
 
    Now walking funny, double funny, with the plug rubbing my insides, causing a delightful sensation to my asshole, and the chastity tube confining my cock, yet swaying back and forth so sexily, I trotted—I couldn’t walk with all this sexual sensation assaulting me—back up to the kitchen. 
 
    Lorna didn’t believe in big breakfasts. Or lunches or dinners. For breakfast we usually had a hard boiled egg and some kind of fruit. Fresh fruit. 
 
    I started the eggs to boiling, cut the oranges in half and began pressing them, squeezing the juice out of them. 
 
    Halfway through I gave a groan and simply doubled over. I was just too horny to keep standing up straight. After a moment of closed eyes, just feeling myself, all caught and trapped and horny, I managed to straighten up and finish making breakfast. I put everything on a tray, didn’t forget the can of whipped cream, and trotted it out to the dining room. 
 
    Lorna sat at the head of the table. She looked incredible. She had pinned her hair back, French style, and her cleavage took my breath away. 
 
    She smiled at me as I approached. “Just put it in front of me. Then stand to my left. You may hold the third box, if you wish.” 
 
    I placed the tray in front of her and stepped around her chair so as to be on her left. I looked at the box, picked it up, and stood silently. Feeling the weight of the box, wondering what was inside it. 
 
    She had given me three boxes. The first one had the prostate massager in it. The second one had the chastity tube in it. The third one…what would be in that one? 
 
    “I feel a little hungry today. So I’ll eat both eggs.” 
 
    And I could starve. God, I was so in love that even this idea made me horny. I must have made a sound, maybe a little groan, because she looked at me and smiled. “Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She began eating the eggs. After one egg she picked up one glass of orange juice and took several gulps. She put the glass down. Her red lip imprint was on the rim of the glass, and there were small specks of egg on the lip print. 
 
    She belched. And laughed. “So unladylike.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I grinned. So happy that she shared with me. 
 
    She turned to me, “Is that your stomach growling?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, you poor dear. You were hungry. Here, finish my orange juice. 
 
    She handed me the half filled glass with her lip print and specks of egg white on it. 
 
    I took the glass, I turned it so the lip print was away from my mouth. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Not that side.” I turned the glass so that I would have to drink over her lip print, and eat her specks of egg ‘crumbs.’ I could hardly breath for the excitement in me. Everything this woman did excited me. 
 
    I drank, and she watched, then, “Drink slowly, very slowly. For I will enjoy my whipped cream until the glass is empty. 
 
    She grabbed my cage and pulled me to her. She pressed the red nozzle and whipped cream, cool and shocking, covered my tube. She began to lick the whipped cream off me, sucking on my whole caged cock. When she was done she looked up at me. “See if you can make your orange juice last until the whipped cream is gone.” 
 
    I drank slowly, and she kept spraying whipped cream on me, and licking and slurping. 
 
    “Mmm,” she said at one point. “Breakfast is the most important meal of the day, don’t you agree. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I agreed, my knees weak and shaking. 
 
    And my cock hurt inside the tube wanted to get hard, it throbbed and pulsed and pushed against its confines, yet there was no hope for it. It stayed small enough for her to easily deep throat, even covered with the plastic tube as it was. 
 
    Finally, the can of whipped cream gave a hissing sound and nothing came out. 
 
    “Oh, shucks,” said Lorna. She smiled up at me. “Finish your juice, do the dishes, then come outside. We need to talk. And bring the third box.” 
 
    Quickly, I gathered up the dishes and ran them into the kitchen. I almost stumbled for the nearly orgasmic pleasure in my butt hole, and the stimulating, wonderful, sexual pain in my imprisoned cock. 
 
    I did the dishes, cleaned the sink, then went back into the dining room and out the sliding glass doors to the patio. 
 
    Lorna was lying on the lounge chair. She smiled and moved to one side and motioned me to lay beside her. 
 
    Quickly, I snuggled in against her. As usual, she was in a more dominant position, holding me almost as if I was a little boy. She pulled the criss cross of material at her cleavage to one side and exposed one breast. “Enjoy, my little butt boy, and we shall discuss you.” 
 
    I took her nipple in my mouth, she gave a quick gasp, and I sucked. 
 
    “Oh,” she sighed. “That feels so good.” Then: “What is a woman?” 
 
    I looked up at her. She looked down at me. She smiled. “What?” 
 
    “She’s…she’s…” I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Here you have been loving one, putting your little pee pee in one, and you don’t even know what a woman is.” She shook her head sadly. 
 
    “Well, I…” and I thought. My mind descended to a mass of questions and tried to untangle them. 
 
    “A woman is a partner…a person to have sex with…a mother…” 
 
    She laughed. “Am I your mommy now?” 
 
    “No.” I went back to sucking on her nipple and waited. I could feel her answer coming up. 
 
    She got a far away look in her eye. 
 
    “A woman is the most coveted person in the universe. She is why you live and breath. She is your God…Goddess, and she is your sole reason for existence.” 
 
    I sucked, and licked, and nibbled on her nipple. She was getting quite aroused, for she suddenly moaned and arched her back, pressing her nipple further into my mouth. 
 
    “You married one,” she pointed out, when she was done groaning. “You lived with her, loved her, and life was worth living.” 
 
    I frowned. I didn’t like talking about my wife. She had fucked over a hundred men. Probably multiple times. 
 
    “Oh, get that look off your face. Think of the ten years of fun you had with her before you betrayed her.” 
 
    “I betrayed her?” I was incredulous. 
 
    “Did she have to go looking for her sexual satisfaction elsewhere?” 
 
    I shook my head, unbelieving. 
 
    “Did you fail to keep her happy? The most important person in your life? Your reason for living?” 
 
    “You…you…” I stuttered, but she cut me off.  
 
    “Don’t bother, I don’t want to talk about it. Not until you come to your senses.” I gawped at her. 
 
    “What I want to talk about is how you can finally understand this miracle that is a woman.” 
 
    “I understand women just fine,” I managed to blurt, the tip of my anger showing. 
 
    “Oh, you’re a good enough fuck, but there is so much room for improvement. And you won’t find that improvement until you understand what it is that you are putting your little dick into.” 
 
    “My dick is not little!” 
 
    “Compared to what? Compared to a pig, and a man can certainly be compared to a pig…the pig is 18 inches long. 
 
    “Or, how about an Argentine Lake Duck? We’re talking 17 inches long. 
 
    “A walrus is 25 inches. 
 
