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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no!” She frowned and brushed his chest. 
 
    He looked down and saw two damp spots just below his pectoral muscles. He blinked. They were just below his nipples, and it almost looked like his nipples had leaked. 
 
    “This is so—“ 
 
    She turned and scooted towards the ladies’ room. 
 
    Jeremy was in Scooter’s, a raucous cowboy type bar. He was a slender fellow with expressive eyes and a soft face. “What the…” 
 
    He stared after the girl and touched one of the two wet spots. He tasted it, and…it tasted like milk! 
 
    The girl’s name was Addison. She had more curves than a mountain roadmap, and a face that warmed the heart. He watched as her curvaceous butt disappeared into the ladies’ room. 
 
    Jeremy had come for a couple of beers and some fun, and had been delighted when he had met Addison. She was more fun than a monkey with a dildo, and pretty darn smart, too. 
 
    Jeremy made his way through the dancers and ordered a beer at the bar. He sat facing the ladies’ room and waited. 
 
    Two minutes passed, then she appeared. 
 
    She stood in the end of the hallway and looked over the bar. She saw Jeremy and smiled a 1000 watt smile. 
 
    She moved across the floor towards him. Jeremy quickly ordered another beer for her, and offered it to her when she sat down next to him. 
 
    “Whew! I’m glad you didn’t leave,” she said, taking a deep gulp that left a little foam on her sexy upper lip. “I wanted to apologize.” 
 
    “No apologies necessary. I just, ah…that was milk?” 
 
    She blushed a little and took another gulp. “Yes, I’m lactating. I had pads to absorb the milk, but we were having so much fun I didn’t realize it was time to change them.” 
 
    He nodded, grinned disarmingly, and said, “So you have a child?” 
 
    She searched his face, didn’t see any judgment or disappointment, and answered. “Nope.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    He said nothing, it was awkward for a moment, then she giggled. 
 
    “I’m part of a research project. We’re trying to induce milk in women who have difficulty lactating, or producing enough milk. I’ve been taking pills to see if we could improve such a situation.” 
 
    Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly in surprise. “So you just… what? Take pills?” 
 
    “We have different methods for different groups. I initially had a shot. Then I take a pill a day.” 
 
    “So how long does it take to produce milk for you.” He spoke a bit haltingly. This wasn’t the normal conversation one had with a beautiful woman. 
 
    Interestingly, his cock was really bonered up. The idea of her giving milk while he…made love to her…it was intoxicating. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine.” 
 
    “You had such a funny look on your face. You looked, I don’t know, dazed?” 
 
    “Well, I am surprised.” 
 
    “I know, it’s a shock, and I know a lot of men get upset at the idea of a woman lactating. I’m sorry, I’ll leave if—“ 
 
    “No! No.” He took a deep breath. “I find the idea of a woman lactating very sexy.” 
 
    “You do?” She had been getting up, but now she settled back on the stool. “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He tried to control his breathing., He gave up on controlling his cock. That guy was gone to the races. “I…well, I think a woman that is making milk is sexy. Is it okay to talk about it? I don’t want to be inappropriate.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? It seems all I do is talk about tits with milk in them. I certainly don’t mind talking shop with such a handsome fellow.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    He grinned. And ordered two more beers. 
 
    “So, how much milk do you produce in a day?” 
 
    She giggled. “It is weird to talk about it, but…about 30 Ounces a day.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s almost a quart!” 
 
    “And I’ve only been lactating for eight days,” she said proudly. “They figure that my breasts are going to get bigger; they’re hoping I’ll get up to a quart and a half.” 
 
    “That’s amazing.” He looked around, almost guiltily, and mumbled, “Look, I know this is weird, and I know you probably think I’m a freak, but do you, uh…think that…” 
 
    She cut right through his bumbling. “Would you like to see my breasts.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. “I know…I’m sorry…” 
 
    “How about you ply me with liquor, take me home and…” her turn to take a deep breath, “Taste my milk?” 
 
    “Are you serious?” he breathed. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” She looked around, now it was her looking a bit guilty, or at least a bit shy. “Look, the truth is that I have to be home every three hours to pump my milk. That cuts into my social life. And I get tired of just sitting there watching milk drip. So if you can put up with me being the freak.” 
 
    “Oh,” he felt fevered as he reassured her, “You aren’t the weird one.” 
 
    “Then get me a little drunk, dance me around a little, and then we’ll go home, and you can milk me.” She hurriedly added. “I’m not feeling like fucking right now, and I apologize, but…God, I want a man’s company.” 
 
    “Addison, you’ve got a date.” 
 
    For the next hour they chugged beer, danced, and joked shamelessly. Addison being part of a research team, a rather jaded and happy team, knew every milk joke in the world. 
 
    “What did the customer say to the cashier who asked if he wanted his milk in a bag?” she asked, then gave the punch line. “Just leave it in the carton, please.” 
 
    “Oh,” laughed Jeremy. “That’s udderly hilarious.” 
 
    “What should you tell a cow that says she gives almond milk?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You must be nuts.” 
 
    Jeremy laughed so hard he was almost sick. But it wasn’t that the jokes were so funny. It was that he was holding his dream girl. She had large breasts, and they would get larger, and…she gave milk. 
 
    Feeling her big boobs pressed against his chest he almost swooned.  
 
    Finally, they staggered out to his truck. 
 
    “Where’s your car?” 
 
    “I Ubered.” 
 
    At his truck, he opened the door for her and she placed one foot on the running bar, half turned and inspected him, then leaned forward. 
 
    Their lips touched, and it was wonderful. He was heady, and he wanted more, and when she drew back and said, “Whew! He almost yelled ‘yahoo!’ to the stars. 
 
    He circled to his side and got in. 
 
    They kissed again, and he felt her tit. 
 
    “Don’t squeeze honey. Not till we get home. 
 
    He could feel her nipple with his palm, and he had never felt anything so special in his life. 
 
    He drove up the highway, moving at just the speed limit for cops, making sure he stayed in his lane. 
 
    She held his arm. His truck was older and had a bench seat and she scooted right up against him. 
 
    He could feel the press of her breasts on his upper arm. 
 
    “Have you always been so kinky about titties?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” and he was so sincere she giggled. Then she reached over and felt his cock. 
 
    “Whoa. If cocks were boats you’d be a battleship.’ 
 
    He laughed, and felt proud. 
 
    He parked in front of his little house. It was two room, two bath, but the rooms were big, and it had all the amenities. A big kitchen, a modern bathroom, a stereo system that kicked ass. 
 
    “Nice,” she murmured, as she walked across the living room and into the bedroom.  
 
    He stopped to put on a little Sade, then followed her. 
 
    She had her blouse off and was taking the pads out of her milking bra. 
 
    He stared, his cock throbbing in his pants, pressing against the denim material, and he knew he was probably doing a little leaking himself. 
 
    She sighed and lifted one breast up, then looked at him. “Come here, honey. Give me a little relief.” 
 
    He found himself on his knees, his lips pressed against her breast. 
 
    The milk was sweet, sticky, and there was so much of it. 
 
    She held her breast, then she was holding his head with the other hand. She whispered, “You are such a little baby.” 
 
    His eyes flickered up at her and he sucked harder. Her words had caused a surge of heat in him. 
 
    He did well, but there is only so much milk a man can drink. She shifted him from side to side, and when he had finally had enough she simply stood up and went to the sink in the kitchen and squirted her milk into the sink. 
 
    He stood next to her. “What a waste.” He shook his head. Though he had drunk his fill he was so damned horny. 
 
    She picked up on his state. Heck, there was no hiding the bump in his pants. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck?” 
 
    They were suddenly face to face, him squeezing in so that some of her squirting milk got on him. “Oh, God.” 
 
    “I guess that means yes. Well, you’ve made me so horny, it always feels so good to get relief…I guess we should screw. Just let me empty my boobs here.” 
 
    Ten minutes passed, and finally her boobs were empty. They didn’t feel so plump now, in fact they were rather slack, but that was fine with Jeremy. 
 
    They walked into his bedroom and she pushed him back on the bed. She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties down. 
 
    He fumbled with his belt and his zipper, then he was standing straight up. 
 
    “Do me good, honey,” she said. “It’s been a long time.” 
 
    She settled down over him, sighing as his shaft widened her pussy. 
 
    He sighed, feeling her give way, and his penis was suddenly engulfed in her soft, moistness. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “You are special.” 
 
    He held her hips and looked up at her, and she was like a Goddess to him. 
 
    Back and forth she rocked, occasionally squirming to get better traction. 
 
    He was in heaven. Her boobs, no bra, swung above him, and he reached for them. 
 
    She laughed, then groaned, as he squeezed them. 
 
    She already had a bit of milk built up, and he squirted it over his face, lapped at it, and his antics made her laugh. 
 
    Then he began to cum, and she felt his penis erupt deep within. It had been a long time, and she moaned as she felt his man splatter on her insides. 
 
    Finally, they slept. They were slightly drunk, immensely satisfied, and quite content. 
 
    In the early morning she arose early, collected her things, and snuck out of the apartment. 
 
    She thought it was just a one time thing, and when he awoke he was afraid that he wouldn’t see her again. 
 
    But he would. 
 
      
 
    Jeremy worked at an auto parts store. He was the second manager, assigned shifts, and had a lot of leeway when it came to taking time off. 
 
    That day he went to work and was as happy as he had ever been. Sexually, he was sated. He had found his dream girl. 
 
    Of course he didn’t know her phone number, or where she lived, but…he would find out. Somehow he would find out. 
 
    But he didn’t care right then. He ordered batteries, helped customers put in windshield wipers, and worked the morning away. 
 
    Interestingly, though he had just screwed his heart out, he had an erection. And every time it waned he would remember the night previous and boner up again. 
 
    And so the day passed. 
 
    And another day. 
 
    And Jeremy dreamed of his perfect girl, and couldn’t wait for the weekend. He was sure she would be at the bar again, and he just had to see her. 
 
    He just had to. 
 
    The weekend came and went. He drank at the bar and waited, but she never showed. 
 
    Other girls talked to him, but he wasn’t interested. He only wanted Addison. 
 
    And another weekend, and now he was getting desperate. Surely she couldn’t just forget about him. Could she? 
 
    The weeks passed, and the months. Always, his dream girl stoked his fantasies, but there was no sign of her. 
 
    Then, one day in November, he saw her. He was at the mall, walking and gawking and looking for a present for his nephew. His birthday was coming up and—there she was! 
 
    She was standing outside the MAC store, her beautiful lips pursed and her head slightly tilted. Her hair was longer, and when she turned slightly he could see that her boobs were even bigger! 
 
    He fast walked through the crowd, almost bumping people over in his hurry to get to here. 
 
    “Sorry, excuse me, pardon me…” then he was behind her. 
 
    “Addison?” 
 
    She turned, and his heart leaped. She was as he remembered, full lips, pale, blue eyes, her blonde hair halfway down her back, and her breasts, her breasts were truly stupendous. 
 
    Her face lit up in delight and she hugged him. “Jeremy, I—“ then she drew back and her face had little expression on it. “You never called.” 
 
    He bubbled desperately, “But I didn’t have your number! I don’t know where you live! I don’t even know your last name.” 
 
    An expression of relief crossed her face and she hugged him again. And he could swear she was rubbing her tits against him. 
 
    She leaned back, still in his arms, and giggled. “I see you still have a fetish.” She lightly ground her groin against him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whispered. 
 
    She didn’t talk then, she just led him through the mall, and he stumped along behind her, totally captivated. They crossed the parking lot to her car, a small SUV, then she drove to the roof and to an isolated corner. 
 
    She watched him, studied the rapt expression of lust on his face as she undid her blouse and revealed her cleavage. 
 
    Now he couldn’t even look at her face, he could only stare as her mounds came into view. He watched as she reached behind herself—which made her boobs thrust forward even more—and undid her bra. 
 
    They were gigantic. 
 
    “How much milk do you give?” 
 
    “Quart and a half.” 
 
    He shuddered and his penis dripped inside his pants. 
 
    She loved the look on his face. He was so enraptured, so out of control, and it was all for her. 
 
    Well, for her boobs. 
 
    But that was okay with her. 
 
    He reached forward and placed his hands under her mountains. He hefted them, studied them, and his face moved closer and closer. 
 
    She watched his throat go up and down as he gulped, and the look in his eyes, it was like he was truly mesmerized. 
 
    “Go ahead, honey, drink.” 
 
    He placed his mouth over her nipple and sucked, and once again she held him. She sighed as he gave her relief. 
 
    “I haven’t made love to anyone since you,” she whispered. “I haven’t wanted to.” 
 
    His eyes were closed and he made a sound that could have been anything, but was really a choked up resignation as he gave himself up to her. 
 
    The sweet liquid trickled down his throat. She had been milking herself every couple of hours, trying to increase the flow of her milk, and it worked. It seemed like she was always full, and now she finally appreciated that fact. 
 
    He made love to her breasts with his mouth, and she felt a warmth flush through her. 
 
    The only real attention she got these days, it seemed, was the endless poking and prodding of scientific types as they examined her. She needed his love. She needed to be treated like more than a piece of meat. She needed that human touch. 
 
    They stayed in the car for an hour, him snuggling up and feeding, her getting her relief. 
 
    She teased him about his boob fetish, and he could only chuckle and admit that she was right. 
 
    Then she said, “It’s good that only women have breasts. If you have boobs you’d spend all your time playing with yourself. 
 
    He protested: “But I have a dick and I only play with myself a little!” 
 
    “Yes, but you and boobs, that would be different.” 
 
    He thought about it, and he thought she was right. “I can see myself, hiding in my apartment, just suckling. I would feed myself endlessly, and never see another human. 
 
    “They laughed at this odd vision, then she grew sober. 
 
    “Jeremy?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What if you could have boobs? Would you really want to?” 
 
    He smiled, thinking she was just carrying on the joking. 
 
    “I’m serious. If you could have boobs, boobs as big as mine, would you want to?” 
 
    He fumbled his words a bit, but he didn’t have to say anything. 
 
    “Your cock has been hard this whole time. That’s answer enough.” 
 
    “So, what? You’re going to give me some of your magic pills?” 
 
    She shook her head, her hair waving back and forth. “Nope. Better. I’m going to sign you up for the program.” 
 
    “What? They aren’t going to want to make a male have bobs and…and…give milk!” 
 
    “Actually, we’ve been discussing it for months, and it’s on the schedule. They’ve even discussed volunteers, questionnaires, whether they should be paid or not…” 
 
    “They would pay me to have boobs?” The thought was sparking in his mind. 
 
    “They don’t pay much. You’d still have to work, but…” she lifted her shoulders in a shrug. 
 
    “But why would they want me to have boobs?” 
 
    “It’s not the boobs they want, but the milk. Are you aware of how serious the world’s food shortage is? And do you know how many people are out of work?” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “If we can harness males to provide milk, we can end world hunger. No baby would ever suffer a shortage of breast milk. Milk could be packaged, the way almond milk or oatmeal milk is. And it would be ten times safer! People don’t develop allergies for people.” 
 
    “Your company is really…” he trailed off, his imagination running amuck. 
 
    He could see a shelf of bottles labeled, ‘Real, live, organic, cage free, human milk!’ 
 
    And people lining up to buy the tasty stuff. 
 
    Then he had a thought, “You’re not into this hucow thing, are you?” 
 
    She laughed it off.  
 
    But he could see a long barn, men shackled on benches, their boobs hanging down and suction tubes sucking the milk from their breasts. 
 
    “That’s science fiction!” 
 
    He grinned. “For many it is a fantasy.” 
 
    She leaned forward a little, a small grin on her face. “And would you like that?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t think so. Lactation is fun. Corporate greed is not. There’s no human touch in human greed.” 
 
    “You’re right.” 
 
    They sat in the car and contemplated their conversation. 
 
    She thinking of whether her company would like to experiment on Jeremy. He thinking of how wonderful it would be to experience what Addison was going through. 
 
    Pumping milk every day. They could feed each other. 
 
    “I’d do it,” he stated in a soft voice. 
 
    Another few minutes of contemplation, then: “I’ll ask my bosses. Of course you might not meet their requirements, but it you do…are you sure you’d be happy lugging around a pair of milk sacs like these?” She held her breasts up. 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    They called him on a Monday morning. Early. Which spoke of their interest in him. 
 
    He went down to the company offices that very afternoon. 
 
    The company was located on a circular lane that butted up against some deep woods. It was a large building, and behind the building, half in the forest, were several squat buildings. 
 
    Jeremy was welcomed in the big building, and interviewed. Addison had told him to speak freely, and he openly discussed his fetish with the two people interviewing him. 
 
    He admitted that he had had a boob fetish all his life. 
 
    He talked about feeding from Addison—she had told him to talk about that, too—and he rambled on, his eyes taking on a far away look, about what it was like to taste milk. To feel it trickle down his throat. 
 
    He tried to hide the big hard on he had all morning. Addison had jacked him the night before, twice, but it did no good. His cock was standing up for what it believed in. 
 
    He knew they must have noticed his excitement. 
 
    Yet, they seemed receptive. In the end they took him back to the labs, showed him the test tubes and beakers, explained how they tested the nutritional value of the milk, and he watched as several women sat on machines and had their milk pumped. 
 
    Addison was one of the women, and she giggled and gave him a thumbs up. The people interviewing him noticed his avid attention and his bursting smile. 
 
    And how his pants bulged. 
 
    All that week Jeremy worried. 
 
    “What if they don’t accept me?” 
 
    “Honey, it’s all right. They might not, but…I think they will.” 
 
    “And they won’t tell you?” 
 
    “I doubt it. But if they did I would call you right on the spot. In fact, I’d call you before they told me. 
 
    They laughed at her quip, and he worried some more. 
 
      
 
    They called him on a Monday morning two weeks later. Would you come in for some tests? 
 
    Of course he would, and he showed up promptly on time. 
 
    “I’m Terrance Fischer.” The fellow in the lab coat was taller than Jeremy, and had a few muscles under his coat. He smiled and shook Jeremy’s hand. 
 
    “So what kind of tests?” 
 
    “Just the usual battery of tests. Blood pressure, blood sample. We just have to make sure you’re in grade A health.” 
 
    “Triple grade A,” grinned Jeremy. 
 
    So Terrance poked him and prodded him, took his samples, and said, “I see no reason to wait. If you sign a few papers we can give you an injection today. After that you simply have to take a pill a day.” 
 
    “How long would I have to take the pills?” 
 
    “Until you reach optimum size and output, based on your weight, height, and that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Jeremy signed a sheaf of papers in the front office. By the time he was done Terrance had his first injection waiting. 
 
    “Okay,” Terrance explained. “It’s actually two injections. We inject into the mammary tissue, one for each gland.” He gave a wan smile, “The proposed mammary tissue, I suppose we should say.” 
 
    Terrance held up a needle and tapped the syringe with a finger. 
 
    Jeremy sat down on a stool and waited. 
 
    The needles did hurt a little, more than a normal shot, but it wasn’t bad. Then Terrance patted the injection site with a solution, noted that there was no blood so, unless Jeremy wanted them, there was no need for bandages. 
 
    “All righty,” Terrance sounded a bit like the Simpson’s neighbor as he showed his teeth. “Now, growth should start immediately. By this time next week you’ll probably have little golf ball sized boobs. They will get bigger, and you might want to think about different clothes.” 
 
    “Different clothes?” 
 
    “Yes. It is apparently a drag, according to the females in our program, to undress every couple of hours. Find a shirt that will open easily and provide access.” 
 
    “A shirt.” 
 
    “Now, you can bind your breasts, but past a certain point that will restrict milk production.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And, I should mention, initial tests on lab animals showed a distinct leakage from the penis.” 
 
    Jeremy blinked and opened his mouth, but before he could go on Terrance said, “It turned out to be pre-cum, and there was a distinct upsurge in sexual interest. Taking the different amounts of the formula into consideration, between your body weight and the lab animals body weights, this should not be a problem. But if you do experience some leakage we can always provide you with pads.” 
 
    “Pads?” 
 
    “Like Depends.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Now that the ‘male lactation trial’ had started Jeremy was experiencing some nervousness. 
 
    Yes, it was his fantasy fulfilled, but it was also experimenting with his body. No matter how many algorithms were run, no matter how many test animals were experimented on, this was his body. 
 
    By this time in their relationship Jeremy was spending much time at Addison’s apartment. He had a lot of clothes there, a toothbrush, and even an Xbox. 
 
    “So how’d the first day go?” Addison asked him when he walked in the door. 
 
    He grinned, kissed her deeply, and they retired to a couch where he could give her some relief. 
 
    “It went good. I signed the papers and they gave me my first shots.” 
 
    “Really?” she pressed his head against her boob and grinned. 
 
    “Hey,” he laughed. “Don’t drown me!” 
 
    She chuckled, her eyes showed she was in deep thought. 
 
    “Okay, you’re going to have to get a bra tomorrow.” 
 
    “Tomorrow?” 
 
    “Honey, this stuff works fast. You might not lactate for a few days, but you’d better be prepared.” 
 
    “But…I’m really going to need a bra?” But he wasn’t really asking, just speaking rhetorically. They hadn’t told him he would need one, but…of course he would. 
 
    But, within a couple of days? 
 
      
 
    The next morning he had bruising around the injection sites. And his flesh was tender around his pectorals. He wasn’t swollen, not at all, but Addison smiled, kissed his nipple gently, and reassured him. “That’s the way it starts honey. By this weekend you’ll be sprouting your wings.” 
 
    He nodded. He felt a nervous energy, and he couldn’t wait. 
 
      
 
    The morning after he felt…puffy. He had to look twice, but it did seem a bit swollen. He stared at himself in the mirror for an hour. He felt his pectorals, and wondered when they would turn into mammaries. 
 
    Would his muscle turn into fat? 
 
    What was he going to look like? 
 
      
 
    The next morning he was definitely swollen. Bruising had disappeared, and he groaned when Addison touched him and suckled him. She was very gentle because she knew the slightest touch could turn painful at this stage. 
 
    That day she brought home a selection of bras and he tried them on. 
 
    Talk about feeling weird! He kept looking at her, and she finally slapped his cheek softly and said, “Don’t worry so much. You’re still a man.” 
 
    “But will I be when my boobs are monsters?” 
 
    “Monster boobs, monster cock. Monster fuck. That’s what I say. And she went down on him to prove it. 
 
    But, she didn’t let him cum. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Get me off!” he begged. 
 
    The doctors say that being sexually excited helps the growth, that if you cum it stunts the growth. So how big do you want to get?” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he muttered. “Talk about being between a rock and a hard place!” 
 
    Addison just laughed and edged him some more. 
 
      
 
    The next morning there was no mistaking it. Swelling had become a definite shape. And his nipples were always hard. As was his penis. 
 
    Which pleased Addison no end. 
 
    They were laying in bed and she was stroking him, laughing when he got close and she backed off. 
 
    “You are evil,” he whined. 
 
    “Yup. And you’ve got to start wearing your bra.” 
 
    “Oh, no…” 
 
    “Oh, yes. This morning, when you go to work, you need to wear that pink one I bought you. It’s more of a training bra. It’ll get you used to bras, and it’s easy to hide under your work shirt.” 
 
    She got up and handed him the bra. She helped him put it on. 
 
    In the mirror it didn’t alter his shape. It didn’t squash his little lemons, but when he put on his work shirt you couldn’t even tell. 
 
    “I’m going to have to tell the people at work,” he mumbled. His face was red and he was experiencing the downside of a man having boobs. 
 
    “So tell them.” 
 
    “Tell them what?” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “The company doesn’t want it known what they are doing,” he said. 
 
    “Tell them you’re transitioning.” 
 
    “But I’m not!” 
 
    “You sort of are.” 
 
    That shut him up. 
 
    He went to work, and he worried, and the day went slowly. finally, his boss called him into the office.  
 
    “Jeremy, what’s going on? You look like you lost your best friend.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I don’t…uh…” he hemmed and hawed until Reggie, his boss, sighed in exasperation.  
 
    “Dude. Just tell me. Whatever it is it can’t be that bad.” 
 
    “Well, uh….I don’t…uh…” 
 
    Reggie’s eyes narrowed. “Do I have to send you home?” 
 
    “No! No! Don’t…I’ll…I’ll tell you.” 
 
    Reggie settled back in his worn swivel and waited. 
 
    “Well, uh…I’m…uh…” 
 
    “JEREMY!” 
 
    “I’M TRANSITIONING!” 
 
    Jeremy felt like he was outside his body. His hair was standing up, he was blushing, and worst of all, his cock was erect! 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Jeremy looked down at the floor. 
 
    “You’re…like…becoming a dudette?” 
 
    Jeremy nodded frantically. Tears were welling in his eyes. The doctors had told him he might experience mood swings, but this was just mortification of the soul. 
 
    “Well, wow.” 
 
    Jeremy was mute. 
 
    “That puts you in a whole new category.” 
 
    Jeremy looked up. 
 
    “The company has very strict guidelines as to how to deal with people who are…who are…you know?” 
 
    Jeremy blinked a bit and shook his head. He didn’t know. 
 
    “We don’t have a third bathroom for you to use. I guess you can take your choice. When everybody understands they’ll make sure they don’t bust in on you.” 
 
    “What?” Jeremy was confused. 
 
    “And we’ll have to talk to our insurance people. Do you need help with your medical bills?” 
 
    Jeremy’s mouth opened slightly. This was not going as he had imagined it. 
 
    “And corporate is going to want to know. The government might give us a tax break or something. We need to—“ 
 
    “Reggie?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “That’s it? Bathrooms and…and tax breaks and…and that’s all?” 
 
    “What else is there?” 
 
    “Don’t you care that I’m not going to be a dude any more?” 
 
    “Well, I can’t really discuss things like that.” 
 
    “About whether you care?” 
 
    “I care, but if I say the wrong thing we open ourselves up for a lawsuit.” 
 
    “But…look!” He unbuttoned his shirt and showed his pink training bra. 
 
    Reggie looked away quickly. “Please, dude, uh, Jeremy. I don’t want to be accused of sexual harassment. 
 
    There was a long space of silence while Reggie considered what steps he was going to have to take to be in compliance with the laws. 
 
    Jeremy finally said, “I’m going to have boobs. It shouldn’t stop me from working.  
 
    “No problem. Wear whatever you need to wear.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “Sure, unless…unless…is there…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll go back to work.” 
 
    Buttoning up his work shirt, Jeremy left the office.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jeremy wasn’t actually transitioning, of course. He was just growing boobs. But how do you explain something like that to people? Especially if you have signed a non-disclosure agreement? 
 
    So, regardless of the actual situation, he was considered by his coworkers, and his friends, as transitioning. 
 
    Addison thought it was sort of funny. “You know, you’re a bit of a homophobe, a straight arrow, and now you’re one of…them! 
 
    “I am not!” he protested. 
 
    “Sissy pants.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    She laughed, came to him, hugged him, and whispered, “I’m just kidding.” 
 
    The fact that she was holding his member when she said this went a long way  
 
      
 
    A week later he was sporting a proud pair of boobs. Not super big, but definitely undergoing a growth spurt. 
 
    A bra was a necessity now. And not just any bra. It had to have insertable pads because he was leaking. 
 
    He wasn’t really lactating, just dribbling a bit of pre-milk. It was like pre-cum to cum. Thin and watery and a little slimy. 
 
    One night he was sitting on the toilet, and took advantage of the moment to change his pads. Addison sauntered by, stopped and leaned against the door frame to watch. 
 
    “What?” he asked, slipping the pad into the pocket and adjusting his bra. 
 
    “God, are you sexy.” 
 
    He actually blushed.  
 
    “You’re embarrassed by being sexy?” 
 
    “Well, it’s different for guys.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Girls are naturally extroverts. Everybody encourages them, right from the start, to dance around and be pretty. Guys are taught to knuckle down, and if anybody calls them pretty it’s…embarrassing.” 
 
    “Pretty, pretty, pretty,” she teased. “Jeremy’s a pretty, little girl.” 
 
    Jeremy’s face turned a brighter shade of red. “Please, stop that.” 
 
    “Even your speech has changed and become more pretty. When you were a manly man you’d just tell me to shut up, now you’re whining like a little bitch.” 
 
    He stared at her with an open mouth, and she started guffawing. She could hardly standup she was laughing so hard. “You should have seen your face!” 
 
    He looked down, mumbled a grumble, then finished his business and stood up. 
 
    He started to rush out of the bathroom but she stepped in his way and stopped him. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Get used to it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” He looked like he was about to cry. 
 
    She took his hand and led him into the kitchen. She sat him down and made him a drink. She placed it in front of him and sat down opposite him. 
 
    He took a glug, then asked, “What?” 
 
    “I think we’re going to have to adjust your thinking.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To help you get through this.” 
 
    He was silent, took another glug. 
 
    “Like it or not, you have some very feminine attributes.” 
 
    “Tits.” 
 
    “Yes, titties.” 
 
    He blushed at her cavalier speech. 
 
    “You’re already experiencing looks from people, and I have noticed that you don’t want to go out as much as you did before.” 
 
    “I do, too!” 
 
    “Prove it. Let’s go out and hop a few bars.” 
 
    The look on his face proved her point. 
 
    “Sometime in the next couple of weeks we’re going to have to dress you up as a girl. We can style your long hair, put make up on your face, and you will find it very easy to pass as a girl.” 
 
    He was aghast. “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “So, what? You’ll spend the rest of your days hiding? Do you spend much time on the counter at work? Or do you spend your time in the warehouse?” 
 
    He mumbled, “Warehouse.” 
 
    “So you don’t go out, you hide in the warehouse, and you don’t think you have a problem.” 
 
    “I’ll get over it.” But he wasn’t looking at her. 
 
    She leaned forward and pulled his chin so he had to look at her. “No, you won’t. You’ll just hide, but it will be like you’re trying to hide from the boobs on your own chest. The only way you’re getting through this is to face the tiger and move forward.” 
 
    He trembled, and he wasn’t convinced, but as the days passed he came to realize that she was right. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and he grew bigger. At one point he thought about stopping taking the pills, but he didn’t. But he was getting enormous. He had to wear a super big bra at work, and there was no hiding his condition. Not from workers, not from customers. 
 
    He knew people were talking about him, and he walked around in a constant state of mortification. The natural color of his face seemed to be red. 
 
    Yet, beyond his inability to handle public scrutiny, he liked it. 
 
    Even though wearing a bra was sometimes irritating, he loved it. The feel of being in harness, the growing weight of his mammaries…it turned him on, made him feel, in some odd way, complete. 
 
    Like he wasn’t a man, nor a woman, but some superior concoction of both. 
 
    Addison loved it. She couldn’t keep her hands off him. Not his boobs, nor his manly package. Which manly package seemed to be in a state of high excitement all the time. 
 
    One night, after riding him and playing with his chest, she made the remark, “God, I love you like this.” 
 
    Like him, she appreciated that he was the best of both worlds. 
 
    “Sometimes I can pretend you’re a lesbian,” she said. “And sometimes you’re just a studly man. 
 
    Which statement made him smile, even as it embarrassed him. 
 
    Then his milk came in. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted as he squeezed a now large nipple. “It never ends!” 
 
    It was the first week of his milk, and a dozen bottles stood on the counter, and there were 24 bottles in the fridge. This first couple of weeks he was supposed to keep exact track of how much milk he produced. 
 
    Addison put an arm over his shoulder while he pumped his milk. She watched him fill a bottle, then said, “Maybe you are my little hucow.” 
 
    “That’s not funny,” he whined. 
 
    She smiled. “It’s okay, honey. I went through the same thing. Heck, I’m still going through it. Hand me that breast pump. I’m going to milk a little early today.” 
 
    He handed it to her, and she attached the suction cup and began filling the bottle. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look at us. Is this the way we’re going to grow old together?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to say something, to refute her, but…he couldn’t. He finally just heaved a sigh and said, “Looks like.” 
 
    “We’re going to go out next weekend.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Don’t panic. I’ll fix you up so nobody will re cognize you as a man. It’s going to be fun, and you’ll learn all sorts of things.” 
 
    “Like what?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Like how to fend off boys. How to get free drinks without putting out. That sort of thing.” 
 
    Now he was silent. Fending off boys? That was the scariest thing he had ever heard in his life. 
 
    She laughed at the look on his face. “Every girl goes through this, honey. Every girl has to learn these things.” 
 
    “But I’m not a girl!” 
 
    “Have you looked at your chest lately.” 
 
    He had, and he was bigger than Addison. He had a male chest,42 inches, and his boobs had grown enough so that they looked normal for that size chest. His cup size was larger than triple F, and the company had had to order him specially built bras. 
 
    “I don’t want to go to a bar,” he whispered. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. But we’re going.” 
 
    He looked at her. “Or what?” 
 
    “Or I’ll hide your breast pumps.” 
 
    He blinked. They had talked about that, laughed about it. If they had no breast pumps would their boobs explode? 
 
    And here that bit of silliness was rearing its head in real life. 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
      
 
    He might not have gone to the bar if something hadn’t happened that week at work. 
 
    He walked in, punched his card, and went into the warehouse, and found some bigwigs there. 
 
    “Here he is,” Reggie said, showing a bit of relief at Jeremy’s presence. “Jere, this is Ms Standish and Mr. Grearson.” 
 
    The duo shook hands with Jeremy, who was suddenly in the spotlight and bursting out in red shades. 
 
    “We’re from corporate, Jeremy, we came to see how you’re doing.” 
 
    “I’m, ah…fine.” 
 
    “We notice that you do most of your work in the warehouse. Is there any reason for that?” 
 
    “Uh, no. I just, with my transitioning, it’s—“ 
 
    “None of the customers are bothering you?” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    And not any of the workers.” 
 
    “No, no. Everybody’s fine.” 
 
    They continued grilling him, being very circumspect, and the Ms Standish dropped the bomb. “We, the company, would like to see you balance your time in the warehouse with time at the counter.” 
 
    Jeremy’s breath stopped. At the counter? Where everybody could see him? 
 
    Jeremy went home that night and was totally flamboozled. 
 
    “What’s wrong,” Addison asked, perceiving his emotional state. 
 
    “They want me to work on the counter.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “Okay,” he finally admitted. “I’m scared. I’ve been avoiding everybody. You’re right.” 
 
    “Okay, two things. First, tell them that you will start working the counter after next weekend.” 
 
    He whispered, “After I go out drinking with you.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And the second thing?” 
 
    “Tell them that you’ll be wearing a dress.” 
 
    She stared at him, challenged him, and he found himself breaking down. 
 
    Wear a dress. He was a guy. How could he…but he had to… 
 
    He couldn’t talk, not even to whisper, but he did nod his head. 
 
      
 
    Friday night came, the weekend, and he came home from work to find Addison in the bedroom. She had bought him a dress, some sexy lingerie, and was prepared to make him walk on the wild side. 
 
    He was about to saunter down the pink path! 
 
    “Okay, honey, first…Nair.” 
 
    She handed him a bottle of Nair and he looked at it. Just a simple, little bottle, but it was going to start his transformation. 
 
    Well, his transformation had started with his boobs, but this would certainly make it official. 
 
    He lathered up, waited the prerequisite time, then hopped into the shower. He watched in fascination as his curlies circled the drain and disappeared. 
 
    Addison toweled him off, making extra sure that his peeny was dry, then sat him down at the vanity table.  
 
    “First things first, we have to make sure you have a proper set of claws.” 
 
    She painted his toenails, then glued on semi-long fingernails and painted them. 
 
    He stared at the shiny, red talons, and his cock was harder than ever. 
 
    When his nails were dry she handed him his lingerie for the night. 
 
    “Here go, honey.” 
 
    Jeremy found that working with nails was quite a bit different than just using his fingers. They were longer, and they tended to snag, and he had to figure out the whole ‘using the pad’ thing. 
 
    She smiled as she watched him struggle to put on the underthings. 
 
    The bra had padding, but it held him up higher. His chest really thrust forward. 
 
    He put on a garter belt, then rolled nylons, and she had to help him. 
 
    Finally, he pulled up the panties, and, of course, had a huge problem. 
 
    “I’m…I’ve got an erection.” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” she eyed it lasciviously. She pulled his panties over his dong and laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “You don’t expect me to go out with a boner in my dress?” 
 
    She patted his cheek. “Let mama worry about everything.” 
 
    The dress was a summer dress, a nice pattern of multicolors, and it tended to hide his boobs. A little. Not much. But…okay, he was enormous. 
 
    She went to work on his face then. She cleaned and primed, put on a foundation, bronze and blush, and he watched as his face changed. 
 
    She was working on his eyes, shading them, curling his lashes. The little eyeliner pencil scared him, it was so sharp and right next to his eyeballs. 
 
    “You’re such a baby,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” he agreed. His heart was pounding like he had just run a marathon. He was having to concentrate to breath normally. 
 
    She painted his lips, and it was like the Rubicon was being crossed. He stared at the mirror. His lips were plump—she had used a plumping agent—and they were shiny and moist looking. 
 
    Kissable. Whenever Addison’s lips looked like this he wanted to kiss her. And she always pushed him off, telling him not to muss up her lipstick. 
 
    Now he knew. 
 
    She brushed his hair, used hairspray. 
 
    She put him in high heels, and he was suddenly taller. 
 
    She put him in front of the wall mirror and they inspected him. 
 
    He turned in front of the mirror. 
 
    “Uh…” he murmured. His cock poked the dress out. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that. Let me get dressed first.” 
 
    She was dressed in five minutes. It had taken her an hour to get him ready, but only five minutes for herself. 
 
    Sheesh! 
 
    Dabbing her lipstick on, she lifted his dress. “Hold this,” she handed him the hem. 
 
    He held the hem and she pulled down his panties. 
 
    He watched in the mirror as she knelt and took him in her mouth. 
 
    He was so excited it only took a minute. In that minute he experienced a whole new world. 
 
    A woman with a cock being sucked off. Himself experiencing orgasm in a whole new light. And Addison’s red lips moving back and forth while she palpated his balls. 
 
    She stood up, smacked her lips and licked the residue of him from around her mouth, then repaired her lipstick. 
 
    “Ready to go, honey?” 
 
    He nodded and tucked his now limp cock back into his panties. 
 
      
 
    It was the same bar they had met at. It was filled with people, music, and the smell of beer. 
 
    Jeremy was, of course, paralyzed.  
 
    Addison had to drag him by the hand through the pack of people. She ordered him a beer, and when they were served she led him to a high table in a corner. 
 
    “Drink,” she commanded. “I should have given you a couple of shots before we came, but…drink.” 
 
    He was compelled to drink. He was so red-faced and humiliated that he had to drink. 
 
    He stared at the lipstick mark he left on the lip of the mug. 
 
    Addison giggled. “You are so messed.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She turned, glanced over the crowd, then waved to a cowboy just leaving the bar. 
 
    “Hey! Tommy!” 
 
    Tommy was a handsome stud, wide shouldered, wide grinned, and ready to party. 
 
    “Hey, girls!” He stood next to the high table. He ogled Addison’s boobs freely, without embarrassment, then turned to Jeremy. “And who is this sweet, young thing?” 
 
    “That’s my bestie, Jerry.” 
 
    “Well, hey, miss Jerry, how come I haven’t seen you around here before?” And he took Jeremy’s hand and lifted it and pressed his lips to the back. 
 
    Jeremy was freaked. He wasn’t recognized, but all the male in him screamed out that this wrong. 
 
    Addison waited a moment, hoped that Jeremy would say something, but when he didn’t she filled in the space. “They just released her from the monastery.” 
 
    Tommy blinked a slow blink. “A monastery?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. She was a wild thing, couldn’t keep her legs closed, so her parents shipped her off to a monastery.” 
 
    “A monastery?” repeated Tommy, as if struck dumb. 
 
    “Yes. And now she’s trying to remember how to spread her legs again.” 
 
    Tommy jerked his head towards Addison. “Wha…” then he snapped his head back to Jeremy. “Really?” 
 
    Addison was deliberately putting Jeremy on the spot. He was going to lighten up or else! 
 
    “Well, Jerry? Did you learn your lesson at the monastery? Or are you still a bad girl?” 
 
    Tommy’s head was swiveling back and forth between the two girls. 
 
    Jeremy gulped his beer and said nothing. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Jeremy looked at Addison, pleading. 
 
    “Are you going to be a bad girl?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “You mean you don’t want Tommy to put his dick in you?” 
 
    Tommy’s mind was screeching with all this banter, and he hung on Jeremy’s answer. 
 
    “Uh,” Jeremy managed a pitiful squeak: “No.” 
 
    “Aw, too bad. No pussy for you, Tommy.” 
 
    Tommy was caught between sputtering and laughing. He finally settled on laughter. 
 
    They talked then, about this and that, and Jeremy actually managed to add a word or two to the conversation. 
 
    When Tommy had left, presumably to find a girl who was more willing to open her legs, Addison leaned over to Jeremy and whispered, “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that.” 
 
    Addison placed a hand on his forearm and whispered back. “Honey, that’s boys. They’re going to cluster around us, and you can say just about anything you want and they’ll think you’re a genius…but don’t ever say yes.” She chuckled. “Especially in your condition. I’m about out of beer. You want to go get some more?” 
 
    Jeremy shook his head. 
 
    “You sure? As soon as I get up some stud is going to come over and want to talk. Among other things.” 
 
    “Ah…” 
 
    Addison shrugged, stood up and headed for the bar, and, sure enough, within thirty seconds a fellow sashayed up to him. Her. And… “Hey, good looking. I ain’t seed you around here before. How’s a come?” 
 
    Utterly panicked inside, Jeremy managed a sickly smile, then murmured, “I don’t know.” 
 
    The fellow sat on the high chair that Addison had been sitting on. 
 
    “That’s my friend’s.” 
 
    “And who is your friend?” 
 
    Jeremy realized the fellow was being a bit banty. He would look at Jeremy’s partner and decide if push should come to shove. 
 
    “He’s a professional fighter in the MMA and he’ll be right back.” 
 
    The fellow didn’t exactly run, but he did retreat in a timely fashion. 
 
    And was replaced by a slick talking fellow wearing jeans, a tight tee shirt that showed al-l-l his muscles, and cowboy boots. 
 
    “Hey, honey, I’m Ron. What’s your name?” 
 
    Jeremy tried to say nothing, and that was probably for the best. The men came and went, and wondered who the beauty at the table really was. 
 
    “How you doing?” asked Addison, plopping two more mugs down on the table. 
 
    “I’m scared.” 
 
    Addison laughed, and they talked for a while, and Addison chased off the boys. She did it with humor, and never hurt a feeling, and Jeremy was amazed at how adroit she was at handling the rabid beasts. 
 
    “Is every man this horny?” he asked at one point. 
 
    “Yep. Or they aren’t a man.” 
 
    “Was I this horny?” 
 
    “Honey, you still are. In fact, you’re worse than all these guys. Putting on boobs was like giving a rabbit viagra.” 
 
    “Hey, is that you, Jeremy?” 
 
    They turned to the newcomer, and Jeremy groaned. “Addison, this is my boss, Reggie.” 
 
    “Hey, Reggie, grab that chair over there and join us.” 
 
    Jeremy tried to signal that he didn’t want Reggie to join them, but Addison ignored him. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure it was you at first,” said Reggie, settling into place and sipping at his own beer. “I heard you were going to wear a dress, is this, like, the first time?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jeremy didn’t try to disguise his voice or speak in a whispery fashion. 
 
    “Hell. You look good. You should of done this before. Those idiots from corporation wouldn’t have shown up.” 
 
    Addison queried Reggie on that remark, and Reggie explained how the ‘idiots from corporation’ had shown up, ostensibly to make sure that Jeremy was happy. In actuality, they wanted to see if having a girl at the front counter, a girl with big tits, would improve sales. 
 
    They talked that over for a while, then Reggie remarked, “You look ill at ease, buddy. Anything wrong?” 
 
    They were all a couple of beers to the wind, and the question wasn’t spurred by corporate considerations, but rather the concern of one fellow for another. 
 
    “He’s having a rough time adapting.” 
 
    “To what? Wearing a dress? If only all girls looked that good.” 
 
    “To being considered a woman.” 
 
    “What?” He laughed and glugged. He put his mug down and said, “Why don’t he just go all the way?” 
 
    Addison and Jeremy blinked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Hell, if you’re going to be a girl, be a girl. Go all the way. I mean, I don’t swing that way, but I’m sure there’s lots of studs that do. Get one of them to give you a poke and you’ll be fine. It won’t be so scary then. 
 
    Addison looked at Jeremy and started to smile. 
 
    “No,” whispered Jeremy. 
 
    “Yes,” said Addison. 
 
    “I’m not going to let some guy fuck me!” 
 
    “Doesn’t have to be a guy,” offered Reggie. “Have your girlfriend here do it.” He turned to Addison. “Get yourself a dildo. Show him a good time. Guaranteed, he won’t be embarrassed by being a girl. Heck, you’ll love it, Jeremy. Once you do the choo choo in the poo poo you’re hooked for life. Uh, so I understand.” 
 
    Addison laughed. “You’ve done it.” 
 
    Reggie looked a little embarrassed, and he held his hand up. “Hold on here. Not so loud.” 
 
    Between the two red-faced men Addison laughed hysterically. 
 
     
 
    Addison drove Jeremy’s truck because he didn’t want to risk driving in high heels. It was hard enough walking in the suckers. 
 
    “You know, Reggie is right.” 
 
    Red-faced all over again, Jeremy denied it. 
 
    “No, he is. And we’re going to have to do it.” 
 
    “But I’m a guy! I’m not gay!” 
 
    Addison glanced at him. “Is that all that’s worrying you?” 
 
    “Well, it does bother me.” 
 
    “Look, gay guys don’t wear dresses. They make out with other guys. You’re, if we wanted to label it, a transvestite or something. A crossdresser with real boobs. And we know that you getting boobs is a fetish and a medical experiment, but so what? And I’ll tell you, Reggie is spot on, and when we get home we’re going to make love. And I’m going to take charge and do something that I’ve wanted to do for a long time.” 
 
    “You have?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, and that doesn’t make me a man. It just means there are alternative ways of making love, and I want to experience one. 
 
    Jeremy thought about that all the way home. 
 
     
 
    “Sit there,” Addison said, pointing at the bed. 
 
    Jeremy, his mind going a million miles an hour, complied. He sat, demure, and watched as she reached into a dresser drawer and took out a dildo. 
 
    “You’ve got one?” 
 
    “Every girl has one,” she chuckled. 
 
    “But why not just go out and fuck?” 
 
    She looked at him wryly, “Did you meet any boys tonight that you wanted to fuck?” 
 
    He shook his head so fast it became a blur. 
 
    I rest my case. Now, I want you to take your panties down and lift up your dress. 
 
    It took a moment, Jeremy was having serous second thoughts, and third thoughts and fourth thoughts, but he did it. He lay on his back, his legs up and to the sides. 
 
    Addison smeared lubricant on the dildo, then placed it on its base on the side table. She then scooped up a large glob and grabbed his weenie with one hand and applied the glob. 
 
    Jeremy twisted and writhed. It didn’t hurt, but he was scared. His homophobia was in full swing. 
 
    Addison took her time, reamed him and teased him. She was jacking him with her other hand. 
 
    Jeremy found himself moaning within less than a minute. He had never felt such a delicious sensation in his butt in his life. 
 
    “Mikey, I think he likes it!” Addison grinned as she went to two fingers. 
 
    Jeremy was now jerking his hips, tilting them into the penetration, trying to get more, trying to feel more. It was like an itch he had never known he had had, and it was finally being scratched. 
 
    “You ready, honey?” 
 
    He found himself nodding, and Addison held the dildo to his brown hole. 
 
    It was actually a vibrator, black and sleek with fluted sides. It went in smoothly and he gasped and clutched the sheets with his hands. 
 
    It took him a moment to realize that it didn’t hurt, that it was like fingers, but only better. 
 
    “Here you go, honey.” She began to move the thing in and out, and he began to whimper and shiver as pleasure coursed through him. 
 
    She stroked him as she plumbed him, and he felt himself building rapidly.  
 
    “Okay, honey, here comes the big treat.” She turned the knob at the base of the thing 
 
    RRRRRRRRR! 
 
    Jeremy levitated, crashed, and he felt his prostate singing praises to the Lord, and he squirted. 
 
    “Oh…oh…fuck!” 
 
    Squirt after squirt. Long strands that went into the air then crashed on his belly and thighs. 
 
    Finally, empty, Addison took the thing out of him. She went into the bathroom and cleaned it off, then put it back in her drawer. 
 
    She went to the bed and looked down at Jeremy. 
 
    He was laying, dazed, unable to think, to speak, or even to move. 
 
    Addison climbed on to the bed, moved him around so she could cuddle with him. 
 
    “Well, honey? Are you going to have any more trouble being a girl? 
 
    Jeremy gulped, twice, cleared his throat, and said, “No.” 
 
    Addison smiled and kissed him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    It’s almost Xmas! Yippee! Give yourself a present for being so cute. Maybe some nylons for under those masculine jeans. Or, if your pants are long enough…high heels! 
 
     
 
    This story we’re going to delve into petticoat punishment. 
 
    PP, as I like to call it, is more fun than a rhinoceros sniffing the behind of another rhinoceros. 
 
    Okay, I know. That was bad. 
 
    But it is fun! The humiliation as your little charge realizes how the world really works. And, the punishment does fit the crime! 
 
    Overly aggressive boys can be brought to heel faster than a rhinoceros jumps when another rhinoceros…you get the idea. 
 
    So, enjoy, and be a naughty boy. Your pinafore is waiting. 
 
    And…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Johnny.” 
 
    Debby Pearson was the cutest girl in school. She had long, blonde, wavy hair, blue eyes, and a chest that arrived before she did. Every boy in school was erect for her. 
 
    “Hey, Debby.” Johnny Peterson was well liked, but he thought she was always out of his class. 
 
    Sam Federson stuck out his foot and Johnny tripped right over it. He was up quick and punched Sam right in the nose. It was a beaut of a punch, and Sam’s nose was flattened out and sprayed blood. 
 
    Sam said a dirty word and put a hand to his nose. When he saw the blood he rushed at Johnny. The two boys were evenly matched, and each got a black eye and Johnny got his bloody nose. Then Mr. Henderson, the PE teacher, grabbed them both by the back of the collars and pulled them apart. 
 
    “All right, you two. Break it up.” He walked them up the corridor to the principal’s office, and the thirty or so students stood and stared. 
 
    The principal’s office was a grey green affair. Textbooks on a bookshelf, a file cabinet, a standard metal desk and four chairs. Johnny and Sam sat in the chairs and didn’t look at each other. 
 
    Principal Green walked into the office and glared at them, then sat down. 
 
    “Fighting again, eh?” she growled. 
 
    She didn’t ask them anything, didn’t ask who started it, just picked up the phone and dialed numbers. When she was done talking she focused on the two boys. “Your mothers will be along shortly.” 
 
    Then they all sat there. Johnny and Sam not saying a word, Principal Green reading a newsletter. 
 
      
 
    When Sam’s mother arrived Johnny was told to step outside. Shortly after that Johnny’s mother arrived, gave him a dour look, and sat next to him in the outer office. 
 
    “What did you do now?” 
 
    “Sam tripped me, and we got in a fight.” 
 
    His mother shook her head. She was a handsome woman, divorced, and a little tired of Johnny’s antics. 
 
    “You got in a fight right before Christmas. And the police picked you up during the summer. You’re a senior. You’re 18 years old. When are you going to grow up.” 
 
    It wasn’t a question that Johnny could answer, and he hung his head and stared at the tile floor. 
 
    At that moment the principal’s door opened and Sam and his mother came out. Sam looked totally crushed. Johnny had never seen anybody so beaten down, and he started to worry. 
 
    Johnny’s mother apologized to Sam’s mother, and said she would call her, then Johnny and his mother entered the principal’s office. 
 
    “Sorry to have to call you, Mrs. Peterson, but this is the second fight Johnny’s been in this year.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mrs. Green.” 
 
    “Also, his grades have been a bit down.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    Johnny sat in the chair next to his mother and listened to all the bad things he was doing. By the time the meeting was half done he was feeling lower than a snake’s belly. 
 
    But the last few minutes, when Mrs. Green offered a solution to Johnny’s situation, Johnny felt even lower. 
 
    “There is a practice used to correct boy’s having Johnny’s type of behavior. It is called Petticoat Punishment.” 
 
    “I think I’ve heard of that.” 
 
    “It is when the male child is made to dress like a girl. This seems to cure the male of over aggressive tendencies.” 
 
    “Yes! I read an article on that in the newspaper last summer.” 
 
    “It used to be quite common, but fell out of practice over the years. Now there is a movement to put petticoat discipline back into practice. 
 
    “And you think Johnny would benefit from this practice?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a dress,” Johnny muttered. It was the first thing he had said, and he immediately felt the angry eyes of the two women focused on him. 
 
    His mother: “You’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll go to live with your father.” 
 
    That frightened Johnny more than anything. His father had become a drunk and very abusive before Johnny’s mother divorced him. 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” He looked at his mother in dismay. 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    Mrs. Green added. “Sam’s mother has already agreed to the program.” 
 
    Johnny stared at the principal. 
 
    Johnny’s mother said, “Then we’ll agree to it, too.” 
 
    Johnny turned a ghastly shade of white. 
 
    Mrs. Green turned to him. “Excellent. Johnny, this is the weekend coming up. And on Monday morning you will report to school in the official petticoat discipline uniform.” 
 
    She swiveled, grabbed a folder, and turned back to them. She opened the folder and laid out the pictures. 
 
    The pictures showed a boy in a green skirt and a white blouse. There was a sweater for cold weather, and the shoes were something called ‘Mary Janes.’ 
 
    Johnny stood up and stared down at the sheets of paper. 
 
    “Furthermore, you will be required to wear underwear as shown here,” she pointed to a page where a boy was wearing bloomers, “and a brassiere.” On the opposite page was a boy wearing a sturdy brassiere. 
 
    Johnny felt faint. He couldn’t wear this type of clothing! He couldn’t! 
 
    Since you wear your hair long you will be required to wear a barrette to keep it orderly. 
 
    “Now, I want to caution you. If you continue to break the rules you will be put in a special petticoat class. Furthermore, your uniform may change according to your behavior.” 
 
    “Change how?” asked Johnny’s mother. 
 
    “He will be required to wear high heels. If he continues his behavior he will have to wear make up. And there are methods beyond these simple escalations.” 
 
    Johnny’s mother smiled. “If this doesn’t do it nothing will.” 
 
    Both ladies smiling happily, then Johny and his mother left the principal’s office. 
 
     
 
    “Mom, you can’t go along with this. I’ll be the laughing stock of school. Kids will pick on me!” 
 
    “You should have thought of that before you decided to punch Sam’s face. And if other children are making fun of you then you will learn to turn the other cheek and ignore them. Something you should have been doing all along. 
 
    Saying that, she turned on Main St. and headed for a clothing store. Telling Johnny to follow her, she entered the store and walked to the back where all the school uniforms were located. 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Johnson. We’d like a uniform for Johnny.” 
 
    “I see. Which school are you transferring to?” 
 
    “We’ll be staying at Femwood High.” 
 
    Mr. Johnson pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Oh, yes. I heard they were going back to uniforms.” 
 
    “This is a special uniform. They are putting petticoat discipline back in, and Johnny needs the appropriate uniform. 
 
    Mr. Johnson smiled. “Oh, yes. The school board notified me about that. I sure am glad they didn’t have that when I was going to school.” 
 
    “Children weren’t so misbehaved when you were a child.” 
 
    Mr. Johnson smiled and brought out a green dress and a white blouse. He measured Johnny to make sure the fit was right, and said, “You can get the underwear and shoes up front. Just tell Thelma.” 
 
    Johnny’s mother thanked him and walked to the front of the store. “Hi, Thelma. We need underwear and Mary Janes for Johnny.” 
 
    “Petticoat punishment, eh? Well, you must have really messed up, Johnny. I didn’t think the school board was really going to do this. 
 
    The matronly woman put the underwear and shoes in a bag and rang up all the purchases. Johnny toted the bags and his mother thanked Thelma and walked out of the store. 
 
    Johnny crossed the sidewalk to the store and felt than the bottom of a coal mine. He was going to be wearing girl’s clothes. How was he going to live with this? 
 
      
 
    At home Johnny’s mother told him to go upstairs and try on the clothes. 
 
    There was no fighting her commanding attitude, and Johnny slunk upstairs into his room. He opened the bags and took out the garments and  glared at them. 
 
    Toot de da toot! 
 
    He looked at his cell phone. He didn’t feel like answering it, then he noticed the number. It was Sam. 
 
    Sam wasn’t exactly a close friend, but he had known him for years. They had had run ins before, but this afternoon they had really screwed up. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, man. Are they dinging you with this petticoat thing?” 
 
    “Dude! I have to try on a dress! Like, right now!” 
 
    “We have to do something. I wear a dress and my rep is ruined.” 
 
    “Let’s apologize to our mothers and throw ourselves on their mercy.” 
 
    “Right. I guess we have to.” 
 
    “How do you want to work this?” 
 
    “I’ll come over as soon as I can. Then you can come to my house.” 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    Johnny hung up the phone and turned to the outfit he was supposed to wear. 
 
    He stripped down and put on the bloomers. They were silly; they were too big and fluffy, and he looked ridiculous. 
 
    But, ridiculous or not, he put on the bra, and now he really felt bad. 
 
    His chest looked…feminine! He didn’t have boobs, but…he looked like a girl! 
 
    He hoped that the pleated skirt and blouse would disguise him, but they made it worse. The bra could be seen through the blouse, and if he wasn’t careful his bloomers could be seen under the skirt. 
 
    Finally, he pulled on the short, white socks with the fringe at the top, then stepped into the Mary Janes. 
 
    He looked in the mirror, and he looked so stupid he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    “Yes, mother.” 
 
    “Come down here now. Show me.” 
 
    Johnny went out to the hallway and looked over the bannister. “See? Can I take it off now?” 
 
    Johnny’s mother smiled. “That looks cute. Come down where I can see you better.” 
 
    His head down, his shoulders slumped, Johnny descended the stairs. He reached the bottom and stepped into the living room. 
 
    His mother was waiting, and she came to him and adjusted his clothes. She straightened the blouse, turned the skirt slightly on his waist,  and even turned one of his bra straps the right way. 
 
    “I can’t do this, mom.” he whined. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Johnny looked around for a place to run to, but his mother grabbed his ear and held it. “You stay right here, young man. Or else!” 
 
    She left him for a moment, then returned to the living room. Sam was following her. 
 
    Sam was wearing regular clothes, and he looked at Johnny and was stunned. Johnny looked like a girl, and the embarrassment made his cheeks look like they had rouge on them. 
 
    Johnny’s eyes grew wide, and that was a moment when he would having willingly run from his sometimes opponent. 
 
    Sam didn’t say a word, though. He just stepped over next tot he Johnny and turned to his mother. 
 
    “Mrs. Peterson, we wanted to apologize. We screwed up and we’ll never get in a fight again. Word of honor…I promise.” 
 
    Johnny spoke up. “That goes double for me, Mom. We’re sorry. Isn’t there anything we can do to get this punishment lifted?” 
 
    “It’s really going to hurt us if we show up at school like this.” 
 
    Johnny’s mother had no expression on her face. She said, “It’s nice to see you take responsibility. I assume you’re going to go over to Sam’s house and apologize to his mother?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. And we’ll apologize to anybody at school. Only, please…please don’t make us do this.” 
 
    “Well, you should go talk to Sam’s mother, and then I’ll talk to her and we’ll make a decision.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Johnny changed quickly, and the two boys headed out the door for Sam’s house. 
 
    At Sam’s house Mrs. Federson listened, eyed them balefully, then picked up the phone.  
 
    “Hello, Marge…yes, they’re standing in front of me. What do you think?…Yes. I agree…I’ll tell them.” 
 
    Mrs. Federson hung up the phone, had a slight smile on her face, and turned to the boys. 
 
    “I thank you, boys, for the apology. It is a step in the right direction. However, considering how long you characters have been carrying on with your shenanigans…the punishment stands.” 
 
    “But, Mom!….” 
 
    Mrs. Federson lowered her eyes and looked over the top of her glasses at her son. Her voice, when she spoke, after his burbling and whining, was colder than ice cubes at the north pole.  
 
    “The punishment stands!” 
 
    A few minutes later Johnny walked into his own house. His face had a hang dog expression as he walked past his mother and up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Monday morning came and Johnny walked out the front door. 
 
    He wore his green skirt, and kept pushing the waist down so it would hang lower. His legs were cold and he was afraid everybody could see under his skirt. It turned out that Mr. Johnson, at the clothing store, had given Johnny a skirt that was a little short. 
 
    Or perhaps, old men having a wicked sense of humor, he had given Johnny the short skirt on purpose. 
 
    Johnny’s blouse was also a little tight. He hadn’t noticed when he had initially tried on his clothes for his mother because he had been so embarrassed and anxious to take the clothes off. 
 
    Now, however, walking down the street in the bright sunshine, he felt the tightness. And he realized that the tightness made his bra very visible. In fact, it made his bra stand out and emphasized his femininity. 
 
    Oddly, the shoes were sort of comfortable. They weren’t as comfortable as his dirty sneakers, but…they were okay. The only problem was that the clothing store lady had given him shoes with built in ‘taps.’ 
 
    Taps are the little arcs of metal nailed to the heel and toe of shoes to make them click. They were supposed to be rubber, to make the shoe sole last longer, the metal was for people who tap danced. Whatever, he tried to put his feet down softly, but it was unavoidable that he often made loud clicking noises. 
 
    His mother had insisted on brushing his hair, giving it a little flair at the bottom, and placing a red barrette on top. 
 
    Johnny was dying of humiliation just walking down the street. Then he heard approaching footsteps from around the corner. Sh…click…click…sh…sh… 
 
    It was Sam, and he had on the same outfit, and was wearing the same tap attachments on his Mary Janes. 
 
    The two boys faced each other, their faces, which were red, suddenly turned ashen. 
 
    “They gave you the loud shoes, too,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “I heard him call the school to check on the uniforms. I think Mrs. Green told him to.” 
 
    The boys walked sullenly along the sidewalk. It was a beautiful day, except in their minds. 
 
    As they approached school they encountered other kids, and the looks they got… 
 
    Their faces turned redder and redder. 
 
    When they turned onto the school grounds their friends clustered around them, and Johnny felt like his face was going to bust from all the blood coursing through it. 
 
    “Oh, man,” giggled one of the girls. “You guys are cute.” 
 
    One of their male friends shook his head and said, “I’d never let them dress me like that.” 
 
    Johnny and Sam looked at each other, and it was obvious they wanted to punch somebody in the face. 
 
    But Johnny’s mother had threatened to send him off to live with his father, and Sam’s mother must have held something equally devious over his head. 
 
    The school bell rang, and Johnny filed into his first class. It was Mrs. Welch, a strict disciplinarian, and never a friend of a student. 
 
    Johnny walked past her to his desk and sat down. He had to pull his skirt down again. He needed a longer skirt! 
 
    “Well, well,” Mrs. Welch drawled, eying Johnny. “It looks like we have a new student.” 
 
    The class snickered, and Johnny looked down at his desk. His eyes filled with moisture. He had never felt so isolated and alone in his life. 
 
    “And how are you today, ‘Mrs.’ Peterson?’ Or should I call you ‘Janey.’ 
 
    Johnny looked up, then quickly down. His teacher had had it in for him for a long time, and now she was giving it to him both barrels. 
 
    “That’s a lovely outfit you’re wearing, Janey.” 
 
    Now the class was outright laughing. 
 
    “And, class, please make sure you treat Janey respectfully. I’ll be watching to make sure.” 
 
    “Mrs. Welch,” asked one of the boys. 
 
    “Yes, Tom?” 
 
    “Is he going to be using the girl’s bathroom?” 
 
    More laughter. A tear dropped from Johnny’s eyes. 
 
    “Oh, my, I hadn’t thought about that. Janey will be using the little boys room.” 
 
    And so the humiliation went. Class after class the teachers belittled Johnny. Walking from class to class the other kids snickered and made room for him. It was a walk of shame of unimaginable proportions. 
 
    In fact, his only friend turned out to be Sam. They stood together, all by themselves, at breaks and lunch, and commiserated with each other. 
 
    “Wait until I get Tom alone,” Johnny made a knuckle sandwich and held it up. 
 
    “Better not,” cautioned Sam. “You don’t want things to go further.” 
 
    “How long are they going to do this to us?” 
 
    “I heard Mr. Sams say he thought we should have to wear this stuff for the rest of high school.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    The bell rang and the two boys went disconsolately back to their mortification. 
 
    And then something happened. 
 
    It was last period, and Johnny was in PE, and it was his turn to receive ridiculing from Mr. Henderson. 
 
    Mr. Henderson was the bullying kind. He liked to make his points by making fun of the students, and when Johnny stood in place out in the school yard Mr. Henderson went to work. 
 
    Sneering, the older man walked around him and made comments about how pretty Johnny was, what a fine young lady he would make one day. 
 
    Johnny had been up and down all day, mostly down, but this was the worst. There was something about a man making fun of him, saying words like sissy, and laughing at him. He started to cry. Tears dropped from his eyes, and suddenly the other students were silent. 
 
    None of them liked Mr. Henderson, and Johnny, though he had been the butt of jokes, was well liked. He was one of their own, and to see him breaking down like this…it wasn’t fair. 
 
    Mr. Henderson didn’t notice. Or, if he did, he just redoubled his efforts to make fun of Johnny. 
 
    “All, kids,” he finally yelled. “Girls to the right and boys to the left.” 
 
    When Johnny went to the left Mr Henderson yelled out, “To the right Janey! You’re a girl now.” 
 
    It was a simple kicking drill, the boys went with Mr. Henderson, and the girls went with Mr. Sams. Mr. Sams was a younger coach, and he took pity on Johnny. 
 
    “Okay, girls, line up.” 
 
    The class lined up and started kicking the ball back and forth. Mr. Sams took note of how crushed Johnny was. He came over and said, “It’s okay, Johnny. All things pass.” Then he looked over to one of the girls. “Debby, why don’t you walk to the fence and back with Johnny. Help him recover.” 
 
    Johnny, sniffling and dripping, didn’t even notice that it was the most beautiful girl in school, Debby Pearson. When she took his hand, however, he finally noticed. 
 
    “I’m sorry we all laughed, Johnny.” She shopped and used the cuff of her shirt to wipe his eyes. “I mean, it was all sort of funny, but when we saw that your feelings were getting hurt…well, it was pretty mean of Mr. Henderson.” 
 
    “Th…thanks.” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s walk, and…is it so bad wearing a dress?” 
 
    She held his hand and he muttered, “Yes.” 
 
    “Why? Girls like to wear dresses. It’s like wearing shorts, but much freer. Don’t you experience a sort of freedom with your legs all unrestricted?” 
 
    “I’m embarrassed because…because I…the skirt is too short and people can see my underpants.” 
 
    “They did make you wear those silly bloomers. Why don’t you wear better underwear? They won’t be so visible.” 
 
    “What?” he looked at her. 
 
    “Sure. That’s something girls learn quickly. If your underwear is visible, make sure it is clean and pretty.” 
 
    “Pretty?” 
 
    She giggled. “Don’t be an echo.” 
 
    “Sorry.” He was chagrined, but for the first time that day he was coming out of himself. “What kind of underwear should I wear?” 
 
    “Well, the color should match what you’re wearing now, but there are high cut sides, and thongs, and…” Debby went on and on, and by the time she and Johnny were back to the group he was thinking. 
 
    His thinking, however, was interrupted by more ridicule by Mr. Henderson. 
 
    “Okay, class. Let’s have a little game of soccer! Janey, you’re on the girls’ side.” 
 
    The boys and girls faced off and the game started. 
 
    Usually the boys won these games. They were bigger and stronger, but this time the girls picked up a quick lead…because of Johnny. Time after time he would cut in on the boys and launch a rocket back down the field. 
 
    The boys woke up to this and started double and even triple teaming Johnny, but this just availed the girls of more opportunities. 
 
    The game see sawed back and forth, but as they approached the end of the contest the girls took a lead. Having Johnny on their team, not being the total underdogs for a change, they gained in confidence, and they started sailing a few rockets of their own. 
 
    Finally, just a few seconds left to play, the girls sent the ball to Johnny. Johnny dribbled the ball with his feet, angled out to the sideline, and suddenly flew through the air. He landed on his face and slid through a muddy patch on the sidelines. Mud coated his face and the front of his skirt and blouse. 
 
    The guys whooped and ran the ball downfield to a goal and the win. 
 
    “Foul!” yelled the girls. “Chuck ran into Johnny on purpose!” 
 
    Johnny stood up, he was covered with mud, and Chuck Simpson stood there laughing. 
 
    “You did that on purpose!” 
 
    “What are you going to do about it you…you big sissy!” 
 
    Johnny punched Chuck in the face and Chuck went down in the mud. 
 
    Mr. Henderson, a mean grin on his pudgy face, swaggered up. “What’s all this about.” 
 
    Chuck, a bully cut from the same cloth as Mr. Henderson, stood up and whined, “Janey hit me! You saw him!” 
 
    The girls crowded around. 
 
    “Chuck pushed Johnny!” 
 
    “Chuck started it!” 
 
    Mr. Henderson, a twisted grin on his face, looked at Johnny. “Chuck pushed Janey, eh?” 
 
    Everybody went silent. Even Chuck, who expected to be bombed on. 
 
    “Well, maybe Janey should learn how to play the game a little better.” 
 
    The girls were fit to be tied. Voices rose up in complaint. 
 
    WEEEEEE! Mr. Henderson blew his whistle. He didn’t like being opposed. “Janey, head to the front office. The rest of you—“ Whatever he was going to say to the rest of them was interrupted by the final bell. 
 
    Mr. Henderson turned to Johnny. “I’ll take you myself. Come along.” 
 
    The whole class stared in amazement and outrage as Johnny and the big coach walked towards the office. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well. I didn’t expect to see you so soon,” Principal Green mused, a look of distaste on her face. “What’s the problem, Coach?” 
 
    “Fighting. Causing a disturbance. General refusal to follow the rules and get along.” 
 
    Johnny stared at the big man and his mouth dropped. He turned to the Principal. “That’s a lie!” 
 
    The Principal grunted. “So you weren’t fighting?” 
 
    “I hit Chuck, but only after he pushed me into the mud. But all the rest of it…that’s a lie?” 
 
    “Coach?” 
 
    Henderson shrugged. “His attitude speaks for him.” 
 
    Principal Green nodded. “Once a troublemaker always a troublemaker., I always say. Okay, Johnny. Tomorrow you will wear a pink skirt.” 
 
    Johnny was having trouble breathing. He gasped. He clutched the corner of Principal Green’s desk. “You…can’t…no!” 
 
    “You want more?” She dared him. 
 
    “I…I…you can’t…” 
 
    “Lipstick.” 
 
    Coach Henderson made a sound as he suppressed laughter. 
 
    “Now, back to your duties, Coach. Johnny…” 
 
    “He’s called Janey now.” 
 
    Principal Green regarded Henderson for a moment, then nodded. “I like that. Janey, go sit in the office and I’ll call your mother and apprise her of the changes. No. You’d better head for the restroom. Clean yourself up. Report back here.” 
 
     
 
    Johnny walked into the boys room and felt like he had been stepped on. The boys in the restroom stared at him, and there was an uncomfortable silence. 
 
    Johnny walked to a wash basin and began rinsing the mud off himself.  
 
    Now he didn’t care. Now he was destroyed. He stepped out of his skirt and lightly rinsed it, tried to get it clean. He held the skirt under the air drier for a couple of minutes. Boys entered the room, glanced at Johnny and left him alone. They stared at his bloomers and averted their gaze. 
 
    Johnny put his skirt back on, took off his blouse and washed it, then held it under the drier. 
 
    Then Chuck Simpson entered the bathroom. 
 
    He stopped and stared at Johnny. 
 
    Johnny looked to the side and saw him. “Come for another shot? Gonna kick me while I’m down?” 
 
    The utter despair in Johnny’s voice was too much. 
 
    Chuck said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think. I did’t realize…” 
 
    “That I’m nothing but a sissy? That’s okay. Tomorrow I’ll be in pink, and Mrs. Green is going to make me wear pink lipstick.” 
 
    The bathroom was deathly silent. 
 
    “I heard. Coach Henderson told everybody. The fat fuck is laughing about it.” 
 
    “Well, now you can, too.” 
 
    Chuck stood for a long second, then: “I’m not laughing. I thought it was funny to knock you down. You know me, I like to do things like that. Maybe…maybe I’m even some kind of bully. But…what they’re doing to you…it isn’t fair.” 
 
    Johnny put his blouse back on. For a long moment he didn’t look at Chuck, then, “Okay. It’s okay.” And he walked out of the restroom. 
 
    When Johnny got back to the office his mother was there. She did not look happy. “Two days in a row? Johnny? Are you serious?” 
 
    He just hung his head. 
 
    “Well, young man, we can make it as bad as you want it.” 
 
    “We’re actually calling him Janey now, Mrs. Peterson.” 
 
    “Janey. I like it. I’ll call him that, too. How about it, Janey? Should we change your birth certificate? Maybe you’d like to tell your father of your new name? I’m sure he’d be happy to call you Janey.” 
 
    Once again Johnny’s eyes welled up with moisture. But the principal and his mother didn’t care. They were determined to squash the aggression out of him. 
 
    “Well, come along. Let’s get you your new outfit.” 
 
    “Make sure you get him some lipstick, he’ll be expected to keep his lips pink all day.” 
 
     
 
    Back to the clothes store. 
 
    Mr. Johnson smiled happily. Johnny’s humiliation was the sound of a cash register to him. 
 
    “Could you make it not so short?” Johnny managed to ask. 
 
    Mr. Johnson grunted something, put skirt and blouse in a bag and handed them to Johnny’s mother. He smiled. She smiled. 
 
    Johnny felt like dying. 
 
     
 
    At home Johnny had to try on the clothes for his mother. He came downstairs. His skirt was bright pink, and Mr. Johnson had made it even shorter! 
 
    Then Mrs. Peterson stepped over to Johnny, held up a tube of lipstick and twisted the base. 
 
    Johnny stood, shamed, and she painted his lips. 
 
    It tasted funny. Sort of waxy. And it made him very aware of his lips. 
 
    “Go look in a mirror and remind yourself from here on out…if you don’t behave yourself it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    His eyes near leaking once again, Johnny went upstairs and looked in the mirror. He stared at himself. The skirt being tighter it stuck out to the side more and made his hips look larger.   
 
    And his lips, they were not just pink, they were a moist, bright pink. They looked slick. 
 
    He was really starting to look more feminine. 
 
    He cried himself to sleep that night, but he needn’t have. He would be given a solution for his problems the next day, and it would be a good solution.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny walked to school the next day. 
 
    Sam met him, looked at him, but shook his head and didn’t say a word. Sam was still in his green skirt. 
 
    At the entry to school Debby was waiting, along with several other girls. Debby held his hand and they all walked him to class. Johnny didn’t say much, but the girls did all the talking and didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    At first period class Debby kissed his cheek and said, “Don’t worry, Johnny. The girls and I have been talking, and I think we might be able to help you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. So just go to your classes and we’ll meet after school. Okay?” 
 
    Johnny nodded, then went into class. 
 
    Once again he was made fun of. Mrs. Welch teased him for wearing pink, but the class only chuckled. The laughs were disappearing. 
 
    In an odd reversal the kids in school were realizing that Johnny was one of them, and that the teachers were being cruel. 
 
    The next class was much the same. 
 
    At break several girls hung out with Johnny. They giggled and laughed, but now they included him, didn’t treat him meanly. 
 
    A few of the guys came over and hung out, and they looked at Johnny almost enviously. After all, he was getting all the girls. More than that, Debby Pearson, the hottest girl in school, was holding his hand and standing pretty darn close to him. Any closer and she’d be on the other side. 
 
    More classes. More teasing, less laughter, and the teachers started noticing it. 
 
    Mrs. Green, in particular, was pretty grim lipped. She didn’t want Johnny to be a hero, to be a representative of the students’ resentment of teachers. She wanted him to feel the heat, to be so embarrassed he would fall in line forever. 
 
    Still, the program was in motion, and there wasn’t much she could do to derail it at this point. 
 
    Lunchtime, and Johnny started to feel it. Nobody was laughing. They were coming up and asking how he was doing, and…it was all changing. Slowly but surely, the student body was coming around to support him. 
 
      
 
    After school found almost the whole student body walking Johnny across the yard to the exit. 
 
    Guys, slapped his back, gently because he was now a ‘girl,’ and the girls all hugged him. Then, at the far end of the yard, just before the gate leading to the outside world, the students held their meeting. 
 
    “Johnny, we, the girls and I, decided to make you an honorary girl.” 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. “What?” 
 
    There were a few giggles at his surprise, but no meanness. 
 
    “The school wants to shame and embarrass you, but we girls stick together. So we, the girls, are going to help you fight back. We are going to do this by helping you be a real girl.” 
 
    On the outskirts of the crowd the boys listened, and they were amazed, and a few of them began to experience jealousy. They wanted the attention and love that Johnny was getting! 
 
    “So, before school tomorrow we’re going to show up at your house and we’re going to dress you up all the way. And when the teachers make fun of you tomorrow…they’ll be making fun of all of us. Okay?” 
 
    Johnny found himself nodding. He was befuddled, didn’t know what to think, wasn’t sure what was going to happen, but one thing he did know: everybody was on his side. 
 
    From across the yard, behind the windows of the school the teachers watched. What were these devilish students hatching now? Whatever it was, it didn’t bode well for the school. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Marge Peterson was awakened by a knocking on the front door. Stumbling downstairs in her bathrobe, she opened the door to discover half a dozen girls waiting. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They greeted her and pushed into the house. 
 
    “We’re here for Johnny, Mr.s Peterson.” 
 
    Mrs. Peterson, stunned, stepped back. 
 
    It was like a home invasion, except that it wasn’t. A home invasion is swarthy thugs wearing face masks and holding guns. These were pretty girls holding…girl things. Nylons. Heels. Make up. What the heck? 
 
    The girls hustled up the stairs and barged into Johnny’s room. 
 
    Johnny had a habit of sleeping naked, and suddenly a half a dozen girls invaded his sanctum. 
 
    “What? What?” He sat up and held his blanket in front of his nude body. Then he remembered, the girls had told him they would be arriving early. And he had slept naked! 
 
    But the girls didn’t mind. They pulled the blankets off Johnny and laughed at his attempts to cover himself. 
 
    “Nice, Johnny,” Shiela Warren sat down next to him, lifted one foot and began painting his toenails. Fran Jefferson sat on the other side of him painting his other toenails, and they both discussed his manhood. 
 
    “He’s pretty good sized.” 
 
    “Not the biggest, but it’s got a good shape to it. 
 
    Tammy Windsor reached down and cupped his balls. But look how big these are!” 
 
    Johnny was red-faced, of course, but also totally blown out with happiness. It was like a dream, a bunch of beautiful women making love to him. 
 
    Two girls worked on his hands, putting long nails on his mitts. 
 
    Debby worked on his face, cleansing him, giggling, giving him a peck of a kiss, putting primer on him, and so on through the range of make up. 
 
    Waiting for the nail polish to dry the girls sat all around him. He was naked, and erect, and the girls liked it. They kept touching him and talking about his length and shape and such. 
 
    Knock, knock. “Johnny?” 
 
    “We’ll be out in a while, Mrs. Peterson.” 
 
    Marge retreated, and wondered what the heck had happened. One second Johnny was a pariah, learning his lesson. Now…everything was upside down. What had happened? 
 
    After his toes were dry the girls pulled his panties on. This was not the baggy bloomers prescribed by the school; these were chic and stretchy, and he actually fit into them. Except, of course, for his package. His dick stretched the panties out and his balls hung a bit over the sides. But even that felt good. It just reminded him of his package. 
 
    Then they put nylons on his legs. They attached them to a garter belt and his legs looked shiny. They were hairless because Debby had convinced him to use Nair the night before, and they felt downright electric. 
 
    The biggest deal to Johnny was the falsies they had brought. They were big, too fit his chest, and they glued them in place then fitted a sexy bra to them to hold them up. 
 
    Johnny looked at his chest, and the girls shrieked in laughter at the look on his face. 
 
    Knock, knock. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Debby opened the door two inches and looked out. “Mrs. Peterson! Puh-lease! We’re engaged in delicate operations in here. We’ll be out when he’s done!” 
 
    And she shut the door and all the girls giggled. 
 
    On the other side of the door Marge was worried, but…not worried. 
 
    There was no meanness to these girls. And there were no sexual vibes coming out of the room. But…what in the world…? 
 
    They put his skirt and blouse on, and now he was truly feminine…and sexy. 
 
    The girls put him in front of a mirror, brushed his hair, adjusted a few things, then stood back. 
 
    Johnny was a girl. 
 
    Mrs. Peterson was waiting outside the door when it suddenly opened. She straightened up, opened her mouth to speak, and the girls rushed out, all giggling and happy and girly. 
 
    “Bye, Mrs. Peterson!” 
 
    “See you later, Mrs. Peterson!” 
 
    Then they were gone. Down the stairs and bustling out the front door, books and purses in hand and all very, very happy. 
 
    Marge looked into Johnny’s room. 
 
    He wasn’t there. 
 
    But what…he hadn’t sneaked out through the window, but…then she realized what had happened. 
 
    Johnny had gone out with the girls, in a rush. But she hadn’t seen him because…he was a girl. 
 
    She leaned against the wall, stunned at what had happened. Her son, her manly, athletic boy, had been transformed. 
 
    Then she worried. All the talk of petticoat punishment, of disciplining him into being a better student by humiliating him…it had backfired! 
 
    What was going to happen at school? 
 
    What was going to happen to her son? 
 
      
 
    The crowd of girls at the entrance to the yard grew and grew. Nearly every girl in the school was there. 
 
    And, the watching teachers didn’t know it, but they were plus one. 
 
    At the sound of the bell the girls started walking, en mass, towards the school. They were like a disciplined mob, if that oxymoron makes sense. 
 
    They turned down the corridors and hallways of the school and filed into their classes. The boys were waiting in the hallways, and they grinned, having a clue as to what had happened, and joined the girls in the classrooms. 
 
    Mrs. Welch stood at the front of her class and watched as they filed in. She had no trouble identifying each girl, but then Johnny walked in and she gasped. 
 
    He was in complete female regalia. He was perfectly made up. He was wearing his pink skirt, but he also had nylons and high heels and… (choke) big breasts. 
 
    The class all sat and waited. 
 
    Mrs. Welch sputtered, tried to figure out a way to handle this rebellion, but gave up. She simply called roll. When she came to Johnny she hesitated, then said, “Janey Peterson?” 
 
    The classroom erupted in cheers. 
 
    Mrs. Green arrived at school fashionably late. She always had a quick meeting with district, and showed up at Nine fifteen. She walked down the hallway and didn’t suspect a thing. She sat in the office and the office personnel seemed a little chastened, but sometimes they were that way. 
 
    She shuffled papers, filled out reports, and didn’t bother leaving her office until noon. It was just that kind of day. 
 
    Finally, at noon, she pushed her papers away, sighed, and stood up. A quick trip to the lunchroom for a snack and she would be back at work. 
 
    She rose and sashayed out the door, through the admin office, and to the cafeteria. 
 
    There everything seemed…normal. Sort of. 
 
    Boys and girls sitting politely. Eating their cheese sandwiches and stabbing Vienna sausages. 
 
    Yet there was something in the air. The students were looking at her, and they kept grinning and looking away. 
 
    What in the world. 
 
    Mr. Henderson sat down across from her. He had a tray laden with cheese sandwiches, and he looked her in the eye and said, “So I guess you’ve heard?” 
 
    Mrs. Green was puzzled. “Heard what?” 
 
    “Your precious, little Johnny has gone over to the other side.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He’s over at the corner table with the girls.” Henderson jerked his head back towards the far table. 
 
    Mrs. Green’s eyes narrowed and she peered at the far table. She was a little near sighted, and she held her glasses up to see better. Debby Pearson. Yes, and Donna and Sally and…and she didn’t recognize one of the girls. 
 
    She squinted, focused, and gasped. The pink skirt, the face! It was Johnny! Janey! And he was completely female! He wore nylons and heels and…OMG! Breasts! 
 
    Mrs. Green stood up, stared at the far table, then…retreated. 
 
    What was she going to do? March over to the table and chastise Johnny…Janey…for looking too female? 
 
    This had been a punishment, but now…Janey was embracing it! Pushing it back into her face. 
 
    Trembling, Mrs. Green walked out of the cafeteria and to her office. Food was forgotten. The only thing in her mind was a weird sort of panic. 
 
    Johnny had become a girl. 
 
    He was a she…he was Janey. 
 
    And Mrs. Green started worrying about the implications. 
 
    What had started out as a funny punishment had turned into outright revolt, and when the community heard that she was guilty of turning a boy into a girl, of…of transitioning him…OMG! 
 
    What was she going to do? 
 
    A knock at her door, and it opened. Mr. Henderson slipped in. 
 
    Mrs. Green, pale as a bleached sheet, whispered, “Yes, Mr. Henderson?” 
 
    “Would you like me to take care of it?” 
 
    She paused, but only for a moment. In this moment of unreality she needed a hard solution, and Mr. Henderson could provide that. She knew he was sort of a bully, and when he got done with Janey and her friends… “Yes. Please do.” 
 
      
 
    The day passed. Students were empowered and teachers were a bit cowed. The bad teachers, that is. 
 
    The nice teachers, who treated the students like individuals, were treated politely. 
 
    The bad teachers, who treated the students poorly, were also treated politely, until they tried to pick on Johnny. 
 
    Mr. Kirk, in math, tried to single out Johnny. “Well, Janey, can you explain why two negatives make a positive?” 
 
    It was meanly stated, and they weren’t actually due to learn this item until the next week. 
 
    Debby raised her hand. 
 
    Mr. Kirk ignored her, and his smile became a sneer. 
 
    “Well, Johnny?” 
 
    “Mr. Kirk, I don’t think I understand why you’re asking a question that is on next week’s assignment.” 
 
    “Be quiet, Debby.” 
 
    Sally Wasson blurted, “I don’t understand why you’re telling Debby to be quiet for a legitimate question.” 
 
    “You be quiet, too. Johnny, I want to know—“ 
 
    “Mr. Kirk?” That was Jim Healy, who was the center for the football team and a mighty big boy. “Aren’t you going to answer questions today?” 
 
    Suddenly the whole class was speaking up, objecting, protesting, and getting rowdier and rowdier. 
 
    Mr. Kirk quickly became confused. He was one bully, a lone bully, but when met by thirty bullies he was suddenly just alone. 
 
    After class the students were buzzing with happiness. In a way, it was the end of the regime. 
 
    Then came Mr. Henderson’s class. 
 
    Thirty students gathered in the yard and stood in pre-determined places. There was a little talking, a little chuckling, but the students were in their places and ready to start. 
 
    Mr. Henderson stepped in front of the class. “We’re going to have a little soccer game today. Debby and Janey will choose sides.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Debby, and she shrugged. So they went to the front of the class and chose people to be members of their team. 
 
    With each of Johnny’s choices, however, Henderson would make a sneering comment. 
 
    “One for the sissies.” 
 
    And, “So much for manly men.” 
 
    And, “This is going to be a slaughter.” 
 
    At one point Debby protested. “I don’t think we need such comments, Mr. Henderson.” 
 
    Henderson walked over to her, stared down at her, and the shadow of his bulk covered her. “Don’t you want to beat the sissies? Or are you a girl sissy?” 
 
    Debby tried to speak up, but he was so intimidating, and he turned back and said, “Choose again, Janey.” 
 
    The game started, and like games do, it went back and forth. But it didn’t go back and forth because the teams were evenly matched. 
 
    Oh, they were, but after one team would score that team would sort of take it easy, lay back, let the other score. 
 
    Back and forth, a unity of students, even though on opposing teams, versus a teacher who was getting angrier and angrier. 
 
    And Mr. Henderson was getting angry. 
 
    In fact, in his heart of hearts he was enraged. 
 
    This attitude, this solidarity, it was beating him. It was making his ‘bullyism’ untenable. 
 
    He became more abusive in his remarks. 
 
    “You kick like a girl!” to Chuck Smith. 
 
    “Careful, Janey. Don’t let me see your pretty, pink panties.” 
 
    And, finally, the period about to end, Johnny ran past, dribbling the ball, and Henderson actually stepped out and bumped Johnny. 
 
    For the second time in two days Johnny went into the mud. 
 
    Instantly, the entire team was around him. 
 
    He stood up, wiped some of the mud from his outfit, and looked at Henderson. 
 
    In that moment Johnny grew up. He saw the coach for what he was, a weak bully, and he said, “I’m going to go clean up.” 
 
    “Get back here!” 
 
    But when the coach tried to go after Johnny the whole class shifted, moved, and got in his way. 
 
    He pushed past student after student, but more students stood between him and the retreating Johnny. 
 
    Johnny was in the bathroom, taking off his pretty clothes and drying them, and he missed the outcome of the situation. 
 
      
 
    Coach Henderson started getting physical. He started pushing, and he started yelling, and, finally, he punched Sally Wasson. Just punched her, right on the cheek. 
 
    Sally went down, sobbing, holding her cheek. The bruise already starting to appear, the swelling starting up. 
 
    Chuck tackled the coach, and four other members of the football team, footballers who Henderson actually coached, joined in. They dogpiled Henderson. 
 
    Henderson tried to punch and kick, but one over weight slob is no match for five disciplined and rather large young men. 
 
    Nobody ran for the office, but Debby called the police. 
 
    When Mrs. Green learned what was happening and stomped onto the field the police were handcuffing Mr. Henderson for assaulting a student, and there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    In fact, she would be in trouble at the very next board meeting, and would be under an investigation. 
 
      
 
    Johnny finished washing his clothes, and drying them, and put on his skirt and blouse. 
 
    He wasn’t really feeling any emotion. He was just doing his laundry, when a mix of girls burst into the bathroom and started celebrating. There were cheers, there were hugs, there were even a few kisses. 
 
    Amongst the kisses was a mighty smack, with tongue action, from Debby for Johnny. 
 
    And Johnny found out about Mr. Henderson’s arrest and how speechless Mrs. Green was when the police talked to her about having such a bully on the staff. 
 
      
 
    Debby and Johnny walked home hand in hand. 
 
    “I’m going to need help with some of my courses.” 
 
    “No prob. Honorary girls have lots of friends. I’ll call a meeting and we’ll figure this out. By graduation you’ll be graduating with honors.” 
 
    They stopped under a tree in the park and made out for a while. Debby giggled and felt Johnny’s tits. So Johnny returned the favor, and shortly Debby wasn’t giggling. She was gasping for breath and wondering how many hands Johnny had. No sooner did she push one away than two took its place. 
 
    But she liked it, and after a while she stopped pushing, and did a little ‘feely handsy’ of her own. 
 
    Leaning against a tree, sexually excited, Debby whispered, “How do you feel about wearing a dress now?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine with it.” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    “In fact, if I tell you something…promise not to laugh?” 
 
    “Of course I won’t. She pressed her lips against his. “Unless it’s really, really funny.” 
 
    Johnny sighed. “I like wearing female clothes.” 
 
    Debby, grinning, moved back from him. “Really?” 
 
    “They restrict you in ways, but they also free you up. I can run faster in a dress than pants.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind people seeing your underwear.” 
 
    Johnny grinned. “No, not if they’re pretty.” He continued. “Girl’s clothes are softer, they fit better, and they give you a sense of happiness, of pride, like it’s fun to look good.” 
 
    Debby kissed him again. Then: “Maybe we should go to calling you Janey all the time.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind that.” 
 
    And then their make out session got real serious. 
 
    And Johnny found out the joy of having an erection under a skirt, how his penis couldn’t be seen, and yet was easy to access, and easier to play with. 
 
    He sighed, and groaned, and…and then he did that thing that boys do, and Debby giggled and wiped her hand off. 
 
      
 
    A week later Mrs. Green was sitting in her office. The board had met the night before, and she had been given ultimatums. Get that school in order, and fast, or you’re gone. 
 
    Last week she had been cock of the walk. This week she was hanging on by her shredded fingernails. 
 
    And it was all the fault of that stupid petticoat punishment thing. She had thought it would be a good thing, but it had certainly backfired. She had lost a good PE teacher—well, an adequate PE teacher—and she was going to have to go through all the teacher’s histories and make a lot of adjustments. 
 
    In other words, she was going to have to turn into a functioning principal. 
 
    Sighing, she stood up and exited her office and the administration building. She headed for the cafeteria. 
 
    As she walked she passed two girls strolling hand in hand. 
 
    “Hi, Mrs. Green.” 
 
    “Hello, Sandy. Hi Jimmy.” 
 
    On the quad two girls were kissing, except that one of them wasn’t a girl, except in dress. 
 
    In the corridor several girls were talking with one boy. The one boy was wearing a beautiful summer dress and heels. His face was made up and they were obviously talking about make up. 
 
    In the cafeteria ninety per cent of the students were en femme. And even the boys dressed as boys were making concessions. They wore Mary Janes, or were combing their hair in feminine fashion. 
 
    The odd thing was that she had won.  
 
    There were no more fights. Boys who had been enemies were now outdoing each other in fashion. Grades were on the rise. Everything was just better. 
 
    But, in her heart of hearts, Mrs. Green felt like she had lost. 
 
    What had been designed as punishment had become enhancement. 
 
    What was supposed to be discipline was discipline, but it wasn’t working as she had imagined. 
 
    The one thing she didn’t understand was that petticoat punishment, or discipline is designed to change, it is not a license for bullies to be bullies. She had been a bully, and Mr. Henderson, he had really been a bully. 
 
    But, in the end, petticoat punishment had changed them. 
 
    Now if she could only accept that. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    Kent panicked. He was deep into Porzo, watching the clips on weird sex. Men getting weird things done to their dongles. Women doing weird things to women. And he was just starting to shoot his load. 
 
    Now came the juggling act. 
 
    He’s closing windows on his computer, he’s catching his sperm in his hand. Normally he’d go in and wash his hands, but Becky’s in the kitchen. 
 
    Squirt, squirt, squirt. His hand is half filled with hot goo. She’s in the foyer. 
 
    The orgasm is totally ruined, he can’t make it to the bathroom, she’s going to catch him with a handful of semen. He’s going to get caught! He’s going to…Kent did the only thing he could do. He slapped his hand to his mouth. 
 
    For a brief second he knows he’s going to puke.  
 
    This is something he has always wanted to try, eating his own cum, but right after squirting, sitting there with a full hand, he is always disgusted. He can’t do that! 
 
    But now his wife is halfway down the hall, her heels clicking on the wood floor. 
 
    Click, click, click… 
 
    He swallows, he licks his hand, the taste is weird, like salty, like…sperm. 
 
    It goes down his throat, into his belly. 
 
    Again, he feels like barfing. 
 
    She’s at the door. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She enters the room. 
 
    Becky is five foot five of dynamite sex appeal. Her body is a wet dream, her face is of an angel. There is nothing he likes better than screwing her. 
 
    But, a dry spell, he will jack off. Like he has just done. And the smell and the taste and the slimy feel of sperm is filling his mouth. 
 
    “MmmMMMmmm,” he answers, swallowing again and again, trying to get the taste out of his mouth. 
 
    Oddly, he is proud inside, he did it…and he is panicked. He did it right in front of his wife. Sort of. 
 
    “And how was your afternoon?” She leaned down and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    He puts a hand up, palm horizontal, and waggles it. “Mmmm,” and, as she backs away and looks at him, far enough away, he judges, that she won’t smell anything, he mumbles, “So, so.” 
 
    Becky tilts her head. 
 
    He tilts his, and smiles. 
 
    “What do you taste like?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…I just ate some chips.” 
 
    “No…no. It’s not chips. It’s salty, but…it’s not chips.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I brushed my teeth, maybe that altered the taste of the chips. 
 
    He is totally glib now, making shit up, trying to get out of this terrible situation. 
 
    If she found out that he actually ate cum…what would she think? 
 
    All sorts of bad things. 
 
    He doesn’t want to go there. 
 
    “So what did you buy?” He tries to change the subject. 
 
    She isn’t buying it, but she allows the conversation to change. “I picked up a toaster.” 
 
    “A toaster? At a yard sale?” 
 
    “Sure, what’s wrong with that?” But she’s still looking at him cock-eyed. 
 
    “Nothing. I just like to buy things we use in the kitchen new.” 
 
    “New toasters, with four slot, are over $50. I paid ten.” 
 
    Suspicion was still in her eyes. 
 
    “Well, okay. You did good.” 
 
    “Thanks.” She turned and left the room, but she was thinking. What was that smell? It was familiar. It’s more than a smell, it’s a taste, and Kent had it in his mouth, but what was it? 
 
    Kent heaved a sigh and relaxed. He had averted the interrogation, escaped the torture, lived to love another day. 
 
    Man, if Becky ever got down on him for jacking off, and he would have to admit to that if he admitted to eating cum, he would be screwed, blued and tattooed. 
 
    He shut down his computer, got up and walked into the kitchen, and started making a drink. 
 
    “You want a bourbon?” 
 
    “You betcha!” she yelled from the patio. She was taking off her clothes for a dip in the pool. 
 
    Kent reached into the cabinet and brought down a new bottle of Wild Turkey LongBranch bourbon. He picked the cellophane seal off and pulled the cork out. 
 
    Hmmm. What an aroma! It was mesquite and oak and vanilla and a delight to the tongue. 
 
    He filled two glasses with ice chips, filled them half with bourbon, then ruined the whole thing by pouring in Coke. 
 
    Oh, well, maybe the Coke was a good year. 
 
    He swirled the glasses for ten seconds, then tasted one. Mmm. That would disguise any lingering odor from his adventure. 
 
    He walked out to the patio, and he felt proud.  
 
    He had finally managed to drink his own squirt, and it was a kick. It wasn’t so bad. It had a unique taste and he reveled in his bravery. Being a kinky sort he thought about how some women love it, and some women don’t. 
 
    Becky liked it; she loved it. 
 
    And now he loved it. 
 
    He was a cum drinker. 
 
    A secret cum sucker, but…he was good with that. 
 
    “Ah, at last,” Becky took her glass and swigged a big gulp. 
 
    “Oh, ho! One of those nights, eh?” 
 
    Kent started taking off his clothes and she said, “Oh, yes. I’m going to get drunk and molest you and have a party in my pussy.” 
 
    Kent laughed. He liked her earthy description of the sex act. Then he sobered. He had just squirted, and there was no way he was going to squirt again. At least not for a day, and preferably two days. 
 
    And then he thought about masturbating again, and tasting his own essence without the hurry and worry of being caught. 
 
    “I hate to say it, honey, but I might be coming down with something.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I can get you off, but…we better not be kissing for a couple of days.” 
 
    That was a mistake, bringing up the act of kissing. It made her think of that strange taste. 
 
    “Crap, and I just kissed you.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry, but you were just too quick for me.” 
 
    He could see she was thinking about the taste of the kiss again. 
 
    A far away look in her eyes, she mused, “Now what was that taste?” 
 
    He quickly tried to move her off subject again. 
 
    “Just chips, dear. Were we planning on going over to the Johnson’s tomorrow night?” 
 
    She focused on him. “Will you feel well enough?” 
 
    “Let’s wait and see. I’ll let you know tomorrow. If I feel good, if it’s all a false alarm.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    He smiled. Disaster averted once again. He was good. 
 
    He sipped, she sipped, and they lazed in the pool and talked about inconsequential things. 
 
      
 
    The following night he was feeling well enough. Quite well enough, since his initial report of sickness was feigned. 
 
    They got dressed about five, drove over to their friend’s house, and partied. 
 
     
 
    Jerry Johnson was a salesman. Which meant he was full of shit, and knew it, and everybody else knew it, but that was okay because he made no bones about it. 
 
    Kent and Becky sashayed up the walk, entered the house, and started greeting people. 
 
    Becky had forgotten about the strange taste on Kent’s mouth. Not even a speck of a memory. It was a new day and there were new things to talk about, to discuss, to think about. 
 
    “Hey, buddy!” Jerry handed Kent a drink and they stood around and shot the bull. 
 
    Becky headed over to where a clutch of wives were gossiping shamelessly and God help you if you weren’t there you would be the one gossiped about. in a short minute she was laughing and joking and having a great time. 
 
    Back at the barbecue pit Kent and Jerry and several other fellows were talking trash, discussing politics, and making bets on whether the Dodgers had a team this year. 
 
    Kent was happy. Every once in a while he would glance at one of the men he was talking with and wonder if they had ever eaten their own cum. 
 
    There were a couple of men who had probably eaten other men’s cum, but that was okay. To each their own. 
 
    And he looked over at the girls. Probably every one of them had eaten jizz. Except for Barbie Wells. Kent always thought she might be a lez. But, that was okay. To each their own. 
 
    And to him…he knew what he liked. 
 
    The party went on for hours. Everybody got drunk, people got shoved into the pool. Sandy Smith showed off her awesome jugs, and there was lots of dancing. 
 
    Sometimes with partners other than prescribed by marriage. There didn’t seem to be any overt cheating going on, but there was a lot of dry humping, and the women were as randy as the men. 
 
    What a wonderful new age. 
 
    Finally, however, all good things must come to an end. 
 
    Kent and Becky said their good byes, and headed down the front walk. 
 
    “Wow, what a blast,” Kent murmured. 
 
    “You danced with Barbie Wells.” 
 
    He looked at his wife and grinned. “So?” 
 
    “You don’t mind dancing with a girl who might be a lesbian?” 
 
    “Hey, she’s got a nice rack. What do I care about her isms?” 
 
    Becky chuckled and held on to his arm. 
 
    “I noticed you were getting a little close to Jerry.” 
 
    “Mmm. Jerry. I could feel the giant thing he calls a cock. Do you think it is real? Or is he wearing a giant strap on with a horse dong in it?” 
 
    “God! You are a dirty minded bitch!” 
 
    “Just the way you like them,” she countered. 
 
    They laughed, got in the car and headed for home, and Becky said, “You know, all that dry humping has really got me in the mood. how are you feeling?” 
 
    Kent knew he should have evaded. It had been just over 24 hours since he had cum, and he might not be able to squirt. 
 
    On the other hand, he might. 
 
    And if he couldn’t he could always plead too much alcohol. 
 
    Grinning, he turned to her, “I might be able to satisfy a certain young lady.” 
 
    “You might? You bitch! You better!” 
 
    They laughed, and he pulled into the driveway and parked. 
 
    They sauntered into the house, and he poured a night cap for them. 
 
    Becky was naked when he brought the drinks into the bedroom, and he was reminded all over again why he thought she was the sexiest woman in the world. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and sipped and watched him undress and unveil the big ding dong. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered lustfully. 
 
    He turned to her, his weenie proud and rigid. 
 
    She leaned over and took him in her mouth. 
 
    Oh, God! She was good. She slithered her moist mouth along his shaft and squeezed his balls and his knees grew weak. 
 
    Then he pushed her back and mounted her. 
 
    He slid in easy, she was so ready, and began to pump. 
 
    Becky groaned and hung on. 
 
    Because he had cum the day previous he wasn’t ready to cum again, and he enjoyed just humping her. He loved the way she moaned and the way she held on. 
 
    He bent his head to her breasts and titillated her tits. His tongue circled the areoles and drove her crazy. 
 
    Her pussy was hot and she squirmed against him, trying to get more and more out of his dick. 
 
    “Oh…oh…yes!” 
 
    The tsunami rose up and engulfed her. Her body froze and her hips tilted and locked. 
 
    Kent could have pulled out, and it would have been one hell of a sensation, the way she was gripping him, but he elected to stay, to feed her orgasm, and he waited, grinning, counting the seconds as she peaked, plateaued, and then it finally broke. 
 
    She crashed back on the bed, dazed, and tried to see straight again. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Then she looked at him. “You didn’t cum!” 
 
    “Sorry, honey. Too much whiskey.” 
 
    But she was still wired, and insistent, and she pushed him off, rolled him over and went down on him. 
 
    “Oh, baby, I’m going to make you cum!” 
 
    He groaned. Man, that felt good!” 
 
    But he wasn’t going to be able to cum. He knew it. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy the screw. 
 
    She trickled her tongue along his shaft, spiraled her hands up and down, and her mouth engulfed his knob.  
 
    Kent moaned and closed his eyes. It feel good. But he couldn’t… 
 
    She palpated his balls, giving them little spanks, and he felt something. 
 
    She reached her hand around and started playing with his heinie hole. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” It was getting stronger…that feeling. He could feel the little click trying to happen deep in his groin. 
 
    She poked a finger into him, and that did it. 
 
    He opened his eyes in shock as the thick milk shot up the shaft. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    His penis squirted. He shot his load into her mouth. He couldn’t help it. Her mouth was that magic, and then it hit him what he had done. His eyes snapped open, his mouth opened, and he stared at her. 
 
    And she stared at him, and the knowledge was in her eyes. 
 
    She knew what she had tasted in his mouth the day before. 
 
      
 
    “You sucked sperm.” Her eyes were wide in amazement. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You tasted of jizz! You sucked somebody’s dick!” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “I just tasted it, and I tasted it yesterday! You had semen in your mouth! Who did you suck off?” 
 
    “I didn’t suck anybody’s penis! For God’s sake!” 
 
    She was still kneeling on the floor, her face open in amazement. She put her hand on his knee and pulled herself up to her feet. He lay on the bed, his cock still dribbling fluids. Oddly, she did not look unhappy. She didn’t look disgusted, or pissed, or anything. She was just flabbergasted. And she wouldn’t let go of the idea of him taking another man’s penis in his mouth. 
 
    “What? I was walking down the hallway and he was going out the back door?” 
 
    “Honey!” he tried to show shock and outrage at the fact that she would accuse him of such a thing. 
 
    “I mean, I was tasting it in your mouth, so it had to have just happened. He squirted, you swallowed, you heard me and he ran out the door over there. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    “Oh, my God! And all this time I was thinking you were straight! You’ve been a closet queen this whole time! How long have you been fooling me? Years? Decades?” 
 
    “Becky!” He finally shouted. “I did NOT suck some guy’s dick!” 
 
    Becky stood in front of him. She was breathing hard, and…she was smiling! 
 
    “Why are you smiling?” 
 
    “Because the truth is out. You are gay!” 
 
    Again, he started to shout, then his mind just sort of overloaded. He calmed down, didn’t shout. He said. “Let me make a drink and I’ll tell you the whole story.” 
 
    “Damn right you will! Wash your slimy cock off and put on a bathrobe. I’ll make the drinks.” 
 
    Becky ran for the kitchen and got down the Longbranch. She was giddy. She was laughing. She was trying to hold it in, but she couldn’t stop this feeling of victory. She had really caught her hubby at something. 
 
    Kent went into the bathroom and washed his penis. Then he pulled on a robe and walked down the hall to the kitchen. It was the walk of doom if ever there was one. He felt like a convict walking to the gas chamber. 
 
    He hadn’t given some guy a blow job, but he was going to have to come clean about what he had done, and that was turning his brain upside down. 
 
    Becky was sitting at the table with two Coke Highs. She had a very wan smile on her face, and her eyes were as alive as he had ever seen them. 
 
    “Have a seat, hon. Confess all.” 
 
    Kent sat, heavily, and sighed. He looked up at his wife and shivered. He was going to have to tell her. 
 
    “Okay. I, uh…jacked off. You were coming down the hall and I had a handful, and…I had to hide the evidence.” 
 
    She looked at him dubiously. “Bull puckey.” 
 
    “No, I swear. That’s all it was. I didn’t want you to know that I masturbated, so I…I…” words failed him. He had been drinking all night, but suddenly he was sober and wanted another drink or eight. 
 
    “Okay.” She wasn’t convinced, and masturbation wasn’t as wild as her original thought, but… “How often do you masturbate.” 
 
    “Hardly ever.” 
 
    “What’s hardly ever? In fact, give me your wrist.” 
 
    He groaned, but put out his hand. 
 
    Becky felt his pulse, then started asking questions. When his pulse jumped he lied, and she was surprisingly accurate in her little ‘lie detector’ method. 
 
    “Do you masturbate once a month?”  
 
    “No!” There was a large tick in his pulse. 
 
    “Do you masturbate once a week?” 
 
    “No!” Again, a tick. 
 
    “Do you masturbate two times a week?” 
 
    His head lowered. “Probably.” 
 
    His pulse was even. 
 
    But now she had him. She held to his wrist, wouldn’t let him take his arm back, and grilled him. 
 
    “Have you ever eaten your own cum before?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She didn’t feel his pulse speed up, but her intuition told her there was something more there. 
 
    “Have you ever eaten somebody else’s jism?” 
 
    “No!” He was visibly agitated. 
 
    “But you thought about it!” 
 
    “No.” He was almost crying. 
 
    Then she had it. “But you did think about eating your own.” 
 
    No pulse, but no protest. That was it. 
 
    “Look, a lot of guys think about it. We read porn and the guy gets addicted to his own semen, and he…you know?” 
 
    “No, I don’t know.” She let go of his wrist, sat back, sipped her drink. 
 
    “Well, we do. In porn women love it, it tastes so good, they gobble it by the dick full.” 
 
    “I always found it rather salty and bland.” She spoke wryly. 
 
    “I suppose,” he said miserably. 
 
    She reached forward and grabbed his wrist again. She looked him in the eyes and asked, “Do you want to eat it again?” 
 
    There was no pulse, but there was no answer, and the look in his eyes told her the truth. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    She stared at him for a long moment. She had her answer, she had solved her mystery.  
 
    And she felt this vast sense of happiness. A victory won. And she wondered about herself. 
 
    Why did the knowledge that her husband ate his own seed please her so much? 
 
    Almost unconsciously, she gripped her own wrist. She asked herself questions. She didn’t feel any pulse, but answers seemed to come to her. 
 
    Her hubbie was a horn dog. Well, of course he was. She had always known that. But he was more. He was a kink dog. 
 
    He had suppressed desires. 
 
    And…he wanted to explore them. He wanted to find out how bad, or good, he was. 
 
    And she was going to get to help him.  
 
    Oh, Lord, she almost came again at the thought. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Sunday. 
 
    Becky spent the morning sitting in front of the computer. She sat in a robe, drank coffee, and researched fetishes. 
 
    She typed in, ‘How many fetishes are there?’ 
 
    Google answered: According to ‘Forensic and Medico-Legal Aspects of Sexual Crimes and Unusual Sexual Practices’ there are 547 fetishes. 
 
    She began listing the types of fetishes, and she was shocked. Everything from ‘abasiophilia,’ which was the sexualizing of people with impairments. Handicap sex. OMG! To ‘frotteuristic disorder,’ which was rubbing up against a nonconsenting person. 
 
    She actually became a little ill at reading some of the fetishes. These would be the people so over the top they would end up in institutions. 
 
    But Kent was not of that caliber. There was a huge difference between something like sadism and eating your own…or was there? 
 
    She wrote down a list of the most innocuous fetishes, canceled any that still seemed too far out for her, and thought about the rest. 
 
    Kent spent the morning mowing the lawn, cleaning the pool, and generally fixing up around the house. His face was red. He had confessed all the night previous, but he was still embarrassed. 
 
    He had told his wife that he had eaten his own baby batter! What must she think of him? 
 
    He was cross cutting the lawn, his mind swirling with shame, and he heard her call. “Kent? Could you come here, please?” 
 
    Kent stopped the mower and entered the house.  
 
    He entered the computer room. He was wearing shorts, and he had a few blades of grass stuck to his legs. 
 
    Becky sat in the swivel chair, leaned back, and contemplated him. Her eyes went up and down his frame, and she suddenly snapped. “Go clean your filthy legs!” 
 
    Kent physically jerked. He left the room and headed for the mud room. He took off his shoes, washed his calves, then slipped on a pair of slippers. He returned to the computer room. 
 
    Becky was waiting, and she was shocked. Kent was in such a state, and he had responded instantly to her command. It gave her a sense of power. 
 
    He stepped into the room. His legs were now clean with a few drops of water on them. 
 
    She thought about her choices. She had to keep him going. She had to find out his fetishes, his triggers, what made him tick. 
 
    But she had to be careful. She didn’t want to ruin this game. 
 
    Her eyes went up and down and she inspected him closely. 
 
    And, the question in her mind, which question had to be answered quickly if she was going to pull this off: would he do what she said? 
 
    And, right on the heels of that realization, she knew what the first thing she was going to do to him was going to be. 
 
    She stood up and walked out of the room. “Come with me.” 
 
    She didn’t the command in a mean manner, she just stated it matter of factly, as if she expected him to comply and there was no question. 
 