    “Or, my favorite, the barnacle. The barnacle is so long, 25 to 50 inches, that he can’t even move! He just holds on to the rock and lets his penis dangle!”’ 
 
    “You’re being silly,” I said. 
 
    “So  if it’s just a matter of comparison, length proportionate to your size, you’re quite the minuscule fellow. 
 
    “I didn’t hear you complaining!” 
 
    She smiled. “And I wouldn’t. As I said, you aren’t a bad fuck. Just a little undersized, comparatively. 
 
    “So what’s the point of this absurd conversation?” I was irritated, but it was easier to control my irritation than it was the tendency of my dick to get hard. And, to be honest, the tendency of my dick to get hard was distracting me, making me wish everything was hunky dory with Lorna. I loved her, after all. 
 
    “Open the third box.” 
 
    It was sitting on a nearby table and I got up and went to it, picked it up, pried the lid off. I looked in and…blinked in surprise. 
 
    It was my dick. 
 
    I actually looked down at my chastity tube. Nope, my dick was there. 
 
    I looked in the box. Yet that was my dick. Harder than the real one, but perfectly shaped. 
 
    Lorna had gotten off the lounge chair and came over and stood next to me. We looked into the box together. 
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Is that…my…my…” 
 
    She giggled and reached into the box and took out my penis. “I actually have a mold for making penises. I put the erect penis between two half containers of putty and squeeze, and then separate the halves. I am left with a quite accurate impression of a dick. Then I put the halves together and pour a type of silicone substance into it, wait five minutes, and…voila! Instant penis!” 
 
    She placed one elbow in one palm, held the dick up and waggled it. 
 
    “The finished product is surprisingly like life.” 
 
    “It fooled me,” I muttered, staring at my own penis, detached and held in the hand of a beautiful woman. 
 
    “And well it should. I mean, even the coloring is perfect.” She placed the penis in her mouth and starting sucking. I watched her, fascinated. She watched me, enjoyed my fascination.  
 
    She took it out of her mouth and there were traces of her lipstick on it. She held it out to me. 
 
    My mouth opened. “What?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything, just smiled and held it out. It was obvious what she wanted. 
 
    “You want me to…to suck that thing?” 
 
    “It’s your dick. Is your dick bad?” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “And it’s not really a dick, just a reasonable facsimile thereof.” 
 
    “I don’t…that’s…” 
 
    She stepped closer to me. She grabbed my balls with her other hand. She kissed me, she spoke throatily, “Why don’t you find out what gives me such pleasure. Find out what women like to do. Suck my fucking dick, you cunt.”
I can’t tell you of the trepidation in my soul. There was something about this that was so over the top. 
 
    “If you don’t I can always stick a Golden Monkey up your ass and make you.” 
 
    I took my penis, my fake penis, in my hand. I looked at it. I looked at her. I looked at it. 
 
    Lorna nodded. 
 
    I put the tip, jut the tip in my mouth. 
 
    “Excellent. Keep going. Find out what it’s like to be a woman, to be a cocksucker, to give a man pleasure.” 
 
    I inserted the fake dick into my mouth, sliding the veins and ripples along my throat. I couldn’t deep throat it, but I could take four inches. 
 
    “Hold it there. Don’t gag.” 
 
    I held it. At the base were rounded half balls. I didn’t think they were modeled after mine, probably part of the ‘instant dick kit,’ but I held on to them. 
 
    “Use your tongue. Feel the head.” 
 
    My eyes wide, locked on to hers, I swirled my tongue around the head. I could feel the slit in the head. I could imagine this as my actual, real dick. 
 
    “Take your hand away. Hold it with your mouth, with your lips.” 
 
    I took my hand off it. The back of it sagged, and I had to clamp my lips. 
 
    “Imagine semen shooting out of it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I took it out of my mouth. 
 
    “A little too much for you? Don’t want to go that far?” 
 
    “This is stupid.” 
 
    “It’s stupid for a woman to give a man pleasure?” 
 
    “Where’s the pleasure in sucking on a plastic peter?” 
 
    “When it squirts,” she answered smoothly. When the man gives the woman his essence.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think I need to experience all that.” 
 
    “Oh, but you do,” she took the penis from me. “Every woman does.” 
 
    “I’m not a woman.” 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means you have to become a woman to understand a woman.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “You’ve been an object, an object which I beat with a paddle. And you’ve been a dog. A quite delightful dog. And now you are denied your own sex,” she glanced down at my caged cock and chuckled, then she looked back up at me. “So what’s wrong with being a woman?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, I don’t happen to have a pussy. I have a dick, and balls. And I squirt semen.” 
 
    “Well, you actually sort of drool semen.” She grabbed my diapers and squeezed, which made me groan. “As for the rest of it, you have an asshole, which women in the know refer to as a male pussy.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “A male pussy. It’s even got the equivalent of a G-spot. Called the P-spot.” 
 
    “What are you telling me?” 
 
    She backed off, which lured me further in. “I’m telling you that you have to experience what a woman experiences to be a woman.” 
 
    I focused on her. “What does that mean…what does that entail?What are you proposing I do?” 
 
    “Let me make you up as a woman.” 
 
    There it was. 
 
    I stood, flabbergasted, and she placed the penis back in the box. But I knew where all this was leading. 
 
    “And what about that penis?” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “What do you plan on doing with it?” Are you planning on shoving my own dick up my ass?” 
 
    She laughed.“I’m not planning anything. I merely provide opportunity, you make the decisions.” 
 
    “I know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “But do you know what you’re doing?” 
 
    “I’m not putting that thing up my ass!” 
 
    “Okay.” She picked up the lid, put it on the box and pressed it shut. 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Yes. Okay. Was there something else?” she was mocking me, but with a dagger. 
 
    “Then that’s all there is?” 
 
    “Hey, if you won’t you won’t. I don’t make anybody do something they don’t want to do.” 
 
    “Okay. And we’ll still…still…” 
 
    “Mess around? Do things?” 
 
    She laughed. “You mean you want to still fuck me?” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Oh, we’ll mess around, I suppose. But it’s always different when a woman is disappointed.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Besides, this thing we’re doing, this week long program, it sort of escalates. One thing leads to another, like dominos. And if you refuse to play the game…” she shrugged. 
 
    We stood there, the morning sun warming us, and she smiled at me. “There is one thing I would like to ask you, however.” 
 
    Suspicious, I asked, “What?” 
 
    “When I asked you to drink Golden Monkey through your ass, did you resist?” 
 
    I thought back to my first night here. “Yes.” 
 
    “And did it turn out to be good?” 
 
    I stood there, betrayed by my own thoughts. It had been more than good, and it had resulted in breaking me down enough that I fucked this incredible woman. 
 
    “And when I asked you to put the butt plug in, do you dig in your heels? For a while?” 
 
    I nodded. I remembered the feeling of being penetrated, and how horny it made me, and how I was constantly dripping, which was a turn on in itself. 
 
    “Did you like being my doggy? Being trained and disciplined and made to heel and play dead?” 
 
    My cock throbbed and pressed, tried to escape. 
 
    “And how does that chastity tube make you feel?” 
 
    It made me even hornier, and I was growing to love being horny, to actually not getting my rocks off. It was like I was being made love to all the time, kept in that high state of sexual excitement. It hurt, but in the best possible way. It was a hurt that reminded me of the fact that I was a man. 
 
    “So I understand if you don’t want to continue the game. I’ll take you home whenever you want to. I mean, wearing lipstick, having false tits, that’s so embarrassing, and there are so many people here, all waiting to laugh at you, and make fun of you…for wanting to find out how the other lives, what makes us tick. 
 
    “I mean, you’re a man. And I know that is sacred to you, and that you are compelled to protect that image of yourself.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, held my encaged cock, stroked my cheek with one hand, kissed me lightly. “I understand that you don’t want to find out what I know, that you don’t want to risk your manliness.” 
 
    She let go of my cock and stepped back. “Feel free to explore the grounds, do what you want. Let me know when you want to leave.” 
 
    She turned around and walked away. Her body was to die for. Her heels clicked resoundingly on the patio surface. I remembered being inside her. I looked at my diapers, and thought about how horny I was, and how good it was, and how I couldn’t stop my dick from drooling for her. 
 
    Oh, Heysoos. Heysoos Xristo on a bus with all the other passengers having COVID. 
 
    Could I give this up? Could I stop now? I mean, I didn’t have to fuck my own dick. I could just…let her make me up, treat me like her full-sized doll. 
 
    I could…continue the program. So far everything had worked, and I felt braver, stronger, for what she had put me through. 
 
    I could. 
 
    All this thought dashed through my mind in milliseconds. 
 
    She had just placed her foot over the track of the sliding glass doors. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    She stopped. Pulled her foot back and turned to me. She had no expression on her face. She was simply waiting for me. Make a decision. Take a step from which there was no turning back. 
 
    Do it. 
 
    “I’ll do it.” 
 
    She smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    I sat in the chair at Lorna’s make up station, my right hand spread out on the table. I had just finished showering, and washing all my hair below my neck down the drain. My skin felt electric, and my throbbing dick was proof. 
 
    Lorna was humming happily and working on my fingers.  
 
    “You are going to be so beautiful. You won’t believe it.” 
 
    “I already don’t believe it,” I murmured. 
 
    She pushed cuticles back a bit, then sanded my nails. “I’m going to put extra strong glue on your nails, and some really good hardener. We don’t want your nails chipping and cracking.” 
 
    “I should hope not.” 
 
    She laughed. She opened a small kit and took out some fake nails. They were monstrous long and sharp and pointy looking. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Just don’t pick your nose, sweety,” she spread glue on my fingernails, glue on the fake nails, and, one at a time, pressed them on. She held my fingertips tightly and smiled at me. “You’ll have fun figuring out how to pick up things. And the first time you have to pick up a dime you’ll will experience the awe and wonder of it all.” 
 
    “Oh.” I wasn’t very talkative. I was dealing with image problems in my head. 
 
    Nail after nail went on, and I stared as my fingers grew longer, more slender, more feminine. 
 
    Then she unscrewed a bottle of red polish. She stroked downwards, from cuticle to tip, giving an even coat. “Now hold still and don’t move. This polish has to dry. 
 
    But it was dry when she finished all ten fingers, so she gave them a second coat, and finally, a third coat. 
 
    I stared at my digits, and my dick was throbbing in its cage. 
 
    She coated my nails with a clear finish. “This lacquer will make your fingernails harder than your dick.” 
 
    “Will I be able to get them off?” 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    I looked at her and she giggled. “Doesn’t the idea of having these long claws on your hands all the time just turn you on? Wouldn’t you like to live with your hands this beautiful all the time?” 
 
    I had to admit, it did turn me on, but I didn’t fess up to it. 
 
    “Okay, spread a towel on the bed and let’s do your tootsies.” 
 
    “My feet? Really?” 
 
    “If I was cruel I’d make you do them yourself. But it’s not nice to be mean to little children.” 
 
    “Little children?” I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    “All men are like little children.” 
 
    By now I had spread a towel on the bed and I sat down. She sat on the other side of the towel and prepped and painted my toenails. She hummed and I watched, absolutely enthralled by how my feet were changing. 
 
    Just a little paint and the masculine become the feminine. My, God! 
 
    “Okay, what do we wear…what do we wear?” Lorna mused after my toes were dry. “Come on,” she took my hand, my red tipped hand, and led me between the racks of clothes. And, I have to tell you, it felt so girly to have my hand held, my girly looking hand, by another woman. 
 
    Another? Did I just say ‘another?’ 
 
    She held up item after item, holding some of them up to me, then hanging them back up. 
 
    “No, wrong color. Nope, doesn’t match your eyes. Oh, too tawdry. Not you.” She went through dress after dress, and finally held up a slinky, white dress. Really, it wasn’t much more than a bathing suit with a skirt. I would have some mighty long legs showing with this one. 
 
    “I don’t have the cleavage to wear that.” 
 
    “You will,” she said pointedly. “Come on.” 
 
    She led me, again holding my feminine hand, back to her bedroom. 
 
    We walked through the bedroom and into the closet. “Here’s something you don’t see everyday.” She pulled down a clothes peg on the wall and the back of the closet opened up. My jaw dropped. She led me into a second closet. 
 
    The walls were hung with lingerie, including corsets and garters and  bras and tummy shapers and so on. At the back wall, lined up on the floor, were heels. On the sides of the room were dressers with panties and nightgowns and all manner of things. On a high shelf was a row of wigs. On the shelf beneath it were breast forms. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “All the things in this closet are man shaped. They will accommodate wider shoulders, they will pad hips, and so on. What would you like to wear?” 
 
    Dazed, I walked around the room. I felt material, I examined cups. 
 