    Confused, he followed her down the hall into the bedroom. 
 
    She told him to sit on the bed and she got out her nail kit. 
 
    He kicked off his slippers and sat down. He watched her with a light frown. He didn’t understand what was happening. 
 
    In truth, he was still totally messed in the mind over confessing what he had done. Something in him was telling him that if he just did what she told him she would forgive him. 
 
    She sat down at his feet, spread a towel over the spread, and placed his feet in the middle of the towel. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was not confident. 
 
    “You masturbated. You swallowed. You need to pay the price.” 
 
    “What price?” his voice was halting. 
 
    She didn’t answer except to say, “Shhh.” 
 
    She prepped his toes. Trimmed them, pushed the cuticles back, then began stroking a bright, red polish on them. 
 
    Kent’s mouth was so open a herd of flies could have flown in and out and he wouldn’t have noticed. 
 
    “What are you doing?” And his voice was almost pleading. 
 
    But pleading for? Or against? 
 
    She looked up at him and, glory be, his cock was upright. She smiled and reached up and held it for a moment. “I’m doing what you want, apparently.” 
 
    Kent tried to convince himself that he didn’t want this, he didn’t want his toenails painted, but his weenie was not about to go down. 
 
    Becky stroked down from the cuticle to the tip. Even strokes, and the polish went on in a smooth sheet. 
 
    Kent stared, aghast, and turned on. 
 
    “Now then, Kent. You will not masturbate again. Not without my express permission. 
 
    Kent stared at her. 
 
    She noted that his cock had jumped. It was another way, a better way, of telling if he was lying. Or, at least what he truly wanted in his heart of hearts. 
 
    “Of course,” she ad libbed, “you will get opportunities to masturbate. I know that once I close my legs you will be needing another form of release.” 
 
    “Close your…what?” 
 
    “Your days of willy nilly screwing are at an end. From here on out you will watch me get off, and suffer your punishment. 
 
    Boing! Boing! Boing! Kent’s cock jerked hard, and there was a little drop of pre-cum on the tip of his dong.  
 
    And he had just cum the night before! Holy mackerel! Becky thought. This really is the gift that keeps on giving! 
 
    “But, I don’t…” 
 
    She stopped painting and gave him a level look. “Your cock is community property, and I don’t want you wasting my half of the semen. So you are going on a diet. No cums. And the few cums you do get you will quickly dispose of in the manner you love.” 
 
    Kent’s heart was pounding. He didn’t know what to think. 
 
    “Yes, Kent. You are going to be a cumoisseur. I will occasionally, when I am not in the mood for my vibrator, make you eat your own squirt. And after you do, when you won’t be able to cum again but are still rock hard, that is when I will screw you.” 
 
    She looked back at his toes. “Do you understand?” 
 
    Kent did. And he gulped loudly. And he nodded. 
 
    Becky finished his nails. She stood up and gazed at his tootsies happily. They were quite pretty. Then she frowned. What wasn’t pretty was his body hair. 
 
    Would he follow her command again? 
 
    She had a feeling he would. He was not sotted, unable to stop. 
 
    “There’s a bottle of Nair in the medicine cabinet. Go get rid of your hair.” 
 
    Kent, still gulping, unable to take his eyes off his toes, got off the bed. Without looking at Becky, he walked into the bathroom. He found the Nair and slathered it over his body. He was a flexible sort, and he managed to reach every part of his body. Then he just stood there, like a dumb ox, and waited. 
 
    Becky went to the dresser drawer and got out her vibrator. Kent was staring at himself in the mirror, his dong bouncing like a kid on a trampoline. He didn’t see her put the vibrator under her pillow. 
 
    At fifteen minutes he stepped into the shower…and she dove onto the bed. 
 
    She grunted and slammed the vibrator down on her pussy. It would take him five minutes to finish his shower, and she intended to get off by then. 
 
    The sound of the water running. 
 
    Her hand pushed the dildo half into her pussy, reaming it around. Searching for that magic spot that resulted in an almost instant cum. 
 
    He had been in the shower but three minutes when she found it. 
 
    Her back arched and her mouth opened in a big O. Her eyes rolled back and her toes curled, and the orgasm swept over her. It was a big one, made big by the covertness of it. Long seconds passed and she remained in that white hot state, her mind obliterated by that almost electric sensation as she blew her cork. 
 
    It ended as the shower door opened. 
 
    She thrust the vibrator under her pillow and lay back and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    God! This was fun! 
 
    She looked over at Kent as he exited the bathroom. His body looked…pale. She hadn’t realized how dark hair made bodies look. 
 
    It was sexy. It was feminine, and she started getting more ideas. 
 
    Feminine. Like a woman. Painting his toes had been an inspiration, but it was also the seed of a plan. 
 
    But she needed to explore this plan before setting it in motion. 
 
    Kent got dressed, pulling his clothes on as he stared at her.  
 
    “Remember, Kent,” she cautioned. “No more jacking off.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “And you will do exactly as I tell you…or else.” 
 
    Or else what? It was a threat with no teeth, but in Kent’s mind it might as well have been the end of the world. 
 
    He pulled up his pants, struggling with a grimace to get his hard cock into a confined space. 
 
    She thought about a chastity tube and smiled. 
 
    Kent didn’t think at all. 
 
    He was simply gone.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Kent was aware of his feet. His heart pounded and his cock stirred. Nobody could see his red toes, but they had to know. They just had to know. 
 
    Still, he had to work. So, toes or no, he worked. He sat at his desk, he attended meetings, he tried not to sweat or be red-faced. And failed. 
 
    He was so disturbed that Jim Phelps, the boss, asked him if he was feeling okay. 
 
    “Sure, Jim.” 
 
    Jim looked at Kent and frowned. “Well, let me know if you’re coming down with something. 
 
    Finally, the day ended and Kent headed for home. And he almost got in an accident because he was thinking of his toes more than his driving. 
 
    Becky was waiting for him with a grin. She had been reading up on all sorts of things during the day. Slavery, sissies, feminization, femdom, chastity, spanking, and…spanking. 
 
    Kent walked in the door and she yelled out, “Kent! Get your ass down here!” 
 
    Kent didn’t know where she was. Her voice was coming from everywhere, like some omnipotent Goddess. 
 
    “Where are you?” 
 
    “In the basement!” 
 
    The basement? What was she doing there? But that explained why her voice was everywhere. It would come through every heating duct in the house. 
 
    Kent descended the stairs, reached the bottom, and stopped. 
 
    In the middle of the basement Becky was standing next to an old couch. She was wearing just black underwear and her lips were very red. She had broken the back of the couch off and had several lengths of ropes in her hands. 
 
    “What? What is this?” 
 
    She didn’t bother to answer his question. She merely said, “Take your clothes off and lay down.” 
 
    He had had half a boner most of the day from thinking about his red toe digits. Suddenly he had a full boner. Looking at the couch, seeing the ropes in her hands, noting the ping pong paddle on the chair at the end of the couch. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” He gulped and licked his lips, but couldn’t stop himself from advancing towards the couch. He left a trail of clothes behind him, and for the first time all day he wasnt’ thinking about his toes. 
 
    “Lay down. It’s time for your punishment.” 
 
    “What…what punishment?” he asked, laying down. His penis was so stiff he had to raise his butt. 
 
    “Your punishment for being a man.” 
 
    That made him blink. He didn’t realize that being a man was a punishable offense. 
 
    Quickly and efficiently she tied his wrists and ankles to the legs of the couch. 
 
    It was comfortable, except for his cock being out of place under him. 
 
    “Becky, I don’t—“ 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Becky was a strong woman, and she didn’t spare the muscle. 
 
    Kent thrust his buttocks down, and almost broke his penis in the process. Then he humped back up. 
 
    “Please—“ 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Time after time the paddle raised up only to fall. Kent’s ass showed the tiny dimples of the paddle’s rubber covering, he started to cry, and this only encouraged Becky. 
 
    Finally, her arm weary, she stopped. 
 
    Kent was laying, sobbing, his butt pooched up into the air. 
 
    Becky smiled. She was right once again, this had made him horny. 
 
    She arranged the chair in front of his face, sat in it, and scooted it forward. 
 
    Kent saw the pussy coming towards him through the waterfall of tears. He opened his mouth to object, and her vagina plastered right against his mouth. 
 
    Kent tried to breath, and had limited success. He began to gobble, and Becky laughed joyfully, then moaned. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Kent. Your punishment is working!” 
 
    The pain receding, Kent realized that it was. He was getting ever more hornier, and he pushed his face forward as best he could. 
 
    “Fu…fu…yes!” 
 
    Becky pushed the chair back. She was tired from swinging the paddle, and the orgasm she had just suffered had been downright debilitating. 
 
    She rested for a few minutes, then sat up. “You did well, Kent. Did you enjoy yourself?” 
 
    Kent said nothing. He didn’t. But his penis called him a liar. 
 
    Becky loosened the rope around one arm, then sauntered out of the basement. 
 
    Kent lay there, utterly exhausted. He managed to undo the rope on his other hand. Getting the bindings on his ankles loose, however, was a job and a half. He tried to contort his body, to reach the ankles. He shimmied down the couch, finally managed to fall off the end of the couch, which caused him to yelp when his ass hit the floor. But then he could undo the ties. 
 
    Moving gingerly, rubbing his ass, Kent staggered to the stairs and headed up to the house. 
 
    Becky was cooking dinner. she grinned at him when he staggered through the kitchen. 
 
    “How’s it going, Kent?” 
 
    “Oh,” he grunted. 
 
    He went out to the pool and slipped in. The water cooled his ass and he sighed and floated on his back. 
 
    “Here go, honey,” Becky handed him a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    He took it, sipped, and eyed her. “What is going on?” he asked. 
 
    “We’re re-establishing our relationship, honey. Do you like it?” 
 
    “I…no! My ass is sore.” 
 
    “I know. It probably feels like I did the other day, when I found out that you liked masturbating and snacking more than you wanted to make love to me.” 
 
    “No! I want you! You’re always my first choice.” 
 
    “Oh, how wonderful. I’m better than masturbation. You have no idea how wonderful that makes me feel.” 
 
    Her sarcasm was impossible not to pick up on and he flushed. “Look, I’m sorry, but you know that’s not true. 
 
    Becky slid out of her dress and slipped into the pool. She hugged him, kissed him, and one hand went to his rear end and softly massaged it. 
 
    “Poor Kent,” she murmured. “You love me, but you love masturbation. You hate being spanked, but your little weenie loves it.” 
 
    Kent sighed as her fingers took the heat out of his ass. He rested his head on her shoulder. “It’s not that,” he said. 
 
    “Well, what is it?” 
 
    “It’s not anything. I just…explored.” 
 
    “And that’s what we’re doing. And I think that exploring is fun. I like spanking you. And your situation, all horny with no relief in sight, makes me so hot. Heck, if I got much hotter steam would be coming from my pussy. 
 
    She reached between his legs and began stroking him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he mumbled. 
 
    Then she let go of him and got out of the pool. 
 
    “Where are you going?” He sounded desperate. 
 
    “Dinner is almost ready, honey.” 
 
    He watched her sexy, round ass sway as she walked across the pool area and into the house. 
 
    And she thought: hot and cold. Make him hot then cool him off. 
 
    It was advice from one of the fetish sites she had looked at on the net. 
 
      
 
    After dinner they watched TV for a while. They snuggled, and Becky played with him, keeping him on edge. By the time they went to bed he was dripping copiously. In fact, when he walked he was leaving drops on the floor. 
 
    “Honey. You’re going to have to clean up after yourself. We don’t want your protein marring the floorboards. 
 
    He thought about that while he went backwards on his hands and knees, wiping the floor up. Could semen ruin wood? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Then he bumped into the door jamb. 
 
    Becky chuckled. 
 
    But he had to go backwards when he moped the floor. If he went forwards he would leave a trickle behind. By going backwards he would leave a trickle, but instantly mop it up. 
 
    “Don’t drip on the rug,” Becky said. 
 
    Kent stood up and walked to the bathroom, one hand under his dripping dick. He flushed, then placed his palm under his dripping weenie as he approached the bed. 
 
    “You can’t sleep on this mattress dripping like that!” 
 
    “Well, uh…what can I do?” 
 
    Sighing, as if it was a chore, Becky got out of bed and handed him a pair of her underwear. 
 
    Dazed, he pulled the underwear up, and she slipped a pad into it. 
 
    Kent looked down at his puffy crotch. “I can’t do this,” he mumbled to no one. 
 
    “Shush. Get in bed.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he climbed in. She climbed in after him and spooned with him. 
 
    He lay there, her hand on his throbbing, pulsing peter. What was happening? What was she doing to him?  
 
    When he got up in the morning his pad was soaked. She handed him another one and stuffed several in his coat pocket. “You’ll have to check yourself during the day,” she explained. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Then she handed him nylons, a garter belt and a bra. 
 
    Kent looked at the underthings and cringed, but only a little. One of his fantasies was women’s underwear, so he put it on while Becky watched. 
 
    She made him make his own breakfast, mush, and she packed some oatmeal cookies for his lunch, and a little tub of cinnamon applesauce. 
 
    He walked out the door a little tilted. He got in the car and figured out how the peddles worked. then he put it in gear and started off down the street. 
 
    Becky laughed out loud. She hadn’t had so much fun in years. And it was so easy! 
 
      
 
    Kent functioned at work. Barely. He filled out reports, yawned a little, and his face was beet red. 
 
    “Are you sure, you’re all right?” Jim bent down and looked into Kent’s eyes. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Just a little tired. Tomorrow I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Again, Jim cautioned him about getting sick. Covid was still in the news, and the company wanted to be on the safe side of things. 
 
    Kent yawned again, and pooched his butt back a bit. He was leaking bad and it was time to change his pad. He walked away from Jim, to the restroom, and he was leaning slightly to the side. 
 
    All day long he had trouble thinking. His mind was on the kinky underthings, on his dripping weenie, on his red toes. 
 
    That night, when he got home, Becky again called him down to the basement. 
 
    He descended the stairs, took off his outer clothes and went to the couch and lay down. 
 
    Becky stared at him. He was out on his feet. 
 
    But he couldn’t sleep. He was in a curious type of sub-land where he was wired from the sexual lust inside him. He lay on the couch, his eyes red, and Becky giggled. 
 
    She realized that in this state spanking wasn’t going to do him. She walked around him, pondering, and finally came up with an idea. 
 
    She went upstairs and got her vibrator. She duc taped it to a small rod, and connected the rod to a motor. 
 
    She tied Kent’s limbs to the couch, then wrapped duc tape around his body, fixing him to the couch. 
 
    “What…what?” Kent’s eyes were bleary. 
 
    She started the machine up and Kent came awake, yelped, but couldn’t do anything. The machine kept turning over, and the rod kept going back and forth, and Kent blubbered and spoke gibberish. 
 
    Somewhere in his speeching was ‘let me out of here!’ 
 
    But, of course, Becky believed his stiff before she believed him. 
 
    She made sure he was well lubricated, checked on him every few minutes, and left him there for an hour. 
 
    Kent squirted, after a fashion. He was actually drained. Semen but no real orgasm. Becky marveled. She should have put a rubber on him, or some sort of drainage tube. All that semen wasted, when he could have had a good meal. 
 
    Finally, she released him. Kent lay on the couch, his eyes wide, his mind blasted. It took him an hour before he was able to get up and come upstairs. 
 
    “Hi, honey. How’s it going?” 
 
    Kent spouted nonsense, came and collapsed on the couch next to her. 
 
    Becky sat and played with him. She made him change his pads. He sat next to her, moaning, and she watched Survivor on TV. 
 
    Kent knew something was wrong, but he didn’t know what, and he couldn’t stop it. 
 
    He was a sexually motivated creature, and there was no way to refuse his urges. If he had just cum he would keep trying to cum. But he hadn’t cum, except by drip and by drool, and she wouldn’t let him orgasm. 
 
    One orgasm, that would be all it would take. Then he would be able to sleep. Then he would be cured. But she wouldn’t…let…him…have…one. 
 
    Kent lay awake all night. He did get a few minutes of sleep here and there, but his hard erection wouldn’t let him sleep. It was keeping him awake. 
 
    Becky snored easily, peacefully, happily. 
 
    Kent lay under the blankets and his penis made a tent. A tent that throbbed and pulsed and dripped. He had to get up several times to change his pad. 
 
    The next day he still yawned, but he didn’t feel the tiredness. Now he felt the sexual charge of energy. Now he was wired like he never had been before. 
 
    He went to work, thinking of his toes and underwear, and he bustled through work. 
 
    The sexual energy was transmuting. 
 
    Jim, unfortunately, wasn’t mollified. He sat down on the customer side of Kent’s desk and said, “You don’t look good.” 
 
    “Jim. Good buddy. I feel fine?” 
 
    His eyes were like headlamps, fixing on Jim, then skittering off him, then coming back. His hands were moving, tapping on the keyboard like it was a piano and he was Chopin. His mind was ten places at one: his red nails, his leaking cock, a line of energy that ran up the center of his chest, his garter snaps, his nights in the basement. And there was enough awareness left over to deal with clients. 
 
    Jim watched Kent work maniacally for a few minutes. He talked, but Kent blurted out answers before his questions were even complete. 
 
    Finally, Jim got up and left Kent’s office. Something was wrong here, but he didn’t know what. And how do you chastise a man who’s working too hard? 
 
    Kent laughed, all by himself, gleefully, and kept pounding on the keyboard. 
 
    After work Kent headed for home. He didn’t wait to be called. He headed down the stairs and ripped off his clothes. 
 
    Becky had ordered specialized furniture. She was handy with tools, had actually worked as a carpenter on college vacations, and she had constructed a special pillory. 
 
    The previous day she had had trouble with Kent squirming. No way that was going to happen again. 
 
    Kent lay down on a small rug and placed his hands and feet and head on a plank in round half holes. She closed the top plank over him, and he was caught. Because his legs were longer than his arms he had to push his butt way up in the air, and his package hung below his exposed bung hole. 
 
    She placed a condom on his weenie. 
 
    She set up the pole and the motor and turned it on. 
 
    Kent was caught, was unable to move, and the vibrator went back and forth. Becky lubed him up, a lot, and went upstairs to partake in her favorite hobby. With Kent so busy, and her limiting his sex, she needed lovers, and she was going through dating sites like they were going out of style. 
 
    Kent grunted as the pole went back and forth. He could feel his prostate being pressed, and it wasn’t long before he started spewing an endless stream of slime. Except it didn’t spew, it was caught by the condom, and the tip of the rubber grew larger and larger. 
 
    Kent stopped grunting and his mouth dropped open and he drooled from that end, too. His eyes were dazed, and he had a lone thought. 
 
    I’ve finally had enough. 
 
    But had he? He wasn’t complaining. He wasn’t telling Becky that he had had all that he could stand and he couldn’t stand no more. So had he had enough? 
 
    Something in his mind told him he had. 
 
    But something in his mind wouldn’t let him quit. 
 
    After a couple of hours Becky took him upstairs and fed him. 
 
    He wasn’t talking. He couldn’t put a sentence together. He drooled. 
 
    She sat him down and fed him like a baby. Actually spooning his food into his mouth. 
 
    His eyes wandered, thinking was beyond him. 
 
    After dinner she took him back into the basement. She put him on the couch this time, and tilted her chair up so he had to eat her. 
 
    He was quite willing. He wanted to. Eating her pussy had become all there was in the world. 
 
    Then she let him loose and they went upstairs. She took him to bed, and found that she had created an automaton. A fully on automatic fucking robot. 
 
    He wasn’t thinking, he wasn’t feeling, he was just a big weenie, pushing and shoving, ramming and jamming, unable to cum, but unable to stop. 
 
    Becky was in heaven. They might have had a good marriage before, but now it was perfect. Kent did what he was told. He emptied the garbage, cleaned the dishes, did the vacuuming…anything and everything she wanted, he did it. 
 
    And he did it without the constant talking and whining that men were guilty of when you tried to make them do simple things like cleaning a house. 
 
    And, on top of that, he fulfilled his sexual function endlessly. She would tell him to go softer, or move differently, and he would accommodate her. And he never came in her, leaving a big glop of goo for her to wipe out, and if he did leave a mess, he would clean it up without complaint, and even a certain degree of fervor. 
 
    And if that wasn’t enough, she had boyfriends! 
 
    And the days passed. On the weekends she took to dressing him up, full make up, and leaving him in the dungeon for hours on end. 
 
    During the week he went to work and worked. Maniacally, shuffling papers as if they were cards, possessed of an energy unbelievable. 
 
    Jimmy wanted to make him take a vacation. He could tell that something was going to bust in Kent. But Kent refused. He began showing up for work early, and he walked funny and sat down weird, and Jimmy never knew that he was wearing a butt plug. 
 
    Kent took to wearing light lipstick, and his nails, though polished with a clear polish, were a quarter inch too long. Except on the weekend when Becky transformed him. 
 
    Then Kent’s vacation arrived, and he had to take off work. 
 
     
 
    “You’re going to be home for three weeks?” 
 
    “Uh, yes,” he stared at her, in love, his tight skirt near busting from the poke of his cock. 
 
    Becky frowned. She didn’t want Kent home. She wanted the house to herself. And to whichever boyfriend she happened to prefer. 
 
    Kent didn’t know about her boyfriends. Kent just lived in his own sub-land of dripping frustration. 
 
    And would he have cared?  
 
    No. 
 
    He was locked into his own privations and excesses. 
 
    As long as Becky kept doing what she was doing he didn’t care about anything. 
 
    “Well, we’re going to have to do something about this.” 
 
    She called Jim and said Kent wanted to work. But Jim was worried about Kent. The last couple of months Kent had either stared into space, drooled, or worked and laughed like a maniac. 
 
    “Nope. Vacation is mandatory.” 
 
    It wasn’t, but he was going to make it so even if he had to lie. 
 
    Becky hung up the phone and looked sourly at Kent. 
 
    Kent was sitting at the kitchen table, ripping a magazine into tiny, little pieces. He was giggling. He was waiting for the fun and games to begin. 
 
    “Okay, Kent,” she sighed. “Let’s go.” 
 
    She led the way down to the basement. Kent skipped along behind her, giving a laugh every once in a while. 
 
    Becky looked around the basement. She had collected a lot of equipment the last few months, and she had used it all. So what could she do, what kind of new machine could she make? 
 
    Thinking on the fly, she pulled the couch to the center of the dungeon. She tied Kent’s ankles and wrists to the legs of the couch. 
 
    Kent lay on his belly, his butt up, his cock pointed downward as much as it could. 
 
    She arranged a machine behind him, started the pole going back and forth. 
 
    She set up a machine in front of him, put a small dildo to his mouth and started the machine up. 
 
    She put a machine under him, cut a hole through the couch and placed his cock in a suction tube. 
 
    She put cow milkers on his nipples. 
 
    Kent grunted and groaned with each new addition to his predicament. 
 
    Becky had two spanking machines, and she set them up, one on each side of the couch, one for each buttock. 
 
    When she was done Kent was in the center of a slew of machines, and the machines pounded into him, sucked him, teased him, spanked him. 
 
    Becky went to the front and watched the little dildo go in and out of Kent’s mouth. His eyes were crossed and there was no worry about lubrication. He was drooling more than a Saint Bernard. 
 
    She checked the other machines. She made sure he was super lubed at every orifice. 
 
    Then, sighing in satisfaction, she went upstairs. 
 
    Upstairs the doorbell rang, and she opened the door. 
 
    “Oh, baby!” Becky crowed.  
 
    The man was black, six foot six, and had the cock of a horse. It hung down to his knees like a firehose, his balls were the size of grapefruits, and when he shot his load it would take the head off a moose. 
 
    “Come on, baby.” 
 
    “What about your husband?” the man asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry, he’s quite busy.” 
 
    “I wasn’t worried,” and the big man’s eyes glinted. 
 
    Two minutes later they were in Becky’s bed, him holding her wrists down and pounding into her. Becky was groaning loud enough to wake the dead, and the big man was showing a huge slice of grin. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs, in the gloom of the basement, Kent was finally and truly getting fucked. All of his fetishes were being addressed. He was not just in sub-land…he was in sub-heaven. 
 
    His holes were being rubbed intimately and thoroughly. 
 
    He could feel the little cock sliding in and out of his throat. The big cock was pushing on his prostate like a fat lady bouncing on an exercise ball. The tubes underneath him sucked the gism out of him as fast as he could produce it. 
 
    And his head…his head, in that wonderful heaven of sexual completion, was not thinking. 
 
      
 
    If a man gets no sleep for fourteen days he dies. Sad fact, but true. 
 
      
 
    If a man cums and can’t stop cumming, eventually, he will break down. 
 
    And he will die. 
 
     
 
    Kent had broken down. His mind stopped working and all his senses focused on the in and the out, the back and the forth, the squirt and the rump and the exploding nipples and… 
 
    Kent finally ran out of semen. The gift that keeps on giving had finally given out. 
 
    When the semen dried up he still tried to squirt, and his balls started to implode. They shrank, shriveled, and became hard, little walnuts, and then petrified raisins, and then…the body having no reproductive system lost its motivation for life. 
 
    His throat couldn’t swallow, things were going the wrong way in his butt, his balls had turned into black holes. 
 
    Slowly, his body shut down. Organ by organ it stopped functioning. 
 
    Kidneys, liver, and, finally, the heart. 
 
    Tick tock…tick tock…tick…tick…ti— 
 
    Kent closed his eyes. He had been literally fucked to death. 
 
    A couple of hours later Becky woke up. Her pussy was stretched as it had never been. Her nipples were sucked half off her boobs, and were big and swollen and distended. Even her lips were bloated and sore from the big man’s constant attention. 
 
    But he was gone. 
 
    She missed him already, and she wondered, in a vague manner, how Kent was doing. 
 
    She rose, put on a night gown, and walked through the house and down the stairs. 
 
    The machines were still making their machine sounds. Chugging and poking and sucking and doing what they were designed for. 
 
    “Hey, Kent.” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “Kent?” 
 
    She approached him, and a dull shock went through her.  
 
    He wasn’t moving. He wasn’t grunting and groaning and carrying on. 
 
    “Kent?” 
 
    She turned off the machines and went to the end of the couch where his head lay motionless. 
 
    Kent?” 
 
    She lifted his head, saw the blank eyes. She looked down to his cock and saw that it was, finally, limp. 
 
    He was dead. 
 
    “AIEEEEEE!” Becky screamed, and kept screaming. 
 
    Kent lay motionless, immune to scream and even sexual abandon. 
 
    Kent had been fucked off the earthly plane of existence. 
 
    Gone. 
 
    He had been murdered by the heaven of his dreams. 
 
    Neighbors eventually called the police to report the weird wailing, screaming issuing from the basement. They carted Becky away to an asylum. She would receive care, shock treatment, and even a frontal lobotomy. 
 
    As for Kent, he was buried, and he became a sort of legend. 
 
    School kids visited his grave, and they scratched on his headstone: 
 
      
 
    Here is a man named Kent. 
 
    Instead of cumming he went. 
 
     
 
    And lest you feel sorry for Kent, don’t. He lived the life he lived, and he finally received what every man wants. 
 
      
 
    END
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Watch this!” Tom pointed across the yard with his chin. 
 
    “Watch what?” Jon turned and looked.  
 
    Tom was pointing at his wife, Linda. 
 
    Linda was a class A babe. Her hair was a golden waterfall splashing on her shoulders. She had blue, agate eyes and a smile that was ready for anything. 
 
    She was sitting at a table talking with two girls on the other side of the pool. Suddenly she jerked, looked around, spotted Tom and a fierce look crossed her face. She made a cutting motion across her throat with her fingers. Knock it off! 
 
    Tom chuckled. 
 
    Jon had no idea what was going on. He looked at Tom, “What just happened.” 
 
    Tom turned to him and grinned. “My wife is wearing a remote control vibrator.” 
 
    Jon’s mouth opened in surprise. “Now? In her…her…” 
 
    “Yep. Go get us a couple of cold beers and I’ll show you again.” 
 
    Jon walked/ran around the corner of the pool and picked up a couple of bottles of Golden Monkey. He brought them back, opened them, and handed one to Tom. 
 
    “Now talk,” he demanded. 
 
    “It’s simple. It’s a remote controlled device, fits right inside her. I’ve got the fob right here,” he held up a little piece of plastic that looked like a car key. “I press the red button and she gets a ride. I can control the duration and intensity.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    “Nope.” The two men sipped their beers and Tom watched his wife and waited. When he thought she was not expecting it, he murmured, “Here we go.” 
 
    He pressed the red button and Linda almost lost control. Her elbow slipped on the table, her cross leg slipped off her other leg, and her head gave a choppy waggle. 
 
    Tom snickered, and couldn’t stop. 
 
    Again, Linda looked at him. She shook her head and waved a finger in the negative. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jon muttered. 
 
    Done with his fun, Tom turned and led the way to the house. As they walked he explained. “I bought the cheap model. The expensive one fits inside and can be controlled from your cell phone. You just move your finger up and down and your girl is taken from a quivering mind splat to a full on orgasm. 
 
    “An orgasm? Really?” 
 
    “Sure. I can get Linda to the big O, but it takes a while. But she doesn’t like me to do that unless she’s really in the mood. She really likes wearing the thing, but she doesn’t like it when I go to the highest setting. Imagine sitting and talking with your friends and all of the sudden you’re exploding in an orgasm.” 
 
    Jon could imagine it. He could imagine squirting his brains out, uncontrollably, and it sounded like the greatest thing since dehydrated water. 
 
    “And there’s no danger?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    The hot dogs and hamburgers were done and the men stood at the table and loaded paper plates with mac and cheese and scorched wieners. 
 
    “The one I’ve got—like I say, it’s not an expensive model—we’ve brought her to the big O lots of times. But usually just when we’re fooling around at home. This is the first time she’s agreed to have it inside her while we’re out. That’s why I’m really careful. A zap here and there. She loves it, as long as it is done in moderation and she isn’t brought to a toe curling, boob quivering orgasm. 
 
    “What’s the high end model like?” 
 
    “It’s a little more expensive, but you can slide it up and down, and you can control the types of vibrations. You can set it on low and leave it, or you can blast your woman and she’ll cum on the spot.” 
 
    “Wow!” Jon licked his lips. He would love to have that kind of power over his wife. 
 
    For a half hour Jon and Tom sat and ate and drank and talked about the amazing little ‘love app.’ 
 
    Then Tom took him back to the pool and he zapped Linda a couple of times. 
 
    Jon was beside himself. He had to have one of these doo hickies! He could just imagine making Karen squirt on command. 
 
    ‘Honey, do you love me? Then here you go. ZAP! Oh…ah…fuck!” 
 
    Or, ‘Baby, you didn’t do the dishes so…here you go!” 
 
    “BAM! full orgasm. Her lying on the floor at his feet, clutching her groin and groaning. ‘I’m sorry! I’ll do the dishes promptly! Please don’t zap me again!’ 
 
    But he would, of course. Women not only needed that sort of control. They needed to mind, or else! 
 
    Heck, he could call her when he wanted her, make her be quiet when he was talking…he could do anything! 
 
    “Show me again,” Jon asked intently. 
 
    Tom was only too happy to, and across the pool Linda grabbed her groin, and tried to disguise her movements. When she looked at Tom, begging for mercy, her eyes were dazed. 
 
    Tom laughed. He waved and gave a nod.  
 
    “I guess that’s about it for the night. I don’t want to over use it. Women can get upset if you take them too far.” 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “One time I made her squirt when she didn’t want to. Man, was she pissed.” 
 
    Jon thought about that. What if he made Karen orgasm, and kept her there. He would expect her to be thankful. He certainly wouldn’t let up just because she got a little whiny. 
 
     
 
    The party over, Jon and Karen headed for home. They were pleasantly high, listening to the radio, and Jon suddenly said, “I’m going to buy you a special present.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” She leaned against him. “What kind?” 
 
    “It’s a remote control vibrator.” 
 
    She moved away from him, turned and stared. “What?” 
 
    “It works off an app. You wear it, and I can give you pleasure whenever I want. I could even be at work and you’d have yourself a wonderful sexual experience.” 
 
    Never having seen a remote controlled vibrator, Karen was suspicious, but curious. Jon often had these ‘;bright ideas,’ but this sounded interesting. 
 
    “I could give you a little tickle whenever I wanted.” 
 
    “Whenever?” 
 
    “Sure. We could be shopping for groceries. You reach up for the oatmeal and…zzzz! Your knees grow weak as I make love to you remotely. Or maybe we’re taking a walk at the park and…zzzz! You get a nice, little orgasm.” 
 
    Karen giggled.  
 
    “It’s a remote controlled sexual experience. I could zap you, or you could zap yourself, and we could have so much fun.” 
 
    Karen smiled. The way Jon was describing it, clean, wholesome fun.  Then she frowned. “There’s got to be a catch. What if I didn’t want to cum?” 
 
    “Then I wouldn’t use it.” 
 
    Inside he was chuckling. Yeah, when I zap you you’ll be begging for more! You’ll be a quivering mass of jiggling jello, and I’ll be your savior! 
 
    “Well, I mean, what could it hurt, right?” 
 
    “Right! Lots of fun and laughs, I’ll look into it tonight, just as soon as we get home. 
 
    “Well, not as soon,” she replied, giving a little blush. 
 
    He grinned. Man, this was going to be good. Just talking about it had got her all hot and bothered.  
 
    “Oh, yes. Maybe I’ll wait a few minutes. Like an orgasm or two! 
 
     
 
    At home Jon did his duty, gave Karen a wonderful big orgasm, then, he was so excited by the idea of remote controlled orgasms, he didn’t even bother to finish himself. He just leaped out of her, causing a gasp, and ran for the computer. 
 
    On the net he found a variety of remote controlled devices. And he found a lot of people had written reviews.  
 
    ‘My wife blesses the day I found this little beauty!’ 
 
    ‘I’m in control. When I say squirt…she squirts.’ 
 
    ‘I walk tall these days, and my wife walks three feet behind me and waits for me to press the button!’ 
 
    And, Jon’s favorite review, which was from a wife. ‘Thank God! Now I’m satisfied every day! All day! The person who invented this is a saint!’ 
 
    A saint. He actually giggled and thought of himself being crowned by angels and called ‘Saint Jon.’ 
 
    He selected a remote control device called ‘The Whizzer Bomb.’ The ad said he could cause massive orgasms. Orgasms so big his wife would lose control of her bowels! 
 
    It wasn’t all that expensive, so he ordered two of them. One for each hole, and even put them on overnight delivery. 
 
    Man, was he going to have fun. And he could just imagine Karen on her knees, hugging his legs, begging him to zap her again. And again and again. 
 
    Click, he pressed the cursor and the order went through. 
 
      
 
    Jon went to work the next day, and he had a tough time concentrating. The Whizzer Bombs would be waiting when he got home, and that made him shiver with excitement. 
 
    He could just imagine Karen putting them in her orifices and him making her dance, and beg, and plead for him to do her again. Again, Jon, please, again! 
 
    Finally, work was over and he rushed home. 
 
    But they weren’t there.  
 
    He was disconsolate, but realized that he had ordered too late at night for them to deliver next day. So he had to wait 24 more hours. 
 
    Karen laughed at him. “Oh, poor boy! You’d think we were going to use the thing on you.” 
 
    He blinked. “On me?” 
 
    “Sure. I was reading the instructions, and they say they work vaginally or anally. So, why not?” 
 
    That was a weird thought. He didn’t know if he wanted anybody messing with his heinie. After all, women, they were used to putting things in themselves. But, a guy? Hmmm. 
 
    But Karen didn’t bring it up again. She just laughed at his horniness. 
 
    “You didn’t squirt last night. No wonder you’re in boner city.” 
 
    And it was true. 
 
    He was erect and ready, and in a state of perpetual sexual excitement. 
 
    But, taking pity on him, Karen took him in the bedroom and played with him for a while. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t torture me! Get me off!” 
 
    But Karen stroked him, stuck her pinkie in his butt hole, and dragged it out. 
 
    But she didn’t squirt him. 
 
    And he felt a slight irritation. He didn’t like being controlled like that. He wanted to be the one in control. 
 
    Well, he would show her. Just wait until he had her at the mercy of his app! He’d show her then! 
 
      
 
    The next day Jon was again a shivering wreck at work. Having had a near orgasm it was bad, but…nothing else to do about it. 
 
    Working on a spread sheet he would suddenly find himself daydreaming. Karen on a leash…an invisible leash…shivering and crying out. ‘Please, honey! Give me another orgasm!’ 
 
    Even during a department meeting his mind wandered. Karen fanning him with a big ostrich feather as he held up the app and teased her. ‘Please, master, take me to paradise!’ And he would give in and press the— 
 
    “You should liaise with sales on that. What do you say, Jon?” 
 
    Jon was caught. He came back to the here and now and struggled to figure out what the boss had been talking about. 
 
    After the meeting Tom approached him. “Man, you were out there. What were you thinking about?” 
 
    “I’m thinking about the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “You got one! Fantastic!” 
 
    Jon grinned, and the two men chuckled and chortled as they considered the possibilities. 
 
      
 
    Jon checked out early, he was so excited. He drove home in a daze, thinking about the joy he was about to give. His wife was going to be so happy when he was done with her! 
 
    He entered the house at a sprint and yelled out, “Karen! Did it get here?” 
 
    Karen came out of the bedroom with a big smile on her face. “Come on. I was just going to open it.” 
 
    Jon ran to the bedroom and stared at the box on the bed. 
 
    It wasn’t a big box, but the dynamite it must hold…he couldn’t stop grinning. 
 
    “Okay, here we go.” Karen inserted a fingr under the wrapping paper and lifted. The paper came off the package and they looked at the inside box. It was black and shiny and the ‘Whizzer Bomb!’ logo was on one side. On the other side was a caution about over using it. 
 
    “That’s dumb,” Jon pointed at the caution. “That’s just the insurance companies doing their thing.” 
 
    Karen, being excited to see a real, live Whizzer Bomb, didn’t even notice the warning. She opened the lid and dumped the contents of the box on the bed spread. 
 
    There were two separate Whizzer Bombs. They were bright pink and one end was like a sort of a weird looking tear drop. They were about an inch in diameter, and the other end was just a small teardrop. 
 
    Jon picked up one and Karen picked up the other. They held them up to the light and turned them and examined them. 
 
    “So this is them,” observed Jon.  
 
    “This is they,” answered Karen.  
 
    Jon picked up one of the remotes, it was just like a car fob, and he pressed the red button. 
 
    ZZZZZZZ! The Whizzer Bomb in Karen’s hand buzzed and startled her so much she dropped it. Then they both laughed. 
 
    She picked it up, took the fob from Jon and tried it out. The thing actually danced across her palm. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” Jon licked his lips. 
 
    Karen held the thing against her pussy. She was dressed, with material between the device and her flesh, but she could really feel it. It shimmied and shook and she felt the thrill shoot through her groin. 
 
    “Oh, wow!” She stared at Jon, happiness write upon her face. 
 
    Jon took his Whizzer bomb and held it against his groin and repeated her experiment.  
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Then he looked at his wife. “Quick, put it in!” 
 
    Karen took off her dress, then she pushed her panties off.  
 
    Jon licked his lips again and stared at his wife’s big honkers. This was making him so incredibly horny. 
 
    Karen sat on the bed and spread her legs. She looked up at him with a naughty look on her face. “Hold my lips apart, honey, make it easy for me.” 
 
    Jon almost came as he bent down and took his wife’s labia and  pulled them apart. 
 
    Karen gave a groan, she liked being played with, and she slipped the large pink end of the Whizzer Bomb into her depths. 
 
    Jon let go of her lips and stood up and stared at her.  
 
    “Now take it easy on me, honey. I don’t want to break anything down there.” 
 
    “Heck,” he said, “You can’t break a pussy!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    Jon pushed the buzzer. Fortunately, he had it on a low setting. They couldn’t hear the vibrations going on inside her, but she jerked, started to fall back, but Jon caught her hand and pulled her upright, so she collapsed into his arms. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, Lord Heysoos!” 
 
    Jon held and grinned. He increased the intensity of the device and Karen started bucking and whining. “Oh…Jon! Please!” 
 
    But whether she was asking him to please stop it, or please increase it, Jon didn’t know. But he knew what he wanted, and he increased the power. 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    They still couldn’t hear it, but Karen shivered and shook and collapsed. She could no longer control her body. 
 
    “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…” 
 
    Jon maxed out the device and Karen suddenly grunted, and her body arched so hard he couldn’t hold onto her. She fell back on the bed, her eyes rolling and her toes curling. 
 
    For a long minute she just quivered and moaned, then the orgasm broke. 
 
    Jon let off on the trigger and watched his wife slowly come back to life. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she whispered at last. “I can’t believe…that was so fucking incredible!” 
 
    “Do you want it again?” 
 
    “No! Please, no. Let me recover.” 
 
    Jon was disappointed. He wanted to Whizzer Bomb her out of her mind right then. But she had a hold of his wrist and took the fob out of his hand. 
 
    He watched as she groaned and bent a bit and held her labia apart. 
 
    “Take it out. Please.” 
 
    Jon gripped the small end of the vibrator and slowly pulled. It started to come out, then he grinned and pushed it back in. 
 
    Karen jerked, and sighed and looked at him. 
 
    He pulled it half out, wiggled it, and pushed it in again. 
 
    Having just cum Karen wasn’t all that happy. She was done. 
 
    “Stop it, stop it!” 
 
    And, finally, Jon did. He pulled the device out and held it up. It was so harmless looking. A little wet, but it just hung from his fingertips and looked like a vegetable or something. 
 
    Karen lay back on the bed and sighed. “Oh, Lord. We’re going to do this again.” 
 
    Jon reached down and touched her pussy. 
 
    “No! No! I’ve had enough.” 
 
    Then she sat up and gave him a half glare. “And when I ask you to stop…you stop!” 
 
    “Aw, honey.” He smiled, handed her the Whizzder Bomb, and thought, Oh, baby. Next time we’re going for the gold. I won’t stop until you’ve had all the orgasms your body can stand! 
 
     
 
    That night Karen was relaxed and even glowing. She had been satisfied in a way that not even Jon’s penis could do. 
 
    Oh, she wouldn’t give up Jon’s dong, but the Whizzer Bomb had definitely opened up her mind on sex. 
 
    The dick is dead, long live the plastic dick! 
 
    Jon couldn’t stop grinning. The way she had exploded, and she had orgasmed for so long! It was great. 
 
    In an odd way, it hade him feel more manly. He had pleased his woman. Wasn’t that what it was all about? And he wasn’t even thinking of his own pleasure, even though his dick was throbbing like a choo choo train. 
 
    Karen, however, brought it up. 
 
    “We have to get you off?” 
 
    “Why?” he said, expansively. 
 
    “Because you didn’t cum the other night, and I just had the most glorious orgasm, and…don’t you think it’s time you had a little fun?” 
 
    “Well, probably, but I’m so excited about this Whizzer Bomb thing I don’t care. Want to try it again after dinner?” 
 
    Karen shook her head. “Look, it’s great, but I don’t want to go crazy on it.” 
 
    Jon snickered. “Go crazy. Yeah. You really did. You should have seen yourself. You were totally gone.” 
 
    Karen blushed a little. “Well, yeah. But…when are we going to use one on you?” 
 
    “What? On me?” He was actually confused. 
 
    “Yes. You did buy two. That’s his and hers, right?” 
 
    Jon protested, “No!, Those are girl vibrators. I bought an extra one because you have two holes.” 
 
    “That just proves they can be used up the heinie. So why can’t we put one up your heinie?” 
 
    “Because I’m a dude! I’m a man! Men don’t put things up their back ends!” 
 
    “Why not?” She grinned in a sly manner. “You sure like it when I poke around back there with my finger.” 
 
    “There’s a big difference between a finger and a pecker.” 
 
    “Plastic pecker. And not really a pecker. It’s shaped more like a fish or something.” 
 
    “Fish, pecker, whatever. You ain’t gonna make a gay out of me!” 
 
    That ended the conversation, though Karen wasn’t happy. He expected her to put one up her back side, yet he wouldn’t put one up his own. Talk about a double standard! 
 
      
 
    The week progressed slowly. Jon was harder than a drive shaft, but he wasn’t concerned with that. In fact, it was sort of fun to walk around all drippy. 
 
    What he was concerned with was another session with the Whizzer Bomb in her vagina. 
 
    That had been so much fun. The way he had blow her mind, the way she had just lain there, her pussy quivering like it was having an earthquake…he wanted to do that again! 
 
    He went to work throbbing, kissing her good bye and seeing her laying on the bed, jerking uncontrollably, her pussy exploding in goodness.  
 
    He came home, almost shaking with the desire to use the Whizzer Bomb and make her squirt. 
 
    Yet Karen just didn’t seem all that excited. She had had her massive orgasm, and though she wanted another one, she wasn’t all that excited about doing it right away. 
 
    “Why not?” Jon kept asking her. 
 
    She would patiently reply, “You’d get tired of steak every night. Give it some time. 
 
    Yet, by the next weekend his constant entreaties had broken her down. They were getting ready to go over to Tom and Linda’s for a little barbecue and drinks. It was to be a small party, just them and two other couples. Not a drunken blast like the weekend previously. 
 
    “Now, remember,” Karen cautioned, as she sat on the bed and prepared to insert the toy into her hole. “You take it easy. Tease me a little, get me horny, and then later, at home, we can go a little crazy.” 
 
    Jon nodded, grinned, and helped her insert the device. 
 
    They drove over to Tom and Linda’s, and he managed to restrain himself. 
 
    Though he was dying on the inside, so anxious to make her jump and squirm. 
 
    The other two couples were Bob and Lucy, and Jim and Tammy. They all knew each other, so it was a nice, relaxed time. They all drank beer, good beer, Golden Monkey beer, and they laughed and joked and talked about various things. 
 
    Jon called Tom to the side, and when Tom joined him Jon snickered. “Watch this.” 
 
    Jon held up the fob and Tom’s mouth opened. “Now? She’s wearing it now?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Jon did start off easy. That much could be said for him. He had hooked the Whizzer Bomb up to his cell phone, and he called up the screen. He tapped the phone face twice. 
 
    Across the patio Karen jumped a little, then straightened up. She looked around, but Jon and Tom were behind a hedge. 
 
    Karen put her face in her hands and shook her head. 
 
    Jon and Tom couldn’t stop giggling. 
 
    Jon moved his finger and the blip on the cell screen jumped. 
 
    And Karen tried not to jump. But she looked uncomfortable. Jon had gone a little heavy on that one. 
 
    Karen looked around, her mouth open to yell at Jon to stop, but he and Tom were laughing hysterically on the other side of the hedge. 
 
    The other two couples, and Linda, hadn’t noticed Karen’s alarm, and they chatted on. They were talking about how dishonest the government was, and no eyes were on Karen. 
 
    Jon sneaked a look, then flipped the blip on the screen to the highest intensity. It was only a second, but Karen stood up, then collapsed back. 
 
    “You okay, Karen?” asked Linda. 
 
    “Oh, I’m fine. Just fine. I was just straightening out my dress.” Her face was flushed, her expression was flustered, her mind was flabbergasted. 
 
    She had told Jon to take it easy, but he had really zapped her. If it had been longer than a second she would have cum right in her panties. She looked around, desperate to find him, to signal him not to do anymore. But he was nowhere. He must be in the house. 
 
    She started to get up, but Jon zapped her, and he started to ride the blip on the screen. Up and down, quick and fast, slow and easy. 
 
    Karen sat, shivered, and held herself with her arms. 
 
    “Karen?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t. 
 
    “Let me get you some water,” Bob asked. 
 
    She nodded, though she wasn’t aware of it. Her awareness was totally caught up by the way her pussy was heating up. The vibrations in her vagina were causing her to lose control of her body. Then, when Jon, wherever he was, lightened up, she would try to stand up, and he would zap her again. 
 
    Across the pool Jon and Tom were in hysterics. Every time Karen tried to stand he would zap her, and she would collapse back in her chair. 
 
    The others were on their feet now, solicitous, concerned, and asking what they could do to help. 
 
    “Nu…nu…nothing,” Karen stated, her teeth chattering. She was about to have an orgasm. 
 
    Jon went up and down with the controls. 
 
    Karen started humping the air. 
 
    Everybody stood back. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Is she okay? Karen? Are you okay?” 
 
    Karen tried to talk, but she couldn’t figure out how to use her mouth anymore. Her whole body was jerking back and forth. 
 
    Jon, holding his gut with one hand, slid the blip down to nothing. 
 
    Karen lay there, breathing hard, slowly regaining her eyesight. 
 
    “I think…I need to go…” 
 
    She stood up and staggered along the edge of the pool. 
 
    Tom nudged Jon, and Jon looked around the hedge and saw Karen walking along the side of the pool. 
 
    He looked at Tom, Tom nodded, and he put the slider up to the top and held it. 
 
    Karen lost control of her pussy, and her limbs, and her whole body. 
 
    “AHHHH!” she yelled, and she fell to the side, knew not where she was falling, but…right into the pool. 
 
    Tom and Jon couldn’t believe it! They laughed hysterically, almost maniacally, and then Jon finally realized he was going to have to do something before Karen drowned. He let up on the cell phone and ran to help Karen. 
 
    Karen went under the water and into heaven. The orgasm blasted through her so hard she didn’t even care if she drowned. She just floated under the surface, instinctively holding her breath, but only aware of how pleasant everything was. 
 
    Under the water her hips humped back and forth like she was fucking the world’s biggest dick. 
 
    Everybody had rushed to the side and Jim jumped into the water and pulled her to the surface. 
 
    She was choking, and drowning, and her eyes were dazed. The others pulled her out of the pool, and she lay on the side, and Bob started giving her mouth to mouth. One of the girls was pressing on her chest, on her tits, and she tried to push everybody back. 
 
    The orgasm was over, and she was just…hurt. 
 
    Jon had done this. Why had he done this? 
 
    Jon rushed into the group, pushed the others aside. Yes, he was a horny pervert, but he really loved his wife. 
 
    “Karen? Honey?” 
 
    “Let me up,” she mumbled. She was weak, her body was drained of strength, but she managed to get to her feet. 
 
    Everybody looked at her. “I’m going to the bathroom now,” she whispered. Her world was shattered, she was distraught, and she couldn’t believe Jon had done this to her. 
 
    Oh, she knew Jon was sorry now. He was kind and solicitous and apologetic, but…but he had done this to her. She was soaked, her pussy hurt, and she was totally mortified. 
 
    She pushed off hands and headed for the house. She was regaining strength now that the device was turned off. 
 
    Jon followed, and they heard the others whispering something about epileptic seizures. 
 
    “Honey! I’m sorry! I was just having fun!” 
 
    “And you didn’t think about me having fun, or being embarrassed.” She didn’t look back at him, just shrugged off his helping hands. 
 
    “I know! I got out of control, but I didn’t realize that you were having such a hard time? I mean, it was only an orgasm!” 
 
    She whirled on him. “Only an orgasm. Only an orgasm.” Her disdain for him was a slap in the face, and he started to realize the depth of his betrayal. 
 
    She continued into the bathroom and he managed to follow her. He closed the door while she broke into tears. 
 
    He tried to put his arms around her but she pushed him off and turned to the sink. She washed her face, disguising the tears with faucet water. 
 
    “Honey, I am so sorry! I thought it was going to be fun. I thought you were having fun. I was stupid and I’m sorry a thousand times over.” 
 
    “Fuck you,” she muttered. 
 
    She took off her blouse and wrung it out. 
 
    Jon looked at her massive mammaries and licked his lips, then remembered how contrite he was. 
 
    “Look, I know I screwed up. I didn’t mean to, everything just got out of control.” 
 
    Karen cried softly, then stopped. She had to go home. She had to get out of here. 
 
    “Go tell the others I’m all right. Tell them I had…had a seizure or something. I just need to go home.” 
 
    Jon nodded, happy to be able to at last do something for Karen. 
 
    “Okay. Just stay here.” 
 
    “No. I’ll be out at the car.” 
 
    Jon left. On the patio he explained that everything was all right, that Karen had apparently had a seizure and they would be talking to doctors first thing tomorrow. They were leaving, and, no need to come see them off. 
 
    The others, concerned all understood. 
 
    Except for Tom, who simply stood at the back of the group, his lips compressed so he didn’t laugh, and gave Jon a thumbs up. 
 
    Jon felt guilty, but he also took a small victory at Tom giving him the thumbs up. 
 
    It had been cool, after all. Even though he had screwed up, he had made Karen cum so hard she had fallen in the pool. 
 
    But he was careful not to show any trace of exultation. He just said good bye and hurried out front. 
 
    Karen was in the car, soaked and crying. 
 
    Jon started the car up and drove home. He kept apologizing and saying he was sorry, but Karen seemed to ignore him. 
 
    Finally, Jon sighed. He had screwed up, and that was probably the end of the Whizzer Bomb. 
 
    Damn. Just when it had gotten good!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    At home Karen got out of her clothes and took a shower. She soaped herself thoroughly, somehow feeling unclean, and dried herself off. 
 
    She had stopped crying, but she was still about as hurt as she had ever been. 
 
    That Jon had been so inconsiderate, so mean, was a major betrayal. 
 
    She knew he loved her. And she loved him. Just because a man screws up doesn’t undo a woman’s love. 
 
    Maybe if he was a criminal, or a drug addict or something…but he wasn’t. He was just stupid. He was like a little boy with an obsession. So she loved him, but…the scales had to be balanced. He had to learn consequences. He had to come face to face with his cruelties if he was ever going to be a fit husband. 
 
    That thought in her mind, she went to bed, refused to cuddle, and lay awake for hours. Misery has that effect on people. 
 
    The next day she awoke early and puttered around the house. Tears were done, but her hurt feelings were not. 
 
    Jon was extraordinarily quiet. He knew he had screwed up. 
 
    But, like a man, he still had a big boner. He hadn’t cum for over a week. He had been getting his sexual jollies on his fantasies, and now he was feeling the pinch. 
 
    He needed to cum. 
 
    Karen wasn’t interested in his cumming. At all. 
 
    Mid morning she called Linda and they had a long and intense conversation about men and their foibles.  
 
    “I had a feeling that was what had happened,” confessed Linda. Tom tried the same thing with me, but he didn’t get out of control.” 
 
    “I’m so embarrassed,” said Karen. 
 
    “Don’t be. It’s men. They are that stupid. And don’t worry. I’ll explain to the other girls, and, by the way, I’m going to send you an email with something in it.” 
 
    Karen thanked her and hung up. An hour later she checked her email and found the message from Linda. It had a link to the Whizzer Bomb company, and Karen almost deleted the message. But Linda had said there would be something of extreme interest to her in the email, so she forced herself to read it. Then, halfway through, she saw what Linda had sent her, and she didn’t have to force herself to read it. Now she was interested. 
 
    And she ended up making an order. 
 
      
 
    Jon walked the straight and narrow. He mowed the lawn and washed the windows. He did the dishes, something he never did, and even mopped the floor and cleaned the bathroom. 
 
    He was in a state of extreme amendments. He waited on Karen hand and foot. He did chores around the house. He even bought her a couple of boxes of chocolates. 
 
    And always, in his eyes, was the hang dog look of a man who had really screwed up and just wanted forgiveness. 
 
    Karen accepted his apologies, but not really, and waited. 
 
    She got a delivery, a small box, and she opened it up in the bathroom, Jon out mowing the lawn. She shook out another Whizzer Bomb, but this one was different. 
 
    She hooked the thing to her cell phone, then added the app. She looked at the devilish thing, and smiled. Jon could do amends until the day he died, and she would still be upset. But this little doodad was going to fix everything. This version of the Whizzer Bomb was going to teach him a lesson. 
 
    She held the new Whizzer Bomb in her hand and tapped the screen of her cell phone. 
 
    CLICK! four, little flanges extended from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb. They weren’t huge, but extended as they were, like little shelves, there was no way this Whizzer Bomb was going to come out until she decided. 
 
    Snickering. She tapped the screen and the protrusions sticking out from the sides of the Whizzer Bomb retracted. 
 
    It would go in easy, but come out hard. In fact, it wouldn’t come out at all. 
 
    It would be like an umbrella going up a chimney closed, but to take it out would be like pulling that same umbrella down the chimney while it was open. 
 
    She went to the dresser drawer where they kept the other Whizzer Bombs. She took the unused one out of the drawer, the one she had said was for ‘his,’ and she put the new one into the drawer. It was a close duplicate, looked the same, and Jon wouldn’t be looking at it all that closely. 
 
    Then she went into the kitchen and poured herself a drink. 
 
      
 
    A week later Jon and Karen were invited to a night out by Linda and Bob. 
 
    Karen agreed to go, which surprised Jon. She hadn’t wanted to go anywhere since the party. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he asked. He acted like a puppy whose tail had been stepped on. 
 
    “I’m sure, but there’s one condition.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “You wear the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “What?” He prepared all the arguments about not being less than a man, but the look on her face stopped him. 
 
    “If you ever want me to forgive you…you will wear the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    He stared at her, and knew he was in a hard place. No matter if it was less than manly, he was going to have to insert the stupid thing up his own heinie. 
 
    “It’s that or divorce.” 
 
    Jon sighed and gave in. He didn’t want to. Oh, Lord, he didn’t want to. But if that was what it took to get his wife to start acting normal again…he’d do it. 
 
    That evening they got ready to go out. 
 
    Karen took her time. She soaked in the tub, put her best lingerie on, and was quite the beauty. 
 
    Jon sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the Whizzer Bomb in his hand. 
 
    Karen came out of the bathroom. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll help. Pants down and bend over the bed.” 
 
    It took a moment, but Jon did as she commanded. 
 
    Karen opened the drawer and substituted the new Whizzer Bomb for the old one. She greased it up, then began reaming him with a finger. She ran her digit around and around, slathering a thick glob of lube into his anus. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whimpered. He was scared, he was twitching at every touch, but…it felt good. 
 
    How could that be? He wondered. Why does it feel so good? 
 
    And, the terrible thought, Is this going to make me gay? 
 
    Smiling, Karen put the Whizzer Bomb to his bung hole. A simple push and it slid in. 
 
    Jon gulped and jerked. He felt his butt. It was greasy with lube and… 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    He gave a super jerk. The Whizzer Bomb had done something in his asshole! It felt…bigger! 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    He straightened up, turned around. 
 
    Karen was holding her cell phone. She was also smiling. It was not a reassuring smile. 
 
    “Well, Jon. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She tapped the blip on her cell phone screen. 
 
    Jon jumped, and actually turned his head as if to look behind himself. 
 
    “What’s the matter, honey? Don’t you like it?” 
 
    “Unh?” he grunted as she tapped the screen, then pushed the blip up and down. 
 
    Jon’s dong was hard. It had been hard for a couple of weeks. He hadn’t even jacked off, and now he was face to face with his horniness. 
 
    “What are you…doing?” he gasped. 
 
    “Giving you a little taste of your own medicine.” 
 
    Up and down. 
 
    “OH!” He quivered and his hips twitched. “Please…it feels too good. Oh! Shit!” 
 
    And it did feel good. But the real problem was that Jon was out of control. He had no control. He was now the victim in the affair. 
 
    “Please…don’t.” 
 
    He was trembling, his knees threatened to give way, and he loved the feeling in his butthole. 
 
    Oh, God! Was he turning gay? 
 
    “And, just to let you know…” 
 
    “Yeah?” he gasped. He had his hands down at his asshole. He was grabbing the end of the Whizzer Bomb.” 
 
    “We’re not just going to Charley Coyote’s tonight.” 
 
    “Oh?” he managed to hold the end of the Whizzer Bomb and he started to pull on it. 
 
    A stunned expression came across his face. The Whizzer Bomb was stuck! It wouldn't come out! the flanges inside were keeping it firmly lodged. 
 
    “Yes. Linda and the girls are on their way over right now. 
 
    “Oh…what?” He kept trying to pull the thing out of himself, but all he succeeded in doing was turning himself in a circle. 
 
    “We’re going to fix you up and show you what it feels like.” 
 
    “What what feels…” he tried to figure out what Karen was saying. He faced her, his eyes open. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “There they are. Just stay here, Jon.” 
 
    Jon was panicked, but Linda put the blip up a couple of notches. He staggered, he was horny, his dick was dripping, but…he couldn’t get it together enough to hide, or flee, or do anything. 
 
    “Just lay on the bed for a moment, Jon.” 
 
    She pushed him, and he was so out of control he fell across the bed. He lay there and humped and tried to get the Whizzer Bomb out, and wondered what was going to happen to him. 
 
      
 
    Karen, Linda, Lucy and Tammy filed into the room. They all wore smirks on their faces, and Jon rolled onto his side. His mouth was open and his eyes were glazed, but he understood what was happening. 
 
    Four women. 
 
    Revenge. 
 
    The only question was…how far were they going to go? 
 
    Karen turned the blip down to one notch. Jon felt the buzz in his ass, but it was standable. He gulped and looked at his wife. 
 
    “Jon. You do what we say and I won’t have to use the Whizzer Bomb on you. You refuse and I will. If you flatly refuse I’ll just put you to the highest setting and we’ll do what we want whether you like it or not.” 
 
    Jon felt like somebody was yelling inside his mind. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, it starts with you taking a nice shower. But first, we’d like to put some body lotion on you.” 
 
    Jon looked at the four women. They were going to give him a bath? Wash him off? That wasn’t so bad! That was a fantasy for lots of men. Sure, he would be embarrassed, but four, sexy, stacked women washing him off? He could live with that. 
 
    But, he was also a bit embarrassed about taking his clothes off. 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    ZZZZZZ!  
 
    He heard it, well, felt it.  
 
    The girls didn’t hear it, but they saw the effects. Jon grabbed a bedpost and his knees gave way. 
 
    The women moved forward en masse. Since he was getting ready he didn’t have much in the way of clothes on, but they stripped his shirt and his socks off. 
 
    Karen eased up a bit and the women began slathering some sort of goop on him. 
 
    “Hey!” But when he started to resist Karen zapped him again. 
 
    For a long minute the women covered his body, then they simply stood back and began chatting. 
 
    “He’s got a nice weenie,” observed Tammy. 
 
    “I know,” agreed Karen. “If he wasn’t so stupid in using it…did you know he hasn’t cum in a couple of weeks?” 
 
    “Really?” The women were all aghast. 
 
    “He was so excited by the Whizzer Bomb that he just wanted to make me cum and he didn’t care about himself.” 
 
    “Aw, that’s sweet,” cooed Lucy. 
 
    “Sweet but stupid,” commented Linda. 
 
    “What…what are you doing? What is this stuff?” 
 
    “Just be patient, Jon,” Linda said. 
 
    They stood around for fifteen minutes, then Jon realized the goop was starting to burn. 
 
    “Time!” yelled Linda. 
 
    They took him into the back yard and hosed him down. 
 
    “Just like squirting a horny dog,” yelped one of the ladies, and they all laughed as he turned this way and that, trying to avoid the cold water. 
 
    After that he showed a little reluctance, so Karen zapped him a good one. 
 
    “Oh, look how he drips!” 
 
    They took him back into the bedroom. He was shaking, his legs felt like spaghetti on drugs, and they sat him down in Karen’s vanity seat. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Now Karen had to ride the blip. She kept raising it and lowering it, and Jon shuddered and tried to think, but he couldn’t control himself. 
 
    The women began painting his toes a bright red. If Jon tried to move he was zapped and they just waited for him to come back to himself. 
 
    Then, his toes done and dried, they put long fingernails on his hands. 
 
    “What are you doing?” sobbed Jon. 
 
    “What you always wanted,” snapped Lucy. 
 
    “I never wanted this!” 
 
    “All men do, honey,” smiled Linda. 
 
    Jon was getting tired. The continual thrusting of his body, the way his limbs locked up and he almost came, time and again, was wearing him down. 
 
    They worked on his face. They cleaned it and put primer on him. 
 
    Jon was exhausted now. His cock felt like it was going to burst, but Karen knew not to let him squirt. She kept him on an extreme edge. 
 
    They applied color to his cheeks, put eye shadow on him, mascara and eye liner. 
 
    Now he was so tired he just sat and was defeated. The only thing about him that moved was his weenie. And, man, that bobbed and jumped like crazy. 
 
    “See how he’s dripping?” one of the girls lifted his cock and chuckled. 
 
    “Oh, he’s been dripping for a week,” Karen gave him a little extra zap. 
 
    And a stunning thing happened to Jon. 
 
    All the hands working him over, the way his prostate was being stimulated and stimulated…he started to like it. 
 
    He was close to cumming, though they wouldn’t let him, and…he liked it. 
 
    That objection in his mind, that he was afraid of turning gay, it shut up. 
 
    Suddenly he didn’t care. He just lived for the energy in his groin. He just wanted to feel his dick throb, and he listened for the little ‘pip’ that sounded when his dick dripped on the floor. 
 
    The girls put a wig on him, painted his lips, then started putting his underwear on. 
 
    The made him wear a tummy shaper, and they pushed his cock down and tied it to his thigh. 
 
    Every once in a while Jon would try to brush their hands away, but Karen just zapped him and reminded him that there was nothing except total obedience to their work. 
 
    And, a dress. A pretty number, showing the edges of his nylons, tight on top to emphasize his falsies. 
 
    And, the coup de grâce, heels. 
 
    Nothing makes a woman like a set of high heels. The red toes peeking out the front, the calves shapely above the sling back. 
 
    Jon stared down at the latest accouterment. His mind was numb, and he just took it all in. 
 
    He looked like a woman. He wouldn’t be mistaken for a man. His eyebrows were plucked. His shape was held in. His face was perfectly made up. 
 
    “Let’s go, honey,” Linda and Karen each took an arm. The other girls opened the door on the way to the car, and they all piled in. 
 
     
 
     
 
    Charley Coyote’s is the hottest night spot in Los Angeles. During the day it doubles as a classy restaurant, during the night the classy people crowd through its doors, and the not quite so classy stand in line and hope they can get in. 
 
    Four sexy women…five sexy women, count as classy. They jumped the line and made their way through the bar to the patio. 
 
    Jon was starting to recover a little, so Karen gave him a few bumps. His hips twitched and even swiveled as the Whizzer Bomb did its work to his sexual apparatus. 
 
    The bummer was that the tie around his cock started coming loose. Jon was just aware enough to keep his butt pooched back and save himself the embarrassment of being a woman with a dick. 
 
    The girls hustled him back to the patio where people were still dining. At a table at the far end of the room sat Tom and Bob and Jim. They stared at Jon in shock. 
 
    Jon was guided to a chair and zapped until he couldn’t control himself and collapsed. 
 
    “Jon? Is that you?” 
 
    “Buddy?” 
 
    “Uh, hi?” He was blurry, confused, and he was so embarrassed he couldn’t think of a thing to say. 
 
    “Wow!” Tom was totally flabbergasted. 
 
    Linda looked at Tom and smiled, and the message was obvious. Better behave yourself, or this will happen to you! 
 
    Tom gulped. 
 
    Then the truth came out. The girls explained about the Whizzer Bomb. Linda admitted to using it, and it being fun. 
 
    Then they explained how Jon had gone overboard, and how he had abused Karen. 
 
    Shortly there were seven baleful eyes staring at Jon. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ve been sorry from the moment I realized…” he trailed off. He was afraid Karen was going to zap him. 
 
    Karen wasn’t going to Whizzer Bomb him, though. She just smiled. She patted his hand. “Oh, honey. I’ve forgiven you.” 
 
    And she had, the scales were balanced.  
 
    “But don’t think that means the night is over.” 
 
    “It…it isn’t?” 
 
    Karen turned to the men. “Tom, do you feel like dancing with a beautiful woman?” 
 
    Now Tom was more than flabbergasted. Yet, the look from his wife, the way he had abused the controls of the Whizzer Bomb himself… “Uh, Jon, would you like to dance. 
 
    They all moved to the dance floor, and Tom led Jon out to the center of the parquet square. 
 
    Karen rode the controls on her cell, and every time Jon looked unwilling, or even turned to look at her, she zapped him. 
 
    The two men, looking like a man and a woman, danced, and Karen kept the rhythm going by periodically goosing Jon. 
 
    Jon jerked and twitched. Sometimes in harmony, sometimes not, and people laughed at the klutzy girl trying to dance and looked a little spastic. 
 
    Jon jerked, and his hips humped forward. 
 
    “Easy, Jon,” Tom murmured. 
 
    “I…can’t…help it.” 
 
    His hips thrust forward into Tom’s. “She’s…doing this…to me!” 
 
    Around and around they went, until finally Tom couldn’t take it any more. He was a man, damn it! And though it looked like he was dancing with a woman, he knew Jon wasn’t a real woman. 
 
    The dance ended, and Lucy moved in and took Jon in her arms. 
 
    Jon was at the mercy of whichever partner held him. He couldn’t lead, and if he tried he got zapped. 
 
    And somewhere during the dance with Lucy he realized something: give up. Submit. It’s much more enjoyable if he just did that. 
 
    Jim was next. And he suffered through the hip grinds and bumps of Jon’s twitching hips. 
 
    “Man,” Jim said, wiping the sweat off his brow. “You’re like Elvis the pelvis. Don’t you care that everybody’s watching?” 
 
    Jon didn’t care. He didn’t think about it. He was in a strange universe, a sub-land, and he just wanted to squirt. 
 
    For an hour the others danced with him, and, finally, Karen decided to end his misery. If misery it was, she noticed that his face looked sublimely happy. 
 
    She took him in her arms, whirled him on to the dance floor. 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes a bleary mess, and she pushed the blip to the top and left it there. 
 
    Jon quivered, shook, fell to his knees, and his dick finally came loose. It tented his dress and he fell backwards. His legs were folded under himself, the dress had risen up, and his prick sprang up, pointed towards the ceiling. 
 
    The dancers gasped and stood back. They pointed at Jon and laughed. The bouncers couldn’t see through the mess of bodies, and Karen yelped, “She’s a man! And he’s cumming!” 
 
    Sure enough, Jon’s cock was drooling semen. It didn’t spout up, it just overflowed. 
 
    Karen quickly moved the blip down. She didn’t want him empty. Not yet. 
 
    People laughing, went back to dancing. Another night at Charley Coyote’s. 
 
    Karen helped Jon to his feet, pulled his dress down, and led him off the dance floor.  
 
    Laughing, chuckling, enjoying Jon’s complete and total mortification, the group went out to their cars and headed out. 
 
    Karen and Jon were in Jon’s Maserati. She drove, a twisted sort of grin on her lips, and she glanced at Jon every once in a while. 
 
    Jon sat in his seat, shell shocked, and stared right in front of himself. 
 
    He had orgasmed from the Whizzer Bomb, from having something up his ass, and…he didn’t feel gay. 
 
    In fact, he felt good. His ass felt good. Sitting in the bucket seat of the fancy sports car, feeling the bumps of the wheels over speed bumps, he shivered when the Whizzer Bomb pressed against his prostate. 
 
    “So, how you doing?” 
 
    He looked at her, then muttered, “Okay. I guess.” 
 
    “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    Did he have a good time. Yes. but…he was afraid to admit it. 
 
    They pulled up to Tom and Linda’s house. All the cars were there. 
 
    Tom and Linda’s SUV, Bob and Lucy’s Acura, Jim and Tammy’s Rover. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Come find out.” Karen got out of the car and sauntered up the walkway. 
 
    Jon sat for a long minute, then sighed, opened the door, and followed her. 
 
    Everybody was waiting inside the house. Jon stepped into the middle of the room and Karen said, “Jon, would you like to remove the Whizzer Bomb from your butt?” 
 
    “Uh…” he didn’t, but he did. It felt good, but it had been a long time, and he wanted it out. Or did he. “I guess.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled. He guessed? 
 
    “What you don’t know?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Karen took mercy on him. “Honey, we’ll removed the Whizzer Bomb, but then you have to lie over the end of the couch there.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You hussy! You’ve been slow dancing your genitals against the groins of everybody, and it’s time you lived up to your end of the bargain.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. What bargain?” 
 
    “If you’re going to tease, you got to please,” blurted Jim. He was rubbing the front of his pants. 
 
    Jon looked around the gathering. The men were all hard. And the women…what…and then he realized. Karen lifted her dress and slipped a strap on around her hips. 
 
    Everybody had a dick. Oh…fuck! 
 
    “So, what do you say, honey? Are you going to live up to your end of the bargain and show everybody a good time?” 
 
    What could Jon do? He was caught! He nodded. 
 
    Karen pressed the face of her cell phone and…CLICK! 
 
    The pressure inside his anus went away. 
 
    “Lay down, honey, and I’ll take it out.” 
 
    Jon lay down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck up, and Karen gripped the end of the Whizzer Bomb. She pulled it out, and Jon felt relief, and…emptiness. 
 
    Oh, God! He wanted it back in! He wanted to feel all filled up and full again! 
 
    “Okay, fellows, who’s first? You guys go first, we’ll make drinks, and then we’ll take over.” 
 
    Karen gave Jon a shove and he bent over the end of the couch. 
 
    Jon lay there, feeling vulnerable, but he remembered the one thing that had saved him out on the dance floor. Give it up. Submit. Let them have their way. 
 
    With a sob, but not of pain, he bent over the couch and the line formed. 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    Here we go, kids. another installment in the Silithia histories. 
 
    And, extra juicy, it mixes in with the ‘Broken Men’ series by my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
      
 
    This, The War for Feminization’ sets up the piece. A poor doofus is fired and ‘collected’ by The Amazons. The Amazons are Alyce’s rendition of what perfectly evolved women  are. 
 
    The Amazons specialize in broken men, and Jeff is quickly rendered and remolded into an Amazon warrior. 
 
    Except, my version of what perfect women are, the Silithians, have a spy on board. And so the battle begins. 
 
      
 
    Now, I wish I could just take a week off and write the whole thing out, but Amazon will crash me I take time off. You have to produce and produce, and that’s it, if you want to survive on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    So I put the stories out one at a time, and will eventually create a series, and in some future time I will compile the series into a book. 
 
      
 
    Thanks for understanding, have a GREAT XMAS! 
 
    And…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The second most awful thing that happened to Jeff that week was that he got fired. 
 
    “Jeff,” said his boss at Twitter, “We’re going to lay you off.” 
 
    Jeff stared at Henry. “But…but…I need this job!” 
 
    “But the job doesn’t need you. Let’s face it, the work you do can be done by anyone. While we have a lot of techsters around here, who can be shifted around, you aren’t a tech guy. You can’t be moved into another position, so…” Henry shrugged. 
 
    “But what will I do?” 
 
    “Good question. I guess collect a little unemployment, maybe try to educate yourself before it runs out, and find a new job. If you’re smart you could even be a tech guy.” 
 
    That wasn’t going to happen, and Jeff knew it. He was not the sharpest shovel in the shed. 
 
    “Now, that being said, Bruno here will stand by while you clean out your drawer, and then escort you down to the street.” 
 
    Jeff looked at the big, muscular guy with the thick shadow on his square chin.  
 
    Bruno smiled up to his eyes. The eyes remained vacant, except for a subtle bullying delight. 
 
    “But Henry…” 
 
    Bruno moved forward, put a gnarly hand on Jeff’s shoulder and started him walking. He walked him out of the office, down to his office, and waited while he filled a small box. 
 
    He put his personal effects in the box. A picture, a pen with his name on it. But when he tried to put a Ticonderoga with the number 2 on it Bruno shook his head, waggled his finger, and said, “Nope.” 
 
    Five minutes later Jeff was standing on the sidewalk outside the Twitter offices. He tossed the box he was holding into a trash can, put his hands in his pockets, and walked away. His shoulders were slumped and his eyes downcast. 
 
    How would he live? What would he do for work? How would he eat? 
 
    Thinking these dire thoughts, Jeff walked the streets of San Francisco. His hands in his pockets he wandered out of the area where Twitter had offices and into a shabbier section of town. The night approached quickly, and he didn’t want to go home and face his wife.  
 
    He found himself standing on a street corner, and on the corner was a neighborhood bar. It had windows painted black with advertisements for various types of booze. It had a red padded door with diamond patterns made with silver rivets.  
 
    Jeff turned around and walked into the bar. 
 
    The bar was seedy. It smelled of beer and puke and the occupants sat at booth or bar and huddled their shoulders and crouched over their drinks like they expected them to run away. 
 
    “Whiskey,” Jeff said. He was so discouraged that he didn’t even ask for bourbon and Coke, which was his usual wont. In ordering the whiskey Jeff made his most awful mistake of the day. 
 
    If he had ordered bourbon and Coke he would have tasted the difference, turned the drink in for poor taste. 
 
    But straight whiskey burned the throat and he didn’t notice the taste. 
 
    The bartender, a gal with purple hair, rings in her nose and tattoos on her forehead, leaned against the back wall and picked her teeth with a thumb nail and waited. 
 
    Jeff felt the fiery liquor take a layer of flesh off his throat, then it splashed down. It felt good. This little moment of self-destruction aligned with how he felt, and he placed the shot glass on the bar and signaled for a refill. 
 
    The second shot didn’t burn as much, went down easier, and didn’t have any knock out drops in it. 
 
    Still, Jeff wasn’t used to hard drinking and his eyes watered a little. 
 
    “Beer,” he said, staring at the girl behind the bar. Oddly, the girl was sort of hazy, out of focus. 
 
    Still, she moved efficiently and placed a mug of suds before him. 
 
    Jeff climbed off the barstool and went to a booth. He was aware that he was slightly tilted, and he giggled. Three sheets to the wind, that was what sailors called it. 
 
    He was so miserable from losing his job that he didn’t place any significance on the fact that he was walking funny. 
 
    He sat down at the table, sipped his beer, and tried to think. 
 
    Thinking, however, was coming slow and unsure. His thoughts were slurred in his head, the bar was wheeling around him, he tried to drink more beer. 
 
    The mug hovered in the air halfway to his mouth. Then it descended, was placed gently on the table. 
 
    Jeff sat, hunched over, dazed, feeling like a cow that had been thonked on the back of the head with a four by four. 
 
    Still, he felt no alarm. 
 
    Of course, the knock out drops may have had something to do with that. 
 
    A couple of minutes later his head was on the table and he was snoring.  
 
    The gal behind the bar picked up the phone and said a couple of words, then put the phone down. 
 
    Five minutes later two husky women entered the bar. One of them was wheeling a dolly. 
 
    They stopped at the table and lifted Jeff off the seat. He was awkward, but seemed to respond to their suggestions that he stand up, lean against the hand cart. But that’s how roofies work. 
 
    They wheeled him out the front door, one of them holding the red padded door open and the other putting one hand on Jeff’s shoulder and telling him to stiffen up. 
 
    In the bar a drunk passed by the table and picked up Jeff’s beer. He quaffed it, wiped his mouth, and looked around for another beer. 
 
    On the sidewalk the two husky women wheeled Jeff down a slight hill. One of them waved to a passing cop car, and the cops nodded to her. 
 
    At the bottom of the hill was a black van with an open side door. The two women ran the cart right up to the open door, turned the cart around and laid it on the lip of the door frame. They tilted the cart and shoved it all the way into the van. The door slid shut and the van speed away. 
 
    “That was easy,” said one of the women. 
 
    The other one reached into her pocket and took out her cell phone. “Oops, got another one.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    The two women took another handcart from a stack of them in an alley and headed for another bar. 
 
      
 
    On October 7 in 1849 Edgar Allan Poe died in Baltimore. A common rumor that has arisen was that he was given drink and forced to vote, again and again, until he died. 
 
    Which point, aside form being an amazing factoid, brings us to San Francisco.  
 
    In San Francisco people were given drink until they could be loaded on ships bound for Shanghai. Thus, the term ‘Shanghaied.’  
 
    Imagine the surprise of a fellow imbibing who wakes up on a long ocean voyage where he is forced to hoist sails, scrape barnacles, and other unenjoyable tasks. 
 
    Of course that was not the case with Jeff. 
 
    Yes, he was shanghaied, but the point of his kidnapping was a bit worse than a long ocean voyage. 
 
    Though he did get the ocean voyage. 
 
      
 
    Jeff realized he was staring at a gloomy ceiling. He tried to figure out how long he had been awake, and even if he was truly ‘awake.’ 
 
    He groaned. Nothing happened. 
 
    He moved, and found that he was in a bunk. A narrow bunk. And the world was rocking. 
 
    Well, actually rolling. Like a gentle up and down, and the walls shifted so they slanted one way, then shifted back to the other way. 
 
    “Ocean,” he said. His voice cracked and his throat was dry. He licked his lips and tried to swallow. Slowly his mouth loosened up. 
 
    He groaned again, then heard somebody groan back. 
 
    He lifted his head, and it hurt, so he laid it down again. 
 
    A moment later he tried again, and in this slow fashion he finally managed to sit up, and to even swing his legs off the bunk. 
 
    Yes. He was on the ocean. There was a harmony to the rocking and rolling, and he could isolate sounds that sounded like a ship. 
 
    And he could smell the ocean. That salty brine, that peculiar odor to the nostrils. 
 
    He was in a room with a hundred bunks. There were no lights, but he could see, in the distance, a wall. Or bulkhead. Or whatever they called it. 
 
    In the other direction was another bulkhead similarly far away. 
 
    He put his hand to his head. He could feel the throb of blood that caused actual pain as it forced its way through his veins and arteries. 
 
    A row of bunks stretched down to the walls. On the bunks were people, presumably like himself. They lay, loosely covered by blankets, and were unconscious. 
 
    Not just sleeping, though many of them had transferred to that status, but unconscious. 
 
    A snore here, a restless turn there. A hundred people in a room, rocking and rolling as the ship meandered through a gentle progression of waves. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Jeff. 
 
    He grabbed the edge of the bunk and hoisted himself to his feet. He stood in the aisle between the beds and swayed. He almost feel, but managed to stay upright. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    He began walking. He was tired, dizzy, dazed, but…where was he? What had happened? 
 
    He had been in a bar in San Francisco. He had lost his job. But…what? 
 
    Twenty yards down the row of sleeping people he cut between the row of bunks and found a door. 
 
    The door was one of those semi-circular doors with a wheel on it. 
 
    He placed one hand against the bulkhead next to the door and breathed for a moment. He grabbed the wheel and turned, then pulled the door open. 
 
    He stepped out of the big room and looked around. 
 
    He was in a long corridor. It was better lit than the room he had just been in, and he could see doors similar to the one he had just come through.  
 
    More big rooms with beds and unconscious people? 
 
    He walked down the corridor, slowly regaining the use of his body. 
 
    He had had two whiskeys. That shouldn’t have knocked him on his ass. 
 
    But it apparently had. 
 
    He came to the end of the corridor and climbed a slanted ladder. The hatch was open above and he climbed through it. 
 
    Another corridor, but this one lead to the outside world. He walked down the corridor, came to a door, and stepped through it. 
 
    He was outside. 
 
    Salty spray misted over him occasionally, he could hear waves slapping on the side of the ship. A structure rose up behind him. He stepped out on the deck and looked back up. He could see shadows moving behind windows and realized that he was looking at the bridge. 
 
    He moved to the side and climbed a ladder. He walked across the. deck and opened the door to the bridge. 
 
    Half a dozen people were on the bridge, and they all turned and stared at him. All but one of them were women, and very beautiful women, at that. They were statuesque, tall, hefty in the bosom, and immaculate in their pea coats and bell bottoms. 
 
    The lone man in the room was talking to two of the women, and he glanced at Jeff, excused himself, and crossed the deck to him. 
 
    “You’re probably hungry.” 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “Come along and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    The man took his arm in one strong hand and moved him back through the door to the outer deck. He turned Jeff and propelled him along the deck. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    Jeff was confused, but if he could just get some answers… 
 
    “My name is Judd. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Jeff.” 
 
    “Excellent. Good meeting you, Jeff. Let’s get you fed and started on your program.” 
 
    “What? What program?” 
 
    Up close Judd was taller than Jeff, but there was something weird about his features. He had the blockiness of a man’s jaw, but no evidence of whiskers, and the flesh was softer. His eyes were like a man’s, but had a depth and architecture that reminded him of a woman. 
 
    His body, while tall, had a chest that was slightly bulging under the top of the pea coat. His hair was long and brushed back. It was not quite feminine, but… 
 
    “You’ll receive the full briefing after you’ve finished eating. But right now you are on the BNS Riachuelo.” 
 
    “BNS?” 
 
    “‘Brazilian Navy Ship,’ I believe. It will doubtless be renamed, and shortly. It is actually in the service of the Amazonian Republic.” 
 
    “Whoa! What? Amazonian Republic.” 
 
    Judd grinned. “If you don’t let me explain I’ll never get you sorted. This ship is being used by the Republic of The Amazon. The Amazonian Republic is a country, inside the boundaries of Brazil, which is run by and for women. Here we go.” 
 
    Judd motioned Jeff through a door. 
 
    They stepped into a large dining hall. The aroma of hot dishes perked Jeff up and he licked his lips. 
 
    “When you’ve eaten your fill go through that door over there,” he pointed across the room. Follow the pink line to your briefing.” 
 
    He put Jeff in the chow line and went behind the counter. Apparently he was not just taking Jeff to eat, he was checking on the status of the kitchen. 
 
    Jeff looked at the trays of hot food. Eggs, sausage, hot cakes, fruit, vegetables. Tall glasses of milk, apple juice. He had just started putting items on his plate when a noise behind him made him look around. Men coming through the doors. Men like him, probably just awakened from their slumbers. They were being directed by women in pea coats, and they staggered across the room and took their place in line behind him. 
 
    So he hadn’t woken up at an odd time, but just a few minutes ahead of the others. 
 
    He turned back to the line and filled his plate. He was hungry, and he sat down at the first table and stuffed his face. While he was eating he heard the women in pea coats telling men to go through the door after they finished eating. 
 
    Not wanting to be behind anybody, Jeff finished eating and put his tray in the trash and headed through the door. 
 
    He was in one more of the endless corridors, but looked at a sign on the wall. There was an arrow pointing down and the advice to ‘Follow the pink line!’ 
 
    He followed the line on the floor. It led to the end of the corridor. He stepped through a door into a massive shower room. It was lined with tiles and had shower heads in the ceiling. The door on the other side of the rom was locked, and a woman in a pea coat stood just inside the room. 
 
    “Go to the other end of the room,” she advised. 
 
    “But what’s going on? I was in San Francisco. What am I doing here? How did I get here?” 
 
    The woman smiled a half smile. “You’re not in Kansas, that’s for sure. Head on over.” She pointed. 
 
    Jeff crossed the room. He was now fully awake, not suffering any effects from being drugged, and he was aware that something was wrong. He had been kidnapped. Shanghaied was the term. But what for? Why was he on this ship?
More men entered the room, and they seemed to be in the same dazed state. He heard them asking questions like his. “How’d I get on this ship? Why am I here? Who are you?” 
 
    A couple of the men left the room, went back up the pink line, but they returned a long minute later.  
 
    “They won’t let us out,” said one.  
 
    “We’re locked in!” blurted another. 
 
    The room slowly filled up, and when it was almost full the woman in the peacoat stepped through the door and pulled it shut. 
 
    One of the men tried the door. “Hey! It’s locked!” 
 
    There was a buzz, then the nozzles above sprayed water. 
 
    The men yelled and tried to avoid the water, but there was no where to hide. Thoughts of the gas chambers at Auschwitz went through Jeff’;s mind. But the water didn’t hurt. It just soaked. When everybody’s clothes were thoroughly wet the water stopped. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jeff blurted. 
 
    Everybody’s clothes started coming apart! Seams separated, threads virtually disintegrated, and clothes began to fall off bodies. 
 
    There were loud cries, an uproar, but there was nothing anybody could do. 
 
    In a moment the floor was littered with bits of disintegrating material. Even their shoes were falling apart! 
 
    Five minutes later everybody was naked. A few of the men tried to cover themselves up. There were a few erections. Everybody was naked and staring at each other. 
 
    Embarrassed, but…there was nothing they could so! 
 
    The door at the far end of the room, where Jeff was standing, opened. 
 
    For a moment nobody moved, then a woman, grinning, leaned through the door and yelled, let’s go! Free clothes!” 
 
    Jeff was one of the first to go through the door. He didn’t hesitate. He was so confused by what was happening, anything was better than standing in a room where the clothes had rotted off his body. 
 
    “Let’s go! One size fits all!” 
 
    Two women were in the next room, wearing the pea coats, tall and beautiful. Smiling as the men came into the room and huddled. 
 
    “Move along, here you go. One size fits all.” 
 
    There were big shelves on the sides of the room, and the shelves were laden with pink bundles. One of the bundles was shoved into Jeff’s hands and he was moved along, down the room towards another door. 
 
    “Move along. Take this. One size fits all! Put it on!” 
 
    Jeff stepped into the next room and pulled the bundle apart. It was a pink jumpsuit. 
 
    Pink? He was supposed to put on a girly color? 
 
    Around him other men were looking at their jumpsuits. There were mutters and imprecations. 
 
    But, once again, they had no choice. 
 
    They were naked. They needed clothes. They needed to be covered up. 
 
    Slowly, a man at a time, they stepped into the jumps suits, pulled them up, put their arms through the sleeve holes, and buttoned up the front. 
 
    They were one size, but that size was small. The bottoms were cut off high on the thigh, and the tops had no sleeves. They were comfortable, because they were made of a stretchy material, but…they were tight. 
 
    Men’s packages were outlined in the jumpsuits. Dicks and balls could easily be seen, even nipples were outlined. 
 
    The jumpsuits weren’t built to protect against the cold, just to cover the body. But, with bodies outlined by the stretchy material, it was almost like they weren’t covered at all. 
 
    And, the tightness of the material hugging the men’s packages, more men bonered up. 
 
    Jeff looked down at himself. He started to turn red as the material snugged tightly around his growing penis. His balls were outlined. Once again he found himself wondering what the fuck? 
 
    More men pushing in from the pink jumpsuit caused the men already dressed to go through yet another door. On the floor was the pink line, and having no other choices, they meandered along the strip of pink paint. They whispered questions to each other, there were a few curses, but generally speaking the men were cowed. They had been stolen from their environment, from everything they knew. They had woken up on a strange ship and been fed and dressed in pink. What the heck was going on? 
 
    They reached the end of a long corridor and went through an open door into a class room. At the far end of the classroom were three women. All three were tall and magnificent in shape and appearance. They were on a slightly raised dais and they spoke to each other in low tones. Two of them were holding clipboards. The third one seemed to be in charge. 
 
    The men filled the classroom, and they were a sight. They were all in pink, all blushing, and all had erections. 
 
    “Make lines here,” one of the women yelled out. She pointed across the front of the dais. 
 
    The men stumbled to the front and stood in a line. 
 
    Then another line, and another. The two women came into their midst and moved them around. 
 
    That was the moment that Jeff realized there had been a major shift to his psyche. 
 
    As a man he would normally stand up to the bully. He would have questioned these women and demanded an answer. He wouldn't have blithely followed a line on the floor and followed instructions. 
 
    And putting on a pink jumpsuit? 
 
    As a man he might have fought that. 
 
    But he hadn’t fought. He hadn’t displayed any aggressiveness. 
 
    Standing in the room, being moved around, he became aware of his lack of aggressiveness. 
 
    And he became aware that he had become so submissive that he didn’t even object to everything when he realized how he had been changed. 
 
    “Okay, everybody. Put your right hands over your heart.” 
 
    Dazed, confused, the men slowly complied. Jeff realized that everybody must have been given whatever drug they had given him, because nobody objected. Nobody made a stand. 
 
    “Repeat after me!” Hand over heart the woman in charge placed her hand over her heart and turned to the side. She was facing a flag. One of the women who had gone through the room held the flag up so everybody could see it. 
 
    It was green with the shape of a woman on it. The shape was standing, slightly turned, hands on hips, her figure plain to see. 
 
      
 
    “I pledge allegiance to the flag of the Republic of The Amazon, and to the republic for which it stands, one nation under woman, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff tried to understand the words as they issued from his mouth, but he was confused. This wasn’t the right pledge of Allegiance, but…but… 
 
    The woman lowered her hand and faced the men in their pink jumpsuits. “Sit.” 
 
    The woman holding the flag out let it fall and took a step forward. She demonstrated sitting by sinking down into a crossed legs position. 
 
    Hesitantly, the men in the room followed her example. 
 
    The woman in charge stepped forward a pace. From their sitting positions the men felt like she towered over them. 
 
    “Welcome, warriors of the Republic of The Amazon.” 
 
    The men mumbled, looked at each other, but were subdued. 
 
    “You have been selected to be part of the army of women that conquers this world. We will bestow peace upon this planet, and all will live a life of contribution and love.” 
 
    Again, slight mumbling, but…acceptance. 
 
    “Over the following days we will be testing you, deciding how best you may serve the Motherland, and this planet. You will be trained, and upon reaching our destination you will be selected for further training, or sent on to your assignments.” 
 
    One of the men raised his hand. “What…what is going on?” 
 
    The woman smiled. “It is not for you to question. It is for you to serve. The planet is in trouble. We are under assault by the corruption of man. We suffer stolen elections, global warming, there are too many guns, borders are closed, and we need to correct those conditions. We will attempt to parley, to affect change through peaceful means, but we will not hesitate to use force should it come to that.” 
 
    Jeff glanced surreptitiously to the sides. Men were sitting with open mouths, taking in the speech as if it was gospel. It was at that point that he realized that he was slightly different. He was submissive, he knew that, but he was still thinking on his own. He wasn’t a mind numbed robot. 
 
    When he looked back to the front he noticed one of the women looking at him and scribbling something on her clipboard. Jeff paid attention. He didn’t want to be singled out. He had to go along to get along. 
 
    The woman in charge was continuing: “You will also undergo certain physical changes. You may be alarmed at first…” Jeff recognized her words as a command to the vacuous men, “…but you will accept those changes.” 
 
    Another man raised his hand. One of the women with clipboards watched the man and scribbled. “What kind of changes?” 
 
    The woman in charge raised her voice slightly, more command presence: “You will accept those changes! It is your duty to submit for the greater good!” 
 
    There was more. A lot more. A lot of redundancy as she commanded the men to accept what was coming. 
 
    Jeff didn’t ask any questions, and he didn’t look to the sides, but he noticed that the women with clipboards were constantly checking him. He made up his mind to follow directions and get through this. 
 
    Finally, the woman ended her speech with, “Please go through that door and follow the pink line.” 
 
    Once again Jeff was one of the first through the door, and he followed the pink line. He was feeling tired now, and yawning, but the day was only starting. He found himself in another room with another woman in charge. This was a smaller room as the men were being separated into smaller groups of about twenty. 
 
    “Hello, ladies. My name is Martha, and I will be your instructor on female behavior. You will learn how to conduct yourself as a woman. You will learnt he mannerisms you need to know, and you will divest yourself of male behavior. 
 
    Some of the men looked uncomfortable, but there was no outright revolt and the woman continued her speeching. 
 
    At the end of the class the men were tested on their knowledge, and Jeff was relieved to find that he had passed. Most of the men did pass, but there were a few who didn’t. As he left the room he heard the woman in charge, Martha, telling them that they would now repeat the class, and that they must try their hardest to pass. The Republic of The Amazon was depending on them. 
 
    The next class was focused on how to march. There were simple instructions, and the class was taken topside to practice. For an hour they marched back and forth, and they learned how to chant. 
 
      
 
    Hup two, three, four. 
 
    I’m a woman not a whore. 
 
    I’ve got big boobs galore. 
 
    Hup two, three, four. 
 
     
 
    After learning to march, they had a class on make up. And a class on how to set a table. A class on calisthenics. 
 
    Finally, they were allowed to eat, and then came the final instruction of the day. 
 
    Sex. 
 
    Jeff sat cross legged in a room with a hundred other ‘recruits.’ 
 
    Martha was the woman in charge for this class, and she smiled at them from the dais. Behind her was a table with sex toys on it. 
 
    “Ladies, while the changes are happening you will be in an extreme state of horniness. When you are not doing classes you will be encouraged to avail yourself of toys such as these.” 
 
    A lone hand rose. A man who had objected to something earlier in the day asked, “Do we have to?” 
 
    At this point a woman in a pea coat came from the back of the room. She beckoned to him. 
 
    He looked like he didn’t want to go, he even frowned, but he finally followed her out of the room. 
 
    Martha opened her mouth to continue, but Jeff surprised himself. 
 
    “Where is he going? Why do we have to use these toys?” 
 
    Suddenly Jeff felt a presence. A woman in a pea coat was crooking a finger. She was smiling. 
 
    Jeff didn’t want to go, but…what else was there to do? 
 
    He stood up and followed the woman out of the room. The last thing he heard was Martha lecturing: “Make sure you use plenty of lube. Even when your female organs come in you’re going to want to be comfortable when inserting things into your…” 
 
    Jeff lost hearing at that point. But he wondered, Insert things into what? A pussy? A butthole? What was he going to be inserting things into? 
 
      
 
    In the corridor Jeff followed the woman. Under the pea coat he could see a sexy shapeliness to her. She turned to make sure he was following, and she gave him a sexy smile. 
 
    She led him through the ship to a stateroom. She opened the door and beckoned him in. She motioned him to the bed and said, “Take off your clothes, please.” 
 
    Jeff couldn’t help it. He unbuttoned the buttons and slipped out of the pink jumpsuit. 
 
    He was now shivering, and his erection felt gargantuan. 
 
    “My name is Sally, and you must learn to follow instructions.” She took off her pea jacket and revealed a lush body. She had on a black jumpsuit, but one with long legs and arms. She stripped that off. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” complained Jeff. 
 
    “You’re not supposed to understand. You’re supposed to follow directions.” 
 
    She came to him, took his hand and led him to the bunk. It was wider than the one he had woken up in, and had a comfortable mattress. 
 
    Jeff lay back, looking confused, wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    Sally lay down next to him, turned him to her, and kissed him. Her lips were soft and they traced his mouth, chewed on his own lips, then she slithered down and took advantage of his manhood. 
 
    “You will not be allowed to cum,” she said. “But you will enjoy that. You will look forward to not cumming. Not unless I tell you to.” 
 
    Her words melted him, and what she said came to pass. He loved having his penis so big and erect, but…he couldn’t seem to reach the trigger point. And she enjoyed that. 
 
    She rode him then. Spread her legs and squatted over him, sank down and he penetrated her. 
 
    She groaned, and made his hands feel her tits. 
 
    Jeff didn’t understand what was happening, but he did understand that he was in heaven.  
 
    He had a wife somewhere, but…but it didn’t matter. He had to submit to this wonderful woman who sat upon him with her velvet cunt. 
 
    And she kept whispering to him as she screwed him. 
 
    “You must follow directions.” 
 
    “You will love not cumming.” 
 
    “Accept it. Submit. You will be so happy.” 
 
    She had her first orgasm, and that should have triggered Jeff. But when she moaned and arched her back and cried aloud he just marveled. This was what he wanted, for her to feel such pleasure, and his pleasure was not in cumming, but in bringing her, again and again, to such pleasure. 
 
    She rested a moment, just held still, his cock still in her, and she kept whispering. 
 
    “You are a wonderful lover as long as you don’t squirt.” 
 
    “You please me by pleasing me. Your pleasure is in pleasing me.” 
 
    “You will be hard and want me, and you can have me, as long as you don’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    And so it was.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jeff rejoined the group an hour later. He was just in time to be led back to the big room with all the beds. He also had a butt plug inside him. 
 
    “Why?” he had mumbled. 
 
    Sally just smiled, schmoozed him, and said “Real women always have these little decorations. 
 
    It didn’t feel little. 
 
    And, once in, it didn’t feel bad. 
 
    “You will be expected to take it out and wash it periodically. You will find that it makes you a little horny, but it will also cause you to drip, which will relieve you.” 
 
    It made Jeff walk funny, and he found himself thinking about the butt plug a lot. Laying in the bunk he wasn’t thinking ‘why was he here?’ Ot ‘What happened to him in San Francisco.’ 
 
    Instead, he was thinking of how good it felt, and he noticed that he was dripping. 
 
      
 
    The following morning Jeff awoke with everybody else. He was tired, even though he had slept, and he was sore in the chest area. He was also terribly erect.  
 
    All of the men were erect. 
 
    Because of the plug he was dripping, and his pink jumpsuit was wet in the crotch. 
 
    Women in pea coats walked through the room, rolling men out of their bunks and getting them moving towards the dining room. 
 
    He was sitting at a table, eating a large portion of food, when the fellow next to him blurted, “My tits hurt.” 
 
    Everybody looked at him. He rubbed his chest, and it was true, his chest was swollen. It wasn’t shapely, like real tits, but it was bulgy, and his nipples seemed to be larger than normal. 
 
    Then everybody went back to eating. 
 
    And a few of them rubbed their own chests. 
 
    Jeff knew his chest felt funny, like irritated, but he ignored it. He was distracted by his plug. 
 
    After breakfast he was walking down a corridor to class when Sally called him out of line. 
 
    Suddenly he was standing in front of her, dripping, lusting, in love. 
 
    “How you doing, Jeff?” 
 
    “Can we, uh…can we…” 
 
    She smiled at the look of desperation on his face. “No, Jeff. That’s reserved for special needs.” 
 
    Her statement confused him. He wasn’t a special needs child. He didn’t understand what she meant. 
 
    “How’s your plug? Is it still in? Does it fit well?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It’s not always comfortable, but…it’s…” 
 
    “And your chest? Does it itch?” 
 
    He reached one hand up and  rubbed his wrist against his pectoral. He frowned. “It does, but…I try not to think about it.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She reached up and touched his nipple. His nipple was swollen and he shivered. 
 
    His reaction pleased her, and she slapped his ass and told him to move along. 
 
    He joined the line and went down the corridor, but he kept glancing back. He was so terribly in love. It about broke his heart when she called another man out of line and looked to be asking the same kinds of questions of him, and feeling his nipples. 
 
    But having his heart broken didn’t stop his love for her. 
 
    There were apparently four groups on the ship. Each one having a couple of hundred men in it. During the day they took turns exercising on the deck, or running through drills. 
 
    There were several types of drills. One was simple calisthenics. They would do their sit ups and push ups and squats and so on for an hour, then head downstairs for a class on make up, or figuring out the right size for a bra, or how to prepare a meal. 
 
    They also had classes on yoga.  
 
    “Ladies!” shouted the WIC (Woman in Charge) “You must be more flexible.” 
 
    Then classes on dancing, sewing, and so on. 
 
    And, the strangest class of all, they all received wooden rifles and went through drills. They practiced thrusting the rifle like a bayonet, or just lifted it above their heads like they were pressing them. 
 
    Then, right before dinner, they were instructed on how to make love as a woman. That was the strangest class of all. They had to lay on their backs and thrust their hips upward and pretend they had a penis in them. 
 
    “But I’ve got a cock!” yelled one fellow. Then he began to sob. One of the pea coats took him out of the room. Jeff saw him later, at bedtime, and he was smiling and happy, and walked like he had a butt plug in. 
 
    The other position was on hands and knees, doggy style, and now they not only had to pretend they were being fucked, the women in pea coats walked around and handed out butt plugs and even helped the men insert them. 
 
    Not everybody took a butt plug, but they would over the following days, until every man had his heinie stuffed. 
 
    After a big dinner—they only had two meals a day—they were taken back to their berthing and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up. Their chests hurting. Their nipples feeling raw, and only the distraction of the plugs helped them to function. The ones without plugs just suffered through. One more reason for them to want to be plugged. 
 
      
 
    On the third day they started having political classes, and these classes helped the men understand, and to adapt easier. 
 
    The political classes always took place after a heavy calisthenics class, as if being tired and physically worn down was a requisite for political indoctrination. 
 
    The Woman in Charge was Martha. The room was darkened and she presented a slide show. 
 
    “Republicans and Democrats have built up this idea that they are enemies. People want good lives, homes, enough to eat, but this enmity between parties stops everybody from having that.” 
 
    The slide show showed burning homes, riots, troops suppressing citizens. 
 
    “The real villains are the politicians…” 
 
    On the wall the slide show showed fat politicians eating expensive meals, smoking stogies, drinking expensive booze. 
 
    The men watched the show. They didn’t complain or fidget. They just watched it, and, if anything, there was a slight nod. 
 
    The slide show was presenting universal truths. 
 
    Then things took a turn. 
 
    “But our real enemy is not a country, or a belief system. These unconscious people may be drafted, as you were.” 
 
    A few blinks, but not much else, from the assembled men. 
 
    “You have been drafted to defend the world against the Silithians.” 
 
    Scenes of ugly women snarling and killing babies. 
 
    Seriously, women killing babies! 
 
    “While the Amazons have isolated women as a superior species, and have made great inroads on protecting the human race, the woman known as ‘Silithia’ has started a counter movement.” 
 
    Scenes of women rampaging through towns and cities. Using rifles and bayonets, stabbing and killing and castrating and laughing over their victims. 
 
    “Because of the Silithians the Amazons have had to draft large numbers of men. You men. You will be trained how to defend against these monstrous invaders. You will be transformed into women, and you will fight for your freedom.” 
 
    The lecture went on for some time, and when the men left the lecture hall for their next class they were a chastened bunch. 
 
    They had been taken from their homes and families because the world needed them. 
 
    They were to be transformed into women because women have faster reaction times, and would be able to defend against the forces the Silithian mounted more efficiently than they could as men. 
 
    The odd thing was that there were things wrong with what they had been told. But after three days of being drugged, of having their transformation started, of undergoing indoctrination by the WICs…the men didn’t resist the information that had been given them. 
 
    The next class, after that first lecture, and after all political lectures, was yoga. 
 
    Yoga was silent, contemplative, and the men would exist in the various asanas and contemplate what they had learned. 
 
    Women against women, and men were the tools. There was something universally true in that concept, and the men didn’t resist it, so much as justify it. 
 
    Politics was evil, a parasite, and should be replaced by a system that did work. By the Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    Men were lazy creatures who sat around and talked and stroked their dicks. They needed to be used, transformed, made into defenders of mankind. 
 
    Or…womankind. 
 
    That was one of the big problems. There was enough manliness left in the transformees that they did come up with a specific question. 
 
    At one lecture a man raised his hand and asked, “If we’re becoming women, then we’re not men, and why should we be used in war?” 
 
    A WIC beckoned to the man and led him out of the meeting. 
 
    And the light went on in Jeff’s mind. He raised his hand. “I’ve got that same question.” 
 
    Immediately a WIC came to him, motioned for him to follow her, and she led him out of the room. 
 
    Jeff though the was going to go to bed. He was hoping it would be Sally, but he would take any of the beautiful women. 
 
    He was led down the corridor to a small room. Inside the room were three women.  
 
    Jeff was left with the three women, who told him to sit in a chair, and then examined folders. He figured the folders concerned him. 
 
    One of the women, a ravishing redhead with a tight waist and large bosoms, glanced at him. “Jeff. You’ve had your initial adjustment. Why do you think you need another session with a sex specialist?” 
 
    Jeff blinked, was confused. He was hoping to fuck, and was now in trouble. 
 
    “I, uh…I just want to know why men made into women should have to…uh…” he trailed off as three sets of eyes stared at him. 
 
    One of the women sighed, made some marks in his folder, and said, “Jeff, your question is contrived, opportunistic, and it is the opinion of this board that you are merely trying to have sex. You should be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Step up to the table.” 
 
    The WICs pushed their chairs back, removed the folders to the floor, and stood up. 
 
    Jeff gulped. This wasn’t working out the way he planned. 
 
    The women waited, and Jeff slowly went to the end of the table and bent over it. One of the women took his wrists in her hands and pulled so he couldn’t straighten up. 
 
    At the end of the table a handcuff was soldered, and one of the women stepped forward, gripped the inner pant leg of his jump suit and pulled his erect cock out. 
 
    Now Jeff was terrified, yet his indoctrination had not been lacking. He stood, shivered, and let the woman put his package in the handcuff. She ratcheted it closed, and the three women held up paddles. 
 
    As a man Jeff had endured physical pain. He had been spanked when he was young, he had been tackled in football, he had been hit and choked while learning martial arts. But he had never been punished like this. 
 
    One woman would slap his fanny with her paddle. Slow, even strokes that turned his fanny red. 
 
    The next woman would take over, and his fanny actually blistered. 
 
    Then the third woman took over. 
 
    Jeff was far beyond sobbing when he was done. He was a broken man, and now subject to their whims. He never wanted to suffer such punishment again in his lifetime. 
 
    He was unlocked and one of the women helped him stand erect. 
 
    “Jeff, there will be no more lying, no more misrepresenting, ever. You are a woman now, and we don’t do those things. You may masturbate if your desires become too much. Or you can have an affair, or just a simple reach around, with one of your classmates. Do you understand.” 
 
    He did, and he was given a salve and taken back to his group. 
 
    His group was exercising, and one of the instructors applied the salve to his ass, then put him back in line. 
 
    Sobbing, ignoring the looks of the men around him, Jeff did his calisthenics and was determined to be a better woman. 
 
    By the end of the week the men stopped thinking of themselves as men. Most of them had nicely shaped boobs. Not super large, but definite, and definitely growing. 
 
    Jeff was so big he was given a bra. He felt very proud, walking around the ship with the badge of femininity sprouting out from his chest. A few of his shipmates stared at him enviously, and a few of them were even bigger than him. 
 
    It made exercising more fun, as he now had a jounce and a jiggle to his movements. 
 
    Also, it made his penis harder. If that was possible. 
 
    All the men were massively erect. 
 
    But they were all, by now, intent on their feminization. 
 
    They walked with exaggerated movements. They pranced, and walked with their heels high, as if they were wearing high heels. 
 
    They talked with lips that were becoming softer, more plump, and they changed the way they talked so as to emphasize their lips. 
 
    Their faces were transforming, the fat redistributing, so they lost the hard angles and jawbones and their faces became rounder, more oval-esque. 
 
    Even their eyes were larger, and the irises were gaining more striations. 
 
    Exercise was becoming a little more difficult, and some women were being transferred into groups that did weight lifting and extreme calisthenics. 
 
    Other women were being given advanced yoga, to become even more flexible.  
 
    Jeff was in the yoga group, and he noticed that the lectures that went along with their training were becoming more specialized. 
 
    The women that were doing extensive weight training began learning about weapons. How to take apart and clean and put back together an assault rifle. At times guns could be heard firing at the back of the ship as these women practiced shooting at targets bobbing in the water behind the ship. 
 
    Women in Jeff’s group learned about pistols, and they were taught how to read maps, how to organize small squads for combat, and so on. 
 
    Though they were women, they were being taught to be soldiers. And always, always, the enemy were the Silithians. Those ugly, cruel, maniacs that tortured both mankind and womankind. 
 
    They were a combination of demon and monster, dedicated to destroying, maiming, victimizing all who were not them. 
 
      
 
    “Here, Jeff. Read this.” They had been at sea for a couple of weeks, and Jeff’s shape was almost totally feminine now. He was large in the chest, curvy in the hips, and had been awarded lingerie and his own tube of lipstick. 
 
    He wore garters and nylons under his pink jumpsuit, and the WICs were talking about giving him a pair of high heels. But it was the lipstick he prized the most. He loved to step into the washroom and paint his lips. Again and again through out the day. 
 
    The other women were jealous, and the WICs watched him affectionately.  
 
    Jeff was progressing nicely. 
 
    He looked at the book the WIC had handed him. It was titled ‘Monastery of Broken Men.’ It was, he learned, a story of the beginnings of the Republic of The Amazon.’  
 
    And, shock of shocks, he came across the name Judd in it. 
 
    Judd, who he had met on his first day, immediately upon waking up. The man who had taken pity on him and started him on this strange journey. 
 
    And who he had seen at a distance a couple of times on the ship. 
 
    Judd.  
 
    Judd was a man, and he was accepted by the Amazons for various reasons, and they respected him and even gave him duties usually reserved for women. 
 
    Jeff grew very interested in the man who had managed to remain a man, and he read the book in a couple of sittings. Mostly, he read in the wash room. He sat on a toilet, stroked himself to stay awake, and read the fascinating tale. 
 
    The author was somebody named Alyce Thorndyke. He wondered what her story was. 
 
    When he was done he returned the book to the WIC who had given it to him, and received another book. Again by Alyce Thorndyke, it was titled, ‘Ship of Broken Men.’ 
 
    Jeff was returning to his sleeping quarters. He had just finished Ship of Broken Men, and he was in a deep state of thought. 
 
    Are we going to the Amazon? he wondered. Are we going to travel up river to the home of the Republic of The Amazon? 
 
    He walked into the big room. Women were already in their bunks. Some of them were masturbating under the covers, their hands beating on their male organs so hard it was as if they wished they could pull them right off their female bodies. 
 
    He sat on his bunk, laid down, and felt something under his pillow. 
 
    Curious, he reached under the pillow. It was yet another book. “Silithia.’ 
 