    “I have to tell you, you will be wearing a corset, and probably that black one at the far right.” 
 
    I went to the corset, lifted it down and felt it. The ribs were stiff, straps dangled for nylons. 
 
    “I really don’t know where to start. I mean, you know this stuff so much better than me.” 
 
    “Okay. You still have to choose, but let me give you easier choices. Which would you prefer?” She held up two bras. One was a shelf bra. “I like that one,” pointing to the shelf bra, “But I don’t…even with breast forms, will that look right?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about your titties, little girl. Speaking of which, would you like giant size? Or super size?” She pointed to two sets of breast forms at the far right of the shelf they were on. 
 
    I didn’t see much difference, but I chose the furthest to the right. I just figured they’d be bigger. 
 
    “Excellent. Now. You want these nylons or these?” The nylons in one of her hands were darker, I chose the other. 
 
    “Good choice, girl friend. Now then, would you like…” she went through other items, and finally, we were done. I carried the breast forms in one arm and all the underwear draped over my other arm. 
 
    In the bedroom Lorna had me put everything on the bed, then she had me put on the bra. She put in the breast forms and then made little marks with an eyebrow pencil. 
 
    I stared at my chest. It was a woman’s chest. I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    She had me take off the bra, slathered glue on the breast forms and on my chest. Then she had me lay down and she pressed on my tits. 
 
    “Oof,” I said.  
 
    “You’ll thank me. I used extra strong glue, and these puppies are going to stay in place.” 
 
    After a few minutes she helped me into my bra, and it was like the tits were actually part of me. 
 
    “Jump,” Lorna commanded. 
 
    I gave a little hop and was stunned when the breasts bounced, a perfect imitation of a real girl’s tits. 
 
    “Okay, now the tough part. The corset.” 
 
    She loosened it to the max, then helped me into it. 
 
    “Lie on the bed.” 
 
    I did so and she climbed on top of me and pulled strings. 
 
    “Oh!” I grunted. 
 
    “You’re going to have trouble breathing in a second, just take shallow breaths and try to relax.” 
 
    She was right, her weight on me, the strings pulled tightly, I was suddenly gasping. I tried to relax, but it’s hard when you’re suffocating. 
 
    Finally, she had me tight enough, slender enough, and she tied the strings off and helped me stand up. She took me into the bathroom and we looked at me in the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I muttered. The corset had pushed my chest, with my big titties on it, up. The padding in the hips rounded me out, and though my shoulders were slightly too wide, I had a girl’s body. Turn sideways and it was definitely a girl’s body. 
 
    She led me back into the bedroom and she helped roll me into nylons, fastened them to the snaps, and then she pulled the dress over my head.  
 
    Again, I looked at myself in the mirror. My mind was blowing. My dick was actually throbbing. 
 
    I had long, sleek legs, sexy legs, and short skirt barely hid my chastity tube. At any rate, there was no manly bulge under the skirt. 
 
    My waist was wasp thin, I didn’t know I could get that thing, and my tits were absolutely enormous. 
 
    But it was a man’s head on my sexy body, and the fake titties were obvious. 
 
    “That is amazing,” I observed. “And I know my face will get made up, and then the wig, but how are you going to get around the obviously fake cleavage?” 
 
    “Not a problem, back to the dressing room.” 
 
    I followed her to the room, and she held my hand, kept looking back at me and giggling. She was really getting off on this. 
 
    She placed me at the make up table and got out some tape and some sort of flesh colored goop. She peeled off the tape and placed it over the seam where fake tit met skin. She then spread the flesh colored goop on the tape. She spent a long time, then sat back and was satisfied. 
 
    A minute later she pronounced it dry and asked me to bend over. 
 
    I bent, as much as I was able, and was astounded when the tope stayed in place, and the skin folded just like normal skin. 
 
    “Hollywood, baby,” she quipped. “Now, let’s make it blend.” 
 
    She used make up to make the skin blend into the plastic, and shortly I was a stacked girl, and nobody could ever tell that my tits were fake. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I mumbled. 
 
    Then she began working on my face. She cleansed it and began smoothing cream into it and brushing it with powder. Eventually she was working on foundation, then blush. 
 
    “Male flesh is the hardest,” she noted. “Girl make up is for the gentler, softer, different colored female skin.” 
 
    She transformed my eyes. Making them smoky around the edges, sharp thin liner. She put long eyelashes on me. “Yours are fine, but we can always do better.” 
 
    I watched myself in the mirror, and wished I could take pictures. Show the sequence and the progression, and the transformation from male to female. 
 
    “How did you ever learn all this stuff?” I asked at one point. 
 
    “Every girl knows this stuff. We know make up like you know cars, or football.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She used lip stain on my lips. “This is special stuff. Lasts a lot longer. Of course, we could always get your lips tattooed. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Not hardly.” 
 
    “Why? You don’t want to remain this beautiful forever?” 
 
    I was silent. I could see myself through the years, learning this stuff for myself. It was an exciting thought. 
 
    She placed the wig on my head, clipped it in place, and I suddenly had long, amber colored hair. Quite sexy. 
 
    “Okay, this is what I want you to do. Go back to the bedroom, put on your high heels, then pretend the hall is a catwalk. I will be on the side clapping and loving you.” 
 
    Excited, my heart aflutter, I did as she asked. Thirty seconds later I was stumbling down the ‘catwalk.’ 
 
    Lorna giggled. “Place one foot in front of the other. Now, let your ass sway. Sway more, you have to overcome the girdle. Place a hand on your hip and look haughty. 
 
    I didn’t think about the fact that she was moving in front of me, walking backwards and stopping to squat and take pictures. 
 
    I didn’t even think about the pictures. It was just a game. 
 
    For an hour we walked back and forth, her snapping pictures, me having the time of my life. 
 
    I was a woman. I was appreciated. I was loved. I felt a warmth gathering in my heart, I was hot and horny and wanted to do this forever. 
 
    But, forever ended, and Lorna said, “Time for lunch.” 
 
    We sauntered down to the kitchen, arm in arm, and I loved it. We were like proud bitches, and the world loved us. 
 
    In the kitchen Lorna said, “Have a seat over there.” 
 
    “Don’t you want me to fix lunch?” 
 
    “Only men fix lunch and wait on girls hand and foot. Do you see any men around here?” 
 
    I giggled and sat down. My back was straight because of the corset, and my tits were thrust out. 
 