    He glanced around quickly. This book hadn’t been gifted to him openly, it had been secreted where he would find it, and he had the feeling that it was going to be a book that he shouldn’t read. 
 
    Silithia. The woman who had started the movement that had mobilized The Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    He wondered what she was really like. 
 
    Sure, she was a monster, a demon that ate humans and caused doom and despair wherever she trod. 
 
    But there was just enough male left in Jeff that he wondered.  
 
    Was there another side to the story? 
 
    It was gloomy in the room, by now everybody was sleeping. A few beds over he saw a woman reading one of the official and prescribed books on Broken Men. 
 
    He rolled on his side, used what light he could, and began reading. 
 
      
 
    Jeff was able to do the Vasisthasana, the Side Plank Pose, and the Halasana, the Plow Pose. He could hold them for long periods of time, and he was learning what to do with his mind when he did those poses. 
 
    Be calm, think further than the reach of your limbs, think forever, imagine far stars and reach for them. 
 
    This type of thought channeled energy through his body, and he could feel himself growing stronger. 
 
    He wasn’t as strong as the weightlifting women, but he was more flexible, and he had a litheness and quickness of motion that they didn’t possess. 
 
    He was also proving adept at organizing small groups, establishing positions, and moving those groups across hostile terrains. 
 
    Of course it was all theoretical, but the training was so intensive that Jeff knew he would be able to do these things when he was finally called upon. 
 
    One day, three weeks in, Jeff was pulled aside. “Third deck, stateroom 303.” 
 
    The recruits knew their way around the ship fairly well now. And it wasn’t unusual to be called out of a class and sent somewhere. They were getting tested, had medical exams, and sometimes met with WICs for a variety of purposes. 
 
    Jeff headed to the third deck. It was the above the main deck and towards the stern of the ship. He arrived at 303 and tapped on the door. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    He opened the door and stepped in. 
 
    Sally and Judd sitting at a table. They watched him as he took a position in the center of the room and faced them. 
 
    “Hello, Jeff.” 
 
    Jeff curtsied. 
 
    Sally said, “How’d you like the book?” 
 
    Now Jeff was stuck. Was she talking about the ‘broken men’ books? Or something else? 
 
    “Uh, the book was fine.” 
 
    “Any thoughts?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    Judd and Sally were acting relaxed, but there was an intensity to the atmosphere. 
 
    Do you think Silithia is real?” 
 
    Jeff’s mind was in overdrive. Silithia was the third book. The other two hadn’t mentioned her. But the whole point of the army of The Republic of The Amazon was to fight Silithia. 
 
    “Of course.” But he was glib. He was trying to figure out what the questions were about. Was this a trap? Had they given him the book on Silithia, presenting her as a caring individual who had the best motives for mankind, just to trap him? 
 
    “Do you see any relationship between the yoga you are being taught, and the yoga Silithia was supposed to have synthesized?” 
 
    “I do, but since I don’t know what she taught…I can’t be sure.” 
 
    “Are you looking forward to fighting Silithia? To defeating her soldiers?” 
 
    “Uh…yes.” 
 
    “You seem a little nervous, Jeff.” 
 
    “I don’t understand the questions.” 
 
    They were silent. 
 
    “Why are you asking me this?” 
 
    He was now in a high state of agitation. The book about Silithia had undermined his newly installed beliefs. He didn’t want another spanking. 
 
    Judd stood up. “I’ll leave you to it then.” 
 
    He walked out the door and Jeff was left alone with Sally. 
 
    Sally sat back, smiling a Cheshire grin, her legs crossed and one foot going up and down. 
 
    “Should I go back to my class?” 
 
    For answer she stood up and took off her pea coat. 
 
    Jeff’s cock had been 90% hard, it usually was, but now it went to 110%. It throbbed hard and the front of his jumpsuit showed his dripping. 
 
    “I think we’ll talk about the books for awhile.” 
 
    She led him to a bunk and told him, “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Clothes sometimes meant butt plug, and sometimes didn’t. 
 
    “Should I take out my…?” 
 
    “That’s up to you. Some women need help in getting off at this point. Do you need the extra stimulation?” 
 
    He probably didn’t, but he liked the plug, so he left it in. He took off his pink jump suit and she pulled him down on the bunk. 
 
    For a long minute they made out, kissing, feeling each others breasts, getting more and more excited. 
 
    Then Sally backed off a bit and whispered, “I know you must think about the Silithia book. Was it exciting? Did it make you doubt the cause?” 
 
    He was caught, and he couldn’t lie. She was holding him, caressing him, feeling his pulse. She would know if he lied. But he had to answer. 
 
    “It was…” he searched for non committal words and phrases, “…controversial.” 
 
    Sally snickered. She had her hand on his dong and she jacked him.  
 
    He was having trouble thinking, definitely in forming a lie. He tried, “What did you think?” 
 
    She rolled him over and sat on him. He wasn’t in her, but he was in her hands, and those hands were doing magic. “That’s not how this works.” 
 
    He made a gurking sound. He was on edge, but she wouldn’t let him go over. 
 
    “Did it undermine what you’ve been learning here?” 
 
    He was desperate, but he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to squirt until she decided. “It…it was designed to.” 
 
    She brought him closer to the edge. “You prevaricate. Do you doubt the Republic of The Amazon because of the book?” 
 
    He was totally caught. He sobbed, and whispered, “Yes.” 
 
    She took him over the edge. She stroked, slapped his nuts, and he blasted off. For a long moment he shot his seed up into the air, all over her hands. 
 
    And he cried. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to.” 
 
    “Shush,” she whispered, milking the last dregs out of him. She leaned forward and kissed him. “Never speak of today. Not even to me. Be a loyal weapon of The Army of The Amazon. If you say nothing, then I won’t, either.” 
 
    She got off the bed. He hadn’t been in her, but she had taken his essence and measured his soul. 
 
    But for what? Was he supposed to doubt? Or not? Was he supposed to forget he had read the book on Silithia? What was he supposed to do? 
 
    One thing was sure, he would have to conceal this conversation, this meeting, from the WICs.  
 
    Maybe it was a trap. Maybe it was something else. But he had to forget about it. Not the book, but the meeting. 
 
    Were Judd and Sally on the up and up? Were they loyal members of The Republic of The Amazon? Or were they some kind of counter movement? Were they for or against the Amazons? 
 
    He didn’t know by what they had said. They had been very careful not to reveal themselves even as they exposed him. 
 
    He got off the bunk and put on his pink jump suit. Amazingly, he was still hard. 
 
    He thought perhaps he was hard because of the chemicals they had been feeding the men. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    He left the stateroom and headed back to class. 
 
      
 
    The women could smell land. 
 
    The pea coats knew there was land, and they responded in the positive if the newly formed women asked them. 
 
    “Two days,” said one, smiling at the anxious women. 
 
    “Where? What country?” 
 
    But for that there was no answer. 
 
    The new women had been granted more free time. Their training was at an end, and Jeff wandered the deck and looked over the rail. 
 
    Land, he thought. 
 
    And, more importantly, What are Judd and Sally doing? 
 
    They hadn’t talked to him again. 
 
    He had ripped up the third book, not wanting to be caught with it, and flushed it down the toilet. 
 
    And he had not seen anybody else reading it, or acting suspicious, or in any way demonstrating a rebellion in their attitude. 
 
    Of course, everybody was well trained now. 
 
    They had been at sea for a month. They had women’s bodies, but with erect dicks. They wore their pink jump suits proudly, showed off their large breasts, used make up. 
 
    They were, in their own minds, women. 
 
    And their sexual appetites were changing. 
 
    In the beginning the men had wanted women. They stroked their cokes and dreamed of beautiful women. 
 
    There certainly were enough beautiful women, be it in pea coats, to stroke to. 
 
    But in the last week a couple of the men had muttered that they were thinking of men. 
 
    Jeff was not. He had feelings, but they were easy to tamp down. He wanted women. 
 
    Besides, he had no pussy. What would he do with a man? 
 
    Oh, yes, take it up the butt. 
 
    But though he enjoyed the butt plug he was not enamored of the idea of making love to a man, of doing the choo choo up the poo poo. 
 
    Another day passed, and the new women could smell the land. Birds soared around the ship. they perched on the rail and squawked.  At one point they could even see the tips of mountains hidden in a low haze in the distance.               
 
    The new women crowded against the rail whenever they had a chance and stared shoreward. 
 
    That night they saw the far off twinkle of lights. Just a spattering of glitterings, but as the night progressed the lights became more, until they were passing a city. 
 
    They weren’t given leave to stay up late, however. They were ordered to their bunks, and the WICs seemed pretty determined about that. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up.” 
 
    Jeff jerked awake, would have said something, but a hand was clapped over his mouth. 
 
    He stopped trying to speak and the hand moved away. It was Sally, and she whispered, Go left in the corridor. Go to the rear deck. Make no noise. Hurry.” 
 
    Jeff had no idea what was going on, but his feelings for Sally were, courtesy of their recent assignation, very lustful. He followed her instructions. 
 
    He ran down the corridor and made his way to the stern deck. When he emerged into the night Judd grabbed his arm and pulled him into the shadow of the superstructure. “Quiet.” 
 
    Jeff huddled in the darkness. There were six other new women also crouching. They were no women among them that lifted weights or trained in weapons. Only the yoga women who studied squad tactics. 
 
    A minute later another woman joined them, then Sally. 
 
    Judd whispered just loud enough for them to hear him. 
 
    “The Republic of The Amazon is built on a lie. Silithia is the only hope. We are going over the stern, down the anchor rope. Swim towards the lights. It’s only a mile. There might be a boat, but don’t rely on it. Are you ready?” 
 
    The women looked at each other. Jeff could make out faces, and he realized that these once men had been selected because they had doubts, had those doubts had been cultivated by reading the Silithia book. 
 
    One of them shook his head. 
 
    Sally clonked him and he collapsed to the deck. 
 
    Judd grinned an infectious grin. “Okay, ladies. Let’s go!” 
 
    He slapped asses, pulled arms, shoved shoulders, and the group of women, minus one, ran for the rear of the ship. 
 
    They clambered over the rail, gripped the thick hawser and went down the rope. 
 
    Thank goodness for their classes in yoga and calisthenics. The slithered down the rope like monkeys, then dipped into the water. 
 
    Sally was first and Judd was last, and between them they herded the seven women towards the shore. 
 
    It was pitch dark, they couldn’t see each other, but they stuck together by the sound of their hands touching the water, pulling it back. 
 
    Into the night they went. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Here it is, the second installment on The Feminization Wars. 
 
      
 
    The first story was ‘The War for Feminization.’ In that story Jeff lost his job, was shanghaied, drafted and made into a woman by the Republic of The Amazons. 
 
      
 
    At the end of the story Jeff jumped ship with two spies, Judd and Sally, and swam into the darkness. 
 
      
 
    Judd and Sally are Silithians, and the Amazons are right behind them! 
 
      
 
    What nobody knows is that a friend of Womanland is on the way. 
 
      
 
    Now…enjoy! 
 
      
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    A few thousand miles north of Puebla and the Great Pyramid of Cholula Sam was asleep. 
 
    Sam was a chunk of a man. He had thick muscles, thick, curly hair, and very dark and penetrating eyes. 
 
    Next to him Shiela, his wife, slept. She was a beautiful woman with a waterfall of shiny, blonde hair and inquisitive, green eyes. Laying on her back, the sheets wound around her, the ampleness of her form was plain to see. 
 
    Sam’s eyes flickered open. One second he was asleep. The next second he was awake. And he felt a dire urgency within. He sat up. 
 
    “Unh?” Shiela opened her eyes. 
 
    Sam got out of bed. 
 
    Shiela sat up. “What are doing?” 
 
    “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “Go where?” 
 
    Sam was pulling on the thick socks he used when he went hunting. He had cargo shorts and a heavy duty safari shirt at hand. 
 
    “What? But you’ve got work! I’ve got a meeting with the women’s club…” 
 
    He turned, no smile on his rugged face. “You don’t have to go.” 
 
    She opened her mouth. 
 
    “It might be better if you don’t go.” 
 
    Shiela jumped out of bed. “Bullshit.” She hurried to catch up to Sam. She pulled on jeans and a flannel shirt. 
 
    Sam pulled on his shorts and shirt, sat on the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into his hiking boots. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    Sam didn’t answer. He just tied his shoes. He didn’t even seem to be thinking. He was just getting dressed. He was like an arrow loosed, no path except to the target. 
 
    Wherever the target was. 
 
    Whatever the target was. 
 
    Sam headed into his office, picked his cell phone and tapped in a number. From the other room Shiela heard him say, “I want a flight to Italy. Two.” Then, a strange guttural growl that Shiela had only heard once before, Sam whispered into the phone. “Now.” 
 
    Shiela shivered, began putting clothes into a suitcase. Now she knew where they were going, and it frightened the hell out of her. 
 
    Sam re-entered the room. “They’re going to be holding a plane for us in Pasadena.” 
 
    Shiela straightened up and stared at him. 
 
    Holding a plane for them. How did he know? 
 
    But she knew how he knew. 
 
    Sam the man she loved, was not in the body of her husband. The other Sam was back, and she trembled. 
 
    He was the Sam who had been in Womanland, who had almost destroyed the Witches. Even in spite of Silithia; not even Silithia could stop him, and now he was back. 
 
    Yet, fear of him or not, she kept packing. 
 
    She had mistakes with him before, and that knowledge, that action, had near destroyed her. 
 
    She was not going to make those mistakes again. Wherever Sam went, whatever he needed, she was going to be there. 
 
    She would never betray her husband again, even if it cost her her life. 
 
    “Can I call off the pool cleaner?” 
 
    His one word answer only increased her fear.  
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff was a not a great swimmer, but he was going to have to rise to the occasion. The shore was at least a mile away. Maybe more. In the darkness it was hard to gauge the distance. 
 
    He heard the splash of arms around him.  
 
    He heard Sally calling from the front, leading the way. Behind he heard Judd encouraging the slower swimmers. 
 
    Except for the faint flicker of lights on the far shore, he might as well have been swimming in ink. The night was black, the water was black. 
 
    And, of course, he worried about sharks. 
 
    “Come on, Jeff. You can do it.” 
 
    But Judd was big, strong, looked like he could rip up trees by the roots. 
 
    Still, Jeff moved his arms, kicked his legs, and tried not to make too much noise. 
 
    Interestingly, the water was warm. He knew they had been heading south, but he had no idea how far. 
 
    The minutes passed. Ten minutes, fifteen minutes. The lights seemed no closer, but…maybe they weren’t flickering so much. 
 
    The waves lifted him up and down. The other swimmers straggled, but tried. They had to try. If they didn’t reach the shore then they would reach the bottom, and not in a pleasant way. 
 
    “Hurry,” came Sally’s call from the front. She sounded far away. 
 
    “Come on, Jeff,” Judd pushed on his butt. 
 
    Then he heard Judd laugh. “You’ve still got the butt plug in.” 
 
    Jeff was swallowing salt water, a gulp here, a gulp there, and he choked aloud as he realized the truth. 
 
    “You can take it out now.” 
 
    “I…I…” Judd wallowed. He couldn’t take the time to stop swimming to get rid of his little toy. The toy that the Amazons had insisted that he wear. 
 
    Judd’s voice rose up a notch as he called to the other swimmers. “Take out the butt plugs!” 
 
    Then Jeff felt Judd’s strong hands at his ass. The big man gently popped the plug out, and Jeff instantly felt a surge of strength. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he whimpered, and picked up his stroke. 
 
    More minutes passing. The new men around him were struggling. they had been men, but the Amazons had drugged them, given them something that had transformed them into women. 
 
    Except for their sex organs.  
 
    They were effectively shemales, female bodies with male dicks. 
 
    “Float on your back,” Judd called out. 
 
    Jeff turned over, heard the others turning over, and he immediately felt a buoyancy. His breasts helped him float. 
 
    He could hear Sally laughing somewhere as she helped one of the swimmers. 
 
    Then, against hope, he heard the sound of waves crashing. It was faint, but it was a beach. Now he sped up, heartened, and shortly was struggling through the surf. 
 
    Just in time, he felt the sand beneath his feet. He tried to walk, and succeeded in swim walking the last dozen feet, then he was on top of a mound of sand that led to the beach. 
 
    One by one the transformed women struggled up on to the sand. They gasped and coughed, but they had made it. 
 
    The beach was a wide one, a couple of hundred yards, and it made the lights coming from small huts seem weak, but there was enough light for them to see each others shadows. 
 
    Jeff flopped onto his back and gasped for breath. 
 
    “Up…up!” Judd hissed. Twenty yards ahead of them he could see Sally struggling through the sand, calling to them. 
 
    “They’ll find out we’re gone. They can be on the beach in two minutes with one of their boats, do you want them to catch you?” 
 
    Jeff rolled back over, got to his hands and knees, then his feet. He staggered up the soft sand. He did not want to be caught by the women of The Republic of The Amazon. 
 
    Odd. He hadn’t been totally sure when he jumped off the back of the Amazon ship, but he was sure now. 
 
    He didn’t realize that the long swim had burned some of the drugs out of him. He was no longer dopey and dazed, and he didn’t want to return to that condition. 
 
    Up the beach they went, shadows slowly growing in substance. Jeff stopped at one point and looked back at the Amazon ship. He could see their lights forming an outline, and he could see what looked like flashlights flickering back and forth. 
 
    “They’re after us, buddy,” chuckled Judd. “We’ve got to hurry.” 
 
    The group, seven traitors to the Republic of The Amazon, reached huts, and the dawn began to light the sky. Jeff took one last look at the Amazonian ship, then stumbled into the jungle. Judd and Sally raced back and forth, making sure they all stayed in a group. 
 
    They ran. The tripped, they got to their feet. They were thousands of miles from home, in a stark wilderness, a jungle, and none of them had the faintest inkling of how they were going to survive. 
 
    “When can we rest?” asked one of the new women. 
 
    “Mountains. Twenty miles.” Judd was breathing hard as he made this statement. 
 
    “Why?” Jeff asked. 
 
    “If we run a mile they have to search two miles. If we run two mile they have to search eight miles. Three miles is eighteen miles. Four miles is thirty-two miles. And so on.By the time we’ve gone twenty miles they’re going to have to search through about 800 miles.” 
 
    One of the other women protested. We should be safe long before then.” 
 
    “Hold up,” Judd yelled. Everybody stopped, sagged to their knees, a couple of them women lay on the jungle floor. 
 
    “Gather around and listen to me.” 
 
    “Quickly,” urged Sally. 
 
    They made a semi circle around Judd. 
 
    “Take deep breaths while I explain this.” 
 
    Sally got them to do the deep breathing and Judd spoke emphatically. 
 
    The Amazons are evolved. They are not your normal housewives. Look at me.” 
 
    They were. 
 
    “I might be able to beat one of them in a fight, maybe two if they aren’t warriors. But 90 per cent of the Amazons go through warrior training, and most of them can take me without breathing hard. They are intuitive in the jungle. They are expert in small arms and squad tactics. They can track a leopard to its lair and kill it with a broken branch. Our only chance is to get enough distance, and if Sally and I can get you to hide your tracks. We stand a chance, but it’s a slim one. 
 
    “Why did you rescue us then?” 
 
    Judd held up fingers. “One, we need to examine you to find out their methods. Two, we need to give them a black eye. If we can get away it will shake their confidence. Not much, but…we need to try. Three, you were the ones that were resisting their training. We need to know why. And there are about a dozen other reasons. But make no mistake, the Amazons use drugs and sometimes cruel methods to make men into women. Silithia uses love. She is more evolved than the Amazons, but hers is a natural evolution. Still, if we don’t win, if the Silithians don’t beat the Amazons, the planet will turn into a prison planet, and unnatural women will be the guards. And if that isn’t enough, then let me make this point: you can’t quite the Republic of The Amazons. If you want to quit the Silithians then just turn around and head back. Nobody will stop you. 
 
    The new women were recovering. They had been conditioned on the ship, and that was working to their benefit now. But the most important thing was that Judd’s words had galvanized them. He spoke, and they intuited that his words were the truth. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s get up and move. Sally leads. She’ll change up the gait periodically, which will afford you ways to rest. But we have to make the mountains before tonight. If we can do that we might escape into the darkness, or at least be able to roll rocks down on their heads. Now, let’s go.” 
 
    Sally was waiting with an air of impatience. She offered a grin as the new women trotted towards her, and she turned and led the way into the deep jungle. 
 
    Jeff had been an athlete in school. He had played football, and he had done martial arts after school. Those disciplines required a lot, but not as much as Sally and Judd required that day. 
 
    They had no shoes, but the jungle floor was soft. Still, they stepped on vines that hurt, and often as not somebody was limping. 
 
    Judd pushed from behind, encouraging. He even used a thin branch to whack a butt. Not pain, just a wake up. 
 
    He lifted arms and half carried. He ran along side and helped runners find a lost gait. If a woman ran into a tree limb he waited and helped them up, got them going again. 
 
    Up ahead Sally led around trees, under bushes, and whenever there was water…up the streams. Or down. 
 
    Judd dropped back at certain points and brushed the areas they had trod to hide the sign of their passing.  
 
    The new women were told to be careful of breaking limbs and leaving footprints. 
 
    “Cross on the boulders!” Sally passed back along the line. 
 
    “Don’t disturb the rocks under the water,” Judd commanded. 
 
    A leopard was startled and slunk into the jungle. Sally chuckled. 
 
    An anaconda hanging from a branch was slapped with a stick, and it slithered off, no easy victims here. 
 
    At noon they stopped by a tree with fruit. None of them had ever seen the fruit, but Sally deemed it okay to eat a couple of the nuggets. 
 
    The exhausted women lay on the ground, sprawled, their pink jumpsuits now brown with dirt and sweat, and munched on unknown fruit. 
 
    And they had no erections. but it was too soon for them too complain. They were tired and figured erections would come back later. 
 
    Judd and Sally held a conference beneath a tree. They whispered, and seemed to agree on most things. Watching them, Jeff realized that Judd was listened to, but Sally was the leader. He had thought Judd would be in charge, but Sally was. And she seemed to be in better physical condition than Judd. She spoke in sharp, clear tones, Judd had to think, every once in a while he would just sigh and listen, too tired to have input. 
 
    Jeff approached them. 
 
    “You take the lead when we leave,” Sally suggested. Judd nodded, then looked at Jeff.  
 
    “How you holding up?” he asked. 
 
    “I heard something.” 
 
    They focused on him with an intensity that was downright scary. 
 
    I don’t know what it was, but it was just a minute ago, sounded like something back on the trail. 
 
    “Get ‘em going,” whispered Sally. “And keep ‘em quiet.” 
 
    Judd, tired or not, started moving. “Get up, we’ve got to go. Get up.” 
 
    Tired, the women struggled to their feet and staggered out of the clearing. The urgency of Judd’s words were felt, and within a couple of minutes they were moving up the trail at a good clip. 
 
    Sally was supposed to bring up the rear, but the last woman looked behind her. No sign of Sally. 
 
    “Judd?” 
 
    Judd came back, saw there was no Sally, and just told the women to keep going. 
 
    For that brief thirty seconds while Judd checked out the situation Jeff was leading the group. He tried to do as Judd did, to walk while encouraging, but he found it a difficult task, and he was glad when Judd returned. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Jeff asked. 
 
    Judd just shook his head. 
 
    For a half hour the group struggled through the jungle, then Sally appeared. 
 
    When she had been leading the group she had had the most energy. She was beautiful, vibrant, and everybody could feel her energy. 
 
    Now she limped past the women and took her place at the front. Jeff was close enough to hear the conversation between her and Judd. 
 
    “Was it an Amazon?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “She won’t be following us?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    And: “Are you hurt?” 
 
    “Badly.” 
 
    Jeff watched Sally. She limped, and she protected her ribs, but it was more than that. Something inside her was damaged. Kidneys? Liver? Whatever it was she was sinking. 
 
    A half hour later she was straggling at the rear and Judd was back in the front. Finally, she went to her knees and just set in the middle of the trail. 
 
    Judd came back, took one look, and said, “Hide. I’ll send somebody back for you.” 
 
    Jeff blurted, “I’ll help her.” 
 
    “No. Get to the front.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Judd assessed Jeff, his grey eyes scrutinizing him within an inch of his life. Then he pointed: “Go in that direction, parallel and get closer to the mountains. It’ll be two days before anybody can get to you.” 
 
    Jeff nodded. 
 
    Judd turned and headed up the trail. In a moment Jeff and Sally were alone. 
 
      
 
    Sam and Shiela lived in Washington state in the great northwest. Their home was in deep woods, and every day they saw small critters, deer, even bear. They often fed these creatures from the back porch and Sam, who was an inveterate hunter, always traveled far away to do any hunting; he didn’t kill animals in his own backyard. 
 
    Now he was toting a travel bag to the car. 
 
    Shiela came behind him, lugging her own bag. 
 
    Sam turned, took the bag from her hand and tossed it in the back of the car. He turned back to her and his eyes were glittering. 
 
    Shiela was actually scared. She could feel Sam changing. She had seen him like this only once, and never close up. When they had traveled to Womanland and his true identity was revealed. She had betrayed him, and why he had elected to stay with her afterwards was something she would never understand. 
 
    She stood in back of the car and stared at him. The way his eyes were fixed on her, “Sam?” 
 
    Sam smiled, and it was like a smile from hell. His eyes pierced her, and he started taking off his shirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I need sex.” His statement was harsh, brutal, and right in the middle of the driveway. The weather around forty degrees but he stripped off his pants. 
 
    His cock was larger now, it looked like a club with gnarly bumps on it. 
 
    Shiela began taking off her clothes. She was terrified, it was cold, but she wasn’t about to refuse Sam when he was like this. 
 
    Sam might not take kindly to the refusal. 
 
    Besides, her betrayal…she owed him this any time he wanted it. 
 
    He waited, breathing harshly, and his whisper was more like a growl. “I’m changing. I’ll try not to hurt you.” 
 
    She was down to bra and panties now. “Hurt me if you must, Sam. I understand.” 
 
    I’m still too human to understand,” he said gruffly, then he was on her. 
 
    He picked her up, nestled his face between her boobs. His strength was amazing. 
 
    Shiela held on to his head, and then she felt a fierce exultation. Even as a monster…he loved her. 
 
    Sam lifted her up, all the way up, until her legs were draped over his shoulders and he cupped her buns with his hands. His face devoured her womanhood. 
 
    She cried out as his tongue burrowed into her. 
 
    He was rough. He was hard and brutal. He was trying to be gentle. 
 
    If this is gentle… thought Shiela, swooning from the way he delved into her. 
 
    He held her, and she held on, and he lowered her until her pussy was on cock level, then he shoved forward. 
 
    He was bigger. It hurt, but…every woman is curious, and she was curious, and…the pleasure was far greater than the pain. 
 
    He fucked her standing up, her back to the cold metal of the car. He thrust in and out, and the car rocked up until the tires on one side were nearly off the ground. Then he backed off and let the weight of the car shoved her back onto his dick. 
 
    For long minutes he did this. Shiela was sore, but she wasn’t about to call for mercy. 
 
    If Sam was even able to grant mercy at this point. 
 
    Then, in spite of the pain, or maybe because of it, Shiela began to cum. Her face tilted up as heaven consumed her. Her eyeballs rolled, and, near animal that he was, Sam began to spew. 
 
    For a long minute they were locked, him grunting and making small but powerful thrusts, her cumming again and again, until her mind was like the slats of a washboard. 
 
    Then he slowed down, let go, and she slid down the side of the SUV to her feet. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she whimpered. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Sam, hiding his face in her neck, in her luscious hair. 
 
    She pushed his head back, kissed him on the lips again and again. 
 
    He managed to say, “You should probably stay home.” 
 
    “Are you kidding? After that? Where you go I go.” 
 
    He was actually embarrassed. Or, perhaps it was the human in him that was embarrassed. 
 
    Two minutes later they were dressed and on the road. 
 
    Shiela stared out the passenger window. She watched the passing foliage, and she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Asshole,” she muttered. “You think you love me.” 
 
    “I think you need help,” answered Jeff. 
 
    She said nothing more and Jeff squatted, got her arm over his shoulders, and helped her up. They continued up the path for a quarter mile, then Jeff found what looked like an animal trail. He turned into the brush, carried/dragged the groaning Sally for a hundred yards, then went back and did his best to hide their trail. 
 
    Then came the journey of pain and tears. 
 
    The animal trial petered out and Jeff and Sally made their way through pure jungle. They tried not to break a limb or fell a leaf. They tried to erase footprints and any sign of their passing. 
 
    “They’ll go after the main group,” muttered Sally, hanging on to Jeff. 
 
    “Probably,” returned Jeff. 
 
    But they didn’t stop. They climbed over fallen trunks, crossed streams, and headed deeper and deeper into where man, nor woman, had never gone before. 
 
    Sally, in spite of her injury, educated Jeff. 
 
    “Cross where it’s shallow. Snakes look like vines.” 
 
    Then she fell unconscious. 
 
    Jeff picked her up, and was surprised at how heavy a dead weight was. Still, he walked through the jungle, staggered, and angled towards the high mountains. 
 
    Nigh approached and Jeff looked for a hiding place. He settled for a small clearing with two boulders. He snuggled them into the space between the two boulders, found some large fronds, and covered them up. 
 
    Darkness fell upon them like a blanket. One second it was dusking, then it was darker than the underside of an outhouse. 
 
    Jeff pulled Sally back in and held her. 
 
    She was weak. Her breath came in little sighs. 
 
    She was awake, however, and he could feel her awareness. 
 
    “So are you an Amazon or a Silithian? Or what?” 
 
    She seemed glad to talk. Perhaps to take the pain out of her body. 
 
    “Amazon.” 
 
    “Tell me about the Amazons.” 
 
    She snuggled a bit deeper in Jeff’s arms. His arms were wrapped around her and she could feel his breasts, and his own arms were under hers. 
 
    “The Queen is Nyoka. No one knows where she came from, but she has been gathering women around her for hundreds of years.” 
 
    “Hundreds?” 
 
    “She is old, but you wouldn’t know it to look at her.” 
 
    “How does she stay…young?” 
 
    “She claims to know the secrets of the pharaohs. She has studied the works of the alchemists. One rumor is that she was born during the Harrapan civilization, in the Indus Valley, and that she received her knowledge from the mystics who wrote the original Vedic teachings.” 
 
    Jeff listened, kept an ear to the jungle, and thought about what Sally was telling him. “But now you are Silithian.” 
 
    Sally smiled. “Judd, damn him. He has seen Silithia, has made love to her, or she to him. He claims her truth is the real truth, and he convinced me.” 
 
    “So if we get away, where will we go?” 
 
    Sally didn’t answer for a second, and Jeff thought she might have slipped into sleep. Then she whispered, “That is the question. But Judd knows. Follow Judd.” 
 
    She turned slightly and pressed her body against his. They were two peas in a pod, their breath mingled and Jeff felt the softness of her. 
 
    “I’m sorry we can’t make love,” she whispered, her eyes closing. “But you probably can’t, anyway.” An oblique statement, then she was asleep. 
 
    Follow Judd. But he attended to her.  
 
    But he had been with Silithia, so he must be intending to take them to her.  
 
    But…where? 
 
    They had to escape the jungle first, however. 
 
    Jeff lay, held Sally, and listened to her breathing. 
 
    She wasn’t mortally wounded, of Judd would not have let Jeff stay with her. But she was badly wounded. 
 
    She had fought with the Amazons, probably a single Amazon, and won…but had been badly wounded.  
 
    What were these women who shanghaied men and changed them into women? Were they as bad as Sally and Judd seemed to think? 
 
    The night progressed, and Jeff found himself dozing. 
 
    Then he was awake. 
 
    Sounds. The moon had come up and he saw several women gather in the small clearing. They wore armor shaped to their bodies and carried spears and bow and arrows. Their hair was pulled back in ponytails and their faces were beautiful and fierce in the shards of moonlight. They were mere yards from him, and he prayed that Sally wouldn’t make a sound, a snore, a grunt. 
 
    “The trail ends. I can no longer feel them in my mind.” 
 
    Jeff wondered at that. Feel who? Him and Sally? In her mind? 
 
    “She killed Sara.” 
 
    “Sara did damage.” 
 
    “And we will do damage to her.” 
 
    There were now six female shapes a few yards away from where Jeff and Sally huddled. They whispered in the slices of moonlight. 
 
    “Why can’t you feel her?” 
 
    “She sleeps. I cannot feel her awareness.” 
 
    “Could she be dead?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. It is a different emptiness.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s head back.” 
 
    “Agreed. Spread out and extend your intuition. We may yet find them.” 
 
    Then, as one, the group almost literally evaporated. They slid back into shadow, then jungle, and there was no sound of their passing. 
 
    And no feel of their presence. 
 
    Jeff shivered. Sally and Judd had spoken of the Amazons as incredible warriors, and now Jeff understood. 
 
    Sally had shown him their strength and resilience, and now he had seen how they moved as a single unit, bound together by intuition. 
 
    He knew he wouldn’t stand a chance fighting them. His only hope was to get Sally away, to hope she recovered. 
 
    He waited, listened, but the Amazons were gone. 
 
    He drifted back to sleep. 
 
    “Hungry.” 
 
    Jeff’s eyes snapped open. He was sore, inside and out. Sally stared at him. “Look for banana shaped fruit. Or nuts. Dry nuts in shells. Nuts aren’t deadly. They might make me sick, but they won’t kill me.” 
 
    She was sharp in the eye, somewhat recovered, and intense. 
 
    Jeff slid out from their hidey hole, letting Sally shift to the earth. 
 
    He was careful, made sure he could find his way back to the clearing. He made his way through the jungle, found a variety of fruit and picked a couple of each. Let Sally tell him which ones were harmful. He also found nuts, many kinds of nuts. He took off his once pink jumpsuit and wrapped it around the food he had found. 
 
    He came to a stream, noted a relatively small boa, heard a panther screaming, and turned back. 
 
    Of the items he had found Sally chose four different items, held them up and asked for more, and went to eating. 
 
    Jeff returned to the area where he had found the food. He ate a few things himself, then brought a large quantity back to Sally. 
 
    Sally had moved out from under the boulders and was sitting cross legged. She took his offerings and ate. 
 
    “You did good.” She said. 
 
    “There’s a river, with a big boa, it looks like. Can we risk a fire?” 
 
    “No. But if it has fish we can eat those raw.” 
 
    She licked her fingers, then suddenly lay back, closed her eyes, and started to snore. 
 
    Jeff made another trip, returned with more food, and found that Sally was awake. 
 
    “You’re doing good,” she said again. Come hold me. Warm me.” 
 
    The sun was up far enough now, and Jeff held in the middle of the clearing. The sun was warm, and his body was warm, and Sally slept. 
 
    And awoke an hour later. She was lying in his arms, he was naked, and she smiled. As when she had when she fell asleep the night before, she said, “Sorry I can’t fuck you.” 
 
    Jeff allowed a half grin to peek out. “Me, too. But…I’m limp.” 
 
    She nodded. “That’s because you aren’t taking their drugs.” 
 
    “They were giving me some kind of viagra?” Now he understood her remarks. 
 
    “Erect men are easily manipulated men.” 
 
    Jeff grunted. Lot of truth in what she said. But to change him into a woman…keep his dick, what a cruel half measure. 
 
    Then he had a second thought. Was it really cruel? He liked his female body. No erections, but his tits, he loved them, and he seemed to see better, and hear better. His whole mode of thought was changing in subtle ways. 
 
    Maybe it wasn’t bad to be female. If he could just have a working dick.  
 
    Or, he thought, a vagina? 
 
    What would it be like to not have low hanging fruit? To have a receptacle instead of a protrusion? 
 
    She noted the look on his face. She pulled him close and kissed him. A kiss of thanks. Very sexual, and no risk of creating a response. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She laughed. “You’ll learn to love the frustration. Now help me up. Let’s go to the river.” 
 
    He led the way. She was weak, shaky legged. He said: “They were in the clearing last night.” 
 
    “I figured. They’re gone now.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Look into your mind. Nothing there. No thoughts. No chatter. No people.” 
 
    Jeff tried to understand, to feel, but his mind was just sort of…empty. When he explained this to her she nodded. “The emptier it is the further away people are. People go far enough away and you can hear yourself think…then you don’t think anything at all. It’s wonderful to be truly alone.” 
 
    “It’s wonderful to be alone with somebody else,” he countered. 
 
    She smiled, and there was agreement there. 
 
    Suddenly she crumpled, fell to her knees. He snapped a branch, gave it to her for a cane, and held to her arm. 
 
    They came to the river, and the patient boa was still hanging from a tree over a space leading down to the water. 
 
    “Kill it. It’s meat. 
 
    “Kill it? How?” 
 
    “Use a stick, hit its head. They have thin skulls.” 
 
    He did. And was shocked. It was eight foot long, lots of meat, and she instructed him on how to build a fire. 
 
    They sat, warmed by the fire, and watched the meat sizzle on a spit. 
 
    “Are you worried about being found?” He indicated the fire. 
 
    “If my sisters are far enough that I can’t feel them…” she shrugged. 
 
    An hour later, carrying strips of snake ‘jerky’ in the wrapping of Jeff’s pink jumpsuit, they set off. Now they headed directly for the mountains.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I can’t be late,” Sam muttered over the roar of the car engine. 
 
    Shiela glanced at Sam. The SUV was moving at well over 100 MPH. They were weaving in and out of traffic and cars were moving out of their way frantically. 
 
    Shiela’s knuckles were white as she held to the handle above the door. Her eyes were wide. She had never traveled this fast in her life before. 
 
    “Late for what?” She asked, her voice a broken whisper of fear. 
 
    When Sam looked at her his face was twisted in a fierce grimace. 
 
    “I can’t be late,” then he looked back at the road and, if anything, he sped up. 
 
    Shiela, fear becoming terror, finally just closed her eyes. If they were going to get in an accident she didn’t want to see it. 
 
    Sam pressed the pedal harder. 
 
      
 
    Jeff and Sally made their way through the jungle, and Sally showed her Amazon resiliency by the way she was recovering. By the time they reached the base of the mountains she was walking normally. After a day of climbing she was moving faster than him. 
 
    “Hurry.” She smiled at him, aware of how hard he was trying to keep up with her. 
 
    They were moving up a trail, angling back towards the area where Judd and the others must have climbed. So far Sally didn’t hear anything in her mind, and they were making good time. 
 
    “Hopefully,” she said, “the Amazons have gone back to the ship.” 
 
    “How come you’re so much stronger than I am? You’re stronger than I was as a man.” 
 
    She pursed her lips in thought, then said, “I have been evolved. Amazons are all about evolution. Without the fiction of needing men to care for them, women are the stronger of the species. We grow, we adapt.” 
 
    They rounded a boulder, made their way under an outcropping. 
 
    “So where does that put me? I’m not a man, I’m not evolved. How do I stand, or compete, or whatever, with Amazons?” 
 
    “You’ve got several choices. If what Judd told me is true, you can go back to being a man.” 
 
    Jeff was not heartened by that choice. 
 
    “Or you can go forward and continue with your pursuit of womanhood. If you decide to be a woman, you will be given chances to achieve evolution. The Amazons force the issue, use men as they wish, transform them according to need. But their methods can be harsh. Judd told me that Silithia has softer methods, but you have to prove yourself worthy.” 
 
    “How would I prove myself worthy?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sally answered honestly. “I’m waiting to meet Silithia myself. I think the proof is personal for each person, but…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then you’re risking a lot on what Judd says. You’re…you’ve got faith that this will happen.” 
 
    Sally nodded. “And sometimes I’m scared. Judd is a wonderful person, but it is possible that even a wonderful person can lie. What if he’s lying?” 
 
    But Jeff didn’t think that she really thought Judd was lying. 
 
    They continued up the mountains. 
 
      
 
    “Where are we?” They had been climbing for a couple of days now. They had not encountered anybody, and they were far above the jungle. 
 
    Sally stopped, turned and sat down. For a million miles they could see jungle. She appeared to be thinking. 
 
    “We came ashore above the Amazon. Normally we—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute! I was shanghaied in San Francisco. How could we be on the east side of South America? 
 
    Sally smiled. We were a month at sea. You’ve just been around the world.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    We sailed west, under Africa.” 
 
    “So I’m in…Brazil?” 
 
    “Yep. But I’m not sure where. We’re behind Judd, I don’t see any trace of the Amazons, so they must have given up.” She grinned. “I’ll bet they’re pissed.” 
 
    “So where are we going?” 
 
    She studied him, then stated, “Jeff, the world is not as you know it.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “The world has all sorts of…I guess we could call them short cuts. We are going—if I have followed Judd’s instructions correctly, to a place where one of these shortcuts exists.” 
 
    “Shortcuts,” he repeated. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “We’re going to find out.” 
 
    “So you’re following a fellow you hope is right to a place where we will take a short cut to somewhere but you don’t know where.” 
 
    She smiled. “I knew you were smart.” 
 
    He shook his head, “There’s a difference between smart and crazy.” 
 
    She stood up and held out her hand. “Not a large one.” 
 
     
 
    They were above the clouds now, and the land behind was a myth below. 
 
    They had come to what looked like the peak of a mountain, but it wasn’t. It was just one more crest, and as they followed the trail through rocks Sally suddenly stopped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sally turned slowly, her eyes flickering over boulders, foliage, distant peaks. 
 
    “We’re not alone.” 
 
    Jeff looked around, be it a bit more nervously. They hadn’t seen anybody for the whole journey. 
 
    Sally turned in the direction of the trail. “Up ahead. They’re waiting for us.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    They continued on. They came out of the boulders of the mountain onto a large, flat plateau. Sally was fixed, concentrating ont he voices in her intuitive head. 
 
    Jeff followed along, tamping his fears down, hoping that Sally’s faith was larger than his fears. 
 
    Funny, he hadn’t been fearful as a man. And Sally didn’t seem to have any fear at all. But as a woman, not evolved, he felt fear. He didn’t like it. 
 
    They crossed a plain of waving grass, and in the distance were low peaks. 
 
    Then, getting closer, they realized that they weren’t peaks. They were…tops. The tops of buildings, but such strange… 
 
    Sally stopped and Jeff bumped into her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They’re here.” 
 
    Jeff looked around, he saw nothing. 
 
    Sally raised her voice. “We come as friends.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She raised her voice and said presumably the same thing, but in a different language. 
 
    Then more languages. 
 
    Finally, out of the brush stepped a short man. 
 
    He was brown-skinned, a slight pot belly, and held a spear in his hands. He had a bone through his nose, his hair hung in two, long pigtails. His eyes were like porcelain marbles. 
 
    Then more men stepped out. 
 
    Sally spoke to them in one of the languages she had tried, and by the men’s lack of expression Jeff thought maybe they didn’t understand. Then the men formed up beside them and the march continued. 
 
    “Who are they?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “The Invisible People. They exist throughout the Amazon. I have never heard of them being in the mountains, though.” 
 
    The Invisible People marched them through grass, through rushes, to the shore of a lake. Across the lake were the strange tops Sally and Jeff had seen. 
 
    Pyramids. 
 
    “What the fuck,” whispered Jeff. 
 
    On an island hundreds of yards, maybe a half mile offshore, were several pyramids. The one in the center was the tallest, and it stood as if surrounded by lesser maids. 
 
    The Invisible People guided them to a boat hidden in the rushes and they boarded the thing. It was built of a hollowed out tree trunk, and since there were no trees on the plain to speak of, the task of getting this boat to this lake must have been an arduous one. 
 
    I don’t believe this,” Jeff stared up as the pyramids grew closer. 
 
    “Pyramids are common the world over. It speaks of cultures that have existed long before recorded history, and many people claim them to be the architecture of aliens. 
 
    As they approached the shore of the island Jeff asked, “Why are these people helping us?” 
 
    Sally shook her head, then: “Silithia has strange allies, but I don’t know. Perhaps they have been contracted, perhaps it is a legend we have stepped into. 
 
    The boat grated on the sand and pebbles of the beach. Jeff and Sally jumped out of the boat and it was pushed back into the water. It sailed away as they were walked between two of the outer pyramids to the larger center one. 
 
    Women made their appearance. Some of them seemed to be priestesses, holding burning twigs and wafting smoke over Jeff and Sally. They wore beads and trinkets and had an official air about them. They did smile, however, when either Jeff or Sally caught their eye. 
 
    Some of the women were plain women, wearing not robes, but thick dresses. They were usually chunky in body, long in braid, and they held dishes of food which they offered to Jeff and Sally. 
 
    Sally put her hands into a dish. “Eat now,” she warned. “It might be a while before we eat again.” 
 
    Jeff followed her advice. He was tired of eating snakes and monkeys. 
Eating monkey brain was delicious, but how much steak can a person eat before hamburger becomes the treat? 
 
    The pyramids were constructed of large cubes and were stacked so that the sides could be crawled up, like stairs as tall as the body of one of the Invisible People. 
 
    Up the center of the side was a stairway, and Sally and Jeff ascended the side of the large structure. 
 
    They came to a ledge, at the other side of which was a doorway with a thick stone lintel. 
 
    The Invisible People ushered them into the depths of the pyramid. Sunlight gave way to torches, and they walked to the center of the structure and into a dark room about 15 feet on each side. 
 
    The Invisible People pulled shut a large stone door and Jeff and Sally were suddenly alone. There was only one torch in a holder on a wall, and it was truly gloomy in the room. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Jeff asked of the darkness. 
 
    Sally went around the walls of the room. They were just stone. Carved pretty flat, no decorations, and…that was all. 
 
    “Leave the torch and walk into the darkness.” The voice was slightly distorted, but plain, old English. 
 
    Sally didn’t hesitate. She began walking towards the gloom of the other wall. 
 
    Jeff was frozen. He was female frightened of the darkness and things he couldn’t see. 
 
    Sally turned towards him. “Come on.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She returned to him, took his biceps in her hands and moved her face close to his. “You took care of me. You rescued me. Now, come on. It’s safe. I know that voice.” 
 
    She leaned forward, kissed him. 
 
    She could feel him trembling. 
 
    She reached down and grasped his limp penis. “Come along, honey. There’s places to go.” 
 
    Grinning, she walked towards the gloom. 
 
    Jeff gasped. He hadn’t been erect almost from the time he had crawled off the beach. Her hand on his limp penis didn’t make it hard, but it reminded him of the fact that he was horny. Horny with no way to deliver his love. 
 
    Dully, he followed, her hand on him, his hands on her arm. 
 
      
 
    Sam was on the 10 now. He had driven straight down the 5, turned left at Los Angeles, and headed east. 
 
    Into Arizona. Past the tall cactus and the dry desert. Sam’s eyes were fixed on the road. His hands were loose on the wheel. They shot past a line of trucks. 
 
    Dully, Sally realized that people were moving over for them.  
 
    She hadn’t realized this before because she had been in such fear. But now, finally able to open her eyes, she realized: people know he’s coming. They’re getting out of his way. 
 
    She glanced at Sam. He was physically bigger now. His hands were larger and his head touched the ceiling of the SUV. Touched it and he had to bend his neck a little. 
 
    “Honey? Do we have to go so fast?” 
 
    He just looked at her and snickered. “Got to be on time.” 
 
    Shiela retreated into her mind. This was what he had been like at Womanland. She had talked to the Witches, Silithia’s women, and they described him this way. But worse. 
 
    So he was only beginning to change. But what would he be like when he was fully changed? 
 
    That thought caused her heart to flutter. Flutter in terror; flutter in love. 
 
    For being near him, experiencing his real self, while it caused her fear it also caused her to be wet.  
 
    She wanted him. She wanted him like this. She wanted him to make love to her again. It had been a day since he had bruised her pussy, and she wanted it bruised again, and in the worst possible way.   
 
      
 
    The gloom receded and the world became light. 
 
    Jeff and Sally were still in the room, but the torch against the wall was now in the gloom, and they…it was as if they were in a different room. 
 
    Judd became defined, and Sally let go of Jeff’s prick and hugged Judd. 
 
    Behind Judd an open door was in the wall. He turned and led them through it. It seemed to be the same corridor that they had come through to get to the room, but it wasn’t. They came out on a ledge above a large grassy slope. 
 
    Above and behind them, as if on top of the pyramid, was a church. 
 
    In front of them, beyond the green sward, was a town. 
 
    Jeff stood in amazement. The town had a low degree of modernity. There were telephone poles, mostly a little out of true, and he could see cars on shabby roads, and he realized: Mexico! 
 
    “Come along, we’ve got to hurry.” 
 
    Judd led the way down the hill. He was much the same, except he was wearing clothes. 
 
    They stepped onto a road and passersby stared at the naked Jeff and Sally. Then they were ushered into an SUV and handed clothes. 
 
    “We’re in Piebla, Mexico,” observed Sally, putting on a bra and a shirt and culottes. 
 
    Jeff had similar clothes, and he pulled them on, along with a pretty looking serape. 
 
    “We’re at Cholula. We’re about two hours from Mexico City. I brought you some high heels.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you! A girl’s best friend!” 
 
    Judd smiled. “Not good for running, but…? he shrugged. 
 
    “Do you have athletic shoes? Or even sandals?” 
 
    Judd chuckled at Jeff. “Get used to it. The heavy running is over, and you’ve turned into a pretty good looking woman. We’ll have to get you some make up and stuff, but…” again with the shrug. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Airport. You’re going to meet Silithia.” 
 
    Sally took in her breath. Jeff didn’t know how to react. 
 
    Then Judd turned to Jeff. “I imagine you’ve got a few questions. Thanks, incidentally, for taking care of Sally. Let’s take advantage of the trip to the airport. Ask me your questions.” 
 
      
 
    They were in an SUV and they circled the airport. 
 
    “No,” said Judd. “They’ve got it surrounded.” 
 
    Jeff stared at the air field. “I don’t see anybody.” 
 
    Everybody was staring out the window, and Judd leveled a look at Jeff. “I see them. You’ve got to understand, the Amazons have people everywhere. They have women who buy into their game, they have men, probably more men than women, who have been changed into women, and who do the Amazon bidding because that is the way to become fully transformed, or to go back to being a man.” 
 
    He turned to the driver, who happened to be a woman. She was, in fact, a renegade Amazonian, now following Judd. 
 
    “Head for the United States.” 
 
    “We’re going to drive there?” asked Sally. 
 
    “No other choice. We’ll pick up some food when we get out of Mexico City, so sit back and relax.” 
 
    Jeff sat back. The passenger seat swiveled to face the rear and Judd faced them all. “Now, about your questions.” 
 
    “Who are you? Why do you know so much about both Silithians and Amazons?” 
 
    Judd leaned back, placed his hand son the back of his head and relaxed. “I was a rich person at one time. Very rich. My wife booked me a vacation in the Amazon, and I found out she had turned me over to the Amazons.” 
 
    “Your wife did.” 
 
    Judd smiled. “She believed in the Amazonian plan for world conquest more than she believed in her marriage vows. I was prisoner, and they had a use for me. They wanted my money, and they wanted me to make more for them. And I did. Eventually, however, I ran afoul of them. I was on an assignment to infiltrate a place called Stepforth Valley. Stepforth happened to be the home of the Silithians. At Stepforth Valley I learned I had been betrayed by the Amazons. They were changing me into a woman, and I had no choice. Then I met Silithia. Silithia helped me understand, she changed me back.  
 
    “For a while I wandered the world, and I eventually returned to the Amazons. It was Silithia, however, who commanded me. I was a spy, and I earned the Amazons trust, until I found you and the other women. Then I showed my true colors.” He smiled. 
 
    “Where are the other women?” 
 
    “They’ve gone ahead. They’re probably in Stepforth Valley right now. They took a plane right after we came through the pyramids.” 
 
    “So you were going to change into a woman.” 
 
    “I was mostly changed. I had breasts, a female form, and my dick…it was shrinking, and I only had an orgasm or two left when Silithia helped me.” 
 
    He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees and his hands clasped in front of them. 
 
    “Both the Amazons and the Silithians can change you into a woman. Silithia actually discovered faster drugs to make this happen, but she eventually discarded drugs. She opts for a more natural approach, one in which the male can make his choices and aid in his own transformation. Amazons change men as they need them, they don’t care what a person wants, they change you depending on what they want.” 
 
    By this time the SUV was rattling over country roads. Judd looked out the window and smiled. “Stop at the first modern supermarket you can find. Get all the fresh fruit and jerky. Canned goods are fine. No sodie pop.” He looked at Jeff. “What?” 
 
    Jeff had made a sour look at the restrictions on soda pop. “I like Coke.” 
 
    Judd laughed. “One six pack for Jeff. And a bag of chips. Sally, I’m going to need maps and routes and planning. I want to cross near El Paso.” 
 
    A minute later they were pulling into a worn parking lot. Only Sally and Jeff went into the decrepit market with the faded Coke sign on it. 
 
    There wasn’t much in the way of fruits and veggies. It was mostly cans and pastries. So they loaded up on cans and things like orejas, coyotas, churros, and so on. 
 
    Back to the car and back on the road. They munched on the fare and stared at the long, mountain roads. The heat was intolerable, and they were stuck behind a bus with crates of chickens tied to the top, but they were on their way. 
 
    In the back of the SUV Sally sat with Jeff and, when she was done eating, shared a can of Coke with him, and her hand snaked down into his pants. 
 
    He looked at her. and she whispered, “I love making men horny.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” Jeff whimpered. 
 
    “Relax,” called Judd from the front. “It’s going to be a long ride.” 
 
      
 
    The trip through Mexico, though frantic, was a delight for Jeff. 
 
    Sally had her hand in his pants every opportunity. He couldn’t cum, he couldn’t even get hard, but he could feel her hand, and it made him more and more frustrated. 
 
    And he was growing to love the frustration.  
 
    He would hump her hand with his limp dick, and she would turn to him, grab his balls with her other hand, and kiss him. 
 
    In the front seat Judd drove. He was in a hurry, and he didn’t care what Sally or Jeff did as long as they kept a low profile and left him to his driving. 
 
    Some parts of Mexico are rugged. Some parts are modern. Fortunately, the roads they were on were mostly modern. They did have to watch out for sheep or armadillos, but they made good time. 
 
    On the third day they approached a border crossing. 
 
    And crossed. No sign of Amazons. No bother from the male bureaucrats the Amazons often employed. 
 
    “All right,” he grinned. “The Gods are with us.” 
 
    He goosed the SUV and speed picked up. 
 
    Five miles later, it slowed down. 
 
      
 
    The inspection station was buildings made out of tin. A half a dozen cop cars were parked at the side. The lanes narrowed into a chute, and at the chute were a dozen soldiers. They were armed with assault rifles. There were two dogs, large German Shepherds with long tongues and white teeth. 
 
    “Uh, oh.” 
 
    But it wasn’t the military presence that bothered Judd. To the side was an Amazon. She stood in her shiny, form fitting armor and watched Judd through binoculars. Even from afar Judd could tell she was smiling. 
 
    Jeff arranged his clothing and Sally leaned forward between the seats. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Don’t know.” 
 
    Judd slowed down, the line of cars trickled through the station, and the men spread out, moved closer. The Amazon lowered her binoculars and grinned. 
 
    “Do we fight?” asked Jeff. 
 
    “Against the United States of America?” commented Sally. 
 
    “It’s the woman I’m worried about, remarked Judd. 
 
    The cars in front of them went through the station and Judd moved up between pillars and several soldiers. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Sally. “I’ll take care of Cindy…” 
 
    “You know her?” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    “No,” said Judd. “Let it play out. We couldn’t have come so far just to be stopped. 
 
    “But what are we going to do?” asked Jeff. 
 
    Judd, watching the soldiers close in on him, said, “There are forces at play here.” 
 
    That wasn’t much in the way of reassurance. 
 
    Judd rolled down the window and heat rapidly replaced the air conditioning. 
 
    “Step out of the car,” stated the soldier. He had a face like a brick and his weapon was pointing directly at Judd. 
 
    “Certainly,” Judd replied. He undid his seat belt. 
 
    “All of you.” 
 
    Jeff and Sally started to move towards the door. They slid it back and… 
 
      
 
    HO-O-O-NK! 
 
    The soldier kept his rifle on Judd, but he glanced at one of the other soldiers. 
 
    “Car comin, Sarg.” 
 
    Judd looked up the road. It was another SUV. It was caked with dirt and looked like it had traveled a few thousand miles. Which it had. 
 
    “Stay where you are,” warned the sergeant. 
 
    “No problem,” reassured Judd. 
 
    The oncoming SUV moved through a space in the line divider barricade. It was now coming directly for them. Judd could see a woman in the passenger seat. She looked attractive, but scared. 
 
    The man driving was harder to see. He appeared to be very tall and his face was partially obscured by the lip of the roof, and by dust and sunlight on the windshield. 
 
    “Johnny. Go take care of that fool.” 
 
    One of the soldiers peeled off and approached the car that had just arrived. 
 
    Judd could see, in his rear view mirror, the Amazon whose name was Cindy move out to the road so she could better see. She had a frown on her face. Whatever was going to happen, she wasn’t prepared. 
 
      
 
    Johnny moved cautiously towards the SUV. He raised his rifle and aimed at the driver. “Get out!” Yet his voice cracked. Normally, he was brave, right now, everything happening, he wasn’t. 
 
    For a long moment nothing happened. It looked like the big man in the driver’s seat was saying something to the woman. Then the door opened. 
 
      
 
    Inside the SUV Shiela was crying. She could feel Sam. He was changed. Completely. 
 
    Sam turned his large head and looked down at Shiela. “I’m not Sam, not anymore, but I think Sam would want you to close your eyes.” 
 
    He opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Sam stepped out of the car. He was eight feet tall now. He was squat, bulging with muscle. His light shade of beard had become a thick, curly mess. His clothes were splitting like he was a hulk or something. 
 
    His voice was like logs rolling down a mountainside, and he said, “Let them pass.” 
 
      
 
    Judd stared at the giant of a man. The man was like a jacked up version of a Greek soldier at Thermopylae. Of Hannibal standing atop the Alps, a man more imposing than elephants, laughing at the puny Romans. They may have conquered the world, but they hadn’t met a real man. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    He turned to the soldier who was now alternating glances between Judd and Sam. “You better think about letting us go.” 
 
    The soldier licked his lips, turned towards Sam. “Turn around and leave!” 
 
    Sam grinned. A toothy grin that ate wolves for breakfast. 
 
    The sergeant advanced, and so did his corporals. Judd noticed that one of the corporals, though he was moving forward, had pissed in his pants. The corporals with the dogs tried to move forward, but their dogs were whimpering and trying to move away from Sam. 
 
    Sam reached the nearest soldier, the one who had warned him. His hand snapped out like a darting snake and he suddenly held the corporal’s rifle. He swatted the corporal to the side, then bent the rifle in two. 
 
    The sergeant broke. “FIRE!” 
 
    POP…POP…POP! 
 
    The air filled with lead, and Sam began to move. 
 
    Bullets struck his flesh. They caused a puff of dust as they made a crater. 
 
    But not many bullets struck him because he was moving so fast. The second soldier opened his mouth and Sam slapped his body. It flew through the air and hit the steel hut. He collapsed, his eyes open and bleeding. 
 
    Another soldier tried to angle his rapid fire in on Sam, and was tossed through the air. 
 
    The dogs managed to break free and sprinted full tilt into the surrounding sage brush and cactus. 
 
    The Amazon behind Judd turned and ran for her car. She wasn’t cowardly, it was just more important to report what had happened to Nyoka. 
 
    Judd slowly got out of the car. Jeff and Sally stayed in the car, their mouths open. 
 
    The last soldier down, police officers started coming out of the steel shed. 
 
    Sam turned his leonine head towards them and roared. “NO!” 
 
    The cops retreated into the shed. They could be seen peering through the windows. 
 
    Sam walked towards Judd, and as he walked he began to shrink. His clothes didn’t look so split apart now, they just hung on him. His eyes were red and tired. 
 
    Behind him, Shiela got out of their SUV. 
 
    Judd and Sam met between their two SUVs. Sam was now normal size, six foot tall, the same size as Judd. Judd even looked a little bulkier. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Sam. 
 
    Then Shiela had caught him, was hugging him from the side and crying. 
 
    “It’s okay, man. Who are you?” 
 
    “Just a guy. But you shouldn’t have any more trouble.” 
 
    “Are you from Silithia?” 
 
    Sam smiled a rueful smile. “No. I’m from somebody else. I’ve got to go now. You want a ride?” 
 
    “I’m going to Stepforth Valley.” 
 
    Sam frowned. “Oh, yeah. Well, see ya.” 
 
    Sam turned and, with Shiela crying and holding on to him, returned to his SUV. In a half minute the SUV was traveling up the road. Towards the 10. It was moving at an easy 60MPH, no hurry. 
 
    Jeff and Sally stepped up next to Judd. 
 
    “Who the hell was that?” 
 
    Judd turned and looked for Cindy. She was gone. In the confusion she had just driven away. That was fine with Judd. 
 
    “I don’t know,” murmured Judd. “I’m not sure I even want to know.” 
 
    Sally said, “He sure was hot.” 
 
    Then she looked at Judd and Jeff, who were staring at her. 
 
    “In a metaphysical way,” she explained. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    This is the third story, including the exciting conclusion, to ‘The Feminization War’ series. 
 
    And the series, ‘The Feminization War,’ is the conclusion to a seven novel series titled ‘The Broken Man.’ 
 
    The complete series is: 
 
      
 
    The Monastery of Broken Men 
 
    Ship of Broken Men 
 
    The Stepforth husband 
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
    Silithia 
 
    Womanland 
 
    The Feminization War 
 
      
 
    The first two books were written by Alyce Thorndyke. The remaining five were written by Grace Mansfield.  
 
    Written by two authors over a period of time, there are a few mistakes. Still, it is one of the finest series of erotic books ever written. 
 
      
 
    Read the whole series on Amazon.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Sam Worthing drove the dusty SUV down the road. He was traveling at a sedate speed and didn’t mind that cars were passing him. He felt good. A little ‘high,’ as it were. He turned the radio on and found an oldies channel. 
 
    Sam was six foot and 180 pounds. He had muscles, actually looked a little chunky, and had a rugged face with dark eyes that were very penetrative. 
 
    Next to him Shiela sat in the passenger seat and was stunned. They had just been at an inspection station on the US side of the US/Mexican border, and Sam had grown physically. Bullets hadn’t hurt him, and he showed no reluctance to hurt those who waged war against him. 
 
    “Is that what it’s always like?” 
 
    He side glanced, raised his eyebrows. “Is what like?” 
 
    “When you change, when you become someone else.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. When I’m done I’m done. I remember what I did, but…it’s done. Doesn’t matter anymore. 
 
    “But they were shooting guns at you?” 
 
    “Really?” He looked mildly interested. 
 
    “Yes, and they hit you. Didn’t you feel it?” 
 
    “I remember a couple of bees got involved. I wondered why they were stinging me.” 
 
    Shiela stared at her husband. Bullets were bees? 
 
    Then she said: “You didn’t hurt anybody who wasn’t trying to hurt you.” 
 
    “Oh? Well, I guess that’s good. You know what I feel like? A big, fat, root beer float. Maybe A&W. Love their root beer. They usually have that soft stuff in it, and I’d like real ice cream. But…I’m willing to sacrifice. Can you ask your cell phone where the nearest A&W is?” 
 
    She blurted, “Don’t you understand? You were throwing people around. You got shot!” 
 
    “Oh. Well. That happens sometimes.” 
 
    Shiela stared at him as he drove. He seemed at peace with the world. 
 
     
 
    Many miles behind them Judd drove his SUV. 
 
    “Did you see the way that guy was throwing people around? He actually bent that AR 15.” 
 
    Jeff was babbling. He was a man in a woman’s body, except for the penis. He was weaker than he had been, and easily impressed. 
 
    Sally was next to him in the backseat. She was a buxom blonde, an amazing beauty. She had once been an Amazon, but now she was a traitor. She had, in essence, stolen Jeff and seven other women from the Amazons. Not something the Amazons liked. She turned to Judd. “Have you ever seen anything like that before? 
 
    Judd shook his head. 
 
    “Is he on our side? 
 
    “I don’t know. Leastwise he wasn’t on their side, and he didn’t seem concerned about us.” 
 
    In the backseat. “Those soldiers shot him, with guns, and he just shook them off like a dog shakes off fleas.” 
 
    Sally looked at the fourth girl in the van. She had been driving the van when Judd found them at the pyramid of Cholula. She was a Silithian, a follower of Silithia, and she was in deep thought. 
 
    “His name is Sam,” she said. 
 
    Judd and Sally looked at her. 
 
    “Womanland was attacked by somebody. I wasn’t there, but I heard his name was Sam, and he…the fellow who just…he sounds like Sam.” 
 
    “What’s Womanland?” asked Jeff. 
 
    Judd: “He was not friendly to Silithia?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t think so. But Silithia is said to have fought him off. But…this is all rumor. I don’t know anything positive. 
 
    Sally repeated Jeff’s question. “What is Womanland?” 
 
    Judd answered: “It’s a place in a small European country. It’s supposed to have a big castle on it, and it’s where Silithia went after Stepforth Valley was invaded.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Jeff blurted. “We’re going to a place that has been conquered by the Amazons?’ 
 
    Judd guided the SUV through the traffic. He was starting to speed up. 
 
    “The Amazons invaded. They didn’t stay. Silithia was there and they wanted her, but she got away. I understand there are still some Amazons there, but they are a small force, and the Silithians—they frequently refer to themselves as ‘Witches’—are in control.” 
 
    Everybody was silent for a few miles then. This was a lot of information, unfounded rumor, and they digested it slowly. 
 
      
 
    Cindy stopped her car at a rest stop. Nobody was following her, and she didn’t expect them to, and she needed to make a phone call. She had to describe what she had seen at the border inspection station. That large man showing up, the way he tossed bodies around and  ignored bullets. Unbelievable! 
 
    She stepped away from the car. She was a tall blonde with an ample chest. That was enough to make people stare at her, but the Amazon form fitting, shiny armor on her torso and limbs made onlookers stare all the harder. 
 
    She tapped a number in. 
 
    “Yes?” It was one of Nyoka’s assistants. Nyoka was the leader of the Amazons and her assistant would get any messages to her. 
 
    “Judd and three other people crossed the border in Texas.” 
 
    “No sign of the other women?” 
 
    “No. But there is a problem.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “I was not able to apprehend or talk to. Somebody else appeared. He arrived in an SUV with a woman. The woman didn’t get out of the car, but he man was large. He was Silithia large, and…” 
 
    Cindy continued with her report, telling how the large man had decimated a half a dozen soldiers and terrified a dozen Texas Rangers. She ended up with: “It may have been the man who attacked the Silithian stronghold in Europe.” 
 
    “But now he was attacking our people.” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    “Hold.” 
 
    A minute passed, and Cindy intuited that Nyoka’s assistant was apprising the leader of the new developments. Then the assistant came back on the line. 
 
    “Instructions. Take a plane to Stepforth Valley. We have re-enforcements coming to meet you. If this large man shows up you will capture him.” 
 
    Cindy accepted the order without complaint, but she was wondering how on earth she could hope to capture the man. Still, with a couple of squads of Amazon warriors, it would be doable. 
 
    “What about if Judd shows up?” 
 
    “Yes. I want him, too.” 
 
    Cindy acknowledged her instructions and hung up. 
 
      
 
    Sam found an Applebee’s in Fort Stockton. He smiled, pulled in, and held the door of the restaurant open for Shiela. 
 
    Shiela was still in shock. Seeing Sam change into…something else…had shaken her mind. Still, she would not betray him again. 
 
    Inside the Applebee’s Sam ordered a hamburger—no pickles—and fries and a root beer float. 
 
    “The girl taking their order was chewing gum, and as she scribbled out their order she queried: “How come you don’t like pickles?” 
 
    Sam grinned. “My dear, pickles are evil. Anybody who likes pickles are evil. You don’t like pickles, do you?” 
 
    The girl laughed. “Not no more. Now that I know how evil they are. And you, ma’am? 
 
    “Coffee. An apple croissant.” 
 
    “You got it,” and the girl disappeared into the kitchen and relayed the order. 
 
    Shiela was still staring at Sam, trying to keep the surprise and fear off her face. 
 
    Sam reached forth and placed his hands on hers. 
 
    She shivered on the inside, but made herself smile on the outside. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’re probably feeling a little weird about me right now. But we’ll probably stop for the night in Houston. Do you feel like making love?” 
 
    Shiela’s heart was suddenly pounding. Make love to Sam. Or…to whatever it was that possessed Sam. 
 
    “Of course I’m back to being myself, at least for a while, so I won’t be so rough on you. And I’m sorry I was so rough the other day. I know that…” 
 
    Blah, blah, blah. Sam talked, and Shiela’s heart felt like it was going to turn into a spinning top. 
 
    She gripped Sam’s wrist with her two hands, squeezed, and whispered, “Please…how do I make you do it rough?” 
 
    Sam didn’t even blink. He just said, “Right when I’m about to cum, give me a punch in the nuts. That should do it. But are you sure?” 
 
    His eyes looked into her. She was now playing a dangerous game, threatening to wake up the monster inside of Sam. 
 
    She met him, looked into his eyes, and said, “Oh, God! I’m sure!” 
 
      
 
    Cindy drove to the nearest airport and everything was ready for her. A small jet was on the tarmac, its motors rumbling. Several men in uniforms were waiting. Enlisted by the Amazon, they carried weapons and looked ready for action. 
 
    Cindy knew there would be more troops, both male and Amazon, picked up on the way to Stepforth Valley. 
 
    “Okay, gentlemen. Let’s move out.” 
 
    The men appraised her figure, the shiny, metallic colored armor, and followed her onto the plane. The ramp had just been pulled up and locked in place when the small jet sped down the runway and into the sky. 
 
    As the jet moved through the sky Cindy pulled up maps and began to study Stepforth Valley. She discussed the valley with the men, assigned duties, and came up with a plan of action for almost every contingency. 
 
    The soldiers listened, spoke their minds,, but it was obvious that Cindy knew what she was planning to do. 
 
      
 
    In Stepforth Valley the Silithians were becoming aware of increased activity by the Amazons. They pulled up their own maps, collated data concerning the movements of the Amazons, and began making their own counter plans. The roads in and out of town were going to be closed. They knew Judd would be coming from the south, so they had to do something. 
 
    But as the Amazons began driving humvees and troop carriers through the streets of the town the Silithians realized they were in danger of having a real battle on their hands. And therein was the problem. 
 
    The Silithians did not want a war. They didn’t want a fight with bullets and casualties. That was not what they were about. But now that they were faced with large numbers of warriors with guns, they might not have a choice. 
 
    The fact of the matter was that the Amazons wanted Judd. 
 
    They also wanted the eight women who had been taken from the Amazonian ship. They wanted Judd because he was traitor to them. They wanted to give the Silithians a black eye. 
 
      
 
    “Where is Judd?” Nyoka asked. “That is the question.” 
 
    Cindy answered, “He’s got to be driving up the highways. There’s been no word of him from the airports, bus terminals, or whatever.” 
 
    “Put cars out on the roads. I’ll send you more people.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    By the time Cindy put down at Stepforth Valley airport every rental car had been rented for her. A hundred Amazons, manned the cars, and they spread out driving south in a spreading cone, filling the roadways and looking for the SUV Judd was driving. 
 
      
 
    The bell hop opened the door and Sam and Shiela entered the room.  
 
    They immediately gravitated to the window with its view of downtown Houston. 
 
    “Texas is big,” murmured Sam. 
 
    The bell hop cleared his throat, “Will that be all, sir?” 
 
    Sam put a twenty in the man’s hand and thanked him. He turned to Shiela and grinned. “Let’s get this party started.” 
 
    Shiela jumped on him, wrapped here legs around him. 
 
    “Monkey love,” she murmured. “Should I kick you in the balls now?” 
 
    “Better let me fix a couple of drinks first.” 
 
    Sam didn’t want to be kicked in the balls. He who lived through Sam did. 
 
    Sam bent to the small refrigerator and selected a couple of miniature bottles of bourbon. There was a can of ice on the counter of the wet bar, so he scooped ice into glasses, poured in the bourbon, and topped it off with a bit of Coke. 
 
    He turned around and Shiela was waiting. She took the bourbon from his hand and kneed him in the balls. Hard. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” grunted Sam, doubling over. 
 
    Inside Sam the other person grinned. 
 
    Shiela watched the red light of rage come into Sam’s eyes. “Again?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” grunted the inner man. Sam winced at the thought as he was taken over and consumed by the larger him. 
 
    Shiela gave it her all this time. She slammed her knee into Sam’s groin with all the force she had. 
 
    Sam grunted, but now didn’t double over. He stepped back, glugged the bourbon and Coke quickly, put the glass down and smiled. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” he said. He reached a hand out and closed it around her throat. His hand was bigger than it had been. It had a rougher texture. The intent behind the hand was slightly meaner. 
 
    Not real meaner, for that who was replacing Sam knew this was love making and not war. 
 
    Shiela dropped her drink and scrabbled at Sam’s hand. 
 
    Sam walked her back to the bed, watched her excited eyes. He pushed, a mere flick of his hand, and she flew back onto the bed. 
 
    Sam took his clothes off, busting buttons, his eyes inflamed with lust. 
 
    “Get undressed,” he whispered, sounding like a bear with a sore throat. 
 
    “Make me,” she whispered. 
 
    Sam grabbed material and ripped. Shiela’s dress flew up to the ceiling fan and started going around. 
 
    She tried to kick him, but he just grabbed her legs, took off her shoes and dropped them to the floor. 
 
    She was in bra and panties and Sam stood above her, his penis engorged, his balls hanging low. 
 
    Shiela’s hairs stood up all over her body. The threat of him, the most elemental man, electrified her, super charged her lust, she pushed back from him, actually feeling fear, but he grabbed her ankle and pulled her body back. 
 
    “Did you like kicking me in the groin?” His voice was like sandpaper rasping against sandpaper. 
 
    She couldn’t talk in his presence, but she nodded, and gulped. 
 
    Sam knelt on the bed. He was definitely bigger, and the bed sagged under his knee. He pushed her legs apart and knelt between them. “All right, honey. You asked for it.” 
 
    He entered her, roughly. 
 
    She gasped, and was amazed that he didn’t tear her up. But his mere presence had moistened her pussy. She was wetter than she had ever been. 
 
    He slid…slid…slid…grinning down at her. 
 
    She held on, felt the bumpy nature of his cock, felt him seat in her with wondrous perfection. 
 
    She was filled like she had never been. 
 
    He started to fuck her. He rammed inward, causing her heart to miss a beat. She thrust her hips up, miraculously wanting more. 
 
    He shoved in, slithering his pole along her channel, touching all her nerve endings.  
 
    She put her arms around him, or tried to. He was wider, thicker, his muscles were huge! 
 
    He slammed downward and the bed broke. Both of the legs at the foot of the bed snapped, and the whole bed slammed into the floor. 
 
    Shiela was hardly aware of that; she was just aware that she was finally, as all women wanted, filled. 
 
    This was the epitome of sex, the pinnacle. 
 
    This was a woman driven to satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She blurted. “Oh, God!” 
 
    She held his face then, kissed him, and asked the question. “Who are you? Who are you? 
 
     
 
    Judd knew the Amazons were looking for him. He had been getting gas, the girls inside getting sandwiches, and he had seen a car pass on the freeway. The car had several people in it. It looked like two Amazons and a soldier. At least he had seen what looked like a weapon through the window. 
 
    He looked over to the side of the service station and saw a tow truck. It was battered, shabby, and ugly. But it had new snow tires and it looked like it was in working condition. 
 
    Judd stopped gassing and drove the SUV to the rear of the little market. He walked into the garage attached to it and asked, “Who owns the tow truck?” 
 
    A pimply kid sitting at a little table in a corner raised a hand, “Need a tow?” 
 
    Judd walked over to the table. “Five thousand dollars. And you can have the 2015 SUV behind his place. 
 
    The kid’s jaw dropped. 
 
    Judd waited.  
 
    “I paid $4000 for it, and I put $3000 into it.” 
 
    “Fifteen thousand. Do you have the pink slip?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Never mind. Come on over to the ATM machine.” 
 
    Dazed, the kid left his hamburger and followed Judd. Judd inserted a card. The machine didn’t have enough money. It stopped at $7000. 
 
    “Do you know where there’s a bank?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “Come on,” he grinned. “Give me a ride in my new truck.” 
 
    The kid grinned, and fifteen minutes later Judd pulled up in front of the market. The kid jumped down, waved thanks and ran around to the SUV, and Sally and Jeff climbed aboard.  
 
    Only three could fit in the tow truck, so the original driver of the SUV was left to get to Stepforth Valley on her own. 
 
    Judd waved, and pulled the tow truck out into the traffic. 
 
     
 
    The Amazons were gathering at the entrance to Stepforth Valley. They clustered in groups, received assignments, and surrounded the valley. 
 
    Soldiers appeared, and all were under the command of the Amazons. 
 
    Police cars started patrolling the highways leading to Stepforth Valley. 
 
    Sergeant William McCandless was cruising along highway 20 when he saw the SUV. It was dirty and he couldn’t see through the tinted front window, but the license was what it was. He called it in. 
 
    The pimply kid, whose name was John Sawyer, was happy as a clam. He had a new car, late model but newer than what he normally drove. He also had enough money in his pocket to buy another used tow truck and fix it up. 
 
    God was great, beer is good, but people…ha! People were crazy! 
 
    The red and blue lights flashed in his rear view mirror. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” he muttered. “Another day shot to shit!” 
 
    He pulled over. 
 
    The cop car pulled in behind him, and nothing happened. 
 
    The cop stayed in his car. 
 
    John started to get out of his car. 
 
    “Stay in your car!” the loudspeaker blared. 
 
    Puzzled, John closed the door. 
 
    A minute later two more cars pulled in. They weren’t cop cars, they looked like rental cars. They nosed in and prevented him from leaving. 
 
    Women stepped out of the cars, but not regular women. These were tall and beautiful, and they wore shiny armor. Damn! they were built. 
 
    Three of them gathered at his window. “Where’s Judd?” 
 
    “The guy who sold me this car?” 
 
    The three women looked at each other, and the air just went out of them. They turned around, went back to their vehicles and drove off. Then the cop car behind him pulled onto the highway and left. 
 
    John shook his head, thoroughly puzzled, and drove away. 
 
    The Amazons didn’t know it, but they had just screwed up. They didn’t ask what kind of car John had. If they had, they would have been hot on Judd’s trail, and they would have captured him long before he reached Stepforth Valley. But they didn’t, and so do the little things effect the greater pictures. 
 
     
 
    Sam and Shiela, smiles on their faces, left Houston in the morning. 
 
    They drove east on the ten, going through Louisiana, Mississippi and Alabama. 
 
    They traveled through squalls, pointed out the sights to each other, and it was turning into a virtual honeymoon. They were in Florida when Shiela asked the question: “Who are you, Sam.” 
 
    “Sam,” he grinned at her. 
 
    “No, I mean, who is the other you? The one that likes being kicked in the nuts and turns into a fighting demon?” 
 
    Sam’s face lost expression and he considered her question.  
 
    “When I change I become bigger, more me. I become so big, and I see so many things that it’s almost a pleasure to return to just being good, old Sam.” 
 
    “And when you are that way you’re bigger, stronger, and…you can do things.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “So where did you come from?” 
 
    “Silithia didn’t tell you?” 
 
    “She…said things. But…you’re you. You know what really happened. You know who you are better than I do, or Silithia, for all her intuition and power. So I need to hear it from you. 
 
    Sam sighed, and began talking. 
 
    “When we were in Womanland. All the torture, the way i was treated, I was okay with that. But when you whipped me…” 
 
    Shiela almost started crying at that. That was her worst memory in her life. The day she had betrayed Sam. But then he had changed, and she needed to know more. 
 
    “You whipped me and I started coming undone. And then when I tried to escape…that was more pain than I had ever experienced in a dozen lifetimes.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. They were driving through a land of sunshine, but there was a black cloud in her mind.  
 
    “For what? Waking me up? Making me come to life? Greatest thing you ever did.” 
 
    “And that’s why you didn’t leave me?” 
 
    He smiled. “I didn’t leave you because I love you.” 
 
    Shiela gave a wan smile. In the midst of all her hurt was sunshine. 
 
    “Anyway, there was a doctor, and she tried to change me into a woman. But she couldn’t, and who I was reacted.” 
 
    Shiela turned to him then, “Who are you, Sam?” 
 
    And there it was. This was the question that she had to know the answer to, but which Sam needed to verbalize. He needed to admit who he was. 
 
    He found a rest stop, pulled into it and faced his wife. 
 
      
 
    Judd knew the Amazons were after him. He saw the presence of more cop cars. He saw vehicles with Amazons in them. He left the freeway and took backroads. It slowed him down, but it was his only choice. It was only a matter of time before they caught up to John and figured out he was driving a tow truck. 
 
    Sally was looking at maps constantly, trying to find the most circuitous routes, hoping what she found wouldn’t slow them down too much. 
 
    Stepforth Valley is, as its name implies, a valley. It is in a heavily wooded area of Tennessee. There are the main roads that merge into a single entry road, a rear road that isn’t much more than mud and ruts, and a couple of fire trails that ring the valley. 
 
    Judd drove around the valley. He passed isolated farms, a few meadows dotted with cows, and a lot of trees. Halfway alongside the valley he angled up a fire trail into the treeline. He looked at Sally and Jeff. “Ready for a little adventure?” 
 
    Judd turned the tow truck around and backed up the slope. Eventually the tires slipped and he could make no more progress. 
 
    They got out of the truck and examined the situation.  
 
    “Pull the two cable up the slope as far as you can and hook it around a tree.” 
 
    Sally and Jeff did, Judd powered up the motor, the winch whined, and the truck backed up the slope. 
 
    When he got near the first tree Judd angled to the side and stopped the rig. 
 
    Sally and Jeff hauled the cable up the slope and found another tree. 
 
    In this manner, fifty feet at a time, the tow truck pulled itself up the steep, gravely slope. Two hours later they were perched atop the crest of the mountain and they peered down into Stepforth Valley. 
 
    The town was on the right, main street with a couple of side streets. Along the side of the valley closest to them were houses. Little cracker box suburbia. At the left end of the valley was the complex where Silithia had lived, and where her scientists had played with chemicals, cosmetics, and other things that changed men into women. 
 
    Judd had memories of this place. They had started turning him into a girl in this place, then Silithia…she had rescued him, shown him a different world. 
 
    Shown him a truth. 
 
    Now he had to come back, find Silithia. He had to get Jeff to her, and he had to help here stave off the Amazons. 
 
    “Okay. Are you ready for a wild ride?” 
 
    Sally and Jeff looked down the steep sides of the valley. They were going to have to go between trees, break out into the valley, avoid the Amazons, and make it to the shelter of the main complex. 
 
    “Yep,” said Jeff. 
 
    Sally just murmured, “Shit.” 
 
     
 
    Sam said to Shiela: “When God created man he created the weakest of creatures. No jaws, no claws, no natural protection of any kind. Yes, he had a mind, but that would take time to evolve. But this weakest of creatures needed protection until his mind could develop, until he stopped trying to fight like an animal and could understand love. For that purpose God created me, and others like me. As man evolved the need for creatures like me no longer existed. I slept in men like Sam.” 
 
    Such a simple explanation, and yet it explained everything. 
 
    “Do you have a name?” 
 
    “No.” He waited a second, then: “Mankind has called us by various names. Silithia referred to me as a warlock. Witches pursue love. Silithia is love. I pursue war. I am a Master of Chaos, and the fiercer the battle the more I awake.” 
 
    “Like the Hulk.” 
 
    Sam smiled. “I suppose so. At any rate, I have long had an affinity for that sad creature.” 
 
    “Sad?” 
 
    “He fights when threatened. Nothing threatens me, so I fight only when those I protect are threatened.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t look that far ahead. When the call comes I will go to where I am needed. Until then…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’re on vacation.” 
 
    And Sam laughed. 
 
    Shiela, of course, was terrified.  
 
    The more she learned the more horrible it all seemed. 
 
    The saving grace, however, was the one thing she was certain of: no matter who, or what, Sam was…she loved him. 
 
      
 
    Judd, Sally and Jeff sat in the front seat. They were crowded, shoulder to shoulder, Jeff positioned between the two spring seats that made up the front seating. 
 
    “Okay, girls. Are we ready?” 
 
    Sally said, “Yep.” 
 
    “Jeff said, “Never.” 
 
    Judd released the brake and the tow truck started coasting. 
 
    At first it was a smooth ride. Just a slide down grassy slopes, a few trees to be avoided, a few light bumps. Sally even said, “This isn’t so bad…” Then they hit the heavier forest. 
 
    Flying off boulders their heads hit the roof of the tow truck, and it wasn’t padded. Falling down onto the spring seats they bottomed out, their butts taking a pounding.  
 
    Jeff had no seat, he fell back between the two seats, struck hard metal. The worst thing, however, was that his tits bounced. He had never experienced the joy of bouncing mammaries, and he didn’t know how it could hurt. He realized pretty quickly he was being socked in a sensitive sex organ. 
 
    Around the trees, all three bodies being tossed to the side, banging into the door and each others. Another bump, the truck scraping a tree, off a boulder and down a sheer slope of small rocks. 
 
    During a brief moment of easy coasting Judd asked, “Somebody turn on the radio.” 
 
    Sally and Jeff laughed even as their rubs were jounced up and down. 
 
    Across the valley, at the entrance on the other side of town, heads turned. Amazons and soldiers could see the flash of color, could hear the truck as  it careened downslope. 
 
    “It’s Judd!” yelled somebody, and everybody ran for cars, or being in cars, turned quickly and aimed for where they thought he might come out. 
 
    There were four buildings atop the complex and the Silithians were standing guard. Fingers were pointed and shouts reached outward. Shortly a squad of Silithians gathered in the front of the building. They watched the truck crash through the brush and veer around tall trees. They could hear the crunching of metal, and they watched as cars came out of the town and headed for the slope. 
 
    “Can he make it?” breathed a Silithian. 
 
    “Pray to God,” came an answer. 
 
    Inside the cab Sally had been knocked unconscious. She had been bounced up into the ceiling too many times. Judd had managed to hold to the wheel and keep himself down, at least protecting himself from cranial impact. 
 
    Jeff, however, was faring the best. He was wedged in between the front seats and was hanging on for dear life. 
 
    The steepness of the slope gave way to a milder incline and the tow truck burst out of the foliage above the cookie cutter houses. 
 
    Jeff pulled himself up, grabbed Sally and held on. 
 
    “Okay,” muttered Judd. “Here we go.” 
 
    He went through a backyard, across a street, though some more yards, then burst out onto the street just below the houses. 
 
    A car came from the right, hit its brakes, and squealed past in front of the truck. 
 
    The truck bounced over the curb and hurtled through a tall grass meadow. 
 
    Cars behind him tried to follow, but couldn’t build up enough speed. 
 
    In front of him cars were attempting to navigate the circular road to the complex. It was close, but Judd streaked across another road, flew across the lawn, and ran right into the entrance to the building furthest to the left. 
 
    Cars screeched to a stop behind the truck and women and soldiers piled out. 
 
    The women had spears, and a few of them had bows and arrows. The men had assault rifles, black and deadly. 
 
    They rushed the building, clambered over the smashed truck and searched for Judd and his two companions. 
 
    But the windshield was gone and there was no sign of anybody. 
 
    Judd, Sally and Jeff had escaped. 
 
    The Silithians had pried Judd and the others out of the tow truck, pulled them through the front of the car and hustled them down a corridor. 
 
    They reached a stairway and ran down it. Two Silithians helping Sally. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairway they ran down a tunnel. This was the tunnel system that connected the buildings of the complex. 
 
    Judd gasped, “Silithia! I must speak to her.” 
 
    One of the Silithians grunted. “You’re too late. She left yesterday.” 
 
    “For where?” 
 
    “Womanland.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Judd kept moving. He was stunned. He was sure he would find Silithia here. And she had been here! But now she was on the other side of the world, and he was trapped in Stepforth Valley. 
 
    He could hear the voices of Amazons behind him. 
 
    Jeff, running beside him, asked, “What does that mean?” 
 
    “For you, nothing. For me…I need to talk to her.” 
 
    They reached another complex and ascended through the building. This wasn’t the administration building, it was a science building, where the Silithians had explored chemicals that could change men into women. 
 
    The Amazons would head straight for the admin building, they would come last to a building they already knew about, so Judd would be safe for a while. 
 
    They were taken to an office on the third floor where they were told to wait. Judd went to a big picture window and looked out at the valley. 
 
    The Amazons were invading once again.  
 
    “This is not good.” 
 
    “What’s not good?” 
 
    Judd turned to face…Donna. Donna had been in charge of a scientific section, she had changed him into a woman at one point. 
 
    And he had beaten her. 
 
    Now she wasn’t looking so beaten. Silithia had been working her magic and had resurrected the shattered woman. 
 
    “Hello, Donna.” 
 
    “What’s not good?” she approached him, stopped, faced him. 
 
    He could see desire in her face, he could feel her lust, but he wasn’t here for that. 
 
    “Silithia is at Womanland.” 
 
    Donna said nothing for a long moment, then she walked around a desk and sat down. “Have a seat.” To an assistant, “Bourbon and Coke, i believe. And for your friend?” 
 
    “This is Jeff.” 
 
    If Donna was surprised that a beautiful woman had a male name she didn’t show it. Of course, she had turned many men into women. 
 
    “I’d like to speak to Silithia, and Jeff needs to be turned back into a man.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    Both Judd and Donna turned to him. 
 
    Donna said, “You’ll have to get permission if you want to be a woman.” 
 
    Judd explained, “Men have to earn the right to be women here. They can change you back, but for you to proceed, you need to get an official OK. 
 
    “From who?” 
 
    “A board, but the final approval comes from Silithia herself.” 
 
    Jeff didn’t even hesitate. “Where’s Silithia.” 
 
    Donna sighed. “I might as well tell you. Silithia is in Womanland. She left yesterday.” 
 
    “That’s why I’ve got to talk to her.” 
 
    “Tell me first.” 
 
    “No. You’re a piece of shit and I won’t have anything to do with you.” 
 
    “Then you get nothing.” 
 
    “If you don’t put me in contact with Silithia right now she will be mad.” 
 
    “Says you.” 
 
    “Guarantees me. Furthermore, if you don’t put me in communication, right now, I will walk out the front door.” 
 
    “Go over to the Amazons?” 
 
    “They will take me to Womanland.” 
 
    “But they won’t let you go. You would never get onto the grounds, let alone the castle.” 
 
    “I’ll risk it.” 
 
    They stared at each other. Mexican stand off. Then Donna broke. She reached to the phone on her desk, tapped a number, and said, “Direct line to Silithia.” She spoke to Judd. “She might not want to talk to you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    But a minute later Silithia’s rich tones came through the phone speaker. “Judd.” 
 
    “Amazons are gathering to attack. They have the numbers now, and they have infiltrated military organizations in a number of countries.” 
 
    “Report to Womanland with as many of my subjects as you can bring.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Donna’s eyes were now wide. “She speaks to you.” 
 
    “Things have changed since last we met. I need to gather all your people in the administration building.” 
 
    “Of course,” she picked up the phone. 
 
    “Except for you.” 
 
    Donna turned white. “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “You, my dear, are going to provide a distraction. 
 
      
 
    Sam bypassed Disneyland. He headed south for Miami. 
 
    He stopped at the finest restaurants, they stayed at five star hotels, they made love every night. 
 
    Amazingly, Sam’s nuts were recovered every morning. 
 
    The same couldn’t be said for Shiela vagina. 
 
    She was aching and sore every morning, but by night she was recovered enough, and dizzy with desire, that she kicked him in the chestnuts again. 
 
    “How come no Disneyland?” asked Shiela. 
 
    “They arrested a bunch of pedos there. People are calling the place ‘pedo-land.’” 
 
    “You’re kidding me!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    They drove through the Everglades, the monstrous swamp, to Miami. 
 
    Again, they dined luxuriously, stayed in the finest hotel, and looked down from the penthouse on one of the most beautiful cities in America. 
 
    They went dancing, drank too much, and went giggling to their hotel room. 
 
    Standing by the window looking out over Biscayne Bay they swayed to soft music, kissed passionately, and lost their clothes. 
 
    “How long are we going to do this?” 
 
    “This vacation?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” She grabbed his dong, it was huge, and twisted it mercilessly. 
 
    Sam grunted, grinned, and said, “Maybe a week.” 
 
    He picked her up and carried to the huge bed. He tossed her into the air and she landed on the massive mattress. She laughed, kicked at him, but he avoided her feet and crawled between her legs. 
 
    She kneed for his balls, but he twisted a thigh. 
 
    “Stop that! Let me kick you!” 
 
    He nuzzled her, rubbing his beard into her neck. “Maybe you should try some pain.” 
 
    “Maybe you should let me have what I want.” 
 
    “I want your cock!” 
 
    He gripped her nipple with one hand, pinched it and twisted. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    But he wasn’t that hard, and he was persistent. 
 
    Suddenly she was wiggling, trying to relieve the pressure…even though it was causing her tits to burn and her pussy to grow even more wet. 
 
    Then Sam spread his legs. She reached down, didn’t bother to kick him, just grabbed his testicles and squeezed as hard as she could. 
 
    Sam grunted, groaned, and laughed. His voice had gone low, and he gripped her wrists hard so she would let go. 
 
    “Okay, bitch,” he kissed her. 
 
    “Okay, bastard,” she responded, breathless from the intensity of his lips. 
 
    He shoved, and she thrust up to meet him, to take him all in. 
 
    “GAH!” she groaned. 
 
    He began to move in and out, and she held on and sobbed. 
 
    This was what she wanted. This. 
 
      
 
    “Jeff. I want you to stay here.” 
 
    “I want to go to Womanland.” 
 
    “Even if I took you, Silithia would just tell you to come back.” 
 
    Jeff sulked. 
 
    “Look. You have a wife. You need to find out if she knew anything about the Amazons, or Silithia. If she’s clean, not conflicted, then you can level with her about being a woman.” 
 
    “What does she have to do with it?” 
 
    “If you can get her on your side then you’ll have a sponsor. Every candidate for change must have a few people behind him. “I’ll back you up, so will Sally, and I have a few friends that will help. But if your wife, your first real contact with the virtues of womanhood, doesn’t get behind you, you’ll be at a big disadvantage. Where does she live?” 
 
    “We live in San Francisco.” 
 
    “Okay. Go to there. Do you have enough money to get there?” 
 
    Jeff chuckled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I got fired, then shanghaied. It’s what started this whole thing.” 
 
    Judd grunted. He turned to Donna. “Get him money, any other help he needs.” 
 
    Donna nodded. 
 
    “Okay, see you,” Judd turned and walked out of Donna’s office. 
 
      
 
    In the front building office of the complex fifty Silithians were gathered. They wore their armor, but they weren’t carrying weapons. Donna held a cell phone and watched the Amazons build a barricade of cars around the entrance. Finally, one Amazon stepped forward. Donna opened the front door and walked out to meet her. 
 
    They stopped three feet apart and the Amazon spoke first. “Judd is our property. Give him to us, and the ones who came in with him, and there is no more need for hostility.” 
 
    Donna began to obfuscate. “First, you will notice that I have no weapons. You may shoot us, if you wish, but…” 
 
      
 
    At the back of the administration building Judd faced several hundred Silithians. He gave his last instructions to them. 
 
    “If you manage to avoid the Amazons you must go to Womanland. Womanland is about to be attacked, and they need every woman.” 
 
    The Silithians all nodded. They kept a disciplined silence, and prepared themselves. 
 
    “Okay, is everybody ready to go?” 
 
    More nods. 
 
    Judd spoke into a cell phone. “Go.” 
 
      
 
    Donna stopped talking and raised and lowered an arm. Behind her the Silithians simply walked out, hands up, and spread out in a line. 
 
    The Amazons stared. The Silithians had no weapons. What kind of a battle was this going to be. 
 
    The Amazon in charge raised her hands out to the sides in a ‘stop’ motion. 
 
    “They have no weapons!” 
 
    The Amazons, puzzled lowered their weapons, and the Silithians charged. 
 
    To their credit, the Amazons didn’t use their weapons. 
 
    “Contain them!” screamed the leader, but that was easier said than done. Just because the Amazons had no weapons didn’t mean they didn’t know how to fight. They leaped over the cars, throwing themselves at the enemy. They kicked, they punched, they bit. 
 
    Harsh yells erupted over the battlefield. 
 
    Some Silithians made it through the waiting troops. They scattered, sprinted across the valley. Not for cover, but merely to get the Amazons to follow them. 
 
    The leader called over the radio. 
 
    “Troops to the front! We need more people!” 
 
    In the back of the complex the Amazons stirred. They listened to the yells and screams. They heard commands over their cell phones. 
 
    They finally broke. They charged around the sides of the administration building and headed for the front of the complex. Nothing was happening back here, and they were needed at the front. 
 
    Judd smiled. When the Amazons were gone he opened the doors and hundreds of Silithians poured forth. They trotted through the fields in back of the complex, and into the woods. 
 
    Fifty Silithians had sacrificed themselves that Judd and the majority could make their escape. The Amazons would finally find out, but it would be too late. Judd was on his way to Womanland. 
 
     
 
    Womanland covers a thousand acres in a small country in Europe. It was actually modeled after OWK. 
 
    OWK stands for ‘Other World Kingdom.’ It was created in 1996 and was heralded around the world for its commitment to femdom. It has its own police force, currency, passports, courts and so on. It is a true micronation. 
 
    BDSM is a necessary part of the country. Men simply must learn their places. They must be brought under the rule of women. The stated goal OF OWK was to ‘to get as many male creatures under the unlimited rule of Superior Women on as much territory as possible.’ 
 
    Silithia recognized the superior structure of the country and beliefs, and modeled Womanland after that country. 
 
    The thousand acres were surrounded by tall, thick stone walls. Ancient walls constructed in another time, and upgraded by Silithia to modern standards and conveniences. 
 
    Half the country was thick forest, rich in animal life, and, except for lone trails, was left to itself. 
 
    In front of the forest were the fields where the men labored. These were the men who had sinned against women. Abrasive in attitude, not giving proper respect, these men labored in the fields to provide the fresh vegetables for Womanland. 
 
    At the back of the property was the castle. This was a monstrous affair built hundreds of years before and, except for certain security embellishments and modern improvements, kept in the same condition. 
 
    Large halls, ramparts, towers with flags unfurled, Womanland stood as a testament to the industry and vision of Silithia and woman everywhere. 
 
    Under the castle were the dungeons where men were taught their catechism before being allowed to work in the fields. This was where torture chambers abounded and men begged for mercy. 
 
    At least until the tragedy of Sam Worthing. Now the dungeons were used more gently. No one wanted what happened to Sam Worthing to happen again. 
 
    Silithia preferred a relatively small chamber for her work. She had book shelves with ancient texts, comfortable seating, and a simple table behind which she sat and dispensed justice and instructions. 
 
    The furniture in the chamber, except for a few pieces reserved for normal sized humans, was constructed for Silithia’s large body. 
 
    Silithia herself was eight foot tall. Her measurements were 48 by 36 by 48. She had started life as a midget, but once unleashed she never stopped growing. 
 
    She was still growing an inch or two few years. 
 
    At that moment she put down the telephone. Judd had come through. He had convinced the Amazons to take him back, and he had discovered their plans. 
 
    War. They had invaded Stepforth Valley and gotten nothing for it. Silithia had escaped, valuable data concerning experiments for turning men into women had been destroyed, and the Amazons had left frustrated. 
 
    Silithia sat back in her large chair and tapped her teeth with a pencil. 
 
    War. 
 
    And this time they were going to be serious. 
 
    “Ann,” she addressed one of her assistants. “Pull up Stepforth Valley. I want security cameras and the satellite feed. 
 
    Ann, wearing the armor of the Queen’s Guard, moved rapidly to comply. Within a minute the happenings at Stepforth Valley were being displayed on the far wall. 
 
    Silithia watched the confrontation with the Amazons. She smiled at how Judd had escaped. 
 
    But she frowned at the actions of the Amazons. 
 
    They were well armed. Not just bows and arrows, or spears, but military hardware, and men. They had a large force of men working for them. 
 
    So they must have compromised the US government. Well, that wasn’t hard to do. A more corrupt bunch of crooks there never was. 
 
    But where did that leave her? 
 
    Judd was being pursued, had been pursued for over a week, and that meant the Amazon’s plans for Womanland must be well under way. 
 
    “Meeting. Right now. All section leaders, top rank of the Guard. Five minutes.” 
 
    Ann ran for the outer office and grabbed a microphone. 
 
    “Attention! Meeting of section leaders and top rank of the Queen’s Guard. Five minutes.” 
 
    Ann had been chosen for her position because she had a high quotient of intuition. Now she intuited the urgency in Silithia’s commands, and her words spurred the persons called for the meeting to a frantic race through the castle. 
 
    Five minutes later Silithia watched as the last of her people pushed into the small room and stood at attention. 
 
    These were incredibly beautiful women. Not a man among them, and she was sorry for that. She would have liked a man’s thoughts concerning the upcoming war. 
 
    “Womanland is about to be invaded. Amazons are on their way, and we must prepare. All tourists are to be sent away.  
 
    “Jane, I want our pantries full. Hit the nearby villages and get canned goods, other non-perishables, anything we might need for a protracted siege. 
 
    “Wendy, I want doors, windows, any place of potential entrance to be shored up. Use as many men as you need. 
 
    “Diane, I want a complete inventory of our arms. Make a list of things we need.” 
 
    Silithia went on and on, giving instructions, asking for advice. When she finally stopped the question came up: “How long before…?” 
 
    “I have no idea. Our agent found out a week ago, so it’s a good chance they are already here. Sandy, please conduct a very discreet reconnaissance of the woods.” 
 
      
 
    The jumbo jet flew high in the stratosphere. It was midway between Miami and Africa. 
 
    In the back bathroom Sam had lifted Shiela up and pressed her against the door. He kissed her neck, groped her breasts, and reached under her skirt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Shiela wheezed. 
 
    “You always wanted to be a member of the Mile High Club, right.” 
 
    “I do now,” she bit his neck and reached for one of his nipples. She couldn’t get to his balls, couldn’t kick him, and she wanted to put him over the edge again. She wanted her Warlock. 
 
    Outside the door two men listened to the rumbling and grumbling of their voices. Their faces had twisted smiles. 
 
    Shiela pulled on his nipple, twisted, and Sam started to react. He lifted her skirt, ripped her panties, and rammed into her. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    A stewardess came down the aisle. “Everything okay?” 
 
    The two men looked at each other and snickered. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    The stewardess paused, studied each of them, then heard the bumping of an ass against the thin door. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sor—“ 
 
    “Hey, never mind. We all wish.” 
 
    Still the stewardess wanted to knock on the door and call the captain, or the air marshal, but she allowed herself to be stopped. Then, for a long minute, all three listened to the growling, bumping evidence of lust. 
 
    “Shiela had her arms around Sam’s neck. She was hugging him, gasping, and in heaven. She felt herself climbing the hill, then the world broke apart and she wasn’t holding anything, just lost in an endless orgasm. 
 
    The three on the other side of the door suddenly found themselves silently laughing. 
 
    The two men high fived, and the stewardess found herself raising her own hand for a five. 
 
    A short minute and the door opened. 
 
    Sam and Shiela stopped and stared at the grinning threesome, then they grinned. Shiela, properly embarrassed, scuttled down the aisle. Sam just swaggered after her. 
 
    Back in their seats, Sam and Shiela sat back and chuckled. 
 
    “Are we really going to see lions?” 
 
    “Lions and tigers and bears.” 
 
    “Oh, my.” 
 
    And they laughed some more. 
 
      
 
    Judd entered the forest with a hundred other Silithians and they trotted through the dark greenery. There was no sign of the Amazons. 
 
    Of course the Amazons wouldn’t give up. Judd knew that. But he was surrounded by some very dedicated women, and it would take time for the Amazons to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Hours later they came to a highway. It was the 441 and it lead to Pigeon Forge. 
 
    Pigeon Forge, the home of Dolly Parton’s theme parks, the Titanic Museum, and…an airport. 
 
    Just inside the woods Judd held a meeting. The hundred odd Silithians gathered around and listened. 
 
    “We’ve got to get to Womanland, all of us. The Gatlinburg Airport is within fifty miles. We’re going to break up into smaller groups of four or five. We need to rent cars, or steal them. If you can’t get a plane at Gatlinsburg you’re going to need to go to one of the other airports. Make sure your group has cell phones and back ups. Any questions?” 
 
    There were none, and the women began breaking up into groups and making plans and deciding on airports. 
 
    Judd and Sally and a short lady name of Thomasina walked out to the freeway. Judd already had a plan, and that included flagging down the first car that came along. 
 
    The first one nearly hit him, so Sally stepped in front of the second car. 
 
    A screech of tires, brakes heating up, and the second car slid to a stop. Sally grinned at Judd. “It’s just harder to hit a beautiful woman than an ugly man.” 
 
    The driver of the car was an old lady and Judd stepped up to the window and held up a sheaf of bills. He had replenished his supply of money in Stepforth Valley, and he said, “$10,000 for a ride to the Gatlinsburg Airport. 
 
    Ten seconds later the car had three extra passengers and the old lady was pedal to the metal. 
 
    Behind them women were coming out of the forest and stopping cars. 
 
    “Where you all come from?” asked the old lady. “Ain’t nothing around here ‘cept that Stepforth Valley place.” And she confided, “My cousin, Nancy, she told me that place is filled with Lesbians. Lord knows I don’t have no truck with Lesbians. You ain’t Lesbians are you?” 
 
    Judd was in the front seat and he answered. “I am.” 
 
    The old lady glanced suspiciously at him. You’re what?” 
 
    “I like women. Doesn’t that make me a Lesbian?” 
 
    The old lady blinked, then she chortled. “You’re a scamp, that’s what you are.” 
 
    But the ice had been broken, and they were on their way to the Gatlinburg Airport. 
 
      
 
    Silithia walked along the ramparts. Men from the fields were bringing boulders up from the ground. They stacked them along the high walls, ready for throwing over the walls and onto the heads of attackers. 
 
    The men were basically slaves, but slaves to love. They loved that women were in control of them, and they loved to hustle the large rocks up to the high ramparts. They even loved the loving whipping that occurred when they weren’t fast enough. 
 
    Below, on the ground floor of the castle and in the main halls, men were shaping arrows, fletching them and putting sharp points on them. Is it going to come to this? wondered Silithia, when she had inspected the arrow construction. 
 
    She passed a row of cauldrons with boiling oil in them. Once upon a time they would have required hot fires, now it was done with electricity. 
 
    Who would have thunk, she marveled. 
 
    She ascended a circular staircase inside a turret and came to a window. From here she could see Silithians practicing formations in the front yard. She could see a deer at the far end of the field, daring to browse in the vegetable garden now that the men were elsewhere. 
 
    And, she saw a glimpse of metal. 
 
    “Glasses,” she held out a hand and binoculars were placed in her hand. She raised them to her eyes and focused on the bit of metal. 
 
    It was Amazonian armor. With patience, she could make out a half a dozen of the large women working at the edge of the forest. 
 
    So they were here. Probably making siege machines, catapults and trebuchets. Ruining her precious wood for weapons of war. 
 
    Of course, and she was doing the same. 
 
    But they had come to her. She wasn’t invading them. 
 
    Silithia frowned. She had seen war up close and personal. She had seen tanks rumbling across fields, blowing up a castle, her castle, and she had seen a thousand men slaughtering each other. 
 
    She didn’t want to go to war. She didn’t care about conquering the world; she just wanted to help mankind evolve. 
 
    How could the Amazons not understand that? 
 
    But they didn’t. 
 
    “Patricia,” she called one of her assistants.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Take a white flag, go to the end of the field and find out if there is any meeting ground, any compromise we can reach.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” and the shapely woman hurried down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Three minutes later Patricia exited the big doors and strode across the drive and into the fields. She was holding a white flag. 
 
    Silithia stood in the turret, watched with binoculars. 
 
    Patricia walked across the fields, through the dirt furrows, and stopped. She was fifty feet from the forest. 
 
    For a long minute nothing happened. Then a woman came out of the thick shrubbery. She was statuesque. She was over six feet tall, and she was dressed in armor and had a gold crown on her head. 
 
    Silithia intuited: Nyoka. 
 
    It was as if she had spoken into the woman’s head, into Nyoka’s brain. The Queen of the Amazons glanced at the castle, at the tall turret where Silithia watched. 
 
    Then Patricia spoke. 
 
    “I am Patricia and I speak for Silithia. 
 
    “I am Nyoka, and I speak for me.” 
 
    “Silithia would ask if there is some compromise that can be reached. We are all women, we all seek a better path for mankind. Surely there can be a meeting of the minds on our situation.” 
 
    Nyoka made a moue as she listened to Patricia. Her eyes, though beautiful, were half lidded and and a sneer was started upon her lips. 
 
    Nyoka raised a hand. 
 
    Patricia didn’t hear the arrow that struck her, she just felt the pain that was bone deep as the iron tip penetrated her skin and hit her shoulder blade. 
 
    Nyoka stepped back as Patricia spun to her knees and looked up. Pain and disbelief were etched upon her face. 
 
    “I come in peace!” 
 
    “You go in pieces.” 
 
    Nyoka raised her hand and made a fist, then lowered it. 
 
    Now Patricia heard the arrows. Sssst. Thunk. An arrow sprouted out of her abdomen. 
 
    Patricia looked back at the turret. A black speck atop the structure, but there was nothing Silithia could do for her. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Thunk. 
 
    An arrow in her thigh, another one, striking her hard enough to bring her down on her side. She tried to stand up, to return to the castle. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Her chest, her shoulder. She was looking like a pin cushion now. She was crying, but issued no sound. 
 
    Sssst. Thunk. Sssst. Thunk. 
 
    Until finally she fell and did not move. 
 
    Nyoka sauntered back into the forest. 
 
    Atop the castle of Womanland Silithia’s hands were clenched in rage. She had sent Patricia to her death. And there would be more deaths. Many more. And there seemed to be nothing she could do. 
 
    She turned and descended through the castle. She was the most advanced woman on earth, and she was powerless. 
 
      
 
    Patricia was left to lay upon the fertile soil of Womanland. Her corpse gathered flies, and would rot. In the forest Amazons chopped down old growth trees. They harvested the ancient wood and cut it into pieces. They were building a siege engine. A tall structure they would roll to the castle. The castle walls would be cut down to a size and the siege machine would lower a platform and the Amazons would rush across the platform to invade the castle. 
 
    Fifty yards to the right of the siege engine was a trebuchet. 
 
    The Amazons sawed and chopped, dragged thick hawsers through the forest, drilled holes in planks and beams, and collected huge boulders to act as missiles. 
 
    The tops of the structures could be seen from the castle. 
 
    And now that hostilities had commenced, Amazons blocked all entrance and egress to the land. 
 
    Of course, Silithia had sent tourists packing as soon as she found out Womanland was about to be attacked. 
 
    Deliveries were ceased. Womanland was effectively isolated, cut off, and more and more Amazons arrived in the old woods. 
 
    Cook fires sent up tendrils of smoke all evening, and when the hour was late some of that gorgeous old wood was used to build the fires higher, giving a glow to the top of the forest. 
 
      
 
    In Africa Sam started to get antsy. 
 
    He watched the lions pull down antelopes, and he frowned. Such a joyous sight for a warlock, and yet…he had other things on his mind. 
 
    Things were happening in Europe. He didn’t know what, but he knew time was growing short. 
 
    He and Shiela were on a safari traveling through herds, taking pictures of large man eating lions, when his mood finally darkened. 
 
    He stepped out of the vehicle he was in and walked towards the lions. 
 
    People in the truck shrieked. The driver yelled through his bullhorn. 
 
    Sam was in another world. His thoughts were murky. He had something to do. He had to be somewhere. 
 
    Two lions who had been taking apart a lone hyena looked up at the puny human. 
 
    A man. Food, basically, was striding through the tall grass. 
 
    Sam felt a dark cloud ripping through his mind. What was he doing? Watching such contest. Didn’t he have to go somewhere? 
 
    The lions stood, growled. 
 
    Sam stopped twenty feet from them. Their growls penetrated his haze, and he looked up. 
 
    One of the lions started padding towards him. 
 
    Sam focused on him, and when the lion leaped he swatted the lions face with one palm. 
 
    The lion was thrust to the side. It stood up, took another look, then, complaining, it backed away. 
 
    Sam stood alone as the sun cooked from overhead. 
 
    He turned to the vehicle. People were standing next to the truck, their voices were shrill, but Sam didn’t care. He walked back. 
 
    “Get in,” he said. 
 
    He didn’t say it loudly, but everybody was suddenly scared. 
 
    To the driver: “Where’s the nearest airport?” 
 
    The driver, his mouth open, stuttered, “Nanyuki.” 
 
    “Can it get me to Europe?” 
 
    The driver shook his head. “Don’t know.” 
 
    “Move over.” 
 
    Sam shoved the driver aside. His body was slightly bigger, slightly heavier, than it had been. 
 
    Sam turned his head to Shiela. “Got to go.” 
 
    There were a couple of people still gawking and wondering what was going on. Shiela snapped. “Everybody on. We’re leaving.” 
 
    Sam started the truck moving, and the people still standing around leaped for their seats. The truck picked up speed, roared over the plains and headed for Nanyuki and the hope of an airport. 
 
    Vacation for the Worthings was over. 
 
      
 
    Judd saw the woman warriors and the soldiers who had been ‘conscripted’ in the towns around Womanland. They manned checkpoints, examined all vehicles, and Judd turned on to a back street and parked. 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to have to try and sneak in.” 
 
    Sally and Thomasina nodded. They had back packs with provisions and water, but no weapons. Judd had neglected to purchase weapons, and there were no more to purchase in the area, anyway. Either Womanland or the Amazons had all the weapons. From rifles to slingshots, the war was about to begin. 
 
    They walked through town, avoiding the Amazons, and crossed fields. Farmers watched them trek through the wheat, and said nothing. The country knew something was happening in Womanland, and they preferred to stay out of it. 
 
    Judd led his two women over the hills and saw the castle rising up in the distance. 
 
    “How are you going to get in?” 
 
    “Don’t know. Try to avoid patrols, sneak over the back walls. Got to be a way. 
 
    Sally nodded. If anybody could get them into Womanland it would be Judd. He had been nothing but competent throughout their whole journey. She chuckled. 
 
    “I’m in charge.” 
 
    He glanced at her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But you’re the one doing things.” 
 
    He grinned. “Want to give me orders?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
     
 
    The war machines grew taller. A huge pile of boulders stood at the edge of the woods. Nyoka called out and the Amazons and their soldiers began pushing the machines. 
 
    Out from the woods the giant things trundled. The siege engine was one hundred and fifty feet tall. It had sheets of steel bolted to the front. The wheels were eight feet tall, and it took hundreds of people to pull and push it. 
 
    There was a running path around the field and just before the forest. The siege engine groaned and squeaked and the wheels rolled along the path.  
 
    The Amazons pushed the giant machine onto the path and waited. The machine was too wide, but Amazons were throwing thick pieces of plywood and planks in front of the tires in the field. They would be able to push the machine around the running path easily. 
 
    The trebuchet was moved out of the forest and into the center of the field. The earth was soft, but between plywood and planks and the efforts of hundreds of people, the trebuchet took up a position facing the castle and two hundred yards out. Just outside effective range of arrows. 
 
    Silithia could have opened up with rifles at that range, but she was hoping, praying…there had to be a solution where women didn’t have to  die. 
 
    She knew that when the Amazons and the Silithians went hand to hand it was going to be a mess. 
 
    Out in the field Nyoka stood in the shadow of the giant machine. She studied the castle and waited while her engineers set up the machine, angled it, and called for the first boulder. 
 
    The first boulder was 118 pounds. A solid rock. Good for ranging. 
 
    The chute was greased, the weight pushed up, and let go. 
 
    The weight went straight down, making the long arm turn, and the ropes holding the 118 pound missile stretched, and the missile was pulled down the chute, around in a large arc, and up into the air. 
 
    Women from both sides watched as the rock sailed through the sky. It was actually beautiful to watch. It was lost in the blue for a second, then easy to see against the clouds, and then it smashed into the castle of Womanland. 
 
    BOOM! The sound of impact resounded. The Amazons cheered, and shards of stone flew away from the wall of the castle. 
 
    Behind the castle wall the sound was the crack of rock on rock, multiplied a hundred times. 
 
    Nobody was hurt, but Silithians leaned over the wall and examined the small impression the rock had left. It wasn’t large, but enough rocks, and bigger rocks, and the wall was going to give way. 
 
    Another rock was pulled to the trebuchet and put in the sling. This one was over 200 pounds.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Three 
 
      
 
    Sam was not pleasant to be around. He was surly and snappish, and the only person who could stand to be around him was Shiela. 
 
    She was scared of Sam. Terrified, in fact. But…she loved him. She forced herself to tag along, to walk at his side, to listen as he made his guttural sounds. 
 
    “I want a plane to Europe now.” 
 
    There were no flights. 
 
    “I SAID NOW!” He threw a cash register across the small terminal and through a window. 
 
    “Sam, it’s okay,” Shiela’s voice trembled. 
 
    Sam turned to her and said, in a calm voice. “No. Sorry, honey. It’s not okay.” 
 
    He turned back to the frozen counter agent. He looked through the window behind the counter agent. “Whose plane is that?” 
 
    The agent turned and whimpered. “Mr. Scott. It belongs to Mr. Scott.” 
 
    A white-haired gent could be see talking to a worker. He was short, a little chubby, and seemed very happy. 
 
    Shiela followed Sam out to the tarmac, and was terrified for the Mr. Scott, whoever he was. 
 
    Sam was like a charging bull. His feet sounded loud, his face looked like thunder. “I need a ride to Europe.” 
 
    Mr. Scott looked up and stepped back. He was a brave man. “Don’t think so, old chap.” 
 
    Shiela intervened. “Look, you’ve got to. Or Sam will pull the wings off that plane and then he’ll pull your arms out of the sockets.” 
 
    Scott smiled and tilted his head. “And how is he going to do this.” 
 
    Normally, Shiela would have prevaricated, made up a story, done something, anything, to forestall Sam from taking apart the jovial Mr. Scott and his plane. But something deep inside her spoke. It was that little voice, the conscience, and it said: Truth. 
 
    “Mr. Scott. My husband is some sort of demigod. Sometimes he’s referred to as a Warlock. He really will have his way, and your best chance of living to tell the tale is to give us a ride to Europe.” 
 
    Sam growled. It was the kind of growl that caused little kids to shit. And maybe some big kids. 
 
    Scoot glanced at him, then spoke to Shiela. “What’s in Europe, little lady?” 
 
    “A war, I think.” 
 
    “Hmm, sounds interesting.” 
 
    Sam grabbed Scott’s shoulder and turned the man to him. He was right in Scott’s face, and Shiela knew the end was here…but she underestimated Scott. 
 
    “Hands off, old chap. Now, you’ve got my interest, so I’ll tell you what…you see that pick up truck they use for baggage?” 
 
    Ten feet away stood an old Ford. Probably the eighties, and it was filled with suitcases and duffle bags. 
 
    If Sam had interested Scott, Scott had actually interested Sam. 
 
    “You throw that truck a ways and I’ll give you a ride.” 
 
    Sam grunted, which was probably a sort of a half assed chuckle. He walked over to the baggage truck, picked it up and threw it. It sailed a hundred yards, not as far as a trebuchet missile, but far enough for a heavy, old truck. Suitcases flew out on the runway and Scott watched the display of strength…and grinned. 
 
    “Good show, old man. Hop in. Wheels up as soon as we’re gassed.” 
 
    Sam blinked, he was still sort of confused by the situation, by having to barter in this manner, but he got onto the plane. 
 
    Scott watched the tires flatten a bit. He turned to Shiela. 
 
    “Heavy sort, ain’t he.” 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it.” 
 
    Scott went to see to the gassing, Sam settled into the back of the plane. His eyes glowered and he stared with a fixedness that would scare the normal person. Or even the abnormal person. 
 
    Outside the plane Shiela ran for the luggage, and as she handled their bags she wondered: The police didn’t come, or the military, or whoever runs things in this place. Why not? 
 
    But, in that little place in her mind where the voice of intuition lived she knew. 
 
    The military wasn’t about to get in the way of a Warlock. 
 
    Men might not have much intuition, but when it came to Warlocks they had racial memories, and all men would avoid Sam. 
 
    Only women, who were so good at controlling men, would be so foolish as to mess with Sam, and the last time they had tried things hadn’t worked out too well. 
 
      
 
    The trebuchet was angled and adjusted. Huge boulders flew through the air. Loud crashes echoed over the fields of Womanland, and down into the depths of the castle. 
 
    The Silithians weren’t scared, but they were apprehensive. They had joined for womanhood, to subdue men, to become better people.  
 
    To evolve. To become Silithic in their hearts and souls. 
 
    Now they were facing a battle. 
 
    CHUNK! 
 
    No heads ducked. They were used to the sound. 
 
    On top of the wall engineers looked over the edge. The wall was coming apart. Mortar was shattered, blocks of stone were shifting, and some had come loose and crashed to the ground. 
 
    The cheering from out in the fields had lessened. Now the Amazons were into the hard work of destroying a castle. 
 
    Many of the Amazons were feeling apprehensive. They had joined a sisterhood dedicated to evolution. Men were being brought to heel. War was to be a memory. 
 
    And here they were, at war. 
 
    They believed it would be the last war, that they would win and the Silithians would step aside, let them turn men into slaves, and feminize them, and change them to a race fitting to serve the superior woman. 
 
    Yet, watching the crunch of boulder, the spray of rocks and shards from the impact…they couldn’t help but think. 
 
    Are we supposed to be fighting other women? 
 
    Nyoka watched the destruction of the castle with interest. So far the Silithians hadn’t offered any defense. But they would. Silithia could only hold on so long, then she would fight back. And that’s what Nyoka wanted. 
 
    She had lived a long time. She had seen war through the ages. And now she had a chance to make a new civilization, one in which woman ruled and men knew their place. 
 
    Wasn’t that the way it was supposed to be? 
 
    And this Silithia person, whoever she was, no matter what her book said…she could not be allowed to stand in Nyoka’s way. 
 
    BOOM! Another boulder hit the wall. More stones were dislodged. And Nyoka smiled. 
 
      
 
    Judd led Sally and Thomasina through an orchard. He had excellent perception, and he could detect nothing. The moon was behind the castle and everything was shadow. 
 
    They came to a lane, crossed it quickly, spurted across it and lay in a drainage ditch. 
 
    Sally crawled over to Judd. “Is that the back wall?” 
 
    “I think so. We get a little closer we can climb a tree and jump over.” 
 
    Sally nodded, then slid to the side to give herself room. 
 
    At a whisper from Judd they slithered through the darkness, tree to tree. Judd placed a hand on a low limb and prepared to haul himself up. He pulled and— 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    Lights illuminated Judd and the two women. 
 
    Half a dozen Amazons converged on them. One of them smiled. “Hello, Judd.” 
 
    “Hello, Judith.” 
 
    “We’ve been wanting to talk to you. You left the ship in a hurry.” 
 
    “Yes, well, as you may have guessed, I’m not exactly on your side anymore.” 
 
    Judith shook her head, a dim movement behind the flashlight she held. 
 
    “Poor Judd. Well, let’s go to the front gate. No need for old friends to climb walls and get all dirty. You can walk right in the front.” 
 
    “And meet with Nyoka?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And if I choose not to?” 
 
    “Then we shoot you in the leg and drag your bleeding body to the front gate.” 
 
    Judd sighed. “My, how the world has changed.” 
 
    Judith and the other Amazons positioned themselves and Judith pointed with her chin. “Walk slow. No foolishness now. We had too many good times together to want to puncturate your hide.” 
 
    Judd turned, and his path was illuminated by the flashlights. Sally and Thomasina kept close to them, and they walked along the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Call me if we crash.” Scott put the auto pilot on and got out of the pilot’s chair. He walked into the back of the plane. 
 
    Shiela stared in horror at the array of instruments. She was flying the plane? 
 
    “Hey, sport! What kind of brew do demigods prefer?” 
 
    Sam was sitting on a couple of crates. He looked bigger, stronger, and his face was…cruel. 
 
    Scott opened a big box and took out a bottle of whiskey. He stepped back to Sam. 
 
    Sam eyed him truculently. His eyes were piggish. It looked like his canines were larger. 
 
    Scott opened the bottle and took a sip. He made a sound like an appreciative ‘whoosh.’ He handed the bottle to Sam. 
 
    Sam took the bottle. He bit the neck off and drank the whole thing. 
 
    Scott’s mouth opened. “You don’t worry about drinking glass?”
Sam wiped his sleeve across his mouth, the shirt looked a little tight, and belched. “Nope.” 
 
    “So is there really a war in Europe? I’ve heard nothing.” 
 
    Sam nodded. 
 
    Scott’s freewheeling, friendly manner was calming Sam down. 
 
    Shiela kept turning her head and looking back at the men. They talked. Well, Scott did most of the talking, Sam just listened and spoke every once in a while. 
 
    “So how did you become a Demigod?” 
 
    Unbelievably, Sam said, “Call me Sam. I don’t know. I guess I just happened to be in the right place at the right time.” 
 
    “So you’re going to…what? Kill everybody? Declare your own war?” 
 
    Sam frowned. His eyebrows looked heavy, thicker. “I don’t believe in war.” 
 
    “And here you are…going to war!” 
 
    “I stop war.” 
 
    Scott looked dubious. 
 
    “I kill war.” 
 
    Scott turned and took another bottle of whiskey out of the box. “I’ll drink to that.” He took a big gulp. He started to hand the bottle to Sam, then stopped. “I can’t drink glass, so if you could not hog it all?” 
 
    Sam nodded. He took the bottle, tilted it, and drank it down to an inch. 
 
    Again, he wiped his mouth, and Scott grinned. “That’s more like it.” then he looked towards the cockpit. “Shiela, dear, would you like a bit of the devil’s brew?” 
 
    Shiela stared at the man. They were going to war, her husband was a Warlock, and she was flying the fucking plane! 
 
    “No thanks,” she called back. Then she thought about it. “Yes, I would!” What the fuck. If this was all the on the job training she was getting then she needed a drink! 
 
      
 
    Resignedly, Silithia gave the command to fire arrows down on the invaders. The Silithians were fine archers, but they were shooting at targets that had heaping helpings of intuition. 
 
    Every once in a while an arrow would find its target, but all too often they wouldn’t. 
 
    Still, now the Amazons had to take care. They dodged behind the trebuchet. They used shields. They shot back. 
 
    Luckily for the Silithians it is more difficult to find a target when shooting up than when shooting down. 
 
    Slowly the bodies accumulated on the ground. But there were more women to fight, more soldiers, and— 
 
    BOOM! A giant rocked crashed into the wall. A split appeared in the wall and the big chunks of stone of which the wall was built rained down to the ground. 
 
    Through night the bombardment continued. Wounded were tended to. Fresh women were brought to replace those who were tired. 
 
    In the castle the Silithians rested, except for the squads manning the wall defenses, the archers who rained down arrows. 
 
    Then came the dawn, and the damage could be seen. 
 
    The front wall, above the massive double doors, was holed. Piles of debris lay on the front steps. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    Another boulder tore the castle wall apart. 
 
    Sssst! Sssst! Sssst! Sssst! Arrows filled the air. Bodies dropped were replaced. Blood seeped into the ground in big puddles. 
 
    From the side of the valley came a cheer. The ramparts were going to be reduced enough for the siege engine to have effect. Hundreds of Amazons pushed the mighty siege machine along the side of the forest. 
 
    Along the edge of the forest Amazons stood and a cheer rose up. They could smell victory. 
 
      
 
    Judd sat against the wall next to the gate. He listened to the crash of rocks against the castle. He heard the cries and screams. Yet this was but a skirmish. When he looked around the corner, through the iron gates, he could see the top of the trebuchet over a stand of trees. He watched as missiles arced through the air and into the castle. 
 
    Over the tops of trees he could see the tip of the siege engine coming around the running path. 
 
    They wouldn’t let him stand up and walk across the gate so he could see the castle, but from the sound of it the castle, Womanland, was taking a beating. 
 
    He thought about it: the Amazons were aggressive. The Silithians, Silithia, seemed to be holding back. 
 
    Yet, there would come a time when Silithia would be forced to fight. And then the blood would flow. 
 
    All day long he listened to the impact of boulders on castle walls. All day long he worried. He had not been able to reach Silithia. Not that any intelligence he had to offer would be useful in this war. 
 
    Still, he wanted to be inside. He should be doing the fighting. Men were built for war. Not women. If only he could… 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted by a massive cheer. He looked. 
 
    The siege engine was in front of the wall. It was slightly to the side of the steps in front of the big double doors, but it was now in a position which could be used. 
 
    He stood up, and was pushed down. 
 
    He stood up and said, “I’m going to watch.” 
 
    The woman in charge nodded, and he was allowed to move in front of the gate. 
 
    Bodies littered the ground, were even under the big siege engine. Amazons crowded up stairs, and two things happened at once. 
 
    First, the battle atop the castle walls erupted in ferocity. Amazons fought Silithians at very close quarters. From the siege engine, and from the ramparts, women rushed across the ramp and collided. Spears were the main weapon, but now the soldiers on the ground were taking shots with their rifles when a target presented itself. Spears poked back and forth. Faces snarled and screams filled the air. Women were pushed off the length of platform and fell to their deaths. 
 
    The second thing that happened was a taxi pulled up on the road behind where Judd stood looking through the gate. The door opened and Sam, Shiela, and Scott stepped out. 
 
    Nobody noticed. 
 
    Sam was taller now, about seven feet tall, and he strode to the gate. 
 
    Now the Amazons saw him, and they spun and warned him away. 
 
    “Get back!” 
 
    “Get back in the car.” 
 
    Judd turned and gawped. Out of all the people in the world he might expect to see, this was not one of them.  
 
    All the way from Texas, and they had been going to the same place and didn’t know it! 
 
    One of the Amazons thrust at Sam. Sam grabbed the spear out of her hands and tossed it aside. 
 
    Two soldiers raised their rifles. 
 
    Sam growled. 
 
    One of the soldiers shat his pants. The other one dropped his rifle. 
 
    Sam seemed even taller. Maybe eight feet. 
 
    “You!” blurted Judd. 
 
    “You should have come with me,” Sam grinned. His teeth were bigger, the canines actually a half inch longer than his other teeth. 
 
    Shiela stepped up next to him, looked through the gate. 
 
    “You’ve got to stop them!” 
 
    Sam laughed. It was a half maniacal laugh, and he said, “Stop them? This is war! This is what I live for!” 
 
    “Judd!” Shiela appealed, not understanding why, just that Judd, even in this chaos, was a powerful person. 
 
    “We do need the battle stopped,” Judd said calmly. 
 
    “Shoot me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sam picked up the rifle the soldier had dropped, and presented the rifle to Shiela. “Shoot me.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “I need to wake all the way up. Shoot me. And make it somewhere that will hurt.” 
 
    “I…I can’t!” 
 
    And she really couldn’t. She had hurt Sam before, and she never would again. Kicking him in the nuts for a little sex was one thing, actually hurting him was another. She was totally incapable of shooting her husband. 
 
    Sam frowned and watched the battle raging a quarter mile away. “Somebody’s got to shoot me.” 
 
    Mr. Scott stepped forth. “Really? Old chap?” 
 
    Sam turned to Judd. “Shoot me.” 
 
    Judd took the rifle. He had doubts on his face, but he had seen Sam in action. And this was their best hope. 
 
    Judd aimed the rifle at Sam’s foot and pulled the trigger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Is that all you’ve got? Make it hurt!” 
 
    Scott looked at Sam’s foot. It was bursting the edges of his shoes. He straightened up. “Give me the rifle.” 
 
    Scott took the rifle, smiled a British smile of tea and crumpets, and faced Judd as if he was going to do a bayonet lunge. But instead of lunging, he lowered the rifle and shot Sam in the balls. 
 
    Sam collapsed, Shiela bent over him. She was sobbing. She didn’t understand any of this. 
 
    Then they felt it. 
 
    First, Sam groaned, then he started to stand up. 
 
    His canines had grown even longer, his head was larger, bulging with ridges, armor for the head. 
 
    He stood up, and he was growing taller even as everybody but Shiela stepped back. 
 
    His face was twisted in rage. His shape was becoming thicker, warped with gigantic muscles. 
 
    Compared to him the Hulk was a shrimp! 
 
    “Sam?” asked Shiela. 
 
    Sam looked at her, clinging to him, and growled. 
 
    Shiela fainted. 
 
    Judd and Scott were back to the car now, and they wanted to get in the car and drive until they came to an ocean, and then drive into the ocean. 
 
    The soldiers and the Amazons guarding the gate were running down the street. 
 
    Sam turned to the gates that led into Womanland. A single kick and the gates didn’t just fly open, they flew into the fields. 
 
    And Sam, a Warlock created by God to protect the human race, finally had his deepest desire. He went to war. 
 
    Judd and Scott moved forward and watched as Sam raced down the drive towards the castle. 
 
    Sam’s was twelve feet tall now, he looked like a monster with his canines sprouting. He growled and drool was flung out to the sides. 
 
    The Silithians atop the walls saw him coming first. Then the Amazons saw him. 
 
    The Amazons cheering on the ground, feeding into the siege machine, turned and stared. 
 
    A giant, growling monster hurtled into their midst. 
 
    Sam struck the siege engine like it was a tackling dummy. He crushed in the side of the thing and it began to collapse. Women tumbled from the heights, screaming to the ground. 
 
    Now inside the machine Sam took it apart. He bashed stairways. He picked up women and threw them through the walls of the thing. Then he stepped out of the collapsing debris. 
 
    There were no Silithians, and that was all that saved them. Only the Amazons were close enough, and they attacked. Spears were thrust forward, and some even touched Sam, but they only angered him more. 
 
    Sam grabbed spears and swung them. Heavy shafts splatted agains Amazon skulls. 
 
    Arrows flew through the air, and bodies were flung back through the air at the archers. 
 
    Behind the siege engine Nyoka took off and began running across the fields. 
 
    Sam picked up a warrior and threw her at the terrified queen.  
 
    Soldiers fired rifles, their bullets hitting Sam. Now Sam was fully grown and completely enraged. The bullets bounced off him and threw more bodies at the soldiers. 
 
    Screams. Slaughter. Carnage. 
 
    The Amazons finally broke and fled. 
 
    Sam stood, breathing heavily, then turned towards the castle. 
 
    The ramparts had been broken and the debris had fallen on the front steps. Still, there was a bit of room, and the Silithians were pushing on the great doors. They rumbled, rocks were pushed back with scraping sounds, and Silithia stepped forth. 
 
    Eight feet tall, yet she was a child to the bulk and anger of Sam. 
 
    She was not there to fight, however. She was there to surrender. 
 
    She flung off her armor and bent to her knees. She lowered her head and kow towed. 
 
    For a moment there was nothing, nobody moved, nobody spoke. Then Sam raised his head to the skies and screamed. It was a savage banshee of a yell, and it expressed all his rage. 
 
    Silithia had defused him through the simple act of surrender, and poor Sam, he still wanted to fight. This was what he was built for, after all. 
 
    But he accepted the surrender, and the war was over.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Terms were discussed in the Great Hall. As many Amazons and Silithians as could were squeezed into the hall. Hundreds more were waiting outside. 
 
    Sam sat on a table, and the table groaned under his bulk. He was a couple of inches taller than twelve feet. He weighed 700 pounds. His face was disfigured and his features were downright gargoyle-esque. His was a mass of pure muscle, and even though he had been surrendered to, his frame quivered with rage and the desire to resume hostilities. 
 
    On one end of the table Silithia sat. Eight feet tall. 
 
    On the other end of the table was Nyoka. Seven feet tall. 
 
    Except for being frighteningly ugly, Sam might have been their older brother. 
 
    To the sides of the table stood Judd, Shiela, Scott, and other important people. 
 
    Sam opened the proceedings in simple manner. He grunted. “Make peace.” 
 
    Nyoka started right in. “The Amazons are in charge of this planet. We find the men who are ready and change them into women. We—“ 
 
    “SHUT!” Sam growled. Then he turned and leaned towards Nyoka. Nyoka tried to back up in her chair, but there was no where to go. 
 
    Sam lowered his voice. “I remember you. From Indus Valley. You were a trouble maker then. You want me to twist your head off?” 
 
    Nyoka shook her head. She wanted to scream, but she was suddenly alone. 
 
    Sam sat back. He stared out at the crowd with lowered brows. “Make peace.” 
 
    Silithia cleared her throat. 
 
    She was terrified of this man…this Warlock. Yet, she had to speak. “Silithians and Amazons can co-exist. We want the same things, feminization for men, and we Silithians shall, from this point on, show respect and kindness for our sisters. If there are disagreements they will be settled at Womanland with fairness for all. 
 
    Sam grunted and nodded. 
 
    Nyoka whimpered, “But that would put us under the Silithians! We would be judged by their courts, their sense of justice.” 
 
    Silithia had a quick answer. “This is right because the Amazons use dangerous chemicals, and they change men before their time. From this time on all feminization changes must be approved by Womanland, and we will not approve any method which uses dangerous chemicals, surgeries, or any other method that might be harmful to men.” 
 
    Nyoka leaped to her feet, quivering with rage. “That’s not going to—“ 
 
    Sam leaned towards her again. He said one word, “Peace.” 
 
    And it was agreed. 
 
      
 
    Nyoka and her Amazons, except for a group chosen to be ambassadors, were gone. 
 
    The Silithians were removing the signs of war and starting to rebuild the castle. 
 
    Queen Silithia was holding a celebration feast in a minor dining hall. 
 
    Succulent pork, hot off the spit. Fresh apples. Steaks. Tons of mashed potatoes. Pies, vegetables, delicate fruit. 
 
    Around the table were Silithia, Judd and Sally, Mr. Scott, several high ranking Silithians and a couple of Amazons, Shiela, and…Sam. 
 
    Sam was shrinking. He was only nine feet tall now, but he was also behaving in a more human manner. The rage was tamped down, his eyes were level and considerate, and he picked up a glass of Coke and bourbon and offered a toast. 
 
    “Peace forever.” 
 
    Every one drank. 
 
    “Do you really think it will be peace forever?” Shiela asked him. The table grew silent and waited for his answer. 
 
    Sam considered his words carefully. He was human enough to not want to go to war again. 
 
    “Yes. I do.” Yet he wasn’t done. “Man is designed for war. Women for love. Man’s time is over and we must change.” 
 
    “Change or die,” muttered Scott. 
 
    “Exactly. Oh, there will still be upsets, maybe even a battle or two, but under the leadership of Silithia, and Nyoka’s Amazons, such affairs will be brief and settled easily. 
 
    “I’ll drink to that,” said Judd. 
 
    Again, the table hoisted their glasses. 
 
    The war over, resolved to an extent that nobody expected, but which everybody appreciated, it was a night of merriment. 
 
    Stories were told, Silithians and Amazons talked about building a future where men could be led down the pink path without war. 
 
    And when the festivities were over, Shiela turned to Sam and whispered. “How big are you?” 
 
    Sam smiled. He wasn’t totally ugly, just a little bit ugly. He looked like a combination of a handsome man and a pig. 
 
    “Pretty big.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. Can you keep it big when you completely return to being Sam?” 
 
    “What? You don’t like my crude ways of slamming you against a wall and fucking your brains out at the slightest provocation?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t mind it, but it does make me sore for a while. The size is okay, but maybe a little more gentle would be okay, too.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll make you a deal.” 
 
    Shiela looked around the table. Judd and Scott were talked to Silithia. The Amazons were exchanging toasts with the Silithians, and for the moment they were alone. 
 
    She looked back at Sam. “What kind of a deal?” 
 
    “I’ll keep my big dick, and I’ll try to control my inner beast…” He grinned. “Which is hard considering how beautiful you are…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “As long as you don’t kick me in the balls.” 
 
    Shiela thought about that. She countered. “Twice a year. My birthday and Christmas, I get to kick you in the balls.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I think I can live with that.” 
 
    “And tonight.” 
 
    Sam laughed. “You’re addicted to me.” 
 
    “It’s true. Shall we go upstairs for my final kick of the season?” 
 
    Sam stood, held out his hand. 
 
    Shiela rose and they began walking out of the dining hall. 
 
    “Hey! Where are you two going?” Judd yelled. 
 
    They turned and Shiela was embarrassed. Blushing, she said, “Got to see a man about a horse.” 
 
    And Scott, who had appeared from nowhere, but had saved the day by shooting Sam in the nuts, muttered. “See a man about a horse’s dick, you mean.” 
 
    Her face red, Shiela pulled Sam out of the room, and the party went on. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    Jesse Vincent walked out of the hallway and through the foyer. “I’ll get it!” 
 
    Jesse was a slender man, about five foot nine, and handsome. His face was oval, even delicate, but there was no mistaking his male way of walking, the way his shoulders moved, the confidence of his stride. 
 
    “Okay,” his wife, Barbara called from the kitchen. 
 
    Jesse opened the front door a foot, then it was pushed open the rest of the way, nudging him back. Two figures moved into the foyer. He had never seen either one before. 
 
    “What the—“ 
 
    “Shut up, pretty boy.” A gun was shoved into his face and he caught his breath. 
 
    “Who is it, Jesse?” Barbara called. 
 
    It was a man and a woman. The man was six foot two, had a square jaw and a shaved skull. His eyes were small, even piggish, and his glance was filled with venom. 
 
    The woman was a looker. She wore a skirt and a blouse on high heels, her hair was a bubble that curved below her skull. She was holding a gun, too. 
 
    “Keep him covered,” the man whispered. 
 
    Jesse opened his mouth to yell, and the man gripped his shirt and pressed the gun to his throat. “If you want her to live?” 
 
    Jesse was caught. He had no choice, and he gave a terse nod. 
 
    “Jesse?” 
 
    Barbara stepped out of the kitchen and the man took a quick step and pointed the gun directly between Barbara’s ample breasts.  
 
    The woman moved up and pointed her gun directly at Jesse’s groin. “Easy, lover.” She was grinning, laughing on the inside at his predicament. 
 
    “EEE—“ The man clapped his hand over Barbara’s mouth. He pulled her into the foyer, the hand holding the gun reaching around her head and doing the pulling. 
 
    “None of that.” 
 
    The big man looked around. He turned to Jesse. “Is there anybody else in the house? If you lie you die.” 
 
    Jesse shook his head. His heart was pounding and he felt faint. To be home invaded, and so easily. He felt so powerless. 
 
    “Okay, into the big room.” 
 
    Jesse and Barbara were herded into the living room.  
 
    “The drapes,” muttered the man. The woman quickly pulled them shut. 
 
    The man waved at the couch with his pistol. “Sit down, you two.” 
 
    Jesse and Barbara sat. Barbara moved against Jesse. There was nothing he could do to protect her, but she needed to touch him, to know that he was with her. 
 
    “Okay, babe,” the big man said. “Make us some dinner and I’ll clue Ken and Barby here in on what’s happening.” 
 
    The woman went for the kitchen. The man sat down in the Queen Anne chair in the corner of the living room and lit up a cigarette. He seemed very lax in his attitude now, but Jesse had no illusions. The hand that was lighting the cigarette could easily point and pull. 
 
    “Who are you?” Jesse’s voice quavered. He tried to keep it steady, but how do you do that with a gun pointed at you? 
 
    “I’m Mike and my girl is Toots. At least, that’s how you’ll address us.” 
 
    “What do you want?” Barbara sounded braver than Jesse, but she wasn’t. 
 
    “This…that. A million dollars.” 
 
    “We don’t have a million dollars. I don’t have much in my savings, but you can have it. You can have it all.” 
 
    Mike laughed. His voice was a rumble. “Now why would I rob my partners?” 
 
    Jesse blinked. 
 
    “Hey! Mike!” 
 
    “Yo!” 
 
    “They’re fixing steaks!” 
 
    Mike grinned. “Pretty nice of you, making us dinner like that.” 
 
    “What do you mean partners?” 
 
    “I mean…tomorrow morning at nine you’re going to walk into the Femville bank and rob it.” 
 
    “No. I’m not.” 
 
    “It’s your wife.” 
 
    Mike’s words were spoken softly, but they hit harshly. Jesse physically jerked, and Barbara gasped. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to tie you up—“ 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Mike’s voice was soft and gentle. “We just need to eat, then we’ll untie you. We’re not into the kinky stuff.” 
 
    “Pointing a gun at me isn’t kinky?” 
 
    “Not really.”  
 
    Mike took a couple of handcuffs out of his pocket. He tossed them to Jesse. “I want you to get under the dining room table. Cuff yourself to her, arms around the table, and cuff the other hands. 
 
    The dining room table was sturdy and heavy. The central pillar was thick and perfect. To escape Jesse and Barbara would have to turn the table over, which would be difficult as it was so heavy. 
 
    Jesse crawled under the table and snapped a cuff on his hand. When Barbara was on the other side she put her hand out and he cuffed himself to her. They stared at each other under the table, trying to think, trying to figure out what to do. 
 
    “Hurry up down there,” Mike was standing a few feet back so he could watch them. 
 
    Jesse cuffed their other hands together and now they couldn’t really see each other through the base of the table.
“Let’s go, honeybun!” Mike shouted. A moment later the delicious aroma of steaks wafted through the room. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whispered Jesse. 
 
    The steaks, complete with mashed potatoes with large glops of butter, were placed on the table and Mike and Toots sat down to eat. Their legs poked into Jesse and Barbara and the two under the table shifted and pulled on each other in their attempts to avoid the rude legs of the home invaders. 
 
    “Say, this is good stuff,” mumbled Mike. 
 
    “She cooks better than I do,” responded Toots through a mouthful of meat. 
 
    “Naw.” 
 
    “You’re just sayin’ that.” 
 
    “Honey bunny, you’re my love.” 
 
    “You’re so sweet.” 
 
    “You wanna fuck on the table after dinner?” 
 
    Toots laughed. “I’d love to.” 
 
    “Hey, I got an idea.” Suddenly Mike’s hand was under the table. “Here you go, good doggy.” He was holding a small piece of meat in his hand near Barbara’s face. 
 
    Toots chuckled, then her hand was under the table. The smell of the tasty viand was ambrosia to Jesse’s nose. 
 
    “Come on, Barbara. Eat up.” 
 
    Barbara didn’t want to. Nor did Jesse. 
 
    Toots booted Jesse. “Come on, slick.” 
 
    Mike looked under the table. “Don’t make me stop this car.” Then he laughed and laughed and laughed. 
 
    As the pair eating Jesse and Barbara’s steak became more insistent, the couple under the table knew they were going to have to eat. 
 
    Just like a pair of dogs, forced to eat treats from their owner’s hands. 
 
    Finally, Jesse moved his face forward and took the piece of steak between his teeth. 
 
    “There’s a good boy,” chortled Toots. “Now lick my fingers.” 
 
    Jesse stared at her hand. She had long, red nails, back scratching nails, and he didn’t want to lick them. 
 
    She kicked him. 
 
    He moved forward again. He kicked her fingers. 
 
    “Suck them.” 
 
    He was forced to suck her fingers, one at a time. He could taste the steak juice on her fingers. It was delicious, but Jesse didn’t want to, but…her fingers tasted good. And…it was sexual. His tongue licked up her pads, then his lips pulled down over her smooth flesh. He could feel her nails in his mouth. 
 
    He got a boner. 
 
    “Ooh, he’s nice. How’s yours?” 
 
    “Stubborn.” Mike looked under the table. He smiled politely, “You can suck my fingers or suck my dick. Which would you prefer?” 
 
    Barbara’s eyes went wide. “Your…your fingers,” she whispered. 
 
    Mike straightened up, then smiled. He felt Barbara’s soft, red lips pulling on his digits. “Oh, yes. That’s good. In fact, Jesse, your wife must be quite the cocksucker.” 
 
    Thee wasn’t anything Jesse could say. Especially since his mouth was full of Toots’ fingers. 
 
    And so the dinner went. On top of the table Mike and Toots cut and sliced and chewed the delicious meat. Under the table Jesse and Barbara ate little bits of the steaks, and licked the fingers of their captors. 
 
    They wanted to talk, to discuss the situation, but there was no way that was going to happen. 
 
    Mike and Toots, however, were able to freely converse. They kept their voices low, however, so Jesse and Barbara couldn’t really pick up too much. 
 
    Finally, the dinner ended. Mike pushed back and sighed. “That was great. You’re a good cook, Barbara.” 
 
    Barbara said nothing. 
 
    “That was a compliment. What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you.” Her voice was almost a whimper. 
 
    “I hate when they sound so beaten down. It’s like they’re not having a fun.” 
 
    “After all,” agreed Toots. “We fed them, they should be happy.” 
 
    “You hear that, Jesse? Barbara? You should be grateful!” 
 
    Dripping with sarcasm, Jesse said, “Thanks.” 
 
    Mike pushed back his chair. “Honeybun? Can you find some liquor and make us some drinks? All of us?” 
 
    Toots left the table and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Mike presented the key to the cuffs to Jesse. “Here you go, handsome. Let yourselves loose and let’s have a talk. Barbara, you can clear the table and do the dishes. If you try to run away or do anything weird, grab a knife or something, I’ll shoot Jesse right in the balls.” 
 
    Barbara gasped. 
 
    Jesse found it difficult to unlock the cuffs using only one hand, but he managed. A minute later he was sitting at the table across from Mike, and Barbara was clearing the table. 
 
    Toots entered the room. She had found the liquor cabinet and made four drinks. She placed them on the table. Two on hers and Mike’s side, two on Jesse and Barbara’s side. The chairs were pushed back a little to give everybody plenty of room. 
 
    Mike took a sip. “Woo! This is good shit!” 
 
    “Hancock's President's Reserve Single Barrel Bourbon Whiskey,” blurted Toots happily, taking a big glug. 
 
    “Damn, what’s that? A hundred bucks a bottle?” 
 
    “Two hundred,” muttered Jesse. 
 
    “Well, you got good taste. Hope you don’t mind if we drink it all.” 
 
    “You seem to be helping yourselves.” 
 
    “Aw, now Jesse, don’t be bitter. You can always buy another bottle, but how often do you get to spend your time with such nice people as Toots and I? Eh?” 
 
    “So what's going to happen now?” 
 
    “I should be offended, you’re so quick and don’t want to engage in a little friendly chat…but I understand. You’re a little upset, your world’s been turned upside down. I understand.” 
 
    Barbara was done with the dishes. She entered the room and took the seat next to Jesse. 
 
    “Tomorrow, my good friends, we’re going to rob a bank. Toots will drive the car. Jesse will help me. If you follow directions everything will go off nice and easy. If you don’t…well, in the resulting gunfire people can be hurt. So I advise you to learn your lessons and play your parts well.” 
 
    “We won’t rob a bank.” 
 
    “If anything goes wrong, even the slightest thing, then Toots will take Barbara into the country and…well, let’s just say it won’t be nice.” 
 
    Jesse wanted to scream in rage, but that wouldn’t do any good. He held his tongue. 
 
    “Toots, you want to go get the plans?” 
 
    Toots smiled and went outside. A minute later they heard a car door slam, and shortly after that Toots came back into the house. She handed Mike a roll of papers. 
 
    Mike opened up a large schematic, the floor plan of the Third Western bank. 
 
    “Okay, now you can see this is the counter. They have bullet proof glass on it, but only single sheets. We can slip right between the sheets, and that’s only if the door doesn’t open. Easy peasy, right?” 
 
    Mike stared at the lines on the map. 
 
    “I’ll be right here. I have a very loud gun and I’ll be screaming. You’ll go behind the counter and collect trays of money. Don’t bother with the vault.” 
 
    Jesse looked up at the thug and tilted had quizzically. 
 
    “They put die in the stacks of cash, the numbers are all registered. We get all the trays we can get an easy $20K. No die, no numbers, old and wrinkled bills that are perfect for recycling.” He grinned. 
 
    “Now, you’ll be wearing a mike on your neck. Toots will be able to hear if you say anything, try to claim your innocence, ask for help, or anything. She’ll talk into her mike, which goes direct to my ear buds. She’ll shoot Barbara, I’ll shoot you, and that will be the end of your fun and games.” 
 
    Mike and Barbara stared in horror. 
 
    “Don’t look so upset. Just keep your mouth shut, collect the money, and everything will be fine.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say,” murmured Jesse bitterly. 
 
    Mike nodded. “Yep. It is. By the way, there won’t be any bullets in your gun. But if you yell a lot and wave it around everybody will believe it, so feel free to act rambunctious. Toots?” 
 
    Toots took over the ‘briefing.’ “I’ll be driving a van with a side sliding panel. Easy to get in and easy to get out. Barbara will be handcuffed to the rear of the van. All she has to do is sit there and look pretty.” 
 
    Mike butted in with a grin. “Can you do that, honey? Look pretty?” 
 
    Barbara said nothing. 
 
    Toots spread a map of the area around the bank on the table. “I’ll be following this route.” She traced a path on the map. “I’ll drop you off here, and pick you up here, on the other side.” 
 
    Mike: “People will recognize me. This will ruin my life.” 
 
    “Nah. You’re going to be well disguised. Nobody will know you.” 
 
    “What about the police?” interjected Barbara. “It’s not a big town, there will be police and—“ 
 
    “We’ve got the police handled,” interrupted Mike. “Don’t worry about them.” 
 
    Jesse spoke bitterly. “You’ve got everything figured out.” 
 
    “Pretty much. Of course, there are always the little things. Maybe somebody has a concealed carry. Maybe a guard comes out of the back room and opens fire…but aside from that, it should go as smooth as silk.” 
 
    Jesse shook his head slowly. 
 
    “And that brings us to the final thing we have to discuss.” 
 
    Jesse and Barbara stared at Mike. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the Stockholm Syndrome?” 
 
    Barbara looked blank, but Jesse had heard of it.  
 
    “It’s when people who have been imprisoned start to like their captors. And that will never happen.” 
 
    Mike glanced at Toots and smiled. He looked back to Jesse, “Don’t say never too soon.” 
 
    Mike waited. He knew the other shoe was about to drop. 
 
    “We, Toots and I, we like the Stockholm Syndrome. We like it when our captives like us. And the bald fact is that when we have caught somebody, if we create the Stockholm Syndrome in them then they give us less trouble, go along with the program, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. We like you. Is that all?” 
 
    Mike pivoted his head side to side slowly. “No, Jesse. You see, to create the Stockholm Syndrome we have to make you love us.” 
 
    “Love you.” 
 
    “And the easiest way to make you love us is to make love to you. Or to be precise, I’ll take your wife, and Toots will take you.” 
 
    Jesse’s mouth opened in shock. Barbara shook her head fiercely. “No! No!” 
 
    Mike turned to Barbara. “Sorry, girlfriend, but that’s the way it’s got to be. “I’m going to take you into the bedroom while Toots keeps watch on Jesse. Then She’ll take Jesse into the bedroom while I watch you.” 
 
    “That’s not right!” Jesse choked, tried to suppress his rage. “You can’t just come in here and…and…do this against our will.” 
 
    “That’s the clever part. It won’t be against your will. Barbara will ask me to make love to her, and you will ask Toots.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Mike raised his pistol and pointed it at Jesse.
“Barbara, honey. Did you want to ask me something?” 
 
    A long moment passed. 
 
    Jesse’s life passed before his eyes. He remembered meeting Barbara, falling in love. He remembered the ups and the downs. He remembered the many nights when they made love. He whispered. “It’s okay. Honey. It’s not like we want to do this. It won’t mean a thing.” 
 
    “That’s right, honey,” stated Mike with a grin. He stood up. “And to sweeten the pot…” he pulled his zipper down with one hand and reached in. He pulled out the biggest penis Barbara had ever seen. 
 
    It was ten inches. It was fat and thick and the veins stood out on the sides. 
 
    Then it began to get hard. 
 
    “That’s the thing, Jesse. She’ll deny it, but every woman wants to know what a big penis feels like. Sure, you’re the meat and potatoes of her life, but she wants to know what a truly big cock feels like. The good news is that she won’t fall out of love with you. It’s just sex, right? But she wants to know what my big hog is going to feel like inside her tight hole. Right, Barbara?” 
 
    Jesse stared at the monster. 
 
    Barbara wanted to touch it, to feel it. 
 
    “You see, big is fantastic, but it can hurt.” He looked at Barbara, “In a good way.” 
 
    “I don’t want…I don’t…” but Barbara was staring at the huge monster sticking out from Mike’s pants. 
 
    “Tell her it’s all right, Jesse.” 
 
    Jesse could hardly speak, but he managed. “It’s okay, honey. Just sex. We’ll get over this.” 
 
    “Now, Barbara, do you want to ask me to make love? Or should I just puncturate your lovin’ hubby’s forehead?” 
 
    Still unable to take her eyes off the monster prick, Barbara muttered, “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay what?” 
 
    “Okay, you can…you can…” 
 
    “Ask me sweetly, honey. Beg me to make love to you? Ask me to put my big dick inside your beautiful pussy.” 
 
    Barbara managed to look up at Mike’s face. “Can you fuck me?” 
 
    “You want my big cock inside you?” 
 
    Barbara looked at Jesse. Her face was a mixture of shame and embarrassment and desire. She looked back at Mike. “Yes. I want to feel your big cock inside me.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose I could…but, Jesse? Are you all right with that?” 
 
    Shamed, humiliated, unable to voice a reply, Jesse nodded. 
 
    “Well, okay. Now that that is settled…sugar bun, you want to keep your gun aimed at Jesse?” 
 
    Toots was grinning a mile wide. “Go sit in that Queen Anne chair.” 
 
    Jesse stood up. His legs were weak and he trembled, but he managed to cross the room. He sat in the uncomfortable, old chair and watched with haunted eyes as Mike motioned with a pistol and his wife moved towards the hall way. 
 
    “If you hurt her,” he warned. 
 
    Mike just laughed. “It’s a hurt she’ll want more of. He followed Barbara into the hallway. 
 
    Jesse turned his head towards Toots. “How can you do this?” 
 
    She held the pistol on him with one hand, she reached up and gripped the edge of her dress with the other. She pulled her dress down and a big, fat tit plopped out. “Your turn will come, honey. And believe me…you’re going to like it.” 
 
    Jesse just dropped his head and stared at the floor. 
 
      
 
    Barbara walked into the bedroom and stared at the bed she and her husband shared. In the front of her mind was the thought that she was going to betray her husband on this very bed. She was going to screw Mike. She was going to spread her legs and take him deep inside her.  
 
    In the back of her mind was…anticipation? A sheer nervous wonder? 
 
    And she had to admit that Mike had been right. As a woman she had always wondered what a big cock would feel like inside her. Was it going to stretch her out? Was it going to hurt? Was it going to bring her more pleasure than Jesse’s average sized penis gave her?” 
 
    “Go ahead and take off your clothes,” Mike suggested. He leaned against the wall and watched. 
 
    Barbara slowly took her dress off. Her face turned red. It felt like all the hairs on her body were standing on end. Her nipples were stiff and she felt excitement shoot through her body as the material pulled over her nipples. 
 
    That was the moment she finally admitted to herself that she wanted this. 
 
    She stood in panties and bra and stared at the big man. 
 
    Mike whistled low. “Baby. Your old man has no idea what he’s got here.” 
 
    “He does so,” she blurted. 
 
    “No. He’s just a schmuck that fucks. I’m going to show you how real men make love.” 
 
    “I don’t want to know,” she lied, unaware of the contradictions in her protest. 
 
    “Oh, yes. You do. Take your bra off.” 
 
    Barbara reached behind herself, which made her breasts stand out even further. She undid the clasp and the bra fell. Her boobs tumbled out and Mike caught his breath.  
 
    “Shit.” he whispered. 
 
    Then. “Take off your panties.” 
 
    Barbara took off her panties. She was red, flustered, embarrassed, but also proud. Mike’s reaction to her naked body was perfect. It was exactly what a woman wanted to hear. 
 
    Mike put the pistol on the dresser next to the door.  
 
    Barbara knew she could never overpower him. He was too big. Too strong. 
 
    He undid his belt and let his pants fall. His legs were strong, thick, and hairy. 
 
    “You’re like a gorilla,” she said, staring at his hairy legs. 
 
    He just grinned. “A gorilla would like to have my cock.” 
 
    He took off his shirt and stood naked before her. 
 
    His body was large, banded with muscles, and his cock stood out like a howitzer barrel. 
 
    “I know you want it,” he spoke soothingly. “So come and feel it. Hold it. Suck it. Learn about it.” 
 
    Barbara moved forward, aware of the gun, but relegating that to the back of her mind. She was more interested in the mighty tool poking out at her. 
 
    Mike stepped forward a pace. 
 
    Barbara reached down and put her hands around his dong. It was massive. Both her hands could barely fit around it. 
 
    “Stroke it.” 
 
    Barbara moved her hands back and forth. It was like she was stroking a massive muscle. She could feel the veins slipping through her hands. When she came to the head she felt faint. It was as big as a tennis ball. 
 
    “I can’t take it,” she was mesmerized, watched the big tool. 
 
    “Sure you can. We’ll use lots of lube, and we’ll take our time. It’ll hurt a little bit, but you’ll like it.” 
 
    He bent then, lifted her chin with one hand, and kissed her on the lips. 
 
    It was like he swallowed her. She just felt faint, felt like his lips had devoured hers. She held on and tried not to enjoy it. 
 
    Mike lowered his head to her breasts and fed. He was a perfect blend of rough and light. It was like his mouth was filled with sandpaper and lubricant. 
 
    He pulled back, smiled at her, lifted her and put her on the bed. 
 
    He reached into his pocket and took out a tube of lube. It was a big tube. 
 
    “Now just lay back and relax and I’ll take you to heaven.” 
 
    Trembling, Barbara did as he said. She lay back and spread her legs. She felt the coolness of the lube, then his fat digits smeared it around her hole, into her hole, and onto his penis. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. You’re about to have the thrill of a lifetime. When we’re done you’re going to want to rob banks with me.” 
 
    “No…no…” but though her words were negative, her emotion was positive. She wanted that dick inside her. 
 
    Mike knelt on the bed and the mattress sagged. “Her we go, honey,” he held his humongous dong to her hole, pushed the big head between her labia and directly against her hole. 
 
    It hurt, but, like Mike said, only a little, then the head popped in and she marveled. He was so big, and he was inside her. 
 
    Then Mike began to push forward. 
 
    The hurt started up again, and again died quickly. 
 
    She felt the big veins swirling against her walls. 
 
    She felt him penetrating her. Deeper and deeper. 
 
    His big balls slapped against her ass. 
 
    She couldn’t move. She was frozen by the size of him, by how he had opened her up. 
 
    He began to go in and out. He took his time, kissed her breasts, her mouth. Cupped her buns and lifted him up to her. 
 
    It was like being fucked by heaven. It was amazing. It felt, sometimes, like the feeling of lips that were chapped to the point of cracking. 
 
    And sometimes it just swooned her, made her glad she was a woman. 
 
    “Tilt your hips, honey. Feel it. You can come on me.” 
 
    She held to him then, arms around his massive shoulders, and she thrust her hips up, tilted them, and felt the giant length of him pulling out, sliding against her pussy. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    She stopped thinking. All she could do was feel. 
 
    Then she knew she was going to cum. She felt the little trigger inside, and she could feel an ocean of desire welling up from her hole. 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” He fucked harder, stroked longer, wiggled his dick so she could feel the tip of him inside her. 
 
    “AHHHH!” It was guttural. It was forced out of her. It was amazing. 
 
    And Mike, a big grin on his face. “I knew it.” And he began to spew his seed inside her. 
 
      
 
    In the living room Jesse heard his wife cum. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” Toots grinned at him. “I tell ya, that dick is gold. When he fucks me I think I’m going to go to heaven and stay there.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. His mind was shattered. His wife had made love to another man. No, they had no choice, but…it hurt. 
 
    But they would get through this. They would. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later the bedroom door opened and Mike and Barbara came out. Mike held her hand and she couldn’t stop looking up at him. Never in her life had she experienced such wonder. 
 
    Mike smiled at her and they walked down the hall and into the living room. 
 
    Barbara realized what she was doing and she let go of Mike’s hand. She looked at Jesse and guilt overwhelmed her. 
 
    Although he felt betrayed, Jesse whispered, “It’s okay.” 
 
    But Barbara was destroyed inside. She had liked it so much, and, given a chance, she would do it again. Mike was that good. 
 
    Toots stood up. “Okay, stud. Your turn. Get prepared for me to blow your mind.” 
 
    Jesse stood up.  
 
    Barbara came to him, looked up at him. “Honey, I’m sorry. I…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. But it wasn’t, and it felt like another man was doing the lying for him. 
 
    “Have a seat.” Mike waved his pistol at the couch, and he sat in the Queen Ann. 
 
    Barbara sat down on the couch, huddled in on herself. 
 
    She had fucked another man. She hadn’t wanted to, then she had, and now she wanted to again.  
 
    She couldn’t look her husband in the eye. 
 
    “Remember,” Mike warned Jesse. “If you do the wrong thing, then I’ll do the wrong thing.” He lifted up his pistol. 
 
    Jesse nodded, then Toots pushed him into the hallway. 
 
    Toots stayed behind him. Moved him into the bedroom. 
 
    Like Mike, she placed the pistol on the dresser. 
 
    “Get undressed,” she commanded. 
 
    Jesse went to the bed and took off his pants. 
 
    His dick was half the size of Mikes, but it was hard. 
 
    “Oooh, somebody’s glad to see me,” Toots cooed. 
 
    “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “Not so fast, Jesse boy.” 
 
    Jesse took off his shirt and stood naked. He was slender. His hair was medium long. His face was…interesting. 
 
    “I know what you’re going through,” said Toots. “Your wife has been fucked and you’re angry. But you’re also interested in me. In a way, you want to get revenge. You want to fuck like she did.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got good news and bad news.” 
 
    “You’re not going to fuck me?” Jesse couldn’t keep the mix of despair and hunger out of his voice. 
 
    “Oh, I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    Toots was wearing a red dress. She undid the front and stepped out, and Jesse’s mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    She was wearing a dildo. A strap on. It was big and it hung down between her legs. 
 
    She raised it with her hands and it pointed at Jesse. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “Sorry, honey. It’s got to be this way. You’ll understand why tomorrow. But tonight…you’re about to learn how the other half lives.” 
 
    “But I’m not gay!” 
 
    “Neither am I. But what does gay have to do with it? Gay people do this, and they like it. So why shouldn’t you enjoy it? Now lay back. Let me warm you up.” 
 
    She pushed Jesse and he sat on the bed. She squatted and took his penis in her mouth. 
 
    Jesse groaned. It felt good. This whole situation was crazy, but…it felt good! 
 
    “That’s it, honey,” she mumbled around her sucking. She fondled his testicles, then one hand slipped back between his buns. 
 
    He tightened up. 
 
    “Relax,” she said. “This is going to happen. Do you want me to call Mike in? Tied you down and just jam it in? I mean, wouldn’t you rather feel the love?” 
 
    He was actually terrified. He had never played with his butt, but she kept talking low and soft. And she kept touching his bunghole. 
 
    “It’s going to feel so good. Do you know how many dildos are sold in the US? And they aren’t all for women. Most are for men. This is what so many men want.” 
 
    She kept stroking his tightness, then she pushed lube into him, and used a pinkie to push it further and to spread it out. 
 
    “Please,” tears were in his eyes. 
 
    “Just relax, honey. This is necessary.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Then she had a pair of fingers in him, and she reamed him gently. 
 
    He heard a groan, and realized her fingers had slipped out of him. Fuck! He liked it! 
 
    She used three fingers, and now he was breathing hard, relaxing, even moving his hips to better accommodate her. 
 
    “We can’t…I shouldn’t…” 
 
    But she had four fingers in him and was really moving them around. Her thumb stuck up between his ass cheeks, his hole was filled. 
 
    “Okay, honey, do you want to take it on all fours? Or like this?” 
 
    He was ashamed, he didn’t want to look at her, and he opted for all fours. 
 
    He turned over and she reached under him and stroked his penis. She pushed her plastic peter into him. 
 
    He groaned and arched his back. He had never felt anything so delicious in his life. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. “Enjoy. You aren’t gay. You’re just making love in a different way.” 
 
    He found himself closing his eyes and tilting his hips and feeling the big dildo slide in against his walls. It was amazing. It was heaven on a stick. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t enough, her hand kept stroking him, and the other hand fondled his nuts. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, and he began to squirt. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Let it out.” 
 
    And he did. Rope after rope of hot, steaming cum. 
 
    And with every grunt and spew she pushed into him, ground the penis into his body, touched his prostate, made him feel better than he had ever felt in his life. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck.” 
 
    Behind him Toots smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Toots brought Jesse back into the living room. Jesse couldn’t look Barbara in the eye. He stared at the floor and his face was totally red. 
 
    “That looked like it went well,” Mike smiled broadly. 
 
    “Jesse? Are you all right?” Then Barbara looked up at the grinning home invaders. “What did you do?” 
 
    “Your hubby just learned how the other half lives,” quipped Toots. 
 
    “Toots used a strap on on Jesse. He is officially a girl.” 
 
    Barbara stared at the couple, stunned. 
 
    “You…fucked him?” 
 
    “All the way,” laughed Toots. “And he liked it.” 
 
    “That’s why he’s acting like he is. Not because he got screwed, but because he liked it. Heck, I’ll bet he wants some more. Eh? Jesse?” 
 
    Jesse just sat down and said nothing. 
 
    Barbara sat down next to him, put her arm around him. “You animals,” she hissed. 
 
    “Heck, you liked it.” 
 
    “What’s not to like. 
 
    Barbara ignored Mike and Toots and hugged Jesse. “It’s all right, honey.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. In his mind he was conflicted like he had never been. 
 
    Yes, he had enjoyed it. Was he still a man? 
 
    “Well,” said Mike, “it looks like it’s time to sleep.” To Toots, “And you didn’t cum. Feel like a little of the good stuff?” 
 
    “You bet.” 
 
    “Okay, you two, up and back to the bedroom.” 
 
    Mike waved with his pistol again, and everybody walked down the hallway. 
 
    In the bedroom Mike had Jesse lay on his back. He had Barbara lie on him, and he pulled their arms around each other and cuffed them together. They were naked, and embarrassed, and they lay in each other’s arms and were unable to move. 
 
    Then Mike produced another pair of handcuffs and cuffed their ankles together, and around the bedpost at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “You kids go to sleep now. Big day tomorrow.” 
 
    Mike turned off the lights, then climbed onto the bed with Toots. 
 
    Jesse and Barbara turned on their sides and faced each other in the darkness. She whispered, “Are you okay.” 
 
    Jesse nodded against Barbara’s neck. 
 
    Above them they could hear the sound of Mike kissing Toots pussy. “Oh, baby, you are the juiciest.” 
 
    “Just for you, honey.” 
 
    Then Mike pushed his large cock into her wet cunt. “Oh, fuck!” Whimpered Toots. “Do me, big man!” 
 
    Mike went in and out with gusto, the bed actually moved a little bit, but it didn’t rise up enough for the cuffs around Jesse and Barbara’s ankles to come loose. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Above them they heard the fap, fap, fap of sex organs pounding. 
 
    It was unavoidable, the sound and smell of sex, Jesse began to rise up. 
 
    Barbara gulped as she felt his meat push against her pussy. She was still filled with Mike’s sperm, and she tried to wiggle so Jesse wouldn’t feel it. 
 
    But Jesse felt the goo, and it only made him harder. 
 
    Which made Barbara get aroused. She whispered. “Put it in me.” 
 
    Jesse felt her breasts pressing against him. He felt his cock pushing up against her sopping pussy, and then…he slid inside her. 
 
    Being fucked by Mike made Barbara juicy, but it also made her want sex. That big cock had made her cum, but she wanted more. She wanted to cum again. 
 
    They wiggled and Jesse was on top. Barbara spread her legs and her pussy engulfed his cock. 
 
    They were breathing hard now, and they began to kiss. Jesse ground himself against Barbara, and Barbara pressed her breasts into him. 
 
    “OH…YES!” Toots, on the bed, moaned loudly and began to cum. 
 
    Mike laughed hoarsely and redoubled his pumping efforts, then he raised his head and curled his toes and began to spew. It was his second load of the night, but it wasn’t lessened for all that. It was a full outpouring of rich, thick semen. It filled Toots up and she kept pressing against him, trying to get more and more. 
 
    Beneath them, on the floor, Jesse started to grunt. 
 
    Mike stopped. He listened. He laughed. “Sounds like the children are being naughty.” 
 
    Jesse couldn’t stop grunting. He was close. Beneath him Barbara held on, and she actually started getting close. 
 
    Mike leaned over the edge of the bed. “They are! Listen to them!” 
 
    Toots chuckled and leaned over to look. 
 
    The bedroom was dark, but it was obvious that Jesse and Barbara were going at it. Barbara’s eyes could be seen looking up at them, glittering, shiny with lust. 
 
    Mike and Toots rolled over, separated, and listened to Jesse squirt. 
 
    Then Barbara gasped and had her orgasm. 
 
    A minute later the bedroom was silent. 
 
    “Well,” observed Mike, “that was entertaining.” 
 
    A short while later Mike and Toots were snoring. 
 
    On the floor Jesse was still ensconced in Barbara’s pussy. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jesse breathed into her ear. 
 
    “That’s okay,” said Barbara. 
 
    “Can I stay in you a while?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They lay, were hooked together by his penis, and finally slept. Sometime during the night his penis fell out of her. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine!” Mike yelled out, jumping over the sleeping Jesse and Barbara and landing on the floor. 
 
    Jesse and Barbara woke up at once. Toots groaned and said she wanted to sleep. 
 
    Mike slapped her ass and told her to get it in gear. 
 
    He looked down at Jesse and Barbara. He smiled. “Barbara, you’ll be making breakfast. Jesse, we have something else planned for you.” 
 
    Toots sat on the edge of the bed and Jesse and Barbara looked up at her. 
 
    She was a beautiful woman, with large breasts and a nice face. And a mean streak a mile wide. 
 
    She got off the bed. “You’re coming with me, stud,” she said to Jesse. 
 
    The handcuffs came off and Jesse and Barbara got to their feet. Sleeping in awkward position all night made them stuff and a bit sore, but they managed to get up and move around. 
 
    Mike took a shower with Barbara first. He made her wash his cock until he squirted, then he laughed at her. “You’re dying for another go around, aren’t you?” 
 
    Barbara was frozen. She was on her knees, soaping him up, and she was afraid to give an answer. 
 
    Mike lifted her up by the arms, then he hoisted her up and placed her on his penis. “Have fun, girlie.” He began to bounce her on his shaft. 
 
    Jesse and Toots were in the bedroom, waiting their turn. 
 
    “You can’t make us rob a bank,” he said. 
 
    She just grinned. 
 
    A couple of minutes later Mike got out of the shower. He laughed at the look on Jesse’s face and began to dress. When Barbara exited the shower Jesse saw that was dripping white stuff. 
 
    So she had fucked him again. 
 
    He had been fucked, and his wife was getting off on another man’s cock. 
 
    He felt like a total failure. 
 
    And his asshole itched, and he wanted it scratched. 
 
    “Come on, honey,” Toots led him into the shower. 
 
    Once again Toots fucked him. She held the dildo and screwed his ass. Unbelievably, he was dripping. He didn’t have an orgasm, but his cock had a long string of silvery semen stretching down from it.  
 
    Toots just grinned, played with his cock, then began shaving him. Everywhere. 
 
    She shaved his body, using a little hand held blade. She shaved his arms and his legs. She shaved his groin. “Don’t move, honey. I don’t want to cut anything off.” 
 
    As in a dream, Jesse stood in the shower and watched the hairs rinse off him. 
 
    His back, his butt, and she spent a long time on his face. 
 
    When she was done his face was super smooth. He wasn’t a heavily bearded man, anyway, but now his face looked soft and even feminine. 
 
    “You know,” observed Totos, “we spent a long time picking you out. You have to be absolutely perfect for what we plan. 
 
    But, outside of knowing they were going to be robbing a bank, Jesse didn’t know anything about what they planned. 
 
    They got out of the shower, and now Jesse was walking differently. He had been opened up. He didn’t walk with that male swagger, he walked with a different gait. A gait that he had seen gay men effect. 
 
    “There you go,” Toots slapped his ass. “That’s what we needed.” 
 
    “You’re screwing me so I can’t walk?” 
 
    “Just so you walk like a woman. It’ll help your disguise.” 
 
    Jesse had no idea what Toots meant. 
 
    They walked into the kitchen and Barbara had bacon and eggs done. Mike was buttering bread, but he stopped and picked up his gun when Jesse entered the kitchen. 
 
    “How’s he doing?” Mike asked of Jesse. 
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
    Jesse and Barbara were confused, but there was nothing they could do. Everybody sat down to eat. 
 
      
 
    “Sit there,” Toots commanded.  
 
    Jesse sat down at the side of the dining table. Toots put two cases on the table and opened them up. There were two more cases on the floor. 
 
    Make up. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “The perfect disguise. You’re going to rob the bank as a woman.” 
 
    Jesse opened his mouth to speak, but Mike forestalled him. “Don’t bother complaining. This is what’s going to happen.” 
 
    Toots knelt at his feet and began painting his nails. 
 
    “Why does he have to be a woman?” 
 
    “We want to mislead the cops. And, more important, we really don’t want you guys caught. You get caught, you tell the cops something, we get caught…” he shrugged. “Bad business, that.” 
 
    Toots finished his toe nails and worked on his hands. She prepped his nails and said, “You won’t have any bullets in your gun, so I can give you long fingernails.” 
 
    “Not too long,” mentioned Mike. “We want him to carry sacks of cash.” 
 
    “Not too long,” repeated Toots. 
 
    She gave him ovals that extended just past his fingers. 
 
    “Being female will screw up any facial recognition and really mess their computers up.” 
 
    Toots began working on Jesse’s face. “He’s got great bone structure. You really should have been a woman.” 
 
    He walks like one now,” Mike snickered. 
 
    “That he does.” 
 
    Barbara sat in a chair in the living room and watched. She tried to come up with a plan, but Mike and Jesse were watching her all the time. 
 
    Toots cleansed his face, prepared it for the color, and carefully worked on his eyelids, his eyebrows, and his eyelashes. 
 
    When she was done he had arching eyebrows, very sexy. His eyelashes were thick and long, and his eyes were dusky caves within which sparkled his eyes. 
 
    Barbara couldn’t believe it. He was changing completely, and she actually felt a surge within. He was sexy. Would she fuck him as a woman? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Definitely. 
 
    In fact, her heart was pounding and her pussy was getting wet. 
 
    Toots painted his lips with slick, red lipstick, then she examined his hair. “You want me to style it? Get a wig? What?”
Mike moved around and examined Jesse. “His hair is perfect, but…it is too short.” 
 
    “A wig it is.” 
 
    Toots was a blonde, and she put a strip of adhesive over Jesse’s head, than attached a brunette wig onto Jesse’s head. 
 
    “Wow. He is a babe.” 
 
    “Don’t get excited, lover,” Toots said drily. “I don’t want you fucking men.” 
 
    “Oh, I won’t, but…he almost makes me wish I did.” 
 
    His make up on, Jesse put on panty hose and a bra. Jesse wondered why he needed a bra, but he found out when Toots put two breast forms into the bra. 
 
    “Damn, Toots. You’re good,” Mike observed. 
 
    Toots just smiled. 
 
    A dress. A nice summer dress that covered up his tits and made them look real. Big, but real. 
 
    And, shoes. 
 
    “I’m giving him one inch flats. He can click, but he can’t run.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    And Jesse was a woman. In appearance, if not in his heinie hole. 
 
    Barbara stared at him and her mouth was open. 
 
    Jesse was beautiful. His face was delicate, and so showed a certain femininity. His fingers were long and slender and perfectly done. His legs were encased with shine and…and he made her heart beat harder. 
 
    Odd, she had been fucked with the world’s biggest dick, and now she wanted a woman. 
 
    Of course he had a penis under his dress. In fact, it had kept trying to rise and Toots had finally used tape to strap it against his leg. His front was smooth and perfect. 
 
    Mike came over to Barbara, put his arm around her. 
 
    She didn’t mind. 
 
    “He’s pretty good looking.” 
 
    Toots rode over him, “She’s pretty good looking.” 
 
    “All right. Let’s have a drink, settle down, and go over the plan one more time. 
 
    It was still early morning, and they sat and Mike made Jesse and Barbara detail the plan for him. Then he rolled up the plans and said, “Let’s get this show on the road!” 
 
    Jesse walked out of the house, his heels clicking. 
 
    “You make sure they click. Clicking heels is powerful, and all the people in the bank will feel your power. Even if you don’t have any.” She cackled at her joke. 
 
    Toots drove the van down town, and they stopped a block away. 
 
    Mike held up a mask, a plastic thing that distorted all his features. 
 
    “Don’t I get one?” asked Jesse. 
 
    “You don’t need one.” 
 
    “Why don’t you disguise yourself as a woman?” 
 
    “I don’t want to learn to walk the way you do.” 
 
    That shut Jesse up. He was walking with a sway, his asshole very tender and sexy feeling. 
 
    Toots pulled up next to the bank, but didn’t enter the parking lot. Mike handed Jesse a pistol. It was light because there were no bullets in it. 
 
    “Ready?” Toots asked. 
 
    “Call ‘em.” Mike put a small microphone around Jesse’s neck. 
 
    Toots picked up a cell phone and dialed 911. 
 
    “What’s your emergency!” 
 
    “He’s got a gun! He took my son! Please! Help me!” 
 
    Jesse and Barbara stared, and Toots babbled on, very convincingly,  gave an address, then she said, “No! No!” 
 
    Mike slapped two blocks of wood together twice. It sounded exactly like gunshots, and Toots hung up. 
 
    Mike grinned. “Let’s go, partner.” 
 
    The door slid open and Mike and Jesse stepped into the sunlight and headed for the bank. They were both wearing latex gloves. 
 
    Mike walked like a man, and he had his arm around Jesse’s shoulder, treating her like he was his wife or girlfriend. 
 
    Jesse listened to the clicking of his heels and he had to acknowledge what Toots had said. There was a certain power to the click of the heel. 
 
    They entered the front of the bank and Mike went into action. He stepped up to a guard and put a pistol into the guard’s face, then took the guard’s revolver. 
 
    “EVERYBODY ONE THE GROUND!” 
 
    His voice was huge. People turned, stared, and began to get on the ground. 
 
    Jesse headed for the door to the teller’s area. It was locked, but it was also stupid; it was a short door and he reached over the top and turned the knob. 
 
    “DON’T FUCKING MOVE!” Mike kept yelling. 
 
    Jesse walked through the teller’s area. He had a bag and he grabbed trays and shook the contents into the bag. He picked up bigger bills from the drawers under the trays. Occasionally he found stacks of bills. 
 
    “YOU WANT ME TO SHOOT YOU!” 
 
    Nobody was moving, everybody was terrified, and there was no reason to yell, but Mike wanted to keep everybody off balance. 
 
    Forty-five seconds had passed and Jesse had reached the end of the teller’s area. He looked at the vault, and actually had a yearning. Big stacks of cash, but he followed the plan. He turned and ran for the entrance to the teller’s area. 
 
    Mike and Jesse trotted across the parking lot and towards a hedge. They tried to make speed and yet look normal. What a contradiction. 
 
    Just before a gap in the hedge…BANG! 
 
    Mike slipped and fell. 
 
    Jesse turned and saw a customer from the bank. He was holding a gun. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    Mike was on one knee. There was blood on his pants. He was grimacing. He held his pistol out to Jesse. 
 
    Jesse surprised himself. He took the gun, turned and snapped off a shot. The fellow in front of the bank jumped behind a column, and that gave Jesse time. He helped Mike to his feet and pushed him through the hedge. 
 
    The van was on the other side, four feet across the sidewalk, and they jumped in. The door slid shut and Toots hit the gas. 
 
    “I heard a shot!” 
 
    Mike groaned and rolled onto his back. 
 
    Jesse sat in shock. He held the pistol. He had shot at somebody. More, he had protected Mike. 
 
    Stockholm Syndrome, he thought. 
 
     He had identified with the people who had home invaded him, screwed him, dressed him up like a woman. 
 
    Barbara was sitting in the passenger seat. She was turned around and staring at him. 
 
    Jesse held the gun loosely. He didn’t understand what had happened. But he put the gun down on the floor of the van and looked at his wife. He shook his head and his expression betrayed his helpless feeling. 
 
    What had he done? 
 
      
 
    The police were on the other side of town, following up on a bogus 911 call.  
 
    The customer who had fired at them was being treated like a hero, even though he had hidden behind a column. 
 
    The tellers talked about the woman who robbed them. They described her perfectly. Well dressed, brunette, and…a woman. 
 
    Television cameras came, the FBI came, drawings of the man and the woman who robbed the bank were circulated. 
 
    Mike, Jesse, Toots and Barbara sat on the couch, all scrunched together, and watched the big screen TV. 
 
    “We did it,” crowed Toots. 
 
    Mike had a hole in his leg, but it was through and through and responded to Toots patching. He limped, but he was okay. 
 
    Barbara just held onto Jesse’s arm and looked at him. 
 
    Jesse was still dressed like a woman. 
 
    Truth. He liked dressing like a woman. He liked the way the bra felt, and the nylons. He felt…beautiful. 
 
    The bottle of bourbon came out and they swigged it straight. 
 
    They all kept looking at each other, exchanging glances. 
 
    Toots finally asked the question they were all dying to ask. 
 
    “Why’d you save Mike?” 
 
    Jesse just shrugged. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Got to be an answer, buddy.” Mike took a gulp, then wiped his sleeve on his mouth. 
 
    “I know,” said Barbara. 
 
    They all looked at her. 
 
    “He likes being a woman.” 
 
    The truth was plain to see. Jesse lowered his head and felt the shame. 
 
    “You made him into a woman, you released him. You…unleashed him.” 
 
    Toots tilted her face slightly. “Amazing.” 
 
    Mike: “Wow. We could have used you in Oroville. That robbery was a fuck up.” 
 
    Barbara stood up. She looked down at Jesse, who was red-faced and embarrassed. “Come with me.” 
 
    Jesse stood up and followed her to the hallway. 
 
    Toots elbow bumped Mike, but Mike just shook his head. “They’re not going to do anything. They just need to talk.” 
 
    “You think he really wants to be a woman?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Are you too hurt for me to suck your dick?” 
 
    He turned to her, a big grin, and said, “Where you been all my life?” 
 
    She dove between his legs. 
 
      
 
    In the bedroom Barbara sat Jesse in her vanity chair. She knelt in front of him and sighed. 
 
    “What?” Jesse felt so embarrassed, so miserable. 
 
    Barbara reached between his legs and gripped his hard cock. “You’ve never been so hard.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “And it’s because you want to be a woman.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She placed a finger against his lips and shushed him. 
 
    For a long minute they just stared at each other. Then Barbara reached for her vanity table. She picked up a tube of lipstick and unscrewed the base. “Your lipstick is messed up.” She painted his lips a metallic, red color. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush. Don’t talk. I’ll talk.” 
 
    He sat, and she pulled his cock out. It stuck up from the folds of his dress, and she maneuvered herself over it. She sank down on it and sighed. 
 
    She grabbed his fake tits and mused, “We’re going to have to get you some real ones. Real implants, that is.” 
 
    “You don’t…you…” 
 
    “I love you as a woman. I love your cock, but I love the way you look. Honestly, the way you look right now, it makes me hornier than I’ve ever been. In fact, next time we screw I think I’ll use the strap on on you.” 
 
    She rode him gently, her arms on his shoulders, her hands clasped behind his neck. She smiled and touched her lips to his. “And we’ll have to be careful. You can’t just bull in and kiss me, you’ll mess up our make up.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “I know. We’ll have to forgo those deep heavenly kisses, and it’ll make you so horny. And that’s the way I want you.” 
 
    He was silent, feeling her pussy holding him, moving up and down on him. It was the most beautiful feeling in the world. 
 
    “And you’re not mad?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? I’m in love with you, more and more. I can’t wait to live like this all the time.” 
 
    Jesse gave a light sob, then said, “I’ think I’m going to mess up our make up.” 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Mike counted out the cash. They were sitting at the dining room table. On the table were four stacks of cash totaling $28,794.43. “Toots and I are going to head for Mexico for a couple of weeks. When we get back we can look around for another bank to rob. What are you guys going to do with your share?” 
 
    Jesse smiled and said, “I need implants. Also, I’m thinking about  taking hormones and getting chemically castrated. I don’t want to walk into a bank with a big boner.” 
 
    “How about you?” asked Mike of Barbara. 
 
    “I need to buy a strap on.” 
 
    “Aren’t you going to miss the dick?” asked Toots. 
 
    “Strap ons work both ways. And when you get back from Mexico maybe you’ll lend me Mike.” 
 
    Big Mike hoisted a glass of bourbon. “I’ll drink to that!” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jack stared at his wife. 
 
    Beth knew Jack was lusting after her, and she smiled inside. 
 
    Beth was five foot four with auburn hair that flowed over her shoulders. Her face was an oval with M lips, arched eyebrows, and green eyes that sparkled. 
 
    Currently, she was putting on make up. She made her eyes dark and mysterious, she painted her lips a sexy red that just begged to be kissed. 
 
    And her body…ooh la la. 38 by 24 by 36. Big cups. Nipples that showed through the thickest of brassieres. 
 
    “What do you want, Jack?” she murmured at him. 
 
    “I think you know what I want,” he answered, licking his lips. 
 
    “No. No, I don’t. Tell me what you really want.” 
 
    Jack moved up behind her. She heard his zipper rip down. He laid his dick on her shoulder. It was stiff, pulsing with desire. 
 
    “I want to use this on you.” 
 
    “Pah,” she said dismissively. “I’ve had a dick before. And I’ve had that one before. You’ll have to do better than that if you want me to spread my legs.” 
 
    Jack felt hot, flushed, his cock was pounding. He wanted his wife in the worst possible way. 
 
    “Why won’t you fuck me anymore?” 
 
    She turned, kissed the head of his dick, then stood up. Her breasts thrust out in her tight dress. Her hips were round. Her butt was a joyous bubble. 
 
    In Jack’s mind she was built for fucking, but Beth had a different idea. 
 
    She gripped his mouth, made a kissable moue of it, and whispered, “Jack. I’m a dancer. I’ve got to get in shape. I’ve got to work off some of this fat,” she shook a boob at him with one red tipped hand. “I’ve got to slim up these fat hips.” 
 
    Jack groaned. “But you weren’t a dancer when we met. When we met you wanted to fuck all night long. Now I’m lucky if I get a handjob!” 
 
    “Would you like a hand job? Jack? Would you like me to stroke you until you squirt? 
 
    Jack gulped. 
 
    “See, Jack, I think you’re holding out on me. You want sex, but you want something else, and I don’t think I’m prepared to give you that.” 
 
    “What,” he gulped again, slave to her soft hands touching his face. “What do I want?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But when I figure it out…” She patted his face, left the thought unsaid, and walked out of the room. 
 
    Jack followed her, was mesmerized by the sway of her ass, the soft flesh of her shoulders. He zipped up his pants as they walked down the hallway. 
 
    “You’re not going to dance dressed like that.” 
 
    She glanced at him over her shoulder, “What do you care? You aren’t going to get any.” Then she spun, slapped a hand onto his groin. She gripped his hard package and put her red mouth to his ear. She whispered, “Stay home and think, Jack. think about who’s fucking me. Get hard and horny. Jack off. Squirt your jism and think about what a delight my cunt would be.” 
 
    She let go and walked into the foyer. 
 
    Jack was shaking. He was red-faced and trembling and he wanted her. 
 
    Beth picked up her car keys and headed out the door. “Don’t wait up, honey, unless you want to lick the goo out of me.” And she laughed as she closed the door. 
 
    Jack stared at the door. This had been going on for months. She had been teasing and denying, edging him, never letting him squirt. It had to stop. He couldn’t take it anymore. 
 
    His legs still trembling he headed for the garage. He picked up his motorcycle keys, slipped on his helmet, and opened the garage door. 
 
    Beth was only a minute ahead of him, and when he came to the end of the driveway he leaned forward and looked around the edge of the hedge. 
 
    Her tail lights were just going around the corner. 
 
    Jack pulled the trigger. His bike roared out of the driveway and made it to the end of the street in seconds. He saw Beth’s car a hundred yards away. He pulled into the traffic and slowly edged up on her. He maintained a distance and followed her. 
 
    Dancing. She was dancing, eh? Maybe. Maybe not. She came home tired, and she didn’t want to screw. Which was fine, he understood being tired. But she didn’t want to screw ever!  
 
    They used to have a healthy sex life, boffing their brains out. Then she had signed up for some dance class and lost her drive. Now she just teased him, gave him hand jobs and stopped before he could squirt. Kept her legs closed. Gave him blow jobs and always ended them right when he was starting to…dance class? Ha! 
 
    Well, tonight he was going to find out. Tonight he was going to follow her and see what she was doing. 
 
    Honestly, he didn’t think she was screwing, though she often teased him that she was. He didn’t think so because he checked her panties in the hamper and they were never cum stained. 
 
    They smelled good, had that rich, cunt aroma, but…no sperm. 
 
    Of course she could have been cleaning herself off before she put her panties back on, but he didn’t think so. There would have been some trace, and there wasn’t any. 
 
    Beth’s BMW roared up the ramp and onto the freeway. 
 
    Jack went up the ramp quickly, but let himself fall back further. He could hit 150 miles an hour in ten seconds. He wasn’t going to lose her. 
 
    But as he drove he wondered what she was really doing. He had heard her talking on the phone, presumably to friends from her dance class, and they talked about sex an awful lot. They laughed about turning men on. They giggled and seemed proud of the fact that they never let men cum in them. 
 
    “My pussy is pure,” Jack had heard Beth say once. 
 
    Her pussy was pure, which meant that he, her husband, wasn’t getting any. 
 
    But…why? 
 
    Ahead of him Beth’s car went down a ramp. Oddly, they weren’t in the city proper. They weren’t in the theater district, or one of those artsy fartsy areas where women would practice dance and put on theater shows. 
 
    In fact, they were on the edge of town, where the fields stretched for miles and only a couple of buildings occupied the loneliness. 
 
    Jack went down the ramp and turned off his headlight. 
 
    Beth was hundreds of yards down Larkspur Lane. Nothing but houses out there, and…Jack saw it…a lone bar. 
 
    Jack frowned. She was going to a bar, but without him. 
 
    But he never smelled alcohol on her breath. 
 
    Of course, maybe she was going there for something other than alcohol. 
 
    He trailed along, watched her lights turn right for about fifty feet, then turn off. 
 
    What the hell was she doing at a bar? 
 
    And it was a biker bar! 
 
    Rough customers! 
 
    Could she be…doing something with a biker? 
 
    She did like bikes, liked his motorcycle, but…did she want some unwashed, vagabond numb nuts pounding into her pussy? Over him? 
 
    It seemed unbelievable. He provided her with a good life, loved her madly, and she would do this to him? 
 
    He coasted, saw a rectangle of light open up and close, she must have entered the front door. 
 
    He reached the bar and coasted past it. He heard the sharp sound of music blaring. He turned past some trees and angled his bike behind some tall eucalyptus. He got off and found a beer can. He crushed it and placed it under his kick stand. He slipped between the trees and approached the dark bar. 
 
    And he wondered why it was dark. There were a dozen cars in the lot, but the signs were off. Not even any neon lights in the windows advertising beer. 
 
    As he approached the side of the building he could hear the music. It was loud, grinding, and he frowned.  
 
    He could hear voices, laughter, and he walked along the side of the building looking for a window. 
 
    It was dark, so he didn’t see the sign:  
 
      
 
    Close for Renovations! 
 
      
 
    He came to a door. 
 
    He glanced around, nobody there, and he entered. 
 
    He was in a long hall. Boxes of beer were stacked in the hallway. He passed a closet with mops in it. 
 
    He turned a corner and crept through the gloom. The music was so loud nobody would hear him. 
 
    He came to a doorway. Beyond the doorway was a short set of stairs, and he crept up them. At the top of the stairs curtains were hanging, and he moved one aside and peered onto a brightly lit stage. 
 
    The lights were shining right into his eyes and he couldn’t see the people ringing the area. He didn’t see the bouncer sitting on a stool just on the other side of the curtains. 
 
    All he saw was his wife. She was wearing a halter top with a bit of fringe. Her tits bulged over the top. She was wearing panties with a bit of fringe. 
 
    Just behind his wife a fellow in tight leather pants was facing her. He wore a jean jacket with the sleeves cut off, and his muscles were bulging. 
 
    The fellow pushed Beth, and she turned and fell to the floor, turning and catching herself with her palms. 
 
    But that wasn’t enough for the fellow. He leaped into the air and literally swooped down on her. He landed on her back and she arched, her back. Her head rose and her red lined mouth opened in an O of surprise. Then the fellow ground down with his hips, pushing his front area down on her buttocks. 
 
    Jack blew it. He stepped in, gripped the fellows long hair with one fist and punched him in the face with the other fist. 
 
    Fierce exultation flooded through him. He had saved his wife!” 
 
    Then a hand gripped his hair, lifted him, turned him around, and a big, gnarly fist exploded in his face. 
 
    The last thing he was aware of, before he succumbed, was his wife’s shriek. 
 
    “JACK!” 
 
    Then he slept the sleep of babes. 
 
      
 
    While Jack slept the stage became an area of pandemonium. Dancers leaped up on the stage and helped the fellow in the sleeveless Levi jacket. Beth was helped to her feet. 
 
    And all stared down on the intruder sleeping in their midst. 
 
    Beth knelt and cradled Jack’s head. 
 
    “You idiot!” and she was crying. 
 
    The dancer who had performed the very sexual but completely innocent move with her felt his jaw. “Man, he got me good. Who is he?” 
 
    “He’s my husband!” 
 
    The dancers all gasped. 
 
    “But…why?” asked the lead choreographer. 
 
    “He’s insanely jealous.” Then she whispered, “And I haven’t been helping. The girls and I talk about how to get customers all hot and turned on, and…well, we haven’t been having sex.” 
 
    “You haven’t had sex with your husband?” a couple of girls queried, astonished. 
 
    “It was all an experiment!” Beth cried. “We want to test the techniques we’ll use on the audience! I didn’t think he’d go this crazy.” 
 
    One of the girls muttered, “Baby, guys are always this crazy. You unleashed the beast.” 
 
    They all stood in a circle and looked down on the sleeping Jack. 
 
    “Well,” asked the lead choreographer, “What do we do now?” 
 
    One of the girls quipped, “Hell, let’s all try out are tricks on him.” 
 
    The girls all looked at each other, and at the male dancers and the choreographer and the bouncer. Questions were in their eyes, and realization. 
 
    This was the perfect opportunity to try out their techniques for exciting customers. 
 
    “Bar’s not going to open for a couple of weeks,” observed a red head with massive bazoomers. 
 
    “We can even keep him here for a few days. Do you think he’d go for that, Beth?” 
 
    Beth suddenly smiled. Jack had not trusted her. And he had hit her partner, Ronnie. Maybe…maybe… 
 
    She blurted, “Who cares. He’s here, he butted in, so use him, do what you want to him. Wind him up and fly him.” 
 
    There were objections, but not many. The idea was appealing. 
 
    The bouncer put forth, “You know, there’s still some of that kinky furniture in the cargo carrier. They aren’t going to pick it up for a week. We could bring some of that furniture in and really have a good time.” 
 
    Looks went back and forth. Girls giggled and guys chortled. 
 
    Then the lead choreographer turned to Beth. “What about…how far are we allowed to go? And where will you be?” 
 
    “Hell, he’s a horn dog, you can do absolutely anything to him. If he gets stubborn talk him into it.” She turned to the choreographer. “Just lock him up when I come in to practice.” 
 
    And the matter was settled. 
 
    Jack was going to be the unwitting subject of their sexual techniques, and they could keep him as long as they wanted. 
 
    “BUT,” warned Beth seriously, “Whatever you do…don’t let him cum!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh…ow!” 
 
    Jack came to and felt the pain on the back of his head. Man, he had really been…he remembered he had clobbered some guy, and then that guy had clobbered him. What the—“ 
 
    “Somebody’s awake.” 
 
    Jack opened his eyes and looked around. WTF? 
 
    He couldn’t move. 
 
    And, he was naked. 
 
    He was laying down on some sort of a padded bench. 
 
    He tried to sit up, but chains kept his wrists down, and he couldn’t maneuver to get leverage because there was something at his groin! 
 
    “Here we go, Jack.” 
 
    The chains lifted his wrists and he was pulled upwards to a sitting position. 
 
    Yes, the bench was padded. But, more, he looked down and saw that his cock was chained to the bottom of the bench. A metal loop was screwed to the bottom of the bench and a chain was hooked to it and came up to…to… “FUCK!” he yelled. 
 
    He was wearing a chastity tube. The chain was attached to the chastity tube and there was no way to get the thing loose from the bench. 
 
    Even if he could, the chastity tube was secured by a padlock. His cock was inside the thing, getting larger now that he was awake, struggling to get free. Below the chastity tube his balls were separated, and small chains pulled them to the sides. 
 
    He was, in effect, nailed by the balls to the bench. 
 
    His hands kept rising until they were overhead. Then whoever was pulling him upright stopped and he sat there. Secured, arms raised, wondering what the hell was going on. 
 
    He looked around. Behind him was a redhead with the most amazing set of boobs he had ever seen. They might even be better than his wife’s! 
 
    “Who are you? Get me out of here! What the fuck is this? Who are you?” 
 
    The girl laughed. She had a generous mouth that was painted a sexy red, and her eyes were laughing. “Which question do you want answered first?” 
 
    “All of them!” Jack’s voice was hoarse, breaking, and fear was starting to flow through him. “Where am I?” 
 
    “You are at Club Femme.” 
 
    “What’s that.” 
 
    “Hey!” A buxom blonde burst through a door. She was holding something in her hand and her tits jiggled gloriously. She was wearing what looked like a stripper’s outfit in very high heels. “Look what I found!” 
 
    Jack stared at the beauty. His cock was really trying to get hard now. It was puffing out the edges of the cock tube, and he felt that pressure inside that made him think he might be dripping. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” The redhead looked at Jack with a smirk. “We’re going to have fun now!” 
 
    “What…what…?” Jack burbled. 
 
    The blonde held out her hand. She was holding a butt plug! 
 
    Jack stared up at the two girls in horror. “You let me go. This is kidnapping! Let me go and I won’t tell anybody.” 
 
    The two girls pulled up a couple of folding chairs and sat in them facing Jack. The redhead said, “You won’t tell anybody because then you’d have to admit all the things we’re going to do to you.” 
 
    “All the things…” he started, then started yelling. 
 
    “HELP! HELP!” 
 
    Another girl came into the room. She was a brunette, completely naked. “Is he awake?” 
 
    “Help me!” Jack pleaded. “You’ve got to get me out of here!” 
 
    The woman came to him, bent down and held his caged cock, then she looked up at him, grinned, and kissed him. 
 
    Her mouth was an educated masterpiece. He felt the rush of horniness fill him. He tried to stop the kiss, even as his mouth begged for more. 
 
    “Ooh. Good Kisser. I’ll go get us some drinks.” 
 
    The brunette left the room and Jack looked at the blonde and the brunette. 
 
    “Let me go,” he begged weakly. 
 
    “Well, Jack, we would, except you really messed things up.” 
 
    “I did? How did…” 
 
    “Well, you burst in here and punched Ronny in the mouth.” 
 
    “The guy who was raping my wife?” 
 
    “Of course he was,” the redhead looked mystified by Jack’s obtuseness. “That’s what he’s supposed to do.” 
 
    “He is?” 
 
    “Of course he is. He was hired for the express purpose of making love to your wife. In an artistic way, of course.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, you can’t mean that!” 
 
    The brunette re-entered the room. She held a platter with several drinks on it, and she passed the drinks out. Amazingly, she held a glass with a straw in it to Jack’s lips. 
 
    “I don’t want to…” 
 
    The brunette reached down and twisted one of Jack’s nipples. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Drink, or else.” 
 
    Jack sucked liquor through the straw. It was Coke and bourbon, his favorite drink, and he ended up sucking in more than he expected. He choked briefly and the girls watched him with big smiles. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, trying to keep his cool. “How do I get out of here?” 
 
    The girls all chuckled and smirked. 
 
    “You don’t, Jack. “You broke in, you punched somebody—“ 
 
    “That’s a crime,” interjected the redhead. 
 
    “And now you have to pay the price.” 
 
    “What price?” Jack asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Whatever price we want you to pay.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Where’s my wife?” 
 
    “Beth? Oh, she’s done with you. You didn’t trust her, so she went home. You’re all ours, Jack.” 
 
    The glass was held up to his mouth again and he sucked through the straw. The cold liquid was refreshing, and he needed that burning fire that blew up in his belly. 
 
    Then Jack sat there. Thinking. 
 
    The redhead pulled a chair up to the front of him. She sat, she leaned forward and suckled his nipple. 
 
    Jack couldn’t help it. He groaned. 
 
    Then she reached down and held his balls in her hands. 
 
    And she kissed him. 
 
    Jack tried to back away, but the chains held him, and her hand held him. Finally, he blurted, “Let me go.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” 
 
    Then the blonde sat down behind him, hugged him, played with his nipples and rubbed her mammoth boobs against his back. 
 
    Jack moaned. It felt too good! 
 
    The brunette said, “Well, it’s time to practice.” 
 
    The redhead and the blonde got up and moved to a space in front of Jack. The chair was moved away, and they turned up the music and began to dance. 
 
    Jack stared as they moved through their paces. He stared as they stripped their clothes off and tossed them aside. He watched as they raised their legs and twined each other, their groins ‘kissing’ each other. 
 
    Then they sucked each others tits, and Jack’s cock struggled to erect. He felt like his groin was going to burst. 
 
    The redhead suddenly moved towards him, a series of bumps and grinds, then she grabbed the chains that held his arms up, stepped onto his thighs, and put her groin into his face. 
 
    She was sweaty, had that delicious aroma of hungry pussy. 
 
    Jack gobbled. He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t not gobble. Her pussy was just too delicious, and it was kissing his mouth. 
 
    She lowered a hand to his head and held him. Pulled him hard. 
 
    The other two were dancing, circling each other, touching each other. Jack couldn’t see it though, because he was lost in the redhead’s vagina. His tongue entered her cave and swirled, and she groaned. “Make me cum, Jack.” 
 
    He tried his best, but he couldn’t get her there. He was just too confined, unable to move, unable to give himself totally to the action. 
 
    Then she climbed off him and rejoined the other two. 
 
    The blonde moved towards him. She straddled his legs and humped his chest with her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” wheezed Jack. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    She lowered herself to his groin and took his caged cock, cage and all, into her wet mouth. 
 
    Jack felt her sucking and blowing, and he thought he was going to go out of his mind.  
 
    She pulled his balls apart, just enough to cause him delicious pain. 
 
    Then she moved back to the dance, and it was the brunette’s turn. 
 
    “Oh, Jack,” she bubbled. “I’ve been wanting a man to play with for the longest time.” 
 
    She kissed him, kissed his nipples, sat on him so that her pussy was against his caged cock. 
 
    He was actually a bit inside her, and she groaned, and she did cum. Came hard. And the other two girls cheered and played with her breasts, Jack’s nipples, and then the Redhead shrieked, “Butt plug!” 
 
    Laughing, the girls pulled on the chains and made Jack stretch up. He was caught between the pull of the chains and the pull on his balls. He was standing on tip toes, leaning slightly forward, and grimacing. 
 
    The redhead lubricated the butt plug in front of him, and the blonde lubricated his back door. She swirled her fingers into him and greased him thoroughly, then the blonde placed the butt plug under him. She set it on the base, the tip pointed up into his asshole. 
 
    “How long can you stand like this, Jack?” she asked, giggling. 
 
    Then the girls pulled up chairs and sat down to watch. 
 
    Jack’s legs started to burn. They had loosened the chains just enough for him to sit down, but if he sat down the plug would go into him. 
 
    The girls poured drinks and chatted and watched Jack’s face avidly. Every once in a while one of the girls would check to make sure the plug was pointed correctly. 
 
    Jack felt the tip trying to slide into him. He felt a tiny bit of pain, but as he wiggled and tried to get rid of the plug all he did was lessen the pain. 
 
    And he sank lower, and lower. Quarter inch by quarter inch the plug slipped into him. 
 
    He found himself gritting his teeth, then realizing that it didn’t hurt. In fact…it felt good. 
 
    “Ooh! Jack’s having fun!” 
 
    “Go ahead, Jack. Sit down. You know it feels good.” 
 
    Then the girls started discussing anal orgasms and how much fun they were. 
 
    Inch by inch Jack collapsed, his legs giving way, his butthole getting larger. 
 
    Then, a half hour had passed, he gave up. His legs collapsed and he sank down. The plug entered him fully, and he was frozen. 
 
    It felt wonderful. Maybe a little pain, but the lubricant had done its job. 
 
    The girls cheered. 
 
    “Well done, Jack. Now we have to practice for our big dance number.” 
 
    Once again the girls cleared the space in front of Jack and started dancing. They had no clothes on, and they touched each other, fondled each other, and took turns tormenting Jack. 
 
    But only to the point of orgasm, never allowing him to go over the edge. 
 
    By the end of their practice session he was begging. He was being opened up by the plug, his nipples were rigid and poking out, and the girls kept playing with his chastised cock. 
 
    “Please…please,” he begged. “Let me cum!” 
 
    But the girls laughed and went about their business. 
 
     
 
    “How’s he doing?” asked Beth. She was actually a little worried. After all, what if this was too much? She did love her husband, after all. 
 
    “He’s doing great,” Lola said. She was the bountiful redhead. 
 
    The three girls and Beth were sitting at a table out in the club.  
 
    “And does he like being plugged?” She had really worried about that. After all, Jack was always a manly sort of man. 
 
    “He likes that most of all. Take a peak before you leave. You’ll notice that he’s always squirming. He’s really trying to get more penetration.” 
 
    “More penetration,” Beth mused. That made her think. 
 
    Tammy, the blonde, asked, “So how far can we go?” 
 
    “How far do you want to go?” 
 
    The three girls were silent, and that should have given Beth pause. She said, “I suppose you can go until he reaches that point where he can go no further.” 
 
    The three girls glanced at one another. 
 
    “So, I repeat, how far do you want to go?” 
 
    “Well,” said Jennifer, the brunette, “We were actually thinking about making him part of the show.” 
 
    “Part of the show?” Beth raised her eyebrows. “How big a part?” 
 
    “The grand finale, actually,” confessed Lola. 
 
    “But that means you’ve have to transform him. And…it calls for…” 
 
    The three girls nodded. 
 
    “Jack would never agree.” 
 
    “But if we handle it right, if he doesn’t disagree…” 
 
    “Hmm,” mumbled Beth, her mind whirling to grasp the huge possibility here. 
 
    “And you did say he was a horn dog and a kinkster and…” 
 
    “And it really would make for a killer show.” 
 
    “And we’ll make sure we do everything before the show and make sure he’ll be able to do it for the show.” 
 
    Beth interrupted, “But what about the fact that everybody will see who he is?” 
 
    “We can handle that.” 
 
    “We’ve got a plan.’ 
 
    “Please? Pretty please?” 
 
    A short time later the meeting was over, and Beth joined the practice. She did well, she was coming along just fine, in spite of the fact that her husband was sitting int he next room and couldn’t see her. 
 
    She did her moves, made sure she knew the routine front and back, then said good by to the girls. It was time for them to tease Jack. 
 
    Lola, Tammy and Jennifer went into the back room and began dancing with Jack. They rubbed their naked bodies against him, they teased him, they brought him close, and Beth watched from a slit in one fo the curtains around the back area. 
 
    Jack was having fun. He was objecting, begging, but…he was excited and his hips moved in a vain effort to get himself off. 
 
    No chance of that. Beth had picked out that chastity cage herself. 
 
    Then she noticed that Jack, as they had said, was squirming. He liked the plug, he wanted more, and Beth made up her mind. When she left the bar she wrote a note and left it for the three girls. 
 
      
 
    Anything you want. 
 
    No limit. 
 
    Keep me apprised of his progress. 
 
     
 
    In the back area Jack was dazed. He knew there was a fourth girl. He had heard voices coming through the thick curtain that separated the front area from the back area. 
 
    But he didn’t know who she was. 
 
    But he wasn’t really curious, except for by the way. 
 
    He wasn’t really anything, when it came to thinking. He was drowning in pussy juice and boobs, and that’s all he wanted. 
 
    That and for somebody to wiggle his butt plug every once in a while. 
 
    So the girls danced on him, teased him, denied him, fondled him, played with him, and laughed as he begged for the release they weren’t about to give him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    How much sex can a man take? 
 
    Is there a point at which his testicles turn colors and then just explode? 
 
    Does his penis go priapic, then split up the sides? 
 
    Does he suddenly spurt a gallon of cream and then just keel over dead? 
 
    It was almost as if the three girls wanted to find out the answer to that question. 
 
    They staggered their schedules so that one of them could be there at all times to tease and deny Jack. They sat on his lap and kissed him until his lips swelled up from over use. They knelt in front of him and used their mouths on him until he thought he might actually bust the chastity tube. They pulled on his nipples until he was sure they were an inch long. 
 
    And, of course, they wiggled his plug. Their small hands, tipped by red nails, grasped the base and turned it and tilted it and shoved it in and pulled it out. 
 
    And while Jack’s nuts didn’t explode, or any of the other dire things happen, his mind was going. Time became a daze marked only by waking up. 
 
    The girls fed him, took care of his bathroom needs, and washed him and brushed his teeth…and teased him.  
 
    One after another, then all three during rehearsals. 
 
    Sometimes Jack just sat and stared as they danced. His mouth open and drooling, his cock trying to poke through the chastity tube. His eyes red and his heart pounding. 
 
    And he wanted more. 
 
    How could a man want more when he was already getting everything he wanted 24/7? The way Jack was? 
 
    Because that’s the way men are. They are the gift that keeps on giving. 
 
    And women keep on taking. 
 
    And laughing. 
 
    And they watched as Jack became silly. 
 
    To be blunt, they fucked him stupid, but with NPA. No Poke Attached. 
 
    And every day Beth rehearsed with the girls, then watched from behind the curtain as the girls went crazy on him. 
 
    “Oh, Jack, you poor slob,” she murmured to herself, trying not to laugh. “You’re finally getting what every man wants.” 
 
      
 
    A couple of days passed, and the girls figured it was time to introduce Jack to a bigger plug. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    And a couple of days more, and they knew it was time for alternate sex. 
 
      
 
    “What’s happening?” Jack mumbled. 
 
    Lola and Tammy pulled the chains forward. They had set up a motor so it was as simple as pressing a button. They touched the red button and the motor pulled him up and bent him over. 
 
    Jack stood there, his body bent at the waist and his butt out. 
 
    Jennifer took out his plug and Jack turned his head and looked at her. “Hey?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. We’ve got something better for you.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jack turned his head back to the front. 
 
    Tammy and Lola were practicing the dance where they wore strap ons. They whirled on the dance floor, bent and gyrated and thrust their tools out. They gave each other blow jobs and humped each other and stroked their plastic penises towards his face. 
 
    Then they moved forward and included Jack in their shenanigans. 
 
    Jack didn’t mind having the thick tools thrust into his face, he didn’t even care that he was giving blow jobs. He was immersed in sexuality and these were beautiful women, after all. 
 
    So he stood there, dumb as a cow, and enjoyed the sexuality, and felt something behind him. 
 
    At first he thought Jennifer was putting the plug back in him. That was good as he felt empty. Then the plug started feeling bigger. And longer. And she was slamming into his ass with glee. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” Jack looked around. 
 
    Jennifer was working her strap on like a cowboy riding a horse. One hand was up, circling in the air, and she started making ‘whooping’ sounds. 
 
    And, as when he had first been introduced to anal toys, it hurt a little. But, as she continued with her plungings it started to feel better and better. 
 
    That procedure of anal exploration became a regular occurrence from then on. 
 
    And Jack became a dullard. He couldn’t speak coherently. He just stared, dazed, and his mind sort of sputtered away. 
 
    He forgot about his normal life. He forgot about his motorcycle. He even forgot about his wife. 
 
    Then, one day, everything changed. 
 
    He had seen other people during his captivity. Lots of other women. Male and female dancers. Even workmen. The occasional plumber or electrician would pass by, stare with open mouth, and be shooed along by his ‘keepers.’ 
 
    But now everybody was there. All the dancers, all the sexy men and women in their costumes, everybody. 
 
    Jack slept on his back on the bench, but he had been awakened early, pulled to a sitting position, washed and cleaned and his favorite heinie toy cleaned and checked. 
 
    “It’s amazing how well he’s adapted to this,” said Lola, spooning a bit of bacon and eggs into Jack’s open mouth. 
 
    Tammy was painting her nails and she looked up, “I wonder if he’ll ever return to normal. I mean, what if he stays this stupid forever?” 
 
    “Well,” Jennifer commented, “At least it’s a happy stupid.” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    That morning only one girl played with him at a time, and as each one took a turn, each one seemed distracted, thinking about other things. 
 
    Jack groaned and moaned and twisted and humped into the air. 
 
    “Be patient, Jack. Tonight,” Jennifer said to him at one point. 
 
    Jack had no idea what ‘tonight’ meant. He had stopped differentiating between day and night and what time it was or anything like that. For him there was only the fact that he was excited, and dripping, and his cock couldn’t get hard and couldn’t shoot. 
 
    Lunch time, and the three girls ate their lunches, and fed Jack. 
 
    “Don’t feed him too much,” said Lola. “We don’t want him losing control of his bowels tonight. 
 
    That was a concern. It was the second week of 24/7 teasing, and Jack had lost a certain sensibility as to when to vacate. He was liable to pee at the oddest moments, and his poop had become very…’wet,’ and he was losing any sense of regularity. 
 
    “Maybe we better not give him dinner.” 
 
    “Give him mush. That will slow him down.” 
 
    “What if he makes a mess while we’re on stage?” 
 
    The three girls frowned, but there wasn’t much they could do or say at this point. 
 
    Late in the afternoon people started showing up at the bar. 
 
    It was the grand opening and the liquor was flowing like Niagra falls.  
 
    Now there were crowds of people in the back area, sipping wine or beer, chatting, looking at Jack and grinning. 
 
    The people who worked at the bar knew what was going to happen to Jack.  
 
    And rumors had traveled through the town, and everybody in town wanted to be there for Jack’s grand finale. 
 
    “Okay, girls, it’s time to get Jack ready.” 
 
    Lola and Tammy and Jennifer set up a drape around Jack and opened up cases and began working. 
 
    First, they sprayed him, all over, with Nair. Even his scalp. The slippery stuff turned to a gel on his body, and after fifteen minutes they wiped his body clean. Without the black hair he looked very pale, so they applied artificial tan to his body. 
 
    Jack now looked like a golden boy. Naked, drooling, and with golden skin. 
 
    Lola began painting his nails. Jack didn’t resist, or care. After all, he was horny, and Jennifer was playing with him while Lola worked on his toes. 
 
    Then Tammy prepped his nails and put fake fingernails on him. His fingers were tipped with shiny, red talons, and he stared at them and wondered what was happening. 
 
    But he didn’t wonder too much because Jennifer was wiggling his tools, front and back, and all he could do was moan. 
 
    Lola finished first and began working on his face. She cleansed his pores, put on primer, started adding color. His eyes started to sparkle and she plucked his eyebrows to give him real shape. 
 
    Meanwhile Tammy put a band of adhesive over his forehead, then she adjusted a wig and pressed it down. 
 
    Jack sat, breathed hard, loved the attention. 
 
    And he wondered what was happening. He was so sexed up and so dumbed down that he couldn’t figure things out. His mind felt like it was making the crackling sounds that bacon makes. His body was charged as if with electricity, but somehow still lethargic. 
 
    What were they doing? 
 
    But he could rouse himself to object, to try and stop it. 
 
    Beyond the circle of drapes the sound was getting louder. People were shouting, music was playing, it was like being on the inside of a drum kit. 
 
    Lola put a bra on him. It had huge cups and Jack looked down at the cups and wondered why. He had no tits. Why was he…and she slipped in some breast forms and Jack grunted in surprise. He had tits! Big tits! What was happening? 
 
    They used tape and some sort of adhesive goop to make the breast forms fit flush to the skin. Then they put make up on his chest. Now the tits looked real, like they were his own flesh. They had big nipples on them, and they poked through the material and looked quite real. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” 
 
    Jennifer put a skirt on him. And nylons. And high heels. 
 
    Jack wondered how he would walk in high heels, but he didn’t have to. They were taking care of moving him around and he didn’t need to walk. 
 
    Tammy left for a minute and came back with two husky bodyguard types. The men, both six foot six and more muscles than a weightlifting gorilla, grinned at Jack. 
 
    The girls loosened the chains and he sat down. Right on the biggest anal invader he had ever tried. 
 
    It felt good and Jack grinned. His mind was loopy and he heard himself say, “He he!” 
 
    The two men unscrewed the bench from the floor and lifted it up. The girls pulled the curtains back and the men carried Jack through a crowd. 
 
    It was crazy. The men were all beefy and holding big mugs of beer. A few of them had shot glasses upside down in the beer, so they were supercharging their drinks. 
 
    Women were holding wine, beer, and a few of them were sipping hard stuff. One of them was glugging bourbon right out of the bottle. 
 
    As Jack was carried past everybody was cheering. A girl kissed him, and her mouth was full of bourbon. Then a guy kissed him! Of course he did! Jack looked like a woman! A sexy woman! 
 
    Then he was carried past the kissers.  
 
    He marveled in his mind. He had kissed a strange girl, or she had kissed him. But then a guy had kissed him! 
 
    He would have felt weird except that he knew the guy thought he was a girl. 
 
    People touched him. They groped him and were stunned to feel his caged cock. Then they grinned. 
 
    “Hey!” Jack yelled. Giddy, liking the way everybody was cheering, he passed through the crowd, noted the tonnage of bosoms that filled the big room. 
 
    Then he saw the sign above a stage. 
 
      
 
    Grand Opening 
 
    Club Femme! 
 
      
 
    So that’s where he was. He dimly remembered following his wife on his motorcycle, and…and he had ended up here. 
 
    And since then he had been horny. 
 
    Heck, he hadn’t even thought of his wife. He was just too far gone. 
 
    The two men lifted him to the stage and pushed the bench into position. It was turned sideways so everybody could see him. Could see his big breasts. Could see his pretty face as he stared out at the audience. Could see the dull, vacuousness of his expression. 
 
    He looked like a woman. Everybody thought he was a woman. There was a part of him that was so stupid that he thought he might actually be a woman! 
 
    Then the noise of the crowd lessened and he stared at the crowd. 
 
    The crowd, grinning, half drunk, or wholly drunk in some cases, stared back. 
 
    Over to the side of the bar a small band stopped playing. 
 
    A man came out on the stage and held a microphone. 
 
    “Welcome to Club Femme!” he shouted. 
 
    The crowd cheered lustily. 
 
    “This is a club for men, for women, or anything in between.” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    “As you may have noticed, we are just outside the city boundaries. We are outside the jurisdiction of polite society, and we can be ourselves!” 
 
    Again the crowd cheered. The crowd was in a cheering mood this night. 
 
    “Behind me is Lulubelle. Lulubelle has volunteered to go where no man has gone before. She has been teased for two weeks by these three lovely ladies.” 
 
    Lola, Jennifer and Tammy came on the stage. They were wearing their sexy dancer outfits and they waved to the crowd. 
 
    The crowd went wild, cheering, drinking, calling out ribald remarks. 
 
    “Tonight, in approximately two hours, we are going to let Lulubelle have an orgasm.” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    “And for the two hours leading up to that event, you are invited to come up on the stage and meet Lulubelle. The line forms over there,” he pointed to a short flight of stairs at one side of the stage, “so come on up and meet our latest sensation.” 
 
    Men and women rapidly formed a line, and the bouncers had to physically restrain people from coming up the stairs. 
 
    “Now, last but not least on our program tonight, is our mystery guest.” He pointed over the heads of the crowd at the back of the club. 
 
    A woman strode out from the rear hallway. She had magnificent boobs, round hips, long, flowing hair, and was wearing a mask. The mask covered half her face, and all one could see was her beautiful smile, her red lips, and her sparkling green eyes. 
 
    Jack was out of it. He tried to look, but even seeing her he didn’t recognize his wife. He was just too horn dog stupid. 
 
    Beth walked through the crowd and people cheered, touched her body, and two bouncers helped her up to the stage. 
 
    The MC grabbed her, spun her, kissed her a kiss that made everybody in the audience go “Ooooh!” 
 
    “Our mystery guest,” the MC shouted to the crowd, “Will be in charge of Lulubelle’s orgasm. She will be standing next to Lulubelle when you meet her, and if it looks like you are unduly exciting Lulubelle, bringing her close to an orgasm, the Mystery Guest will strike you with this fine, leather whip.” 
 