    Lorna prepared a salad with yogurt and little bits of chicken. I never ate yogurt, and I would have preferred beef, or even pork. But watching her fork little nibbles into her mouth I was swayed. I began to nibble. 
 
    And we chatted, just like girls. 
 
    After lunch Lorna poured us a bit of wine and we sashayed out to the patio. I had a difficult time sitting, the corset, you know, but made it. We sat, side by side, and enjoyed the sunshine and the fresh air. 
 
    “So this is what it is like, living like a woman.” 
 
    “You got it,” she answered. “We sit around and look beautiful. Every day is a party, and we laugh at the men who go to work and support us.” 
 
    “You aren’t trying to talk me into something, are you?” 
 
    “Heavens, no. I just want to educate you. Someday you’ll go back to being a man. This transition is only temporary. But at least you’ll be a fit partner for your wife.” 
 
    I was silent at that. Lorna noticed, smiled, ignored my silence, and said, “Would you like to know how a woman makes love?” 
 
    I turned my face to her. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then finish your wine and I’ll show you.” 
 
    A few minutes later we stood up, again, I needed a little help, and went back into the house, and upstairs, and into the bedroom. 
 
    “Come, sit here,” she patted the bed next to her. 
 
    I sat down and we turned towards each other. I suddenly realized there was a tremendous heat and excitement coming from Lorna. There was something about this scene, about making love to a man who was a woman, that was turning her on. 
 
    She leaned her face close to mine, breathed on me, and said, “The trick is to be gentle. Don’t rush, take your time, focus on the touch and not the animalistic and savage rutting.” 
 
    We stared into each other’s eyes for a long minute, then she leaned forward and licked my lips. 
 
    Oh, it felt good, and it was building anticipation. Anticipation make everything more intense. 
 
    “You kiss me like that.” 
 
    I moved my face close to hers, took a long time, then my pink tongue flicked out and licked her lips. Oh, God. It was sexy. And it was intense. 
 
    “You can’t feel much through your tits, but feel this instead.” She reached under my short skirt and placed her hand on my chastity tube. I gasped, but she didn’t do anything. She just held me, then after a minute, began to lightly rub my cock and cage. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. 
 
    “Now, you do that to my boobs.” 
 
    I reached up, gently moved the material of her dress aside, and ‘dangled’ my fingers over the sweep of her flesh. I trailed my palm over the bulge of them, I let my fingertips barely brush her nipples. 
 
    She shivered. “Ooo! That’s sexy. That turns me on.” 
 
    She brought her face to mine, held my face with her hands. She brushed her lips over mine, paused, her tongue darted out and slid along the crevice whee my lips met. 
 
    I was lost in the moment. Time stretched out, my senses elongated and the touch of her mouth excited me. 
 
    “Do me.” 
 
    I held her face in my hands, I kissed her lower lip softly. I kissed her upper lip. I trailed my tongue along the line where the top and the bottom lips met. 
 
    “Ooh. Goosebumps. Turn around and get on all fours.” 
 
    It was difficult, with my stiff waist, but she helped me, and I stood, like a dumb dog, head down, my hair hanging over my face. 
 
    She knelt next to me. She cupped my breasts and squeezed. I couldn't feel much, but the idea was there. 
 
    “Oh, I wish you had real titties.” 
 
    Her hand went under my skirt, over my butt. Her other hand went under my stomach and massaged my balls. My balls, hanging outside the tube, were extra sensitive, and I couldn’t help but moan. 
 
    Then she placed her fingers in my crack. She ran them up and down, sliding over my asshole. 
 
    It took my breath away. I bowed my back and actually shook like a dog. “Ah, God!” 
 
    “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    She grabbed  the butt plug and began to work it out. “Ohhh,” my butt shook. 
 
    It came out and once again I felt empty, like something that belonged was now missing. 
 
    She tossed the butt plug to the floor and licked her middle finger and placed it at my brown button. I gasped and jerked, yet didn’t move away. 
 
    Moving like molasses, she wormed her finger into my butt. 
 
    “You’re ready,” she whispered. “The plug has given you confidence. You can do this. Push back.” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I pushed back with my butt. I felt her finger go deeper and deeper, right to the base, and there I was, impaled. And I have never felt anything so good. 
 
    Lorna wormed her hand around and began moving her finger inside me. 
 
    “Are you…” I gasped. “Is that…” 
 
    “It’s your prostate. Your P-spot. My fingers won’t make you drool, at least not without a lot of work, but they feel good, don’t they.” 
 
    “They?” I gulped. “It feels like one.” 
 
    “How nice of you to ask,” and she moved a second finger into me. 
 
    I found myself pushing back again, and even wiggling my ass. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, baby. You are fucking turning me on.” 
 
    Then she pushed three fingers into me. And she pushed hard enough that I could feel her knuckles pressing on the ring of my asshole. 
 
    “It’s your pussy, little girl. It needs to be filled. I would love to fist you, that would make your day, but you’re not ready for that. Not yet.” 
 
    I was making gurgling sounds and corkscrewing my butt and pushing against her hand. 
 
    It felt like I was on the edge of some cosmic sexual experience. 
 
    She backed off. I whined and wanted more. 
 
    She drew her fingers out. “Stay here. Sit down.” 
 
    I turned over and sat on my ass, and the memory of her fingers reaming me made me jerk almost as if I was having an orgasm. I wanted more. 
 
    She went into the bathroom, washed her hands, then returned. She sat next to me. 
 
    “It’s like that,” she said. “It’s like that for a woman. You feel your flesh expand, accept, and the nerves are all firing.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    She kissed me, like a woman. I kissed her back, I cupped her breasts and treating them gently. I relied on trust and touch, and not ram bam, thank you, muscle man. 
 
    “You can have that. You can experience it. But you have to ask. You have to want it.” 
 
    She was silent then, waiting for me to say something.’ 
 
    I had the feeling I could say anything. I could say no, and she would be all right. But, of course, the week would be over. And I really didn’t want the week to end. Ever. 
 
    I could say yes, and she would accept that, and be happy. 
 
    I could do anything I wanted. 
 
    So what did I want? 
 
    I wanted to complete what she had started. I wanted to experience that fake dick of mine that she had made. 
 
    I had been plugged and massaged and finger banged and…and there was only one thing left. 
 
    A dick. My dick. My fake dick. 
 
    I smiled, and she cocked her head, but didn’t ask what I was smiling for. I was smiling because, in essence, I was going to fuck myself. The dick was a mold of my own. 
 
    Did I want to experience my dick? 
 
    Did I want to take myself up the ass and feel what it felt like when I fucked somebody? 
 
    It was eight inches, the same texture as my cock, and…could I do it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    Lorna leaned against me. She hugged me, silently, and in her hug was a welcome. Welcome to the sisterhood. Welcome to cult of the truly fucked. 
 
    Welcome to myself. 
 
    “Tonight then.” 
 
    “But, one thing,” I asked. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If I chicken out…I really want this…just give me a taste of the Monkey. A little Golden Monkey and I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Yes, you will.” She kissed my lips softly and tenderly, and then said, “So tonight will be your night, but right now, you have got me so horny…I need…” 
 
    I grinned and turned and slid off the bed. I lifted her dress and pulled her panties off. 
 
    She took a deep, satisfied breath and spread her legs. 
 
    I kissed her pussy like a woman is supposed to kiss a pussy, and she gasped in delight. 
 
    I used my mouth, my fingers, and I brought her to the peak of pleasure, then I pushed her over. 
 
    I could tell that she needed this. All week long she had been playing to me, and now I got to give a little bit back. 
 
    Besides, what else could I do?” 
 
    No way she was going to be letting my cock out of its cage, not even for a little fuck. 
 
    But that was okay with me, as she crested and pounded on my back, as she moaned and wailed and cried, I felt myself climbing deeper and deeper into frustration. I was high on sex, and I never wanted to come down. 
 
    If I could just eat this lady forever… 
 
    “Go get the box,” she gasped, breathing hard on my shoulder. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go get your dick. I need it.” 
 
    I jumped up and ran, as best I could, out to the patio. I retrieved the box and ran back upstairs with it.  
 
    “There’s a strap on harness in the top drawer on the right in my special closet.” 
 
    I again ran, anxious, horny, excited. I retrieved the straps and tried to figure it out as I returned to her bedroom. 
 
    Once it was on she handed me the dildo, my penis, and I figured out how to screw it into the harness. 
 
    She lay back and spread her legs. She was gulping with excitement, and she held on to me as I positioned my fake cock above her. 
 
    “Like a woman,” she breathed. 
 
    So I pushed gently, and let her desire build up. 
 
    I slid it in and out, like I was trying to drive down the street without touching either curb. 
 
    She started to go crazy, bending at the torso and shoving her hips forward. She corkscrewed her hips. She bucked and writhed. 
 
    But I went slow, and she wanted it more and more. It was the ultimate in tease and denial. 
 
    Finally, after long minutes of teasing, her starting to beg me for more, I reached down and tickled her pussy with one finger. 
 
    She groaned mightily and held on to my arms. She brought her head up, and, finally, she crested. Her second orgasm in ten minutes, and while the first one had ben hard and fast, this second one was long, drawn out, a ravage upon her senses. 
 
    “Yes…yes…yes…” she chanted, and I could feel her pussy gripping my fake cock and pulling on it. 
 
    For a long minute she bucked and arched and grabbed that cock, and then she relaxed and fell out of the orgasm. 
 
    We lay there, breathing hard, then she turned and grabbed me with her arms. “Thank you,” she breathed on me. “Thank you.” 
 
    I smiled and lay entwined with her. And I thought about about the coming night. 
 
    A night for me. 
 
    A night for me to learn how the other half does it. Fucks. Makes love, whatever. 
 
    It was scary, but I was okay. I trusted Lorna. She wouldn’t hurt me. 
 
    Unfortunately, I had not had the experience of a woman, or maybe I would have figured out what Lorna intended for me. 
 
      
 
    We whiled away the afternoon, two babes hanging out, discussing everything from politics to the price of beans.  
 
    I was horny. My butt plug/prostate massager was solidly in. My dick was being told no, and wanting desperately yes. I was dripping into my diapers. Well, a panty liner. Men wear diapers, women get to wear liners. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, or better, depending on your viewpoint, Lorna insisted on massaging my package. Constantly. Laughing at the look of frustration on my face. And she jigged my butt plug. And she spent long amounts of time chewing on my mouth. 
 
    “God, I love a good sister,” she said, at one point. 
 
    And I, I loved a good sister. There was something liberating about being en femme. Something hot and glowing that made the world right. 
 
    So the afternoon waned, and we had a small dinner. 
 
    “I think you’re starting to lose a little weight,” Lorna observed. 
 
    “You don’t think it’s just the corset?” 
 
    “Oh, that helps, but in putting the corset on you you looked slimmer.” 
 
    We ate little chunks of pork in some sort of pineapple sauce, then a salad. I had a few sips of water, but didn’t feel like much else. My waist was being squeezed so tightly I just didn’t feel like eating. 
 
    Came the night. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s put you in the pillory,” Lorna said, as we walked down the stairs to the basement. 
 
    “Fine by me.” I remembered my first experiences in that devilish device. Kinky and horny and sexy, oh my. 
 
    We walked across the floor and Lorna lifted the top bar. I placed my wrists in the side holes, and bent to put my neck in the center hole. She closed the thing and I heard the click of the latch on the end. I was officially imprisoned. 
 
    “Hold for a moment,” Lorna said, and she went back up the stairs. 
 
    She had turned on music before she left, and I listed to soft music, Jewel, a couple of other things. It was peaceful. My chest was glowing with anticipation. I was scared, but I knew I had been properly prepared. 
 
    Time passed. And passed. And I wondered what was keeping Lorna. 
 
    A couple of hours passed, and I started to get a little nervous. It’s those times when you start to wonder, had there been an accident? Had Lorna slipped in the shower and knocked herself out? And worse, what if she doesn’t come back? What if I was left in the pillory to slowly starve? 
 
    Finally, three hours later, I heard a noise. It was up in the kitchen. Voices. Voices? Two? Or more? Talking? What was going on? 
 
    Then I heard the kitchen door open, and two sets of high heels descended into the basement dungeon. Two? 
 
    I tried to turn my head enough to look, but between the angle and the gloom, I could only see two pairs of legs coming towards me. I recognized Lorna’s, and the other…the other…it hit me. 
 
    “Hello, Randy.” 
 
    The hot feeling in my chest turned into a dagger of despair. “Lana?” 
 
    My wife knelt down and looked me in the face. She was emotionless, expressionless, and she studied me. 
 
    “We meet again.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Last time I saw you, just a few days ago, you were looking down on me, and I was caught. I had had a hundred men, and I was happy, finally satisfied, then you rained on my parade. 
 