    The whip was short, only a foot long, but it had a small handle and the leather thongs were thick. Beth would be able to easily use it, and it would only hurt a little. 
 
    People were screaming and yelling, trying to get onto the stage. Bodyguards were pushing people back and the line at the side of the stage surged. 
 
    Jack turned his head and stared at the Mystery Guest. He felt he should know her. There was something familiar about her. But he was just too brain numbed to figure it out. 
 
    Then the first of the audience was allowed near him. 
 
    By twos and threes people stood next to Jack. 
 
    The first woman was fascinated by his tits. She kept grabbing them, feeling them, and even flicking the large nipple poking through the nipple. It wasn’t until her boyfriend lifted Jack’s skirt that she figured it out. She saw the teeny peeny inside the cage and gasped. “She’s a he!” 
 
    Then she kissed Jack, giggled, and moved on. 
 
    Jack’s head lolled a little. He liked being kissed. He felt so good. 
 
    The next couple were two girls, and they reached right under his dress and felt his balls. They fondled them, and Jack groaned. His nuts were so sensitive, the slightest touch made him moan. 
 
    By twos and threes people moved past Jack. They felt him, they spoke to him, but Jack just drooled a little and stared at them. 
 
    He was so sex stupid he couldn’t even figure out simple language. 
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” One girl asked. 
 
    The Mystery Guest blurted, “Too much masturbation.” 
 
    The girl laughed, gave Jack a big kiss, and moved on. 
 
    Jack looked at the Mystery Guest again. Who was she? She was so damned familiar! 
 
    And there were a lot of people who wanted to share their drinks with Jack. They pushed their glasses to his mouth, held straws to his mouth, and Jack, in addition to being horny dumb, became drunk. 
 
    At one point, an hour into the festivities, Jack peed. He didn’t try to, he was just…not there. His body was. And his body just overflowed. No grunt and use the muscles, just…it flowed out of him. 
 
    Nobody cared. One of the bouncers mopped it up, and by this time Jack had a gallon of spilled beer down his front so, outside of the immediate audience, nobody noticed. 
 
    And, the show started. The band segued into stripper music and the dancers came out and formed up. 
 
    They moved around the area right in front of the stage, touching, feeling, simulating various sexual acts. They took turns, and with each simulation the crowd cheered. 
 
    Jack stared at the show. People were still coming up and fondling him, but now they were distracted, too. 
 
    The way the dancers had moved. That was the way they had practiced in front of him for a couple of weeks. But now they were not wearing leotards and sweat shirts to keep themselves warm, they were in  the flimsiest of tops and bottoms. 
 
    Lola was wearing a one piece outfit that stretched up over her boobs and barely covered her nipples. 
 
    Jennifer was wearing tassels, and she stopped and moved so that her boobs went around and around, and the tassels swung in circles over her ampleness. 
 
    Tammy wore a single piece that hugged her pussy and asshole, and didn’t even go up. At first she wore a tight top, then she discarded that, threw it into the crowd, and was topless. 
 
    Male dancers entered in, beefy hunks of men with their cocks in socks. And the socks were large and well filled. The women in the crowd went wild, feeling the men, grasping their balls, kissing them, even sucking the sock covered cocks into their mouths. 
 
    The crowd moved back to six small tables placed around the big room. Lights dimmed and the dancers simulated sex, and at one table did more than simulate, around the room. 
 
    Then, after long minutes of wild debauchery, the grande finale. 
 
    The lights went off. Two seconds later, with the crowd bellowing ‘What’s happening,’ the lights on the stage went on. 
 
    The Mystery Guest was now standing in front of Jack. Her arms were out and shaking as she lifted her palms up. 
 
    The crowd closed in on the stage. 
 
    The Mystery Guest shimmied and bopped. She flung a leg over Jack and pushed her pussy into his face. 
 
    The crowd cheered when she moved away, as Jack’s face was dripping with her juices. He stared after her, the lust on his face was unmistakable. 
 
    The Mystery Guest moved around, stretching, hefting her heavy boobs, and acting in the most wanton manner. 
 
    Then she lifted Jack’s dress, put a hand to her mouth, and acted shocked. 
 
    She stepped back, bent at the waist, which presented her round butt, and shook a ‘no no’ finger in his face. 
 
    Jack didn’t know what was happening. He just knew that he wanted this woman in the worst possible way. The weeks of teasing. Being bound and having toys thrust up inside him…his cock was shivering and screaming for release. His heart was racing. He had to…he had to… 
 
    The MC stepped into a spotlight at the edge of the stage. He held up a key. “What do you say, folks? Has Jack earned his release?” 
 
    The roof shook with screams of approval. 
 
    “Well, then,” the MC held out the key. 
 
    The Mystery Guest danced over, teasing the crowd, titillating all, and took the little key. 
 
    She danced back, stretches and arcs of her beautiful flesh, and bent over Jack once again. Her heinie looked like a bubble. Her breasts hung down so invitingly, and she inserted the key into Jack’s cage. She lifted the chastity cage off him. 
 
    Jack stared down at his cock. He as so horny, and yet he had almost forgotten he had one. But here it was, a huge, dripping pole. Funny, it was probably smaller than it had been before he had been locked up, but in his dazed, horny state it looked bigger! 
 
    The Mystery Guest sat on Jack, no poke attached, and rubbed her breasts in his face. She felt his balls, and his balls felt like they were full. 
 
    Then she kissed him, and rose up…and sat on him. And this time there was a poke attached. 
 
    She engulfed him. She sheathed him in her love. 
 
    And Jack remembered who she was. “Beth?” 
 
    Beth took off her mask and threw it into the crowd. People fought over the mask. 
 
    Beth screwed Jack then. She ground down on him, and he had never felt so wonderful. He filled her, and she loved him, and she pressed her breasts against his face. 
 
    The chains holding his arms up were released and Jack clutched his wife, held her, and screwed. 
 
    Up, down, in and out. 
 
    Beth was hungry. She was starved. She had stared at Jack getting horned up for weeks, and now…now… 
 
    “Oh, Jack…” she began to cum. Her back arched, thrusting her tits into him. Her eyes rolled, and the crowd applauded. 
 
    Jack was about to cum. He was going to have an orgasm. Two weeks of 24/7 play was driving him. His nuts so full they were hard, packed with semen waiting to get out. 
 
    Deep inside the switch clicked. Semen started to shoot up his shaft. 
 
    It was magnificent. It was an orgasm for the ages. 
 
    It was so hard his butt plug popped out. 
 
    It was so intense he spurted huge amounts of semen into his wife. 
 
    And…his heart stopped. 
 
    Sometimes that happens. Sometimes the heart flutters in the middle of orgasm. That is why an orgasm is sometimes referred to as ‘The Little Death.’ 
 
    The only problem was that his heart didn’t start up again! It lay in his chest, beatless, and Jack felt himself soaring up…up…leaving his body. 
 
    He was a ghost, hovering over the screaming mass of people.  
 
    Now he wasn’t horny, but the memory of being horny…the sensation of cumming so hard his body actually stopped functioning, that was with him forever. 
 
    Yet nobody knew he had cum so hard he had died. The crowd kept cheering. 
 
    Beth held him up, sobbing with love. 
 
    The three dancers, Lola and Tammy and Jennifer, patted his back and  rubbed his tits. 
 
    But Jack didn’t move. 
 
    Possibly a minute passed before the crowd realized something was wrong. 
 
    A minute of wild cheering, then the cheers became a hush of puzzlement.  
 
    The MC came out, felt for Jack’s pulse. He turned to the crowd, his face shocked, and didn’t say a word. The expression on his face said it all. 
 
    It was a girl out in the middle of the crowd who finally clued Beth and the three dancers in. 
 
    “He died!” 
 
    Beth moved back, pulled herself off his cock, which was still rock hard, and still had little dribbles of juice coming out of the tip. 
 
    He was gone, but his cock was still, in a small sense, spewing. 
 
    His eyes were open and rolled back. As Beth got off him she felt an immense sense of loss. Tears came to her eyes. “Oh, Jack! Jack! What have I done!” 
 
    The MC put an arm around her and the three dancers gathered around and comforted her. 
 
    Then somebody in the audience made an observation. “Look at the smile on his face!” 
 
    Somebody started it, nobody knows who, but people began putting their hands gently together. It was a muted applause, an appreciation for Jack’s great sacrifice. 
 
    Next to Jack, Beth stared down at his lifeless body. 
 
    “I loved him so. I’ll always miss him.” 
 
    Lola put her arm around Beth’s shoulder and whispered, “Honey, see him smiling? And he’s smiling down from heaven. He went out the way every man would like to go out. Shooting his gun and yelling ‘yippee.’ So don’t be sad. Be glad for what you’ve given him. 
 
    The opening day of Club Femme was over then. The clock read midnight, people were hushed and spoke reverently of the departed, and the party had turned into a sort of a wake. 
 
    And Jack, lucky Jack who went out the way every man wants to, stared down from above. He wasn’t horny now. He had no body to be horny. But he was glad. He had had what was probably the greatest cum in the universe. 
 
    And what more could a man ask for? 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    Ron looked up at Amy and groaned. 
 
    “No,” he said. “Whenever you say we’ve got to talk I know that you’re going to talk and I’m dead meat.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly.” They were in the kitchen. Ron was cooking some hot dogs, slicing them lengthwise then scorching them in a pan. Then he would put American cheese on it, some diced onions in the cheese, then put that on butter grilled toast.  
 
    Basically a grilled cheese sandwich with hot dogs. Yum. 
 
    Amy pushed his shoulder forward a little, reached up to the liquor cabinet and selected the good bourbon. 
 
    Her breasts were heavy on him, and he felt a surge of electricity shoot to his groin. 
 
    The bourbon was Redemption, nine years in the barrel. Yum. 
 
    Ron gulped and turned his half dogs over. Amy was a kink. And she knew it. And she always effected him this way. Married for years, and she always knew how to play him. 
 
    It didn’t hurt that she had a body that would put an hourglass to shame. And her boobs were warm and succulent, with nipples that were so hard they frightened him. And her face, so sweet, so angelic, so…God, he loved her. 
 
    He tried to keep his attention on his grilled cheese whatever as she rattled ice cubes into tall glasses, drowned the ice cubes with bourbon, then poured in Pepsi, right from the can. 
 
    He preferred Coke, she liked Pepsi. Pepsi was sweeter and offset the slight harshness of bourbon. Of course it was a crime to ruin good bourbon like that, but…it was also worth it. Yum. 
 
    She pushed one of the glasses into his hand and whispered into his ear: “That’s my sandwich. You make another one.” 
 
    He nodded, his Adam’s apple going up and down convulsively. 
 
    She reached around and grabbed his groin. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “Yum.” 
 
    Amy took her drink and sandwich into the dining room and sat at the big table. She put her feet up on the table, rocked back on two legs, balanced the sandwich on her lap, and ate and drank. 
 
    Three minutes later Ron entered the dining room. Sat down on the opposite side of the table and duplicated her. 
 
    “God,” she said. “How do you make these things taste so good?” 
 
    “Virgin hot dogs,” he muttered around his own chewing. “Never been screwed.” 
 
    “Now where do you get virgin hot dogs?” 
 
    “The virgin hot dog store.” 
 
    “Are they blessed by rabbis?” 
 
    “Sometimes, if they are quick.” 
 
    They ate then, companionably, and sipped, and watched the wind in the trees. 
 
    It was a glorious march day. Still a bit of nip in the air. The trees still skeletal. No snow on the ground. 
 
    The pool was still covered. They wouldn’t uncover it till May. And they always looked forward to those first, brisk swims. 
 
    Naked. Yum. 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He was a sucker and he knew it. But she had set him up from the first day of their marriage and he had to know. 
 
    “What do we have to talk about?” 
 
    She sighed. “Honey, I’m not going to say I’m disappointed, because I’m not.” 
 
    “Disappointed about what?” 
 
    “About our sex life.” 
 
    “But if you’re not disappointed, then what is there to talk about?” 
 
    “You know that I like to mess around, explore things, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Yes.” Actually, it made his life. Sex was never boring. Sometimes it was crazy, sometimes he couldn’t handle it, but it was the spice of their life. 
 
    “So I want to get implants. I want sex organs sewn shut. I want hormone pills.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “Well, then…get them. Is there some medical problem here? Is there something I should know?” 
 
    “You don’t understand,” she said. 
 
    “I’m all ears.” 
 
    “I want all that stuff for you.” 
 
    Now she had his attention. He put his feet on the floor and pivoted towards her. He shoved his plate away and glugged all the booze in his glass. 
 
    “I think I might have a few objections to such a program.” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You’re as kinky as I am. You’ll love it.” 
 
    “I would like my sex organ—-what did you say?—sewn shut?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. I’ve been reading up on it, very simple procedure. You’ll get hornier and hornier but won’t be able to release. And I will take great pleasure in showing you alternate ways of releasing.” 
 
    “And the implants? The hormones?” 
 
    “Well,” she put her feet down and pivoted towards him. “if your front is flat, and your peeny is trapped, then we simply must give you a chest. We’ve got to change your body around, make you beautiful.” 
 
    “Beautiful?” 
 
    “As in feminized.” 
 
    “But I like being a man.” 
 
    “No, you don’t,” she smiled an insincere smile. “You just think you do.” 
 
    “Well, given all that you’ve said, my vote is no.” 
 
    “But my vote is yes.” 
 
    “Votes cancel out, the motion is not passed. Too bad, so sad.” 
 
    Amy put a pout on her face. “That’s not fair.” 
 
    “Two votes, deadlocked. I’m still a man and I intend to remain so.” 
 
    “Let me get you another drink.” 
 
    Ron sat at the table, waiting for another drink, and thought about what Amy had said. 
 
    She wanted to transform him. She wanted him to have a pussy groin and a mighty, mammarian chest. 
 
    And he noticed that he had a big boner. Damn. Why should such talk excite him? 
 
    The answer was simple. He liked kink.  
 
    But not turning into a girl kink. 
 
    He liked having a swinging dick, and he wasn’t about to let his wife change that. 
 
    Amy placed a drink in front of him. 
 
    He smiled, lifted, sipped, sighed. 
 
    “Did you make this stronger.” 
 
    “Maybe. Did you want me to take the alcohol out of it?” 
 
    “Oh, I guess not.” 
 
    “Now, about this plan of mine…” 
 
    “Where did you get such a loopy idea?” he asked, taking a bigger sip. 
 
    “I was talking to the girls in the club and we started thinking about a contest for next year’s ‘New Years.” 
 
    “Isn’t that a little premature? That’s nine months away.” 
 
    “I know. But when one of the girls came up with this idea we realized that to make it work we would have to start early.” 
 
    “So the contest is to feminize your husbands?” 
 
    She sipped her drink. Ron had a feeling her libation wasn’t as strong as his. 
 
    “Well, it is, but it’s a lot more than that.” 
 
    “How much more?” Sip, sip. 
 
    “We decided to have a beauty contest.” 
 
    “With the men?” 
 
    “Exactly. And the man who wins gets the big prize.” 
 
    Now, in spite of the ludicrousness of her ideas, and maybe because his cock was poking up in his pants, he asked, “And what is the big prize?”
“For you, assuming you’ll be the winner, anything you want.” 
 
    He eyed her dubiously. “Anything?” 
 
    “Absolutely anything. If you do this for me then I will do anything for you. Without reservation. No complaints. Period.” 
 
    Ron sat back and thought about that. “The fact of the matter is,” he mused, “you’ll already do anything for me.” He eyed her, “And I will do anything for you. Provided you can convince me.” 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    He focused in. “What aren’t you telling me?” 
 
    She cleared her throat. “We’re going to get corporate sponsorship. In the week since we discussed the idea we already have several million dollars committed to our cause.” 
 
    “And the cause is?” 
 
    Amy sighed. “We want to end world hunger.” 
 
    “End world hunger.” 
 
    “Yes,” she snapped, irritated at his mocking tone. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Okay. You want me to let you experiment with my body, change it drastically, win a beauty contest, all to win something I already have.” 
 
    “And feed the starving orphans in India,” she stated baldly, challengingly. 
 
    “Well, while I applaud your anthropology.” 
 
    “It’s philanthropy.” 
 
    Ron blinked. Those two glasses of bourbon had hit him hard. “Philanthropy?” 
 
    “Yes. Let me get you another glass.” 
 
    She disappeared into the kitchen and he heard ice cubes rattling, imagined he heard liquor pouring, and caught the sound of whispering. 
 
    Whispering? 
 
    Amy came back out from the kitchen with a smile. She had recovered from losing the initiative and had forgiven him for being a boor. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He sipped. Man, that tasted good. 
 
    “Of course you wouldn’t have to remain a woman past New Years.” 
 
    He frowned. He thought he had won the argument. 
 
    “We could change you back. The effects of the hormones will disappear, we remove the implants, you’ll be back to being the king stud before you know it.” 
 
    He stared at her, drinking thirstily. 
 
    “And with a memory that any man would give his left testicle for.” 
 
    “Well put,” he said, feeling a little removed from his skull, “considering that you are, in effect, asking for both of my testaments.” 
 
    “Testicles.” 
 
    “Yeah. Those.” 
 
    He realized, in a belated, little piece of his mind, that he should be sipping a lot slower. That good whiskey was really something. 
 
    “What we would do is sew your penis between your legs. A little incision under the head, a little incision on the perineum, and a week to heal, and your penis would be totally under control.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Sew my…” then he thought about it. “And how would I cum? I mean, you’ve heard that old limerick…the one about the man from Kent?” 
 
    Her brows knitted slightly. “I don’t think so. 
 
    Ron recited: 
 
      
 
    There once was a man from Kent 
 
    whose prick was so long it bent 
 
    not dreaming of trouble 
 
    he bent it double 
 
    but instead of cumming he went 
 
      
 
    Amy couldn’t help it. She laughed, and spurted a small bit of that veddy expensive bourbon on her front. The liquid soaked right in and her nipples pressed out. 
 
    He looked at her tits. “God, I love your tits.” 
 
    “You could have a pair of your own.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    Ron jumped. He realized his eyes were a little bleary. 
 
    “Go have a sit in the living room. I’ll get the door.” She took his glass. “I’ll pour you another drink, too.” 
 
    Ron stood up and wobbled. 
 
    He walked into the big living room and sat on the couch. 
 
    “Hi, Ron!” 
 
    It was Julie. Julie was an Amazon from down the street. She worked at a hospital as a plastic surgeon, and Ron often suspected that she had given herself bigger boobs. Leastwise, they were big and beautiful and gave him a boner. 
 
    Except that he already had a boner. 
 
    “Hey, Julie,” he answered flippantly. “Drink yourself. Uh, have a drink. Uh,” he called, “Honey? Could you get Julie a drink?” 
 
    “I am,” floated out of the kitchen. 
 
    Julie sat down on the couch next to him. She placed a hand on his knee. He stared at the red tips of her elegant fingers. 
 
    She moved her hand slightly, smiling at him, and he imagined he could feel her desire. 
 
    “I heard you’re considering entering our contest.” 
 
    Oh, yeah, she was part of that woman’s club thing. 
 
    “I can’t tell you how happy that makes me.” 
 
    “And proud,” offered Ann, bringing in three drinks. 
 
    Ron noticed that his drink was darker than theirs. Were they drinking, like, Coke or something? 
 
    “Well, it’s an interesting idea, but I can’t say I’m sold on it.” 
 
    Amy sat down on the other side of Ron, placed her hand on his other knee. 
 
    “Oh, but you should be,” Julie said, stroking the inside of his thigh. 
 
    “I, uh…” he tried to move away, but Amy had him boxed from the other side. And she was stroking the inside of his other thigh! 
 
    “You see, Ron,” Amy whispered, “all those children will no longer be hungry. No more children crying themselves to sleep in the night.” 
 
    Julie took it up from the other side. She leaned into him, her breasts pressed against his arm, and whispered, in a nibbling sort of way, into his ear: No more children starving, whimpering, crying their little eyes out.” 
 
    “Drink your drink, Ron.” 
 
    “Is that your penis?” 
 
    Ron shivered as Julie touched the head of his cock. He looked at his wife, his eyes full of guilt. 
 
    He started to move her hand away, but Amy reached over and pressed his hand onto her hand onto his erect boner. “I said you could have anything you wanted at the end of the year.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “What? You don’t want me?” Julie was stroking his cock now, her mouth close to his face. 
 
    “You don’t want Julie?” 
 
    “But, honey…I…” 
 
    “I mean, you can have me any old time. But, Julie? You don’t get to have her. Except maybe this once. Would you like to put your cock in her cunt come January?” 
 
    “Oh, wouldn’t that be a great New Year?” Julie whispered into his ear, and sucked on his earlobe. And stuck her tongue right into his ear. 
 
    “While you think about that, let me get you another drink.” 
 
    “Yum,” said Ron. He was dizzy, the room was spinning, and it wasn’t all alcohol. The way Julie was stroking his cock was effecting him. 
 
    Amy went into the kitchen. She could be heard rattling ice cubes and glasses. She called out, “I have to go to the garage and get some more ice out of the freezer. Don’t do anything I’d do.” 
 
    Ron tried to figure that out, the door to the garage slammed, and Julie attacked him. 
 
    She pushed him back, lay on top of him, and assaulted him with her tongue. 
 
    Somehow his hands were feeling her marvelous mammaries and then his zipper was undone and his cock was in her hands. 
 
    Then she was sitting up, straightening out her blouse, reaching into her purse for her lipstick. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry…” 
 
    Ron was so confused. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s just that…I think about all those starving orphans.” 
 
    Just as Ron sat up she threw herself onto him again. 
 
    Now she lifted her skirt and sat on him. His prick was still out, and she humped him. He could feel her pussy through the thin material of her panties. 
 
    Her lips hovered over his, her breath was upon him. “Think of the orphans,” she whispered, then she kissed him again. 
 
    Ron lost all sense of time. He was in the maze of her lips, trying to find his way.” 
 
    SLAM! The door to the garage closed. 
 
    Julie sat up, held her blouse together, checked her lips. 
 
    Ron sat up slowly. 
 
    A minute later Amy brought in the fresh drinks. 
 
    Ron gulped his almost in one slurp. 
 
    The girls watched him, placed their glasses on the table, and waited. 
 
    Ron was a mess. His mouth was smeared with lipstick. His hands smelled of pussy. His eyes were bloodshot. 
 
    “Well, Ron? Have you decided?” asked Amy. “I mean, getting a piece of this girl’s ass, that would be a real manly coup.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he thought he was supposed to say yes, but he wasn’t sure. Everything was happening so fast, and he was thinking so slow. 
 
    The girls looked at each other. 
 
    Jules touched her index finger to her cheek. “You know, what if he can’t do it?” 
 
    “Can’t do what?” asked Ron. 
 
    “What if his penis doesn’t really work? I mean, what if he’s unsewable?” 
 
    “I am to sewable,” he blurted, not knowing what he was agreeing to. 
 
    “Do you want to look at it? Make sure?” Amy asked. 
 
    “That would be a good idea.’ 
 
    “Look at what?” 
 
    “Ron, stand up.” 
 
    Ron looked at his wife, and she urged him, and he stood up. He wavered and Amy held him up. With the other hand she loosened his belt, his pants, and she pulled his pants down. 
 
    Ron’s penis stuck out like the horn of a rhino. It was red and as Julie took it in her hand a little drop of pre-cum seeped out of the hole. 
 
    “Hey,” Ron said, weakly. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Spread your legs.” 
 
    Amy pushed on the inside of his legs and he spread, wavered some more, but managed to stay standing. 
 
    Julie reached under his cock and balls and felt his perineum. “Feels good, but will his balls go back up?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Ron asked. 
 
    Julie placed her hands under his balls and gently raised them. She wiggled, caused a grunt, and then they slipped into the little cavities they had dropped down from when he was a boy. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. His balls had effectively disappeared, but it didn’t hurt. 
 
    Then Julie pulled his cock down. He bent forward, it didn’t feel all that good bending when he was that hard. She touched it to the perineum.  
 
    “I do believe it will work,” she mused. 
 
    “Oh, excellent!” Amy clapped her hands. 
 
    “Of course, he has to be man enough to let us do this.” 
 
    “I’m man enough!” 
 
    “Finish your drink, dear, and let the grown ups talk.” 
 
    Ron guzzled the last of brown liquid in his glass. He was drinking faster than ice cubes could melt. A lot faster. 
 
    “I’m a grown up,” he burbled. 
 
    “Of course you are, dear. But it takes a real man to get his cock sewn to his perineum. And I don’t think you have that kind of manliness in you.” 
 
    His head wobbled a little as he thought about this. 
 
    Julie said, “Listen, Ron. If you really want me to do this I will, but we have to know that you can take it.” 
 
    “Take it? Of course I can take it!” he boasted. 
 
    “Don’t be silly, Ron. You would have to hold your jism, not have an orgasm, for months!” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    Once again the girls exchanged a look. 
 
    Amy stood up and collected the glasses for yet another drink. When she left the room Julie grabbed Ron’s cock and started stroking it.  
 
    “You can’t cum, Ron. Hold yourself back. Prove that you can do it.” 
 
    Amy was a long time coming back with drinks, and Julie worked Ron over. She stroked him, slapped his nuts, sucked him. 
 
    For Ron it was torture. But he had to do this. He had to prove that he was a man. And whenever he got close he made himself think about all those starving orphans in India. 
 
    “Good, Ron,” Julie murmured over a mouthful of meat. “Maybe you are man enough to have your cock sewed up.” 
 
    “Of course I am!” 
 
    Amy arrived with drinks. She ignored the fact that Julie was sucking on her husband’s wanger and handed him his drink. 
 
    “My, my, Ron. You really are a man!” 
 
    Julie took her mouth off him. 
 
    “Of course, we’ll probably have to get you off to perform the operation. Is that okay with you, Ron? If we make you cum?” 
 
    Ron swayed back and forth. He thought about it, and said, “I thought I was going to get to fuck you?” 
 
    “At the end of the year. Next New Years.” 
 
    “Oh,” he was disappointed. 
 
    “But we can give you a hand job and sew you up right now if you wish.” 
 
    “He wishes,” said Amy. “He’s too much the stud. I couldn’t talk him out of it now if I wanted to.” 
 
    “Yeah!” Ron grinned in a slobbery way. 
 
    “Well, okay. But you’re going to have to ask me to do this, release me from liability, all that sort of thing,” Julie said. “After all, I am a doctor, and we have to do everything the right way. Right?” 
 
    Ron nodded. 
 
    Julie held up her cell phone. “Now talk to me, Ron. Tell me what you want and why.” 
 
    Ron asked for his dick to be sewn to his perineum, though he had an awful rough time time saying ‘perineup…pernimeum…periscope…’ 
 
    But he finally got the word, and his statement right, and Julie closed her phone. 
 
    “Fortunately,” she said, “I brought my doctor’s bag. I put it in the hallway.” 
 
    “Oh, how smart of you,” Amy laughed. 
 
    “How about if we go back into the bedroom, Ron. And then you can undress and show me your manliness.” 
 
    Ron led the way, staggering into walls, but not spilling any of his drink. 
 
    In the bedroom he finished getting undressed, and he leered at Julie. 
 
    Amy was having a hard time not laughing. 
 
    “Nice dong, sweetheart,” said Julie. “Now get on all fours.” 
 
    Ron got on all fours and stuck his butt up in the air. 
 
    Julie placed her hands around his cock and started stroking. 
 
    Ron grunted and tried to find the rhythm, but he was too drunk.  
 
    For a long minute Julie stroked him. In the living room he had been close, but now he seemed far. 
 
    “Let me help,” Amy said, moving in. She greased up her fingers and inserted them. 
 
    Ron normally would have screamed and jerked, but he was too drunk. He was sloppy and relaxed, and her fingers went into him. 
 
    Ron looked around, his face in amazement. 
 
    “Enjoy,” whispered Julie. 
 
    “Come on, stud,” muttered Amy. “Get off!” 
 
    Then Amy started slapping his balls, and that had the desired effect. 
 
    Julie watched as his cream started seeping out, poured over her fingers, and his cock started to get limp. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” wheezed Ron. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Wow. That’s a lot of jizz.” 
 
    “Think how much it’s going to be after he’s been fixed.” 
 
    It was an unfortunate word—‘fixed’—but Ron didn’t notice. He just sighed and started to crumble. His forearms gave way and he sloped forward. Then he was lying across the bed. 
 
    “Come on, stud. Turn longways.” 
 
    The girls helped him and he managed to lay on his belly on the length of the bed. 
 
    Julie went out and got her bag. 
 
    Amy stroked Ron’s hair and whispered into his ear. “I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    “Orphans,” mumbled Ron, half out of it. 
 
    Julie slipped white towels under Ron. She placed medical paper on the backs of his legs, under his cock. 
 
    Amy watched while Julie used sponges to clean Ron’s groin. 
 
    Ron smiled and moaned. “That feels good!” 
 
    “Excellent,” smiled Julie. 
 
    Ron’s dick was totally lax now, and Julie made a little slit under the head of his cock. The cock is usually a bloody beast, filling up with blood to become erect, but now it was out of blood, and there was virtually no bleeding from the little slit. 
 
    Julie made another little slit on the perineum, then she pulled his cock, stretched it over his balls. 
 
    “Push his testicles up,” she asked Amy. 
 
    Amy felt the balls inside the sacks. She shifted and maneuvered them and they suddenly popped up into the space in his pubic area. The sacks were left empty, and they would tend to shrink a little the longer his balls stayed up in their places. 
 
    Ron moaned again, a soft sigh of happy. 
 
    Julie pulled his cock and fit the two slits she had made together. 
 
    “If your balls drop it might feel uncomfortable. If they do you can just push them back up. After a while they won’t fall anymore.” 
 
    “Okay,” yawned Ron. 
 
    Julie ran a needle along the edges of the slits, sewing them together. It was simple work, but delicate. A few stitches later and it was done. 
 
    The girls looked at each other in victory. They had done it! The first contestant for the Orphans of India Contest had been prepared. 
 
    “Ron? Are you still awake?” 
 
    “Um…yeah.” He was breathing deeply now. He hadn’t felt anything throughout the operation. 
 
    “Okay, Ron, now remember, no touchie touchie. And make sure you sit down to pee, and use an air dryer if you have to to keep yourself dry. Do you have all that?” 
 
    Ron was almost in dream land. It was a happy dream with a raw edge somewhere. He frowned and muttered, sit to pee, stay dry. Yeah, yeah.” 
 
    “And I gave Amy some pills for you to take.” 
 
    “Pills. I don’t like to take pills.” 
 
    The girls suppressed their giggles. They had just chastised him in the most positive way, they had sewn his cock to his body, and he didn’t want to take a pill. 
 
    Men! 
 
    “These will be good pills, Ron. They’ll make you beautiful.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He was almost asleep. 
 
    “Ron? One last thing.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Can I put your implants in now?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. sure. Starving orphans. Go ahead.” He was effectively asleep as he gave his permission. But that was okay. 
 
    Julie went out to her car and brought back in some large breast implants. In fact, the implants were call Chyna 2000s, after the female wrestler they had been created for. 
 
    They rolled Ron over on his back, shifted him around so he was centered, and Julie went to work. 
 
    Moving slowly but efficiently, Julie made a couple of small incisions under his pectorals. She slid the large bags into place, then glued the incisions together. 
 
    “Beautiful,” murmured Amy. She looked up at her friend. “Will he have a scar?” 
 
    “Nope. Maybe a slight discoloration, once the bruises disappear, but within a month or two you won’t even be able to tell that he has implants.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “He’s going to have to wear a bra now. All the time.” 
 
    “All the time?” 
 
    “Those are heavy, and though they are hooked to his ribs, he’s going to need a bra to help support the weight.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Let’s put on one him now, for when he wakes up. 
 
    The two women lifted and shoved and managed to place a bra on the sleeping Ron. 
 
    “Man, it’s hard working with dead weight.” 
 
    “He’ll thank you,” said Julie, and they both giggled. They both knew he was going to go through a variety of emotions for the next few months. By the time the contest rolled around he should be in good spirits, however. 
 
    Julie pulled a sheet over Ron’s slumbering form. There was no trace of his manly bulge now, but there were giant bulges on his chest. 
 
    Amy turned off the light and they tip toed down the hallway. 
 
    “I’m tired of Coke. You want a real drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Amy followed Julie into the kitchen. the bottle of bourbon was nearly empty now, but there was enough for a light drink apiece. They sat at the kitchen table and toasted each other, then sipped the brown liquid. 
 
    “Well,” said Amy. “That was fun.” 
 
    “Indeed it was,” Julie swirled the whiskey in her glass. “You know what would be more fun?” 
 
    Amy looked askance. 
 
    Julie leaned forward. 
 
    Amy intuited what was happening, and she leaned forward. 
 
    “Here’s to us,” breathed Julie. 
 
    The two women’s lips touched over the table. Juli’s hands slicked across the table and hefted Amy’s breasts. 
 
    Amy returned the favor, holding Julie’s breasts. 
 
    It was a nice, long kiss, plenty of tongue, their lipsticks mingling, and they began to breath harder. 
 
    “You got a spare bed?” asked Julie. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    And the two left the kitchen hand in hand.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Oooh,” Ron groaned.  
 
    He had drunk too much and was feeling it. And he was still a little drunk. And he had to pee. 
 
    He sat up, and his breasts poked out and he looked down. “Wha…” 
 
    “Amy!” He screamed, staring at the Chyna 2000 mounds on his chest. He felt the bra straps, put his hands on his chest. “Amy!” 
 
    He stood up and staggered towards the bathroom. His balance was totally off. He started to fall forward and had to run to catch up. He placed his hands on the wall. then shifted over to enter the bathroom. 
 
    His tits felt so incredibly heavy! What had happened? What had Amy done? He remembered the long conversation the night previous, most of it, but…but… 
 
    He stood over the toilet and felt for his dick. 
 
    IT WASNT’ THERE! 
 
    “NO!” he screamed. He bent over and managed to look over his breasts. He could see no dick! Well, he could see where it was bent over, but that was like not seeing it! And then his bladder got the best of him and he peed. 
 
    The urine came out in a stream…to the rear! He sprayed the shower door just as Amy entered the room. 
 
    “Sit down!” she yelled. 
 
    He turned, and the stream of liquid crossed the room, sprayed the wall, the toilet paper holder, then the sink. 
 
    “Amy? What have you—“ 
 
    She pushed him back on the toilet and his yellow steam splashed in the water. 
 
    Amy brushed hair out of her eye and looked at him. “Sheesh! Can’t you even figure out how to pee?” 
 
    “But…but what happened to my dick?” 
 
    “We sewed it to your perineum, like you wanted.” 
 
    “I wanted? I didn’t want my dick attached to my…to my…” 
 
    “Wait right here.” 
 
    Amy left the room. Ron sat on the toilet. The pee relaxed his bladder, he was still hung over, but…what the fuck had Amy done to him. 
 
    And he remembered that Julie had been there. Bits and pieces of the wild night came back to him and his face turned red. Had she actually…he remembered…what was… 
 
    Amy entered the bathroom and held out her cell phone. She pressed ‘play’ and the video started. 
 
    Ron watch in horror as he agreed, and even asked to have his penis attached to his perineum. 
 
    “But I didn’t…I was drunk!” 
 
    “No excuses now. Grow up and be a man.” 
 
    “Be a man without a dick?” he protested. “You need to undo this!” 
 
    “Get dressed and come into the living room and we’ll discuss it.” 
 
    She turned and left him with his mouth hanging open. 
 
    Ron finished dribbling, and stood up, and realized that he needed to blot a bit. Just like a woman. He blotted, and walked into the bedroom, and he realized two things. 
 
    One, his walk was effected. Just take a step rubbed the head of his dick. It swished back and forth, each bun rubbing and titillating, the sensitive flesh on the head of his cock feeling so good, and…it caused him to have a boner. 
 
    Fortunately, Julie had done a great job. His cock was sutured down and didn’t budge. No rips or tears, just supreme frustration. 
 
    But having a boner wasn’t all that great. He was forced to pooch his butt back a bit to relieve the pressure. Which made his cheeks rub his dick head all the more. 
 
    Second, he had an underwear surprise. 
 
    He opened up his drawer and expected to find tighty whiteys. BVDs. Boys’ Ventilated Drawers. 
 
    What he found was a drawer full of thin, colored panties. 
 
    The material was sheer, a little stretchy, and the colors were pink, mauve, pistachio, crap like that. 
 
    And, carefully folded on the left side of the drawer, matching bras. Big cups, which he needed now. 
 
    He opened the drawer under that and found tummy shapers and girdles, and to one side a whole row of brand new nylons. 
 
    “AMY!” 
 
    But she didn’t answer. In fact, she was sitting in the front room covering her mouth so he wouldn’t hear her snicker. 
 
    He looked everywhere, but there was no sign of masculine underwear. 
 
    But he did find new garments hanging in the closet, including a robe, peignoirs, and so on. 
 
    Mumbling curses, stumbling because he was out of balance, he finally broke down and selected the most inoffensive underwear he could find. Pink. 
 
    He slipped his legs through the leg holes and tugged the panties into place. And was stunned to find that they were comfortable. 
 
    They fit better than his tighty whiteys. They were smooth to the skin, clung to him, and…he blinked and looked at himself in the wall mirror. 
 
    He was male thick, but his tits were so big, and his butt displayed so proudly, that he actually looked a bit feminine. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he whispered, then turned away quickly. His dick was trying to get hard. 
 
    Then he looked for some pants, and found nothing. No jeans, no male slacks, nothing. 
 
    Oh, wait, there was a pair of shorts. He lifted them up and frowned. Not shorts. They were something called culottes.  
 
    Still, it was better than a dress, of which there were plenty. He pulled the culottes up and…it looked like he was wearing a skirt. Sort of. Turned one way and it was like shorts, but not quite. Turned another way and it was like a skirt, sort of. 
 
    He looked for shirts, and found blouses. Growling his discontent, but feeling pretty fucking weird, he put on a white blouse and had trouble with the backwards buttons. 
 
    Still, when he was done he had an even more feminine form. He risked the mirror again, and his burgeoning boner, and couldn’t believe what he saw. 
 
    A male face over a female body. the female clothes he was wearing were designed to accentuate femininity. 
 
    He looked for shoes, tossed aside the heels and picked out a pair of Mary Janes. He didn’t bother with socks, even though he had found a couple of short pairs with frilly tops. 
 
    He was a man, grrr, he didn’t need no sissy socks! 
 
    And, so thinking, he walked down the hallway. 
 
    And cringed at the sound of his heels tapping. He looked at the shoes and realized that they had little metal half moons on the heels and toes. Fuck! 
 
    He tried to tip toe, but still heard the click, click, clicking sounds. 
 
    He walked into the living room and Amy sat up and stared. 
 
    “Oh, honey. Oh…baby.” Amy licked her lips. 
 
    “This has got to stop,” whined Ron. 
 
    Amy stood up, came to him. She placed her hands on his tits an he groaned. His boob nerves were stretched out and very sensitive. His nipples were extra extremely sensitive. 
 
    Amy didn’t help the situation by rubbing her thumbs over his nipples. 
 
    “Stop that,” he was almost near tears. 
 
    “Not a chance,” she murmured. She she pulled him to her and treated him to one of the greatest kisses of all time. Her mouth just absorbed him, her lips scorched him, she just downright engulfed him. 
 
    “UNHHHHH!” 
 
    “What?” she stepped back in alarm. 
 
    “You’re making me horny.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My boobs are sensitive, and you’re giving me a hard on, and when i get a boner my dick presses against my buns, throbs, and it…it…God, when I just walk my dick is getting stroked by my own buns. 
 
    Amy smiled, then giggled. “Aren’t you the perfect, little woman.” 
 
    “I’m not little,” he sobbed, looking down at his chest. 
 
    “No, I guess you’re not.” 
 
    She moved in and kissed him again, felt his breasts, then reached into his culottes and felt his…’manhood.’ 
 
    It wasn’t there. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she gushed. She reached down further, traced the bend of his cock between his legs. She was almost down on her knees, feeling the tip of his cock sticking out below his asshole. 
 
    “You’re going to have to be careful when you go to the bathroom. You’re going to have to be very careful and keep yourself clean.” 
 
    “I know,” he gulped, moving his hips, partly to get away, partly to get more sensation. 
 
    She brought her hand back and and blurted, “Your balls are staying up.” 
 
    “Staying up?” 
 
    She explained about his balls retracting into the spaces from where they had dropped when he was boy. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, his face a study in abject misery. 
 
    His misery was her pleasure, however. 
 
    “There, there, honey. “We’ll put a little make up on you, get your underwear properly sorted, and you’ll feel great.” 
 
    “I want to be a man again!” 
 
    Amy just laughed. “Well, that ain’t gonna happen. Now, come on, let’s get you a bit of the hair of the dog, then we can think about fixing you up right.” 
 
    She led him to the kitchen, Opened a can of tomato juice and poured it into a glass, then she added vodka. 
 
    “Can’t I have bourbon?” 
 
    “Too late,” she held the glass to him. “Drinkee, drinkee.” 
 
    Ron chugged the glass, and almost immediately felt better. The haze and pounding in his skull went down and the world stopped being so bleary. 
 
    He sat down at the kitchen table and Amy began breakfast. 
 
    “I don’t know why you did this to me,” he groused. 
 
    “For the orphans in India. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    Several minutes later he was eating bacon, eggs, and French toast smothered in syrup. That did it for his hang over. Now he was able to think again. 
 
    “I’m going to go to a doctor this morning. My doctor.” 
 
    Amy sat down across from him. She sipped some orange juice. 
 
    “The man I married never went back on his word.” 
 
    “The man you married wasn’t a woman.” 
 
    “Fair point.” 
 
    He stared at her, not understanding why she gave up so easy. Her next words helped him understand. 
 
    “I fucked Julie last night.” 
 
    His mouth opened in shock. She was telling the truth. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I know. But, why. Because I’m not going to get any dick from you until after next year. And because I always wondered.” 
 
    Ron mumbled and gulped, then managed to ask, “Was it…did it…” 
 
    “It was incredible. It wasn’t the same as getting a good, old, hefty chunk of cock, but it was sweet, sensitive, different. I really liked it.” 
 
    Ron gulped again. He licked his lips. the problem was that he was getting harder. He groaned and bent a little bit. 
 
    Amy didn’t understand at first, then her face brightened up, “Oh, my God! This is making you horny!” 
 
    “Please stop!” he begged. 
 
    She leaned forward and whispered in the most sexy manner, “Her lips on my pussy, they were softer than yours, and more educated. She’s a woman, she’s got a vagina, she knows how to please one. 
 
    I loved the way she nibbled at my nipples. If I was a guy I would have had a boner, and that boner would have squirted on the spot. 
 
    “Honey, you can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Oh, I can. And I’m going to keep doing it to you. I’ll go out every week and have my pussy pleased, and I’ll bring it home to you and you can lick and suck and…” she paused. “Would you like me to have a guy? Would you like me to hit a bar and go out to the car and bend over for some stud? Would you like it if I brought home a hole filled with cream? Would you like that?” 
 
    Ron pounded one fist on the table. “Stop!” 
 
    Amy couldn’t stop laughing then. She placed her hand on his wrist, stopped him from pounding on the table, and leaned forward. 
 
    He was crying, and she enjoyed the feeling of his salty tears running down his cheeks and getting into their mouths. 
 
    And he liked it. He was extra super horny now, and he almost crawled across the table to get to her. 
 
    Yet, he realized, what could he do even if he did get her? He wouldn’t be able to fuck her. He could eat her out, bring to an O that way, but that would just make him even hornier. 
 
    She slid out off the bench and pulled him to his feet. 
 
    “Come on, little girl. Let’s go make you up.” 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Do you want to kiss me? How about Julie? She really enjoyed making out with you last night. And that blow job…I can call her over any time you want.” 
 
    “But…but…isn’t that cheating?” 
 
    “How is it cheating? It’s not like you have a dick to fuck her with.” 
 
    She kept talking, pulling, and dragged him down the hallway. 
 
    In the bedroom she took his clothes off. “You did well getting dressed, but we really have to go all the way. Now this is called Nair. Follow the instructions. I’m going to go get you a drink. You’re a brave man and you deserve it.” 
 
    Ron stood in the bathroom and spread the Nair over his body. Amy returned shortly, gave him his bourbon and Coke, and helped slather the goo over the hard to reach places. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he muttered. 
 
    “Yeah, but it feels good. It feels good to pamper yourself, to feel the materials and the lotions, to treat yourself as a woman. 
 
    He didn’t say anything to that for the simple reason was that she was right. It did feel good. 
 
    They stood in the bathroom, her smiling at him, and she put her hand over his cock. “It feels like a pussy. A pussy without a hole, but…” she shrugged happily. 
 
    A few minutes later he stepped into the shower and washed his body off. Little hairs drizzled down his body, across the tiles, and into the drain. The water was hot, but he was shivering. 
 
    A moment later he stepped out, still shivering. 
 
    “Are you cold?” 
 
    “Un uh. It’s…it just feels weird. My skin…it’s like it’s sort of electrocuted.” 
 
    “So your hair was getting in the way of your real sensations.” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say to that, he just stood, mute, as she dried him off. 
 
    She led him out of the bathroom and began dressing him, but dressing him all the way now. And all the way meant…toe nail polish. 
 
    He sat, his feet on a towel on the bed, and she coated his nails. Three coats, little strokes from cuticles to tips, then enamel. 
 
    “Don’t you just love that smell,” she asked of the polish. 
 
    “Uh huh.” then he looked up at her. 
 
    She smiled at him. “It’s okay. Women love that smell, no reason you shouldn’t.” 
 
    When his tootsies were done she helped him into panty hose. 
 
    “How do I pee?” he asked. 
 
    “Pull everything down, or up, then sit down and let go.” 
 
    “Let go,” he mumbled. 
 
    “What? What’s wrong with letting go?” 
 
    “Men don’t let go. They push. They got muscles up there, down there, wherever.” 
 
    “Well, however you do it, you do it.” 
 
    He stood looking down at his legs. No hair, silky sheeny, feminine. 
 
    “Okay, I want to put you in a corset.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Get rid of your love handles.” 
 
    She brought out a corset and laid it on the bed. “I won’t pull it to tight, not for a few days. But don’t worry. A couple of months from now we’ll have you all slenderized.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Salads, exercise, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Oh, God! I don’t want to eat salads!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” She was holding up the corset to his body now. She wrapped it around him and hooked it, then she began pulling the strings in the back. 
 
    “Unh!” Ron grunted. 
 
    “It’ll feel too tight, but just take small breaths and you’ll get used to it before you know it.” 
 
    She pulled and pulled, went up and down his back, then she had him stand in front of the mirror. 
 
    His waist was now small, no trace of flab. This pushed up his boobs, so that he didn’t need a bra, and they looked even bigger, pushing way out in front of him. His butt flared out below the corset and it looked round and ready to twerk. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Amy said, hands on her hips and smiling. 
 
    Ron just groaned and bit his lip. 
 
    “It’s not a full corset, so you’ll be able to sit down. But first let’s get you into a real dress.” 
 
    She went into the closet and chose a summer dress with criss cross cleavage. It was light blue with a pretty pattern of exotic flowers on it. She helped him into it and again they looked at him in the wall mirror. 
 
    His body was definitely female now. Even if his boobs hadn’t been so big, he would have been hour glass. His legs looked particular delightful, extending down under the hem of the dress. 
 
    “Perfect,” smiled Amy. “Sit down here.” 
 
    Ron sat at her vanity table. He was finished with his first drink now, but wanted a second one. Amy smiled and got him one. It was obvious that Ron needed a bit of liquid courage. 
 
    She began working on his hands first. She trimmed and sanded and pushed the cuticles up. Then she selected half long ovals. 
 
    “Can I have…” his voice was small and shy. 
 
    “Have what?” asked Amy. “What would Mommies little girl want?” 
 
    “The sharp ones?” 
 
    Amy smiled and brought out long stilettos. She put glue on his finger nails, and on the fake nails, and pressed them on. 
 
    Ron stared at his fingers as she lengthened them. He squirmed, his cock was acting up. 
 
    Amy smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ll take care of your cock later.” 
 
    “Take care of it?” 
 
    “We’ll get you off. Would you like that? Relieve some of the pressure?” 
 
    He nodded like a little boy so shy. 
 
    After the nails were on Amy painted them to match his toes. Long strokes of shiny red. His fingers now looked beautiful. They were more slender appearing, and they gleamed. 
 
    Ron looked at his fingers and was amazed. 
 
    And his peeny was throbbing. 
 
    He was sitting pooched, and he found that an occasional wiggle of the butt would scratch his itch. A minute later his itch would return, even worse, but what could he do? He just kept trying to wiggle and scratch that itch. 
 
    He was uncomfortable in the corset, and he kept sliding a bit forward, but then he would push back and get a little extra rubbing on his penis. 
 
    Amy cleaned his face, primed it, and got it ready for the color. 
 
    “You’ve got such beautiful eyes,” she murmured, focusing on painting his lids. 
 
    Then she plucked his eyebrows and went to work with mascara and eyeliner. In short order his eyes began to sparkle with life. 
 
    “Oh, you are beautiful. You’re going to win the contest for sure.” 
 
    Ron just sat in shock and wondered what had happened. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Who the fuck?” Ron panicked. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll get it.” 
 
    Amy got up and headed for the hallway. she stopped at the door and turned around. She had a big grin on her face, “But you’re going to have to answer the door sometime.” 
 
    Ron opened his mouth, to say what he did not know, but Amy was gone. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    “Hey! Girlfriend! Come on in and see what we’ve done?” 
 
    Ron heard two sets of feet tapping down the hall and he wanted to crawl under the bed, to climb out the bathroom window, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “It’s Julie!” Amy said as the two women entered the room. 
 
    Ron turned twenty-seven shades of red. He looked down, he looked around, but he was caught. 
 
    Julie was wearing a pencil skirt and a jacket open in the front. No bra, and the glimpses of her large breasts were wonderful to behold. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend,” she walked around Ron and marveled at him. “You are a king size knock out.” 
 
    Ron didn’t say anything; he couldn’t say anything. 
 
    Julie turned to Amy. “What about his hair?” 
 
    “I was just thinking about that.” 
 
    “Wig? Extensions?” 
 
    Both women stared at Ron. 
 
    “A wig for today. Next week we can get him some extensions. Then his hair will grow out. Oh, I brought over his first batch of hormones. Includes a shot. You want your shot now, Ron?” 
 
    Ron opened his mouth to say no, but Amy cut in with, “Oh, yes. By all means.” 
 
    Julie had her medical bag with her, and she got out the syringe and gave him a quick shot. 
 
    “The rest of this is oral. You like oral, right, Ron?” 
 
    Both girls grinned. 
 
    Julie explained everything, then, “Let’s get back to the wig thing.” 
 
    Working quickly the girls put tape across his scalp, then fixed an auburn wig over his hear. 
 
    Then, just because they were on a roll, they pierced his ears, gave him some jewelry, and celebrated with a drink. 
 
    The two ladies, now three ladies, sat in the living room and sipped wine coolers. Amy and Julie did most of the talking. Ron was understandably cowed. 
 
    For an hour they sipped and talked, and finally Julie said, “Let’s go.” 
 
    “Where?” Ron panicked. 
 
    “Wherever we want,” laughed Amy. 
 
    “But, I don’t…I…” 
 
    But the girls did, so they kept talking, accelerated him to bourbon and Coke, that was the magic elixir, and finally pulled Ron, almost forcibly, from the house. 
 
    They drove around town for a while in Julie’s convertible BMW. Men whistled at them and threw out ribald remarks. At first Ron was mad when the catcalls came, but Amy finally calmed him down. 
 
    “This is what it is to be a woman,” she said. “Every insult is a compliment to our beauty.” 
 
    “But it’s so rude.” 
 
    “Yep. But it doesn’t matter, and you learn not to go where things can get physical.” 
 
    “Get physical?” 
 
    “Let’s go to Charley Coyote’s!” 
 
    Whooping, Julie pulled a U-ey and headed for the hottest nightclub in town. 
 
    It was still afternoon, so the big crowd hadn’t hit. They were able to walk into the nightclub and found a seat at a small table. Amy and Julie surrounded Ron, and protected him, and they needed to. 
 
    Two guys hit on them, bought them drinks. 
 
    Ron, blinking at free whiskey, sipped. 
 
    Then Julie and Amy danced. And they pressed their fronts against the men’s. It was like watching vertical sex. It was dirty enough that they could have been arrested if they were anywhere except at Charley Coyote’s. 
 
    More men clustered, more booze flowed, and, finally, Ron was asked to dance. The girls were already dancing, there was nobody there was nobody to protect him, and a handsome fellow pulled him to his feet. 
 
    Ron was drunk by now. Not puke drunk, but drunk enough. He tried to go with the flow, to figure out how to let the other guy lead, or let himself follow. It was difficult, but he managed. 
 
    He also managed to put up with being groped, having his neck kissed, and felt the stud’s hard cock being pressed against him. 
 
    He tried to pooch a little further, but there was no way to get away from that horn dog. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Ron took a big glug of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    The girl’s chuckled. “What’s the matter, honey. Boys are a little too aggressive for you?” 
 
    “That’s an understatement.” He finished his drink. Put it down. Another man bought him a drink. 
 
    And Ron started to have a good time. He danced some more, drank some more, and enjoyed the way everybody appreciated him. 
 
    He even started to prick tease. He would press his boobs against them, hide his face against their chests, and he loved the way they made his tits feel. He started to wonder what it would be like to have somebody suck on his nipples. 
 
    And, he began humping. His cock was so horny from all the rubbing the head received in dancing that he couldn’t stop himself. He rubbed his front shamelessly, the itch in his cock head transferring to an itch to the base of his bent cock. 
 
    That was the point that the girls figured that he had had enough. 
 
      
 
    “Woo!” Julie said, pulling into Ron and Amy’s driveway. “That was a blast.” 
 
    Ron was in the backseat, and he watched through dazed eyes as Julie and Amy turned to each other and began kissing. 
 
    It made his cock so hard, and he rubbed it, and…”Oh, God!” He pushed down on the base of his cock, tried to scratch the itch that he couldn’t reach. 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend, let’s see if we can get you off.” 
 
    Julie and Amy got out of the car and helped Ron out. He was wearing two inch heels, and between that and the booze and they had to help him with his balance a little. 
 
    Each one under an arm, they walked him into the house and back to the bedroom. 
 
    “So how do you fuck a guy without a dick?” snickered Julie. 
 
    They pushed him onto the bed and pulled off his dress. 
 
    “Well, there’s anal sex, and maybe we could just rub his head until he came, and…” Amy checked off the methods on her fingers. 
 
    Ron undressed and they positioned him on all fours. 
 
    They stood back and looked at him. His face was down and his butt was up. His cock head poked out from beneath his asshole. He moaned and gave little humping motions. 
 
    “Got a dildo?” asked Julie. “I didn’t bring anything.” 
 
    “Sure. What girl doesn’t have one?” 
 
    Ron glanced behind him. He had never felt so horny. He needed something, and he needed it badly, before he went stark, raving mad. 
 
    Amy reached into a drawer and pulled out a vibrator. She brought out some lubricant and began slathering it on the long vibrator. Her hand went over the lumps and bumps and swirls happily. 
 
    “Lord, that’s a good one.” 
 
    “Reaches every spot.” 
 
    “You’re not going to put that in me!” Ron protested. But while his protest sounded fierce, it wasn’t. He was so horny he was willing to try anything. 
 
    The girls sat on the bed, one on each side of him. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Relax and let us do our magic.” 
 
    “But…you’re not going to…eee!” 
 
    Amy put a finger into his ass and began swirling it around. 
 
    Julie reached under him and began massaging his tits. 
 
    Ron groaned and lost himself in the delicious sensations. He began to hump back with his butt, and Julie inserted her big toy. 
 
    Ron’s eyes went wide. He suddenly realized that he was being fucked. He was being penetrated, and then Amy turned the vibrator on. 
 
    “HE-E-EY!” 
 
    But his core was being shaken. 
 
    “I C-A-A-AN’T… 
 
    Julie kept tickling one nipple, but reached the other hand up and started massaging the head of his cock. 
 
    “YOU…YOU…YOU…” 
 
    He felt his core explode. It was a big explosion, sending a massive stream of gism through his cock. His cock, being bent, felt like it was going to rupture. It was simply the most intense sensation Ron had ever felt in his life. It was like the cum of an elephant being forced through the dick of a mouse. 
 
    “AHHHHHHHH!” 
 
    The girls laughed. Amy kept ramming him, and Julie pinched the head of his cock, then slapped it. 
 
    Ron felt the gism coursing through his bent shaft, almost like it wanted to straighten the shaft out. 
 
    Then the semen spurted, a long, thin squirt that crossed the room and hit the floor eight feet away. 
 
    “F-U-U-U….” 
 
    Then Ron collapsed. 
 
    Julie and Amy looked at each other over his back, then they crawled over him, began kissing and fondling. In a short time they were cumming, too.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Summer came. Ron took his hormone pills and his body changed. His waist became slender and his boobs actually grew bigger. He got extensions for his hair, then his own hair was long enough to style. 
 
    He learned make up and fashion and all the things that women have to learn. 
 
    Fall came, and Ron was now officially a woman. Of course he had a man’s sex drive, and as his body changed his cock head was rubbed even more and more, so he had to get fucked almost every night. 
 
    Julie moved in, and they sometimes slept in the same bed, and sometimes one of the three would sleep in the spare bedroom. 
 
    Ron liked being a woman, but he was wondering about being changed back. He was having so much fun, and…he knew he was going to have to bring it up. It was Thanksgiving when he finally did. 
 
    “Say, girls,” he asked one night when they were all in the bedroom. “When is the big show?” 
 
    Julie and Amy smiled at each other. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You mean for the starving orphans in India?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    The girls laughed more and more, then they finally just dissolved, fell on the floor and held their bellies. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    Amy blurted, “There was no contest.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Julie was howling, but she managed to say, “We just wanted to mess with you. We wanted to do the Lesbian bit, and making you into a girl was the solution, and… you…you…” 
 
    The girls laughed harder and harder. 
 
    Blinking, Ron sat in the vanity chair. 
 
    They had fooled him. 
 
    They had fucked him. 
 
    And he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    When the girls slowed down in their laughing he asked, “So I won’t have to be a man again? 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You cheated on me.” 
 
    Tandy stood five foot six and had better curves than a race track. Her breasts were large and high, her ass was round and firm, and her face should have been in a Hollywood movie. Right then, however, her beauty was obscured by her anger. Her green eyes were flashing and her red mouth was tight. 
 
    “Baby, no! What are you talking about?” 
 
    Roger was five foot seven, slender, and slick. His face was unlined with a soft chin. His eyes were always mocking. 
 
    Except for now. Now he was turning on the charm, trying to talk his way out of his wife’s anger. 
 
    Tandy threw a large envelope on the coffee table.  
 
    Roger’s thin fingers opened the envelope and a dozen pictures slid out on the glass. 
 
    Roger and a brunette, immersed in each other, naked, her thrusting her hips up and him digging his dick down. 
 
    Roger and a blonde, his mouth leeching onto her breasts and he tilted his hips and dove into her pussy. 
 
    Roger and a redhead, her legs folded around his back, him shoving her against a wall, his naked buns thrusting his cock up. 
 
    Roger and…and on and on. 
 
    Six pictures. Six different women. 
 
    This wasn’t a one time dalliance, this was a way of life. 
 
    “Baby, these girls didn’t mean anything.” 
 
    “They mean something to me.” 
 
    “Sure. Another notch on your dick.” 
 
    “Aw, don’t be that way. We can work this out.” 
 
    Roger begged and wheedled and whined, but Tandy had made up her mind. Roger was going to change or else. All she had to do was apply enough pressure that he would want to change. 
 
    “I want a divorce.” 
 
    “No way that’s going to happen,” he stated.  
 
    “Because you don’t want to give up my money?” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “Don’t bother Roger. I know you for what you are now. You’re one of these assholes who finds a purse and digs in. You’re going to want me to pay the alimony. You’re going to want half of all my property.” 
 
    “You’ve got me all wrong.” 
 
    “Have I?” 
 
    “Those girls didn’t mean anything. It’s you I’ve always loved.” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    “Of course I will,” he blurted. 
 
    “Go to Cheater’s anonymous.” 
 
    Roger blinked. “Cheater’s anonymous? What the hell is that?” 
 
    “Like Alcoholics Anonymous, or Gambler’s Anonymous…they help people with problems overcome those problems.” 
 
    “But I don’t have any problems!” 
 
    “Prove it. Go through the Cheater’s Anonymous course. When you’ve done that then I’ll know you really love me, that you want to give up all those sluts and really make our marriage work. If not…I’m going to a judge and have our marriage annulled. Not divorced, but annulled, and with annulment there’s no chance you could get alimony out of me.” 
 
    “Wait a minute…” there was a hint of panic back in his eyes. 
 
    “”Not one minute. Tomorrow I’m going to take you to Cheater’s Anonymous…or to an annulment. Your choice.” 
 
    With that Tandy spun on her high heels and stomped out of the room. 
 
    Roger sat on the couch for a long minute. He stared at the pictures, but didn’t really see them. His mind was too busy to study his pornographic efforts. 
 
    He didn’t want a divorce. Tandy had money and he liked living high on the hog. And this annulment business, that sounded bad. 
 
    He stood up, mixed himself a drink in the kitchen, then headed for the computer room. 
 
    In the computer room he looked up annulment, and what he saw shook him. 
 
    If Tandy got an annulment it would be a declaration that the marriage never happened. No splitting of properties. No alimony. Just him out on his ear. 
 
    He googled Cheaters Anonymous on the net and was directed to a group on Reddit. The group couldn’t seem to make up its mind if it were against cheating, or just a place where cheaters congregated to engage in further affairs. 
 
    He googled again, and finally found the official business called ‘Cheaters Anonymous.’  
 
    He perused the website, and the headline read: 
 
      
 
    Cheater’s Anonymous 
 
    Better Living through Behavior Modification 
 
      
 
    Following were a long list of testimonials. People saying they were so much happier now that they had been fixed.  
 
      
 
    ‘I love and worship my wife now. Thanks, CA, you’ve brought new order to my life.’ ~ Charles J. 
 
      
 
    ‘Thank God I came to CA. My whole life has been resurrected, and now I can treat my wife the way she should be treated.’ ~ Bob F. 
 
      
 
    ‘I was a schmuck, cheating on my wife. Now I am on the straight and narrow and love my wife.’ ~ Ben Hawthorne. 
 
      
 
    The testimonials went on and on, pages of them. 
 
    Then Roger read a write up on the Cheater’s Anonymous methodology. 
 
      
 
    ‘Cheater’s Anon uses the latest, cutting edge technology to enable men to see their faults and correct them. We are dedicated to bringing all men to the truth of themselves, and enabling them to understand how the other half lives. 
 
    And there was more. A lot more. 
 
    CA had been advertised on media. 
 
    CA was endorsed by a list of politicians and celebrities. 
 
    CA was backed up by police organizations, fireman unions, teacher’s unions, and so on. 
 
    Finally Roger leaned back in the swivel and contemplated. 
 
    Some sort of stupid ‘aversion therapy,’ or some such, no doubt. 
 
    A bunch of weak willed idiots that fell for the latest ‘psycho scam.’ 
 
    Heck, he could breeze through that in a jiffy, and go back to being himself. 
 
    He snorted. This was what Tandy wanted him to do? 
 
    Chuckling, he closed the computer, and got up. This was going to be easy. 
 
    He headed for the bedroom, was momentarily pissed when he found it locked, then went into the guest room. 
 
    He undressed and climbed into bed. He lay on his back, looked at the ceiling, and thought, I’ll do this easy. Cheater’s fucking Anonymous, eh? I’ll show them! 
 
      
 
    Tandy rose early in the morning. She got dressed, made herself up, then went down the hall and tapped on Roger’s door. 
 
    “Eh? What?” 
 
    “Time, Roger,” she said to the door. “Get up or get out.” 
 
    Roger climbed out of bed. He yawned. He put his clothes on and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Tandy was making toast and she shoved one piece at him. He forced himself to eat it. 
 
    “I’m telling you now, Roger, you’d better do well on this program.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” he assured her. 
 
    “Because if you aren’t then this is the end of the road for us.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I’ve seen the error of my ways. I’ll do this program and you’ll see a new man.” 
 
    She controlled a snort. He was obviously lying through his teeth. 
 
    Still, she had to give him a chance. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go,” she said. She dumped her coffee cup into the sink and headed for the garage. 
 
    Roger followed along. 
 
    In the garage Tandy headed for the driver’s seat of their Maserati.  
 
    “Hey, I want to drive.” 
 
    “I’m dropping you off.” 
 
    He frowned, then got in the passenger side. 
 
    The trip to the Cheater’ Anonymous building was cold. Tandy didn’t want to talk, and Roger gave up before a couple of blocks had passed. 
 
    They pulled up in front of the building. It was a solid block with no windows, made of cement. It looked more like a prison. 
 
    Roger looked up at the sign over the front door. Cheater’s Anonymous. Okay. Then he focused on the ‘Behavior Modification’ part of their logo. 
 
    Well, they’d find out the hard way. Roger wasn’t about to have his behavior modified. Not by no one, nowhere, nohow. 
 
    Tandy parked in front of the building, got out, and strode up to the front entrance. She led Roger to the front counter and talked to the receptionist. In a jiffy Roger was sitting down on a green, faux leather chair with fake wood arms. He filled out a bunch of forms while the receptionist ignored him. Tandy sat next to him. Like the receptionist, she ignored him, but he knew she was sneaking glances at the form on the clipboard the receptionist had given him. 
 
    Roger hated filling out forms, so he skimmed over all the legalese and just scribbled his signature. Best to just get this stupid stuff done. 
 
    When he was done Tandy took the forms to the receptionist, then came back. She faced him. 
 
    “Well, Roger. I hope you learn from this. You really have hurt me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey,” for a brief moment there was sincerity in his voice. Then he looked up and saw two nurses coming out of the door next to the reception area. 
 
    And, man, were they nurses! They were both stacked, perfect make up, and they were smiling happy grins at him. 
 
    Tandy observed Roger’s eyes light up. It pissed her off that he could be so blatant. “Okay, Roger.” she said, standing up. “I’ll pick you up when they call me. Hurry. Don’t make me take a lover.” 
 
    “What?” he  hadn’t been listening, but when she said that he was startled. “What lover?” 
 
    “It’s in the forms, dear. The ones you just signed. You pledged that you understood that I had needs, and that you wouldn’t be upset if I had them taken care of while you underwent your retraining.” 
 
    “I didn’t sign anything like that!” 
 
    The two beautiful nurses were next to him now. Their nameplates said ‘Roxy,’ and ‘Liz.’ They smiled down at him. “Are you ready, Roger?” 
 
    “Yes. You did,” remarked Tandy. 
 
    Roger’s head was going back and forth between the two nurses and his wife. He managed to blurt. 
 
    “Give me those forms back! I need to see them!” 
 
    “Sorry, Roger.” Tandy turned and walked off. 
 
    Roger leaped to his feet, but before he could follow Tandy the two nurses had each grabbed an arm. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    Tandy kept walking. The nurses turned him towards the door they had come out of. Roger struggled a little, but when he felt them get closer, push him with their bodies, which involved them hugging his arms and him feeling their big breasts he relaxed and let himself be turned. After all, he could handle this stuff with his wife later. 
 
    “I’m Roxy, Roger.” 
 
    “And I’m Liz. We’re so happy to meet you.” 
 
    “Uh…hi.” 
 
    Roger glanced over his shoulder. Tandy opened the front door, and the last Roger saw of her her silky legs were striding, her buttocks was swaying, and her long hair was waving in a light breeze. 
 
    Then he was moving through the door into the back area of the building. 
 
    They were in a long hallway to the left. The hallway was institution green at the beginning, but it morphed into a light pink by the time they reached the door at the end. 
 
    The door opened automatically and the women escorted Roger into a small room. There was a chair that looked like a dentist’s chair in the center of the room. No. A doctor’s chair, with legs that could be opened. 
 
    Along the walls was a desk and two metal shelves. There was a metal door at the other side of the room. In one corner was a large sink. 
 
    Roger looked back and forth between the two women. He couldn’t figure out which one was the more beautiful. He sat in the chair and grinned. 
 
    “Now, Roger, we’re going to take your vitals.” Liz wrapped a sphygmomanometer around his arm and pressed a button. The armband started filling with air. 
 
    Roxie put a thermometer under his tongue. She smiled at him and actually pinched his cheek. “You’re so handsome.” 
 
    Roger would have grinned, except the thermometer would have fallen out of his mouth. The blood pressure band was squeezing his biceps. 
 
    Liz pulled a strap out of the arm rest of the chair and wrapped it around his forearm. Roxie did a strap on his other arm. 
 
    Roger wanted to ask what the straps were for, but that damned thermometer in his mouth stopped him from talking. 
 
    Liz checked his blood pressure. “Excellent,” she murmured. 
 
    While his attention was on her Roxie pulled a strap out of the foot rest and wrapped it around his leg. 
 
    “Ummm?” Roxie stood up and took the thermometer out of his mouth, and while she looked at it Liz took advantage of his distraction to wrap a band around his other leg. 
 
    “Wonderful. Not only handsome, but healthy.” She smiled at Roger. “You’ll do well here, Roger.” 
 
    “What’s with these bands on my arms and legs? It’s hard to move!” 
 
    “Oh, those,” the nurses pulled straps around his belly and snapped them together like a car seat belt. “Those are so you don’t move while we operate.” 
 
    “Operate?” Roger’s voice rose up. “What do you mean operate?” 
 
    Liz moved to a shelf and took down a couple of pairs of scissors. They were large and looked sharp. 
 
    “All applicants for Cheater’s Anonymous go through body modification. It’s part of our program.” Liz smiled at him, then both women bent and started snipping at his clothes. 
 
    “Hey! Wait!” 
 
    The ladies didn’t wait. They snipped up the side of his pant legs and he felt cool air touch his skin. It made his hair stand on end, and he began to struggle. 
 
    “You’re ruining my clothes!” he yelled. 
 
    “Calm down, Roger. We don’t want to have to gag you.” 
 
    “Yes. You’ve been so pleasant…don’t ruin it.” 
 
    The girls snipped up to his waist. 
 
    Roger tried to pull free, to fight, but the straps were tight and held him relatively motionless. 
 
    The girls separated his pants at the waist, then Liz started working on the inside of his legs. Roxie worked on his waist band.  
 
    “I’m going to sue somebody over this!” 
 
    Liz was snipping close to his crotch now, and she smiled at him. “Don’t move, Roger, I’d hate to take off more than your pants.” 
 
    After a few more cuts the girls began pulling pieces of his pants off him and out from under him. 
 
    “Lift your buttocks, dear,” Roxie asked. 
 
    Roger didn’t.  
 
    Liz stuck a pin under his fanny and Roger bucked up. “Ow!” 
 
    Roxie pulled parts of his pants out. 
 
    “There’s the easy way or the hard way,” cooed Liz, then she kissed his cheek. 
 
    They cut off his shirt, and he didn’t object. A shirt wasn’t that big a deal. 
 
    Then he was down to his underpants. 
 
    And his boner. 
 
    “My, this has really gotten you excited,” Liz said, she grabbed his prick through his underwear. 
 
    Roger about strangled, he was so shocked. Yet, on retrospect, he should have expected such an action. 
 
    Roxie cut his underwear off and Roger realized what they were doing. They were making sure his penis poked his underwear out, stretched the material and made it easier for cutting. 
 
    Pieces of underwear were pulled off him, then Liz said, “Lift your buttocks.” 
 
    Roger complied. 
 
    “Isn’t it cute how they learn so fast?” remarked Roxie. 
 
    Liz made the oblique statement, “They learn a lot faster when they aren’t allowed to be men. 
 
    Roger was naked. The pieces of his clothes were pushed into a pile with a broom, then put into a large, black plastic bag. They threw his shoes and socks in after the clothes. 
 
    “Well,” said Roxie. “Now comes the hard part.” 
 
    “Did you want to masturbate him first?” 
 
    “Nah. He’ll be more amenable if he’s hard.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “We’re going to clean your body. All of it.” 
 
    Roxie took a bottle off the shelf and began pouring a gel like substance up and down his legs, his arms, over his torso. Liz snapped on a pair of medical gloves and began smearing the stuff onto him. 
 
    It wasn’t exactly cold, but it wasn’t warm, either. Roger gave a shiver, but it might have been because of his panic. 
 
    They smeared the stuff all over him, reached their hands behind his back, scooted their hands under his buns, spent a long time applying the goop to his groin area. 
 
    Liz’s hands in particular were obsessed with his balls and cock. She stroked him until he was on the edge, then she giggled and backed off. “Not yet, honey,” she whispered. 
 
    Roxie chuckled. 
 
    Then they took a break. They leaned against a desk, talked about the best way to fix spaghetti sauce from the ground up. 
 
    “Hey!” Roger objected. “This stuff is starting to burn.” 
 
    The girls pulled a hose from the sink and sprayed him off. 
 
    “Hey! That’s cold!” 
 
    “Too hot…too cold. Poor boy can’t make up his mind. Squirt some soap there.” 
 
    Liz squirted soap from a bottle and Roxie walked around Roger and squirted him ruthlessly. 
 
    Then Roger noticed something. His hair was coming off! He was losing all his body hair, and then he turned his eyes upward. 
 
    His scalp hair was coming out! He was going to be bald! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he moaned. “What did you do?” 
 
    “Roger,” said Roxie as she put the hose back. “You simply can’t have all that ugly hair. How will you ever become beautiful?” 
 
    “I don’t want to be beautiful.” 
 
    Liz grunted, “Damn! That’s five dollars I owe you.” 
 
    Roxie chortled. “They always say that. It’s a sure bet.” 
 
    “Why?” Roger demanded. “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Because we can?” 
 
    “Because we want to.” 
 
    The girls high fived, then Roxie said, “Because you signed up for this program.” 
 
    “My wife signed me up!” protested Roger. “I didn’t sign up!” 
 
    “You signed the forms. Didn’t you read them?” 
 
    Roger’s silence signified that he hadn’t. 
 
    “Well, you should have. You wouldn’t be complaining so much then.” 
 
    Liz: “So who did you cheat with, Roger?” 
 
    “Was it one woman? Or several.” 
 
    Roger clamped his mouth shut. He was done here. But when he got a hold of a lawyer…oh, boy!” 
 
    “Well, let’s call the doc.” 
 
    “Let me get ahead on squeegeeing the floor first. 
 
    “Of course. Silly me. I’ll wipe him down.” 
 
    Roxie pushed the water on the floor towards a large floor drain. 
 
    Liz wiped and blotted water off Roger and the chair. She had him lift his buttocks,and this time he complied quickly.” 
 
    Roger wasn’t shivering anymore. At least not from the cold. 
 
    “Okay. Call the doctor?” 
 
    “You got it.” Roxie picked up her cell phone from the desk and tapped a number. “Roger’s ready, ma’am. Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Roxie turned to Liz. “She wants you to assist. I’ll go get started on the paperwork.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    Roxie left the room. 
 
    Roger asked in a low tone. “How much can I pay you to get me out of here?” 
 
    “Ha,” Liz smiled. “I would get caught and fired. And…I love what I do. I love fixing cheater’s. I love seeing them get what they deserve. It’s fun. If I were you I’d stop thinking about getting away and start thinking about how to get with the program.” 
 
    “What program? Getting shaved and washed? Having my clothes cut off me? Losing all my hair? What kind of a program is that?” 
 
    “Oh, this is just the start. You’re about to have a grand and glorious adventure. In fact—“  
 
    At that moment the door opened and a woman walked in. But not just any woman. 
 
    “Good morning, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Hello, Liz. Hello Mr. Sanders.” 
 
    She was wearing a pencil skirt that showed her buttocks off. Her boobs were world class mounds of fun. Her face was the stuff of dreams. She was holding her hands up, they were encased in surgical gloves and Liz held an operating coat up for her to slip her arms into. 
 
    Liz tied a couple of ties. Then: “I’ll gown up, ma’am.” 
 
    The doctor gave her a smile, then turned to Roger. “How are you doing, Roger?” 
 
    Roger’s eyes were wide. Unfortunately for him, his cock was standing straight up. He said nothing. 
 
    She smiled. “It looks like you’re doing well.” She tapped his cock and it quivered. “Nice. I guess they haven’t jacked you off yet. Well, we can do that.” 
 
    She grabbed his penis and began stroking it. 
 
    Roger made an ‘urk’ sound in his throat, then gulped. 
 
    “You might as well enjoy it,” the doctor said. “It will be your last one for a while.” 
 
    Roger tried to talk, tried to resist. He didn’t want to be beaten off like a hunk of meat. “Last one?” 
 
    “Yes.” She beat him with one hand and fondled his balls with the other. “Why…why?” 
 
    “Part of the program, Roger.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t introduce myself. My name is Claire Windsor. You may call me Ma’am. If you don’t call me Ma’am then you will suffer such as this. She slapped his balls. Hard. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Yet the slap brought him closer to cumming. He was having a hard time suppressing the urge within. 
 
    Liz came back into the room. She was wearing a gown and gloves and a face mask. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. We should have masturbated him before we called you.” 
 
    “Not to worry, dear. You know how I love giving men their last cum.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Would you like me to slap his balls a bit?” 
 
    “Please do. Roger is resisting.” 
 
    Liz slapped his balls a couple of times, and that did it. Suddenly the semen boiled over, shot up the shaft, squirted into the air. 
 
    Dr. Windsor bent his penis and aimed his cock at the floor. Long squirts of white jetted onto the tiles. 
 
    Roger groaned as the pleasure overcame him. 
 
    “My, he has a lot, doesn’t he,” Liz observed. 
 
    “He cheated with several women, so he must be quite virile.” 
 
    Liz giggled. Don’t you mean was virile?” 
 
    Dr. Windsor laughed, took a clothe and wiped Roger’s penis off. “You’re right. Please adjust the table.” 
 
    Table? Roger looked around. There was no table in the room. 
 
    Liz went to the wall and grabbed a remote control device that was hanging by a cord. She pressed a button. 
 
    Roger started as the chair moved. The legs of the table came up. They stayed together. The back of the chair went back to the horizontal. The arms spread out to the sides. 
 
    Dr. Windsor stood back and watched. 
 
    The chair was now totally horizontal, and Dr. Windsor wheeled a tray of surgical instruments next to Roger. She picked up a grease pencil and hovered over Roger. 
 
    Roger stared up at the doctor. She was uncomfortably close to him. She began making marks on his chest around his pectorals. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice quavering. 
 
    “Slap his balls, please.” The doctor moved back a foot. 
 
    Liz gave him a good slap on the balls. “Hold still, Roger.” 
 
    But Roger couldn’t hold still. He kept wiggling.  
 
    “Better hit him harder.” 
 
    Liz made a fist and punched his testicles harder. 
 
    Roger jerked up, once, turned white, and lay still. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he said. 
 
    Doctor Windsor was working on his chest again, making little marks in circles around his nipples.and she murmured, “I’ll only tell you this once, Roger. You will not curse again. Cursing brings an automatic punishment, and the punishments can become quite extreme.” 
 
    Roger was gasping a little bit, but he managed, “Why can’t I swear?” 
 
    “It’s not ladylike.” 
 
    Roger blinked. “But I’m a man.” 
 
    Dr. Windsor paused, regarded him closely. “Roger, we’re going to convert you.” 
 
    “Convert?” 
 
    “Yes. Convert. Some people call it transitioning, but our methods are a bit more concise, and the length of time of the conversion varies.” 
 
    “What do you mean? Length of time?” 
 
    The good doctor sighed. “How long you will be kept female. Some people only need a few months of conversion. Then they understand things about women they didn’t before, and when they are returned to male, they are properly appreciative and behave themselves. Once you’ve been a woman you understand why you shouldn’t cheat on a woman. Mind you, it’s okay for women to cheat on men, but not men on women.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a woman!” 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t have signed the forms. Or even entered our establishment. But once in, we will deal with you expeditiously.” 
 
    “How…how long would I…” 
 
    “How long will you be female? Every case is different, and it’s up to you. If you learn your lessons and behave yourself, three to six months. But if you don’t behave yourself it could be years. Maybe even the rest of your life.” 
 
    Roger gulped. 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “I understand. But you have cheated, and now you must learn. Do you want to start working on his nails, Liz? It’ll be a while before I’m ready to operate.” 
 
    “You’re going to….what are you…” 
 
    “Shush for a while, Roger. I have other appointments and you’re starting to slow me down. You really should have known this before you arrived.” 
 
    “My wife didn’t tell me.” 
 
    “And you didn’t tell her you were cheating, so hold still.” 
 
    Roger lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. He was shivering, Then he felt Liz doing something to his feet. 
 
    “What…what are you doing?” His voice cracked. He was rapidly losing his nerve. 
 
    “Painting your tootsies, dear.” She lifted up a small bottle. It was bright red, very shiny. “Do you like the color?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no!” 
 
    “I could paint them pink? Pink is very popular these days.” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no!” He was protesting getting his nails painted at all, but she took him to mean he just didn’t want pink nails. 
 
    “Okay.” She continued painting them red. 
 
    Dr. Windsor was measuring his flesh around his nipples. She gathered skin in between her fingers every once in a while. “You’ve got lovely skin, Roger. Very stretchable. I’ll be able to put in our largest implants.” 
 
    “Implants? Did you say implants?” 
 
    “Of course. What kind of a woman would you be without a nice set of ta tas.” The doctor didn’t quite snicker, but it was close. 
 
    “Please,” Roger begged. “Please,” he was close to tears. “Don’t do this to me!” 
 
    “You did it to yourself, Roger. Being so disrespectful to your wife. Don’t you remember your marriage vows?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I’m going to need to do some serious liposuction,” muttered the doctor. 
 
    “Why don’t you remove one of his ribs?” asked Liz. 
 
    “You know…that is an excellent suggestion. I’m going to have to do another set of measurements, but I think he’s a perfect candidate for rib resection.” 
 
    “Wait! No! You can’t!” 
 
    “Shush, Roger. Lower your voice or we’ll spank you.” 
 
    “Are you going to put him in chastity?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I think sewing his penis up would work nicely.” 
 
    “Inverted the shaft and staple it?” 
 
    “No. I think sewing it to the perineum would work wonders. You know how the ladies complain that they get too excited.” 
 
    Roger was moaning lightly now, shaking his head, trying to think. 
 
    “Easy, now, Roger,” said Liz. She flicked his balls with a finger. Roger jerked, but kept moaning. 
 
    “I’m about ready now. Would you like to finish his hands after surgery?” 
 
    “Of course. Let me just finish the enamel.” 
 
    The doctor stood back and began examining the tools on the tray. “I think we’re going to need some more solution.” 
 
    “I’ll get it as soon as I[‘m done here.” 
 
    The doctor leaned over Roger and smiled. “You’re a lucky man, Roger. Fine skin, good bone structure. Your transition will be perfect. Nobody will be able to see that you were once a man. 
 
    Tears were seeping out of his eyes now. “You’re going to take a rib?” 
 
    “Two actually. One on each side. You’ll have the thinnest waist. Of course you’ll probably want to wear corsets from here on out, but that’s a small price to pay for a perfect body. 
 
    The tears were coming harder now, but he wasn’t making audible crying sounds. He tried another argument. 
 
    “You’re experimenting on me! Like Nazis! How can you do that?” 
 
    “You know, Roger, if I had a nickel for every time I’ve been called a Nazi, or the Angel of Death, or some other such thing…” she chuckled. 
 
    “You’d be rich ten times over,” agreed Liz, standing back from Roger’s feet. “I’ll go get the boob juice.” 
 
    “Boob juice?” 
 
    “That’s what we call it,” Dr. Windsor said. “Really, it’s a solution that we inject into your chest. Originally the stuff was used to make what we call ‘vacation boobs.’ We inject and the woman, or man, has a chance to see themselves as a woman for a while. Big chest, you know. Of course the early stuff only lasted a month. What we will give you will last six months. And even then we might need to inject a solvent to help break it down.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You’re about to have a world class set of breasts, Roger.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Thin waist, big boobs, a bit of liposuction, you’ll be wonderful. In fact, we’ll take some of the fat out of your body and put it in your butt. You’ll have quite the booty. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    Roger began to wail. To cry. To sob uncontrollably.” 
 
    “Oh, dear,” said the doctor. “He was doing so well, too.” 
 
    Liz came back into the room with a couple of gallon jugs. 
 
    “Want me to put him under?” 
 
    “No bother, dear. I’ll do it. Just see to the solution.” 
 
    Dr. Windsor pulled a face cup down from the ceiling and placed it over Roger’s face. 
 
    He thrashed, as well as he could under the restraints, but Dr. Windsor pushed the face cup down on his face and kept him head still. 
 
    Roger gasped…then tried to hold his breath. 
 
    “You can count backwards from a hundred if you wish?” Dr. Windsor advised. 
 
    But Roger was wide-eyed and desperate, and he breathed, and the world faded. 
 
    After a minute the doctor let the cup reel back towards the ceiling. She picked up a scalpel and began cutting. “Get the saw ready, dear. I’m taking the ribs out first, then we’ll do the lipo, then we’ll put his breasts in.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Unh,” Roger heard himself groan. Then he realized he was groaning. He felt sick to his stomach, but otherwise…sort of loosy goosy. 
 
    He turned in bed, and realized he wasn’t in bed. Not his own, comfortable, king size bed. And his wife…where was Tandy? 
 
    Then it came flooding in on him. The show down with Tandy, going to the Cheater’s Anonymous building. 
 
    And the nurses and the doctor. 
 
    He opened his eyes, and reality came crashing in on him. 
 
    His eyes had long lashes fluttering over his eyes. His hand was in front of his face, and it was tipped with long, red fake nails. 
 
    He moved, and felt the big pillows on his chest. They were huge! They shifted and he was unbalanced. 
 
    “What?” He sat up. 
 
    He was in a sort of a dormitory, but it was a sissy sort of dorm. 
 
    There were ten beds, a dresser between each bed, high heels lined up under the beds. In each bed was a slumbering form. 
 
    At the end of the dorm was a nurse sitting at a desk. She was reading a book, it looked like one of those trashy Alyce Thorndyke novels. ‘The Broken Man,’ or something. She turned the pages idly. Her bright desk lamp was the only light in the dorm, except for a dull night light in a wall socket at the other end. 
 
    Roger pushed back his covers and stood up. He wavered, unbalanced by the big monsters on his chest. The weight of them hurt, and he folded his arms under his boobs to help support them. He stepped out into the center of the dorm and walked down the aisle towards the nurse at the desk. As he walked he became aware that his groin was different. He dick didn’t swing. He still had it, but.something was wrong. And his nuts…where were they? 
 
    Oh, crap! More memories came into his mind. All the things Doctor Windsor had said…. 
 
    The nurse saw him stumbling down the aisle and raised her eyes, then she closed the book and put it aside. 
 
    “What…what…” Roger bumbled, totally confused. 
 
    “Sit here, Regina.” The nurse indicated a chair next to the desk. 
 
    Roger sat. “Regina?” 
 
    “That is your name now that you have been feminized. Pretty, isn’t it?” 
 
    “What am I doing here?” 
 
    “You’re being converted. You’re supposed to be sleeping, but I know how antsy you girls get when you first arrive.” 
 
    Roger held up his hands. He was so confused. “What are these.” 
 
    “Those are your pretty fingernails. You’re going to have to learn an entirely new way to use your hands. Doing dishes, doing laundry, using knives and forks…everything will be new. My name is Samantha. You may call me Miss Samantha, or just Ma’am. I know everything is confusing these first few days, so feel free to come see me any time you want. Just make sure you address me, or any of the nurses, properly.” 
 
    “What happens if I don’t?” 
 
    Nurse Samantha reached for what looked like a pendant hanging between her large breasts. “This will remind you. Would you like to see how it works?” 
 
    “What does it do?” 
 
    “I’m going to touch it very gently. Don’t be alarmed.” Samantha pressed the little button in the center of the disk and Roger felt his groin suddenly go BZZZZ! 
 
    He jumped and grabbed his groin, and his dick was there, but it was hanging down and stuck against his body. His boobs, now not supported, fell down his chest. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” he muttered, and put one arm back under his boobs to support them. He was feeling for his balls and realized they ween’t there, either. 
 
    “Please, no swearing,” Samantha smiled. “You only get this one warning, then that vibration you feel down under will become painful.” 
 
    “Oh…what happened to my nuts?” 
 
    “Your penis has been pulled down between your legs and sutured to your body. Your balls have been put up in your pubic area from whence they dropped.” 
 
    Roger’s mind didn’t seem to be working on all cylinders, and he mumbled, and felt himself. The nurse was right. His dick was in the down position, but pressed against his body. He cold feel the little threads, and above his peeny his ball sacs were empty. They just hung there, and as he continued exploring this are he realized that his testicles had been forced up into the cavities in his pubic area. There was a ring around the base of his cock. It had been sewn on, so it looked like a piercing. His dick went between his legs and the head came out just below the crack of his buns. 
 
    “Why…why have you done this?” 
 
    “Girls don’t have balls. For that matter, they don’t have peenies. Of course the clitoris is sort of like a cock head, but…you understand?” 
 
    “I under…no. I don’t!” 
 
    “Easy, Regina. Keep your voice low. Girls are sleeping. 
 
    But Roger was having trouble. His face was different, and coming out from under the anesthetic he realized that his waist was thin, and he was sitting on more fat than his ass had! 
 
    He stood up, looked at his body. He felt his midsection and realized one of his ribs was missing! He was skinny in the waist, and his chest was so…so…big! 
 
    “Change me back, he whispered hoarsely. 
 
    “Roger. I want you to calm down. I can put you to sleep with this little device. I can give pleasure so sweet you’ll cum. Or I can knock you out. That will hurt.” 
 
    “But I don’t want this!” His voice was rising. 
 
    “Roger,” Samantha warned. 
 
    But Roger was winding up. He opened his mouth and Samantha hit the button. Hard. 
 
    Pain shot through Roger’s groin. It was like being kicked in the balls by a horse. A big horse with sharp shoes. He just doubled over and passed out. 
 
      
 
    Roger jerked awake. He was back in the pink bed again, but this time he wasn’t hazy. The anesthetic had worn off and he was aware of everything. 
 
    He felt his chest. Yep. Big watermelons. 
 
    He felt his groin, and felt the downward curve of his penis and the absence of his nuts. 
 
    He felt his body, became aware of his narrow waist, his fat ass, and the fact that he was sore. Very sore. 
 
    Well, try having a rib cut out of your body and see how it affects you. 
 
    And now there weren’t any drugs to stop the pain. 
 
    “You better get up and get ready,” a voice whispered to him. 
 
    Roger opened his eyes and looked out from under the blanket he was wrapped in. 
 
    A girl was making up the bed to the side of him. She was dressed in a pink pinafore with a high hem and a white blouse. Her boobs were almost as large as Rogers. 
 
    Roger looked to the other side and saw another girl making up the bed on that side of him.  
 
    He turned back to the first girl, “Were you—“ he stopped talking and his eyes widened. His voice was very high. He tried again, keeping his voice lower. “Were you talking to me?” His voice was a little lower, but not by much. 
 
    “You better get up and get dressed. We need to be ready for inspection.” 
 
    Roger stared at the girl. She had long lashes, and he had long lashes. And she had plump, red lips. He felt his own mouth. He couldn’t see it, but it felt like his lips were bigger. What had they done to him? 
 
    When the girl cleared her throat Roger sat up, kept the blanket around him to hide his nakedness, and his boobs and newly re-shaped body. He felt his head and realized he was wearing some kind of a wig. He had been wearing it earlier, when he had first woken up, but he had been so out of it he hadn’t taken note of it. Now he did, and the hair of his wig was down his back, curled over his shoulders. 
 
    “Your pinafore is in the middle drawer. Your underwear is in the top drawer.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    “They’ll make you. And you shouldn’t swear.” 
 
    Roger snorted. He wasn’t going to dress up all girly. 
 
    The girl next to his bed finished making her bed, folding her clothes in the dresser drawers. She put on her high heels just in time. A whistle blew and all the girls in the dormitory stood at the foot of their beds. 
 
    Roger stood up, held the blanket tightly around him, and moved up to a yellow line that ran the length of the dorm, and upon which the foot of the beds were aligned. 
 
    Three women entered the dormitory. One was Liz, the other two Roger hadn’t seen before. They wore navy blue pencil skirts, blouses, and navy blue short jackets. They were all stacked, made up, and had no expression on their faces. 
 
    One woman stood in the center of the aisle. Behind her the night nurse stood behind her desk. 
 
    The other two women walked from bed to bed. They checked the fall of the spreads on the beds, made sure they were all precisely 10 inches. They opened drawers, and if everything wasn’t perfectly neat they emptied the drawers on the floor. They inspected the girls, making sure their uniforms were worn to an exact specification. 
 
    If the girls passed inspection the woman doing the inspecting said, “Pass,” and pressed the button on the pendant hanging between their breasts. The girl who had passed suddenly had weak knees, and even had to grab the side of the bed so as not to fall. 
 
    If the woman said “Fail,” and pressed the pendant the girl who had failed collapsed on the ground. They held their groins and cried. 
 
    It was a classic ‘carrot and stick’ discipline, and it worked, as most of the girls passed. 
 
    The woman who was inspecting Roger’s side of the dormitory ignored him and continued down the line. 
 
    Roger was in the middle of his row of beds, and the women standing in the center of the aisle spoke loudly, but politely. “The lady in bed three is Regina. Please feel free to help her adapt. If she doesn’t adapt you will all pay the price.” She fingered her pendant, but didn’t press it. 
 
    “Regina. If you will come see me.” 
 
    Roger looked around. He knew he was ‘Regina,’ but he didn’t want to admit to it so easily. He moved slowly into the aisle and approached the woman. 
 
    “Regina. The girls will teach you about proper uniforms and deportment. You will be dressed on time tomorrow. Today you will not be allowed into breakfast until you are properly attired. Remember. You are part of a sisterhood now. Behave, support the sisterhood, and you will thrive. Be a bitch and you will be punished. Return to your bed now.” 
 
    Roger was deflated. He had planned to give the woman a piece of his mind, but she had jumped on him without giving him an opening. He turned and returned to his bed. His frown grew, and the girl at bed four groaned. 
 
    “Did you say something, Nancy?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am!” the girl at bed four replied, and she gave a deep curtsy. 
 
    Roger was disgusted. If this girl at bed four wasn’t a girl, if she was a man, then she was a weak willed sissy. 
 
    The inspection ended and a whistle blew. The girls, except for beds four, five and six, filed out of the room. The three woman watched them walk and offered advice in no nonsense voices. 
 
    “Place your feet in line. Make your ass sway!” 
 
    “Back straight! Have you no pride?” 
 
    “Let me hear those heels click!” 
 
    On each side of Roger’s bed the girls turned to him. “I’m Nancy. She’s Brenda. Brenda, if you get the bed I’ll help her get dressed.” 
 
    “Him. I’m a him.” 
 
    “Not now, sister.” Nancy stated as she opened up his dresser drawer. She tossed panties and a bra at Roger. “Put those on. Quick.” 
 
    Roger moved slowly, and Nancy grew impatient. 
 
    “You have to move fast. If you don’t move fast enough we all get punished.” 
 
    That didn’t impress Roger, but he did move an iota faster. 
 
    “Here, let me fasten your bra. You’ll have to do it yourself, but the first few times are tricky.” 
 
    Nancy put the bra around him, filled the cups with his ample boobs, and put her arms around him, and fastened the back. 
 
    Roger froze. He was being hugged, after a fashion, and Nancy’s boobs pressed against him. He felt his dick trying to get hard and going nowhere. 
 
    “Have you peed yet?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “It’s a simple question. Have you peed?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Okay. Put this on,” she handed him a pinafore. “The bathroom is on the way. The pink door with the naked girl body on it.” 
 
    “Is there a blue door with a male body on it?” 
 
    “No. And don’t be so smart. Is his bed finished, Brenda?” 
 
    “Just now. Is he ready?” 
 
    “Shoes.” 
 
    Both girls were wearing high heels, and they seemed agile in them. But they handed him a pair of short, white socks with fringes on the top, and a pair of Mary Janes. 
 
    He sat on his bed, which caused a sigh from Brenda, and pulled on the socks, then the shoes. 
 
    Roger felt funny. He hadn’t intended to wear this stuff, but it looked like he had no choice. He was going to have to wear something, and this was what everybody else was wearing, so… 
 
    “Okay, Regina, let’s go.” 
 
    Roger stood up and followed Nancy and Brenda. They walked with tapping heels, straight backs and their boobs thrust out proudly. He walked like a schlumpf. His shoulders were bowed, he clumped like a clodhopper, and he was more than irritated. 
 
    As soon as he turned into the hallway his balls were shocked. BZZZZZ! 
 
    “What the fuck!” he grabbed his groin, was unable to feel his burning balls, and glared at Liz. 
 
    Liz held her pendant and was concealing a smirk. “Walk correctly. And this is for swearing.” 
 
    BZZZZZ! 
 
    Roger’s knees hit the floor and he bent over. Suddenly he felt sick to his stomach, which was what being shocked in this manner resulted in. 
 
    “Come on, Regina, up on your feet. You’ll miss breakfast.” 
 
    Roger staggered forward, Liz lifting his arm a little to help him. She whispered, “You’ve simply got to control your potty mouth.” 
 
    “Bathroom,” he muttered back. 
 
    Liz showed him to the pink door with the outline of a lady leaning against a wall on it. Roger entered, and found no urinals. He blurted, “Where do I pee?” 
 
    Liz knew what he was referring to. “You can’t stand up to pee.” 
 
    Grumbling, Roger pulled up his dress, pulled down his panties, and sat in a stall. He listened to his pee tinkling in the basin, and he looked at his dress. His boobs. He felt so stupid. The weird thing was that his sewed up cock kept trying to rise up. 
 
    “Hurry, Regina. Don’t forget to blot.” 
 
    Disgusted, Roger reached behind himself and blotted his cock head. It was so odd, sticking out behind, under his crack. He was going to have to be careful when he dumped. 
 
    He pulled up his panties and dropped his dress and exited the stall. And saw himself in the mirror. He stopped, was frozen, then stepped to the big mirror on the wall opposite the stalls. 
 
    He had long eyelashes. They had done that to him, how can you miss long shutters over your eyes?  
 
    What he wasn’t prepared for was the plumpness of his lips and the red color. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Liz was waiting at the door. “We inked your lips in. Your eyelashes are permanent glue. You’ll learn how to replace them every week. Right now we need to get to the dining hall.” 
 
    Roger stepped back in shock, and saw his body fully. His waist was thin, maybe 24 inches. He felt his midsection and could feel the missing rib. And his love handles, they were gone! And he realized they were in his butt! Even his face had been changed! 
 
    “Come on, Regina. I don’t want you starving on your first day. 
 
    Roger stumbled out of the bathroom and followed Liz out of the bathroom. 
 
    Breakfast was not breakfast. It wasn’t sit down and eat something your wife cooked. It was cook it yourself, then sit down. Then clean the dishes. They didn’t have big counters, but small sinks, and everywhere he turned there were woman dressed in pencil skirts and jackets offered corrections. 
 
    One or two of the women so corrected received “Fail!” and shocks. Most of the girls received praise, and their legs quivered as they were brought to the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    As Roger went through the procedure, and received praise, he realized a nasty truth. The buzz happened in his groin, but he didn’t orgasm. The ladies in charge rarely gave out full orgasms. They preferred to ‘edge’ the inmates. To bring them pleasure again and again, but to withhold that final treat. 
 
    When he received his ‘treat’ Liz whispered, “You really need to try harder. But I know you need a little sweetness, or you won’t be able to make the journey to womanhood.” 
 
    Roger thought about this as he ate his mush. As a newby he was only allowed mush. He would be allowed things like bacon and eggs, or French toast, when he a) proved competence at preparing and cleaning up after oatmeal, and b) when his class marks were of a certain level. 
 
    From breakfast Roger was ordered to a classroom. All the girls were ordered to a classrooms, but he was alone, walking down a hall, following a red line on the floor. 
 
    In this lonely moment of just walking Roger looked for windows, or even skylights. None. 
 
    Fire exits. Nope. 
 
    Doors that were unlocked. None. 
 
    He arrived at a door and tried the knob. Locked. Frustrated, upset, he knocked on the door. 
 
    After three seconds, the amount of time it took a person to cross the small room, the door swung back. 
 
    The room was only ten by ten, if that, and there was a vanity table against one wall. 
 
    “Hello, Regina. I’m Sandy. I’ll be assisting you with make up. Have a seat,” she indicated the chair in front of the vanity table. 
 
    Roger slowly sat and stared at himself in the mirror. With the bright globes surrounding the mirror he could see his face very clearly. He studied his pores, the permanent eyeliner inked in, the way his hair…his hair? 
 
    OMG! he thought. They gave me a wig! 
 
    He touched his hair. 
 
    Sandy pulled up a chair and sat next to him, facing him. She handed him a small sponge. “First we need to cleanse your face. Watch how I do it to the right side of your face, and you do it to the left side of your face. 
 
    She was close to him, her breasts brushing his arm, her breath on his face. He watched in the mirror and tried to follow her actions. 
 
    She circled, stroked, got all the corners of his face, and spoke gently to him. 
 
    “You may wonder why you need to put on make up after you’ve received permanent make up. The fact is that ink can fade, or perhaps you wish to cover it up for a look.” 
 
    Roger stared at her in the mirror, tried to focus, but his whole person was feeling the revolt within. This was wrong. He was a man! 
 
    “As you proceed through the training you will learn lots of things that will help you be a better woman. Some may not seem so obvious in the beginning.” 
 
    Roger started crying. He didn’t want to do this. 
 
    “There, there,” Sandy patted his shoulder. Then she reached for her pendant. She pressed it lightly and Roger felt the buzz tremble through him. It was very light, just a promise, but it took his mind off his problems. His dick struggled against its sutures, his face, so different and…and…pretty. His wife putting him in this hellhole. He could see that they would work on him, chip away at him, and they would change him. He could see himself as a sissy, prancing away, limp wristed and…and sexually malfunctioned. 
 
    Sandy watched his face transform, saw the anger rising up. She frowned and pressed the pedant harder. 
 
    BZZZZZ! 
 
    But Roger was going over the top, and Sandy hadn’t changed the pendant setting for punishment. She was giving pleasure, and Roger was going over the top. 
 
    He thought about what they would have him do. He had read stories by Grace Mansfield, and he knew he would be reduced to a simpering cock sucker. 
 
    His face was actually transforming, rage showing. He saw the rage in him in the mirror, and he liked it. He was fighting back, resisting. 
 
    Sandy pressed harder, and his penis erupted. A violent orgasm. Semen spewing out from his cock head and pooling on the seat. 
 
    He stood up and turned towards Sandy. 
 
    “Roger!” She tried to back up, but Roger grabbed her hand and pried the pendant out of it. 
 
    “Ow!” she cried. He might have a feminine body, but he still had masculine muscles. 
 
    He threw it on the floor, stepped on it. He felt the start of a pain buzz, then the thing shorted out. 
 
    “Roger!” Sandy stood up, but Roger had had enough. This place wasn’t for him. He punched Sandy in the face. 
 
    Sandy went down on the floor and held her face and cried. 
 
    “How do you like it, bitch!” he snarled. 
 
    For the moment he felt like himself. Cock of the walk, friend of the working girl, ready to rock and roll, a swinging dick if ever there was one. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped into the hallway. He began running. 
 
    The inside of the building was a maze of classrooms, dorm rooms, bathrooms, the dining hall. Shortly Roger was confused. He didn’t know where he was going. He saw no stairs and doors to the outside world. He ran and he ran, and the anger began to leech out of him. He was running for his life, a fearful thing, and it was hard to maintain his anger. 
 
    Finally, he found a staircase and ran down it. He stepped out of a door and found himself in…a mall? 
 
    No! It was a mock up of a mall, where women learned to shop, to chat, to have their ears pierced. 
 
    And everywhere there were women! Women like him! Pink pinafores, high heels, made up to the nines. 
 
    And ladies in pencil skirts and jackets. The official uniform for the people who ran Cheater’s Anonymous.  
 
    He started running, now scared, he had to get out…he had to…BZZZZZ! 
 
    He lay down on the floor, fetal fashion, holding his burning groin. “Oh, God!” he cried out. But God, that day, was female. 
 
      
 
    Roger opened his eyes. He was back in the little room he had first been in. He was strapped to the chair, and Liz and Dr. Windsor were chatting at the door. 
 
    “What?” Roger asked blearily. He hadn’t been drugged, but the shock to his balls had rendered him a bit goofy. 
 
    “Here he is. Good morning, Regina.” 
 
    Roger remembered everything. He mumbled, “Not Regina.” 
 
    “You’ve been a bad girl, Regina, and we’re going to have to do something about that.” 
 
    “Lemme go.” Tears dropped from his eyes. 
 
    Liz blotted his eyes gently and soothed him. “There, there, Regina. We’ll make it all better.” 
 
    “I wanna go home,” he sniffed. 
 
    Dr. Windsor moved a rolling tray over to him. She picked up a syringe while Liz patted his biceps with alcohol. 
 
    “It would be very dangerous for us to let you go in your fragile state. You are mid conversion, you wouldn’t know if you were male or female. That could lead to calamitous events, including a complete mental breakdown.” 
 
    “Lemme go!” Roger begged. 
 
    Dr. Windsor pushed the needle into his arm, pressed the plunger. 
 
    “What’s that?” Roger looked down to his biceps as Dr. Windsor pulled the needle out. 
 
    Dr. Windsor put the hypodermic on the rolling table and Liz pushed the table away. 
 
    Dr. Windsor pulled up a chair and faced Roger. She smiled wanly and began speaking. 
 
    “You have that thing called ‘toxic masculinity.’ You treat women like they are objects, or worse. The cure, of course, is to have you walk a mile in a woman’s shoes.” 
 
    She sighed, considered her next words, then said, “Unfortunately, you had a very bad reaction. Normal for somebody like you, protesting against your inner femininity, but we had to give you a chance. Everything would have been so simple if you just accepted the training.” 
 
    “But I’m not a…a…female!” 
 
    “But you could be.  Instead, you decided to hit Sandy, you destroyed a remote, you ran amuck through the halls, and frightened all the ladies in our mock up mall.” 
 
    “I just want to go home!” 
 
    “There is a drug called rohypnol.  The date rape drug. Of course it is very loose, sort of a shotgun drug. But we have developed it further. You won’t go unconscious, but you will become amenable to our suggestions. More important, our suggestions will stay with you forever. What we teach you from this point on…it will last.” 
 
    “What are you saying?”  
 
    “You will attain an amenable frame of mind. You will follow instructions, and you will complete the course. Faster than you normally would.” 
 
    “You’re giving me a drug?” 
 
    That he would be surprised was ridiculous. They had given him drugs, done surgery on him, shocked him…that they would now forgo the use of chemicals was actually a silly idea. 
 
    “There are unfortunate side effects to our new and improved rohypnol. For instance, you will lack greatly when it comes to being able to make decisions. If you do the dishes, when you are done you might just stand at the sink and look down. You’ll have difficulty driving a car. That requires intelligent thought.” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “In fact, you will require supervision. On the other hand, you will always be happy. We will tell you to be happy, and you will be.” 
 
    “But…it’s reversible! I’ll be able to come back from this…this rohypnol stuff, right? 
 
    Dr. Windsor shook her head. “Sorry, Regina. It’s a one way trip. But don’t worry. We’ve explained all this to your wife, she’s still willing to take care of you. You’ll be quite happy.” 
 
    Roger felt a haze seeping over his mind. His upset was slowly waning. 
 
    “Now, one thing we have to do is combine the rohypnol with sex.” 
 
    “Sex?” he said, wonderingly. 
 
    “Liz? Bring him along?” 
 
    The chair had wheels on it, and Liz pushed the thing through the door and into the long hall. 
 
    “You can’t do this to me,” said Roger. But he wasn’t intense, or even protesting. He was just talking. 
 
    Through the big building they went, finally getting onto an elevator. It was more of a freight elevator, and doors came down and up. The elevator descended. 
 
      
 
    They stepped out into a basement. It was old, a little rank, and the lighting was dim. 
 
    Roger’s head was lolling back and forth on the chair. 
 
    “Horizontal, please?” 
 
    Liz pressed a button on the back of the chair and the legs came up, the back went down, and he was suddenly flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Helping you adjust to womanhood.” 
 
    Roger had the feeling he should be wanting to cry, but he was feeling pretty happy now. 
 
    “That rohypnol stuff is pretty good,” he remarked. 
 
    Liz and Dr. Windsor chuckled. 
 
    They slid the table up to a machine. A long rod came out of the machine and a dildo was on the end of the rod. 
 
    Dr. Windsor positioned the Rod between Roger’s legs, and Liz began smearing lubricant on his hole. 
 
    “Ooh, that feels so-o-o good!” Roger exclaimed. 
 
    Liz smiled. “And just think. You’ll get to do this every day.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    Dr. Windsor said, “Now, Regina, this will rub against your cock head, and it will penetrate you. You get the best of both worlds. Of course you might find it a little much in the beginning, but you’re going to learn to love it. Okay?” 
 
    “I’m going to love this.” 
 
    “That’s right. And you love being a girl.” 
 
    “I love being a girl.” 
 
    “And you love doing the dishes and cleaning the house.” 
 
    “I do! I do!” Roger was getting excited, and Liz and Dr. Windsor nodded to each other. 
 
    “Here we go, Roger, welcome to your new life.” 
 
    Liz flicked a switch and the machine between Roger’s legs came to life. The rod began going back and forth, and Roger felt something enter him, take his breath away, and then retreat. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    “Okay, Regina. I’m going to leave now, but I’ll be back, and Liz will be right here. You can always talk to her.” 
 
    Roger nodded. Right at the moment he couldn’t speak at all. His asshole was feeling so good he couldn’t even think about formulating speech. All he could do was feel good and be happy. 
 
    Dr. Windsor left, and Liz hovered over Roger. “Would you like to watch a little TV?” 
 
    Roger couldn’t answer. The head of his cock was being rubbed, and he couldn’t get a full boner, and he was trying to bend a little, to pooch out his butt, but the straps on the table stopped him. 
 
    Liz stepped back and clicked a remote. 
 
    Roger stared up at a TV mounted in the ceiling. He watched a pretty woman talking to a man. they looked like they were in love. 
 
    “This is Sleepless in Seattle,’ Regina. You’re going to love this movie and want to watch it over and over. We’ve also got other movies, like ‘When Harry Met Sally,’ and ‘Pretty Woman,’ and…and we’ve got all the seasons of …’Sex and the City! This just thrills you!” 
 
    Roger was thrilled, and he would have clapped his hands together in glee, if they weren’t strapped down. 
 
    The machine pumping between his legs, the movies playing on the ceiling, the drugs flowing through his system, Roger finally put aside his male toxicity and began to enjoy life.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Welcome home, Roger.” Tandy smiled wanly. 
 
    “Hi,” said Roger. He stood at the front door, having just been delivered by the ladies of Cheater’s Anonymous. 
 
    “Well, come in and tell me about your experiences.” 
 
    She was a little worried. Roger had been the most toxic man she had ever met. She had had him investigated and it turned out that he had cheated on her more than just the paltry half dozen women she had known about. He had cheated anywhere and everywhere with anything and everything. 
 
    So even though she knew all about the program, and had had updates on how Roger was faring, she was cautious. 
 
    Could Roger really turn over a new leaf? 
 
    Roger entered the apartment, mincing on his high heels. His face was perfectly made up, and Tandy caught her breath.  
 
    Oh, my God! she thought. This is my husband? 
 
    Roger was wearing a pencil skirt, dark green, and a faux leather jacket. His hair was long and luscious. His lips looked so red and…and kissable! 
 
    She tried to breath. He had left a bully man, and returned a beautiful woman. Was this what she wanted? 
 
    Roger stood in front of her for a second, then he knelt on one knee and put his forehead against the back of her hand. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    Tandy blinked. She helped him to his feet. “Well, perhaps we should have a snack on the patio and you can—“ 
 
    “Would you like tea? Pepsi? Something stronger?” 
 
    Tandy swooned at his attention. My God! 
 
    “A wine cooler,” she mumbled. 
 
    Five minutes later she was laying on the lounge chair outside. She sipped a wine cooler, perfectly blended, and Roger was rubbing her feet. 
 
    “If it’s okay, could we get me a new wardrobe?” 
 
    “Would you like to get?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I need all sorts of things.” His voice was higher pitched and his lips were so fascinating. They were almost mesmerizing as they moved. It was like every word was a kiss.  
 
    “I need underwear and dresses and…I’m so sorry to be such a bother.” 
 
    Tandy was getting wet. The way he was simpering and begging, it was unbelievable, and…hot. 
 
    “And, I’ve realized that I need to do more around the house.” 
 
    “What?” Tandy was shocked. 
 
    “I can do the laundry and dinner. I can vacuum and polish and…and I’ll make sure I keep the hedges trimmed and the lawn and…” 
 
    As Roger bubbled on Tandy fell more and more in love. This was the man she had dreamed of. This was a man who cared about her! 
 
    As he ran through his litany of tasks, and then slowed down, waiting for approval, Tandy took his face in her hands and kissed his beautiful, red lips. 
 
    Roger responded wonderfully. He kissed her tenderly. When she was properly warmed up he felt her breasts, helped her out of her blouse and bra, and attended to her nipples so thoroughly she was almost a puddle. 
 
    Then Roger pulled her dress up and her panties down and put his red lips to work down there. 
 
    Tandy held his head and orgasms rushed through her. It was incredible! She couldn’t believe it. Where had this man learned how to make love? 
 
    When she was done, brought to that perfect place where she neither needed nor wanted more, Roger slid down and hugged her body. 
 
    She brushed his hair and asked,  “Roger? Would you like to cum?” 
 
    Roger looked up at her, “Only if you want me to.” 
 
    Tandy sat up, helped Roger to his feet, and lifted his dress. She pulled down his panties…and stopped. 
 
    “Roger? Where’s your dick?” 
 
    “They put it between my legs. It’s still there. It’s sutured in place. That way I don’t have a bulge in any of my dresses.” 
 
    Tandy stared at the slope of flesh that went back between his legs. She felt it, then she reached around and felt his erect, dripping cock head. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she said. 
 
    “I…uh, I don’t make love that way anymore. I mean, I can have my penis released, but I like it when the woman uses a dildo, or a strap on. Of course it rubs against the head of my peeny, and sometimes I have little accidents, but…” 
 
    He rambled on and Tandy sat back in amazement. He was perfect. He was the perfect husband. 
 
    Roger, realizing she was thinking, was silent, waiting until it was appropriate that he speak. 
 
    Tandy looked up at him. He was so beautiful. 
 
    “There’s only one thing,” Roger said in a soft voice. 
 
    “What’s that?” Tandy expected him to say something, do something, that would break this wonderful spell she was under. 
 
    But he only said, “Can you call me Regina?” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John met Mary at a bar. 
 
    She was the gay one. Wearing a mini skirt and plunging top she whirled and danced and laughed gaily. 
 
    John watched her from a corner table. She was bright and vivacious, charming all with her smile and laughter. Her 38 inch boobs didn’t hurt, either.  
 
    John smiled as she danced into a fellow’s arms, swung with him, then abandoned him. She had gone through a half a dozen fellows, trying them out, then discarding them. 
 
    The funny thing was that she wasn’t there for the drinks. 
 
    John heard man after man offer to buy her a drink, and man after man she turned down. She just kept laughing, her eyes bright like she was on something, but nobody knew what. 
 
    But, God, she was a looker. 
 
    John waved a hand at the waitress and shortly was sucking down a bourbon and Coke. He listened to the music, watched the girl, and wondered how he could succeed where a dozen guys had failed. 
 
    How could he make her like him, go with him, share some of her magic with him. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
    And he decided to try backwardsitus on her. 
 
    John finished his drink, stood up and went to the bar. He faced away from her and ordered a beer. He nursed it. He watched her in the bar mirror. 
 
    Guys were clapping, her skirt whirled up to give flashes of what looked like metallic colored underwear. Her boobs almost fell out of her blouse. 
 
    Only a matter of time. 
 
    She danced. She kissed men on the cheek and moved to the next man.  
 
    John positioned himself, watched her coming his way, then turned so she would bump into him. 
 
    She bumped, but he was ready, “Oopsy,” he called out, laughing, and he protected his mug from spilling. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, man,” said her partner.  
 
    She laughed, abandoned her partner, who frowned, and they circled the small floor. 
 
    She was light on her feet. Her chest pressed against his. She hugged him and laughed at him. Then he looked at his watch and smiled at her. “I’ve got to cut this short.” 
 
    He stepped away from her, and she blinked. 
 
    The one that got away.  
 
    He said, “You’re a good dancer, hope you’re not offended.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” She grabbed his arm, stopping him from leaving. She was used to being the winner, to controlling the boys, but here was one who wasn’t smitten by her flirting ways. “Where you going?” 
 
    He stopped, looked down at her. Backwarditus had worked, she wanted what she couldn’t have, and now it was time to stick the skewer in. 
 
    “Oh, nowhere…” But he was tugging so very slightly, trying to get away, which mad her hold him all the harder. Then he shifted back to her, frowned, and said, “You’ve got something in your eye.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Bit of dirt, I think. Here…” He pulled out a handkerchief, dipped the corner into his beer, and dabbed at her skin right next to her eye. 
 
    “I’ve got…oh…thank you.” 
 
    He grinned. “Now you’ve got a clean spot.” 
 
    She smiled, not sure what was happening, and stopped him yet again. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to buy a girl a drink?” 
 
    He glanced around. People were looking at them, but guys were starting to look away. Somebody else had caught the fish. 
 
    “Well, I guess. You haven’t been drinking too much, have you?” 
 
    “No…no. I don’t usually drink at a place like this.” 
 
    John waved at the bartender for a couple of beers, and he and Mary sat down at a table. She was gazing at him like he was a real, genuine curiosity. 
 
    “Really? The way you were dancing I figured you were imbibing freely.” Translation, drunk as a skunk, but said with offhand humor in such a way that she actually chuckled. 
 
    “The waitress brought their beers and John took a sip, watched her carefully. Said, “You really are the most beautiful woman I have seen in…well…” 
 
    He hesitated, and she couldn’t resist. “Since when?” 
 
    “Well, I had this puppy once. Cutest thing. Loved her breath. Puppy breath we called it. She was beautiful.” 
 
    He was speaking offhand, yet gauging her carefully, and waited until she started to open her mouth.  
 
    “Gotcha.” 
 
    She laughed. Girls loved to laugh, and he knew she was smitten. 
 
    The good news was that he wasn’t one of these cads, just looking for a good night. He thought she was beautiful, and he wanted to know her, as opposed to just dancing a minute with her. 
 
    “You are beautiful, though. What’s your name?” 
 
    For a moment she vacillated between leaving and staying, but John put on the innocent look so good, and he had been fun, and… “Mary.” 
 
    “John and Mary. We sound like a cliche.” 
 
    They talked then, exchanged stories. He was careful to keep her chuckling, and he applied backwarditus in his words, very gently pulling away, letting his words dwindle at the end of the sentence a little so she had to pay closer attention to him. 
 
    After a while he asked, “Where do you go to drink? Usually, I mean.” 
 
    She smiled a very secretive smile. “Oh, I’ve got my places.” 
 
    “Big secret, eh?” He withdrew a little. 
 
    “No…not a big secret. Just…a secret.” 
 
    “Are you going to ply me with liquor until I pass out and then whisper it into my ear?” 
 
    She was looking around. She did have a secret, and it did look like she was dying to tell someone. So John bought a couple more beers, and they were starting to feel real rosy, and then she told him she would tell him her secret if he came home with her. 
 
    That was it. That was backwarditus succeeding. Now he just had to be relaxed and let her lead him. 
 
    “Well, I guess I could, if you promise not to,” he took a breath and ticked off his fingers, “hurt me, molest me, pull down my pants and spank me, steal my car, make me write bad checks…” he went on with all his conditions and she finally shoved him.  
 
    “Go on,” she said, laughing, with a lustful look in her eyes. 
 
    He allowed her to clamp onto his arm and take him out of the bar. Not a few young men looked after him with jealousy in their eyes. 
 
    They crossed the parking lot to his Jeep. “Ooh, a rugged man,” she quipped. “Can you follow me?” 
 
    “Over hill and dale. Where’s your car?” 
 
    Hers was a red Miata. They stopped behind his car and shared their first kiss. It was wet and warm and wild. It was a delicious mingling of tender flesh and stout hearts. It was her pressing up against him, putting one of his hands on her ample bosom and encouraging him. 
 
    Then she slapped him, stepped back, and laughed. “Follow me, John, if you want to get lucky.” 
 
    John followed her, and she drove slow enough that he was assured of getting lucky. She’d speed up for a block, then go slow and let him catch her. It was classic boy/girl game adapted to cars. 
 
    She lived in an apartment, parked underneath it, and waited for him to park and join her. 
 
    They kissed again, and he fell in love with the shape of her lips. He placed his hands on her butt and sculpted them, and she squeezed back against his hands, and pushed her chest into him, and couldn’t stop kissing him. 
 
    They walked up the stairs, staggering a bit—they had had a few beers, after all—and stopping every few steps to chew on each others mouths. 
 
    Her apartment was small, but tidy. It was girly without being too girly, and she had a collection of books that included classics by Marco Vassi, Grace Mansfield and Ann Michelle. 
 
    But they weren’t there to read, no matter how salacious the material. They were there for two things. A secret and a fuck. 
 
    Mary poured a couple of drinks, bourbon and Coke, and they sat on the couch and made out for a good, long time. 
 
    Then she whispered, “You haven’t asked me about my secret.” 
 
    “I figured you were just trying to get into my pants.” 
 
    She snorted, then sipped, then sat up on the edge of the couch. 
 
    She was wearing that short skirt, a mini skirt, and the metallic colored underwear. She lifted the skirt, pulled her panties down a couple of inches, and showed him her secret. 
 
    Like a Tex Avery cartoon, the ones with the would who whistles and his eyes pop out and his tongue flaps in the breeze, John reacted. His mouth opened, his tongue rolled out to the floor, his eyeballs bulged out a couple of inches, and…he was surprised. She had a secret, all right. 
 
      
 
    Mary held a pair of ben wah balls in her hands. Her eyes were lit up with excitement, and John realized that she was scared. 
 
    Scared of what, though? Revealing her secret? Afraid of what he might think? 
 
    “Oh. My. God!” he stated slowly, as his mouth closed and his eyes retracted into their sockets. He reached out a hand and she placed one of the balls in it, then, hesitantly, the other one. 
 
    He was careful. He realized that he had just been entrusted with part of a person’s life. He showed nothing but admiration and awe. 
 
    Slowly, Mary relaxed. 
 
    He hefted the balls, they were about the same size as his testicles, but heavy. They appeared to be made of steel. 
 
    “This is why you’re so…so happy! Why you don’t need alcohol.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    He raised his eyes to her face, slowly lifted her balls to his mouth and kissed each one. 
“Now I can say I’ve kissed your most precious part.” 
 
    She actually gave a little shiver. 
 
    “What do they feel like when they’re inside you?” 
 
    Her arms went down, fists in her lap, she fumbled over the next few words. “They…they roll around. They stimulate me. They feel so good.” 
 
    “Do you have orgasms?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    “Are they like big orgasms? Out of control?” 
 
    She nodded, bit her lip, took the balls back. Her eyes watching him avidly, she inserted first one, then the other. 
 
    His eyes were wide as the balls disappeared. “Don’t they fall out?” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded, took a breath, and forced herself to speak more clearly. “They do. That’s why I wear very thick underwear, or tummy shapers. If they do come out they will eventually fall out of my panties, but I can usually make it to a restroom and reinsert them.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    They sat on the couch, staring at each other, and he suddenly realized how turned on she must be. 
 
    “So you go dancing, and without being penetrated you have orgasms with everybody you dance with.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Are you close to an orgasm now?” 
 
    She nodded harder. Her eyes were twinkling big. She was breathing hard. 
 
    John moved closer. 
 
    She moved closer. 
 
    Now realizing what he was doing, he touched her breast and she quivered. Her mouth was open and inviting. 
 
    He took her in his arms then, and he kissed her once again. 
 
    Now he knew, she couldn’t hide, and that knowledge excited her even more. 
 
    John didn’t even try to get inside her. He just pushed her back on the couch and kissed her and fondled her. His hand went down to her mons and cupped it. He squeezed her pussy, and he could feel resistance inside. He could feel the hard surface of the balls, and as he squeezed he could feel the balls roll around inside her. Slipping past each other, rolling around and around, pressing against her most sensitive tissue, waking up nerves the way a cock never could. 
 
    Mary began to moan. 
 
    In a way, it was sex without the sex. She was going to cum just from him touching her. MPA. No Poke Attached. 
 
    She looked up at him and there was a vulnerability to her, a desire in her eyes. Take me over the edge. Make me cum…and cum and cum. 
 
    John slid off her and knelt at her side. Her legs were spread and he missed her mouth at ninety degrees, a perfect match. His hands slid over her breasts, palming, cupping. He removed her blouse, then her bra. She stared up at him, almost afraid, but too excited to be truly afraid. 
 
    He bent his head and kissed her nipples. He reached down and manipulated her crotch. 
 
    She groaned and arched her back. 
 
    She was willing to take the balls out and let him in her, but he didn’t want that. He wanted to see her cum. 
 
    And she began to quiver and groan, and then the shaking of her pelvis signified that she was cumming. 
 
    He pressed on her mons. He could make the balls move by pressing, and they would move slowly, then slip, and she would feel the suddenly shift of round weight inside her and jerk. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” And just when it looked like it was over, she would start again. 
 
    For an hour John pushed her into ecstasy. When he was done, when she finally couldn’t take any more and pushed him away, she was a sodden mess of happy. 
 
    “I can’t…no more…” 
 
    He lifted her tenderly and she put her arms around his neck and her head against his chest. He carried her into her bedroom and slowly undressed her. 
 
    The room smelled intensely of sex. 
 
    She was trying to sleep now, yawning, yet holding to him. 
 
    He picked her up again and walked her into the bathroom. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You stink,” he whispered to her. “My fine, feathered bitch.” 
 
    She laughed, leaned partly against the wall and held on to his shoulders, and he turned the hot water on. 
 
    While the water warmed up he took off his clothes. She smiled, her eyes half lidded, and felt his peeny. 
 
    “Nice,” she mumbled. “You wanna do it?” 
 
    He shook his head as he took off his socks. “You’re done,” he said.  
 
    She nodded, and he moved her into the shower. 
 
    Ten minutes later she was actually sleeping in the shower, held up by him. 
 
    Careful not to slip on the tiles, he helped her out of the shower. “Wanna sleep.” 
 
    “You will,” he assured her as he dried her off with a big, fluffy towel. 
 
    Then he carried her into her room. He pulled the sheets back and laid her down. 
 
    “Get in,” she said. 
 
    He dried himself off, turned off the lights and slipped into bed with her. 
 
    She turned against him, smelling fresh, and hugged him. Her naked breasts teased him, and one of her small hands crept down and held his tool. 
 
    He hadn’t cum. This wasn’t his time. It was her time. And it felt good. He felt so satisfied because he had satisfied her. And he was glad he hadn’t squirted, and he lay there in the dark, her holding him, and his penis throbbed ferociously, and he suddenly found out that there are greater things than just jamming it in and squirting madly. He was more excited than he had eve been in his life. And he honestly felt like he was in love. 
 
    But how could that be? He had just met her! 
 
    He decided that he was only infatuated, that his feelings would pass, probably when he did finally squirt. 
 
    Then, tired, a bit drunk but coming down, in spite of being incredibly erect, he slid into sleep. the last thing he remembered was her hand very gently squeezing him.  
 
      
 
    Sunlight burst through the part in the curtains and danced through the room. Dust specks hung in the sliver of light, and John became aware that he was awake and erect. Not necessarily in that order. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    Hers were already open. 
 
    She was still holding his cock. 
 
    “Have you been holding me all night?” 
 
    “Yes. I think.” 
 
    “Oh, God! I have to pee.” 
 
    She gripped him tightly. “No.” 
 
    “I’ll piss in your hand! In your bed!” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She held him tightly and he realized that she was right.  
 
    “I’ve got morning woody. I have to pee.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “My bladder is going to explode.” 
 
    “Not your balls?” 
 
    He grinned, and groaned, and said, “Those, too. Please. Let me go.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Then she slid her feet over the edge of the bed, pulled him and got up. And held him tightly while he got up. 
 
    She led him across the room to the bathroom. She positioned him in front of the toilet and smiled. “Do it.” 
 
    She released the strength of her grip, but she still held him. Now he could pee, and he sighed as the stream came out. 
 
    She watched his penis, she angled it here and there. 
 
    He kissed her hair. 
 
    “You have a lot of piss in you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She gripped tightly and he stopped pissing. Half done and desperate, he stared at her. 
 
    “What if I only let you piss halfway. How often would you have to pee?” 
 
    “Twice as often, I suppose.” He shivered and wiggled his hips. 
 
    She kissed him then, and let him pee. 
 
    There they stood, her half twined around him, him on two spread, shaking legs, the sound of urine in the basin. 
 
    Until, drip…drip…and she shook him off. 
 
    “Fuck, lady.” 
 
    She put the toilet seat down then and stood on the lid. Her arms were over his shoulders and she nibbled on his lips. “Nobody ever did what you did to me last night. I am yours forever.” 
 
    He smiled. “I loved it. You were out of control. I couldn’t believe how many times you came.” 
 
    “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    His cock was bobbing between her legs, and he stared at her. He was a cocksman. He screwed everything with skirts. But…what if he didn’t? What if this was the start of a pure relationship? What if they just…remained friends? 
 
    “What if I didn’t.” 
 
    She held his face in her hands and smothered him with kisses. “That is an exciting thought. It’s so exciting I almost feel like I could cum again.” 
 
    “Let’s have breakfast and talk about it.” 
 
    She nodded. “Let’s go out and eat.” 
 
    They got dressed, and kept exchanging looks, and grins. When they went down the stairs she placed her hand on his bulging groin. In public she took her hand off him, but as soon as they got in his car she placed her hand on him again. 
 
    “I want to make you so horny you’ll explode.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll explode. I don’t think it’s medically possible.” 
 
    “At least let me try.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Trading grins they headed down to a local cafe. 
 
    Inside the cafe, amongst the tables of lone diners and family, the smell of bacon and eggs, they found a corner booth. They made orders, then just sat and looked at each other. 
 
    Nothing to say. 
 
    They were strangers, after all. They had shared dances and drinks and bed, but they knew almost nothing about each other. 
 
    And there was a certain aphrodisiac atmosphere to that condition. 
 
    Mary suddenly reached into her purse. She took out two ben wah balls and showed them to him below the edge of the table. 
 
    “Incorrigible,” he approved. 
 
    “Excuse me.” She slid out of the booth and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    John sat and watched the people in the restaurant. A chubby couple in a corner who didn’t talk because they had, during their life together, said everything they wanted to say. 
 
    A kid whining that he wanted a cell phone Tommy had one why can’t he have one everybody had one and he….on and on. 
 
    Tommy grunted and thought, not uncharitably: Kid needs a slap on the butt. 
 
    Not much chance of that in these times. 
 
    Then he looked back towards the corridor that lead to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Mary slid through the door and smelled the rank smell of public bathrooms. She entered the stall and it was worse. How could some women smell so bad? 
 
    She wiped down the ring and placed a gasket on it. She sat and listened to the pleasurable relief of water draining. When she was done she bent over a bit, felt her pussy, and slipped one of the balls into her. Then the other. 
 
    Instant pleasure. Instant and complete and incredible. 
 
    She stood up, wiggled a bit in the hips, which seemed to help the balls sit, then left the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    John stared, and felt her excitement across the room. Her face was lit up with that secret glow that sex imparts. She almost gave off light, she was so hot. 
 
    She walked across the room, and he realized that she must be keeping her legs closed. He remembered that she hadn’t put on thick underwear, or a tummy shaper. She must be in danger of the balls falling out. 
 
    She slid across the red plastic bench towards him, turned her head up and leeched on to his mouth. 
 
    He was not a public kisser, but he couldn’t resist. Still, he couldn’t endure. He stopped the kiss and she looked languid and sexy and she curled up against him. “God,” she blurted in a low voice. “I want it.” 
 
    “Could you wait till after breakfast?” 
 
    She laughed, placed her hand in his crotch under the table and said, “No.” 
 
    They giggled and laughed and talked nonsense, and it was weird. They were like brand new lovers who had known each other for years. 
 
    The waitress came, deposited their food, and smiled at them. 
 
    Mary ate rapaciously, like she was having sex. Which she was. 
 
    John couldn’t stop smiling. She was infectious. She was making him horny just by being horny. 
 
    Eating bacon was like sucking a cock, and she sucked, then sucked her fingers, then licked his. 
 
    She nibbled at her toast. Biting little bites like she was chomping delicately on the head of his penis. 
 
    She lifted a spoonful of eggs to her mouth and said, “I’d like to eat your eggs.” 
 
    He nodded, grinned, and wondered. “Is this what it’s like to suck a cock?” He sucked a strip of bacon into his mouth, feeling the grease gather on his lips. 
 
    She kissed him, licked the grease off his mouth, and said, “I suppose.” 
 
    “You suppose? Don’t you ever…uh…you know?” 
 
    “Suck a dick? Nah. Don’t have to. Not when I’m feeling a little ‘ballsy.’” 
 
    They chuckled and ate more. 
 
    “So you’ve never sucked a cock?” 
 
    “Sure. But not for years. Yours is probably the first cock I’ve touched in over three years.” 
 
    “Really?” he was amazed. She was a very sexual creature and he couldn’t imagine her not screwing. 
 
    “I discovered the ben wah balls, read the Eighty Shady Greys, or whatever it was, and started experimenting.” 
 
    “So you don’t fuck and you don’t blow. You just…masturbate?” 
 
    “Don’t have to. I just wear the balls and have orgasms. No work, no bother. Feels good.” 
 
    She sipped orange juice he watched her red lips gather in the water. 
 
    “You’re expert at kissing.” 
 
    “That’s all I do. When I wear the balls it’s all I have to do.” 
 
    “How often do you cum?” 
 
    “It varies. Sometimes I cum once or twice. Sometimes I’m in a fevered state all day long. It’s weird, though. Sleeping with the balls in is frustrating, not horny. I guess it has to do with motion, walking around, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    She nodded, showing her teeth in a great grin. 
 
      
 
    They walked out of the restaurant holding hands. Mary was giving a funny twitch every few steps, victim to the ben wahs in her pussy. 
 
    John was amazed. And impressed. And jealous. 
 
    Imagine, living a life where one is sexually stimulated 100% of the time. Where one is in a state where a climb up stairs might cause a massive orgasm. Where simply driving the car and feeling the bumps on the road come up through the car seat is enough to set off multiple orgasms. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he asked. 
 
    “Hit speed bumps,” she laughed. “The faster the better.” 
 
    He took her on a tour of the town, looking for all the speed bumps. Every time he hit one she would groan and put her hand between her legs. 
 
    Then they stopped at a park and walked around a small lake. They held hands, swung their hands as they walked, and kept looking at each other. 
 
    She was excited, and she excited him. He was the wake of her sexual atmosphere, unable to let go of her hand, wanting to throw her down and make made love to her. 
 
    But, he realized, did he really want to make love? Or did he just wish he could be like her, hornicized and loving it? 
 
    They passed a small restroom. His and hers. And he led her by the hand around to the back of the house. There he pushed her up against the wall, explored her mouth with his, and gripped her mons and shook it. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered into his mouth, bursting into a series of small explosions. 
 
    John kept her there for fifteen minutes. Laughing, manipulating her pussy, and watching her explode again and again. 
 
    Finally, she pushed him away. She staggered out in front of the outhouse and stared back at him. “You’re bad for me,” she whispered. 
 
    He sauntered out into the sunshine, hands in his pockets, dick erect in his pants. 
 
    “I’m good for you, and you know it. You don’t have to wash my semen out, no messy spot on the bed. Nothing but fun, fun, fun.” 
 
    They sauntered back to the car, again holding hands, and as soon as they were in the car they were holding glands. 
 
    She came twice more, then he let her slump down in her seat and he maneuvered the car out of the park. 
 
    She was tired now. She had been popping all the previous night, and now she was popping again. 
 
    She shifted, leaned against him, and yawned. “We’ve got to stop this.” She was serious, but knew she was addicted. As long as John played with her she couldn’t say no. 
 
    She thought about saying ‘no.’ Why should she? She was enjoying it. Nobody was getting hurt. Why should she stop what was so much fun. 
 
    Next to her, turning the wheel and working the peddles, John was in deep thought, too. 
 
    He had never found anything so deeply soul satisfying as getting Mary off. There was something about having her shiver in her arms and groan that was more satisfying than actually screwing. 
 
    Oh, yes, he wanted to screw, badly. But the longer he didn’t, the more excited he felt. It was like by making her squirt he entered a plateau of heaven. And he liked it. He liked being excited, he liked the way his cock was so insistent.  
 
    Would not cumming hurt him? Would have a back up of semen in his sex organs damage him? 
 
    No. It wouldn’t. There were people who lived their whole lives without sexual accomplishment. Priests had vows of celibacy. And there were nuns. And when people got too old, they still lived good, long lives. 
 
    So squirting wasn’t necessarily necessary. 
 
    It was just fun. 
 
    But could he make himself abstain? Could he restrain himself? 
 
    It would take a lot of willpower. A lot of discipline. 
 
    But he could do it. 
 
    He glanced at her, leaning against him, hugging his arm. He could feel her breasts on him. She had just cum her brains out, but her nipples were stiff and rigid and poking into his arms. 
 
    She didn’t seem to mind him not having an orgasm. In fact, in spite of her offering him a fuck, she seemed quite happy that he remain in a perpetual state of horniness. 
 
    So, should he cum? Or was living without a purer way to go? 
 
    He pulled up in front of her apartment. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, pull his hand. 
 
    “I’ve got to check in at home,” he said. 
 
    She was disappointed. She wanted him to diddle her some more. 
 
    “You aren’t dumping me, are you?” 
 
    Her face looked so sad and he chuckled. He grabbed her long hair gently and pulled her to him. “Honey, I’ve got to think about this. But the chances of me leaving you are zero to zip. I just need to think.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About whether I should let you seduce me.” 
 
    “You mean fuck you?” 
 
    “That’s what I mean.” 
 
    She stood next to the car and bit her lip. “It sounds final.” 
 
    “No…no. I just want to think. I’ll come over tonight, if that’s okay.” 
 
    “And get me off?” 
 
    “Definitely. I want to do that. I live for that.” 
 
    “And get you off?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “This is the most honest I’ve ever been with a woman,” he explained. “Right now everything in me is gravitating towards everything in you. I want you, but can I do it without…without…” 
 
    “Without cumming,” she breathed. 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “I’ll help,” she said breathily. “I’ll tease you and deny you. I’ll make you climb the walls, and you’ll get nothing.” 
 
    “Nothing but your lips. I love your lips,” he kissed her again, losing himself in the svelte feel of her mouth. 
 
    “You come back tonight and I’ll tie you up if I have to. I’ll get you a chastity belt. I’ll BDSM you until you’re begging. But…come back to me. I need you. God. I need you!” 
 
    He opened the door of his car, she stepped back, then stepped in and squatted in front of him. She cupped his groin with her hands. “Honey. If you come back to me I’ll do this to you, and not let you cum, until you are certifiably crazy.” 
 
    They were forehead to forehead now, touching lips, touching tongues, breathing each others air. 
 
    “You promise?” he said. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I promise. And if you don’t come back then I’ll fuck you. That’ll teach you.” 
 
    “How will you fuck me if I don’t come back? 
 
    “You won’t find out if you don’t come back.” 
 
    They laughed, hugged, kissed, and she fondled him for an hour. Then she leaned back from him. She spoke seriously. “I just got a great idea.” 
 
    “What.” 
 
    “What I’m going to do with you.” 
 
    “Well, what?” 
 
    She stood up, closed the door, and gave him a most serious and sincere look. “You come back tonight and I will blow your mind. I’ll make you think that me walking around with balls up my gina is kid’s play.” 
 
    She was intense, and he couldn’t help but wonder. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Go. And come back. And throw all hope aside.” 
 
    He went, and couldn’t wait to come back. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    John sat in his apartment and thought. And thought and thought. 
 
    Going without orgasms? But he loved orgasms!  
 
    Would Mary let him have an orgasm? 
 
    Would she insist on a hand job, or his masturbation? Or would she lay down and spread her legs for him? 
 
    What would having an orgasmless life be like for him? Would his viewpoint change over time? 
 
    No matter what he thought, however, his thinking process was tainted by the fact that he had a big, juicy boner in his pants. 
 
    He looked it up on the net and saw what he was considering as ‘existing in the excitation phase of sex.’ 
 
    But he also came across endless stories of chastity and tease and denial. 
 
    What he was thinking, apparently, wasn’t all that unusual. It took an unusual man to appreciate it, to ‘get off’ on it, without getting off, and…was he one of those kinds of men? 
 
    He thought about wearing a chastity tube, an idea which had often excited him, but which he had never had the opportunity to experiment with. 
 
    Oh, he liked to be horny, and delayed his own self-induced orgasms often. But this was Mary. Was he really willing to turn control of his sex over to her? 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    Mary. A vision of loveliness. Those breasts were incredible. Her lips were educated. And she got him so hot with her endless cums. 
 
    One thing was certain, no matter how deeply or long he thought, he was going back over to her house. 
 
    At about four he hopped in his car and drove back. 
 
    She was waiting for him. She had a drink ready, and a smile that was eager and downright rapacious. 
 
    “Well?” she asked, walking him into her apartment. 
 
    For answer he turned and grasped her mons. 
 
    She gasped, and squirmed, and he knew she had the balls in. 
 
    “What if I want to cum?” 
 
    “If you want to…then you should. You might want to try the alternative first. It’s up to you. 
 
    She grabbed his pants and kneaded his dick head. 
 
    He was hard already, and he groaned with the delicious feeling of being manipulated. 
 
    “Careful,” he said. 
 
    For answer she kissed him, pushed him down on the couch, and said, “There is one other thing.” 
 
    He could hardly breath, and he rasped out, “What?” 
 
    Her eyes were like agates, boring into him, desperate for his horniness. Not his sex, but his horniness. 
 
    She crawled up his body and whispered in his ear. “Let me put the balls in you.” 
 
    He jerked. His whole body quivered. It was such an insanely beautiful idea. He had been jealous, and here was a chance to experience what she experienced. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I looked it up on the net, all afternoon,” she giggled,  unbuttoned his shirt and kissed his nipples. 
 
    “Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander,” he mused. 
 
    “We can put all sorts of things up your butt. If they’re light we need to make sure we have a string or something so you can pull them out. If they’re heavy—if you put in the balls of steel they will be so heavy that they’ll fall out.” 
 
    “But how can I wear something that is heavy?” 
 
    “You will build up muscles, and you will learn to control your muscles. You can learn when to relax and let the balls fall out.” 
 
    He pushed her back and sat up, his mind turning over the possibilities. 
 
    “Of course you’ll have to wear something that will catch the balls in the beginning. You don’t want to lose your balls and have them slip down your pant legs and roll across the floor.” 
 
    They laughed at that idea. 
 
    “So…shit. Yes. I’ll try that. Will it hurt?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to get you to relax. If you’re tight at all I don’t think we can do it. But if you relax, then tighten up…I think it’ll work.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “The good news is that I have a few toys that I used, and which should help you.” 
 
    John sat on the couch and considered. “So we put some balls up me…then what? Go dancing?” 
 
    “Probably not at first, but…I don’t know. We play it by ear. I know that I’m going to be having fun setting you up.” 
 
    She was kneeling on the couch, facing him from the side. 
 
    He thought and thought, and she said, “Come on. Let’s try it. Nothing to lose.” 
 
    So John nodded. 
 
      
 
    John had a couple of drinks to get ready. He wanted to be loosy goosy and ready to fly. Mary got out a few toys and put them on the coffee table for him to inspect. 
 
    There was a little dildo. A prick only a couple of inches long. More of a keyfob, really. 
 
    Then she had a curved glass rod with small balls on the ends. 
 
    A prostate massager held his interest. It was like a butt plug, but it was curved and bulbous at the end. 
 
    And, of course, she had a few dildos, and even a strap on, though the strap on leather was pristine and looked like it had never been used. 
 
    John picked up the items, one at a time, and turned them over and felt them and felt a little squeamish in the butt. He couldn’t believe he was going to do this. He had never been one for playing anal games, but falling in with Mary had certainly altered his universe. 
 
    “So how do we do this?” 
 
    Mary picked up the little pecker, held it up and said, “Start small and go big.” 
 
    John gulped. 
 
    Mary stood up and took his hand. “Come on, lover. We best do this with you lying down and all comfy.” 
 
    They entered her bedroom and John stripped and lay down on his back. 
 
    Mary took his penis in hand and stroked it. 
 
    “Careful,” he cautioned. 
 
    “I will be,” she assured him. She hefted his balls. “Man, these feel full.” 
 
    “They are full. It’s been a couple of weeks since I emptied them.” 
 
    “How did you empty them?” 
 
    “Uh…there was a girl I met…” 
 
    She was not put off by his story of a conquest. She picked a glob of lubricant out of a jar, put it to his butt and said, “So much for her.” She grinned and began greasing him up. 
 
    John groaned. He hadn’t expected it to feel so good. 
 
    Mary held his penis and lifted and his crotch went up. This gave her better access and she slipped a pinkie into him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    For a long minute she lubed him, then she took the little peeny and pushed it into him. 
 
    It slid in quickly and John again groaned. 
 
    “Lord, this is easy. You sure you haven’t done this before?” 
 
    “Uh, uh.” 
 
    “Well, you’re a natural.” She was now screwing him with the little dong. Running it in and out, swirling it around, making him jerk this way and that. 
 
    Then she took it out and said, “This is no challenge. Let’s try this.” 
 
    She put the prostate massager into him and his eyes opened.  
 
    “I feel like I’m going to pee!” 
 
    “That’s not pee. You’ve got a lot of pre-cum coming out.” 
 
    He bent his head up and looked down. She scooped a bit of the pre-cum up in one hand and pushed it in his face. 
 
    It caught him by surprise, but he let the slime enter his mouth. It had a slightly salty taste, but wasn’t bad. 
 
    “How’s that taste?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. 
 
    Mary smiled. “Well, let’s play with this for a while. She moved the thing around in him, watched his reactions, and enjoyed the way he jerked and twitched. 
 
    An hour later, having gone through all the toys, they were ready. Mary held up one ball and smiled. 
 
    “That looks so big.” 
 
    “It is big, but you’ve handled everything so far. Spread your legs and relax.” 
 
    The ball was harder. There was no give to the steel. But it was slick and shiny, and with a little lubricant it went in as easy as a ball bearing turns. Of course it was a pretty big ball bearing. 
 
    She held up the second ball. “How you doing?” 
 
    “I feel full.” His voice sounded a little strange, but he wasn’t in any pain, just surprised. 
 
    She applied lube, pushed the ball against him, and it slipped in. 
 
    “Oh, God!” It sounded like he was praying. 
 
    “Hold still, lover. I need to put your panties on.” 
 
    His panties consisted of the stiffest, tightest tummy shaper she had. 
 
    She pulled it over his feet, then tugged it up his legs. 
 
    “That’s tight!” he observed. 
 
    “Got to keep the cherries in the box,” she quipped. 
 
    It took several minutes, but she finally had it snugged up tight. She worked to get the area around his asshole tight, and his face was red when she was done. 
 
    “Okay. Stand up.” 
 
    John was in a daze. In essence, he was being screwed by a pair of steel balls. They were firmly in place, but they didn’t seem to be in any danger of falling out. 
 
    He stood up, and it felt like his legs were sweating and nervous shivers ran up and down his legs. 
 
    His butt felt…full. Real full. 
 
    She made him take a step and the balls rolled inside him. 
 
    He almost fell. Had to grab on to her. 
 
    At that moment the full effect of the balls struck him. It felt like he was cumming. Not a big orgasm, more like a ‘drip’ orgasm. He took another step, and it felt like he was walking into a large, golden cloud. 
 
    Mary stood in front of him, held his arms, and guided him across the room like she would guide a big baby just learning to walk. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” The balls rolled and rolled, and Mary started giggling. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re getting a little wet spot on your front.” She touched it, licked her finger, and exclaimed, “You’re cumming! You’re actually cumming!” 
 
    “I…I feel like it.” 
 
    “What does it feel like?” 
 
    “It’s like I’m in a big cloud, a sexy cloud. I’m erect down there, but that’s not what I feel. I feel the balls rolling, and every time they roll it’s like they’re touching something, and that something pushes out a drop. I can feel the drops going up my shaft. But the tummy shaper stops me from having a full cum. A full orgasm. 
 
    “It sounds like the balls are rolling against your prostate.” 
 
    “Yeah…uh…yeah.” 
 
    They reached the kitchen table and turned around. They practiced walking for several minutes. He sipped some bourbon, became a little more coordinated, and finally sat down. And groaned and wiggled his butt on the couch. 
 
    Mary was giggling to the point of laughing. Like he had felt her, she was feeling him. His excitement was exciting her. 
 
    “Wait here, let me go put my balls in.” 
 
    John gulped and nodded and sat back on the couch. He laid back, and just the change of posture caused the balls to roll in his hole. 
 
    Mary ran to her bedroom and got out her balls. She got already had a very strong pussy, so she didn’t have to worry about having an extra strong tummy shaper or anything. she just slipped the balls into her and stood up, and staggered from that first moment of excitation, then walked back into the front room. 
 
    John struggled to his feet. They held hands and watched each other, and they couldn’t stop giggling. They were both being fucked. They had their sex organs in a high state of excitement. They were both semi-orgasmic. 
 
    “Let’s take a walk.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But we have to dress you the rest of the way.” 
 
    John was only wearing the tummy shaper. He was a little stupid from his excitement, and he looked at himself. “Oh.” 
 
    John tried to put on his shorts, but had a rough time lifting a leg. Finally he had to sit down and Mary helped him. 
 
    Then she handed him a shirt. Except it wasn’t a shirt. It was a blouse. 
 
    John could hardly speak. He let her put it on him. It was female, but it was dark out, and…he couldn’t object to anything right now. 
 
    She buttoned the blouse up the back and he laughed, and groaned, and put his hand on his crotch and pressed. 
 
    Then Mary reversed course. “Take off your pants.” 
 
    “What? Oh…what?” 
 
    She unbuckled him, tugged, and the shorts slid down his legs. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “That blouse gave me a great idea.” She went into her bedroom and came out with a skirt. 
 
    John was holding onto the end of the couch. He wanted to object, but he was just panting like a dog that had run a race. 
 
    The skirt went on him easier. She fastened it and he looked down at himself.  
 
    “We need to shave your legs, but…how do you like it?” 
 
    “Lady…right now if an atom bomb went off I’d like it.” 
 
    She laughed, touched her lips to his—he was so dazed he didn’t even kiss back—and said, “I think an atom bomb has already gone off…in your butt!” 
 
    He chortled, almost fell, and she went for some high heels. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    She kept trying to get his feet in the slightly too small heels. “You’ve got something in your man pussy. You’re getting screwed. Just like a.woman. So why not make you look like a woman!” 
 
    With that she managed to get the last shoe on his foot. She stood up and made him straighten up. 
 
    His face was red, looked a bit strangled, and he garbled out, “This is worse!” 
 
    “What’s worse?” 
 
    “I can feel the balls even more. My hips are tilted and…oh, fuck!” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    She looked through her purse, found some lipstick and rolled it across his lips. John had nice lips, full for a man, and the red color made them look even fuller. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” whispered Mary. “You are the hottest thing since lava. Come on.” 
 
    Mary led him to the door. Now he walked really funny. His hips were tilted and constricted. His feet were angled like he was climbing a hill. The balls inside him kept pressing on his prostate, sending surges of heat through his whole groin area. 
 
    Then he had to walk down the stairs, and everything became super intensified. He bent his legs and placed his high heel and tasted his own lipstick. His groin was on fire, throbbing with an intensity unbelievable. Then another step, the balls rolling across his anal cavity. 
 
    With each step they rolled the other way. Side to side, and he found that his hips were swaying with each step. 
 
    Mary stayed under his arm and he gripped a railing with the other one. Step by step, until he reached the bottom. 
 
    Mary giggled. He had a truly stupid expression on his face. He was seriously overloaded with sex. 
 
    She turned to him at the bottom and kissed him. She felt the lipstick on his lips and it truly excited her. It was like kissing a woman, but a woman with a manly feel to her. 
 
    John leaned against the wall, tired of walking, and she pressed against him. She almost climbed his body to get to his lips, and she put her hand down and felt his groin. 
 
    His cock was trapped by the tummy shaper. It stood up against his belly and she could feel his balls compressed under the material. 
 
    She suddenly found herself feeling…his tits! 
 
    But he didn’t have any. But he was dressed like a woman and Mary went with it. 
 
    He felt her hand brushing his hard nipples through the thin material of the blouse. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. “We need to shave your legs and get you some boobs. You’ve got long enough hair, we can style it, and…” 
 
    “Wait…wait!” he gasped. 
 
    He was grunting, and his hips were jerking. 
 
    “Are you trying to cum?” 
 
    “Oh…yes! God…I’m going to…” 
 
    She slapped him in the groin, under his cock, and his balls took the  brunt of the impact. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” 
 
    He almost fell, but she held him up. 
 
    “I had to do that,” she explained, holding him, his head against her breasts. “I can’t let you cum.” 
 
    “No…no…” he spoke in a strangled voice, trying to recover from the slap to his testicles. 
 
    “You must not cum. That’s the whole point.” 
 
    “I know…I know.” 
 
    “Now, come on. Forget about cumming and let’s walk.” 
 
    They walked out to the car and stared at it. 
 
    “There’s no way I can drive right now,” he said in a breathy voice. 
 
    “I probably could.” 
 
    He looked at her. He was like a man on life support. He clung to the side of the car like it was a life preserver and he had just fallen overboard. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    Mary dashed back upstairs.  
 
    John wondered why it seemed to be affecting him so intensely. It seemed to be more intense than what Mary experienced. 
 
    Then Mary was back. She helped John around to the passenger seat. 
 
    John sat down, and it was like he was getting an anal massage. The balls stopped rolling, but it felt like they were sitting right on his prostate. 
 
    Mary got in the driver side. 
 
    “How can you stand it?” asked John as she turned the key. 
 
    “Practice.”  
 
    As John looked at her it seemed that she was having here own troubles. But she was still in better shape than him. 
 
    Mary drove around town. She knew what would drive John crazy, and she did it. She drove through potholes and over speed bumps, and John cried out with pleasure. 
 
    “Let’s go in for a drink,” she said as they passed a bar. 
 
    “I…can’t…not like…this…” 
 
    “What do you mean you can’t? What are you…a sissy?” 
 
    This caused them both to laugh hysterically, and they found that laughing caused as much ‘ball roll’ as anything. John laughed and convulsed with the feelings exploding in his heinie. 
 
    After an hour of this demented playing Mary drove back to her apartment. 
 
    John was now a limp sack of sexual deprivation/overload. He opened the door, then just sagged, leaning out a little bit, but unable to get out. 
 
    Mary was feeling pretty saggy herself, but she was in better shape than John. She came around and opened the door all the way and caught him as he started to fall. then she helped him up and walked him up the stairs. 
 
    John’s muscles were all sore. He was, believe it or not, tired of being on the exciting edge. He had had all the tease and denial that he could stand. He held to the rail and pulled, and she tugged, and he made it to the top of the stairs. 
 
    “Ok, honey, let’s get those balls out of you.” 
 
    Before he could sit, or fall, down, Mary tugged off his tummy shaper. 
 
    It didn’t take but a second, and the steel balls rolled right out of his backside. He groaned, then collapsed. 
 
    Mary tried to get him up, but she couldn’t. He was out. Shrugging, she went to her room, stripped, took out her own balls, and slid between the sheets. 
 
      
 
    The next morning John woke sore. His whole body was sore. Every time the balls had rolled, it appeared, his body had flexed, and now all those muscles were sore. 
 
    “Hello, sleepy head.” 
 
    He rolled over and saw Mary. She was sitting on the coffee table with a bowl of cereal. She had been watching him sleep. 
 
    “I didn’t even make it to the bedroom.” 
 
    “Nope. You almost didn’t make it up the stairs.” 
 
    John sat upright. 
 
    “How’s your ass feel?” 
 
    He blinked, wiggled. “Sort of okay.” 
 
    “Sort of?” 
 
    “Well, I feel weird down there, but a good weird.” 
 
    “Wanna fuck me?” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you going to.” 
 
    That was the question. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not? Don’t you like pussy?” 
 
    “I love pussy. But I love something else more.” 
 
    She nodded, ate a spoonful of some kind of sugary version of Cheerios, and studied him. 
 
    “I’ve never met anybody like you.” 
 
    “I know,” and he wasn’t bragging. He just knew she was right. 
 
    “You love sex, but you don’t want to cum. You’re up to experiencing anything and everything. Are you a sissy?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said honestly. “I don’t want men, I don’t want a peeny up my backside…” 
 
    “But you like other stuff up there.” 
 
    He sighed. “I sure do.” 
 
    “So what do we do with you?” 
 
    He shook his head slowly. “Whatever you want. It’s pretty obvious that I am sotted with you.” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes. Probably. I don’t know. I don’t even know if I know what love is. But…I want to be with you. You’re exciting. You’re crazy. You make me feel things I didn’t know existed.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment, lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    “I think, before I commit to any sort of a relationship, that we should make love.” 
 
    “You mean…I put my penis in you?” Frightening thought, that. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I put my penis in you.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I’ve been wandering through life, wondering what love was. Sort of like you, I suppose.” I love women, but I never wanted to make love to one, until I saw you as a woman. But if you’re the woman, then what am I? I love sex, maybe a little too much, but sex with you is different, fulfilling. Depriving you satisfies me, but in a deeper way than I ever imagined. Can you live a life without an orgasm? Constantly on edge? You’ve had the balls up there. Can you have me up there?” 
 
    “We’d be reversed,” he observed. “I’d be the woman and you’d be the man.” 
 
    “We’d be walking around all day, horny and excited, using vibrators and things and…can you do that?” 
 
    “What about…are we doing this just by ourselves? Or do we let the world in to our secret?” 
 
    “We see what happens.” 
 
    Then he said something that had been bothering him. “Who’s in charge?” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. “We are. We choose what we do. We accept what we do. We live a life that the world doesn’t know of, but would die of envy if they did.” 
 
    Then they were silent for a while.  
 
    Then she crawled on to his lap, ground her pussy against his manhood. Kissed him. Kissed him good. Lost herself in his lips, and he lost himself in hers. 
 
    Finally, holding her, his head against her breasts, he said, “I’m going to want breasts. They don’t have to be big, but I’d like to be able to go out as both man and woman.” 
 
    “That’s easy to live with.” 
 
    “What about hormones.” 
 
    “I don’t know. We research, then we decide.” 
 
    They were holding each other, rocking slightly, and he said, “Go put on your dildo thing.” 
 
    She backed off his lap, leaned down to kiss him. She whispered, “You won’t be sorry.” 
 
    She went into the bedroom and he heard her buckling the strap on on. He thought: I’m already not sorry. 
 
    Then she called out, “John?” 
 
    He stood up. “Yes?” 
 
    “I need you.” 
 
    John walked into the bedroom. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “This place is spooky.” Debby placed her foot on the step and tested it. The wood was old and rotten, the nails rusted and coming out of the wood, there was a loud creaking sound. 
 
    Debby was 18, ready to go to college, and spending the summer partying with her friends. She was halfway between five and six foot with hair that waved onto her shoulders. 
 
    Jeff was six inches taller, a football player, and in love with Debby. He moved his bulk past her, making the steps creak even more. 
 
    Chris was surfer cut blonde. He was slender, agile, and always had a smirk on his face. 
 
    Jeff reached the porch and the boards squeaked ominously. 
 
    Chris took  hold of Debby’s elbow and made her mount the rickety steps. 
 
    “Hey!” she objected, not wanting to be hurried. 
 
    The house itself was a 100 years old. It had three stories, gables, and boards were warped out of true, shingles were missing, and the turret at the top looked like the Leaning Tower of Pisa.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Chris, snickering at her fright. 
 
    “I don’t want to fall through the floor, for one,” Debby snapped. 
 
    “Hey, quiet, guys.” 
 
    Jeff gripped the door knob on the wide door with the iron bands and turned it. 
 
    EEEK! The door protested as he pushed the door open. 
 
    The inside of the house was creepy. It had spiderwebs and bats, dust on everything, and once white sheets over the furniture. 
 
    “Brrr!” said Debby. 
 
    Chris pulled the sheet off a couch and sat down. “Ow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I sat on a spring.” 
 
    Jeff risked his flashlight to examine the couch. “Uh oh. The spring is rusty. You’re going to need a tetanus shot on your ass.” 
 
    “Fuck. Just what I didn’t need.” 
 
    Chris was on his feet now, rubbing his face.  
 
    “Did it break the skin?” asked Debby. 
 
    Chris wiped a hand over the spot that had been poked and looked at it. “Nope. No blood.” 
 
    “Good thing,” said Jeff. “Vampires are drawn to blood.” 
 
    “I vant to dreenk your blud,” Chris imitated Count Dracula. 
 
    Debby: “They don’t drink your blood anymore.” 
 
    “What do they do then?” 
 
    “They change you into girls.” 
 
    Jeff and Chris snickered. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good.” 
 
    “I vant to vear your bra.” 
 
    “And your panties.” 
 
    “Shut up, you idiots, Debby grinned. “Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    They walked softly through the big living room. While the outside seemed to be falling apart, the inside was in great condition. Sure, the floors were dusty, but under the dust they were polished wood from ancient trees. 
 
    “Look at these pictures,” Debby spoke from halfway up the stairs. 
 
    Jeff and Chris  stopped just below her and looked at the pictures. 
 
    One picture was an old man with the most expressionless expression any of them had ever seen. He sat on a chair and glared at the camera with dark eyes. He was wearing an old suit from the turn of the century. 
 
    The next picture showed a woman with three children. The children were all girls, preteen looking, and dressed in the ugly pinafore style of the day. Their eyes were like the old man’s, dark and piercing like shards of agate. 
 
    “Ugly suckers,” mocked Chris. 
 
    “Shut up,” remarked Debby. 
 
    “Yeah, dude. Show a little respect for the ugly.” 
 
    Chris laughed.  
 
    Debby moved up the stairs quickly. The floor boards didn’t creak in here, so she wasn’t worried about falling through. 
 
    Debby and Jeff walked down the long hallway. Funny, it looked almost clean up here, and they opened doors and peeked inside. 
 
    Chris strolled nonchalantly behind them. “What’s the story on this old place?” 
 
    “Old man Paffle had three sons,” tossed back Jeff. 
 
    “The picture was of girls!” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Chris frowned and was silent for a minute. “So that was what the ‘changing into girls’ remark was.” 
 
    “Yeah. There’s a whole legend about men changing into women in this place. Better hide your nuts.” 
 
    “I think hiding your nuts might go along with the program,” said Jeff. 
 
    As Debby and Jeff made their way down the hall their voices were getting fainter. 
 
    Chris stopped to peer into a room, however, and didn’t notice that. 
 
    The room was a nursery. There was a rocking chair, a crib, a bunch of toys in a box and a dresser low enough to change a baby on. 
 
    Chris sauntered around the room. He opened the low dresser. There was a stack of fresh diapers in the drawer. 
 
    What the heck? The house was a hundred years old. What were fresh diapers doing in the drawer? He stepped up to open a drawer and stepped on something soft. He looked down and was disgusted. Somebody had left a freshly filled diaper on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. He used one of the fresh diapers in the drawer to wipe off the goo. “Yuck. What a smell.” 
 
    He moved around the room and came to a closet. Inside the closet was a clothes pole and a steamer trunk. He bent down and opened the trunk. 
 
    Clothes. Of course. And girl’s clothes, at that. He picked up a dress and realized the clothes were designed for a pregnant woman. They were voluminous, especially in the belly area. 
 
    He picked the dresses out, one at a time and examined them. The dresses gave way to long sleeved shirts, all bulging up front. 
 
    He pulled out the last of the dresses and looked into the trunk. He found undergarments. First were the giant bloomers a pregnant woman might wear. Then were the corsets. 
 
    Corsets? Chris was amazed. What woman would squash their budding baby like that?  
 
    And, finally, at the bottom, he found…bras. 
 
    Chris was like any other young man, he liked to ogle boobs. It was incredibly exciting to feel a girl up while kissing her, to feel their chests against his when dancing. 
 
    He spent a lot of time on the net looking at porn, and he really loved looking at big, beautiful breasts. Large, with stiff nipples, and he had imagined, at one time, that he was in love and destined to marry Alana Anderson. 
 
    And now he was holding the holder of all his dreams. Thick material that embraced what he wanted most to touch and taste. 
 
    Brassiers.  
 
    Except this wasn’t a normal brassier. At the top of the cups were little buttons. Curious, he undid one of the buttons, and the front of the bra flapped down. 
 
    For a second he couldn’t figure it out. He even thought that maybe he had broken the thing. But, no. That button was there for a reason. But what…and the light burst in his skull. 
 
    This was a nursing bra! It was extra big, it had extra big cups, and the flap was so women could take out their breasts and feed their little cherubs. 
 
    Chris was inundated with images of women through time nursing their children. Of babies sucking on nipples, of the flow of warm milk. 
 
    He could even feel his own nipples getting excited. 
 
    He giggled at the idea of nursing, and he buttoned the bra up again and felt the material, ran his hands around on the inside of the cup. The material was soft. And…what if he put it on? 
 
    He snickered. The idea…it was ludicrous. Yet, it appealed to him. 
 
    He went to the door of the closet and looked out. He couldn’t even hear Debby and Jeff. 
 
    He closed the closet door and held the bra up. Moonlight was coming in through a high window and it made the whole closet bright. How weird. Such a small square of light, and yet he could see everything. 
 
    Put it on, the idea arrowed through his mind. 
 
    He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt and tennis shoes. HE could slip his tee off, put on the bra, and feel what it felt like… 
 
    Imagine the big bosoms filled with milk hanging in the bra. The milk streaming out of his nipples. How he would look with real, live boobs. 
 
    As if dreaming, not really in control of himself, Chris pulled his tee shirt over his head. He dropped it on the floor and held the big nursing bra. 
 
    Inside his pants his penis was having a party. It was bobbing and trying to get out. Man, this was exciting! 
 
    He held up the bra and tried to figure it out. Arms go through there and there, straps over shoulders, and…could he reach behind himself and fasten the clasps? 
 
    He snaked his arms through the shoulder straps and wiggled so the thing fit. And it did fit. In fact, it was sort of tight, and he imagined he could feel the weight of the thing. 
 
    He reached behind and fumbled with his fingers. It was difficult, but he managed to make the little hooks fit through little holes. He pressed, and the hooks flattened out. There was even little flaps of cloth and he pulled them over the snaps. When he was done the back of the bra was smooth against his skin. 
 
    And his chest suddenly felt heavy. It felt like he was carrying little melons. Well, maybe not so little. Either big cantaloups or small watermelons. 
 
    He giggled. He put his hand under the cups and lifted. 
 
    Damn! It felt like he was actually lifting real boobs. 
 
    He jumped up and down, and the bra cups bounced just like they were holding real boobs. 
 
    He wiggled his arms and the bra felt even more natural. 
 
    He walked out into the nursery and went to the window. IT was bright as daylight outside. The moon was really working overtime. 
 
    In the front yard was a tree, and beyond that a big pond. Under the tree a shadow moved, and Chris frowned. That couldn’t be a person out there? 
 
    No way,” he grinned. Lifted his boobs up and pointed them at the shadow under the tree. 
 
    The shadow moved, and Chris had a moment of feeling that his heart was stopping, or jumping, or something. 
 
    He walked back into the closet and started to take the bra off, then stopped. He had left some bloomers hanging over the top of the trunk. He picked up the bloomers and stared at them. For being over a hundred years old they were awfully nice feeling. The material was soft, not really stretchable, at last not much, and they were big and baggy. 
 
    Funny. Baggy pants. Sounded like a joke. He held up the pants and examined them. 
 
    The hems were drawn in and their were little, tiny flowers spaced around them. 
 
    The waist was stretchable. They might even…no! No! He couldn’t put them on! 
 
    Or—he looked around, glanced out of the closet, no sign of anybody—maybe he could. 
 
    They would fit. A little tight at the waist, but…he giggled. Would he have a baggy, old granny butt if he put them on? 
 
    His cock said yes. His cock was pounding. He needed to jack off. And what better way of jacking off than in a big bra and bloomers? Man, that would be truly delicious. 
 
    He unbuckled his belt and slipped his shorts down his legs, then he pulled his BVDs off. 
 
    His cock was erect, dancing, pulsating. He stroked it a couple of times and groaned. Oh, baby, this was going to be a good on. 
 
    He put one foot into the bloomers, then the other. He pulled them up tight. 
 
    Oddly, while his cock was pounding harder than ever, it didn’t show in the front of the bloomers. It was harder than ever, almost bringing him to his knees with throbbing desire, but…he reached down and felt the bloomers. No bump. Weird. 
 
    But he was so excited. 
 
    And he had to see himself. 
 
    He walked back out into the nursery. There was a mirror on the back of the solid, wood door. He swung the door closed and looked at himself. 
 
    He was amazed. His chest looked real. It poked out and felt heavy and everything! And the bloomers made it look like he had a large, round rump. 
 
    Again, he giggled. In a way, he looked girly. The way his chest and bottom bulged, it sort of made his waist look small. 
 
    But not really small, and he frowned. He needed to make his waist look tiny if he was going to pull this off. 
 
    (Pull what off he didn’t know) 
 
    What about…what if…he put on one of those corsets in the trunk? 
 
    He grinned. He was more sexually excited than he had ever been in his life. Though he had no bump in his bloomers he felt like he did. He felt like his cock was going to spit any second! 
 
    He almost ran back into the closet. He dug into the trunk and found several corsets. One looked shorter than the others, like it was built just for the waist. It opened a little at the bottom so it would sit on top of his hips, and it opened a little at the top so his boobs (if he had any, snicker, snicker) would flare out and look even bigger. 
 
    He wrapped the corset around him and fastened the snaps, then he started pulling on the ties. It was very awkward, but he felt very flexible for some reason. He pulled the ties together and actually made little bows. He did this all the way up his back, then reached over his shoulders, pushed his hair—he didn’t remember it being this long—aside so he could pull the top of the corset tight. 
 
    As he did this he found it harder and harder to breath. It was like the corset was doing its own tightening. His ribs felt compressed, and he gasped a bit, but he figured it was just the exertion, and holding his breath, and…and it was done. 
 
    He went back out to the mirror and stared at himself. 
 
    He looked like he had the body of a girl. He had his own slenderness, but the bloomers and the corset and the bra made it look like he was stacked, and he had a sexy ass, and his waist was wasp thin. 
 
    Just like one of those women in the old time catalogs. 
 
    He grinned and used his fingers to brush out his hair. 
 
    He frowned. His hair seemed awfully long. He didn’t remember it being this long. He was going to need a haircut. 
 
    He turned, pirouetted for the mirror. His hair lifted up a little. Yes, it certainly was long. He looked at the dresser and saw a bowl of bobby pins. 
 
    He picked up one of the pins and pursed his lips. His lips, which felt a little…plump. 
 
    He stopped frowning, tried to make his lips feel normal, and put his hair up. 
 
    He had never put his hair up in his life, but it felt natural, instinctive, and he piled his hair on top of his head and used a couple of pins to keep it in place. 
 
    In the mirror he more closely resembled a girl in the fashion of a hundred years ago. 
 
    But he was nearly naked. Wearing just underwear. What would people think? (He had vague images of Jeff and Debby) If he was to go around near naked? Showing off his large milk sacs. They would be disgusted! 
 
    He walked back into the closet and began looking at the dresses. Now they didn’t look so old fashioned and dowdy. They still looked old, but they had shape to them. He picked out a dress that would conceal his underwear, but…his shape would still be somewhat visible. 
 
    After all, being pregnant wasn’t a crime, and women should be proud of their place in society. 
 
    He pulled the dress over his head and pulled it down his body. 
 
    It fit perfectly. And it had a series of buttons up the front so he could unbutton, unflap, and feed the baby. 
 
    He laughed, his voice sounding very distinct and solitary in the emptiness of the closet. 
 
    Feed the baby. Hah! As if he, Chris Johnson, could feed a baby! Just because he had stiff cups and the bra was so heavy it felt like real boobs, that didn’t mean he could feed a baby! 
 
    He walked into the room and happened to glance around, and he saw a pair of high heels. 
 
    Not a pair of heels with modern spikes and slings and such, but an older pair, a granny pair, maybe even an old witch pair. 
 
    He kicked off his shoes and slipped his feet into the heels. Now he was a couple of inches taller, and he walked over to the mirror. 
 
    Perfect. He was perfectly shaped. He looked like a fecund, young lady. And his lips were larger, more feminine. And his eyes, they seemed to be bigger, and richer. 
 
    And if he was going to nurse a baby all he had to do was unbutton these buttons. He worked his now slender and delicate fingers down the row of buttons, undoing them one at a time. It exposed his corset and bra. 
 
    Then he would simply undo the button at the top of the flap over his boob. 
 
    He undid the button. 
 
    And, then…then…he stared. 
 
    His chest, which was flat, was…something was wrong…a big boob…it flopped out. 
 
    Big and fat, like it was full of milk. 
 
    Dazed, dizzy, he felt the tit. He felt it in his own body. 
 
    He touched the nipple and a shock went through him. His nipples weren’t supposed to be so big and sensitive! 
 
    And…he squeezed the boob slightly around the nipple and a squirt of milk arced through the air. 
 
    Chris dropped down on his knees. the world whirling. Reality going crazy. He collapsed on the floor, one boob hanging out from his nursing bra. Little droplets of milk forming. 
 
      
 
    “This place is spooky,” repeated Debby for the umpteenth time. 
 
    They were climbing the stairs to the next story. 
 
    “You’ve said that before,” Jeff commented drily. 
 
    “But why is it so light?” 
 
    “The moon coming in the windows?” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s almost as bright as daylight. I mean, I can see everything!” 
 
    They reached the next story and looked into a room. It was the master bedroom. There was a four poster bed with a canopy, two long dressers, a vanity table, a couple of cushioned chairs, and a bra hung over the foot of the bed. 
 
    “Isn’t this supposed to be old? Like a hundred years old?” 
 
    Debby laughed. “Somebody was here before us.” 
 
    Jeff grunted. “Yeah, the Bobbsey Twins.” 
 
    Debby looked at him. “Who are the Bobbsey Twins?” 
 
    “There were some books written about them a long time ago.” 
 
    “So you’ve been reading girl’s books?” 
 
    Jeff turned a little red. “Nah. Of course not. I just saw them on a shelf in my parent’s house.” 
 
    “So your parents are little girls?” 
 
    “Now you’re being stupid.” 
 
    Debby snickered and picked up the bra. She felt the big cups and said, “Too big for me.” 
 
    “Cow boobs.” Jeff snickered. 
 
    “Don’t be disrespectful to womankind,” muttered Debby. 
 
    “Hey, boobs are boobs,” he responded. And he was eyeing Debby’s boobs surreptitiously. The bra, the talk of boobs, he was getting excited. 
 
    “You’re a boob.” 
 
    He laughed, then put a hand on her shoulder and turned around. “You know, uh…how much I like you?” 
 
    His face was turning red, visible even in the gloomy light of the moon. 
 
    “You do?” She turned coquettish in an instant. She was a beautiful girl, and she knew how to play the boys. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    A typical boy, he had turned into an octopus and had his arms all over her. 
 
    Debby pushed him away and grinned. She liked Jeff, but not that way. And he was sort of an oaf when it came to respecting women. She raised her hands to fend him off, and realized she was still holding the bra. She pushed it at his chest and said, “Put it on.” 
 
    “What?” he stepped back in shock. “Put on a bra? Are you serious?” 
 
    Jeff was a straight arrow. He couldn’t even imagine what she had just said, and to have her say it…unbelievable! 
 
    “Yes. You say you love me. Prove it. Put on this bra.” 
 
    “How will prove that I love you?” 
 
    “It’ll prove that you’re willing to go to any lengths to get a kiss.” 
 
    “A kiss,” he repeated dully. Now that was an idea he liked! 
 
    “Yes.” Debby didn’t know what was driving her, but she was impelled, and it was exciting. Just think, to make the big captain of the football team do anything she wanted…to make him obey her. Now that was something! 
 
    He held the bra and looked at it. It was a bit wispy, it was stretchy. The cups were certainly big enough. 
 
    “Not only that, but I’m going to find some more clothes for you!” 
 
    “What? No!” But inside was a voice saying Yes! 
 
    “Get out of your clothes right now. Put that on, and…and when you’re dressed up we can kiss.” 
 
    He stood, a dumb ox, his male urges making him stupid, and breathed hard. 
 
    Debby was built. She was stacked. She was the prettiest girl in school. And he could kiss her if…if…and he suddenly wanted to put the bra on, and whatever else she found, worse than anything he had ever wanted. 
 
    He would take her in his arms. He would hold her and kiss her. And maybe he could cop a feel. Maybe he could even put a hand down in her crotch and feel her up. 
 
    Debby turned to the dressers and opened them. 
 
    One was full of male clothes. The other was filled with female clothes. 
 
    She rummaged through the female clothes and found panties and corsets and nylons and garters and…everything! 
 
    She tossed panties at him, a corset, nylons. 
 
    Jeff moved back. “I’ll do it,” he breathed, excited, his cock throbbing mercilessly. “So help me…I’ll do it.” 
 
    “And I’ll find a brush to comb out your hair. 
 
    Jeff kept his hair cut short for the football team, but now it was flowing over his ears, reaching to his shoulders, and neither of them took note of this incredibly anomaly. 
 
    Jeff kicked off his shoes and socks. Eyeing Debby hungrily, he pulled off his shorts and tee shirt. 
 
    He looked at the bra then, and realized a simple truth. He didn’t know how to put a bra. 
 
    “I’ll help you,” said Debby, seeing his dilemma. 
 
    He was naked, his cock was sticking straight out, and he had a lot of cock. 
 
    Debby had never been with a naked boy, and she was a little timid as she walked to him, looked down at his monster, and then reached up to him. 
 
    At that moment, if Jeff had simply reached down, hugged her, and kissed her, it would have all been over. 
 
    But he didn’t, and for a simple reason. Something in him was telling him that he had to put on that bra. And those other clothes she was compiling on top of the dresser. 
 
    She held the bra up and he put his arms through the straps. She reached around him, hugged him in essence, and fastened the bra.  
 
    The bra was stretchy, but it felt right. It felt like it fit. And the cups immediately filled up and felt…full. 
 
    Debby noticed this, but thought maybe the bra was stiff in the cup material, like built in falsies. 
 
    His cock was sticking into her belly. She felt the hard point pressing against her abdomen, and she grinned. “Wow.” 
 
    She reached down and gripped it, and Jeff almost fell down. The sensation of being squeezed and stroked was amazing. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, she let go and went back to the dresser. “Try these,” she threw him panties. “And these and these and…” he caught garters, nylons, and a dress made of silk hung down, touched his cock, and he swooned. 
 
    “Well? Put them on!” 
 
    Jeff sat down on the bed and figured things out. He had seen people put on nylons in the movies, so he figured out how to ‘unroll’ them up his legs. 
 
    His body was big, and the garter seemed to be too high, but when he stretched the straps down and attached the snaps it all seemed to work. 
 
    In fact, he felt sort of…dainty. 
 
    He was big boy, six foot four, but when he was wearing the panties and the bra he seemed shorter. 
 
    Debby snorted. An illusion caused by moonlight. 
 
    Jeff put on a corset, stretchable panties, then pulled a sleek dress over his head.  
 
    He wasn’t totally fashionable, more like 1950s fashionable. But that was quite beautiful. 
 
    Debby pulled him in front of the mirror on the back of the door and began brushing his hair. 
 
    His hair was long now, and shiny. She brushed and brushed, and as she brushed the hair seemed to actually grow longer, like she was, by pulling the bristles through his hair, pulling his hair out and making it longer. 
 
    “God,” whispered Debby. She wasn’t one for women, but this was different. The apparent she in front of her was a he, or was she? At any rate, Debby’s heart was pounding harder, and her crotch was getting hot…actually getting moist! 
 
    Jeff stared at himself. “Is that really me?” He appeared even shorter. Only a couple of inches taller than Debbie. But that was impossible! 
 
    “That’s you, baby,” murmured Debby breathily. “Put on some high heels and you’ll be tall again.” 
 
    There were heels right next to the dresser and Jeff balanced on one foot and put on one, then balanced on the other foot and put on the other. 
 
    For a second he seemed taller, then, an illusion shattering, he actually seemed shorter. Shorter than Debby! Even with the heels on. 
 
    “Didn’t work,” he said, but when he started to take the heels off Debby stopped him.  
 
    “No. Wear them. I like being taller than you.” 
 
    Chuck nodded. He actually liked being shorter, and he couldn’t stop looking at himself in the mirror. 
 
    Debby watched him for a moment, then an idea struck her. She opened the dresser drawers for the male dresser. It was a treasure trove of stuff. 
 
    Neatly folded and pressed pants. Shirts that needed cuff links. String ties. Spats and sock garters. And very shiny black shoes. Short boots, really. 
 
    She began taking items out, holding them up to herself, and imagining herself wearing them. 
 
    The underwear, not very sexy boxer shorts, looked way too big. But when she put them on they actually felt a little tight. And it even felt…she could imagine…a dong hanging down in the folds of tight cloth. 
 
    The pants, too, were way too long, but when she pulled them up her legs they were just perfect. Oddly, the material made her legs fell…hairy. Wasn’t that weird? 
 
    The shirt was an ancient boy beater, tin straps on the shoulders, and she pulled it on easily, and her chest filled it quite nicely. 
 
    Funny, she didn’t have boob definition now, but the dress shirt was tight. And flat. And it was blood red. Now why had she chosen such a garish color? But on looking into the drawer she realized that all the shirts were that same bloody color. 
 
    She would have said ‘WTF,’ but she was too anxious to finish dressing. 
 
    She put on the garters and pulled up the socks. She found cufflinks in  a top drawer and fit them on her wrists. Then the tie. 
 
    The tie was pure Simon Legree. It was thin and looked like it was made of snake skin. 
 
    She pawed through the drawer. All the ties looked the same. 
 
    Weird, but the weirdness didn’t bother her.  
 
    Nothing bothered her, and she sat in a chair and slipped her feet into the black boots. 
 
    She stood up and stamped her feet and grinned. 
 
    “Now that’s stomping good!” 
 
    She looked down on Jeff, who was looking up and was feeling a little fearful. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Debby grabbed Jeff’s dress and pulled him to her. She kissed him. She kissed him hard. She mashed her lips onto his and stuck her tongue rudely into his mouth. 
 
    Jeff was scared. Something was wrong. This was wrong. But he didn’t know how. What was happening? 
 
    Debby reached up and felt her chin. It itched, and now she knew why. She had the beginnings of a goatee. It was rough and bristly and she curled her lip in a sneer. Still holding Jeff she snarled, “You girls. You prick teasing bitches. When are you going to learn who’s boss?” 
 
    Jeff tried to get loose. He pushed, but his football muscles were no more. In fact, it was hard to push with his shiny, red fingernails.  
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” Debby laughed at his frantic efforts to get loose. 
 
    She kissed him again. Hurt his mouth with her own. 
 
    Jeff gave a grunt that turned into a squeak. His voice was changing. He was weak. He was small, especially compared to the now hulking Debby. 
 
    She reached a hand up and squeezed his breasts. 
 
    “Ow!” Jeff tried to brush her hand away, and couldn’t figure out what she was squeezing. After all, he didn’t have tits! 
 
    But, unfortunately for him, he did. They had grown within the confines of the dress, and he had quite a healthy set of boobs. They are large, and tipped with extremely sensitive nipples. 
 
    Debby pulled on his nipples, right through the cloth, and laughed as he struggled. 
 
    Then Jeff did the only thing he could, the only thing that came to mind. 
 
    He brought his knee up.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Debby was a girl. She had a vagina. 
 
    Or so she thought. 
 
    In her new ‘Simon Legree’ clothes she apparently a little extra. She felt like she had balls, and she felt those balls malforming and pressing up against her pubic area. She let go, and grabbed her groin. She turned a deathly shade of white and fell to her knees.  
 
    She barfed. 
 
    Such did a young girl learn the drawbacks of male testicles. 
 
    Jeff, now terrified by how helpless he was in his smaller body, turned and ran.  
 
    If he had been his normal height and weight he would have laughed, fought back. But half his weight and several inches shorter, he knew he had to get out of Dodge. There was no way he could fight back against Debby. 
 
    Unfortunately, he ran right out the door and collided with Chris. 
 
    Noses bumped, boobs bumped, and they both fell back, sat on the floor, and stared at each other. 
 
    “Jeff?” Chris stared in shock. 
 
    “Chris?” 
 
    From the room behind Jeff came Debby’s new, gruff voice. “I’m going to kick your fucking ass to the damned moon!” 
 
    Who would have thought a sweet, innocent, little girl like Debby knew such coarse language? 
 
    But she did, and the boys suddenly realized that girls had a dark side to them. They jumped to their feet and ran down the hallway. 
 
    Debby staggered out of the bedroom. Males do recover fairly fast when kicked in the balls, and that was a good thing for her. 
 
    But bad for Jeff and Chris. 
 
    She saw them running up the stairs at the end of the hallway. The smart thing would have been to go down the stairs, but they weren’t thinking clearly. They were thinking about hiding, and not getting away. A small point, but one which resulted in their going up the stairs. 
 
    Debby stomped down the hall, holding her nuts, and picked up speed as she recovered. 
 
    She came to the stairs and ran up them. She was as big as Jeff had been, and she had his muscle and speed. 
 
    She reached the top floor and looked down the length of the hallway. 
 
    Architectural error, there was only one stairway, so the boys were trapped. They would have to get past her to go down the stairs. 
 
    Debby went into the first room. She ran to the closet, checked it, then ran back to the hallway so nobody could get past her. 
 
    She checked the next room. Nobody. 
 
    The next room, the next room. 
 
    At the end of the hallway she checked the last room. Nobody, and she came out of that room and looked at the stairs.  
 
    It was a short, circular flight leading up into the turret. Debby grinned, and started up the stairs. 
 
    Inside the turret Jeff and Chris were terrified. They wore dresses. They had tits. They felt like their very psyches had been changed; they felt meek and mild. They felt…’girly.’ 
 
    They crouched on the floor across from the turret door and watched that door. They shivered and huddled together. 
 
    There wasn’t much in the room, just a telescope on a tripod for looking over the fields. It was in front of a window to the side. 
 
    They heard Debby mounting the steps.  
 
    They had locked the door, and suddenly the knob rattled. 
 
    Debby was here! 
 
    The door shook. 
 
    “Open this door you little fucks!” 
 
    Chris and Jeff held on to each other. 
 
    BOOM! Debby kicked the door with her black boots. They weren’t made for kicking, but she had the weight and the door began to crumple from the first kick. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    “EEEE!” Jeff and Chris screamed. 
 
    BOOM! The door flew back, the lock mechanism busted, and banged against the wall. 
 
    Debby stepped into the light, and she was terrifying. She had a gruff beard, her eyes were bloodshot, and she looked pissed. 
 
    “Where the hell do you sissies think you’re going?” 
 
    She stomped across the room and grabbed Jeff. She lifted him up by one arm and shook him. 
 
    Jeff sobbed, kicked and flailed with his hands, hitting Debby with his little mitts. 
 
    “All I wanted was a little fuck! Is that too much to ask?” 
 
    Chris slid along the wall, and came up against the base of the tripod. He cowered helplessly. 
 
    Debby turned to Chris, Jeff dangling in her grip. “You stay right here you little shit! I’ll be back for you!” 
 
    Debby turned and dragged Jeff across the floor. She went down the staircase, Jeff bumping on each step. 
 
    In the turret Chris sobbed. He was a guy, but he couldn’t stop crying.  
 
    Still, something had to be done. He couldn’t just wait for Debby to come back and get him. 
 
    He crept across the floor, looked down the stairway and then descended. He could hear Debby screaming at Jeff as she dragged him down the hallway. 
 
    Chris looked down the hallway just in time to see Debby turn down the far stairs.  
 
    Since Debby wasn’t after him right now, he managed to scamper down the hallway. She looked down that stairway, but Debby was already out of sight. 
 
    Now Chris hurried. He didn’t know what to do, he was scared, but he had to find out what Debby was going to do to Jeff! 
 
    Debby dragged Jeff down to the first floor, then headed across the big room towards the kitchen in the back of the house. 
 
    Jeff tried to yell, to twist out from Debby’s hard grasp, but there was no way he could match, or even hope to exceed, Debby’s strength. 
 
    Through the kitchen they went, and Debby opened a door just past the kitchen. She made Jeff move down some vary dark steps. There were no windows here, but they came out in the basement, which was ringed with a half a dozen, small windows. Here the moonlight increased again, and Jeff looked around. 
 
    A table and chairs were piled in a corner. Next to them were some crates. There were small rooms on the other side of the basement. He could hear the frantic scattering of rats as their domain was invaded. 
 
    Through the semi-gloom they went, being illuminated briefly by the small windows, then entering gloom only to be illuminated again. 
 
    At the far end of the basement was a structure. It was a big cross made of thick beams. It had leather straps hanging from screws, and Debby threw Jeff against the cross. She pulled the straps over his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his wrists. 
 
    “Kick me in the balls, will you,” she growled. “I’ll teach you. And I’ll teach Chris, too. You girls think you own the world, well, we’ll see.” 
 
    Jeff begged, “Let me go! I just want to leave.” 
 
    “I’ll let you leave with a burning ass. I’m going to teach you a lesson!” 
 
    “But…Debby…it’s me! It’s Jeff! Something has happened.” 
 
    “Something happened all right. You showed me no respect. Now I’m going to show you a little disrespect.” 
 
    Debby grabbed the back of Jeff’s dress and pulled. R-I-I-I-P! 
 
    His back, now slender and sexy, his football muscles gone, was revealed. 
 
    Debby took in her breath. She had been thinking of whipping him, and still wanted to, but the sexual component had been added in. 
 
    “Debby! You can’t do this! I’m a guy! this house changed us! Don’t you remember the tales? The house changes people’s sex? Makes them do crazy things?” 
 
    Debby stood there, gazing at Jeff’s backside hungrily. She had ripped his dress almost off, but there was still a bit of dress covering Jeff’s butt.  
 
    Debby stepped forward and gripped Jeff’s dress above his butt. 
 
    R-I-I-I-I-P! 
 
    Jeff was still wearing panties and bra, but ass was beautiful. It was round and sexy and Debby reached out and cupped both his buns. She lifted, and that caused Jeff to feel sensations in his asshole, and in his pussy. 
 
    “Hey!” he squirmed. 
 
    “Hey, yourself,” grunted Debby. She backed up to a bench and picked up a whip. “Get ready, bitch. I’m going to teach you your lesson, and then maybe you’ll want another lesson. A dick lesson.” 
 
    Jeff screamed, “HELP! HELP!” 
 
    “There’s nobody here,” said Debby, taking a position a few feet behind the helpless Jeff. “There’s nobody to save you. There’s no-“ 
 
    CONK! 
 
    Debby fell to her knees and dropped the whip. Her arms hung down and the world was half black. What had happened? What had— 
 
    CONK! 
 
    Debby went to sleep. 
 
    Behind Debby Chris stood. He was holding a rolling pin he had found in the kitchen.  He had swung as hard as he could, but his girly muscles hadn’t been capable of putting Debby down with one stroke. It had required two. 
 
    But now Debby was lying on the floor, face down. She was making a groaning sound, but she was obviously out of it, and it would be some minutes before she actually came to her senses. 
 
    Chris jumped over Debby’s body. “Jeff?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Chris?” Jeff tried to look over his shoulder. 
 
    “Hold still. Let me get these buckles. 
 
    Quickly, Chris undid the leather straps. 
 
    Jeff turned and hugged Chris. Their breasts pressed together, and Chris imagined he could feel a spurt of milk within his bra. 
 
    They turned and looked down at Debby. 
 
    “What are we going to do with her?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but we can’t let her leave, and we can’t leave ourselves.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “We need to figure out how to change back to our own sexes.” 
 
    That struck Jeff. Yes. He had to get his old body back. Tits were cool, and he wished he could take the time to play with them, but… 
 
    “Come on, drag her over here.” 
 
    They each took an arm and pulled, and they dragged Debby to the big cross. They pulled her up over the cross, but she was too tall and she bent over and her upper body fell through the top angle of the cross. Try as they might, they couldn’t get her upper body back up, and that meant they couldn’t strap her wrists to the cross. 
 
    “Use the lower straps for both her ankles and her wrists.” 
 
    That worked, and shortly Debby was tied down, bent over, and her big, male butt was jutting out from the cross. 
 
    Chris and Jeff sagged and sat, and considered their situation. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered Chris, what happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Debby wanted me to wear these clothes, but everything changed when I put them on.” 
 
    “Wait a minute! You changed into a girl when you put on girly clothes?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jeff looked up at Chris, feeling the excitement in his voice. 
 
    “That’s what happened to me. I put on these clothes and…and I changed.” 
 
    Jeff blurted, “You put on those clothes by yourself?” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. But I think the house had something to do with it. It was like something came over me and I had to.” 
 
    Jeff looked at his friend. He couldn’t believe what he was thinking. 
 
    “You wanted to be a girl?” 
 
    “No! I just wanted to try on these clothes.” 
 
    But Jeff wasn’t buying it. “You always wear your hair long. You’ve got a soft manner about you. I think you’re a sissy deep down.” 
 
    Chris opened his mouth to protest, but something happened. Maybe it was the house demanding truth, maybe it was something in Chris. But, whatever, he admitted the truth. 
 
    “Okay. I’ve always…wondered.” 
 
    “Wondered what?” 
 
    “Wondered what it would be like to be a girl. Wondered what it would be like to have breasts, a vagina. What…what it would be like to make love as a girl.” 
 
    “You’re a sissy? Really?” 
 
    “Well, not all the way. I still like girls, and I like playing with my dick, but…yeah, there’s a part of me.” 
 
    Chris sounded a little bit miserable, and a tear came to his eye. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. People are different. Okay?” 
 
    Chris nodded, wiped his eyes. “Okay.” 
 
    “Besides, we’re not going to talk about what happened here tonight. Right? 
 
    “I’m not saying shit,” Chris vowed. 
 
    “And neither am I.” 
 
    Then the boys were silent. They had their own thoughts, their own problems to come to grips with. Suddenly Chris asked, “So what do we do now?” 
 
    “About turning back into ourselves?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Do you think, maybe, if we just got out of these clothes everything would go back to normal? 
 
    They studied each other, hoping, and they began to feel a little better. 
 
    Chris had a little bit of ripped dress on him and he took it off and tossed it aside. He stood in panties and bra and stared at his friend. “How do I look?” 
 
    “Like a girl,” responded Jeff sadly. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the underwear? That’s when I seemed to change, so maybe if I just…” 
 
    “That’s a weird bra you’ve got on. It’s got that big button at the top of your…of your…” 
 
    “That’s cause it’s for milking. Watch.” 
 
    Chris undid the button atop one cup. The flap fell and his boob popped out. 
 
    Jeff’s eyes widened at the sight of the perfectly formed mammary. 
 
    “That’s nothing,” grinned Chris. “Watch this.” 
 
    Chris grabbed his boob and squeezed, and moved his hand towards the nipple. 
 
    Milk squirted out. It was a thin stream that arced over the basement floor. 
 
    “Holy…wow!” 
 
    They looked at each other. Men, but…two girls. Their breasts almost touching. One of the breasts oozing drops of milk. 
 
    Their faces were close together, Jeff licked his lips. Chris moved his face closer. 
 
    They were girls! Dammit! They weren’t two boys making out! They were girls. 
 
    Their lips touched gently. They felt the softness of their plump lips. Chris felt Jeff’s boobs. He reached behind Jeff and undid the bra. 
 
    As the back strap came loose the shoulder straps lost their weight, and the cups lost their shape. 
 
    Jeff looked down. at Jeff. He was suddenly growing taller. 
 
    “Take off your panties!” 
 
    Jeff reached down and pressed his panties with his thumbs. As the panties slid down he felt his cock coming back. The flatness of the whole bulged, sprouted, then stuck out. His cock came up, bounced up hard, and slapped against Chris’s belly. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    They stood, inches apart, and Jeff was a man. He was back to being the tall footballer. His hair was short again. His lips were not plump and his face had masculine angles and planes. 
 
    But Chris was still a girl. 
 
    They stared at each other. A man and a woman. A man with a big boner, and a woman suddenly catching her breath. 
 
    “Should I take my bra off?” asked Chris. 
 
    “Please, don’t,” said Jeff. 
 
    Then Jeff was moving forward. He didn’t have to move far. He wasn’t holding Chris, he was holding a girl, and his cock was hard as a baseball bat and felt that long. 
 
    Their lips met and slithered. Their breathing came together. Jeff held Chris in his arms and bent his head and began to suck on Chris’s tits. 
 
    Milk came out, hot and sweet, and Jeff moaned. He liked boobs, and this was the best. He had never tasted anything like this in his life. 
 
    Chris muttered, “How are we going to fuck? If I take off my bloomers I might change back!” 
 
    “Maybe just pull your bloomers to the side a bit?” 
 
    The two boys, or one boy and one girl, or whatever they were, felt electric. They could do this! They could fuck! 
 
    Chris lay down on a crate and pulled the crotch of his bloomers to the side. 
 
    Jeff stared at the perfectly formed pussy. It was hot, it was wet, it was everything he had ever wanted. 
 
    In the back of his mind he knew that Chris was a boy. But he wasn’t a boy now! 
 
    Would he be fucking a man? 
 
    But Chris was a girl! He had a pussy! Jeff found himself moving up to the edge of the crate. His cock was in his hand, and his cock was hard! 
 
    Chris was breathing hard. He was anxious. He had a it of the sissy to him, and he needed to feel this. He needed to do this. This was going to determine what the rest of his life was about. If he liked this, he might end up gay, or getting a sex change, or something. 
 
    Or maybe not. 
 
    It all depended on what happened in the next few minutes. 
 
    Jeff touched Chris’s pussy with the head of his cock. “Is this okay?” He was asking himself as much as he was asking Chris. 
 
    Chris answered, “It’s got to be. Everything happens for a reason.” 
 
    Jeff looked at Chris. He studied the female eyes, the long hair. He looked at Chris’s exposed boob, leaking milk. 
 
    Damn! This dude was not a dude! He was a girl!” 
 
    Jeff pushed in. 
 
    It was amazing.  
 
    Chris drew in his breath and felt his groin expand, become larger, accept Jeff’s dong. 
 
    Jeff felt the wonderful sensation of vaginal walls holding his penis. “Oh, fuck,” he said, meeting Chris’s amazed gaze. 
 
    “Do me,” whispered Chris. 
 
    Jeff began to go in and out. It was like heaven was holding his penis. He quickly felt himself getting close. 
 
    Chris felt like the world was changing, the universe was changing. He felt like he was expanding, couldn’t breath, was being flung out to the far stars. He felt like he was at the center of a super nova, and there was no going back. 
 
    Jeff felt the trigger within, he felt the surge of semen up the shaft, then he was squirting, his penis spewing wildly, and his legs grew so weak he had to hold on to the crate, to Chris, and let it happen. 
 
    For a long minute they lay on the crate, in each other’s arms, wondering at what had happened. they were brought to by Debby’s voice. The male Debby’s voice. 
 
    “What the fuck are you two faggots doing?” 
 
    Chris and Jeff stood up and grinned at each other. What the fuck indeed! 
 
    “Let me loose! Get me off this thing, or I’ll beat your asses until you never sit down again!” 
 
    Jeff and Chris moved up behind Debby. “You know, Debby, I love you as a girl. But as a guy you’re a bully bastard.” 
 
    “A real fuck wit,” agreed Chris. 
 
    “You fucks better let me go!” 
 
    The boys sighed. “I guess we better.” 
 
    “But we better change her back, first. I don’t feel like letting her thrash us.” 
 
    “True. 
 
    Chris grabbed Debbies pants and pulled them off. It was awkward, the way she was bent, but it worked. Then he began pulling her boxers off. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Jeff blurted. “She isn’t changing!” 
 
    It was true. The boxers were half off but she still had a big, fat penis. 
 
    “What the fuck? Will you assholes get me out of this?” 
 
    For a moment the two boys ignored Debby. This was weird. 
 
    “Why isn’t she changing back?” 
 
    And, after a long minute of intense discussion they realized: “Maybe because she hasn’t cum?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I came and I changed.” 
 
    “What are you two bozos talking about?” 
 
    “Listen, Debby, you have to have an orgasm if you want to change back into a girl.” 
 
    “I do? No I don’t! I don’t want to be a girl again!” 
 
    But the boys ignored that last statement. They were intent on getting things back to normal. 
 
    “How do you want to get her off?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m a guy so I don’t want to touch her penis.” 
 
    Which left Chris licking his lips and wondering. 
 
    Debby was cool, but as a man she was an asshole. But he was going to have to get her to cum. 
 
    “I can’t fuck her like that.” 
 
    “If we let her loose she might fuck you on her own.” 
 
    “Yeah, but she might fuck you, too. You want that?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “So how about a blow job?” 
 
    “You can give a blow job?” 
 
    “I hope so.” 
 
    “But you’ve never given a blow job before,” Jeff spoke suspiciously. 
 
    “No. But how hard can it be? You just suck, fondle nuts, and since I was a boy I know what feels good to a cock, right?” 
 
    “Well, I guess so. 
 
    Chris got down on his butt and moved underneath Debby. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    Chris turned his back to her, positioned his head, pulled the crotch of her boxers to the side, and stared at her big cock. 
 
    And it was big. It was long and it had two big nuts at the base. They hung down a little, but he could put his mouth around that big piece of meat. 
 
    Interested, compelled, Chris opened his mouth and took in Debby’s big peeny. 
 
    It was massive, overwhelming, and Chris knew that it would fit better in a pussy, but his mouth it had to be. 
 
    “Hey! Fuck! I don’t want some sissy sucking on my schlong!” 
 
    But Debby had no choice. They had to change her back, and Chris went to work. 
 
    He sucked voraciously, remembering what he liked. He hefted her balls and stroked her head, and Debby started to respond. 
 
    “Oh, crap. What are…God! A sissy!” 
 
    “But it feels good, right?” pointed out Jeff. 
 
    “Fuck, shit!” Debby said.  
 
    The boys were surprised to find out what a little potty mouth their friend was. 
 
    Chris kept up the work. He slapped her nuts lightly, and he chewed on the head, and finally he said, “Stick a finger up her ass! It’ll remind her of how much fun it is to have a pussy!” 
 
    Jeff moved forward, licked his finger, and inserted it. 
 
    Debby gasped and almost instantly started cumming. “Oh, God! Oh, God Oh, God!” she cried out as stands of pearls went down Chris’s throat. 
 
    And Chris liked it. He liked the taste, the texture…he liked the whole thing. 
 
    Finally, Debby was done, and they pulled her boxers off. 
 
    Instantly she shrunk. They took the rest of her clothes off, helped her to her feet, and she was back to normal. 
 
    And embarrassed. She was naked and her best friends were staring at her with big grins. Of course they were all naked, except for Chris, so it didn’t really matter. 
 
    “You idiots,” she blurted. But she was no longer bully boy Debby, she was soft and sweet and their friend. 
 
    “Well, okay,” Jeff turned to Chris. “You’re the last one. Take off your bloomers and let’s see what the real Chris Johnson looks like.” 
 
    Chris grinned, and felt a little sad, and pulled down his bloomers. 
 
    And remained the same. 
 
    A vagina. 
 
    And he took off his bra, and though the milk stopped, he had tits. Real, live tits! 
 
    “What the fuck!” he exclaimed. 
 
    Debby’s mouth opened in surprise, and she blurted, “It doesn’t just change you…it changes you into what you want!” 
 
    “You mean I’m going to be a girl from now on?” 
 
    Debby and Jeff looked at each and shrugged. 
 
    “What’ll my parents say?” 
 
    “I have a feeling,” mused Debby, “that everything is taken care of. Look at the pictures on the stairs. Those people probably changed. Maybe even many times, but I’ll bet the world changed to accommodate them.” 
 
    “So I’m a girl,” marveled Chris. 
 
    Then Jeff blurted, “And I’m not a virgin!” 
 
    They all looked at each other. 
 
    Debby: “But I am.” 
 
    Jeff grinned. “Don’t worry, I’ll help you with that! 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Slow down!” she snapped. 
 
    Joe dutifully slowed down, and sighed. He turned and waited for his wife to catch up. 
 
    “Don’t look so impatient. You’re the one who wanted me to wear heels.” 
 
    Joe smiled. “Well, you are pretty sexy with your butt lifted up like that.” 
 
    Nancy strode past him, her heels going click, click, click. 
 
    The sound made his dick hard, and he studied his wife’s very fine ass. 
 
    Nancy was a babe. With a capital ‘BABE!’ 
 
    Her legs were built of taut, curvy muscles, and they ended in a round pair of cheeks that set his heart on fire. The roundness of her derriere sloped in to a tight, waist. Above the waist were her world class knockers. A dream in any man’s world. Then came the face with plump, cherry red lips, a pert nose that tipped up very slightly at the end, and blue eyes that made him shudder with lust. All topped with a wave of blonde that shone in the sun. 
 
    He was a lucky man, and that was true. 
 
    Heck, as far as men went he was sort of average. Not ugly, strong enough, a little thin, but…she had fallen for him. Gods be praised. 
 
    But she was also a little unhappy with him. Not always, not a lot, but sometimes she would give him a look, or talk a little snappy, and he would know that she was irritated. 
 
    Ah, well. He was doing the best he could. 
 
    Smiling, watching her ass sway, he followed her through the mall. They went up the escalator and he sighed, his boner sitting up and begging, and he watched her delicious buttocks. 
 
    They reached the second floor and she stopped to look in a window. 
 
    He moved up next to her and she said, “You really need to walk a little slower. You’re always charging off. You make me wear these heels, and then I have to struggle to keep up.” 
 
    “Sorry, babe. Just call me twinkle toes.” 
 
    “Tinkle toes?” 
 
    He frowned, then realized she was laughing. Tinkle toes. Oh, boy. Don’t let anybody hear that.” then he thought about it. Tinkle toes. He asked, “What does that mean, tinkle toes?” 
 
    “It’s like fart knocker, or snickerbocker. It’s just a word.” 
 
    She stepped sideways and examined a dress through the window. 
 
    “Well, at least it doesn’t mean I tinkle on my toes.” 
 
    She turned and looked at him, and her face was very quizzical. Suddenly she reached into the shopping bag she was carrying it. He had bought a present for her sister, and it was decorated with ribbons and bows and little jingle bells. She made him hold the bag for a second and ripped off a ribbon and a bell. She took back the shopping bag and handed him the bell and ribbon. 
 
    It was round, about as big as a dime, and had little slots on it. There was a little ball inside to give it the jingle sound. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do with this?” 
 
    She smiled in the most insidious way. “I want you to go into that little boys room over there, go into a stall, and tie the bell on the head of your cock.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. Just wrap the ribbon around the groove on the head of your cock, attach the jingle bell, and report back to me.” 
 
    “This is stupid,” he held the bell and the ribbon loosely. 
 
    “This is a lesson in how to walk at the appropriate speed.” 
 
    “I can walk just fine.” 
 
    “But can you cum?” 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, and quickly shut it. Nancy had a bad habit of punishing him by refusing sex, and he was a man who loved sex. 
 
    Very carefully he said, “Honey. I don’t think we need to do this.” 
 
    She smiled a sly smile and said, “Now.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Do you ever?” 
 
    She only had to say half the sentence. The whole sentence was; Do you ever want to have sex again? 
 
    He did, so he turned and pouted and slumped his shoulders and walked towards the bathroom. 
 
    Nancy watched him cross the mall and enter the bathroom, and she smiled. He was a sucker for sex, and he had never realized that she wasn’t for a simple reason: he was too small. 
 
    Inside the bathroom it was cool. It had the usual smells associated with a bathroom. Soap, poop, mingled in a sad attempt to make the place standable. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    He stepped into the first open stall, pulled his pants down, and sat down. 
 
    He could still hear the mall music, faint and designed to dull the mind.  
 
    Being a horny sort, his dick was already half hard. Heck, having watched his wife’s sexy body saunter through the mall it was definitely half hard. And, his hand taking it in hand, it was getting harder. 
 
    He smiled. He liked the bit of excitement in his balls. He liked how it got long and hard and even got a drip of pre-cum on the tip. 
 
    When his cock was hard enough he tied the bell to one end, and the other end to his peeny. 
 
    It dangled into the bowl. Not long enough to reach the water, but…it sure made him hard. 
 
    Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad, after all. 
 
    He stood up and pulled up his underpants. His underpants kept the bell from hanging, and he was suddenly inspired. 
 
    Nancy wanted to hear him jingle, and he better make himself jingle, or he wouldn’t be getting any. 
 
    He pulled the little slit on his BVDs apart and pulled his cock out. It hung down and he pulled his pants up. 
 
    The bell could be seen, but nobody would know what it was, if they did happen to see it. 
 
    But nobody would really see it. They would have to examine his groin closely, study his crotch, and people didn’t do that. They glanced, peered without showing it, and that was all. 
 
    He buckled his pants, opened the stall door, took a few steps, and saw the nefariousness of Nancy’s plan. If he moved too fast he jingled, and that would make people stare at his groin. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    He exited the restroom and walked across the polished floor to where his wife waited with a smirk. 
 
    He was careful to move at just the right speed. Sometimes he moved too fast and…’jing jing!’ 
 
    So he moved at a sedate, peaceful rate. About ten times slower than he usually walked. 
 
    “Hello, Joe. How’s things?” 
 
    His face was red and she laughed. People walking by ignored them. 
 
    She hooked his arm in his and walked through the mall. 
 
    “Oh, God! He said, when she sped up and pulled him along. His jingle bell tinkled and he grew redder. 
 
    With the jingle bell on his cock she was able to walk just barely faster than him. 
 
    “Come on, honey,. Let’s get a move on.” 
 
    Jing jing! 
 
    “I can’t!” he protested, slowing down. 
 
    She moved slowly with him for a moment, then blurted, with a big grin, “I never knew how irritating it was to have to walk so slow.” 
 
    She pulled him faster. 
 
    Jing jing! 
 
    He pulled back, walked at a pace where he wouldn’t jingle. 
 
    She pulled him faster. 
 
    He resisted. 
 
    He was becoming dour faced. She was laughing more and more. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Well, I can’t walk as slow as you.” She let go and walked away. 
 
    She tap, tap, tapped across the hard floor. He struggled to move fast enough to keep up. He tried to figure out how to walk with a smooth gait in the groin area. He slid, rather than walked, and tried to catch her. 
 
    “Crap,” he mumbled to himself. Then he noticed that people were looking at him and chuckling. 
 
    It looked like he was following his wife, trying to catch up, and he looked stupid. It looked like she was in charge and he was forced to walk several feet behind her. 
 
    “Slow down,” he murmured. Now his face was bright red. 
 
    But, if anything, she sped up. 
 
    Heck, if she had walked this fast when she was following him then they wouldn’t have this problem. 
 
    Ahead of him Nancy was in heaven. Having her husband follow her like a little slave had empowered her, and she felt a surge of power that filled up her body, and especially her groin. 
 
    It was sexy to have him following her like a little boy. And she noticed that people were looking after her more and more. 
 
    They saw him, they wondered who he was chasing, and they saw her, and…she wondered if she was leaving a little wake of boners behind her. 
 
    Probably. And that just made her hotter, and…wetter. 
 
    Heysoos Xristo on square wheeled skates! She liked the power! She liked being in charge! She was going to have to do this more often! 
 
    In fact, a subtle making of the mind, she was going to have to do this always! 
 
    Behind her, Joe struggled to catch up. 
 
      
 
    They sat in the car and Joe turned the key. The motor roared to life and Joe muttered, “That was stupid.” 
 
    Nancy sat in the passenger seat, her back to the door, and smiled. “Can’t take it, eh?” 
 
    “I can take anything!” 
 
    “Anything but a bell on your little peewee.” 
 
    He glared at her, “That’s enough of that. My dick is just fine.” 
 
    But she was feeling big and powerful, and it had always bothered her. “No, it’s not just fine. Let’s face it, honey lover of mine, your dick is on the small side.” 
 
    “It’s big enough to make you happy.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    That was the big blink of Joe’s life. That was the slap heard round the world. That was his male ego being totally and ruthlessly emasculated. 
 
    “What?” His voice sounded a little desperate. And it should have. For, after all, Joe did have a substandard penis. 
 
    Average was six inches. Big was eight inches. Small was four inches. 
 
    Nancy leaned towards him, squeezed her arms together to showcase her ample boobs. “Joe, let’s be honest. You aren’t the biggest tool in the shed.” 
 
    “I’m fine!” But his voice cracked. 
 
    “Sure. You make me happy. But how times have I had to ask you to get me off with your mouth, or just your fingers? 
 
    “But women often take a little longer.” 
 
    “The longer it takes a woman to cum…that is proportional to the size of the dick.” 
 
    “It is not!” he croaked. 
 
    “Small dick takes a while. Big dick happens faster.” 
 
    Now Joe was silent. Silent and hurt and desperate. 
 
    The truth was that he knew he wasn’t the most endowed stud in the stable. In fact, he was the Shetland pony, the miniature, with a miniature dick. 
 
    “Well…well…” but he didn’t know what to say. The truth was the truth. 
 
    And Nancy, feeling a little guilty at handing out this dollop of hurt, sat back and frowned. 
 
    Yes, she had felt powerful, and sexy, and she wanted that feeling again, and always. 
 
    And she could walk faster than him, and make him follow her like a little puppy, but…the real root of the problem was his dick, and that problem wasn’t going to be solved by belling him. Or insulting him. 
 
    No. There had to be a better solution. 
 
      
 
    By the time they got home Joe was extra horny. Listening to that bell, feeling the light weight tugging at his cock, it was causing his balls to heat up and his cock to stay harder. 
 
    Jing! And his cock jerked a little. 
 
    Some ten or twenty seconds later, Jing! 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he murmured, coming up behind Nancy when they were in the kitchen and nuzzling her neck. 
 
    Nancy shrugged him off. “Not now, honey. I have some thinking to do.” 
 
    Joe tried to wrap his arms around her and she slapped him in the groin. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “No means no, Joe.” 
 
    Joe, sulking, went into the entertainment room and turned on a game. Damn! Didn’t that woman understand? Didn’t she know that he was horny now? And that he needed relief now? 
 
    He sat and watched millionaires snap bats when they struck out. Big babies. 
 
    Nancy went into the computer room and began googling. 
 
      
 
    ‘What do I do if my husband’s penis is too small?’ 
 
      
 
    There were a lot of answers, and they were very enlightening. 
 
    ‘Leave him,’ was the cruelest. 
 
    ‘Don’t ever tell him he’s small,’ was moderately popular, but…not realistic. 
 
    How can you not talk about the elephant in the room? Especially when the elephant is only a couple of inches tall? When excited? 
 
    A biggie was the advice that ‘a dick doesn’t matter, love does.’ 
 
    Deep in thought Nancy went out to the kitchen and poured herself a wine spritzer. Then she threw the liquid in the sink and made a bourbon and Coke. Serious thought required serious lubrication. 
 
    She stood in the kitchen for a moment, sipped her drink, and listened to the chatter from the entertainment room.  
 
    “Sammy is a clutch player. If anybody can bring in that run, Sammy can.” 
 
    And Nancy thought: A clutch player. Brings in the run. He digs in and swings…CRACK! 
 
    Joe yelping out a “Way to go!” 
 
    Was Joe a clutch player? Could he do what she needed? 
 
    And then the truth: But what did she need? 
 
    She made another drink, swirled it and bit her lip, then went into the entertainment room. 
 
    She walked in front of the big screen and told Joe: “Turn it off.” 
 
    Frowning, Joe clicked the remote. 
 
    Nancy handed him his drink and sat down on the edge of the couch. He was on the other end, half laid back to watch the game.  
 
    “Joe, what are we going to do about your dick?” 
 
    He went into instant confusion, and hurt. 
 
    “What do you mean? What’s wrong with my dick? 
 
    “It’s too small,” Nancy spoke bluntly. Rip off the bandage. 
 
    He tried to make a joke out of it. “It’s long enough for me.” 
 
    But she wasn’t going to let him out of it. “It’s not long for me.” 
 
    Now Joe looked really hurt, and confused, and humiliated. He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Nancy said, “I love you, but, walking in front of you in the mall, listening too that bell with it’s little jing jing, I realized that I need more out of our relationship. Now, you can feel hurt if you wish, but life is life, your dingle is too small, and what are we going to do about it?” 
 
    Joe mumbled a bit, and he wanted to get up and just leave, but he forced himself to stay. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he threw it back at her. 
 
    “Well, there are several possibilities. We can look into methods for making your dingus bigger. Maybe that exercise called jelquing, or one of those suction tube things.” 
 
    “Or maybe we just cut it off,” Joe spat out the words bitterly. 
 
    “It’s not your fault, Joe, and if that’s a solution, then so be it, but…” 
 
    She shrugged, watched him. 
 
    “What about toys?” 
 
    “Definitely. We need to explore those. What about cucking?” 
 
    “Some other guy fucks you?” 
 
    He was aghast, but she just took it in stride. One more possibility. 
 
    The air seemed to be going out of Joe, and that wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted a solution; she didn’t want to break him. 
 
    “Sit up,” she said. He did and she moved closer. She unbuckled his pants and for a second he tightened up. 
 
    “Relax, Joe.” 
 
    She pulled out his peeny and they looked at it. 
 
    It wasn’t big. That was for sure. 
 
    He seemed to deflate even more. 
 
    But, in spite of all the mortification and sense of plummeting self worth, his cock was hard. 
 
    She bent down and took him in her mouth. She deep throated him and licked his balls. 
 
    Lack of self worth evaporated and he groaned with the pleasure. 
 
    She looked up at him. “So you get pleasure. I can give you all the pleasure you want, but I need some pleasure, too. Sometimes I can’t even feel you down there. I lay back and wait for you to squirt, and I clean up the mess without ever getting off myself. Is that fair?” 
 
    “No,” he mumbled, suddenly feeling a twinge of shame. 
 
    “So, we’re going to try some things, and some of them may seem demeaning, even shameful, but…we’ve got to do this, Joe. You’re already getting off. From the feel of it, your small dick affords you big orgasms. Shouldn’t I be allowed those orgasms, too?” 
 
    “Well, uh,” he was looking down, “I guess so.” 
 
    “Yes, so,” she agreed.  
 
    “So what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Well, first, we need to keep you belled.” 
 
    His mouth pursed in disappointment,. He was having a hard time with this, but…he had to do it. 
 
    “I’ve got a bigger jingle bell, and I want you to wear it.” 
 
    He was puzzled now. “But what does wearing a bell have to do with the size of my dick?” 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know. But I do know that when you were walking behind me, when I heard that bell dingling, it made me feel good. It made me feel horny. And powerful. I need to feel that way all the time. And let’s face it, the hornier I am the more you’re going to get some. Right?” 
 
    He couldn’t disagree with that logic, and he nodded, be it a bit sourly. 
 
    But this whole thing was sour to him. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Listen, honey,” she stroked his little weenie and prepared to say the thing that had been sitting in the back of her mind since she had belled him. 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “The fact is that I have big sex organs, and you don’t. That has to go for something. Maybe I’m designed to be the power in this relationship. Maybe not. But we have to find out, right?” 
 
    He didn’t shake his head, or nod, or do anything. But inside he was shaking, and not with fear. There was something exciting about all this. 
 
    Yes, he had a small dick, but maybe, just maybe, there was a way to change this to their advantage. 
 
    Nancy went and got the big jingle bell. She used the same ribbon they had used earlier, and she tied it to the end of his dick. 
 
    Joe stared at the decoration hanging from him. 
 
    “Move around,” said Nancy. 
 
    Joe walked around the room, and the sound was quite plain. 
 
    “Walk slow.” 
 
    He walked slowly, and the bell stopped jingling. 
 
    “Walk fast.” 
 
    Jingle, jingle, jingle. 
 
    “Do jumping jacks!” 
 
    As Joe jumped up and down the sound of the bell filled the room. 
 
    Nancy smiled. This might not be the whole solution, but it was a step in the right direction. 
 
    “Okay, Joe. I think we’ve made a start.” 
 
    “Can I take it off now?” 
 
    “Oh, no. And I don’t want you wearing any clothes. Not around me.” 
 
    “What about when I go to work?” 
 
    “I want you to wear the bell there, too. I want you to wear it all the time. I want to know that somewhere in the world you are jingling for me.” 
 
    She grinned, and he couldn’t help but respond to her cheer. 
 
    For the rest of the day he walked around the house naked. He jingled when he walked, and she listened to him as he moved around and smiled. And she realized that it wasn’t just the fact that he had a small dick, it was the sense of power over him that she was gaining. 
 
    “Are you going to take off your clothes?” he asked at dinner. 
 
    They were sitting at the kitchen table. The top was glass and she could watch his penis bobbing up and down, hear an occasional ‘jing,’ and she smiled. 
 
    He was naked, powerless. She was clothed, power. “I think not.” 
 
    Joe was disappointed, but he was also erect. He was in the middle of the ‘excitation phase’ of sex, and it was quite heady to be int hat position, and to be kept in that position. 
 
     
 
    They didn’t make love that night. Joe wanted to, but Nancy was plotting out their sex life and didn’t want to be bothered with his mess. 
 
    “But don’t jack off,” she said, as she climbed into bed. She was wearing a comfy, old gown. He was naked and breathing hard. 
 
    She turned on her side, away from him. 
 
    He tried to cuddle, to spoon, but she didn’t feel like it. Then she had a thought. Why not? 
 
    “Joe, go get that sleep mask. It’s in the dresser in the spare bedroom.” 
 
    Puzzled, but too horny to say no, Joe trotted through the house, returned with the black mask. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    He did, and stared at the nothingness of the mask. 
 
    “Okay. You may eat me. You can even use your fingers, but you must do it with the mask on. 
 
    It was exciting. Joe felt his way back onto the bed. He slithered under the covers and felt for her body. With the mask on he had to rely on other senses, and other senses became heightened. 
 
    He felt the soft flesh of her thighs. He gently opened them. 
 
    He smelled the exquisite aroma of her pussy. His nipples became quite hard as he lowered his head and moved forward. 
 
    His tongue felt the combination of hot skin and wet flesh that is a pussy. 
 
    She arched her back, thrust her hips up, and Joe was captured between her thighs. 
 
    Nancy sighed and enjoyed the feeling of her helpless lover. God, that was good! 
 
    He lapped, and licked, and loved, and Nancy felt her heat ratchet up. She felt his tongue slick along her wetness. She began to climb the mountain. 
 
    She held his head, pushed his face into her mound, and…and…BANG! 
 
    She had never cum that hard in her life! 
 
    She was shaking, and shaken to the core. 
 
    Yet, even in that supreme moment, she knew she needed more. 
 
    She pushed him away and turned away from him. 
 
    Joe lay on his side, facing her, his dick erect and pointing at her buttocks. 
 
    But it was too small. Her vagina he could feel, if she had spread her legs and raised them up and presented her pussy. But he had tried entering her from the rear before, and that just didn’t work. 
 
    He was too small. 
 
    And now he was so damned horny he couldn’t believe it! 
 
    She had cum, a big cum, from the feel of it, and left him high and dry. 
 
    Just shoved him away. 
 
    He had done his duty and that was it. 
 
    And something strange happened. Joe liked it. He liked feeling horny. It felt, at least for a moment, that his peeny was bigger. It was harder, and the illusion was that it was bigger. 
 
    It wasn’t, but the horniness provided him an illusion. His cock felt so big and stiff. 
 
    So he turned over, faced away from Nancy, and touched his cock. 
 
    Fuck! That felt good. 
 
    And a sleepy mumble came to him: “Don’t you dare jack off.” 
 
    Joe almost sobbed, but his heart was pounding so fast, and…he lay there and reveled in the feeling of his erection. 
 
      
 
    For the next few days that was how it went. Joe walking around naked, and Nancy calling out, every once in a while, for him to move so she could hear him. 
 
    He would jump up and down and she would smile. And it made her feel so powerful, and power made her horny, and by night time she would require him to satisfy her. Orally. 
 