    I tried to summon a little anger. “That’s a hundred men…you betrayed me!” 
 
    She snorted. “And you betrayed me. Made me feel like shit, then walked out.” 
 
    “You knew where I was. I was with Lorna.” 
 
    “Yes. You jumped ship for the first slut you saw.” 
 
    “She’s not a slut!” 
 
    “No, she’s not. But you are.” 
 
    I was silent then. I was dressed like a woman, complete with tits, and I…she was right. What could I say? 
 
    Lorna pushed a pair of chairs in front of me and she and Lorna sat down. I could see them easily, and I couldn’t look away. 
 
    “Lorna?” I asked. 
 
    “Hi, lover. How’s things?” 
 
    “I didn’t…you brought Lana here.” 
 
    “Guilty. I felt it was time you and she had a little heart to heart.” 
 
    “About what?” I asked bitterly. 
 
    “Well, let’s talk about that. You love your wife, yet you are upset by her little indiscretion. She loves you, and finds that you are as willing to have an indiscretion as she is.” 
 
    “It’s different,” I protested. 
 
    “Sure it is. And it’s the same.” 
 
    “I thought you were going to convince me…this week was about…” 
 
    “Oh, I know. I was going to convince you not to leave Lorna. And that was my plan in the beginning, but when I found out what a perverted, little fool you were…” She shrugged. You like fucking people other than your wife. You like getting spanked and acting like a dog. Hell, you even like getting all dressed up and prancing around like a woman.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe she was saying all this to me. “You made me do this!” 
 
    “No. I opened the door, and I asked if you wanted to do all these things. It was you that said yes, that walked through the door.” 
 
    I was silent. She was right. 
 
    “Randy?” Lana spoke. “I fucked a hundred men because something drove me. Something dark and insidious, but it helped me. I discovered things about myself, about my marriage, and now about you. 
 
    “I’m not saying I won’t do it again, I probably will. But according to Lorna this was supposed to be your week. What do you want?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Do you like dressing up? Lorna says you do. And that you like having your butt played with, and you even like getting spanked.” 
 
    “A big spanking. Make him cry and he’ll love you,” Lorna chimed in. 
 
    “So I’ve told you what I liked, and I want you to tell me what you like.” 
 
    “I…I…” I couldn’t say anything. I was too embarrassed. I couldn’t admit to the joy and happiness I had discovered this past few days. 
 
    Lorna sighed. “He’s reticent. You know, big strong man who doesn’t even know he’s got a mouth, or what it’s for. So let me help out here…let me make it easy for him.” 
 
    Lana agreed. 
 
    Lorna, in no nonsense tones, asked me questions. 
 
    “Randy. Do you like being in the pillory?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Come on, you told me earlier that you did. Now repeat that answer to Lana. 
 
    I still held my tongue. I was so confused and conflicted. 
 
    “Just nod your head.” 
 
    I could do that. I nodded my head. 
 
    “Okay. Good. Now, did you like getting spanked?” 
 
    Again, I nodded. 
 
    “And is it better that it’s a hard spanking? Or do you like a soft, little sissy spanking?” 
 
    “Hard,” I whispered. 
 
    “And did you pretend you were a dog for me? Running around and playing fetch and trying to nuzzle my pussy.” 
 
    “Yes.” My voice was a little stronger. These questions were bringing something out of me. 
 
    “And do you like dressing up like a woman?” 
 
    “Yes! Damn it! Yes!” 
 
    “Okay. Last question. Hardest one. Calls for honesty. Do you love your wife?” 
 
    I nodded, and I began to cry. 
 
    Lana leaned down and put a hand under my face. My tears dropped in her palm. 
 
    “I told you,” said Lorna. 
 
    “Randy?” Lana asked. “Do you love Lorna?” 
 
    Now I was silent again. 
 
    “Answer truthfully, Randy,” Lorna said. 
 
    I couldn’t say anything. I could speak. 
 
    “Oh, hell. This is going to take forever,” Lorna snapped. “Randy, have you told me you love me?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “But that was when I was leading you down a path. Now you’re here, in reality, and your wife is in front of you. Your wife who you just said you love. Do you love me, or were you just fantasizing?” 
 
    I knew the truth. I couldn't hide from the truth. I whispered, “I love my wife. You were…I was enthralled…I love you…but not like my wife.” 
 
    “Zingo bingo,” said Lorna, sitting back. “And there is the truth.” 
 
    But Lana wasn’t satisfied. “Randy, if you had a choice, stay here with Lorna or come home with me…what would you choose?” 
 
    “I’d come home with you.” 
 
    Then Lana was holding my face and kissing me. 
 
    “All right, enough of that,” Lorna said. “You can get all mushy later. It’s time for me to pronounce sentence.” 
 
    “Pronounce sentence?” I blurted. 
 
    “I know. I’m not a judge, but I rigged this whole thing, and I have the final say, so I’m going to have my say. You got that?” 
 
    I nodded. Then: “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, Randy. You are guilty of being a pervert, of betraying your wife, and generally being a schmuck.” 
 
    She looked at my wife and explained. “According to the dictionary a schmuck is Yiddish for penis. I think that fits him, don’t you.” 
 
    Lana still had tears on her face, and she giggled. “Yes.” 
 
    “So, Randy, here is what is going to happen.” 
 
    “First, I’m going to feed you a little Monkey. A little Golden Monkey, and that will make what happens next easier. 
 
    “Second, Lana is going to administer a spanking to you…to my satisfaction.” She turned to Lana. “If you don’t beat his ass proper he’ll resent it. You have to make him black and blue. You’ve got to make him cry real tears, only then will he respect you enough to love you no matter what. No matter how many thousands of men you fuck. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And, truth, once we get started you’re going to enjoy this. You’re going to find a particular pleasure in disciplining your bonehead husband. Okay?” 
 
    “I will enjoy spanking him.” And the tone of her words revealed that she was already enjoying spanking me. 
 
    “Third, you are going to show Randy how to fuck you. I’ve got a plastic penis modeled on his, and you are going to shove it up his ass and bring him finally and completely to heel.” 
 
    She spoke to me then: “And, Randy, I want you to understand something. In this world there are two kinds of people, the fuckers, and the fuckees. Men are generally considered to be the fuckers, and in this manner they rule women. But when Lana fucks you your relationship will change. She will be in charge. 
 
    “As time goes on I have no doubt that she will allow you a cum or two, a lady likes a good dicking every once in a while, but if you ever, and I mean EVER, start acting like a disrespectful ass again, she knows what to do.” 
 