    She loved it, but it was only the start. She ordered stuff off Amazon, and by the next day things began arriving. 
 
    “Here you go, Joe.” She handed him a chastity tube. 
 
    But he was too small. His dick kept flopping out. 
 
    She could have gotten him super tiny sizes, but…she didn’t want to spend the money. At least, not on that. She put the idea of chastity on hold, something to be looked into later. 
 
    She bought bigger bells, and that worked. She loved it when he walked through the house, jingling away. She always knew where he was, and when he was jingling and she wasn’t there, she knew he was horny. 
 
    And he was horny a lot! 
 
     
 
    She called him to her. “Joe, are you doing okay? Is this working for you?” 
 
    He usually answered yes, that everything was fine, but she analyzed his expressions, judged his emotions, and tried to keep him happy. 
 
    Fortunately, being horny made him happy. 
 
    During those first few days she started dressing sexier, too. She wore revealing clothes, flimsy bras, and deliberately tantalized him. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    At least, he groaned and made whimpering sounds. 
 
    She ordered herself more sexy clothes, and then she made a discovery. 
 
    “Joe,” she said, as she opened a box with a sexy peignoir in it. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “But this on.” 
 
    She tossed him her little nighty. It was short, and see through. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Her gown was long, and opaque. She said, “Put it on. I want to see you in it.” 
 
    So Joe put his arms through the thing, pulled it over his shoulders, and she almost fainted. 
 
    She could see his body. Slender, with a small dick with a bell on it. But she could also see the potential. 
 
    He was slender. What if he had breasts?  
 
    Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    What if she…feminized him? 
 
    What if…? 
 
    Her mind alive with possibilities, she snapped, “Take that thing off.” 
 
    Joe was confused, but amenable. His hard dick made him amenable. He took off the nighty and placed it on the end of the bed. 
 
    Nancy took out a corset, one that only covered the mid section, and tossed it to him. 
 
    “Put this on.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I want you to. Now hurry.” 
 
    She watched as he fumbled with the thing. Her snatch was downright wet as he figured out the hooks. She was breathing hard. 
 
    It wasn’t tight on him, but it wasn’t loose, either. It could be tighter. 
 
    Nancy pushed him face down on the bed and climbed up and straddled him on her knees. She began pulling the ties tighter, tighter. 
 
    Joe gulped, and began taking shorter breaths. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he muttered. 
 
    She just smiled and tied him up and down, tighter, tighter. 
 
    At last she let him up, and her vision was proved, and given power. 
 
    His waist was skinny, and his chest and butt flared out. It was feminine. 
 
    She gave him the nighty again and he put it on. 
 
    It was incredibly sexy. A faux feminine body. His chest actually looking like it might have a bit of cleavage. His little dingus hanging down with the bell hanging from it. All semi-disguised by the transparent nighty. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she licked her lips. “Come here.” 
 
    Joie went to her and she began brushing his hair. 
 
    His hair was a little long, not much, but by wetting the brush and turning it out she gave him a bubble cut. His hair framed his face, and was even more sexier. 
 
    She kissed him. The power made for the sex made for her pumped up desire. 
 
    She reached into his nighty and felt his peeny. It was so small that it fit in her hand with no problem. 
 
    “It’s like a clitoris,” she whispered to him. 
 
    Joe was turned on. He was excited. Wearing these things, her hand on him…he gulped. 
 
    “That’s what the problem is. You don’t have a cock, you have a clitoris, and we have to start treating it like a clit. Your clothes, your body…we need to…we need to…” 
 
    “What?” asked Joe, hoarsely. 
 
    “We need to bring the real you out.” 
 
    The real me,” he repeated. 
 
    “The real you. The one that wears sexy clothes and does what I want you to.” 
 
    “Are you trying to change me into a woman?” 
 
    This was the point. This was make or break. Nancy could hardly breath for the excitement exploding within. 
 
    “I think I am.” 
 
    Joe was silent. then, “What am I supposed to do?” His was a protest, and despair, and desperation, and…plea. 
 
    “Whatever I want,” she returned. Then: “Do you like what is happening? Does it excite you?” 
 
    Joe nodded dumbly. 
 
    “So why not let it happen? Why not evolve? Why not find out the truth of yourself?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She waited, and he popped with a wail. 
 
    “But I don’t want to be gay!” 
 
    She held him then, hugged him, her hand still on his tiny weeny. “Oh, honey,” she soothed him. “It’s not gay to be feminine. It’s cross dressing, and trans, and maybe, if we let you keep your weeny, a bit of shemale or lady boy or whatever. But it’s not gay. You don’t want men! You want women! You want me! And I want to explore this. I want to see you as a woman.” 
 
    He sniffled. “Would I have to clean house?” 
 
    She laughed. “Only if you want to.” 
 
    “And you’ll still love me?” 
 
    “From what we’ve gone through so far…yes. I will love you with all my heart. But I want to do things to you. I want to change you. I want to…I want to…” and words failed her. 
 
    And words failed Joe.  
 
    She sat on the bed, holding and hugging him.  
 
    He pressed himself against her, a sob in his throat. This was big…this was really big, and he wondered if he could go through with it. 
 
    But he didn’t have a big weeny, and he wasn’t much of a man, and seeing himself in a nightgown and a corset, his cock belled and hanging down, a little stiff and jingling, he realized: I want this. I’m afraid, but I want this. 
 
    And so the decision was reached.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Nancy didn’t waste time. She made appointments with doctors, bought bigger toys, and read up on all the things they were going to have to do with Joe. 
 
    Then came a few days of waiting. Waiting for the doctor’s appointments, waiting for the mail to arrive. 
 
    She loved feminizing him. She loved opening packages and taking out sexy underwear. She ordered him a couple of breast forms and she came extra hard when he wore them around the house, and then knelt in front of her and satisfied her. 
 
    She held the back of his head, leaned against a wall, and when she came she had to hold on, and he had to support her, her legs were that weak. 
 
    She made him wear panties. She thought his little peeny bump sticking out was the cutest thing she had ever seen. But the first time she put him in a dress she realized his bump was a problem. 
 
    Not for her, she liked to touch it and fondle it and caress him till he was shivering and dripping. 
 
    But it made his dress poke out. Very unfeminine, that. 
 
    So she bit the bullet and pulled his cock down between his legs and taped it there. Now the dress fit perfectly. With the corset on and the bigger boobs he looked exactly like a woman. Except, his hair needed to be longer. 
 
    Well, she would wait on that. A month or two and he wouldn’t need a wig or anything. 
 
    She also realized something else that wasn’t very feminine. 
 
    “Joe,” she said, “Take off your dress and underwear.” 
 
    For a second Joe leaped to a conclusion. She wanted to fuck! 
 
    But nothing could be further from the truth. As soon as he was naked she tossed him a bottle and said, “Do this.” 
 
    He examined the bottle. Nair. He looked at her, looked down at his hairy legs, and headed for the shower. 
 
    He couldn’t be a woman with hairy legs, could he?” 
 
    And that opened the door to cosmetics. Make up. 
 
    The next morning he woke up and Nancy was already moving. She had his panties and bra out. She helped him with his corset. She squeezed him into a tight dress with a high collar and no arms. 
 
    “Your arms are too big,” she said, feeling them. 
 
    “I don’t want to go through a biceps removal.” 
 
    She laughed. “You idiot. Hormones will take care of that. But for right now, sit down.” 
 
    He sat in her vanity chair and examined himself in the mirror. 
 
    He had a feminine, be it short, hair style. 
 
    His face, while not strong in the manly sense, with a jutting chin or anything like that, was…soft. 
 
    His chin wasn’t strong, his face was oval, and his lips were plump. 
 
    Not blubbery plump, just a little thicker than the normal male’s. 
 
    Nancy sat on his lap. His dick was taped back, but it was exciting to have her on him, on it, even if he couldn’t poke the stubby, little thing into her. 
 
    She picked up a thin bottle from her vanity table, pulled the applicator out and began painting his lips. 
 
    “Hey!” he blurted, “That’s hot!” 
 
    “Should be. It’s got things like cayenne pepper in it.” 
 
    “What’s it for?” 
 
    “It’s called lip plumper. Sit still and watch.” 
 
    She got off him, grinned, and he watched his reflection. Almost visibly his lips plumped. Now they looked a lot more feminine. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. 
 
    He stared at his face like it was that of an alien. “I…uh, wow.” 
 
    Then sat back on his lap and worked on his eyes, put on mascara and lengthened his eyelashes. Plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    “I’ll show you how to put on primer, foundation, and all that stuff. But this is just so I can get a feel for you.” 
 
    She rubbed a bit of color on his eyes, and he was stunned. He looked more and more feminine. 
 
    Then she got off him. “Have you ever worn nylons?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Get ready for a thrill.” 
 
    She helped him put on panty hose. “I’ve got some garters coming in the mail, but for now we’re making do.” 
 
    He stared at himself in the full length mirror. 
 
    He realized that he could pass for male or female. It was just a matter of make up. 
 
    She kissed him gently on the lips, careful not to mess up his make up, and that was it for the morning. 
 
    And all morning, all day, he walked around and felt like a different person. 
 
    Hell, he was a different person. 
 
      
 
    Nancy had thought the medical side of this whole thing was going to be the most difficult. She read horror stories on the net of people who had to see psychiatrists and go through months of interviews and stuff. 
 
    In fact, they walked in, the doctor was a woman, and she was amenable right from the get go. 
 
    In fact, though she was amenable, she was also a trifle bored. 
 
    “I get a lot of people wanting to do this,” she remarked. “Also, the medical authorities have loosened up some of the rules.” 
 
    After filling out a couple of questionnaires Joe sat in the doctor’s office. 
 
    She gave them a prescription and asked, “Would you like a super booster shot right now?” 
 
    Joe wasn’t sure, but Nancy smiled and said, “Of course.” 
 
    The doctor produced a syringe and a small bottle. 
 
    “This is the latest in hormone therapy. You’ll notice results within a week. The pills will augment, and you’ll be off to the races.” 
 
    “How long before he gets boobs?” 
 
    “He’ll start changing by next week, you should see small bumps within a month, and—“ 
 
    “Is there any way to make it happen faster?” 
 
    “Breast implants. Or something called ‘vacation boobs.’” 
 
    “Vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Some doctor out in New York developed the procedure. We inject a solution directly into Joe’s chest. He would walk out of here with boobs. We can make them as big or small as you would like.” 
 
    It was telling that the doctor had stopped speaking to Joe and was focusing on Nancy. It was obvious that she had figured out who made the decisions in this family. 
 
    “Let’s do the vacation boobs.” 
 
    “Okay. I can make them permanent or so they’ll be absorbed by the body after a month or so. Which do you want?” 
 
    Nancy controlled herself. This was exciting. This was ‘Femme’s R Us.’ She spoke slowly, thoughtfully, hiding her sexual excitement. “Permanent. When can we do this procedure?” 
 
    “I’ll check.” 
 
    The doctor had been talking while holding the syringe. Now she blotted Joe’s arm with alcohol and stuck the needle into his biceps. 
 
    Joe didn’t like shots, and he felt woozy. 
 
    The doctor put a bandage on his arm, and he stiffened up. Then he relaxed. Odd that the thought of a little needle like this would bother him. 
 
    A week later he was laying on the table and his eyes were big. The doctor had larger needles, and a couple of gallons of solution. 
 
    “This won’t hurt at all, Joe,” she said, smiling. 
 
    She made a lot of little marks with a grease pencil, measured injection sites, and Joe was feeling woozy before she even started. When she put the first needle in his pectoral he fainted. 
 
    Which was fine, because he missed the other 300 needles. 
 
    He woke up and stared down at his chest. It was mountainous! 
 
    A nurse was cleaning up and Nancy was sitting in a chair and waiting for him. 
 
    “You’ll want to wear a bra from now on,” said the nurse. “Your boobs are going to be quite heavy, and you’ll need the support.” 
 
    “Okay,” Joe swung his legs off the table, felt the weight droop on his chest, and quickly folded his arms. Yep. they were heavy, all right. 
 
    Nancy and he left the office and headed right for a bra store. 
 
      
 
    Joe had to get used to his new boobs, and wearing a bra. Every morning he put on his bra, and as the hormone shot took effect he found it easier and easier. 
 
    It was easier because his arms actually got a little thinner, and he had just enough flexibility to reach behind himself and fasten the hooks. 
 
    Speaking of the hormone shot…Joe did notice the effects within a week. His whole body got weird, felt like it had a flu, but it was just the shifting of fat within his body. 
 
    It wasn’t a gargantuan redistribution of fat, it was more of a subtle earthquake. But it opened up the pathways for further redistribution. It was the first snowball in an avalanche. 
 
    At the end of two weeks, when Joe received his boobs, his hips were slightly fatter, his waist was shrinking, and the doctor even commented that with the vacation boobs and the hormone shots Joe was going to have the biggest set of ta tas north of Disneyland. 
 
    To which Nancy merely smiled and replied. “Oh, goodie.” And thought: A new kind of playground! 
 
     
 
    Joe was now wearing full make up and dresses all the time. Work had been surprisingly easy. Nancy just called his boss and asked for a week off because Joe was transitioning. 
 
    Joe never could have done that, but Nancy was his rock in these changing times. 
 
    She was also getting all the sex she could ever want. 
 
    She had been a little stand offish, thinking things through, but when Joe got his tits everything changed. 
 
    No sooner had they arrived home from the doctor’s office, Joe feeling out his new bra, than Nancy called him into the bedroom. “Joe, get back here.” 
 
    Joe followed her into the bedroom. She took her clothes off and lay back on the bed and said, “Don’t get undressed, just make love to me.” 
 
    “I can’t get undressed?” 
 
    “I don’t want your weenie. I want you. I want a lesbian lover. NPA. 
 
    NPA was short for ‘No Poke Attached.’ 
 
    Joe knelt by the bed and went to work. When Nancy was properly primed, he crawled up on her body, and Nancy had the thrill of a female making love to her. 
 
    She fondled Joe’s boob gently, kissed his nipples, and hugged his head between her boobs. 
 
    Joe loved it. He even loved the fact that his dick popped the tape off and his peeny poked out. 
 
    Poked out, but not in. 
 
    Nancy fondled it through his panties, went down on him, but didn’t let him cum. 
 
    “Please! Please!” he begged. 
 
    “Ha!” she replied. 
 
    Shortly after that she was gurgling with pleasure, her eyes rolling back and her toes curling. 
 
    Joe sat on the bed afterwards while she stretched and luxuriated in the afterglow of a monstrous cum. “Aren’t I ever going to get to cum?” 
 
    She sat up next to him, put an arm around his shoulder and held one of his breasts with one hand. “Honey, why would you want to?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I still have nuts, and they are producing semen, and it would be nice to, uh, relieve the pressure.” 
 
    “Well,” she yawned and stood up, “Good luck with that.” She chuckled, then walked towards the bathroom. 
 
    Joe’s face had fallen.  
 
    Nancy turned at the bathroom door and said, “Don’t worry, honey. Suffer for a week or two, and I’ll fix you up.” 
 
    Which didn’t reassure Joe. It had been a long time since he had had an orgasm. Though his nuts were small he could feel how full they were. 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    In spite of his lack of sexual release, Joe was in heaven. His body was shaping up, or down, depending on your viewpoint. His boobs, already artificially big, were getting bigger. His hips were widening. His face was becoming softer, and his lips were plumper, and Joe’s eyes actually seemed to be bigger, and to have more detail. 
 
    He loved his female look, and every night he would take the tape off his penis and look down at it and wonder. 
 
    Do I need this? 
 
    For the first month after his shot his penis had been very excited. He was hard all the time, and he got used to pooching his butt back a little bit to relieve the pressure. But the second month it seemed more…harmless. That was the word for it. Harmless. Not a threat. Not a masculine tool for fucking, but a dangle that just hung there. His erections were now softer, and his cock actually seemed a little smaller. 
 
    He sat on the bed and studied it, held it, and considered, Do cocks shrink? 
 
    It looked like it had. It had been just over four inches when this all started, but now…now it looked like under four inches.  
 
    Nancy walked into the bedroom and saw him sitting on the bed, staring at his penis. 
 
    “What’s the matter, babe?” 
 
    “What good is a cock?” he asked, raising his head to look at her. 
 
    She held her position and considered him. He was beautiful. He warmed her heart. It was one of God’s great mistakes that she hadn’t been born with a cock. She would have loved to show him what good a cock is. 
 
    Instead, she just said, “For some people it’s everything.” 
 
    He looked back and and murmured, “It disappointed you.And now it’s disappointing me.” 
 
    She sat down next to him. “How so?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It just hangs there, doesn’t do much. It wasn’t big to start with, and now…” he grunted, and left his disappointment unstated. 
 
    She nodded, then, “So, what do you want to do? Do you want to have it removed?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I’m scared of needles. My fear of knives is substantially higher.” 
 
    Nancy reached out and grasped his peeny. 
 
    He gave a little gasp. 
 
    “As long as you feel the pleasure… maybe you should keep it.” 
 
    In truth, Nancy wanted him to keep his dingus. She knew that altering his body in such a manner, removing the nuts or penis, was going to affect his sex drive, and underneath it all it was his sex drive that kept her in charge. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “Do you want to back on hormones?” 
 
    “No!” That seemed to surprise him. 
 
    “Are you doubting everything because of sexual frustration? Because I don’t let you cum?” 
 
    He frowned. “I don’t know. Maybe.” 
 
    “So maybe if I could get you off, then maybe you’d be happier, able to handle your situation better.” 
 
    “But how could you do that? My pecker is smaller, it’s softer. My nuts are full, but I seem to be lacking in a delivery system.” 
 
    She snickered. “A delivery system. That’s good.” 
 
    He smiled wanly. 
 
    “Okay. I can get you off, but doing so is going to…it’s going to change your attitude.” 
 
    He gave a half chuckle. “As if I haven’t changed my attitude already.” 
 
    “As if,” she agreed. “Well, come on. Let’s go do a little shopping, get out and about and think about it, and if you want me to get you off tonight I will.” 
 
    Now curious, Joe tilted his head. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Nancy changed her clothes, threw some panties at Joe, and Joe finally started to move. 
 
     
 
    Nancy drove and Joe sat beside her. It was a beautiful day, and Joe looked out the window and had dour thoughts. 
 
    To get rid of his dingus was a big decision. He remembered thinking about that once upon a time, but now things were different. 
 
    Nancy pulled into the mall parking lot and found a space. They got out of the car and started walking across the parking lot. They were both wearing heels, and the click, click, click of them seemed to help. At least Joe was smiling when they reached the mall. 
 
    But maybe it was just the female pleasure derived from shopping. 
 
    They wandered through the stores, and they were aware of men looking at them, checking them out. 
 
    “Think they’d still want you if they knew you had a penis?” 
 
    Joe laughed. That circumstance, being wanted, was pleasurable, but…impossible. 
 
    Even if he had his thing cut off it would still be impossible. 
 
    Sure, he could have a vagina built, but…those weren’t really that big a deal. 
 
    They were sitting in the food mall, sipping lemonade, when Joe said, “I want to keep it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Nothing more needed to be said. 
 
    They finished their lemonade and went looking for shoes. 
 
    And dresses and underwear. They stopped at Victoria’s Secret and Nancy whispered, “Do you know what Victoria’s secret is?” 
 
    Joe looked at her. 
 
    “Victoria is a man!” 
 
    Joe’s eyes opened, “Really?” 
 
    “No. But that’s what everybody thinks.” 
 
    “But what is the secret then?” 
 
    “It’s named after Queen Victoria, a time when the body was completely covered and the body was considered the big secret.” 
 
    “Hunh!” 
 
    They wandered through the store, examining apparel, material, and having a good time. 
 
    “My secret is that I love you like this,” said Nancy. 
 
    “Like a woman?” 
 
    “Yes. Like a sister. Like…like a lesbian.” 
 
    “So how are you going to make love to me?” 
 
    “That’s for me to know and you to find out.” 
 
    Shortly after that they returned home. They had dinner, which Joe prepared, and then washed the dishes afterwards. 
 
    Nancy made a couple of drinks and sat on the corner of the counter and watched Joe. 
 
    They laughed, they joked, and she called him to her and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    Finally, the dishes done, Nancy said, “Are you ready to have sex?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    His excitement quotient was ratcheted up, and he followed her out to the front room. 
 
    Joe was puzzled. The front room? Sure, they had christened the room when they first moved in, and it wasn’t unheard of to have sex in the big room, but this was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “Have a seat, I’ll be back.” 
 
    Joe sat down. He considered himself while he waited. His boobs were very big, very sexy. His body was completely feminized. His hair was long and styled into soft waves that reached his shoulders. 
 
    How was Nancy going to fuck him? How was she going to get his dick big and fat, stiff and rigid, able to penetrate her pussy? 
 
    Nancy walked into the room. She was carrying a strap on, and she tossed it to Joe. 
 
    Joe caught it and looked at it. It was big. Nine inches. With swirly ridges and bumps along the length of the shaft. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    “Me?” He had had the idea, when seeing it, that she was going to use it on him. 
 
    “Yes, you. You didn’t think I was going penetrate you, did you?” 
 
    “Well, I sort of thought.” 
 
    “Not tonight. Some other night, sure. But I want to break you in tonight. And to break you in properly I need to divest myself of all desire. The best way to do that is to get a good, big cock in my hole. Now put that thing on and come do me.” 
 
    Joe did as he was told, and a minute later he was eating, slurping, and her pussy was getting truly wet. 
 
    Finally she pulled him up, kissed his wet lips, and told him to do her. 
 
    It ranked up there with the oddest things Joe had ever experienced in his life. 
 
    He was fucking without a dick. Without, at least, his own dick. And that meant he was balls deep, and didn’t feel a thing. 
 
    But Nancy did. She felt every inch of that huge dong. She lay on the couch and he penetrated her and she grabbed the cushions and felt him drive into her. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she groaned as he split her in two. “You’re black, you’re a monster, I can feel all of you opening me up.” 
 
    For the first time Joe realized how much he had been missing, how much his wife had missed, by having a small penis. 
 
    The look in her eyes. The way she arched and tilted her hips. It was like she forgot who he was and just wanted him to bang her.  
 
    Always, before, she had watched him, been aware of him, had not lost herself in the frantic banging of sex. 
 
    But now…now… 
 
    She cried out and held onto him. She scratched his back and bit his shoulder, and every mark she gave him made him feel more like a man. 
 
    A fake man…but a man. 
 
    Then she was done. She lay under him, peaceful for the moment, and shoved him away. “Give me a minute,” she asked. 
 
    He pulled out, sat up next to her, and wondered what she was going to do. 
 
     
 
    A half hour later, all rested, Nancy entered the room and she was carrying towels and a couple of pillows. She placed the towels on the coffee table, then the pillows. “Hop onto the table. Elbows on one pillow, knees on the other.” 
 
    Puzzled, Joe did as she asked. He was in a dress and his butt was elevated. His breasts hung to the table. 
 
    Nancy moved to a position on the couch and began feeling his breasts. 
 
    Joe moaned. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She moved a hand back to his ass and began rubbing his cheeks. “It’s about to get nicer.” 
 
    “Okay,” he gulped, feeling the heat rising within. 
 
    She pulled down his panties and lifted the dress. 
 
    “You see, I could simply fuck you. I could put on a strap on and screw you, and there are times when I’ll do that. One cannot underestimate the value of a fuck.” 
 
    “Okay,” Joe’s voice sounded ragged. 
 
    “However, there are times I won’t feel like fucking, or getting fucked, and on those times I’ll simply drain you.” 
 
    “Drain me?” 
 
    “I’ll tickle your prostate until the cum seeps out of you. You won’t get a big orgasm, but you’ll feel good, and, most important, the pressure will be off. You won’t be moping about, whining about your sex organs. You’ll know that when it gets too bad i can always do this to you.” 
 
    Joe was frozen. Her hands were massaging him, his tits, his ass, and he felt so good. Yet, what was this ‘draining’ thing? 
 
    Nancy produced a small tool. It looked like a butt plug, but it was curved and had a little knob on the end. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “This, my fine, feathered hubby, is a prostate massager.” 
 
    He gulped involuntarily. The odd thing was this whole thing was turning him on. 
 
    Nancy put the tool into a jar of lube and moved it around. When she pulled it out a big glob of the slick stuff was stuck to the knob end. 
 
    She moved behind him and said, “Spread your cheeks.” 
 
    Joe reached behind and gripped his cheeks and pulled them apart. 
 
    Nancy put the tool to his brown button, worked it around, and pushed it in. 
 
    Joe jerked, and his mouth opened. He felt the thing sink into him, then he felt Nancy turn it, move it, and position it so it was pointed down towards his pecker. 
 
    She began to work it, moving it gently up and down. He felt the knob moving over something inside him. 
 
    “I think I’ve got it,” murmured Nancy. “First time, too.” 
 
    Joe felt like peeing. He controlled the sensation, pulled his muscles tight. His voice sounded a little strangled as he deal with the sensation of having a full asshole. “Take it out.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’ve got to pee.” 
 
    “That what the towels are for.” 
 
    Joe looked back between his legs. Under the folds of his dress he could see a little bowl. It was the kind of bowl you put cereal in. He wondered what the fuck she was doing, then he let go. He pissed, but it wasn’t pee that came out. 
 
    A long strand of silvery slime reached to the bowl, then little clumps of sperm went down the line. 
 
    He felt golden. 
 
    Not blasted like a cum orgasm, just…a soft, golden feeling inundating him. And the more the stuff came out of him the better he felt. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Let it all go.” 
 
    Joe did. He sagged, almost collapsed, his muscles went slack. 
 
    Then the stream stopped. Nancy reached between his knees and took the cereal bowl. She put it aside, then she stroked his little weenie. Then she sucked it, and the feeling was so warm, so loving, so wonderful. 
 
    She let go of him, helped him off the table and onto the couch. 
 
    He sat there, not exactly exhausted, but emptied. Drained. 
 
    He marveled. “So now I’m drained.” 
 
    “You are, honey. And you’ll experience a bit of relief, but only for a day. By tomorrow you’ll be all horny again.” 
 
    “But then you can do this to me again?” He sounded so hopeful. 
 
    Nancy shook her head. “No way, honey. I’ll do this to you maybe once a month, if you’re a good boy. If you behave yourself. The rest of the time you’re going to be horny.” 
 
    “But, can’t you—“ 
 
    She interrupted him. “No, Joe. Now you’re a woman. I’ll screw you every once in a while, but I won’t care if you’ve cum.” 
 
    “You’ll live a life serving me. Making sure I’m happy. I’ll cum a lot, but you? No. You’ve got dishes to do.” 
 
    With that Nancy slapped him on the ass and sauntered out of the room. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It was eleven in the evening, and Andy should have been home in bed. But when you’re a peeping Tom sometimes your clock is a bit off. 
 
    On this particular night he was standing behind a tall bush, just feet from a house with an open window. Through the open window he watched a woman take off her clothes. 
 
    First, she unpinned her hair. Long, golden waves fell to her shoulders. She waggled her head, shook her hair out, and brushed it back with her red tipped fingers. 
 
    The light was good in the room, and Andy had a perfect look from behind the bush. 
 
    Second, she took off her jacket. This exposed her white blouse which bulged out with her mountainous boobs. 
 
    Andy reached down into his pants and began playing with himself. His dingus was quite eager to be played with, and he stroked merrily. 
 
    Third, she took off her blouse and stood revealed in her black bra. It was a shelf bra, and her nipples peeked over the edges. 
 
    Andy gasped. He reached his other hand into his pants and fondled his balls. He had not seen the woman before this, and she was truly incredible. A figure like an hourglass, she was the hottest peep he had ever had. 
 
    Fourth, she took off her bra, and she waggled her boobs. After hours in the harness they were begging to be let out. 
 
    Andy felt faint. The way she moved, taking a step across the room, turning almost so she could be sure she gave the best show, it was incredible. 
 
    Fifth, the skirt. It was a pencil skirt that highlighted her round derriere. She slipped out of it and kicked it up to her hand and draped it over her vanity chair. 
 
    Then she sat on the bed and took off her nylons. They rolled down  her sleek legs and she tossed them to a hamper. 
 
    That left her in nothing but panties, and Andy gulped and worked his dong harder. 
 
    At this point she was in no hurry. She was out of confining clothes and relaxed. Her muscles were unwinding, and she sat on the bed and brushed her hair out. She turned her head this way and that, and her breasts swayed with her motion.  
 
    Her hand went up and down, and her boobs jiggled. 
 
    All that kept her pussy from being first class peep material was her panties. 
 
    Andy stared at her groin. One leg was up on a thigh and the other leg dangled. It opened her up, exposed her, and he could see the outlines of her labia. 
 
    Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Andy thought the litany. He licked his lips and felt himself getting closer and closer. 
 
    He was almost ready to blast off when two things happened. 
 
    One, a bright light shone on him from the left. Shocked, he turned his head to the left and opened his mouth. 
 
    Two, from the right two prongs stuck in his back and ZZZZZ! 
 
    If had still been conscious he would have smelled the light aroma of skin toasting. But he wasn’t unconscious. 
 
    From the left, from the direction of the taser, a voice chortled. “Got him!” 
 
    Inside the room the woman stood up and put on a bathrobe. She sighed. Thank God, they had caught one. She hated exposing herself night after night. Still, the job she was doing was necessary. 
 
    She closed the window and turned off the lights. 
 
      
 
    Andy became aware. He was lying on his front on a mattress. It was dark. He jerked as memories flooded in, and then groaned. 
 
    He had been peeping. He had sworn not to do that anymore, but he just couldn’t help himself. Peeping beautiful bodies was his addiction. He lived for the view of the buxom babe with the shapely figure, the red lips, taking off clothes and giving him a treat. 
 
    In truth, he had no girlfriend, and had never had one, which might have alleviated his condition. 
 
    But catching glimpses of shapely flesh in the night time was all he needed. Seeing a beautiful woman, especially undressing, or dressing, was all he needed that. That fueled his masturbatory fantasies, and allowed him to get off. And not just for a single peeping, but for fantasy fuel for weeks. The memory of those lovely women exposing themselves for him made him cum again and again. 
 
    He groaned. It wasn’t quite pitch dark. He could see the outline of a door on the wall above him and twenty feet away. 
 
    He moved, and realized three things. 
 
    One, the mattress was thin. It was old and he could feel threads that had come loose. 
 
    Two, he was chained. 
 
    He pulled his arm and felt the cuffs, or manacles, or whatever they were, dig into his wrist. They weren’t tight, but they were tight enough that he had no hope of getting out of the cuffs. 
 
    He tried to wiggle out, to pull the cuffs off, but they were there to stay. 
 
    Then he gripped the chain to the cuffs, traced it to a wall where it was secured with a big eyebolt in what felt like old cement. 
 
    He pulled on it, just to make sure, and all he got was the solid clank of imprisonment. 
 
    Three, he was naked. 
 
    His dingus was limp, and he remembered that he had been about to squirt his load when…what somebody must have clonked him on the bean. 
 
    But when he felt his head he detected no bumps or sore places of bruises. 
 
    He did have a slight soreness on his back, where he couldn’t reach. It felt like a mosquito bite. And the mosquito must have been quite large. 
 
    He felt around on the bed. There was a thin blanket. It wasn’t that cold, whoever had put him here had left it folded up on the cement floor next to the mattress. 
 
    He also had a thin pillow. It was on top of the folded blanket. 
 
    The chain reached about three feet, and he stretched out and tried to touch something other than mattress and blanket. All he felt was the rough cement of an old floor. 
 
    He unfolded the blanket and wrapped it around himself, more for modesty than warmth.  
 
    He sat back against the wall and thought about his situation. 
 
    He was prisoner, naked, caught by persons unknown for peeping. 
 
    That was the sum of his immediate experience, and he sighed heavily. He didn’t bother yelling, or calling for help. Whoever had him would make themselves known when they felt like it. 
 
    In the meantime, he was warm enough, and it was best just to think, to figure a way out of this mess, to make a plan. 
 
    Sometime, somebody would come for him, and he had to be ready. 
 
    Sitting on the mattress, huddled in the blanket, he suddenly felt something. 
 
    His dick. It was starting to surge. He was getting a boner. 
 
    Well, why not. He had been super horny at seeing the woman through the bedroom window. 
 
    He wondered what had happened to her. 
 
    Did she known he had been outside peeping? Did she know he was caught? 
 
    Well, he couldn’t expect much help from her, even if she did know about him. 
 
    He sighed, then slid down and tried to make himself comfortable He watched the lights int he outline of the door above him. He thought he might be hearing voices, but couldn’t be sure. 
 
    Oh, well. He pulled the edges of the blanket over him and closed his eyes. 
 
      
 
    The second time Andy awoke he heard voices. It was still gloomy where he was, but he cold see blacked out windows above him and ringing the room he was in. The room he was in was a basement. He didn’t bother trying to yell because he suspected he either wasn’t in town, or the place had been sound proofed, or both. 
 
    The door at the other end of the basement opened and he could make out legs descended the stairs, becoming visible as whole bodies, then, as they approached him,, he could make out features. 
 
    Four women.  
 
    Four women dressed in good clothes: pencil skirts, blouses, jackets. 
 
    Four women whose clothes didn’t disguise how good looking they were. Two brunettes, a blonde, auburn. Hair well kept, two past their shoulders, two their hair curled on their shoulders. 
 
    One of them was the woman he had been peeping at! 
 
    Four women that were well built, very well built, took pride in their appearance, probably even worked out, pilates, yoga, or whatever. 
 
    They stopped in front of Andy and studied him. They towered over him in their high heels, they wore make up. While they didn’t glower at him, they didn’t give off a friendly feeling. For all their beauty they stood in a line, no nonsense, and judged him silently. 
 
    “What’s your name, young man?” 
 
    It was the blonde. The women’s eyes were all dark in the basement, but he suspected hers might be blue. 
 
    Andy said nothing. 
 
    “Best answer,” stated one of the brunettes. 
 
    “Kidnapping is illegal,” Andy spoke, keeping his voice low, trying not to appear frightened. 
 
    “So is peeping. Doesn’t seem to have stopped you.” 
 
    “I never peeped.” 
 
    “We caught you.” 
 
    “Your word against mine.” 
 
    The brunette was doing the speaking, and the others were starting to smile. The blonde was outright smirking. 
 
    When nobody said anything for a moment, Andy asked, “What’s so funny?” 
 
    The ladies looked at each other, there were a couple of subtle nods. Then the blonde said, “It looks like we have our subject.” 
 
    There was something in the tone of her words that worried Andy.  
 
    “What do you mean subject?” 
 
    The auburn hair beauty began asking questions. “Do you feel any guilt? 
 
    “For what?” he protested. 
 
    “Are you aware that what you were doing was wrong?” 
 
    “Come on,” he scoffed. 
 
    “Have you ever been arrested?” 
 
    He stared, not willing to give any information.” 
 
    “Have you ever received counseling for mental disorders?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend?…do you have sexual thoughts for your mother?…How often do you masturbate?…” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    After a while Andy stopped answering, just stared at the woman, but she didn’t seem to care that he was non-responsive. Maybe she was reading his reactions. Hell, she could have been reading his mind for that matter. 
 
    But the one thing she missed, or perhaps she didn’t, was that during this whole time he had a raging hard on. Just a stellar boner, a stiffie that would not quit. 
 
    He was naked under the blanket, in the presence of four incredibly beautiful women, and…his cock was in high response. 
 
    But, in the end, they found out. 
 
    The blonde leaned down, grabbed a corner of the blanket and, before he could react, jerked the whole blanket off him. 
 
    He was caught, slowly stroking his weenie. His hand was going up and down. 
 
    His face turned a brilliant shade of red. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    He went from stroking to trying to cover himself up. 
 
    But the ladies didn’t laugh or go ‘ah ha!’ They simply pursed their lips, tilted their heads, and looked at his raging dong. 
 
    “Well, it’s a good size,” said the auburn haired lady. 
 
    “Maybe too big?” 
 
    On the other girls chuckled at that. “Big is better, honey.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    “But how long can we keep him?” 
 
    That brought a thoughtful silence. 
 
    Andy was sort of panicked now. He had been caught stroking, and now they were talking about how long they could keep him? But keep him for what? 
 
    “What are you guys going to do?” He tried to be forceful, but it came out weak. 
 
    The ladies ignored him. They turned to each other. 
 
    “Okay, if we’re agreed, I’ll start building the furniture.” 
 
    “I’ll do a background check. We’ll find out who he is, and maybe then we can figure out how long we can keep him.” 
 
    “Once you know who he is. I’ll do an in depth on his family.” 
 
    The ladies nodded. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    They glanced at him, then turned back to their discussion. Still talking, they began to move towards the far stairs. 
 
    Andy stared, not sure what was happening, and they moved up the stairs, closed the door, and he was left alone. 
 
    Alone in the gloom. Naked, and now his blanket was out of reach. 
 
    But, still, his dick was rigid. 
 
    He slid back against the wall, then realized it was too cold, too hard. 
 
    He lay on his back on the mattress, his penis pointing up, and he just lay there, and felt himself, and wondered what the hell was happening. 
 
    An hour later the door opened again and one of the brunette ladies came down the stairs. She was holding a bowl, and she crossed the basement and placed the bowl on the floor and pushed it towards him. 
 
    Andy raised his head and examined the contents of the bowl. Breakfast. Eggs and sausages and a piece of toast with butter and honey on it. 
 
    He picked up the bowl and sat on the edge of the mattress. His penis poked out over the edge of the mattress and he began eating. there was no spoon or fork, so he was forced to use his hands. 
 
    He was hungry, and the food was good, be it mushed together a bit, and he shoveled it into his mouth. 
 
    The woman went to the far corner of the basement, under the stairs, and there was a slop sink there. She filled a bucket with water and brought it back to him. She placed it so he could reach it, then she went back to the slop sink, picked up a chair that was next to it, and came back and sat in it. 
 
    He ate, slowed down a little as she watched him so avidly, then sped up when it was obvious she wasn’t going to do or say anything. She just sat back, one nylon clad leg crossed over the other, and perused him. 
 
    He finished, pushed the bowl back to her. She ignored it, kept watching him. 
 
    Then: “You realize that if you get violent, if you try to harm any of us in any way, we’ll leave you down here to rot.” 
 
    “Where is here?” 
 
    “It’s a cabin in the woods. It’s used maybe once a year, other than that nobody comes up here.” 
 
    A moment of silence that stretched out. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “Whatever we want.” 
 
    She smiled. Her leg bobbed. One of her high heels hung from her instep by a strap, and it started bouncing. 
 
    Her lips were red. Her chest was a bit pointy, and he realized that she was one of these women who liked the 1950s look. Bullet bra. 
 
    “People are going to be looking for me.” 
 
    “Fifty miles from here,” she said, standing up, picking up his bowl. “If you behave yourself you’ll get out of here alive. It’s your choice.” 
 
    She turned and walked across the basement, up the stairs, and through the high door. 
 
    Andy sighed. He was nervous, that was a sure thing. He had been made prisoner, and these ladies, while they looked good, didn’t seem to be working on all eight cylinders. 
 
    All those questions. 
 
    Being kept nude. 
 
    He reached out to the bucket and looked into it. 
 
    Water. 
 
    His hands were dirty, but this was the only water he had. And what was he supposed to do when he had to pee? Or go number two? 
 
    He licked his fingers thoroughly. Then he dipped the tips into the water and scrubbed his fingers. 
 
    And was thirsty. 
 
    He scooped his hands into the water and drank. 
 
    Then he sat back, lay down, and closed his eyes. He wasn’t tired, but there was nothing else to do. 
 
      
 
    Bang. Not loud, but he opened his eyes.  
 
    The brunette, same lady, had closed the door and was coming down the stairs. She was now wearing overalls and a long sleeve shirt and work boots. 
 
    She was carrying what looked like a tool kit. She placed the tool kit in the center of the basement, turned and went back up the stairs. 
 
    And came back down a minute later carrying a Skilsaw.  
 
    Then she began bringing lumber down the stairs. 
 
    Andy watched, and realized she was very fit. 
 
    She brought down lengths of planks, thick beams, what looked like cushions, chains, and all sorts of construction material. 
 
    Andy sat cross legged, his cock hard, and watched. 
 
    She put a couple of pieces of wood into a small joint thing and made a standing triangle. 
 
    Then another one, and she connected the two together. 
 
    A saw horse. Hunh! 
 
    Another sawhorse. 
 
    She brought down a big piece of plywood, arranged it on the two sawhorses, and had a table. 
 
    She was not only strong, she was smart. She maneuvered the material by balancing it and walking it and levering it. 
 
    She brought down a coil of extension cord and a a couple of clamp lamps. She clamped the lamps to beams, connected them, and flicked a switch. 
 
    The basement was flooded with light. 
 
    She smiled at him and said, “Let there be light.” 
 
    She was the carpenter of the bunch, and she made another sawhorse type thing, but smaller, with handcuffs attached to the legs. 
 
    Then she brought down a motor, fastened it to the floor with masonry screws, and laid out lengths of chains. 
 
    She brought two smaller motors down and put them on opposite sides of the basement, and a little bit in front of the third saw horse. He realized the third sawhorse was more of a bench as she fastened cushions to the thing, sanded edges, and attached chains. 
 
    But what the fuck was it for? 
 
    Lunch time, and she had done an amazing amount of work. He could see how the bench thing worked, but…but why? 
 
    She brought down an igloo cooler, placed it next to her chair and sat down. She opened up the cooler, brought out a sandwich, took it out of the wrapper and tossed it to Andy. 
 
    “Catch.” 
 
    Andy caught it. It was tuna fish, and it was one of the better tuna fish sandwiches he had ever eaten. It had good mayo, the right amount of little bits of celery and onions, and….it was delicious. 
 
    She ate her own sandwich. Took out a can of Coke and rolled it across the floor to him. 
 
    He opened it, and never had a can of Coke tasted so wonderful. The bubbles wafted up his nose, the sweet syrupy taste had just the right amount of tang, and…he had to be careful he didn’t just guzzle the whole thing. 
 
    “The drain is over there,” she pointed to a floor drain, painted black, about three feet south of the mattress. I suggest you be very careful. Make sure you pee without splashing. We’ll be pouring bleach down the drain, but it might get stinky if you aren’t neat.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “We’ll bring a bucket down if you need to go number two.” 
 
    He finished his Coke and crushed the can with one hand. 
 
    She stared at him, leaned forward slightly, and crushed her own Coke can with one hand. “Ha!” She grinned. 
 
    And she went back to work. 
 
    The afternoon passed, and about four o’clock he heard a car door slam. It sounded like it was far away, but it was probably right outside the house. 
 
    The brunette, who he had come to think of as ‘Brunette number One,’ paused, tilted her head to listen, then continued with her work. 
 
    Andy had figured out how the thing she had built worked now. 
 
    Two chains went from the motor, through some rings on the floor next to the bench, to his hands. 
 
    The other two chains came in from the sides, and they were going to be for his feet. 
 
    They were going to pull him onto the bench. 
 
    But what for? What were they planning? 
 
    At five o’clock Brunette One put down her tools and walked up the stairs. Andy heard her talking to somebody. 
 
    He sat and stared at the bench. Why? What were they planning for him? 
 
    He went to the drain, he could kneel right in front of it, they had measured this out, and he aimed his stream at the grate. He did pretty good, no undue splashes, no mess. 
 
    He returned to the mattress and sat down. 
 
    The door at the top of the stairs opened and Blondie came down. Brunette One followed her. 
 
    They inspected the bench Brunette One had been making in low voices. Andy couldn’t really hear much but an unconnected word or two. 
 
    Then they turned to him. 
 
    Blondie: “He’s got no criminal record. Not much of a family, either. Apparently he takes off whenever he feels like it. Neighbors say he’s a rude, little fuck. Is disrespectful to his father, who is his only close relative. Mother hasn’t been in touch for years.” 
 
    “Well, that explains him, somewhat, and it sounds like he is right for what we want.” 
 
    Brunette One said, “What do you say, Andy?” 
 
    He frowned. They knew his name, and they had found it out pretty darn fast. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Would you like to have a little fun?” 
 
    “I’d like to get loose.” 
 
    Both girls snickered. 
 
    “I’ll bet.” 
 
    “Well, rest up. Tomorrow we’ll get started.” 
 
    “What happens tomorrow?” 
 
    But the girls were done with him. They turned and crossed the room, climbed the stairs, and went into the main living area of the house. 
 
    Later, they brought him dinner. Mashed potatoes, peas, a pork chop. No Coke. Damn. 
 
    He ate, and it was pretty good. Heck, he was eating better than normal. 
 
    After dinner the bowl was taken away, his blanket was kicked over to him, and his water was checked. 
 
    No word was spoken. 
 
    It got darker, the sun was apparently going down, and the gloom turned into pitch darkness. 
 
    He jacked off.  
 
    Heck, he was bored, there was nothing else to do. He positioned himself near the grate, jerked, and squirted his seed into the grate. 
 
    Then he lay under his blanket and thought about things. 
 
    Life. 
 
    His mother whom he hadn’t seen for years. His father, who was drunk and didn’t know whether he was coming or going. 
 
    Mostly he thought about girls he had peeped. He remembered their bodies, he fantasized about them, he built scenarios, and wished he could just walk into a house, Hi, I’m home! And walk into the bedroom and lay down and fuck. 
 
    He ignored the fact that he was a virgin. 
 
    And the night passed. 
 
      
 
    By morning he was ready to masturbate again. The sun had risen, the darkness had receded to gloom, and he was stroking himself again. 
 
    Well, what else did he have to do. 
 
    The door opened and the four women trooped downstairs. 
 
    They wore nothing. 
 
    Nothing but high heels and make up. 
 
    Their breasts pointed out, there was no excess flab, they were toned and sexy and…he stared so hard he thought his eyeballs would fall out and roll across the floor. 
 
    And his boner pounded so hard he thought he would squirt blood. 
 
    Auburn walked to one side. She stood next to one of the smaller motors and pulled on some thin gloves. 
 
    Brunette One and Two went to the motor in front of the bench.  
 
    Blondie stood in front of him. She pulled a chain towards him and said, “Put this on your right wrist.” 
 
    Andy thought about digging in then. Maybe telling these bitches off. Making demands. He wasn’t one for following directions. 
 
    But, oddly, he was scared. And it wasn’t the fact that he was chained and helpless, it was the fact that they had no clothes on. 
 
    “Or we’ll leave you here. Your choice.” 
 
    Andy still hesitated, but not for long. He wasn’t in any kind of a position to protest. 
 
    He attached the chain to his right wrist. 
 
    She moved one of the chains in from the side. “Your ankle.” 
 
    Staring at her, nervous, biting his lips, he attached the chain. 
 
    Then the chain to his other leg. 
 
    “Now listen,” she said, speaking very intently. “If you don’t do exactly as I say the girls will turn on their motors. You will be stretched out and I will undo your left wrist from the wall. At that point you will be dragged screaming and kicked, banging your elbows and knees on the hard, cement floor. You’ll probably scrape some skin off in the deal. Or…” she paused, held up a key, “You can loosen your left wrist and put the last chain on it. We will turn the motors on, but gently, and you will be slow walked to the bench. Your choice.” 
 
    She tossed him the key. 
 
    Andy fumbled the key, but managed to catch it in his hand. 
 
    He stared at the woman. He wanted to threaten her, to curse her, to jump up and run out of this place. 
 
    He loosened the cuff holding his left wrist and attached the chain to his left wrist. 
 
    Blondie nodded. “If you behave yourself this can be quite the treat. More of a treat than anything you’ve ever experienced.” 
 
    She stepped back, gripped one of the chains leading to his feet, and yelled out, “Okay. Go for it.” 
 
    The girls turned on the big motor in front of the bench. The slack took up, and Andy was forced to move forward. The girls on the sides kept his leg chains tight. He couldn’t leap or jump or attempt to get out of the situation. 
 
    Step by step he was pulled forward. His feet straddled the bench and he was aware of how hard his cock was. 
 
    The chains from the sides were fixed to trigger snaps connected to eye hooks screwed into the floor. He had a little room, his legs weren’t uncomfortable, but he was definitely caught. 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    The girls at the sides moved to help the girls by the motors. The chains connected to his wrists went up to the roof and through eye hooks, then down to the ground and more trigger snaps. He ended up standing upright, his arms up and slightly out to the sides. His cock was pointing to the front, and it was quite hard. 
 
    The women relaxed, took off their gloves, pulled up chairs and began to chat. 
 
    “Well, that went easier than I thought.” 
 
    “Boner boy was quite amenable. Hey, Boner Boy, can we get you something?” 
 
    Andy stared at Brunette One. “A Coke.” 
 
    They all exchanged glances. 
 
    Auburn said, “He could have asked to get out, but he asked for a Coke.” 
 
    Andy pushed his luck. “And bourbon.” 
 
    The women all laughed. 
 
    Andy was quite nervous, standing spread eagled, his dick so vulnerable, but their laughter helped. 
 
    “Why didn’t you ask to get free,” asked Blondie. 
 
    “You went to this much trouble I figured you wouldn’t let me go. But a Coke…that’s easy.” 
 
    The women chuckled and nodded. 
 
    “He’s learning to think,” observed Blondie. 
 
    “Well, shall we get him to sit down?” 
 
    “Better give him a little orientation, first.” 
 
    Blondie said, “We’re going to loosen your leg chains, let you sit down. Take a look at the bench.” 
 
    Andy looked down. 
 
    “That slit between your legs is for your cock. That’s when you lie on your belly. You’ll notice their is a padded loop for your face. We can make adjustments if the bench proves painful in any way. We actually want you to be comfortable.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to me.” 
 
    They all chuckled then.  
 
    “Whatever we want, when we want, and all that we want.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Why you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Because you’re a creep who nobody will miss. Nobody is going to come looking, no police reports, no stupid rules will apply to us.” 
 
    “But I didn’t do anything to you!” 
 
    “You’re a peeping Tom. That means you walk through life keeping your little secrets.” 
 
    “And that,” said Auburn, “means that you have low morals.” 
 
    Brunette Two piped up, “You’re perfect for what we plan to do.” 
 
    Andy was silent. For a second he felt like crying. They were all bigger and stronger than him. He wasn’t a tall person, and he was slender, and he had been bullied all his life, and he had become convinced that no woman would ever want him. 
 
    Thus, he had turned to peeping. 
 
    But now he was caught, and about to be punished for what had become his circumstance. 
 
    Blondie was astute enough to see his feelings. “Don’t cry, honey. It’s not going to be as bad as you might think. In fact, you behave yourself, do what we say, and it might just be the watershed of your life. It might end up being the most pleasurable life experience a guy can have.” 
 
    But Andy couldn’t help it. In truth, his attitude towards life was false bravado. He acted tough, but only in his own mind, and scratched enough the truth came out. 
 
    Tears. 
 
    The four women watched him for a moment. 
 
    Auburn One, “I didn’t expect that.” 
 
    “He’ll get over it. 
 
    The others nodded. 
 
    Then, as the tears leaked out of Andy’s eyes, the four women stood up and worked the motors and chains and sat him down on the padded bench. 
 
    When he was situated Blondie patted his cheek. “Don’t worry, honey. You’re in good hands.” 
 
    It was the most incongruous thing anybody had ever said to Andy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The women all stood up and came to Andy.  
 
    He stared at them, and gulped. A big, loud gulp. 
 
    Blondie reached down and placed her hand around his prick. 
 
    He jerked, his whole body twitched, but there was no way he could get away. 
 
    And, did he want to? 
 
    This was a beautiful woman laying her soft hands on him. 
 
    He looked down and saw her red nails. He looked up, and her face was close to his. Real close. And getting closer. Those red lips, her breath, her breasts actually touching his chest. 
 
    “Hello, Andy,” she whispered, then she touched his lips to his. 
 
    He was terrified, but…in a good way. He was a virgin. No woman had ever touched him down there. No woman had placed her gentle, plump lips on his. No woman had kissed him. Never. 
 
    His heart did a rhumba in his chest. He couldn’t breath. His eyes actually fluttered. 
 
    Blondie chuckled. 
 
    Meanwhile, as if this sensation overload wasn’t enough, Brunette  One had a hand on his butt. She was stroking a finger up his crack, running it right over his brown button. A sort of a yelping bark erupted from his throat and his chains rattled. 
 
    Auburn was touching his nipple and kissed the back of his neck. 
 
    Brunette two had a hand under his balls. She patted them gently, and he started twitching every time her hand patted. 
 
    And they didn’t stop! 
 
    They changed positions. Brunette Two kissed him, put a hand around the back of his neck and Frenched him. 
 
    Blondie knelt down and took him in her mouth. She took over his balls, too, bouncing them and causing him to jump up and down. If it hadn’t been for the chains he would have jumped right through the roof. 
 
    Auburn hugged him from the rear, her face against his back, her breasts pressed against him, her hands rubbing his nipples. 
 
    Then Brunette One pushed a finger into him. He squeaked, and all the girls laughed, and went back to work. 
 
    And they played with his cock so that, even though he had jacked off the night before, he was ready to cum again. 
 
    But they stopped short and didn’t let him shoot. 
 
    After a half hour of this he was breathing hard, stunned like a donkey hit on the head with a two by four. 
 
    “What…what…” his eyes were bleary and he looked back and forth. 
 
    The ladies just chuckled, and stepped back. 
 
    “Okay, ladies, he understands some of what we need. Let’s lay him down and take advantage of him.” 
 
    Working the chains they laid him on his back on the bench. His arms dangled down a little uncomfortably, but his dingus was straight up in the air. 
 
    “Now that is a thing of beauty,” whispered Auburn, stroking him gently, squeezing his testicles and kissing his tip. 
 
    “Okay, back off. Let’s prep him.” 
 
    Andy raised his head and looked at the girls. They were each biting the end off little tinfoil type packets. 
 
    Rubbers! 
 
    Blondie put the first one on him. It was tight, but he could still feel through it. When Brunette Two put a condom on him, however, sensation was blunted quite a bit. When Brunette One rolled the tight thing down his prick he could feel almost nothing. And he noticed that, in addition to being lessened by the number of rubbers, sensation was growing…numb. 
 
    “I can’t feel anything!” he protested. 
 
    Blondie said, “That’s because there was numbing solution in the first rubber. 
 
    At that Auburn rolled the fourth sperm catcher onto his penis, and he truly couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    Blondie threw a leg over his face. She lowered her pussy to his mouth and said, “Get it wet. Dry rubbers aren’t all that comfortable.” 
 
    Andy licked, and her vagina became quite moist. 
 
    “I’m putting some lubricant on him.” 
 
    He knew Brunette One was handling his cock, but he felt nothing. 
 
    “Wait a minute?” He looked around. 
 
    “Nonsense,” said Blondie, and she moved up to his dingus and sank down on it. 
 
    Andy felt nothing. He knew he was screwing, it was his first screw, but he felt nothing! 
 
    Blondie went up and down, the look on her face was of supreme satisfaction. Her eyes were closed and she moaned. 
 
    Meanwhile, to pass the time until their turns, the other girls were playing with Andy. They teased his nips. Brunette One pushed her finger into him. Auburn kissed him mercilessly. 
 
    He loved it, but…but…but he was scared! 
 
    Scared or not, his cock knew no fear. It stayed erect and served the girls well. Blondie had a massive orgasm, so intense she had to be helped off him, then Brunette Two moved over his face, demanded he prepare her, then she sank onto his cock. 
 
    “Oh…Oh, God!” Andy moaned. He wanted to feel things. In his mind he knew he was getting fucked, and it was the horniest thing that could happen. But he couldn’t feel it! He couldn’t feel the velvet walls sliding over him. He couldn’t feel the pulse of vaginal muscle. He couldn’t feel the squeeze as they climaxed! 
 
    Brunette Two finished, and Auburn demanded his attentions, and his dingus. 
 
    Brunette One seemed obsessed with his heinie. She had two fingers in him now, and she was sliding them back and forth. Thank God she had used plenty of lube! 
 
    Andy found himself bucking in synch with the fingers up his bunghole, and rising up and giving a good plunge to the woman on top of him. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Auburn yelped as he drove into her, then she pulled her nips and went over the edge. 
 
    Andy wanted to cum. He couldn’t cum. He just bucked automatically, and in reaction to his rear end reaming, and drooled. 
 
    He was, he knew, out of his mind, and…it didn’t matter.  
 
    If he died now, if his heart gave out and he exited his body, it wouldn’t matter. 
 
    He was no longer a virgin. 
 
    But, God, did he want to squirt. 
 
    Now he was sorry he had squirted the night before. 
 
    Finally, Brunette One took her fingers out of him and mounted him. She didn’t need to be lubricated. Reaming him had made her so wet she needed nothing but his big, pulsing, condom wrapped cock. 
 
    He stared up in wonder as she slowly rocked back and forth. He cried out in pleasure as the women twisted his nipples and his balls. 
 
    Then Brunette One was done. She sagged forward, her breasts touched his chest, and she smiled into his face.  
 
    She kissed him. A slow, languorous kiss that rocked his world. 
 
    Then climbed off him. 
 
    Breathing hard, the ladies sat down in a circle around Andy. Blondie and Brunette Two were gently rubbing their pussies. All were smiling. 
 
    “Well, ladies,” said Blondie. “Round one is done, are we ready for more fun?” 
 
    Light cheers erupted, but it was obvious they needed a bit of rest. 
 
    Auburn giggled. “Look, he’s still humping.” 
 
    It was true, Andy was moving his hips up and down, just as if he was still in pussy. 
 
    “Hey, Andy, are you ready to cum?” 
 
    “Unh…” he moaned. 
 
    Blondie moved forward and grabbed his rubber covered cock. She pressing down. 
 
    Andy pumped. 
 
    She frowned, then slapped his balls. 
 
    That stopped Andy. And he lay there, breathing hard, coming back to his senses. 
 
    “Somebody want to get him a Coke? He’s earned it.” 
 
    Brunette Two stood up, headed for the stairs. “I’ll get us all Cokes.” 
 
    Blondie let go of Andy then, and sat back. “I suppose, now that you’ve been christened, you’d like to know what this is all about.” 
 
    Andy gulped yet again, and nodded. 
 
    “We four ladies are without men. Two of us are divorced, and not about to marry. Two of us have mates that have passed. And how does one replace the love of their lives?” 
 
    Andy watched blondie. He was in love. She was so beautiful. 
 
    “So we are four, and very horny, and without recourse to honest, responsible men.” 
 
    “Hey, hey!” Brunette Two nodded. 
 
    “Do you know how hard it is for ladies like us? We’re all about thirty, we’re all pretty damned good looking, we’re all well off, and all we get is worn out men who failed at marriage, or horny young things that know no better.” 
 
    Brunette One came down the stairs. She didn’t just bring Cokes, she brought Cokes in glasses with ice and straws. Her breasts jiggled as she walked, and she passed out the drinks. When the girls had all taken their Cokes and were sipping, she held one to Andy. It had a bend over straw and she put it in his mouth. 
 
    He had been fucked to a fare thee well, and he had had no idea how thirsty and desperate he was for cold liquid. He felt the icy cold fluid soothe his throat, and the sugary syrup energized him and helped bring him back to reality. 
 
    Brunette One sitting next to him, feeding him his Coke, Blondie continued her story. 
 
    “So we four decided to do something about it. We decided to find somebody who could service us. But there are problems with that. We couldn’t just take out an ad, ‘Needed: a hard man to screw without consequences.’ No. That wouldn’t work. And do you know how many freaks would answer that ad? And then we might actually get arrested. So we decided to ‘interview’ prospects.” 
 
    She paused to sip, then continued. 
 
    “We needed somebody who was young enough to stay horny all the time, and who could recover quickly if he did happen to squirt. We needed somebody who wasn’t morally bound up, who didn’t have a wife,. We needed somebody who, even if he did tell the police, wouldn’t be believed. I mean, can you imagine? ‘Officers! I was kidnapped and fucked against my will!’” 
 
    The four ladies all chuckled at that scenario. 
 
    “So we set up a trap. We needed somebody young, low morals, inexperienced, maybe a little desperate. One of us is a psychologist, and she came up with the idea of a peeper. Another of us has access to law enforcement, she was able to find out who you were, what your situation was.” 
 
    Andy thought about it. It sounded logical, and it explained everything, and even why they had asked him so many questions. 
 
    “So you see, Andy, we were built for each other. We will give you as much sex as you can stand, maybe more, maybe too much, and you will satisfy us. Win win. Right?” 
 
    Andy stared at the four women. They had fucked him, but they seemed eager for some kind of answer from him. 
 
    He was a little hoarse when he said, “Right.” 
 
    The women relaxed, and Andy knew why. They weren’t going to get arrested for kidnapping. And, more, they were going to get their jollies on him. 
 
    And, for the first time since he had been captured, Andy relaxed. 
 
      
 
    Life became a series of drawn out sexual vignettes. Now that they had broken him in they took their time. Usually only one at a time. They would screw him until they were tired, then head upstairs and another would take their place. 
 
    Day after day. Into the night. Humping and pumping. 
 
    Blondie loved to be eaten, and she tired out his mouth with gusto. 
 
    Auburn loved to just ride him slow, teasing his nipples, torturing him with her appetite. 
 
    Brunette One liked his bunghole. She loosened him up, and she even brought down a strap on and showed him the fun in that. 
 
    And it was fun. It was a whole, new, sexual world. 
 
    “You’re not going to leave here and be gay from me doing this, are you?” she asked one night. 
 
    Andy shook his head. He liked anal, but…thanks to her again, he liked giving it to her anal, too.  
 
    Brunette Two liked to tease him. She liked to pull the rubbers off him and just suck and suck until he was ready to pop, and then back off. 
 
    Andy would be groaning and twisting and pulling on the chains, but she just laughed, waited, and did it again. 
 
    One day, while Brunette Two worked him, she miscalculated. He had an ‘accident,’ and filled her mouth with whiteness. 
 
    Surprisingly, she didn’t care. She filled her mouth, then kissed him. Kissed him until he was forced to take his own seed. When they were done, when their mouths were messy and empty, she whispered, “Are you going to be so willing to cum again? Or are you going to try extra hard not to squirt?” 
 
    He had no answer, but the look in his eyes made her laugh. 
 
    And the days passed. 
 
    It had been April when he was first captured.  
 
    From talking with the. ladies he learned that it was June. He had been there almost two months, living the dream, and…feeling antsy. 
 
    Yes, he was getting the dream, but…freedom. 
 
    He wanted to be free, able to walk about on his own.  
 
    He was tired of being on the bench. Sitting up, bending forward for the rear entry, or bending back and laying on his back. 
 
    Oddly, it didn’t bother him that they were so sparse in letting him cum. He knew they were trying to keep him hard for their pleasure. And though it was frustrating to be in condoms all the time, or to be edged mercilessly, when he did squirt it was amazingly intense, and…he didn’t mind all the build up. 
 
    But…freedom. 
 
     
 
    In the first week of June he was stretching. Nobody was about, and he realized that he could reach the trigger snaps. Blondie had worked him to a dozen cums, then gone upstairs to relax and recover a bit. The other women were also upstairs. It had been a long day, and they were all happy, dozing, watching a little TV. 
 
    But Blondie had neglected to pull the chains tight. They often had them loose so he could service them better, but now he could reach the trigger snap with his right hand. 
 
    A dim light occurred in the back of his mind. 
 
    He could get loose. 
 
    Freedom. 
 
    But…he realized, if he broke loose while they were still awake they might overpower him, and he would never get another chance. He decided to take the chance, to wait until they were all asleep. 
 
    Time dragged like an elephant with two broken legs. He listened, heard the murmur of TV, heard chatter as the girls walked back and forth, listened as the sounds became less and less. 
 
    Then the basement was totally black, and he knew all were asleep. 
 
    He reached up and, in the darkness, felt his way around the trigger snap and pressed, and lifted, and…the chain dropped! 
 
    It hit the floor and for a moment he was terrified that the sound had woken the girls. 
 
    But it hadn’t. 
 
    He now had a free hand, and the trigger snap on his left hand went easily.  
 
    He bent over and loosened the two snaps down there. He stood up and stretched, and exulted. 
 
    He was free! 
 
    Andy knew the basement well. He didn’t need lights. He walked to the stairs and crept up. 
 
    The door was unlocked and he entered a kitchen. There were lights from the stove, a night light in the hall, and he crept to the hall and listened. Four bedrooms, four light, snoring sounds. 
 
    He entered the living room, went to the front door, opened it, and stepped out. 
 
    He was free! 
 
    He was on a porch, the house was old, made of wood, and situated in a forest. 
 
    He walked down the steps into the moonlight. He realized his nakedness. His eternal boner pointed the way, and he wondered where he was. 
 
    But, no matter where he was…he was free! 
 
    Barefoot, he started walking down the driveway. Then stopped. Off to the side was a clothes line, and several dresses, and assorted female underthings, fluttered in the light, warm breeze. 
 
    He went over to the clothes line. Panties. He rubbed his face against a pair and wondered who they belonged to. Which delicious pussy was encased by these sexy things? 
 
    He took a bra off the line, and was totally excited. Which of the four sets of boobs filled these awesome cups? 
 
    He put the bra on. He didn’t have to, he wanted to. He wanted to feel something of them. He wanted to remember what they had done to him always. 
 
    He selected a dress. He couldn’t tell what color it was in the light, it just looked greyish, but with a swirly sort of a pattern going around it. He put it on. 
 
    Good. He was dressed. He wouldn’t be arrested for nakedness. 
 
    He started down the drive again, then stopped. 
 
    Next to the front door on the porch had been a line of shoes. He needed shoes if he was going to walk. 
 
    He mounted the steps and inspected the shoes. 
 
    The girls rarely wore shoes in the house, he never heard the click, click, click of high heels. 
 
    Except when they visited him. 
 
    He loved the sound of their heels clicking on the steps. The click, click, click…reminded him of them. 
 
    He tried several pairs on, and found one that fit him well.  
 
    Of course his toes stuck out a little, and he had ugly toes, but…they were okay. 
 
    He buckled them on, then descended the stairs. He started down the drive, and stopped. 
 
    Freedom! 
 
    But what was freedom? 
 
    The ability to go places and do things. 
 
    But what did he really want to do? 
 
    His dreams, ever since puberty, had been to have a woman love him. To have sex. To be happy. 
 
    Now he had four women loving him. He was nothing but a peeper, but they talked to him, treated him with kindness. And they made love to him like there was no tomorrow! 
 
    Where could he find a woman to suck him like Brunette two? Or a woman who wanted to just fuck without all the BS that people sometimes passed out? 
 
    Where could he find a woman, like Brunette one, who would please his asshole until he drizzled squirtem and just laugh. And drink from him. And share with him? 
 
    Wasn’t the four women a different kind of freedom? A freedom of dreams attained? 
 
    He took a few more steps down the drive, then he turned and looked back at the cabin in the woods. 
 
    Four women, dedicated to pleasing him. 
 
    And they were. They asked him what he liked, they brought him Cokes whenever he wanted. 
 
    He took a few more steps, then looked back again. 
 
    The cabin looked so lovely in the moonlight, and he felt a profound sense of loss. No more loving women treating him like a sex object. 
 
    What freedom was he running to? 
 
    What woman would do what these four did? And so happily? 
 
    He took a step back. It felt good. It felt like the house above him was a refuge, a place where he could be. 
 
    He backed away from the house, his feet going ‘click, click.’ 
 
    Bad. No pleasure. His cock sagged. 
 
    He walked towards the house, halfway back to the house. 
 
    Good. Happy. His cock bonered up and pointed at the house. 
 
    He took more steps, and found himself at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    And he knew: freedom is in there! Freedom is what those women give me. 
 
    And…Where am I going? 
 
    He mounted the steps. He tip toed across the living room floor, past couches and under a wall mounted set of antlers. 
 
    Where could he go? he wondered. Where is better than this? 
 
    He tiptoed down the stairs, across the basement, and looked at his prison. 
 
    But one man’s prison is another man’s freedom. 
 
    He sat down, fastened the snaps, and waited. Morning would come, and he would either sob at his stupidity, or rejoice in his wisdom. He suspected the latter, for as the night progressed he felt happier and happier. 
 
     
 
    Blondie brought him down his breakfast, and maybe wanted a little up and down. She froze at the bottom of the stairs and dropped his breakfast. 
 
    Andy had forgotten to take off the women’s clothes. He had gone for a walk, and he was back, and…Blondie’s mind stuttered to a stop. 
 
    She walked back up the steps, could be heard calling, then all four of the ladies walked down the stairs. 
 
    They stood in a semi circle, looking at Andy their faces were shocked. 
 
    They retreated to the bottom of the stairs and had a discussion. Andy could pick up bits and pieces. 
 
    “How’d he get out?” 
 
    “He’s wearing a dress!” 
 
    “That’s my dress!” 
 
    And: “Why’d he come back?” 
 
    After five minutes of astonished discussion the ladies came back to him. 
 
    Blondie released the snaps and helped him to his feet. 
 
    Andy was now scared. He was scared like when he was first captured. What if they made him leave? 
 
    “Come along,” Blondie said. She led him up the stairs, and the other three women followed. 
 
    They entered the kitchen and Blondie walked down the hallway to the bedrooms. There were six bedrooms total in the cabin, and four were taken. Blondie took Andy to the last bedroom on the right. It had a bed, a dresser, a writing table that could be a vanity. 
 
    “This can be your bedroom,” she said. then she turned to him. “”Do you want to be a girl?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, let’s try it. We all wanted daughters, and you’d be perfect. Mind, you’ll still have to wear male clothes sometimes, but mostly you’ll be naked, especially when one of us are hungry for you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Would you like to go to town and get some clothes? Or would you like for us to select clothes for you?” 
 
    “You can choose.” 
 
    Blondie nodded. She glanced at the other women, and they all were nodding. They all were pleased. 
 
    “Very well. Now, take off these clothes. Return them to where you found them. Then go downstairs and get ready. Taking an unauthorized walk, stealing clothes…you’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    “He needs to be punished,” blurted Auburn. 
 
    The other two ladies nodded. 
 
    “Very well,” said Blondie. “Make sure you’re chained tight, and we’ll spank you today. Would you like to be spanked?” 
 
    If spanking was the cost of freedom, then so be it. He nodded. 
 
    Andy went outside and took off his dress. He hung it up on the clothesline and noticed that it was blue with a white swirly pattern. 
 
    He took off his panties and bra and hung them up. He was sorry he had worn them and gotten his male scent all over them. 
 
    He walked back to the porch and took off his high heels. That was a relief. 
 
    He walked back into the house, past the ladies who were discussing his antics in hushed voices, and down the stairway into the basement. 
 
    He sat down on the bench and once again put his wrist and ankles in chains. 
 
    Sitting in the gloom, he was happy. His cock bounced and little tears came to his eyes. He was home. 
 
    He was free. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    It had been a long summer, but it had been worth it. 
 
    Andy had learned how to clean, and cook, and do the laundry, and a hundred other things. 
 
    He could take a strap on with the best of them, and loved every inch of penetration. 
 
    He was usually naked all day, but during the evening the ladies taught him how to be more feminine.  
 
    They really did want a daughter, and he was perfect. He was learning how to do his own make up, and he had a complete ward robe. 
 
    They were even talking about getting him his GED and sending him to college. 
 
    Of course he had a lot of work to do before then. 
 
    He had to learn how to walk and talk like a girl. And he had to learn about boys. 
 
    Not that he wanted to. He was quite happy servicing his four mothers. But, a daughter has to do what a daughter has to do. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Silithia: The hope of All Women…the Bane of All Men 
 
    In this amazing story Grace Mansfield has crafted a true classic. 
 
    Silithia is a Gypsy. Small in stature, diseased, looked down upon by the whole world, she yet rises to heights never imagined by man. And now man has to pay the price. 
 
    What is the true value of a woman? What are her true abilities? Silithia will show you.
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    He thought he was in charge, 
 
    until she changed his sex! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    Here’s a little tale based on Alyce Thorndyke’s Broken Man Series.  
 
      
 
    I love Alyce’s books, and ‘The Broken Man’ stories in particular. And I really love her characters. 
 
      
 
    I mean…who wouldn’t want women to take over the world? 
 
      
 
    So a swinging dick cop is assigned to a murder, and it looks he’s figured it out, then the other shoe drops and he realizes that his world is about to change. Now the question is…can a solid citizen, knock on wood cop handle the truth? 
 
      
 
    And can you handle the truth? 
 
      
 
    Can you…STAY HORNY! 
 
      
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Brad got the call just past midnight. 
 
    “1413 Cooper St.” 
 
    “You got it.” Brad hung up the phone and swung his legs out of bed. He was about five foot ten, a bit on the chubby side, and had a ruggedly handsome face. He’d never win any beauty prizes, but women seemed to like him. 
 
    Of course, maybe it was because he was a cop. Some women liked a man in uniform. 
 
    “You’ve got to go out now? You just came to bed!” 
 
    Brad smiled. He was tired, but these calls always woke him up. “I’ll be back before morning.” 
 
    Shiela sighed. She sat half up and reached for his back. She ran her hand down it, massaged his tired shoulders. “Don’t they have the night time crew for this?” 
 
    “Well,” he stood up and put on his shirt, “they must be busy. Die now and avoid the fall rush.” 
 
    Shiela gave another sigh. “Your dark humor is not appreciated.” She bent as if to touch her toes. Her heavy breasts spilled forward, and she grabbed a pair of panties. 
 
    “Here you go.” 
 
    Brad chuckled and took the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up. 
 
    “Sissy,” she teased him. 
 
    She had made him start wearing panties right after he had become a cop. Her thoughts on the matter were specific: if he was scared somebody might see him panties, he would be all the more anxious to avoid getting shot. 
 
    And she found that she liked it. He was sexy, and she wanted to get him to shave his legs, wear nylons, or maybe even a bra.  
 
    He was a rough man, and feminine underthings brought out the softness, made him think twice before he said or did anything. 
 
    Brad pulled up his slacks, put on his shoes, then put on his holster. 
 
    Shiela watched as he put a thumb to the gun safe, then pulled out a Glock. 
 
    “When are we going to have a world when we don’t need men to go around armed?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t know, maybe never.” 
 
    She got to her knees on the mattress and hugged him, kissed him, and said what she always said: “Come home all in one piece.” 
 
    He smiled, and left. 
 
    Shiela lay back down. The moonlight came through the window and illuminated her beauty. Her face was an exquisite work of art, her body was a culmination of work outs and DNA. 
 
    And she thought: When will we have a world that doesn’t need men with guns. 
 
      
 
    Brad drove through the Los Angeles traffic. It was light and he didn’t bother with the siren. Besides, whoever it was, he wasn’t going to be waking up just because of the siren. 
 
    Not no more. 
 
    1413 Cooper St. was on the edge of Beverly Hills just off Sunset. It was a tri-level with immaculate lawn, trees that looked like giant dandelions, and a Maserati in the driveway. The Maserati had the top down and a paper license on the back plate. 
 
    There were four cop cars there, along with an ambulance, and a wagon. 
 
    Brad nosed his car into the mess that blocked the street, flashed his badge at the cop manning the yellow tape, and headed up the walk. 
 
    It was a beautiful home. Big, sunken living room with beige carpets deep enough to come up between the toes. A miniature statue stood next to the door, and a young cop directed him towards the back bedroom. 
 
    The murder victim was messy, all right, but not in a normal way. And Brad didn’t need the menthol rub. 
 
    The man was laying in bed, a look of agony on his face. He was contorted so he looked like he was ready to bounce on a springboard and take a high dive. 
 
    A high dive right into the morgue. 
 
    His eyes were open and his fists were clenched. He was naked, and Brad had a brief thought: They come into the world naked, and they go out naked. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    Brad bumped fists with Tom Beninger. Tom partnered with him often, and they were a good team. 
 
    “Better than him.” 
 
    Tom grunted and looked at the man laying on the mattress, the sheets askew and half thrown off the bed. 
 
    “Randolph Hollingsworth. Dying testament to the fact that you can’t take it with you.” 
 
    A cop was walking around the bed, snapping shots. Next he would video the whole thing, then Brad and Tom could get their hands dirty.  
 
    Brad was pulling on his latex gloves when he noticed the man’s erection. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Yeah. First impressions?” 
 
    “He’s got a boner, and…it’s still leaking. 
 
    It was leaking, and it had made a mess. There was a huge puddle of sperm next to the body. 
 
    “I expected blood, but when I saw that…” Tom shrugged. 
 
    Brad squatted down and peered at the man’s member. It was maybe ten inches, thick, and it wasn’t completely hard, but it certainly wasn’t soft. 
 
    “Jerry,” Brad called to the coroner, who was filling out some paper work. 
 
    “Yo, how you doing?” 
 
    “Better than Randolph here. What about his dong?” 
 
    Jerry stepped over to the body and squatted next to Brad. “Yeah. It’s big, but dying sometimes gets a guy erect.” 
 
    “I never noticed.” 
 
    “Sure. Blood settles, and if the guy is in the right position it settles in his wang. Not always, but this guy is positioned perfectly. But that’s not the big deal.” 
 
    “What’s the big deal?” Tom squatted next to the two men and looked at the dead man’s dick. 
 
    “Guy’s been dead almost 24 hours. Rigor is starting to relax, but he’s still cumming.” 
 
    The three men stared at the end of the dead man’s huge dong. The head was big as a golf ball, and his balls were like tennis balls. 
 
    “Are his nuts swollen?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll know when I get him on the table.” 
 
    The three men were silent then, just staring, and suddenly the dead man groaned, “Unhhh!” and twitched. 
 
    Brad and Tom jumped back in shock. 
 
    Jerry chuckled. “Twenty four hours. Muscles are starting to relax.” 
 
    “Scared the piss out of me,” remarked Tom. 
 
    “You and me both, partner.” 
 
    The dead man on the floor belched. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll put some of that menthol under my nose after all.” 
 
    The other two were already reaching into their pockets. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go,” the captain tossed a folder onto Brad’s desk, and sauntered on. 
 
    Brad motioned to Tom and opened the folder. Tom slid his chair over and looked over Brad’s shoulder. 
 
    Randolph Hollingsworth was rich and important, which didn’t seem important because he was now dead, but what was of interest was the manner in which he died. 
 
    His semen was rich with L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and a dozen other substances that were not normal to the human body. 
 
    Tom murmured, “It makes sense, but what the fuck…” 
 
    “That’s why he had so much semen,” Brad pointed to the coroner’s conclusions. 
 
    Randolph Hollingsworth had cum himself to death. 
 
    He had squirted his load, kept squirting until he was empty, then squirted some more. In the end, his heart couldn’t take it, and he expired. 
 
    “But what would make a man have that much semen?” 
 
    “So who do we look for? He was fucked to death, there are signs of a woman, and he had made love, but…” 
 
    “Well, she really banged him.” 
 
    “Bad pun.” 
 
    The two men stared at the coroner’s report dourly. 
 
    They had to find a woman, but she might have nothing to do with Hollingsworth. 
 
    Or maybe she gave him something that made him cum. Some super Viagra or something. 
 
    “You know, I don’t think I really want to go out that way.” 
 
    “Probably not. Shall we divide up his black book?” 
 
    “Might as well.” 
 
    Randolph Hollingsworth had a thick black book. Lots of names in it, and it would take a while to go through them all. 
 
    “I’m going to see if I can get some help.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    That night, after a dozen phone calls to beautiful women, Brad headed for home. He walked in the door and Shiela handed him a drink, and followed him to the bedroom where he took off his holster and locked up his Glock. 
 
    Shiela had a couple of steaks simmering, and a gallon of mashed potatoes. She served him, and asked about the case. 
 
    “When you told me cause of death was an orgasm I couldn’t believe it.” 
 
    Brad shivered. “The guys all agree it wold be the way to go, but not me. Think of how the guy must have suffered.” 
 
    “Did you have much luck tracking his girlfriends down?” 
 
    “We’ve got his black book, and most of the women are listed in his cell phone. Is that weird? To have both a black book and a cell phone filled with the same stuff?” 
 
    Shiela shrugged. 
 
    “I mean, he’s even got pictures of each woman.” 
 
    “Are any of them suspects?” 
 
    “Not really. They have alibis, they were appropriately shocked, nothing in Hollingsworth’s house to point a finger.” 
 
    He bit into his steak and smiled. “Man, this is good.” 
 
    “You know, most times I’m not interested in your cases.” 
 
    “I know. Mostly they’re just messy shootings, disgusting to look at. But this one…this is weird.” 
 
    “Well, keep me up to date. Wanna fuck?” 
 
    Brad laughed. “Well, you have wined and dined me…” 
 
    “Hurry up and eat. I’ll make you another drink. 
 
    Ten minutes later they were naked, humping and bumping, laughing and chortling, and going in and out. 
 
    Then Shiela rolled over on top of him. He was close, and she said, “You want me to fuck you to death?” 
 
    “Baby, you already are.” 
 
    “Not yet I’m not.” 
 
    And with that Brad began to cum. And, the weird thing, he came extra hard, and he seemed to have a lot of semen. And it made his heart pound extra hard. 
 
      
 
    The telephone calls didn’t pan out. No likely suspects. 
 
    “Well,” said Tom, “pick out the best looking ones and we’ll do a little legwork.” 
 
    Brad gave his partner a twisted smile. “You pick. I’m married.” 
 
    Tom grinned mightily. 
 
    They did the footwork, and still nothing stood out, then they had a break. 
 
    Across the street from 1413 Cooper Ross Worth was on vacation. He had security cameras on his property. When he came home and heard that his neighbor had been killed—the media had not been told the cause of death—he went through his security tapes, and he brought new evidence to the police station. 
 
     
 
    “Who is she?” Brad stared at the screen. 
 
    The shot was clear. A street with no traffic. Bushes didn’t wave because there was no wind. Then a lady drove up in a corvette and parked in the driveway. The top was down,  and her top was up. 
 
    She had magnificent hooters, much better than your average woman. 
 
    She was blonde, her hair long, but held up in a purple, silk scarf. Her body was a symphony of sex appeal as she walked to the front door. 
 
    The front door opened and Randolph Hollingsworth, very much alive, opened the door. 
 
    She stepped into the house, kissed Randolph mightily, then turned to close the door. And in that one instant they had a perfect face shot. 
 
    Her cheeks were high, her mouth was wide and red, the light in the house shone down on her perfectly. 
 
    “Freeze it.” Brad said. 
 
    The two men studied her face. Tom opened up her cell phone and looked at the pictures. There was a match. 
 
      
 
    “She’s a beauty,” Brad explained to Shiela as they sipped good bourbon on the back porch.  
 
    Their house wasn’t high on the hill, but it did have a good view of Los Angeles. The smog made the multitude of lights twinkle and waver. 
 
    “And there’s no record of her?” 
 
    “Cynthia Fixx.” 
 
    “Fix, like in double cross?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “So have you found her?” 
 
    “It was easy. She works for a corporation. ‘Amazons.’ Guy in charge is Judd Morgan.” 
 
    Shiela watched her husband, and listened, and her eyes couldn’t be seen in the gloom. 
 
    “She’s got a page on the Amazon’s website. She’s a babe, built like a brick you know what. Makes you wonder.” 
 
    “Wonder what?” 
 
    “Wonder why a woman that beautiful would kill somebody.” 
 
    “You know she did it?” 
 
    He shook his head, took a sip of bourbon. 
 
    “We’ve got that weird chemical combination in Hollingsworth’s baby batter, and that’s about all. But we’ll go talk to her. We’re having forensics go over the house again. We’ll find something. We always do. 
 
    In the darkness Shiela bit her lip. She had a worried expression on her face, but she made herself calm and said, “I’ll go get you another drink.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    And she added, “Then we can fuck a little.” 
 
      
 
    More lab reports came in. More inconclusive evidence that meant something, but what Tom and Brad didn’t know. They were surprised when Jerry asked them to come down to the lab, that he had something to show them. 
 
    “There are traces of alcohol in Hollingsworth’s blood, but it’s weird,” said Jerry. “He wasn’t a big drinker, but his cells retained a lot of alcohol.” 
 
    Brad and Tom stared at the forensic scientist. They were standing around a tall, steel table on which stood a couple of beakers and a small petrie dish. 
 
    Jerry’s face was unhappy. “You have that much alcohol in you and it should show up, but it’s like the alcohol got locked up in cells, was no longer able to get him drunk, but…it’s there. 
 
    “So what if it’s there? I mean, anomaly, but where does it lead to? Or point to. Or whatever?” 
 
    “Watch.” 
 
    Jerry poured liquid from a beaker into the petrie dish. 
 
    “This is the L-argnine, saw palmetto, Swedish flower pollen, and all the other stuff that was in his semen.” 
 
    The liquid sat in the petrie dish. It didn’t move or bubble or anything. 
 
    Jerry reached under the table and brought up a brown, paper sack. He opened the sack and brought out a bottle of cheap bourbon. He opened the bottle inserted a dropper and extracted about a drop from the bottle. 
 
    He held the dropper over the dish and squeezed the black bulb on the end. 
 
    The drop of alcohol struck the liquid in the dish, and nothing happened. 
 
    “This is exciting,” quipped Tom. 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    They waited. 
 
    Jerry wasn’t put off by nothing happening. He explained, “My portions are probably all off. Do a little math and figure out the proportion of substance X, alcohol and the human body and…there we go. 
 
    The liquid began to bubble. Then it began to bubble over. It topped the lip of the dish and poured over the steel table. 
 
    Jerry placed a couple of towels around the dish and the towels became soaked. And still it bubbled. 
 
    “What the fuck?” said Brad. 
 
    “This reaction isn’t going to happen right away. When Hollingsworth drank the booze it had to go through his body. It caused this reaction in his nuts. This is the semen that was bubbling up.” 
 
    The three men stared at each other, and the substitute semen dripped to the floor. 
 
      
 
    Shiela was not normally interested in his cases, but she was sure interested in the Randolph Hollingsworth case. She asked about it every day when he came home. And when there were new developments she downright grilled Brad. 
 
    Brad didn’t mind. Cops suffer through bad experiences, and it always helps to talk. 
 
    Not that this death was particularly gruesome, but it was weird. 
 
    “So this woman, Cynthia Fixx, she feeds her victim some kind of super poison, but the poison doesn’t take effect until she gives him alcohol.” 
 
    Brad grunted and sipped his drink. “That sounds like it. I mean, that’s one possible scenario.” 
 
    “And you’re sure she’s the one?” 
 
    “She’s the only one that we can put in Hollingsworth’s house. We’ve found a bottle that was fresh opened. The bottle was wiped, but the cellophane wrapper still had a partial print on it. We’re going to go see Ms Fixx tomorrow, get some prints.” 
 
    “Don’t you have to get a court order for that?” 
 
    “Got one in the works. Tom will pick it up tomorrow, and then we’ll go see our young lady.” 
 
    Shiela made Brad another drink, and they sipped, and they made their way to the bedroom. 
 
    “You know,” said Brad as he took off his shirt, “It helps to talk this stuff. Thank you “ 
 
    “Oh, heck,” she smiled as she unrolled her nylons, then, when he took off his pants, and stood revealed in panties, she pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him. 
 
    She pulled his cock out and sat on him. He went in easy, and she began rocking back and forth. 
 
    Brad felt good. He was feeling better and better every day. It was like he was slightly drunk, but without any of the bad effects. 
 
    He leaned up and took her nipples in his mouth and sucked them. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she muttered, holding his head to her breasts. 
 
    Back and forth, in and out, deeper and deeper.   
 
    She felt like he was up to her belly button, deep, and it felt good. Thens he stopped. 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What if this Cynthia Fixx is the murderer…” 
 
    “Yes?” There was something in her voice that alerted him: she was serious. 
 
    “What if she had good reason?” 
 
    “To murder somebody?” 
 
    “What if it was a mistake? What if they were experimenting with some new way to get high, and she just…made a mistake?” 
 
    He mused inside, then said, “Doesn’t matter. First degree or manslaughter…if she killed him she killed him.” 
 
    “But isn’t there some sort of accidental death charge or something?” 
 
    “I suppose. Accidental death, or death by misadventure, but it doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because if she gave him the substance, or even if she saw him starting to croak and didn’t call 911, she is guilty. Maybe even more guilty for leaving the scene of whatever misadventure they had. 
 
    In the darkness Shiela was silent, and finally Brad pushed his hips deeper into her. “Come on.” 
 
    She laughed, and got back to work. She twisted and writhed and took full advantage of his man meat. 
 
      
 
    Brad was sleeping. He looked to be sleeping deeply. 
 
    Shiela got out of bed and padded down the hallway. In the kitchen she reached into her purse and took out her cell phone. 
 
    She stood for a long minute and thought about the situation, about what she was going to say. 
 
    She tapped on the face of the phone, but before it could connect the light went on. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    Brad was behind her. 
 
    She jumped, and turned, and her face showed her alarm. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Brad approached her. 
 
    She forced herself to calm. “I just wanted a drink of water.” 
 
    He smiled, “Calling out for it?” He pointed with his chin at her phone. 
 
    She was back in control. “Just checking the weather.” 
 
    “So what’s it going to be?” He stuck his head under the faucet and gulped. 
 
    She waited, and for a moment she thought about clonking him on the back of the head. Unconsciousness. Maybe her weight forcing his unconscious head under water. 
 
    But she really wasn’t that kind of a person. No matter what beliefs she held, she was not partial to violence. 
 
    Brad raised his head and looked at her. 
 
    “I don’t know. You caught me before I could…” she tapped the phone and brought up the weather. 
 
    Eighty degrees tomorrow. No clouds. 
 
    “Great. A los Angeles day.” 
 
    Then he peered at her. “Honey? Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Of course,” she smiled. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Just…you’ve been so nice the last few days. Great dinners, bourbon and Coke on the doorstep, making love to me like a nympho.” 
 
    She put her cell back into her purse. “So that’s all I am to you…a nympho.” 
 
    He was grinning. “I certainly didn’t mean it in a bad way.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re in trouble now, buster!” 
 
    She grabbed his cock and lifted. 
 
    “Ouch!” But he was smiling. He had just come, but…it felt good. 
 
    She kissed him. Passionately. Then she pulled him, by the dick, down the hallway. “Think you can get it up again?” 
 
    He was shocked when he could. 
 
    And, after a second bout, and a great squirt, a hefty squirt that felt like it would have filled up a Coke bottle, he lay back and put his arms behind his head on the pillow. 
 
    “You know,” he said, “I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy.” 
 
    Shiela snuggled. She would have to make her phone call on the morrow. She hoped she would be in time. 
 
     
 
    The next day dawned, and Brad was up early. 
 
    He took a shower, fixed breakfast, and dawdled. 
 
    This drove Shiela crazy. She needed to make that phone call. He had to head for work. The court order would be waiting for him and Tom. They planned to hit Cynthia first thing, and that didn’t leave Shiela much time. 
 
    Finally, Brad gave her a kiss, then headed out the door. 
 
    Shiela watched from the window and made sure his car was driving down the street, then she tapped the face of her phone. 
 
    “Yes.” A flat voice. Nothing to give a clue to the caller about who was answering. 
 
    “Cynthia Fixx is in danger. Police will serve a court order on her this morning. They have evidence.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Shiela stood and held her phone tightly. She had done her duty. She had done what she could. Now all she could do was keep here fingers crossed. 
 
      
 
    Cynthia Fixx had parked her Corvette in the garage. She got out of the Corvette, and click, click, clicked across the parking garage. She was wearing a pencil skirt. Mauvish. A matching jacket and under it a sheer blouse. 
 
    No bra. No panties. She didn’t like to feel confined. 
 
    No nylons because her legs were that perfect. 
 
    She stepped into the elevator and, while riding up to the 28th floor, checked her phone. 
 
    Nothing. Of course reception was lousy in the building, so no big deal. When she reached the top she’d check again. 
 
    The elevator stopped at the ground floor and half a dozen police got crowded into the box. One cop held the door open, two cops moved to the sides of her. 
 
    One cop, five foot ten and a little chubby, stepped in front of her and said, “Miss Fixx. I’m detective Brad Johnson. We’ve got a search warrant. We’ll be searching your offices, and your home, and we’d like a DNA sample right now.” 
 
    Jerry didn’t usually go on busts, but he had asked for this one. He was most curious, and he swabbed her mouth, and had the uncomfortable feeling of a boner rising. 
 
    It was the woman. She was packed with sex appeal. She would have given a dead man a boner. Then he realized what he had thought and chastised himself. 
 
    They went up to the 28th floor and entered the Amazon offices. A muscular man named Judd came out of the back offices and looked them up and down. His look was cold and hard. 
 
    He smiled at Cynthia. “I’ve called a lawyer. Please don’t say anything.” 
 
    That didn’t make Brad happy, but what was he going to do? 
 
    They ransacked Cynthia’s office, which was a windowed affair on the side of the building facing the ocean. They opened every drawer, took pictures, took the drawers out and checked to make sure nothing was taped to the bottom. 
 
    They checked the trash can, under the blotter, examined the lamp on her desk. 
 
    They asked for her phone, which she gave cheerfully, but not the security code. 
 
    Tom and Brad had a short discussion just out of her hearing. 
 
    “You want to try anything?” 
 
    “No. She’s already lawyered up.” 
 
    “Might surprise her.” 
 
    “Might give her a clue as to what we’re about, and we don’t want that.” 
 
    So the two detectives waited, watched, and couldn’t help but admire the incredibly beautiful woman sitting so patiently in a chair in the waiting room. 
 
      
 
    Shiela received a phone call. she listened, then she ran out to her car. She risked speeding tickets, but hoped all the cops were at the Amazon offices. Or maybe a fire somewhere, or anyplace that wasn’t the home of Cynthia Fixx. 
 
    She parked on the street in front of the next house down from Cynthia’s. She walked to a hedge, turned up a drive, and through a side gate. 
 
    She went to the garage and picked up a rock. she smashed the window and entered the garage. 
 
    The garage, and the house, was cool. Not a feel of anybody inside. No dog or cat. 
 
    She hurried through the house, following the instructions she had been given. Into the bedroom, and a wall safe. 
 
    She turned the tumblers, praying the police wouldn’t arrive. 
 
    The safe opened and she reached in. The little vial was right where she had been told it would be. She took it, and a sheaf of papers, and ran for the garage.  
 
    As she crossed the kitchen she saw the cop cars arrive. 
 
    She was caught! 
 
    She turned and ran to the front door. She unlocked it, then, staying low beneath any windows, she ran back for the garage. 
 
    She went out the door and ran down the walkway to the fence. She looked through the spaces between the boards and saw a dozen cops moving over the lawn. 
 
    She watched, and she prayed, and her prayers were answered. 
 
    “Front door’s open!” 
 
    Then a series of voices yelling things like, “Clear!” 
 
    She stepped out of the gate and walked swiftly towards the street. 
 
    All the cops were crowding in the front door. If one of them had turned and seen her it would have been all over. 
 
    But nobody turned and she made it to the edge of the hedge. A few steps more and she was in her car, soaked with sweat, her heart pounding, thanking whatever Gods had watched over her. 
 
      
 
    “So you got her?” Shiela handed Brad a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “We got her,” he smiled. “She’s got a high priced lawyer, but we’ve got evidence.” 
 
    “What kind of evidence?” 
 
    “Her blood. A partial print on a wrapper. The security cam from across the street. There’s stuff on her phone.” He frowned. “What’s weird is that her safe was empty. Somebody got to it, ran out and left it open. If we could have caught them I’m sure everything would have come undone.” 
 
    “Do you have enough to convict her?” 
 
    “We will.” He grinned and took a big sip. “We’re getting warrants for the whole office. That Judd Morgan guy. We’re going to take him apart, and everybody else working for Amazon.” 
 
    “Amazon. What a strange name for a company.” 
 
    “You said it. And we’re going to take it apart. Baby, when we’re finished we’re going to know every last thing there is to know about The Amazon Corporation.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful!” 
 
    “I’ll say. Say, do you mind if I take a quick shower? I’m pretty grody from working all day.” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    He hopped in the shower, and she ran for her cell phone. She tapped the faceplate. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “The police are planning to serve warrants on Amazon.” 
 
    “A moment.” 
 
    A series of clicks. Then nothing for thirty seconds. Then: “Do you still have the vial from the safe?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Excellent. Here’s what I want you to do.” 
 
    Shiela listened to the woman speaking. Her mouth opened. She trembled. But, in the end, she had to follow her orders. 
 
    She heard Brad get out of the shower and she went to her purse. She took out the small vial and held it in her hand. 
 
    She got out the bourbon and a Coke. She put ice in a glass, then bourbon, then Coke. She swirled it. 
 
    She uncorked the little vial and emptied it into Brad’s glass. 
 
    She swirled the drink again. 
 
    She heard him coming down the hall, and she felt like crying. 
 
    She was going to…she was going to…but she had to. 
 
    Amazon demanded it. 
 
    She turned, a brilliant smile on her face. She held the glass out. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Shall we give you a night of rewards?” 
 
    He took the glass, grinned, and swallowed a large gulp. 
 
    Large enough to do the job. 
 
    He said, “Bring it on, baby.” 
 
    So she hugged him. She put her arms around him and wished she was some place else. 
 
    If she had known this was going to happen when she had fallen in love and married him, she wouldn’t have fallen in love. Wouldn’t have married him. 
 
    Then, arms around each other, smiling at each other, they walked down the hall towards the bedroom.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Brad was happy. He had solved a near unsolvable case, was going to charge a murderer with a crime, and who knew where the corporate investigation would lead. 
 
    On top of that his wife had been treating him like royalty. He was being served bourbon and Coke as much as he wanted (and he did like that brew!), and she was taking him to bed nearly every night. 
 
    What could be better? 
 
    They entered the bedroom and Shiela unbuttoned his buttons. “Let me do the work,” she murmured, kissing him gently. 
 
    She took off his shirt, then his undershirt. She kissed his nipples and cupped his manhood. 
 
    She unbuckled him, took down his zipper, and pulled his pants off. 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and grabbed his panties and took them off. 
 
    Brad was in heaven. His wife, the most beautiful woman in the world to him, was going all out. 
 
    She arranged him on the bed, put her mouth on him and began fellating him like there was no tomorrow. She cupped his testicles and mouthed him, then reached under him and fingered him. 
 
    This was something that Brad particularly liked. He had so many nerves down there, and it was taboo, and…he loved it. 
 
    Then she crawled up his body kissing his flesh, stroking him, then finally straddling him on her knees and sinking down. 
 
    He touched her beautiful breasts. He felt her liquid essence envelope him. He grunted, and they became the beast with two backs.  
 
    They devoured each other. 
 
    They fucked. 
 
    And she backed off. 
 
    “Oh, ho! What is this?” he groaned. 
 
    “Just going to make it last a little longer,” she whispered, nibbling on his ear, kissing his mouth, edging him and edging him. 
 
    Again, they were together. Again they pumped. Again she did everything in her power to bring him to the lip of climax…then pulling back. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he moaned. “You are incredible!” 
 
    Again she rode him, she teased his nipples and he sucked on hers. 
 
    And she backed off. 
 
    Again and again and again. 
 
    And he had had enough. 
 
    “Let me squirt,” he begged. 
 
    She refused. 
 
    “I’ve got to! I’m desperate!” 
 
    “She took him to the precipice, let him look in, then pulled back. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    There comes a time when it doesn’t matter anymore. The man’s cock will reach a point where it’s going to squirt, regardless of stimulation or withdrawal or whatever. 
 
    Brad reached that point. His cock had had it, it was going to shoot, except…except…it was sorta not shooting, but shooting…but…it hurt! 
 
    Semen came out, a thin trickle. And kept coming out. 
 
    Shiela knew what was happening. She drew back, and off him. 
 
    Brad lay on the bed, cumming, but so slowly, and so painfully…and even his nuts hurt! 
 
    He grabbed his penis, strangled it, tried to stop it, but it was on full overload. It was going to cum and that was it! 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” Brad yelped, the pain increasing as his essence was ripped out of him. 
 
    Shiela, a sob in her throat, stepped back from the bed. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Brad contorted, and howled in agony. 
 
    Shiela ran to the kitchen, grabbed her phone and tapped it. 
 
    “I did it! Please…make it stop!” 
 
    Shiela, in spite of any ism or belief or belonging to any cult, loved Brad. Brad was a good man. He had thought he was doing the right thing in his police work. She didn’t want to kill him! 
 
    The voice returned, “He may not die. Comfort him, make it easy for him, but if he survives he’s going to change. We’ll send somebody.” 
 
    Shiela ran back to the bedroom. 
 
    Brad was laying on the bed, sheets flung off, bent over and crying. 
 
    “Oh, Brad!” Shiela jumped onto the bed. She held him. She kissed him. “It’s going to be all right. You just need to survive. Help is on the way.” 
 
    Brad was in agony. His head was bent back, his eyes were filled with pleading, he held to Shiela and tried to understand what she was saying. 
 
    For hours Brad was in pain. For hours his cock leaked the terrible fluid. 
 
    Sometimes he was relatively lucid. Sometimes he wasn’t. 
 
    In the lucid moments he knew something had been done to him. Something like what had been done to Randolph Hollingsworth. 
 
    He even realized that it was his wife who had done it to him. 
 
    She didn’t summon an ambulance. The things she said…she was comforting, but seemed to have an idea where all his pain was leading. 
 
    Somewhere, during the long torment, the doorbell rang. 
 
    Shiela jumped up and ran, and brought back a tall brunette, very gorgeous, who inspected him with a candid eye. 
 
    She felt his nuts, gave his cock a stroke, looked into his red lined eyes. 
 
    “Ice water,” she murmured. “Got to cool him off.” 
 
    Shiela brought ice and the wrapped it in bags and surrounded his body with it. 
 
    The ice turned to water, his body was so hot. 
 
    Shiela went out for more ice. 
 
    More ice melted against his fevered body. 
 
    His chest hurt. It was like somebody was pounding spikes into his nipples. 
 
    His balls felt like they were exploding. His penis was a tower of burning agony. 
 
    The woman wrapped ice in a sock, wrapped the sock around his penis, and began stroking him. 
 
    More semen issued forth. 
 
    More pain exploded. 
 
    And the woman said, “We need to cool him down inside.” 
 
    Shiela stared at her. 
 
    “Do you have a dildo?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Put it in the ice box. We’ve only got about an hour left. If this doesn’t do it…” 
 
    Shiela had three dildos. She put them all in the ice box. 
 
    A half hour later the woman said, “Okay, now. Get me the dildo.” 
 
    Brad lay on the bed, shrieking in breathless silence, his body arched, his pain so great he couldn’t speak. 
 
    The woman took the big penis, it was cold to hold, and said to Shiela, “Turn him butt up.” 
 
    Shiela did. 
 
    The woman spread Brad’s cheeks and administered the biggest dildo to him. 
 
    For a second, Brad’s eyes were so large and bulging, Shiela was afraid he was going to expire on the spot. His muscles went as rigid as steel, his back bowed and his bones actually cracked. 
 
    But the woman shrugged off Shiela’s touch and kept moving her hand, and suddenly Brad relaxed. He began to breath, and the pain passed. 
 
    He had endured so much pain, however, that he couldn’t move. He just lay there. 
 
    The woman left the dildo in him and turned to Shiela. “He’s going to make it.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you. Thank you.” Shiela had been crying all afternoon, and more tears issued from her eyes. 
 
    “You must really love him.” 
 
    “I do.” Yet, talking to this very experienced woman, she felt a little guilty. 
 
    “It’s okay,” the woman said, touching Shiela cheek with one hand. “We can use him.” 
 
    Some time later Brad went to sleep. The dildo was still inside him. It as like it was collecting all the poison inside him. 
 
    Shiela and the woman went out to the living room. 
 
    “Got a drink?” asked the woman. 
 
    Shiela prepared two drinks, handed one to the woman. 
 
    The woman sipped his whiskey and murmured, “My name is Sally. I’m a specialist in matters like these.” 
 
    “Hollingsworth died. Would Brad have died?” 
 
    “He came close,” Sally nodded. She sat back and breathed deeply. “That was rough, but we can use him.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “We can always use people in strategic positions. How long have you been a member of Amazon?” 
 
    “A year. I’ve attended seminars, gotten a little training, but I’m obviously out of my league with this,” she waved a hand towards the bedroom where Brad was now sleeping peacefully. 
 
    “Yes. Well, you did admirably. You kept your cool, and…he’ll live.” 
 
    Then the women discussed Amazon, the people who worked for that international organization, and how the world would change. 
 
      
 
    It was evening before Brad woke. 
 
    He was stiff, very sore, and he had something…something…he reached back and felt the dildo in his ass. 
 
    His eyes grew large, yet he knew that this thing in him must have helped save him. 
 
    He extracted the thing gently, and felt a sense of relief wash over him at its absence. 
 
    He lay there in the semi-darkness for long minutes, then decided he was going to have to move. 
 
    That he had been near death he knew. The puddle of semen soaking the bed was proof of that. 
 
    He had been about to go out the same way Randolph Hollingsworth had gone. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed, his asshole felt…good. Who would have thought? 
 
    He stood up, his legs shaking, and almost fell over. 
 
    He staggered to his closet and put on the robe. He stood, weak as a kitten with palsy, and waited. 
 
    His strength was coming back. 
 
    He walked across the room and down the hallway. As he approached the living room he heard voices. His wife’s. somebody else’s, somebody he had heard before, while he was suffering. 
 
    He stepped into the living room. His cock hung, and was…smaller. And his front was caked with semen. His chest…his chest was changing, it had small breasts. 
 
    Shiela and Sally looked up at him, then Shiela was on her feet, sobbing, hugging him. 
 
    Sally merely regarded him with a pleased but jaded expression. “Well, glad to meet you, Brad.” 
 
    Brad made it to the couch where he collapsed. He looked down at his weenie, at his chest. He looked up. “What happened to me?” 
 
    Shiela was about to say something, but Sally beat her to it. 
 
    “You, Brad, have become a real pill. A danger to the Amazon Corporation.” 
 
    “Amazon Corporation?” He understood words, but the concepts behind them were still a bit fuzzy. 
 
    “Randolph Hollingsworth was in our employ. We thought he was on our side, but, alas, he was collecting material and was going to reveal us.” 
 
    “Who…who are you?” 
 
    “We are the inheritors of earth. Amazon is a group of women who had decided to correct planet earth. To do that we must control men, put them in their place. We certainly don’t need people like Randolph Hollingsworth working against us.” 
 
    “So you killed him?” 
 
    “Do you know how many people have died from wars?” 
 
    Brad stared at her. 
 
    “Not just the wars, but collateral damage? People just wanting to grow their crops and suddenly they have crazy people shooting guns and dropping bombs all about them?” 
 
    Randolph looked up at Shiela. “Could I have some water?” 
 
    Shiela trotted off to the kitchen. 
 
    Brad turned back to Sally. “So you killed him.” 
 
    “Not I, but my organization. Though, to tell you the truth, it was an accident.” 
 
    “You make a guy die, you make him cum himself to death, and you say it was an accident.” 
 
    “The chemical concoction we administered was supposed to change Randolph into a woman. Unfortunately, we miscalculated, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “And did you miscalculate with me?” 
 
    “Yes and no. We had no other recourse, we didn’t want to just kill you out of hand, but we figured that if we changed the dosage, and I was on call to help, then maybe you could live.” 
 
    “Lady, you’re under arrest.” 
 
    Whatever response Brad expected, it wasn’t the one he got. 
 
    Sally smiled. 
 
    “That’s funny?” 
 
    “And you’re changing into a woman.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. Brad looked down at his chest. Little boobs, and they hurt, and he had the feeling—hell, he knew—they were going to get bigger. 
 
    And his cock was shrinking. 
 
    Shiela handed him a glass of water. She placed a bourbon and Coke on the table next to him. 
 
    Brad was speechless. Everything that was happening, it was too much. It was overwhelming. 
 
    “You will reduce in height a couple of inches. You will lose weight, and your fat will be redistributed. Your hips will flare out and your chest will grow. Your waist will become thin and your voice will change. Your penis is going to retract and, at the risk of a bad description, it will turn inside out and your penis will become a clitoris. Your balls have already started their journey up into your pubic area. Your skin will become finer, your eyes will grow slightly larger and become finer. Your hair will become softer and longer. Within a week, two at the most, you will be a woman.” 
 
    Brad stared at the Amazon. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “Look at your boobs. Feel them. Feel your manhood. It is happening. Within a couple of days you will no longer be able to pass as a man.” 
 
    She leaned forward, placed her elbows on her knees and spoke directly to him. “Or I can help you.” 
 
    Brad was speechless. 
 
    He had sipped the water, but not he leaned over and picked up his drink. He sucked it, hard, and tried to figure out things. 
 
    Sally leaned back. “A planet without war. Instead of spending billions on weapons we can cure disease. Heart disease, Diabetes, cancer, all of those things will become history. Or you can arrest me.” 
 
    Brad sat and regarded Sally. She was nuts. Insane. She…she…he had boobs. Within twelve hours of ingesting the concoction they had given him. 
 
    He looked up at Shiela. “You’re a part of this.” 
 
    “Yep,” answered Sally. “So when you arrest me…you must arrest her.” 
 
    Brad looked at the floor. Arrest this…this…criminal, this murderer, and the world would, supposedly, suffer its same old same old path. 
 
    And he would change into a woman. 
 
    No more boners. No more swaggering down the walk. No more being in charge of the world. 
 
    Or he could not arrest her, and…and she would help him. 
 
    “How would you help me?” 
 
    “In my purse is a pill. It will stop the changes. I’ve got one for two days. Long enough for you to help us. After that, should you do a good job and be beneficial to our cause, I can give you more pills. You can actually live out your life as a man.” 
 
    “What about these?” he hefted his boobs at her. 
 
    “You’ll always have those. A reminder of a decision well made, or not. Your manhood hasn’t changed enough, so if you start taking our pills right now you will retain the use of your penis, and your balls will produce semen. You can even have children with Shiela. Should you wish.” 
 
    Her tone was unmistakeable. There was unfinished business between him and Shiela. 
 
    Would they continue on? Or had Brad been abused so badly he would wish to separate from her? 
 
    Brad sat still, but his mind was traveling at light speed. 
 
    Sally commented, “I know you love being a cop, and you love the way the world is structured. You’re a top dog in a dog eat dog world. But someday you’ll be old. Someday you’ll be retired, and you’ll watch the news and see countries going to war, and you’ll wonder if you could have stopped that. Could you save a million men from slaughtering each other?” 
 
    “I just turn the world over to women. Who have not been elected. Who have engineered a massive coup.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    More silence. Then Sally spoke again. It was obvious she was going to speak until she had convinced him, or he gave up and arrested her. 
 
    “Women can be as guilty as men. It’s something about power. But the Amazons have created a society where women have decided to go in another direction. We’re going to…” 
 
    She talked in a low voice, putting that voice in his head. She talked about the evils of the world, and how they could be fixed. 
 
    She talked about the new structure of society. 
 
    Men were on the low end, but by adhering to this new society they could be made into women. And he would enjoy being a woman, if he decided to stop taking pills. He could be a woman and have the option of actually joining the Amazons as a woman. He could enjoy a long life with medical benefits. He could…if he had the courage. 
 
    Brad thought about it. 
 
    He thought about the age old question that philosopher’s asked: if you could go back in time to before Hitler, and knew all the evil he would do, would you kill him? Would you be willing to sacrifice yourself for the changing of the world? To make a new and better society? 
 
    “What is it you want me to do?” 
 
    “We want you to walk into the police station. Handle the evidence against Cynthia Fixx. Don’t let the police investigate the Amazon Corporation. Do that and we will give you pills. We may ask other things of you then, but nothing of consequence. At least, not compared to what we are asking now.” 
 
    “And I can be a man for the rest of my life.” 
 
    “If that’s what you wish.” Sally’s face was calm, no hint of what she thought, though it was obvious what she thought. 
 
    A long moment passed. Then Brad said, “Yes.” 
 
    Sally nodded, and Shiela let her breath out. 
 
      
 
    Brad was given the pill, and he was fed, and he got dressed. He was still weak, but he was functional.  
 
    Judd Morgan and Cynthia Fixx showed up, and he stared at them and wasn’t sure of his feelings. 
 
    On one hand, he hated them, he felt betrayed by them. On the other hand, nobody cared what he felt; they just cared what he did. 
 
    “They’ve got a vial of the stuff Shiela gave you. You need to recover that, or maybe just pour it out and fill it with water, or Coke, or coffee or whatever. 
 
    Cynthia talked about papers. “Shiela recovered papers from my safe, and we’ll get rid of those. When you get done at the police station we’ll go the Amazon offices. The police are there, and if you can distract them, or if we can distract them, then somebody can destroy papers that are in the safe.” 
 
    And so the plan was set in motion. 
 