    Lorna spoke to Lana: “I expect you to spank him at least once a week. You can let him cum once a month, if you want, though I suggest milking him, tickling his prostate with that butt plug until he’s empty and eternally horny. A man who doesn’t enjoy an orgasm is a man who is eternally pleasing. And you do want to be pleased, do you not?” 
 
    “Yes.” Lana answered emphatically. 
 
    “Now, last, Randy as a woman. Randy enjoys it, but how much and how long…I think that should be up to him…after six months. By then he’ll have a proper set of tits—I’ve been feeding him estrogen, a very powerful estrogen, and his body will be changing—and he’ll be more able to make an informed decision.” 
 
    She focused on me again. “Randy. You are a pervert, through and through, and that is not a bad thing. It is a thing which requires a woman’s strong hand, however, and I expect you to do what your wife tells you.” 
 
    She sat back. “Is there anything else that needs to be said?” 
 
    I had nothing to say. Lana shook her head. 
 
    “Then let Randy’s punishment commence.” 
 
    Lorna showed Lana how to put the tube up my ass, then they had a long conversation about how much Golden Monkey to feed me. Then they fed me, and I was instantly happy and dizzy, and my eyeballs started working independent of each other. 
 
    Lana and Lorna then discussed the merits of various paddles and belts, and even whips. They even asked me what I thought. Lana selected a paddle, one without holes in it, and proceeded to educate me. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    I yelped. 
 
    “Harder,” said Lorna. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Look, turn your waist like this, you must have a follow through in your mind to put any weight behind it.” She demonstrated. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    “OWWWW!” 
 
    “Hear the difference in his crying?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Let me try!” she was so excited by this new game. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    “Now you’ve got it, girl.” 
 
    “How long do I get to do this?” 
 
    Not ‘have’ to do it, but ‘get’ to do it. I knew I was in for it. 
 
    “Oh, men can take a lot. Start with 15 minutes, then increase by five minutes at a time. Watch him carefully after his spankings. Judge him by how well he responds to you. If he’s in love, you’re there. If he’s not…you need to increase his paddlings. 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    WISSS! SMACK! 
 
    Time passed and I was crying helplessly. There was nothing else in the world except the whistle and impact. I couldn’t even imagine a time without a spanking. 
 
    Lana stopped. “I’m tired. My arm’s tired,” she complained. 
 
    “Don’t worry, he’s about done now. And you’ll get stronger as time goes on. How you doing, Randy?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I sobbed. 
 
    “Excellent. It’s time for the icing on the cake.” 
 
    Oh, my God! I had forgotten about that! 
 
    I listened as Lana put the strap on on. I heard Lorna give a few words of advice, then Lana was putting gobs of lubricant on my asshole. 
 
    “God, Randy. You have no idea how hot this is making me.” She was almost gushing. 
 
    “He has an idea, and I wouldn’t be surprised if he starts looking for excuses to get paddled.” 
 
    “No,” I blurted. 
 
    Lorna just laughed. 
 
    Lana stepped up behind me. I was still drunk, but just barely. I felt her put the tip of my cock to my brown star. I was in too much pain to resist, and she shoved the thing in to me. 
 
    “OHHH!” I cried out. 
 
    She waited a moment, as per Lorna’s instructions, then she began to pump her hips into me. In and out. A twist her. A lift there. 
 
    My asshole hurt, but the hurt was being transformed into pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I pushed back. 
 
    Lana giggled. “He really likes it, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Oh, he does. He likes getting it up the ass more than just about anybody I know. 
 
    For a long time Lana worked me, opened me up, gave me pleasure. 
 
    At last, however, she was done. 
 
    “Geez, we should put a bucket under him. Have you ever seen so much cum in your life?” 
 
    They marveled at my sperm splatters. Lorna kept the harness on and came around to my front. “Kiss me, Randy.” 
 
    “Oh, I like it!” Lorna blurted. 
 
    “Kiss my cock and tell me you love it.” 
 
    I raised my head and she shoved my fake penis into my mouth. It was slick and slimy from all the lube. She fucked my mouth briefly, then pulled out. “Tell me you love getting fucked, and ask me to do it again.” 
 
    “I love getting fucked,” I whispered. “Please fuck me again…and again and again. Fuck me for the rest of my life.” 
 
    She knelt then and lifted my dizzy and dazed head, “And do you mind if I go out every once in a while and get fucked by a hundred men?” 
 
    “No, dear,” I mumbled. 
 
    She stood up and spoke to Lorna. “I think he’s done.” 
 
    “Admirably done. You really fucked him well.” 
 
    “Thank you. Shall we release him?” 
 
    “Only if you want to put up with his tears as he begs you to love him. 
 
    “I can handle that.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ (34,000 words) 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. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ (46,000 words) 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! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Read the best novelettes ever! 
 
    Sex, Feminization, monsters, curses, 
 
    chastity, bondage, enslaved husbands, dominant women! 
 
    click on the following link… 
 
    Big Novelettes! 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotic novels in the World!

  

 
   
    Big Novelettes 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ (22,000 words) 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? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Big Novelettes 
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    The Lactating Man ~ (15,000 words) Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Were-Fem ~ Rodney is a hard working lad who stumbles upon a beautiful girl in the forest. The girl turns out to be a demon, and Rodney is cursed. By day an honorable man, by night a man sucking demon. 
 
      
 
    This book contains supernatural sex book, erotic punishment, gender transformation short story, forced transgender, demon sex, blackmail, deals with the devil. 
 
    Kindle.
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    The Half and Half Man ~ Jesse is forced to have his hands manicured, which causes an orgasms. Now he is faced with full feminism. Will Jesse survive the trip? 
 
      
 
    This story contains androgynous models, feminization kindle, transgender story, submissive husbands, humiliation, shrunken manhood, pegging. 
 
    Kindle.
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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 realzies there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation. 
 
    Kindle.
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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. 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, crossdressing, transvestite, gender transformation, castration, erotic police sex, transgender. 
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic sissy, brassiered, humiliation. 
 
    Kindle.
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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. 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, feminization, crossdressing, submissive male story, erotic hormones, teasing and denial, female led relationship. 
 
    Kindle.

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections, novelettes… 
 
    Men and women dealing with a world gone mad. 
 
    There are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Click on the following link and subscribe to… 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotic novels in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Big Tease’ 
 
    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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