    A half hour later Brad walked into the police station. The day shift was over, and the night shift was non-existent. Homicide cops worked during the day, rarely at night. 
 
    Brad found a vial in a box marked evidence. He poured it out in a sink and put water in it. He replaced it. 
 
    He went through the papers and found several documents that would help the case against Cynthia Fixx. He folded them and put them in his pocket. 
 
    “Hey, Brad, working late?” 
 
    Brad turned, his face a little red. His breasts were bound tight, but he was afraid somebody would notice his shape, or his face, or something. 
 
    “Just a few last minute things, then I’m out of here.” 
 
    The cop he was talking to him frowned. “You don’t look well.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Brad admitted, “I don’t feel well. I know we have a lot of work to do, but if I can get enough things done tonight I’ll sleep in tomorrow. Tom can handle whatever.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, lots of chicken soup.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    “And Brad…?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Well done on that murder bust today.” 
 
    “Oh, well, thanks. But it was a team effort.” 
 
    “Just the same…” The cop pumped a fist as he left the room. 
 
    Brad took a last look around, then exited the room. 
 
    He felt like a traitor, but at least he would be a man. what kind of man he didn’t know, but he would survive. 
 
    What was actually more important was his thoughts about Shiela. 
 
    She had near killed him. She had put him in a position. Yet, through it all, his feelings for her were strong. 
 
      
 
    Judd was waiting at the curb in a limo. A beautiful women in limo driver apparel held the door open for him, and he sat down next to Judd. 
 
    “You know,” said Judd as the car pulled into traffic, “I was in your position. My wife sent me on a trip and I was captured by Amazons. They threatened to turn me into a woman.” 
 
    “But here you are…a man.” 
 
    “Here I am.” 
 
    “What about your wife?” 
 
    “We’re married, but we don’t see each other much.” 
 
    “You don’t want to?” 
 
    “I want, but the Amazons keep me humping. I happen to be good finances, and they need a. lot of finances to take over the world. 
 
    “And you’re okay with that? With them taking over the world?” 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know. On paper it sounds good, but deep down I have a lot of considerations.” 
 
    “How do you deal with it?” 
 
    Judd looked out the window. He didn’t look like an unhappy man. He whispered, “They make sure I get fucked a lot.” 
 
      
 
    There were only two cops at the Amazon headquarters. They were sitting in the lobby drinking coffee and smoking. 
 
    Judd and Brad walked into the lobby and Brad greeted them. 
 
    They straightened up, but Brad just smiled. “Don’t worry about me.” 
 
    The cops relaxed. They frowned at Judd, but didn’t say anything when Judd and Brad went into the offices. 
 
    Brad was high on the chain, after all. If he was investigating a crime scene, or whatever this place was, after hours, that was fine. 
 
    Judd and Brad walked into the back, into Judd’s office, and Judd opened his safe. He took out two vials and put them in his pocket. He collected several stacks of documents, and they went into the mail room. Without speaking, Judd fed the documents into the shredder. Then he reached into the shredder and took out the shredded papers and ripped them into smaller pieces. Then he poured a bottle of glue over the pieces. 
 
    Smiling, Judd said, “That’s it.” 
 
    And the two men left. 
 
      
 
    On the way home Judd spoke of what it mean to be a man, or a woman. He spoke of the hierarchy of the Amazons, and he gave Brad advice. It was good advice. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at Brad’s house and went in. 
 
    Sally and Cynthia and Shiela were sipping wine coolers in the living room. 
 
    Shiela stood up and hugged Brad. Brad let himself be hugged, but when she backed off he looked at her. He searched her with his eyes. It was probably the first time in his life that he had seen so deeply. 
 
    “All done?” asked Sally? 
 
    Judd nodded. “Brad is the man.” 
 
    Cynthia stepped up to Brad. She put out her hand. Brad hesitantly took it. “Thank you for saving my life. Thank you for saving a planet.” 
 
    She smiled, then leaned forward and kissed his cheek. 
 
    Sally stepped in front of him. She held out a vial filled with pills. 
 
    You’ve got a year’s supply, we’ll refill you at the end of the year. You might hear from us before then, or might not. By the way, there is a red pill in there, keep that separate. That will make your change happen faster, should you get tired of being a man.” 
 
    Brad took the vial. He could stay a man. Or…he could be a woman. 
 
    Then Sally hugged him and kissed his other cheek. 
 
    Judd shook his hand and slapped his shoulder. “Remember my advice, but what you do is up to you.” 
 
    Judd and the two women went out the door. Cynthia got into the ‘Vette and squealed her tires down the street. Judd and Sally got into the limousine and drove off. 
 
    Judd watched them leave, and he thought about what Judd had told him. 
 
    He turned back into the house, and Shiela was staring at him. 
 
    “I guess we have to talk.” 
 
    She nodded. She looked miserable, yet, determined. 
 
    She didn’t believe she had done anything wrong. If anything, she had supported a higher cause. 
 
    They sat down at the breakfast table. They sipped bourbon and Coke. Brad looked at his wife. 
 
    “Well,” she spoke almost defiantly, yet he knew she was hurting. 
 
    “I talked to Judd,” Brad said. “He gave me advice. He told me, accurately, what I would be going through, and what to do about it.” 
 
    Sally hadn’t been privy to their conversation, so she didn’t know what was coming. 
 
    “I am broken. I’ve betrayed my group, the police. I’ve obstructed justice and destroyed evidence. I’ve ruined a good case, and…I feel like I’ve totally and completely betrayed everbody. And, what’s worse, by myself. I did it. I can’t hide from that. No matter what pressure was put on me…I did it.” 
 
    Shiela would have said something, but Brad wasn’t finished. 
 
    “Judd told me that either men or women can be in charge. He said if I was broken enough I could change my mind by giving up. All I have to do is recognize you as superior, and I do that by submitting.” 
 
    Suddenly Shiela knew what Brad was talking about. “Do you want me to…do you want to submit to me?” 
 
    Brad nodded. “I feel so broken, I can’t be in charge anymore. So you’re going to have to take over. If you’re in charge then maybe I can look at this being female thing.” 
 
    Shiela took his hand. “Come with me, Brad.” 
 
    Brad stood up. His chest felt like it was caving in. He felt like crying, but he had to do this. Whatever else, he believed in what Judd had told him. It just made too much sense. 
 
    Shiela led him into the bedroom, and once again she undressed him. She took off his shirts and pants and panties. She kissed the little tears seeping from his eyes.  
 
    She took off the binding holding his breasts in. She kissed his nipples and he felt the sexual electricity charge through him. 
 
    She undressed herself, then went to the dresser and took out her strap on with the big dick. 
 
    “Lay on the bed,” she commanded softly. 
 
    Brad lay down, his tears coming more and more. 
 
    Shiela put lubricant on her cock, then slowly rimmed his asshole. 
 
    Brad shuddered, and covered his eyes with his forearm. 
 
    Shiela reached up and pulled his forearm down. “Look at me while i do this. Understand it. Embrace it. 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and she pressed into him. 
 
    It didn’t hurt. It felt good. And he felt himself opening up. 
 
    As she moved back and forth his sense of treason turned to wonder. 
 
    She held his penis and stroked it in time with her own movements. 
 
    He felt his balls again. For the first time since he had almost cum to death. They were full, but…they were different. 
 
    He didn’t need to assert, to be in charge, to be the fucker. 
 
    He could be the fuckee. 
 
    For long minutes Shiela bored into him, and he began to push back, to arch his back, to grunt at the wonderful feeling suffusing him. 
 
    “Are you about to cum?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She said, “Good.” She pulled out. 
 
    He stared at her. “From now on you only cum when I tell you. You don’t masturbate. You recognize that I am your superior. I am in charge and you are my property.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    She smiled. “And just let me know when you want to take the red pill.” 
 
    He nodded again, and began to sob gratefully. He was so glad to be owned, and all his pain left him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jon Windham was not looking for a woman. 
 
    Oh, normally he was, just not this night. 
 
    He wasn’t looking for anything, except a place to sit, a beer to drink, and a quiet time to reflect. 
 
    Jon was an egghead. He didn’t look like one, he looked fair handsome, stood a slender five foot six, but had a confidence in his step that was more like a star athlete than a geek. 
 
    Not that five foot six makes for many pro athletes. After all, what sport specializes in short, slender people? Ping pong? Billiards? But he wasn’t any good at either of those games. 
 
    But he had just made a million dollars selling a video game. 
 
    He sauntered up to the bar, placed his elbows on the shiny wood, and waited for the bartender to notice him. 
 
    “Yo,” the bartender noticed him. 
 
    “A whiskey neat and a beer.” 
 
    The girl behind the bar supplied him, he paid, tipped, and gulped 2 ounces of whiskey, then picked up the beer and headed for a lonely booth in a corner of the bar. 
 
    He sat on the bench, feet pointing out, and sipped his beer. 
 
    That’s the way to drink. One drink hard to get the buzz, then an hour of beer to keep it going. 
 
    The bar was busy. Maybe thirty people, but they were down at the other end. Some girl was letting guys drink from her belly button, and a big bouncer stood watch to make sure things stayed sweet. 
 
    Jon sipped, sighed, and considered. 
 
    He was officially rich now. Not super rich, but rich enough to live his life, invest a little, live off the investment, and just…hang out. 
 
    Of course he wouldn’t completely hang out. There were two many opportunities on the net. 
 
    Still, he had room to breath, and— 
 
    The girl slid onto the bench across from him. 
 
    He turned and gave her a look see. 
 
    Good looking. Very good looking. Large breasts, a little tilt to the end of her nose, red lips…sort of like Jessica Jones. 
 
    He smiled at the thought of the Jessica Jones series. A girl with super powers. Stronger than a guy, able to kick ass, and looking like she wanted to bed any man who tipped his hat. 
 
    She looked at him, and he wondered what she saw. 
 
    A geek. Certainly not a Geek with money. His hair down to his shoulders, a soft face that rarely saw the sun. Dark, brown eyes that showed a bit of intelligence. 
 
    Hopefully she didn’t see how awkward he was. How socially inept.  
 
    In truth, beautiful women scared him. 
 
    “How you doing?” she asked. She had a beer mug in front of her, half done. 
 
    “He nodded and lifted his mug in a toast, then he sipped. 
 
    And turned back to watching the bimbo across the room get whiskey in her belly button. 
 
    And was afraid to look back at the beautiful girl. 
 
    He hated this. They would sit, awkward, and she would get up and leave. Or, worse, her boyfriend would come and sit down. 
 
    He sipped again. This beer wasn’t going to last him an hour. Maybe he had made a mistake coming here. 
 
    The door at the front of the bar opened and another woman walked in.  
 
    She was equally as beautiful as the one sitting across from him. She was wearing a short skirt, a halter top, and her lips were full and plump. 
 
    Jon watched, interested, and she looked around, then beelined for his table. 
 
    Oh, crap, he realized. Lesbian. 
 
    The one coming across the room was looking at the one sitting at his table. There was a silent sort of communication going on between them. 
 
    Well, there went the table. 
 
    He started to get up, but the girl reached the table, pushed him back, and sat down. 
 
    Boxed him right in. 
 
    He blinked. He wasn’t alarmed, but he was perplexed.  
 
    “Is this the one?” asked the newcomer. 
 
    “What do you think?” responded the girl on the other side of the table. 
 
    The newcomer sat facing Jon, placed a leg flat on the booth and studied him. 
 
    “He looks okay. He’s not stupid, is he?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just spotted him and had a gut feeling.” 
 
    “Uh…” said Jon, trying to figure out what else to say. 
 
    The newcomer leaned towards him. She peered. She reached out and lifted a flap of his hair. 
 
    “He does have the look. His skin is good. Not too fat. Yeah. He might do.” 
 
    “He’s in an upscale bar,” said the newcomer. Both girls turned and looked at the girl who thought her belly was a shot glass. They laughed, looked at each other, then turned back to Jon. 
 
    “What do you think, sport. Want to play a game?” 
 
    Jon moved his head back a quarter inch, turned it slightly, tilted it slightly, and said, “Say what?” 
 
    “Do you want to play a game? We’ll pay you well. One year. We’ll take care of you, feed you, clothe you, you’ll have lots of time off.” 
 
    “I…don’t need a job.” He tried not to blubber, to sound unintelligent. in the back of his mind was that odd little voice telling him that he was finally going to get lucky, that the stars were shining down on him, that he was going to have a threesome with two of the most beautiful girls he had seen in a long time. 
 
    “It’s not a job.” She looked at her friend. “Is it?” 
 
    “No. More of a hobby.” 
 
    Jon was overwhelmed. He was a little afraid of what was happening. “I need to go get another beer.” 
 
    “Hey! Tina! Three beers!” 
 
    She yelled just loud enough for the bartender to hear, and for a moment, while the bartender poured, the two girls watched the crowd at the other end.  
 
    The drunks had finally got out of control. A hairy-faced biker was pushing his face down on the belly of the girl, and working his way up towards her boobs. 
 
    The bouncer placed a hand on the man’s shoulder and lifted him off the girl. 
 
    The girl sat up, was aggrieved, brushed her belly off. 
 
    Everybody booed the biker, and the bouncer sent him to the bar to get a beer. 
 
    But the party was broken up. Shortly the jukebox was wailing: 
 
      
 
    Hit me with your best shot! 
 
     
 
    And everybody was crowded up to the bar. 
 
    Even the girl who had offered belly button shots was at the bar. 
 
    Three beers arrived, one was shoved towards Jon, and the two girls toasted him. 
 
    Belatedly, no way out, he joined the toast. 
 
    “So, what do you say, sport? Ready for a year’s worth of fun?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Don’t tell us you got a job because we don’t care.” 
 
    “And we’ll pay you better than you make now. How much you make?” 
 
    Jon didn’t want to talk about his windfall. He was a little worried about being taken advantage of. “Nothing.” 
 
    The two girls laughed. “We can top that.” 
 
    The other girl blurted a line from an old Marx Brothers movie, “I ain’t got nothin’ but you can have half!” 
 
    The two girls howled in laughter, then turned back to Jon. 
 
    Jon had calmed down a little, or maybe that shot had finally hit him, and he asked, “What’s your names?” 
 
    “Mandy.” 
 
    “Tess.” 
 
    Mandy was blonde, shorter, bigger around the bosom, wider lips. 
 
    Tess had sort of a rusty colored hair. She was the newcomer and her halter top showed that she had plenty up top. And her legs had plenty down bottom. 
 
    “I’m Jon.” 
 
    “Excellent. And the girl behind the bar is Tina and my cat’s name is Brunhilda. Now…do you want to play?” 
 
    Jon looked back and forth between the two. He couldn’t figure out which one was more beautiful. 
 
    “I need to know more before I commit myself.” 
 
    The girls giggled. It looked like they might have been doing some drinking before they came in and started drinking. 
 
    Mandy turned to him, picked up his hand and started sucking his fingers. 
 
    Tess reached under the table with her boot and touched his crotch. 
 
    Jon gasped as his nuts were pressed. 
 
    “We want to try an experiment. We want you to live with us for a year. In that year we are going to remake you. Totally.” 
 
    “Remake me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Mandy had two fingers in her mouth now, and Jon’s boner was fighting against the bottom of Tess’s boot. 
 
    “We want to give you a make over. Get rid of your hair, make you wear a dress, make you one of us.” 
 
    “But not really one of us. You can’t be really like us,” Mandy spoke, then sucked on three of his fingers.” 
 
    “He’s getting hard.” 
 
    “Good. Get real hard, because we aren’t going to want you to be hard again for a year.” 
 
    They were taking turns talking, and Jon kept swiveling his head back and forth. 
 
    Mandy slid closer to him. She touched his hand, encouraged him to drink more. 
 
    He did. 
 
    She reached down and felt his dong. 
 
    “Damn. He’s manly!” 
 
    They both giggled. 
 
    Tess: “But not for long.” 
 
    Jon was actually trying to back up, but the back of the booth wasn’t giving him much room. 
 
    “Hey! Tina! Three boilermakers!” 
 
    “Hey…I ‘m just drinking beer. I don’t want to get soused.” 
 
    “It is just beer,” explained Tess. 
 
    “No…I don’t—“ 
 
    “Are you calling us liars?” 
 
    “No…I just…” 
 
    “Maybe he’s too much of a sissy for us.” 
 
    They both giggled again. 
 
    “He’s too much of a sissy to be made into a sissy.” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    And the chatter went on, them sometimes talking half assed serious to each other, and sometimes teasing, and touching, Jon. 
 
    Tina arrived with the boilermakers. 
 
    A boilermaker is a shot of whiskey and a beer. Sometimes drunk side by side. Very potent. 
 
    What Jon had started with was a sort of a polite boilermaker. His request had been polite, so Tina had served him side by side. 
 
    Mandy had requested rudely, so the drink was served rude.  
 
    Tina placed three mugs of beer on the table. Inside the beers, upside down, were shot glasses with whiskey. 
 
    The beer goes down easy, the whiskey keeps it company, and watch out for the front teeth. 
 
    Mandy lifted her mug, said, “Here’s how!” Placed a finger so the shot glass wouldn’t slide up and bash her teeth a good one. 
 
    Glug, glug, glug. She drank the whole thing in five seconds. She slapped the beer down and yelped, “Wooo!” 
 
    Tess was next. She duplicated Tess, protected her teeth, and sucked that beer down in another five seconds. 
 
    Jon stared at the girls. They didn’t seem effected by the potent drinks. They didn’t slur their words, or act dizzy, or say stupid things. 
 
    “Let’s go, Jon-Boy. Chug-a-lug chug-a-lug!” 
 
    Tess moved against him, placed his hand on the mug and helped him lift. 
 
    “Protect your teeth, sonny. I don’t want to be looking at a gap toothed idiot for a year.” 
 
    Mandy laughed. “She sure would be ugly!” 
 
    Jon drank the boilermaker, but in considerably longer than five seconds. 
 
    He lowered the mug and looked around. Maybe the girls weren’t bothered by all that alcohol, but he sure was. The bar was suddenly glowing. And tilting. And the girls were laughing and pointing at him. 
 
    He grinned. “God all my teef?” 
 
    They laughed harder. 
 
    Tina sauntered by with three more beers. “No more boilermakers for you.” 
 
    “Aw! Mommy’s a party pooper.” 
 
    And the two girls sang raucously: 
 
      
 
    Every party needs a pooper 
 
    that’s why we invited you. 
 
    Party pooper! 
 
    Party pooper! 
 
     
 
    Jon, getting into the spirit of the affair, placed his palms over his lips and blew a big raspberry. 
 
    Everybody in the bar cheered. 
 
      
 
    Jon realized his eyes were open. He was somewhere. On a bed, the sheets half on him. His dick was limper than a snake’s tail. His throat felt like he had been gargling porcupines. He groaned, making a sound like a hyena hacking up hairballs. 
 
    “Fu…” he said in a weak whisper. “What…the…” 
 
    He lay on the bed for long minutes. He heard voices somewhere, but didn’t know where, or care. 
 
      
 
    Jon awoke again, and felt marginally better. He gulped, and his throat made a sound like a ratchet. His skin felt like sunburned sandpaper. He barfed. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! None of that!” 
 
    He remembered her name. Tess. She was wearing a peignoir and he could see everything. 
 
    But he was in such sad shape he couldn’t even muster a hard on. 
 
    She walked into a bathroom, he heard the sound of water, and…SPLAT! A wet towel landed on him.  
 
    It was cold, but he just lay there. 
 
    And he remembered: boilermakers! 
 
    “Come on, slick, up and at ‘em! If we’d known you had this weak a constitution we never would have hired you.” 
 
    He pulled the wet towel off his back and moved it over his vomit. Fortunately, there wasn’t much. He vaguely remembered puking on the way out of the bar the night previous. 
 
    Tess used her foot to complete the wipe, then picked up the towel and threw it onto a hamper in the bathroom. 
 
    Jon moved. He crawled across the bed, moved a leg over the edge, and somehow found himself sitting up. He held his head in his hands and moaned, and said, “You hired me.” 
 
    “You bet your ass, sweet cheeks.” She laughed. “Now come on. Breakfast was hours ago, but I’ll feed you.” 
 
    “Oh.” She grabbed his arm and lifted and he found himself swaying. 
 
    She walked him out of the room. 
 
    Mandy was sitting on a couch and reading a fashion magazine. She looked up and grinned. “Welcome to the real world.” 
 
    Jon merely moaned and continued staggering in the direction Tess had set him on. 
 
    He arrived in a. kitchen. It was clean and spotless. Modern conveniences.  A big, commercial, stainless steel refrigerator.  
 
    “Sit there,” Tess pushed him towards a table. He managed to pull out a chair and sat. and laid his head down on the glass and felt the cool. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” he moaned. 
 
    Mandy entered the kitchen, holding the fashion magazine. “Let’s all have another breakfast.” She sat down opposite Jon, reached over and grabbed his hair and lifted his head. 
 
    Jon’s eyes tried to focus. 
 
    “Gawd! Look his eyes! Those are bloodshot!” 
 
    She put his head down, then got up to help Tess with the breakfast. 
 
      
 
    Jon was able to eat a little, then a little more, but it took him an hour to get enough food in him to recover, and then the recovery wasn’t all that great. 
 
    He sat, leaned back against the wall and stared at the two girls. “So you hired me?” 
 
    “Honey, you begged us to hire you.” 
 
    Jon was naked, his dick hanging down, and the two girls across from him were on full display. He could see through their peignoirs and his cock should have been raging. 
 
    Such exquisite breasts. Such wet pussies. Why wasn’t his cock hard? 
 
    “Here’s the video we made of you agreeing to work for us.” 
 
    She showed him her cell phone and a video played. He didn’t look that drunk. Just really, really happy. 
 
    And he agreed to work for Tess and Mandy for one year, to agree to  all…body modifications? 
 
    He looked up and was confused. “Body modifications?” 
 
    The girls laughed, and just let the video continue. 
 
    They were going to pay him two million dollars. 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    “We told you double, but when you told us how much you sold that game for…man, lucky we’re rich.” 
 
    “We’re heirs, both of us. We can each afford a mill.” 
 
    The video continued, but aside from a lot of laughing and joking and small things, there was only one thing of interest. 
 
    Jon agreed to pay one million dollars if he broke the contract. 
 
    “What!” 
 
    Now the girls went into hysterics. 
 
    “Can you believe it?” 
 
    “What a schmuck!” 
 
    “Now he’s really ours!” 
 
    Jon blubbered and blustered and begged, but to no avail. 
 
    The girls just chuckled and teased and…that was that. 
 
    Oh, yes, he could get a lawyer and argue, but any lawyer worth his salt would charge him a million dollars, so that wasn’t an option. 
 
    Jon finally settled down, but he was in a big, blue funk. 
 
    He had put up his million dollars. There went his planned cruise around the world, his seed money for inventing another game. All because he had gotten drunk and allowed himself to be trapped. 
 
    “Aw, don’t be such a party pooper, Jonny-Boy.” 
 
    For a second he thought they might break into the ‘Party Pooper’ song, but Tess just leaned against him, leaned her head against his shoulder. “Poor Jon-Boy.” 
 
    Then her hand trickled across his thigh and reached for his dingus. 
 
    Oh, yes, he remembered them feeling him up all last night, and laughing and laughing, and …there was something else…but he didn’t know what. Couldn’t quite remember what it was. 
 
    She held his meat. But it didn’t get hard. It just laid there in her mitt. And he started to get curious. What was… 
 
    “Well, shall we get started?” 
 
    “Started what?” 
 
    “Well,” Mandy began ticking off her fingers, “we need to get your nails done, get you extensions, and, oh, yes…we have to see the doctor. And then we—“ 
 
    “Wait! Whoa! What? What doctor? What for?” 
 
    “For your body modifications, silly,” Tess was flopping his limp peeny around, giggling, watching her hand abuse his muse through the glass of the table top. 
 
    Jon finally pushed her hand away. She was starting to irritate him. Of course it hadn’t irritated him last night, but this was a new day, and he had just about had enough. 
 
    “Oh, is Jonny feeling a little peevish?” Mandy snickered. 
 
    “Why do I have to see a doctor? What body modifications?” 
 
    Mandy began ticking her fingers again. 
 
    “We have to have get you some liposuction, suck some of that ugly fat out of you. Then we have to put the fat into your buttocks so you have the proper shape. And, then, there’s the boobs. We have a pair of Chyna 2000s ready for you…” 
 
    “You’ll simply love them. They were made for a professional wrestler…” 
 
    Mandy added, “Joannie Laurer. Chyna.” 
 
    “…they’ll look great on you. Male chests are a little wider…” 
 
    “We thought about taking your ribs out but decided against it. Too hard to put back in.” 
 
    “…so these big boobs will fit perfectly, make your chest look real ladylike.” 
 
    Mandy grinned at Tess. “Big fat tits are ladylike?” 
 
    “Womanlike?” 
 
    “Big tits always used to be associated with slut-like.” 
 
    “Whatever, the point is, Jon, you’re going to have the best and biggest boobs money can buy.” 
 
    Jon’s face was a little red now. Not so much embarrassment—how can you be embarrassed with your limp dick being played with?—just a general frustration as he tried to figure out what was happening. “I…don’t want…” he was choking out the statement, “…boobs.” 
 
    “Nonsense. You’ll love them.” 
 
    “Besides. You have no choice.” 
 
    Then the conversation just sort of dried up. Everybody had been bubbling along and just sort of ran out of speech. 
 
    Then Jon blurted, “Why are you doing this to me? Why are you doing it at all?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, Tess shrugged and left it to Mandy to explain. 
 
    “Jon-Boy, we just want to see if a a man can make a better woman than a woman.” 
 
    “What? That’s..that’s stupid! How can a man…I mean…what…” 
 
    Tess: “Look, Jon, on the surface it’s all cosmetic. Strip the dresses and make up, and you have a basic body. But even that has been cosmetically altered. Sure, there are differences, but how many of those differences are because of society?” 
 
    “Women are discouraged from weight lifting. Men had sports which require strength.” 
 
    “But what if we undid all that? What if we made a man engage in feminine encouragements, and give up his manly pursuits. Would that level the playing field?” 
 
    “So you want men and women to be the same?” 
 
    “Oh, God, no! We enjoy the experience of differentness. If everybody was a redhead we’d invent brunettes and blondes.” 
 
    “Then…then…” but he wasn’t sure how to voice his deep down objections, his guttural instincts. 
 
    Mandy reached across and put her hands over his. “Jon, I think there’s something here you don’t understand.” 
 
    Jon was silent, looking back and forth between the two women. 
 
    “We’re lesbians.” 
 
    Jon blinked. 
 
    He opened his mouth and shut it. 
 
    He wasn’t homophobic, or lesbi-phobic, or whatever the term would be, but…but… 
 
    “Oh, my God! He really didn’t know.” 
 
    Tess had been sitting next to him. She got up and rounded the table and sat next to Mandy. She put her arm around her friend, then turned and they…they…kissed! 
 
    Their lips met and their hands went to each other’s breasts. Then Tess dropped her hand to Mandy’s pussy and she started squeezing her mons, and when Mandy moaned Tess slipped a finger into her friend’s cooch. 
 
    Jon’s mouth did open now. He stared as the two women munched on each other’s mouths. 
 
    And he had images of them sleeping together, rolling in the hay, using strap ons, or mouths and hands, or…or…and he realized the basic premise he had been traveling under and which was now blown apart. 
 
    “I thought…I thought…” 
 
    They stopped kissing, remained entwined, and turned their faces towards him. 
 
    “I thought I was going to get lucky!” 
 
    That broke the two women up, they began to laugh, and not just a simple chortle. They banged their hands on the table and howled. 
 
    “You thought…you thought…” 
 
    “You were going to get in my pussy?” 
 
    “You wanted to fuck us!” 
 
    They were in danger of sliding under the table, they were laughing so hard. 
 
    Jon had finally had enough. He spied a bottle of bourbon on the counter, and though he was fresh sick from having drunk too much, he stood up, grabbed the bottle, and swigged. 
 
    Which made the girls laugh all the harder. 
 
      
 
    They took Jon to the doctor that very afternoon, and he was in surgery for four hours. Normally the procedure of getting breast implants wouldn’t take that long, but there were two things being done. 
 
    His chest was implanted with the big Chyna 2000 implants. 
 
    He didn’t have a lot of fat, being slender, but what fat he had was sucked out and transferred to his booty.  
 
    When he woke up he was dazed, and felt wonderful. It was the drugs from the operation. Then he moved and realized that life was different. 
 
    His ass felt bigger. Heck, when he tried to put his pants on he realized it was bigger. And rounder. He could twerk. 
 
    When he stood up, however, that was when reality hit him. 
 
    His whole sense of balance was off. He almost fell forward, just barely bracing himself against a chair in time. 
 
    The girls eschewed laughter for smiles, after all, Jon was having a rough enough time without being made fun of. 
 
    They drove home in an SUV and Jon looked out the window and wondered what he had gotten himself into. He had been drunk, and agreed to something, but now he couldn’t get out of it. He would lose his million dollars, as opposed to gaining two more millions. 
 
    But he really didn’t want to be made up to be a woman. He wanted to  be a swinging dick. He wanted to plunge his peeny into some babe and…and he couldn’t figure out why his dick wasn’t getting hard. He was over the booze. The operation shouldn’t have effected him. So why wasn’t he getting hard? 
 
    He was with two beautiful women—lesbians, they still had the big boobs and round asses that he liked—and they acted and looked like regular man-loving women. He should have sprung a boner by this time…but— 
 
    “What are you thinking about, Jon?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he muttered. 
 
    Tess turned around to face him. “Now, Jon-Boy, we know that such severe changes can mess up a guy’s thinking. We want to make sure you stay all chirpy. So tell me what you’re thinking?” 
 
    “I’m thinking about these big, ridiculous things on my chest.” 
 
    “Big?” 
 
    “Ridiculous?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. 
 
    “Do you think our tits are too big?” 
 
    “Or ridiculous?” 
 
    Tess hefted her boobs at him. She was staring at him intently. 
 
    “I guess I shouldn’t have said it like that.” 
 
    “I guess not,” Tess huffed. She turned to Mandy. “Only you can tell me my tits are too big and ridiculous.” 
 
    “And you too me, girly friend.” 
 
    Tess leaned towards Mandy, and Mandy leaned towards Tess, and it was obvious they were going to start making out. Right in the middle the freeway. At 70miles per. 
 
    “Hey! Drive! Keep your eyes on the road.” 
 
    Jon leaned forward and separated the girls, who just giggled. 
 
    “Okay, so what’s next,” asked Mandy. 
 
    “I don’t know. You want to make him up first? Or take him shopping?” 
 
    “We’ve got to do his hair, too. Don’t forget that!” 
 
    “Let’s take him shopping tomorrow. When he looks like a woman.” 
 
    Jon looked down at his chest. When he looked like a girl? These bags on his chest were pretty damn girl-like. 
 
    “You got it. Nails and hair, then we can play with make up.” 
 
    Nails? Hair? Make up? Jon groaned inside. 
 
    Tess spun towards him. “That sound good to you? Jon-Boy?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Mandy blurted, “Should we call him Jon-Girl? Or Joanie?” 
 
    Jon protested. “Hey!” 
 
    Tess shook her head. “We should just let it happen. Call him what you like. He’s a work in progress, he’ll be changing, and we shouldn’t label him. 
 
    “Just don’t call him late for diner?” 
 
    They chuckled. 
 
      
 
    They pulled up to the house and headed inside. 
 
    Jon was amazed at the house. It was split level, sort of sixties, but well kept and modernized. He had his own room, and free run of the house. There was an exercise room, but he was not supposed to use that without supervision. They didn’t want him doing any male oriented exercises. 
 
    They walked through the house to the girls’ bedroom, and Jon was surprised. 
 
    They had closets filled with dresses and kinky underwear. They had a  couple of vanity tables that were fully stocked. 
 
    “What?” asked Mandy, when he pointed the items out. “You think lezzies don’t want to look good?” 
 
    “Well, I jus thought…uh…” 
 
    “Spit it out, bozo.” 
 
    “I always thought of lesbians as butch. Uh…” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Not real girls.” 
 
    Mandy and Tess glanced at each other. 
 
    Then Mandy said, “I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised at your provincial attitudes.” She effected a certain humorous sort of haughtiness. 
 
    “We’ve got the best of both worlds, Jon-Boy. We can dress like lumberjacks, bind our breasts, cut our hair, and chew tobacco. Or we can—and we usually prefer—to look beautiful.” 
 
    “Beauty is a choice. We’ve just extended it to our dumber cousins,” Tess pinched his butt. 
 
    Jon jumped and they laughed. 
 
    “Now sit down here and let’s get crackin’.” 
 
    Jon sat down and looked at the instruments of torture with apprehension. Eyelash curlers. Brushes. Potions. Creams. Names and labels that made no sense. He sighed. 
 
    Tess and Mandy each took a foot and began prepping them. They sanded his feet, painted his nails, and Tess said, “He needs to lose his body hair.” 
 
    “That’s for sure. After his hands.” 
 
    The girls prepped his fingers. They worked on the shapes and the cuticles, and finally began stroking red paint on his nails. 
 
    “Remember, Jon-Boy, Always stroke down, and try to do as few strokes as possible. Extra coats for thickness.” 
 
    “Then the enamel,” added, Mandy. 
 
    Jon watched as his nails lengthened. He felt a sort sadness, and a certain glee. It made for an interesting mush of emotions in his skull. 
 
    They stood him up and took off his clothes. He stood, his dick hanging limp, and knew he was going to need to wear a bra. His Chyna 2000s were heavy! 
 
    They walked him into the bathroom, and he folded his arms to hold his breasts. 
 
    They covered him with Nair, then took off their own clothes and waited. After about fifteen minutes the stuff was burning on his skin, and they ushered him in to the shower. 
 
    They rinsed his body hair off, then soaped him with sweet smelling soap. They took a long time, and he started to enjoy the feeling of their hands upon him. 
 
    A year of this. Sigh. But…it could be good. 
 
    Then Tess rubbed her breasts against him and said, “Whyn’t you suck on my titties for a while.” 
 
    Jon found himself leaning down and taking one rigid nipple into his mouth. He might not have a hard on, but he was horny. He had been teased, groped, fondled, and…he had an urge. 
 
    And, lesbian or not, it was a tit, and it as a mighty good one. He found himself enjoying the act. She might be getting the pleasure, but he was feeling good about it, too. 
 
    The look on Mandy’s face, she just froze up, stared, and kept soaping and rinsing. But she was now grim. 
 
    “What? He can’t suck my titties?” 
 
    Mandy shook her head. 
 
    “Hey, let him suck yours. It’s nice.” 
 
    Mandy looked away. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend. He can’t do anything, anyway. Let him suck you. Or live with yourself. 
 
    Mandy looked back, her lips twisted, confusing on her face. There must have been something to what Tess said, however, for Mandy arched her back and pulled Jon’s head, and lips, to her breasts. 
 
    Jon sucked, and Mandy’s face opened up and she relaxed. 
 
    “Sorry, girlfriend. I won’t do that again.” 
 
    “Sure you will, and so will I, but we’ll get through it.” 
 
    Jon straightened up and said, “Wait a minute.” 
 
    They looked up at him. 
 
    “What do you mean by ‘he can’t do anything, anyway?’” 
 
    Tess tilted her head slightly. Mandy grinned, but in a twisted way. 
 
    “He doesn’t remember.” 
 
    “And he hasn’t figured it out.” 
 
    Mandy knelt then, and took his limp penis in her mouth. She bounced his balls in her hands, even stuck a finger into his butt, but…it remained limp. 
 
    And now concern washed over him. 
 
    He looked at her head bobbing on his groin and blurted, “What’s wrong? Why can’t I get hard? 
 
    Tess stepped closer, straddled Mandy’s head, and lifted Jon’s tits. “You don’t remember what you did at the bar.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “We asked if you would like to get started on your year right then. Right after you made your video contract. You said, ‘sure,’ and we gave you Zoladex.” 
 
    “What’s Zoladex?” 
 
    “Zoladex reduces testosterone and increases estrogen.” 
 
    “Reduces…” it was like his mind was exploding in slow motion. Concepts fell like dominos as he realized each one. 
 
    Testosterone, a man drug. 
 
    No testosterone, no man drug. 
 
    No man drug, muscle mass reduces. 
 
    No man drug, aggression is curbed. 
 
    And, finally, no man drug…no boner. 
 
    “I can’t cum…” he whispered.  
 
    The girls were having a hard time smothering their laughter. 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “A year.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…no-o-o-o!” His voice faded away and he blacked out. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Jon didn’t go completely out. He just sort of faded, and came back to himself, Mandy and Tess holding him up, and looked around. 
 
    “You castrated me.” 
 
    “Hey! You said it was okay!” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, you seemed pretty excited about the idea.” 
 
    Tess turned to Mandy, “I remember him telling us about wearing his mother’s panties and bra.” 
 
    “Yes, and stealing a corset off his neighbor’s clothesline.” 
 
    “And being terrified of women.” 
 
    “I…no! I didn’t say those things!” 
 
    But he knew that he had. The fact that they knew them was proof. 
 
    “I think our little sissy boy needs a drink.” 
 
    “Sissy boy?” Jon protested. 
 
    “I’ll get it.” Tess headed out for the kitchen. 
 
    Mandy put Jon in the vanity chair and pulled up a chair for herself. Jon stared without seeing.  
 
    Tess came back with a Coke High and Jon took the drink and quaffed it. All of it. She looked at the empty glass and said, “Funny, I thought I put some bourbon in here.”  
 
    “Better get some more. Jon boy is having a rough time.” 
 
    Tess nodded and went for some more. She came back with a drink…and a six pack and a half empty bottle of bourbon. “Just in case,” she murmured. 
 
    Jon drank again. Quick and fast. Then sat there. 
 
    He was stunned. He had castrated himself. His dick was about as useful as a wart now, and would be for a year. 
 
    A tear came to his eye. “I really wanted to fuck. I made all that money and I wanted to celebrate, and now…now…” 
 
    “So you wait a year. No big deal.” 
 
    “Says the girl who doesn’t like dicks.” 
 
    The girls glanced at one another. 
 
    “I never said I didn’t like dicks,” said Mandy. 
 
    Jon looked at her. 
 
    Now Mandy was caught. She blushed a bit and said, “I don’t mind a dick, I just like Tess better.” 
 
    “Aw.” Tess kissed Mandy a juicy one. 
 
    Then the girls studied Jon. 
 
    “Of course, I don’t know if I’d like you fucking Mandy.” 
 
    Jon looked at Mandy and thought about it. Mandy was gorgeous. If he could…if she would let him…yes. He could see porking her. 
 
    “If you had a dick that worked.” Tess laughed, which started Mandy, which, grudgingly, started Jon. 
 
    His laugh was a little weak, but it was there. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s have some fun with Jon-Boy.” 
 
    Jon already had nails, and now his body was in a new shape. 
 
    “His hair?” 
 
    “Then make up.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I need a bra.” He had his arms folded under his boobs again. It was about the only way he could stop them from stretching his skin out and pulling his flesh down. They were hooked to a rib, but they still threatened to sag. 
 
      
 
    Tess worked on his hair while Mandy went to buy some bras. She wove extensions into Jon’s hair and said, “You know, I really don’t want you fucking my girlfriend.” 
 
    “I know. Your face looked like sour apples when you realized that she liked dick.” 
 
    “She doesn’t like it, she just likes me better.” 
 
    “Well, sorry to say, but Mandy and I will be fucking this afternoon.” 
 
    Tess laughed then, and realized how foolish she had been. “You and whose dick?” 
 
     
 
    Mandy arrived home and had the goods. She had a sturdy bra for the next couple of weeks, and it fit perfectly. She also had some kinky bras, half bras, things that exposed, poked out, enhanced (as if he needed that) and other things. 
 
    She also had panties, corsets, garters, nylons, and a make up kit for Jon to practice with. 
 
    “Aw, his very first make up kit,” teased Tess. 
 
    Jon blushed, and took the kit to his room. 
 
    “His hair looks good.” 
 
    “Make you horny?” 
 
    Mandy looked at her friend. “Jealous?” 
 
    “You said you didn’t mind dick.” 
 
    “That was just to make him feel good.” 
 
    “Well, it made me feel bad.” 
 
    Jon came back down the hall and the girls suddenly went quiet. 
 
    He was wearing panties and bra, garters and nylons, his hair was long, and he looked like a woman. 
 
    Yes, he needed a couple of months for the hormones to shift the fat in his face, but…he was presentable. 
 
    “Wow,” said Tess. 
 
    “Now I’m jealous,” said Mandy. 
 
    They gave him another drink and sat him down. They made him up, teaching him about all the layers of make up, how to do the eyes, and they discussed how to choose colors. 
 
    “You know,” Mandy finally said, “If you have the confidence then any color will work. Make up is to enhance what is uniquely you.” 
 
    That was something Jon had to think about. 
 
    Confidence in being a woman? 
 
    Hell, he was still a man on the inside, mentally, and they were talking about the mental apparatus that comes with being a woman. 
 
    Done with his make up they put him in a purple dress with tiny bows on the hem and white lines outlining the arm holes and the neck. 
 
    Jon was stunned as he looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He looked more female than male. 
 
    Oddly, he had a warmth in his groin. Maybe he couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop the warm, excited feeling from glowing in his crotch. 
 
    “And no boner bump in the dress.” 
 
    “No,” said Tess. “I taped his little appendage back between his legs.” 
 
    “Ah, nice move. We should get him something official, though. Maybe a gaff, or something.” 
 
    “Good idea. Well, shall we go?” 
 
    Jon opened his pretty eyes. “Go? Go where?” 
 
    “You didn’t think we fixed you up so you could sit around and watch TV, did you?” 
 
    “I can’t go out like this!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I…I can’t!” 
 
    To which statement the girls grabbed his arms and pulled him towards the front door. 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” 
 
    “If we stop you lose a million dollars.” 
 
    That stopped Jon’s protests. 
 
    Mandy whispered to him, “We won’t be asking much of you, we’re going to be training you. But we like to go out, and part of your training is to learn how women act in social settings.” 
 
    “Like bars.” 
 
    Jon was led out of the house and got into the back seat. Tess and Mandy got in the front seats and headed out. 
 
    They drove through town, and Jon tried to come to grips with what was happening to him. He was almost calm when he realized where they were taking him. 
 
    The bar he had met them at. 
 
    Upscale, but raunchy. 
 
    Mostly yuppies with a yen, and the odd biker or cowboy. 
 
    They linked arms with Jon and squeezed through the door. 
 
    The place was half filled, just starting, and the girls called for beers. They sat down at a booth, Jon between them, and took in the activity. 
 
    Tina was serving behind the bar, and she waved cheerfully to them. 
 
    Several women passed by, chatted, and moved on. 
 
    Not many men came to the table, unless they were gay. Everybody knew who the lesbians were. 
 
    Then a handsome fellow slid into the booth. “Hey, bitches!” He smooched Mandy’s cheek and waved a hand at Tess. “Who’s the meat?” 
 
    He was thin, but muscular. He wore tight, yellow pants and a silk blouse that showed that his nipples were pierced. His lips were lightly painted. More just to be shiny than show off. 
 
    “Roger, you are cruder than oil.” 
 
    “Ain’t it the truth.” He waved at Tina and four beers showed up on the table. 
 
    “This is Jon-Baby. She’s new in town.” 
 
    Roger extended a limp hand and shook Jon’s red tipped finger. Then he had a hold of Jon’s hand and was lifting it to his lips. 
 
    Jon was panicked, but Tess held him in place by hugging his arm. 
 
    Roger’s lips were warm on Jon’s hand, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “Actually, Roger, you are the answer to a prayer. We’re training Jon to be a woman, and we could use your help.” 
 
    Roger raised his eyes and looked over where his lips had fastened to Jon’s hands. He slowly straightened up. His eyes squinted as he inspected Jon. “You’re a man?” 
 
    Jon didn’t say anything, but silence was answer enough. 
 
    “My, God! Bitches! You have outdone yourself! I never would have known. Does he still have his meat?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jon acted a little haughty at that. 
 
    Roger laughed. Then: “So what would you have me do with this delectable peach?” 
 
    “He needs to learn how to dance with a man. He needs to walk better in heels. He needs manners and language and all sorts of things. And pretend he needs it all yesterday.” 
 
    Roger showed a big, toothy grin. “Okay, bitches. You came to the right place.” 
 
    Roger stood up and offered his hand. “Ma’am, if you could grace me on the dance floor?” 
 
    Jon wouldn’t have moved but Tess pinched his butt. 
 
    They moved on to the dance floor, and Roger dropped some of his facade. He might be gay, but that didn’t mean he didn’t know how to be serious. 
 
    “Okay, Jon, first, you need to totally relax. I’m not out to get in your pants. At least not yet.” He smiled. 
 
    “You have to let me move you. As a man you’re used to guiding, but now you have to let yourself be guided.” 
 
    Roger took Jon in his arms, and they actually made a good couple. Roger didn’t move much at first. He just shifted his arms and told Jon to stop fighting. 
 
    That led to footwork, and Jon tried to figure out how to anticipate what Roger was doing, and to go with it. 
 
    And, finally, they were dancing. 
 
    And they danced slow numbers, and fast numbers, and Jon watched Roger closely. 
 
    He was gay, but he was, actually, just a guy. 
 
    A guy with other preferences, but polite, with an oblique sense of humor. 
 
    Roger held his hand and brought him back to the table. 
 
    Boilermakers were waiting. 
 
    Roger quaffed his, smacked his lips, thanked the girls, and Jon for a delightful dance, and moved on. 
 
    “So how’d it go?” 
 
    “Interesting,” said Jon. “But I have a problem.” 
 
    The girls leaned forward, all ears. 
 
    “Can I get a boilermaker with Coke instead of whiskey?” 
 
    Grins slowly appeared and the girls sat back. 
 
    “What a wuss!” 
 
    “What a sissy!” 
 
    “Hey! You made me this way!” 
 
    “A girl’s got to be able to hold her whiskey.” 
 
    “Well, fine. But I don’t want to lose control of my senses and wake up with my dick somewhere it shouldn’t be.” 
 
    That stopped the girls. 
 
    Mandy looked at Tess. “Is he threatening? Or flirting?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but it’s scary. Could you image fucking a…a…what he is?” 
 
    They were joking, and suddenly Jon got it. Something in him clicked. Being danced by Roger, being mistaken for a woman, talking their talk suddenly made sense. 
 
    “Yeah? What am I? Am I a trans? A shemale? A ladyboy? What the hell do you Frankensteins create? Will I end up being gay? Am I a lesbian?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “You better figure it out and let me know. I’m in a precarious place, and you don’t want me to fall the wrong way. Do you?” 
 
    Jon turned towards the bar, raised a hand and yelled, “Two whiskey boilermakers and one Coke boilermaker!” 
 
    Tina gave a thumbs up. 
 
    Tess and Mandy were looking at each other. They were having one of those silent conversations, thinking thoughts and getting them and transposing them and answering them and… “I think we might have created a monster.” 
 
    “And I thought it was just fun.” 
 
    “It is fun, except for him. Jon’s taking this all too seriously.” 
 
    Tina arrived with three mugs. One of the mugs held its upside down shot glass in dark liquid. 
 
    “I’ve never done a Coke boilermaker, so don’t blame me if you wind up on a ship bound for Shanghai.” 
 
    There was a moment then: Tess and Mandy stared at Jon almost defiantly. 
 
    Tess lifted her boilermaker and quaffed it in five seconds. 
 
    Mandy followed suit. Another five seconds. 
 
    Jon lift his mug and said, “Here’s how, why and when.” He slipped a finger into the mug to stop the shot glass from taking out his front teeth. 
 
    He drank, slowly, his Adam’s apple going up and down. Eight, nine, ten…at fourteen seconds he was done. 
 
    He lowered the mug to the table with a smack, wiped his lips, smearing his lipstick a little, and announced. “You made me into a sissy.” He grinned, and added, “Bitches!” 
 
    The night proceeded in orderly fashion. Sort of. 
 
    Jon was happy, and cheerful, and he drank and drank and enjoyed himself. 
 
    Tess and Mandy sulked. Somehow their great experiment had gotten out of control. 
 
    They didn’t want the man to be in charge!  
 
    They were lesbians, and they wanted to be in charge! And the whole purpose of the experiment was, whether they were willing to admit it, to control a man in a certain fashion. 
 
    Jon got up and sauntered over to the juke box where a bunch of yuppie cowboy types who rode Harleys that gleamed and shone were discussing music. 
 
    “Eighties is better…” 
 
    “You can’t sing the lyrics unless they’re from the sixties.” 
 
    “How can a famous singer be gay, have such a wonderful voice, and suck…” 
 
    Then one of the men turned around and grinned. “Hey, missy. Where’d you come from?” 
 
    They all knew that she had been sitting at the table with the lesbians.  But now she was there, and maybe she wasn’t lez? Or maybe she was, but when you looked that good who cared? 
 
    “If you studs can find SOB you can drink belly shots off me.” 
 
    Looks were exchanged, a credit card was inserted, and Nathaniel Rateliff & The Night Sweats began to wail. 
 
    Jon was shorter and slender, especially now that he had a bit of liposuction and a corset on. Two pairs of strong hands helped him up on a table and he laid back. His head was just over the edge and he looked back at the table he and the girls were sitting at. Tess and Mandy were on their feet and looking upset. 
 
    A bottle of brown liquor was produced and one of the men poured a small well of liquor on Jon’s belly. 
 
    Jon was dizzy from drinking, and he jerked slightly when the cool liquid splashed on him. 
 
    One of the men leaned down, his arm brushing Jon’s big breasts, and planted his lips on the liquor. A momentary suck, and he lifted his head and yelled out, “WHOOO!” 
 
    The fellows all cheered, and another man poured a shot, and drank. 
 
    Again and again, taking turns, getting drunker and drunker. 
 
    Then one of the men placed his hand on Jon’s mons.  
 
    Jon liked it. His dick was not discernible as a dick. Pulled back tight,  his balls up in the canals, it felt like he had a pussy. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” muttered the man. 
 
    More shots poured. 
 
    One of the men kissed Jon, sloshed liquor into Jon’s mouth, and he loved it. 
 
    He wasn’t gay. He wanted women. But he was drunk and willing to experience anything. Especially now that he wasn’t what they thought he was. 
 
    Then one of the men pulled Jon up, kissed him soundly, and Jon realized that he had gone too far. He wanted to prick tease, not be raped. 
 
    And he realized a sad truth about men. About himself. He started to struggle, but they were stronger than him. He started to sob, then it all stopped. 
 
    “Get your hands off her!” Mandy was yelling. Tess was pushing, and they managed to extract Jon from the potential gang bang. 
 
    Jon was now crying openly, and the men suddenly realized what they had been doing. 
 
    “Hey, we’re sorry.” 
 
    “We just got out of control.” 
 
    “We didn’t mean anything.” 
 
    Their apologies fell on no ears, for Tess and Mandy dragged Jon out of the bar. 
 
    They walked across the parking lot, Mandy and Tess protecting him, keeping him going. They sat him down on the back seat, the side door open, and cleaned him up. 
 
    “I guess you got a little too carried away,” said Tess, wiping his eyes. 
 
    Jon nodded. 
 
    “I didn’t know. I didn’t understand.” 
 
    “Well, you learned the hard way. Sorry we didn’t get there sooner.” 
 
    “Girls have to stick together, murmured Mandy. She broke out lipstick and eye pencil and repair Jon’s make up. 
 
    “I won’t do that again.” 
 
    Mandy and Tess exchanged glances, then Mandy said, “You need to experience something before you can say that.” 
 
    “What?” sniffed Jon. 
 
    “Before, when a girl is still a virgin, she wishes. She thinks the world works all sweet and nice. Then she experiences a dick, and she understands that she is prey for the brutes of our species.” 
 
    Jon looked at her. 
 
    “When she loses her virginity she understands this, and then she can be trusted to make better decisions.” 
 
    Tess added: “You need to lose your virginity, or the lesson is wasted. 
 
    “Now buckle up. We’ll take you home.” 
 
    They drove through town. Jon sat in the back seat and thought about his near experience. 
 
    What would the men have done if they discovered he was a man? would they beat him up? Rape him? What? 
 
    Jon shivered. He had never felt so helpless and weak as when the men had turned on him. 
 
    And he was just having fun. Like any girl would. 
 
    But…he wasn’t a girl. 
 
    And he started to think about what life would be if he really was a girl. Not just a dickless wonder, but a woman with a hole, and real tits. 
 
    What would life hold for him then? 
 
      
 
    They arrived at the girls’ house and Jon got out and walked slowly up to the house. He was sober now, had sobered up almost instantly when the pack had formed and tried to take him. 
 
    Dogs…dogs that ran in packs, they would all take turns with a female in heat. 
 
    Are humans the same? In a manner of speaking? When they were in pack mode like they had been in the bar? 
 
    The girls took him into the bedroom and took his dress off. 
 
    “Jon, I want to give you that very important lesson now.” 
 
    Mandy was staring with intensity. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    Tess: “We need to show you what being a woman is all about. It’ll stop you from making mistakes.” 
 
    Jon sat down on the edge of the bed and studied his two friends. 
 
    Yes, friends. Somewhere along the line they had gone from being two females conducting a pseudo-scientific experiment to being his rescuers, the people who cared about him when he was in trouble. 
 
    “You’re going to put something in me?” 
 
    “A dildo. Attached to a strap on, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Being lesbian we are good at this. We use dildos on each other all the time. Now we want to help you understand.” 
 
    Jon was silent. 
 
    “It’s not just a fuck, it’s love. When the people who love you do this…it’s okay.” 
 
    “And you love me?” 
 
    The girls sighed. Tess said, “This wasn’t supposed to happen, but we feel responsible, and the lesson goes where the lesson goes.” 
 
    “If you don’t want me to screw you, you can have Tess do it.” 
 
    Jon bit his lip, then he looked at the two. “You can take turns, if you can make it feel like real love.” 
 
    Slow smiled came to them, and the girls nodded. 
 
      
 
    They positioned Jon on the bed and Mandy and Tess put on their strap ons. 
 
    They had chosen large cocks for the breaking of Jon’s anal virginity, but they spent a long time oiling them up, making them slick and smooth with lubricant. 
 
    “I’m going to take you from the front, Jon. Then Tess will turn you over and we’ll get you off.” 
 
    “Get me off? How can you get me off? I took that chemical!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. Just leave that up to us.” 
 
    Jon lay on his back and Mandy stepped between his legs. 
 
    With very little effort, and no pain, Mandy slipped into him. 
 
    Jon gasped. He had always thought anal sex hurt, but this…this was incredible! 
 
    Mandy smiled at him and moved in and out. Tess moved up and began sucking his nipples. 
 
    John was dazed by the intense pleasure he was experiencing. 
 
    Mandy held his cockup out of the way and began pounding into him. 
 
    Jon grunted with every stroke, and the pleasure grew even greater. 
 
    Yet there was no pay off to this. He wasn’t going to get an orgasm, no matter how hard he was worked. 
 
    Mandy slowed down, almost as if sensing his disappointment. She pulled back and her hard cock flopped out of him. 
 
    Tess relinquished her lip lock on his nipples. “Okay, Jon-Boy, get on all fours and I’ll show you what it’s all about.” 
 
    Jon, puzzled, really frustrated, moved to all fours. He was still in his dress, and Tess lifted his dress and moved up to his rear. 
 
    Again he was penetrated. Again, it felt incredible. 
 
    He lowered his arms so he was on elbows and knees. 
 
    Mandy reached under him and fondled his breasts and manipulated his nipples. 
 
    Then Tess changed her position. She rose up and angled her cock down into him, and Jon suddenly felt something. 
 
    “What’s…happening?” 
 
    “That’s your prostate. I’m pressing on your prostate, and that’s going to allow you to release semen. 
 
    Jon lay there, enjoying the in and out, and suddenly it felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “So go. Mandy will catch it.” 
 
    Mandy pushed a towel under him, then held a cereal bowl under his limp cock. 
 
    The pressure grew and grew, and Jon finally let go. In spite of thinking that it was really rude to pee on the bed, he peed. 
 
    But he didn’t pee. 
 
    A slimy, silvery string extended from his cock. Tess moved the bowl to catch it, and semen poured out. 
 
    Jon grunted, and he felt himself emptying. 
 
    Of course, just because his dick didn’t work didn’t mean his balls didn’t. He poured the white liquid into the bowl, and he began to feel so golden, glowing, loosy goosy. 
 
    It wasn’t an orgasm. It wasn't a big blast. It was just a nice slow leak, with a resulting build up of feeling really good.  
 
    An orgasm without the bang. 
 
    After a few minutes it was over. 
 
    Tess drew out and Jon collapsed forward. His eyes were closed and he was breathing hard. He had never felt so good in his life. He had thought orgasms were the thing, but these prostate orgasms, these ‘sissygasms,’ was ten times better. 
 
    Tess and Mandy put their dicks away and left him to sleep.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jon loved life. 
 
    He liked to go to bars, and dance and tease, but he was careful when teasing. 
 
    He loved sleeping with Tess and Mandy, and didn’t even mind that his peeny wasn’t functional. 
 
    He liked dressing up, putting on make up, getting his hair done, and all the other things that women do. 
 
    Of course he wasn’t a real woman. And he didn’t intend to be. 
 
    He was due to have his dick start working within the month, it had been a year, but…he didn’t really know if he wanted that. 
 
    Well, he would try it for a while, then, if he felt like it, he would. take some more of that Zoladex. 
 
    He would get back to being him. 
 
    Not a shemale or a trans or ladyboy. 
 
    He was a sissy, and he loved it. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Gonna miss me?” Rhonda folded her garments and placed them in her suitcase. She was a beautiful woman, a box of curves and bulges, all arranged in the most symmetrical way. 
 
    “I already miss you,” Dave said, kissing the back of her neck, putting his hands around her and gasping her breasts. 
 
    “You’re such a horn dog,” she giggled. She turned and smooched him good, then went back to packing. 
 
    Dave sat on the bed, reached into his pants and started stroking. “I am not a horn dog!” 
 
    “Are!” 
 
    “Aren’t!” 
 
    His cock was now hard, and he rubbed it fiercely, played with the head, and holding his balls with his other hand. 
 
    Rhonda stopped packing and eyed him with a fake frown. “Ok. I want an honest answer now.” 
 
    “Oh? Okay. I’ll give you one, just as soon as I…unh unh…I…unh…cum…” 
 
    He faked an orgasm and she laughed. 
 
    “My question is…how many times are you going to jack off while I’m on this trip?” 
 
    “Ask me no questions and I’lll tell you no lies.” 
 
    She grabbed his peeny and growled, “No. I mean it. How many jack offs are you going to be able to squeeze in in a month?” 
 
    “Eek!” 
 
    “Tell me!” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    “Four? That’s all?” 
 
    “Well, I have a game I play.” 
 
    She tilted her head in question. 
 
    “I try to hold off. I can usually make it a week. So four squirts. No…wait a minute! Three squirts! Because I try not to cum when you are due home. 
 
    Rhonda folded her arms under her ample tits and gave him a mock glare. “That’s a game? What? You’re pretending you’re true to me? Until you can’t stand it?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” he agreed with a sappy grin. 
 
    Rhonda turned back to her packing and thought about it. Three times. That wasn’t bad.  
 
    Heck, she was guilty of a playing with herself a time or two, and men were supposed to be a lot hornier than women. 
 
    Then she stopped packing and just stood there. An idea blasted right through her head, and the idea was so delicious she started getting wet. 
 
    She turned to Dave. “Honey, would you like to play a real game?” 
 
    “What do you mean a ‘real’ game?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “I mean a real game. If you do what I say I can guarantee you a month you’ll never forget.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I sort of like the game I currently play. I like to watch porn, get horny, and…you know.” 
 
    “Yes, but you’re in control of that game. If you play my game it’ll be totally out of control. If you like to squirt, and I know you do, then you play my game and you’ll have the biggest squirts in the history of jacking off.” 
 
    Dave was curious. Rhonda was a kinky girl, and he had a suspicion that her game would be pretty intense. Did he dare play her game? 
 
    “Come on, Dave. Don’t be a chicken. Live the life! Guaranteed, you’ll love it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Okay. It’s settled.” 
 
    “I didn’t—“ 
 
    “So I don’t have time to set this up right now. I’ve got to make my flight. But once I’m in the air I’ll set it up.” 
 
    Now Dave was real curious. How could she play a game when she was on a plane? Or in another city? 
 
    Rhonda smiled, folded underwear and placed it in the side compartment of her suitcase.  
 
    Dave sat on the bed and watched her and frowned. What the hell did Rhonda have in mind? What kind of a game was she planning? 
 
    “Can you get my make up case from the closet?” 
 
    Now lost in thought, Dave went to the closet and retrieved a small suitcase. Rhonda was at her vanity table and she opened the case and began putting her make up in it. 
 
    She looked up, smiled, and held up a tube of lipstick. She twisted the base, then colored her lips bright red. “Got you thinking, don’t I?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, here’s something to think about.” She turned to him and gripped his cheeks with her fingers. She painted his lips. 
 
    He tried to back up, but her other hand was holding the back of his head. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Don’t fight it…I know you love it.” 
 
    The lipstick went on thick, and she giggled. “God, seeing you like this makes me wet.” 
 
    She looked down. He hadn’t put his cock away since his mock jack off, and his boner was sticking her in the belly. “Oh ho! Looks like it makes somebody else excited.” 
 
    “Stop that!” His face was bright red. 
 
    She warned him, “Don’t you take that off! And I want you to wear it the whole month I’m gone.” She placed the lipstick in his pants pocket. She touched her lips to his, gently, and whispered, “God, I love tasting you.” 
 
    Dave stood there while she finished packing. His lips were on fire. His face was flaming. And yet…he loved it. 
 
    He felt the tube in his pocket and his boner bobbed ferociously. 
 
    Rhonda watched him in the mirror, hiding her smile. He looked so off balance now. And yet, he was excited. She could feel his excitement. It was like he was hot all over and exuding that heat into the atmosphere. 
 
    “Okay, babe, you want to carry my luggage out to the curb?” 
 
    He looked stricken. 
 
    “With my…with…my lips…I—“ 
 
    She laughed. “Of course wearing lipstick. I told you, you have to wear it for the entire month. And I will be expecting you to send me texts daily, proving it.” 
 
    “But I can’t go outside like this!” 
 
    “Of course you can. You can put the luggage on the sidewalk, and when the Uber comes you can run into the house like a little sissy. Mr. Big strong man is frightened that somebody will discover his kink.” 
 
    With her teasing him he had no choice. He managed to get the luggage out to the curb, the tried to run back into the house. 
 
    Rhonda held to his arm. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “The neighbors will see me!” He begged. He sounded like a whiny, little boy. 
 
    “So they see you. Aren’t you man enough to be a sissy?” 
 
    “No! And it isn’t manly to be a sissy! That makes no sense!” 
 
    She held to him tight, keeping him out on the curb. “It makes perfect sense, if you’re a sissy at heart. Are you a sissy at heart?”
“Honey, let me go!” 
 
    “No. I want you to meet the Uber driver.” 
 
    Dave was frantic now. He pried at her fingers, but she kept him off balance and laughed. 
 
    “Hey, Dave! Hi, Rhonda! 
 
    Dave’s face was stricken. Rhonda’s eyes opened in delight. It was their neighbor, Brenda, and she was right behind Dave. 
 
    “Going on a trip?” 
 
    Rhonda finally let go and Dave took off like a rabbit. His face was so red it could have doubled for a flashlight. 
 
    “Hey, Brenda,” he managed to call,  keeping his face away from her. “I’ve got to turn the stove off.” 
 
    Rhonda and Brenda touched cheeks, and Rhonda said, “I made him wear lipstick and he is so embarrassed. And, yes. Got to go to New York for a month of training.” 
 
    “Poor Dave. What will he do without you?” 
 
    “Who knows,” Rhonda laughed. “Men are so helpless. but, say, i was thinking of setting up a game, and I know you’re a kinky bitch, would you like to help me?” 
 
    “Sure. Who do I have to fuck?” 
 
    So Rhonda explained what she wanted, and Brenda agreed, and they agreed to liaise later and work out details. 
 
    By the time they were done with their little planning an Uber turned onto their street, and a minute later coasted to a stop in front of them. 
 
    The Uber driver helped her load luggage and Brenda waved good bye, and Rhonda waved, and she was off. 
 
      
 
    Inside the house Dave was petrified. He had bright , red lipstick on his mouth. And his peeny was harder than a crow bar. A little straighter, too. 
 
    He peeked out the kitchen window and saw Brenda and Rhonda chatting. 
 
    He wasn’t going back out there. He couldn’t. It was just too embarrassing! 
 
    Of course, he could wipe the lipstick off, but…but he didn’t want to. 
 
    He was a man, he had a kinky side, and this thing Rhonda had done to him, it had awakened up all his kink. 
 
    Down the street the Uber appeared, and Dave sighed in relief. 
 
    Out on the curb the girls bid each other good bye, and Rhonda got into the Uber. 
 
    As the car drove away Dave leaned back against the refrigerator. He was trembling, and not just from fear of discovery, but from excitation. His red lips were driving him crazy. 
 
    He looked out the window and Brenda had gone home. 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    Then, smiling, his lips as red as a tomato’s spanked ass, he opened up the liquor cabinet. 
 
    Buffalo Trace Whiskey, a straight bourbon, $80 a bottle. He smiled, feeling the lipstick on his mouth, and filled a glass with ice cubes. Them he added bourbon to half, then popped a can of Coke and topped it off. 
 
    He liked sweet drinks. He grinned. Perhaps Rhonda wasn’t all wrong. Maybe there was a bit of the sissy in him, enjoying sweet drinks like he did. 
 
    Well, let the roughnecks scorch their throats with straight shots. He liked to enjoy the taste of sweet with a slight burn. He… 
 
    DING DING! 
 
    His phone was on the counter, and it rattled in addition to ringing. He picked it up and saw that it was Rhonda. 
 
    “Hey, babe. What’d you forget?” 
 
    “Your cock!” 
 
    “What?” His face bloomed into bright red again. “Don’t you…you shouldn’t… somebody can hear you!” 
 
    “So what. There’s nobody here but us girls.” Dave could hear a voice giggling over the line. Of course, the Uber driver was a woman! 
 
    “I just wanted to make sure you’re wearing your lipstick.” 
 
    More laughter from the driver. 
 
    Dave blubbered, “Please…” 
 
    “And that game we talked about. It starts tomorrow.” 
 
    “But I don’t even know what it is!” 
 
    “You’ll find out tomorrow. Now go watch your porn and play with yourself.” 
 
    The damned Uber driver laughed again. 
 
    “And I’ll see you in a month. Bye!” 
 
    “Bye—“ but Rhonda had already hung up. 
 
    Dave stood in the kitchen a drink in one hand, his phone in the other. He hung up the phone and placed it on the counter. He looked at the drink, thought about his lipstick, then sipped. 
 
    He left a red lip print on the rim of the glass. 
 
    His cock was waggling like a puppy dog’s tale! 
 
    Feeling the lipstick in his pocket he headed for the computer room. He had some porning to do. 
 
      
 
    Dave groaned, and came to wakefulness.  
 
    But why had he woken up? 
 
    He had watched porn till the early morning, drinking good whiskey the whole while. He had planned on sleeping till noon. He had— 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    “Oh, shit! The door! 
 
    He jumped out of bed. almost fell over, and grabbed a robe. 
 
    His cock was hard. He needed to pee. And cum. 
 
    Ding Dong! 
 
    He walked down the hallway quickly, turned into the foyer and caught sight of himself in the mirror. 
 
    He still had lipstick on! 
 
    He continued into the kitchen grabbed a rag and wetted it and rubbed his mouth. He checked himself in the foyer mirror, then cracked the front door. 
 
    “Hey, Dave!” Brenda pushed the door open and marched in. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She was holding her cell phone up, and he belatedly realized that she was videoing. 
 
    “You were right. He’s taken off the lipstick. Here…” She pushed the phone into Dave’s hand. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Dave! You promised to wear lipstick for a month! Now get it and put it on.” 
 
    He tried to turn away from Brenda, but she giggled and followed him. 
 
    “But Brenda’s here!” 
 
    “Of course she is! She’s going to make sure you put on your lipstick, and she’s going to get our game started. Now you do what she says, or else! Now hand me back to Brenda. I want to to watch you.” 
 
    Dave handed the phone back, and was looking around for a way out of this mess. 
 
    Brenda and Rhonda spoke for a second, then Brenda aimed the phone at him, took a video, and demanded. “Put on that lipstick!” 
 
    It took a while, Brenda had to follow him around and persist, and Rhonda had to yell through the phone a bit, but finally Dave’s shoulders slumped. He went to the bedroom and got the lipstick out of his pants pocket. 
 
    He made faces, was exasperated, but the girls wouldn’t quit. 
 
    Finally, he rolled the lipstick onto his lips. 
 
    Brenda: “You know, he needs some plumper. I’ll bring some…you do? On the vanity? Okay. I’ll make sure he uses it. Okay.” She held the phone to Dave again. 
 
    “Rhonda! I—“ 
 
    “Brenda is going to give you something now. She’ll help you put it on if need be. I want you to follow her directions and do whatever she says. Do you understand me?” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Dave? I said follow her instructions! She is in charge of our game. Now do it.” 
 
    “Holding the phone, Dave turned to Brenda. His mouth, red and wet looking open to protest, then he saw what was in her hand. 
 
    It was a small, cock-shaped tube. It had rings and a little padlock. 
 
    “What is…is that…oh, no!” 
 
    “Dave!” Rhonda yelled through the phone. “Put it on!” 
 
    “But…I can’t! It’s…it’s…” 
 
    Brenda looked down at his robe. His cock was pushing it out. “He can’t Rhonda. He’s got a boner!” 
 
    Dave about died then. He had never been so embarrassed in his life. 
 
    “I can’t,” he mumbled. 
 
    He heard Rhonda’s voice. “Tell him to jack off! Or Jack him off yourself! I don’t care how you do it, but I want that chastity cage on his prick now!” 
 
    Dave was blubbering, Brenda was laughing, and Rhonda was commanding. 
 
    Like the lipstick, it took a while. It took threats and cajolery, but Dave finally took his penis in hand and started stroking. 
 
    Brenda aimed the phone to prove to Rhonda that he was following her directions. 
 
    Dave had intended to squirt the night before, but he had had too much to drink, and now he was so darned embarrassed that, even though his cock was rock hard, he couldn’t get over the edge. 
 
    Dave stroked and stroked. He played with his nuts. He even played with his nipples, hoping that that would get him over the edge, but nothing worked. 
 
    “Okay, Brenda,” Rhonda’s voice came over the cell. “It’s going to be up to you. You’re going to have to jack him.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” yelped Dave. “I can’t make love to Brenda!” 
 
    Rhonda’s voice was clear as she made her statement. “Who says she’s making love? Does she look like she’s having sex?” 
 
    Dave looked at Brenda. Brenda had a big grin on her face, but she was shaking her head in the negative. 
 
    “Does she look like she’s even having fun?” 
 
    Brenda shook her head, while her eyes were bright and positive. 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Dammit, Dave! Let her grab your cock and get you off! And I mean it!” 
 
    So Dave finally moved forward, and Brenda put out her hand and started stroking him. 
 
    Dave knew right away, from her soft touch, that he was going to be able to cum. 
 
    Rhonda watched on the phone, Brenda stroked and giggled, and Dave thought he was going to die of mortification. 
 
    Brenda increased her grip. 
 
    “Suck it!” yelled Rhonda. 
 
    Brenda went to her knees and slurped his dong. She had a most educated mouth, and he could feel his groin starting to light up. 
 
    “Put your finger up his ass!” 
 
    Oh, God! Dave loved that! But he had never told anybody, and now Rhonda had told her best friend. 
 
    Brenda stuffed her middle finger into him and he lurched, and that did it. 
 
    Dave began to squirt. Big, long pearls that decorated Brenda’s face. White puddles forming on her cheeks and alongside her nose. 
 
    And in her mouth. Her lips turned slick and moist. 
 
    Dave couldn’t stop cumming. He was super horny from the night before, and now feeling a fresh set of lips on his dong, he gave a series of massive ropes. His legs quaked and his eyes rolled back to show the white, and then he was done. He was empty, and already starting to grow limp. 
 
    “Wow!” said Rhonda on the phone. “That was hot!” 
 
    Brenda didn’t bother to wipe her face, she just slipped the tube on his cock, put the ring around his package, and locked it all together with the padlock. 
 
    Then Brenda wiped her face, and Dave looked down at his groin with a stunned face. 
 
    “How do I pee?” he asked. 
 
    “Sit down,” said Brenda, cleaning his slime off her cheeks. “Or just don’t pee for a month.” 
 
    Rhonda laughed heartily on the phone. 
 
    “But…how will I touch myself?” 
 
    “Why would you want to?” Now Brenda was joining in the laughter. 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Your jack off days are over. Your horny days are starting.” 
 
    “Let me talk to him,” Rhonda called out. 
 
    Brenda handed him the phone. 
 
    “Hey, honey, the game has started.” 
 
    “But I can’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s the game. I don’t want you to cum. I don’t want you to waste yourself. I want you to save up all your sperm for me.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. If things get real bad I can’t always let Brenda drain you.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to fuck Brenda!” He was lying, of course. Brenda was a babe, and he wouldn’t have minded going further than a hand job and a finger in the bunghole. 
 
    “You just let me worry about that. Now, Brenda is my substitute. She will be taking care of you for the next month. She and I will be talking about what you need to do, and you will be expected to follow her instructions to the letter. If you don’t then you might end up wearing that chastity device for quite a bit longer than a month. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Do what Brenda says.” 
 
    “That’s right. And, who knows, if you get horny enough, and I feel it is right, then you will get relief. Of course it might not be the relief you were planning on, but, I guarantee, it will feel good.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dave spoke haltingly. 
 
    “Okay, honey. I’ve got to go to a seminar now. I’ll call you tonight, and I better get a good report from Brenda. Okay?” 
 
    “”Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “All right. bye bye.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    Dave handed the phone back to Brenda, who listened to make sure Rhonda had really hung up, then she put the phone down, and her hands on her hips, and smiled at Dave. 
 
    “All right, Davey Boy. Let’s get to work.” 
 
    Dave stared at her and wondered what ‘work’ was. 
 
      
 
    “Come on,” Brenda took his hand and led him to the bedroom.  
 
    “Take off that robe and use this.” She handed him a. bottle of Nair. 
 
    Dave was shivering, but it was with excitement, with anticipation. He slathered on the goop, looked at himself in the mirror, and his cock was going crazy in its confines. 
 
    “Hey! You’ve got to get your back. And your asshole. And really do your crotch. We’ve got to get rid of all your hair.” 
 
    She helped him, and her hands massaged the Nair into his pores until he was thoroughly coated.  
 
    He stood, feeling like a dog that’s been sprayed, but not unhappy for that. 
 
    She grinned and began taking off her clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Stripping. What does it look like?” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    She was down to bare boobs now, and she gripped his cage and lifted, making him go up on his tip toes. She growled with a twisted grin, “You have to do everything I say. Everything. If I say cut off your balls I expect you to sharpen the scissors. You got that?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “Besides, what are you gonna do? You gonna fuck me with that little thing all locked up?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She had him, and he knew it, and the terrible thing was that the more she bullied him, the more she pushed him around, the more excitement he felt in his groin. His cock was trying to press through the sides of the cage and his balls were being stretched out. 
 
    And it felt good! 
 
    “Okay, time to get in.” She pulled his balls and forced him into the shower. 
 
    She turned on the cold water and laughed when he shrieked. Then, when it was hot, she stepped in and began soaping and rinsing. 
 
    He watched and felt a bit of dismay as all his hair, except for the hair on his head, swirled down the drain. 
 
    But the resulting feel of his flesh was amazing. He felt like his skin was alive! 
 
    She pulled him, again by the balls, out of the shower. She made him dry her off, and he felt her large breasts, her erect nipples, and he couldn’t stop shivering. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he inadvertently whispered at one point. 
 
    “That’s Goddess to you, boner butt.” 
 
    “Boner butt?” 
 
    “That’s right. This is going to be a fun month, and by the time Rhonda gets home I’ll be wearing a boner and it’ll be up your butt.” 
 
    That froze Dave’s thinking process. Him? Get analized? But…but… 
 
    “But before we get you there we’re going to have to work on you. If you’re going to take it like a woman then we’re going to have to make you like a woman. That means some heavy duty feminization. Furthermore, I want you to build a dungeon.” 
 
    “A dungeon?” he squeaked. “But…but…” 
 
    Rhonda and I have talked about this for ages. A place where we can take men like you and train them properly. But don’t worry. You’re going to have a lot of fun. You’ll be horny all the time, you’ll learn to love spankings, and…you’re going to have fun. 
 
    Dave was terrified, but, underneath it all, he was already having fun. In fact, he was terrified because he was having so much fun. This was wrong! But…but…he wanted more. 
 
    “We’ve been talking for a long time, Rhonda and I, and I know that you’re a wee bit soft.” 
 
    “I’m not soft!” 
 
    “Says the man wearing lipstick,” laughed Brenda. 
 
    “That’s just…that’s…” 
 
    “That’s your sissy side showing up. Face it, Dave. You’re a man on a pink path. And, fortunately for you…I’m just the girl to help you explore it. Now the rules are simple. Do what I say, wear what I tell you, and enjoy the ride. Got it?” 
 
    Dave didn’t want to say he ‘got it.’ He wanted to run and hide. But he couldn’t because it was so exciting. 
 
    Brenda turned to him and grabbed his balls, “I said,” she snarled, “Do you have it!” 
 
    Dave gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Okay, take me down to your basement.” 
 
    Dave now led the way, his face burning bright, his cock aching to get loose, down the stairs off the kitchen. 
 
    The basement was a nice one. It was about half the size of the ground floor, and he had fixed it up as a sort of a man cave/entertainment place. 
 
    “Well,” said Brenda, “At least we have something to work with. I want you to move the big screen to that wall. Paint the whole place black. Get rid of that pool table. 
 
    “Get rid of…” that was his pride and joy. 
 
    “Yes. Get rid of it. Put it in the garage. You can park outside, and we need this place.” 
 
    Dave stared at the pool table forlornly. Yes, he could do that, but…he didn’t want to!” 
 
    “Now, we need a wet bar with refrigerator in that corner. I’ll want a pegboard against the right wall, a closet or something over there, and…yes. That’s a good start. But right now, go get dressed.” 
 
    Dave heaved a breath of relief. At last, he could get dressed. Her next words, however, took away the relief. 
 
    “I brought a bag for you. Your clothes are in it. The bag is in the foyer.” She slapped his ass. “Now get going!” 
 
    Dave walked up the stars, glancing at Brenda as he went. 
 
    Brenda ignored him. Her lips were pursed and she was tapping her foot. 
 
    He was afraid of what she might be thinking. 
 
    He went to the foyer and found the bag and looked into it. 
 
    Oh, crap! Panties. Garter. Nylons. and…and…a bra! 
 
    With breast forms! 
 
    Now in a daze, Dave staggered back to the bedroom. He put the items on his bed and looked at them. 
 
    They were all of a size that would fit him, but…but… 
 
    Ding! Ding! 
 
    He picked up his phone. 
 
    “Rhonda! I can’t do this! I—“ 
 
    “Do you have your lipstick on?” 
 
    Dave went silent.  
 
    “That better be a ‘yes.’ Now take a picture and send it to me. Have you gotten dressed yet?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Dave? Are you being bad? Are you doing everything that Brenda tells you to do?” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    “DAVE! You send me a picture right now. And Brenda told me what you were going to wear, so get it on and take a picture of that. I expect to see your pictures within five minutes. Now…MOVE IT!” 
 
    Dave was shaking now. 
 
    Funny. He had always thought of himself as manly, but that illusion was disappearing fast. 
 
    Brenda had already made him put on his lipstick, so he took a pick and sent it. He had to take a couple of pics because his hands were shaking so much he was blurry. 
 
    Then he started putting on the underwear. 
 
    Putting on lady’s underwear was the hardest thing he had ever done. The panties weren’t too bad, and the garter went over his hips, but then he had to roll the nylons up his legs. 
 
    His hands shook, he kept losing his grip, and it took ten minutes to get the nylons on his legs. 
 
    Then they felt wonderful. They encased his legs and made him feel incredibly sexy. 
 
    But that left the bra and breast forms. 
 
    His hands fumbled as he tried to put the bra on. He tried several times to fasten the clasps, but couldn’t. Finally he remembered that his wife put it on around her waist, fastening it in the front, then spinning it around and slipped her arms through the straps. 
 
    He tried that, and it worked, except that the bra ended up turned inside out. 
 
    Gulping frantically, he tried again, and finally got it right. 
 
    His whole body shivering, he put the breast forms in. 
 
    “That’s wonderful.” 
 
    He jumped a foot in the air, and Brenda, who had been leaning against the door jamb and watching him snickered. 
 
    She sauntered across the room, grabbed his bra by the straps and pulled him to her. Their faces just inches apart, she murmured, “Relax, pinkie boy. It’s just underwear.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Rhonda said she might have some high heels that would fit you. The black ones behind the closet door.” 
 
    Dave stumbled over to the door and swung it back. 
 
    The shoes were black, patent leather, and a size too big for Rhonda, so she never wore them. But they were a perfect fit for Dave, who was only an inch taller than her and had small feet for a man. 
 
    He picked up the shoes, sat in the vanity chair, and slipped them on his feet. 
 
    “It’s true,” said Brenda. 
 
    “Wha…what’s true?” 
 
    “About the size of a man’s feet.” 
 
    Her eyes flickered back and forth between his feet and his cock and Dave blushed. 
 
    “I’m not that small.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You sure fit into that chastity tube easily.” 
 
    Dave blushed harder, mumbled something, and looked down. 
 
    Brenda laughed. “Hey, get over it. Some men have and some men don’t. It doesn’t mean you can’t have fun.” 
 
    She knelt in front of the chair and took his penis in hand. She managed to fit the whole thing, cage and all, into her mouth. 
 
    Dave was petrified. He stared, and he felt her mouth working. God, it felt good, but there was no way he was going to cum with that chastity tube on. 
 
    “Okay, Dave,” she said, straightening up after a minute, “Time to get to work. I wrote down the instructions and they’re in the basement. I’m going to be shopping for stuff, but I want everything done today.” 
 
    With that she walked out, and a half a minute later he heard the front door close. 
 
    Dave looked at himself. Then he remembered he had to send Rhonda a picture. He took the picture and texted it, then he headed for the basement. 
 
    And stopped in the kitchen. 
 
    He was so shaken up he needed a drink. 
 
    He selected the largest glass he had. He filled it with ice and Coke and bourbon, then continued down to the basement. 
 
    Dave worked, and drank, and worked, and drank. 
 
    He put the big screen on the far wall, rerouted electrical lines, and began making a wet bar. The peg board went up easily. Then came down. He had to paint everything. 
 
    But to paint, he had to go to the store. 
 
    But how could he go to the store like this? 
 
    Being half drunk helped, Dave went upstairs and took out the breast forms and heels and put on shirts that would hide his ‘condition,’ and clodhoppers. Real workman’s boots. 
 
    Then he looked at his face. He was about to rub the lipstick off, but he knew he would get caught. If Brenda was home when he got home that would be the first thing she checked. 
 
    What to do. What to do. 
 
    And he snapped his fingers. He went out to the car and reached into the glove box. He pulled out a covid face mask and hooked it over his ears. He smiled, and couldn’t see his smile, nor his lipstick. 
 
    Now feeling the cheer, he drove slowly to Home Depot. He walked through the store, and he felt very clever at disguising himself in this way. He got paint, and a few other things he would need, paid, and left the store. 
 
    “Well, aren’t you the clever one,” quipped Brenda, seeing his ‘disguise.’ “Bet we’re going to have to fix it so you can go everywhere totally en femme.” 
 
    “En femme?” 
 
    “As a female. you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    But there was a piece of him that was exulting. And a piece of him that was asking WTF was going on! 
 
    He painted the basement in the nude, his cock and cage dangling and his balls all shiny. Brenda didn’t want him to get paint on his underthings. She also made sure, checking on him periodically, that he was red-lipped. 
 
    “Don’t you just love the feel? The taste? The knowledge that these are real dick sucking lips?” 
 
    The look on his face made her laugh. 
 
    By five o’clock the basement was done. Pitch black, except for a couple of yellowish lights that Brenda had brought. It gave the place a gloomy, doomy ambience. 
 
    “All right. I’m going to go home and fix dinner for Henry. You probably want to take a break and drink and watch porn. Right?” 
 
    On one hand, he didn’t. 
 
    On the other hand, as soon as she was out the door he was pouring a drink and pulling up porn videos. 
 
    Now he could get out of his underwear. He could let his lips slide. Now he could get back to being himself. 
 
    Except, he didn’t. 
 
    He sat in the swivel chair and watched porn and…and gloried in his fake tits and his lingerie. 
 
    He was half drunk, had been most of the day, and he was enjoying this. The shakes and nervous trembling had gone down a bit. And his cock was struggling harder. 
 
    Could he be liking this? Could he? 
 
    He didn’t know. At least, he wouldn’t admit to himself. But…he watched porn, and the things he watched surprised him. 
 
    Normally he would watch big boob babes. Brandi and Ava, Casa and Holly. But now he was looking at other stuff. 
 
    He looked at Ladyboys, and trans, Carolina Ramirez and Delia Deleon and…and why was he doing this? 
 
    He wasn’t gay! 
 
    Or trans or a transvestite or…or anything like that! 
 
    But, he was sitting in a room, drinking, and watching people who were. 
 
    Then he happened on Lesbians fisting, and he thought his cock was going to break the box. Or at least spew semen right through the cage. 
 
    For hours he watched fists disappear up to the elbow. He listened to the groans and moans and watched the so violent orgasms. 
 
    Was this what he wanted? he drunkenly wondered. 
 
    Did he want Brenda to do this to him? 
 
    Was he really on the pink path? 
 
    Finally, at midnight, horned out and stupid, he staggered back to the bedroom.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Dave woke up early. In spite of booze and his condition, he woke up, and he was wired. 
 
    He was excited. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to put on his lips and apparel. 
 
    And send a couple of pics to Rhonda. 
 
    Rhonda sent him back a thumbs up, and he gloried in that simple symbol. 
 
    Then Brenda arrived. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, seeing him prepared for her. 
 
    He fixed breakfast and she watched him. 
 
    “What does Henry think of all this?” 
 
    “Henry has got his own problems.” 
 
    “Is he…did you…” 
 
    “Is he a pansy? Like you?” 
 
    “I’m not a pansy!” 
 
    “Says the guy all dressed up and…and I like the peignoir you’re wearing. Very sexy. 
 
    Dave blushed bright red. 
 
    “Well, it just didn’t…I needed some more covering…I—“ 
 
    “Dave! Dave!” she waved her hand. “It’s okay. I like you like this. And I’ve made a doctor’s appointment for you.” 
 
    “A doctor’s appointment?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “So you can do exactly what I say, remember?” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “Rhonda told you, her explicit instructions were…do exactly what Brenda tells you. That means no questions. No protests. Just instant compliance.” 
 
    Dave ate his eggs and looked at his plate. 
 
    Yes, that was what his wife had said. But how far did she mean this to go? 
 
    He looked up at her. “When?” 
 
    “This afternoon.” 
 
    Dave nodded, and worried, and…felt that surge of excitement. 
 
      
 
    Brenda drove, and she insisted that Dave wear a bag over his head. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Because I like you with a bag over your head.” 
 
    Not much Dave could say to that, but it sure made him wonder. 
 
    Did she want him so nobody could tell who he was? Or, more sinister, did she not want him to know where she was taking him? 
 
    They drove for a half hour, and Dave huddled in the passenger seat. In addition to the bag, which was very embarrassing, she insisted he wear his underwear and peignoir. 
 
    They stopped. Brenda got out, circled the car, and opened the door for him. She helped him out of the car and up a short walk. 
 
    He could smell doctor’s office as soon as he stepped through the door. And there was tile under his feet, like in a doctor’s office. And a professional voice saying, “Right this way.” 
 
    They entered a small room and Brenda took the bag off his head. 
 
    They were in a small operating room and Dave looked around. He studied the instruments, read charts on the wall, and worried. 
 
    What was Brenda going to do to him?” 
 
    A doctor came in. She was female—Dave could tell by her large breasts—and she wore a surgical mask. 
 
    “This is Dave, eh?” The doctor looked at him, tilted her head, and scrutinized him like a piece of meat. 
 
    “This is he, almost a she.” She turned to him, “Dave, why don’t you lay down on the table.” 
 
    Dave did. He was conscious of his underwear, of his chastised peeny between his legs. 
 
    “Okay, we’re going to use a light anesthetic,” the doctor said. She gave Dave a shot. 
 
    Dave lay on the table and stared at the bright light above him. 
 
    The doctor moved around him, and she was talking to Brenda. They were laughing, and at one point the doctor picked up his cock and asked something like, “You sure you want to leave this on?” 
 
    And a response like, “He doesn’t belong to me.” 
 
    But he couldn’t be sure. He was swirling in a mist and watching things happen. And he couldn’t do a darn thing about anything. All he could. do was lay there and absorb the experience and not have any emotion about anything at all. 
 
    The doctor marked his chest with a grease pencil.  
 
    She slid needles into his chest and depressed a plunger. 
 
    Dave watched, as if from afar, without caring, as his chest grew bigger and bigger. 
 
    “Those are beautiful, doc.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the doctor mumbled, measuring the injections carefully. 
 
    When she was done she gave Dave another shot and Dave started to wake up. 
 
    He raised his head and said, “Wow!” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment,” grinned the doctor. Then she was gone.  
 
    Brenda put the bag back over his head and they returned home. 
 
      
 
    Dave sat in front of the computer and stared at it. And saw the tons of buns and best of chest. He was dazed. He had boobs. He sat and stared and…was turned on by his own tits! 
 
    He kept looking down from the screen and examining himself, feeling himself, wondering what was happening. 
 
    Even though he knew what was happening, he wondered what was happening. 
 
    Tits? 
 
    He sipped at his bourbon and Coke. He got up and walked to the big mirror in the foyer. He stared at himself. 
 
    He took his clothes off and put them on. 
 
    Ding! His cell phone went off. 
 
    He picked it up and saw that Rhonda had been trying to reach him. 
 
    He saw the message: ‘Where have you been all day?’ 
 
    He tapped in, one letter at a time, afraid: ‘Brenda got me tits.’ 
 
    There was a long silence. Then: ‘Show me.’ 
 
    Dave took off his bra, kept his other underwear on, and snapped a picture. He sent it. 
 
    Another long silence, then: ‘Wow!’ 
 
    He had to take that as a compliment. 
 
      
 
    Brenda was late the next morning. She didn’t show up until almost noon. When she did show up she was a bit peevish. 
 
    Not in anything she said, just her attitude. 
 
    Dave knew what it was. 
 
    “I sent Rhonda a pic of my…my…chest.” 
 
    Brenda sighed. “Yeah. She was a bit upset. But I think it was all just a miscommunication. I think she’s all right now.” 
 
    “All right with me having boobs?” 
 
    Brenda smiled, and suddenly was out of her funk. 
 
    “Who wouldn’t be all right with those glorious mammaries?” 
 
    Dave nodded. 
 
      
 
    Back to the basement, and now Brenda had bought some material. 
 
    There were chains, handcuffs, leather straps, weird shaped wood, sanders and gloss and…and Dave knew he had to see some instructions. 
 
    Brenda handed him a sheet of paper, printed right off the internet, and he studied it quietly. 
 
    It was a bench, basically, but what a bench! 
 
    It had four legs with leather straps for securing the arms and legs. It had a ring for the face, and the bench itself was curved so the butt lifted up and was presented. 
 
    Dave had to figure out how to use tools because Brenda gave him long fingernails and painted his toe nails. He also had to figure out how to move with a pair of heavy weights on his chest. 
 
    The doc had put ‘vacation boobs’ on him, but working with them hanging off him was no vacation. 
 
    Still, he screwed, he sanded, he polished. He attached the leather restraints and the padding. And, finally, he screwed it to the floor. It was not something one wanted to hop around while being whipped, or falling on the floor. 
 
    And Brenda began making him up. Showed him how make up worked, and taught him to apply his own, and to repair it when necessary. 
 
    Dave was horny. 
 
    Dave’s dong was constantly dripping now, and his balls felt like they had been overstuffed. 
 
    Just the act of walking, his nuts knocking, made him very, very careful in how he moved. 
 
    The bench was the main object in the basement, but there were other items. There was the humbler, in which the person humbled had his nuts secured through a ‘yoke’ behind his thighs. When Brenda made him try that out he found he could only crawl at the very slowest pace. 
 
    Then there was a standing dildo on a platform. He spent some time standing, fixed in place, and his legs ached, his boobs hurt, and he couldn’t wait to get off it. 
 
    There was a triangle in which he was forced to sit with his wrists and ankles fastened. 
 
    And a St. Andrew’s Cross, which he stared at but, thank God, never experienced. At least, not yet. 
 
    The pegboard held a full compliment of toys, and these he was made to experience to the very last one. 
 
      
 
    “That goes in me?” he asked when she held up a plug. 
 
    She smiled. “Have a seat on the bench.” 
 
    Having a seat meant laying down, his butt in the air. 
 
    He did so, and she greased him up, running her fingers around his rim, which he found absolutely amazing and drove him out of his mind. Then she slid the plug into him and he squawked, actually gave out a shrill, little yelp like a chicken. 
 
    But, after a second, once he got used to it, it didn’t feel too bad. 
 
    In fact, he was sorry he hadn’t played with plugs before this. He had been missing out on so much. 
 
    She fastened the restraints, fixing him to the bench, and now he knew he was in for it. 
 
    She selected a paddle to start. Just a simple ping pong paddle. It had dimples, but no metal rivets or holes. And she spanked him. 
 
    There is a trick to spanking. Some people think they want to be abused, just wailed on, the spanker using all his muscles and blistering the ass until there is blood and bruises. 
 
    Wrong. 
 
    You need to make the spanking last. It’s not icing to be devoured in five seconds, it’s a feast with all sorts of meats and vegetables, and it needs to be drawn out and absorbed in detail. 
 
    She applied the paddle gently. Left redness, a few dimples from the covering on the paddle, but that was all. 
 
    But she kept going and going. 
 
    The pain wasn’t much, he grunted, and it hurt, but he could handle this. 
 
    But the spanking went on and on. 
 
    She stopped, sat in a chair and slid under his face. 
 
    She removed the ring that his face rested in, and it was perfect. His face fell onto her pussy and he ate. 
 
    Like the spanking, it went on and on and on. 
 
    Then she put the ring back under his head, and picked up a short whip. 
 
    Eighteen inches of leather strips, slowly slapping his thighs, his back, his ass, the bottoms of his feet. 
 
    She roasted him, and now he was in a different world of pain. Now hard, but all over, and unbearable. 
 
    And yet…bearable. 
 
    Her arm went around and around, not sufficient to tire her out. The leather straps kept striking and striking, and his skin turned a beautiful shade of pink. 
 
    Not red. 
 
    Not bruising, but warming. 
 
    She stopped to work the plug a bit, then she replaced it with a bigger one. 
 
    And she went back to the paddle. 
 
    He was in a heaven of hurt. Or a hurt of heaven. He was confused and didn’t know the difference. 
 
    And she kept him there. Teetering on the edge of not enough/too much. 
 
    He remembered crying, but not tears of pain. But he didn’t know what they were tears of. 
 
    And she stopped. 
 
    She got him a drink, placed it on a little table with a straw under his head. He was able to suck, and she began massaging his flesh. Her hands were cool, and strong, and she applied a lineament that cured him, rejuvenated him, and made him love her. 
 
    She undid his restraints and helped him sit up, then they sat on the bench and she held him and comforted him, and he fell more and more in love. 
 
    It didn’t matter that she was the source of his pain. What mattered was that she was the source of his succor. 
 
    Then, the day done, she kissed him good night and went home to her husband. 
 
      
 
    Halfway through the month, decked out as a female, getting a particularly intense spanking, not having cum for weeks, he cried in her arms. Then, when he was cried out, he whispered to her, “What does Henry think of all this?” 
 
    “Oh, he thinks it’s a hoot.” 
 
    He looked at her. “And he knows about all the sex we’re having?” 
 
    She looked surprised, but only for a moment. “We aren’t having sex! Oh, but…well, I guess we are. But it’s not husband and wife sex, so it doesn't matter. 
 
    “What kind of sex is it?” 
 
    “It’s sissy sex.” 
 
    He blinked and didn’t understand. 
 
    “You really haven’t figured it out?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It’s coming, my love. Another week or two and you’ll be ready.” 
 
    She moved him around, made him sit on her lap. She held him like she was nursing him, and even encouraged him to suck on her nipples. “Not all men can do it, but when you find one that can…Rhonda understood, but sometimes it’s hard for her when you do things, go through things. But I talk to her, explain to her, and she gets it.” 
 
    “Gets what?” 
 
    Brenda kissed him softly on the lips. And she kept kissing him. She felt his tits, and then se reached down and fondled his chastised cock. 
 
    She said, “She knows that you’re on the pink path. That you’re a sissy at heart.” 
 
    He must have had something in his eyes, because she soothed him. “There, there. It’s all right. It’s okay to be you. It’s not for everybody, but you’re special. You’re built to please women, and you can do this.” 
 
    But Dave didn’t know if he could do it. 
 
    It seemed like every day she was doing something new, pushing him further and further, and his mind…his mind was protesting and scared. 
 
    This went against the way he was raised. This went against society and culture and the way people thought. 
 
    But he kept going, kept moving forward, even when he didn’t think he could. 
 
      
 
    “How are you doing, honey?” Rhonda asked him on the phone. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he admitted, but there was a world of experience and wonder in his voice. 
 
    “I saw the latest batch of pictures. Are you all right with those butt plug things?” 
 
    He nodded, then realized that he had to speak. “It’s okay.” 
 
    She sensed him withholding. “But is it really? Doesn’t it hurt?” 
 
    “No…I mean, sometimes, but…it’s okay.” 
 
    “And how is it having breasts?” 
 
    “I…I like it.” 
 
    That was the hard thing, admitting that he liked something. He was not just overcoming his cultural upbringing, he was confessing to a person still possessed by that culture. 
 
    Yet, was she? 
 
    She didn’t seem upset by any of the things that Brenda did, and sometimes she sounded happy about something they were discussing. 
 
    “Are you okay with this?” he asked. “With this…stuff I’m doing?” 
 
    Rhonda replied with the strangest remark that was totally correct, yet…something else. “I trust Brenda.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    But whatever Rhonda felt or thought, she talked to Brenda every day, and she even made suggestions. 
 
      
 
    The dungeon was done. It was dark and gloomy and had chains hanging from the walls. Chains which could be attached to people. 
 
    The lighting was dark, and the corners were never fully illuminated. 
 
    The wet bar and the refrigerator were installed, and even a sound system. 
 
    Brenda would spend hours down there, making drinks, spanking Dave, listening to music, and…one day. 
 
    “Hi, Dave.” 
 
    Dave froze. He was, as usual, on the bench. He was restrained and his backside had been warmed to a fare thee well. 
 
    It was Henry. Brenda’s husband. 
 
    Brenda wasn’t there. She had spent a long day spanking Dave and had gone home to fix dinner. 
 
    “Brenda sent me to untie you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Dave was in a total state of panic. His face was burning, redder even than the marks Brenda had left on his flesh. 
 
    Dave headed for the wet bar. “Say. You do good work.” He opened the fridge, made a drink, turned to Dave and asked, “You want one?” 
 
    Dave mumbled, “Sure.” 
 
    Henry mixed two, then sat down in the chair near Dave’s head. He pulled the little stool over and set Dave’s drink, with straw, on it.  
 
    Dave sucked. 
 
    “So you really like this stuff?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    Henry chuckled. “Brenda said you were a little conflicted, but that you kept on going.” 
 
    He looked around the basement, admired it. Got up to turn on a little music, then sat down again. 
 
    “Would you like me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Uh…no. Please. No thank you.” 
 
    “Not to worry. I know you’ll make choices as you feel. I’m just offering.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Embarrassed?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “Okay. Say, have you been following the Dodgers?” 
 
    “The…the Dodgers?” 
 
    “Yeah. They just got a great pitcher, and I wonder if that’s going to make a big enough difference this year. Think they’ll make the World Series?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” Dave started thinking about something he hadn’t thought about for nearly a month. “How many starters do they have?” 
 
    And for the next half hour the two men talked about baseball, then Henry released Dave and headed home. 
 
    Later that night Dave thought about what had happened. He had talked to a guy, a manly man, and…he had been accepted. Henry didn’t care that he was on a pink path. How odd. 
 
      
 
    A week later, three days before Rhonda was due home, Brenda brought two ladies to the basement. 
 
    Dave was stunned, and shocked, and scared all over. 
 
    He shivered, but noted how good looking the ladies were. For a change Brenda wasn’t in underwear, or naked. All three women wore pencil skirts, blouses, short jackets, nylons and heels. 
 
    Brenda showed off the dungeon, and was complimented, and the two ladies even patted Dave’s butt and called him a good boy. 
 
    Dave figured out, he thought, they acted like higher ups. Managers, or owners, or bosses, or something. 
 
    “How are his manners?” 
 
    “He is learning how to cook, to clean house, and to serve in the highest manner possible.” 
 
    “Very well done, Brenda. Would you like to handle a few more sissies?” 
 
    After they were gone, and Brenda had returned, he asked, “Who were they?” 
 
    “Very important people. They’re in charge of the local chapter of the Ladies’ Sissy Society.” 
 
    “The Sissy Society?” 
 
    Brenda smiled. “Oh, yes. You probably didn’t know it, but there are people like you in every town in America, and even through out the world. Men who realize that the world has got to change. The LSS goes to great lengths to make sure you are cultivated and helped. 
 
    “They…there are basement dungeons everywhere? Like this one?” 
 
    Brenda chuckled. “Oh, yes. You are unique, but you’re not alone. There’s a lot of men like you.” 
 
    “Sissies.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “I’m confused.” 
 
    “I know you are.” 
 
    She began taking off her clothes. 
 
    “You were a high compliment to me, you realize. They actually offered to assign me more sissies. Rhonda would like to learn more, we might be able to fill this basement up with men like you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “But don’t worry about that now. Right now we need to discuss your confusion.” 
 
    She took out the ring supporting his face and sat down on a chair. He began to eat her. 
 
    “You see, you are confused because you’re half way in between. We need to bump you over the hump. You need to drive on through the confusion and accept yourself as who you are.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    He licked and ate for another minute, then she stood up and went to the pegboard. 
 
    Dave couldn’t see her from his angle, but he could see that she was buckling something around her waist.  
 
    She came back, adjusting a dildo in a strap on. 
 
    “This is how we get your through your confusion. This is where you understand what the world is, what you are, and your place in the world.” 
 
    Dave started at the length of dildo jutting out from her crotch. 
 
    But she didn’t fuck him. She went back to her seat, but now, instead of eating her pussy, he was sucking her cock. 
 
    “We’ve only got a couple of days left, Dave, and, to be honest, you don’t have to do this. But if you ask me to screw you it will relieve the confusion in your mind. It will help you sort things out. 
 
    Dave now had the big peeny in his mouth. He didn’t have to move, just sit there and hold it. A penis. In his mouth. 
 
    Brenda sipped a drink. 
 
    “Once you have given up, submitted, it will all make sense. And, I dare say, you will have the strength of the organization behind you. You will have thousands, tens of thousands, of ladies who support you, appreciate you, and even wish to be involved with you. Heck, Dave, you can be a sort of poster child for the Ladies’ Sissy Society. Would you like that?” 
 
    Dave was silent. His whole world was taken up by the big cock laying in his mouth. 
 
    “Now, you can say no, but I wish you’d say yes. Open yourself up, live the life you’re destined to lead.” 
 
    “Will I ever get out of chastity?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That depends on you. Many men wish to stay in chastity. Many men even opt for castration. Usually chemical, where you retain your junk, but I know a few who asked for the knife.” 
 
    Dave shivered. The thought of losing part of himself, even though it was antithetical to his being—if this was his being—was too much. 
 
    “But, first things first, Dave, I’d like to make love to you, the way a woman is supposed to male love to a sissy.” 
 
    “Put your dick in me.” 
 
    “Absolutely. What do you say.” 
 
    This was new. For weeks Brenda had been pulling him forward, pushing him through experiences, but now she was asking him to make a decision on his own.  
 
    To become who he truly was. 
 
    “What about Rhonda?” 
 
    “She’s fine with this. In fact, I talked to her last night and described how close you were, and you know what she said?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She said she couldn’t wait to fuck you. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “But…do you think I’ll ever be able to fuck her…like…use my dick?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. That’s up to you and her. What I’m concerned with right now is just getting you over the hump.” 
 
    Dave lay on the bench, his mind traveling a thousand miles a second. 
 
    He thought about his wife, and how she had responded to him. 
 
    “This started out as a game.” 
 
    “Did it? Or was it something that had to be? Was it something that both you and your wife knew was coming, and just sort of talked yourselves into getting?” 
 
    A long period of silence. Brenda had said all she could, and it was time for Dave to make up his mind. 
 
    If not now, when? he thought. 
 
    He nodded. His voice, when he spoke, sounded far away. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Brenda pulled back, pulling the dick from his mouth. She stood up, replaced the ring, and walked behind Dave. 
 
    Dave’s ass was well prepared. It was loose and lubed, and she took out his plug and massaged more lube into him. Then she began to penetrate him. 
 
    He grunted, and felt light headed, and felt her member move into him. And as it moved it opened him, opened his mind, and confusion…confusion left.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Good evening, ladies!” 
 
    There were four benches in the basement. 
 
    Brenda stood at one end. She was wearing dark nylons, a halter top, and held a paddle. She looked truly magnificent. 
 
    The four men on the benches mumbled their greetings. 
 
    Behind the men stood Rhonda and Dave. They both wore underwear and transparent peignoirs. 
 
    “I would like to introduce you to my assistants, Dave and Rhonda. Dave is the one on the right, the voluptuous one.” 
 
    Again, the sissies to be on the benches mumbled greetings. 
 
    “You ladies are here to discover your inner selves. You are on the pink path. Dave, behind you, has been in your position. He will attest to the pain and confusion you are going to have to go through. Right Dave?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Dave’s voice was high because he had had his Adam’s apple shaved. His hair was long and pulled into a pony tail on top. His breasts were very large, being Chyna 2000s. 
 
    “Is there anything any of you sissies would like to say or ask before we start?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Brenda smiled over the heads of the men laying on the benches, their cocks in chastity, their vacation breasts large, their lips red. She smiled at Dave and Rhonda, and said, “Ladies, grab your paddles. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He wore a complete body unitard. They were made for women, but he had ordered them off the net and found that they were perfect for sneaking. They had long sleeves, a full neck, and the feet were built in. 
 
    He wore very light, very flexible athletic shoes. Black. With black shoe laces. 
 
    He also had a ski mask he could pull over his face, and he wore black eye shadow.  
 
    In short, he was black. No white. Period. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t enough, he had all black night vision goggles, and one ear held a tiny amplifier. He could see in the dark, and he could hear for a hundred yards around. 
 
    Moving like a cat in shadows, he slithered along the roof. He came to a small building with a door in it. 
 
    This morning, while everybody was gathering for rehearsal he had snuck into the theater, made his way to the top and unlocked the door. 
 
    Of course it might be locked again, but that was no big deal. He was adept with lock picks. 
 
    But it wasn’t locked. He opened the door and went in like a whisper. 
 
    He followed catwalks and found himself a hundred feet above the stage. 
 
    There were lights around the stage, night lights, but no people. 
 
    He sat on the high catwalk and used his night vision goggles to inspect the building. 
 
    Not a sound. Not a hint of motion. It had that empty feeling that buildings get when there are no people in them. 
 
    Just the way he liked it. 
 
    Still, he waited fifteen minutes. Long enough for the cops to arrive. somebody might have seen him on the roof, maybe an alarm he didn’t know about went off. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He moved along the catwalk to a that lead to the stage. He didn’t know what it was for, maybe to lift lights, maybe to adjust stage scenery, but no matter to him. It was solid, and he grabbed it and went down the rope hand over hand. 
 
    He might have a slender, almost feminine body, but he was strong. 
 
    He reached the floor and moved into the shadows. 
 
    And waited. 
 
    Not a sound. Not a movement. 
 
    He turned his head and listened to the far corners.  
 
    There was a slight sound somewhere to the rear, but he didn’t know what. It sounded like breathing, but there was nobody back there. 
 
    He thought about checking, but decided not to. He was going to hit the front office, where the safe was, then head out the front door. That might set the alarm off, but in the five minutes it took for a cop to arrive at the theater he could be a mile away. Certainly outside any perimeter the cops would be setting up.  
 
    But they wouldn’t set up a perimeter. Not for an alarm. Alarms were for checking the doors, shining the big flashlights around. They wouldn’t set up a perimeter and have dozens of cops cruising the streets. Not for an alarm. 
 
    He moved around the side of the stage and down to the front row of seats. He crouched low and moved up the side of the theater to the lobby. To each side of the lobby was a restroom. One for men, and behind that was a door for supplies. Another for women, and behind that was a passage to the front office, which opened on the box office. 
 
    The show was a sell out, and on regular days a cop would come by and escort the manager to the bank. 
 
    On irregular days, such as a holiday like this one, there wouldn’t be a cop, and the money would be put in the ancient safe until a cop could be summoned to help transport the money to the bank. 
 
    He waited off the lobby, listened, looked, and after a few minutes he slipped into the corridor to the women’s room. 
 
    He went into the women’s room, took a leak in a toilet, then climbed up on a toilet. 
 
    The door to the office would be locked. But the ceiling was a fake ceiling, sound panels, and it provided a quick crawl to the office, which had more sound panels. He moved a panel, leaped, and pulled himself onto the thin beams that supported the sound panel ceiling. 
 
    Because he was so slender he was light, and because of yoga he was strong, and agile, and had great balance. 
 
    He crawled along the thin beams until he was over the office. He listened. He lifted a panel and looked down into the office. His head upside down from the ceiling space he looked like Spiderman. 
 
    But he was a bad Spiderman. One that stole things. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    He lowered himself from the ceiling to a desk. Was careful not to mess nay papers or knock anything over. 
 
    He jumped to the floor. He listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He went to the safe. It was big, probably over a hundred years old. But big, while it looked daunting, was actually pretty easy. 
 
    He didn’t need a stethoscope because he had his ‘hearing amplifier.’ 
 
    He put his amplified ear to the safe and listened. 
 
    The trick was to ignore the rest of the world and focus only on the sounds coming out of the safe. That might be dangerous, because he wasn’t listening to the world then, but he had listened to the building, and he was sure he was alone. 
 
    A safe has a series of interlocking wheels. The trick is to feel, and listen, and line up the notches in these interlocking wheels. Not an easy job, but easy if you have the extra powerful ears and sensitive fingers. 
 
    With his ear plastered against the door of the safe he turned the dial. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    He heard it. It was softer than a mouse snapping its fingers, but he heard it. 
 
    He turned the dial the other way. His mind was deep inside the safe now, listening, and his fingers were feeling the interlocking wheels. 
 
    Around…around…creeping…creeping…tick. 
 
    He didn’t smile, but he felt an exuberation swelling inside him. 
 
    He turned the dial. His fingers turned the dial, and it was like a flea walking. He could actually imagine the wheels inside, turning, and…click. 
 
    That click was so soft it was ridiculous. In fact, he wondered if he had only imagined it. 
 
    But the last turn of the dial would be the simple one. Three wheels in line, he simply turned the fourth wheel and kept turning the lever, and there was no place it could go except click. In fact, not so much a click as just opening. 
 
    The door swung back and he peered into the safe. 
 
    His night goggles showed the sack of bills ready for bank deposit. He picked up the bag and hefted it. Maybe ten thousand dollars on a night like this. A very tidy piece of change for a couple of hours work. 
 
    He checked out the rest of the safe and found legal papers, deeds, and a box filled with coins. 
 
    He almost left the coins, then he thought about it: why would the owner of the theater leave a bunch of pennies and dimes and stuff in the safe? 
 
    Could they be valuable? Could they be rare? Collector’s items and pulling in fantastic prices? 
 
    He opened the box and took a penny out of it. It was the top penny, must be there for a reason. 
 
    1959-D wheat penny. 
 
    What the fuck was that? 
 
    He sat back and thought. And in sitting back he saw a coin catalogue wedged inside the safe. He opened it, found pennies, and there it was: 1959-D wheat penny. $50,000! 
 
    Holy Heysoos on a motorcycle with no kickstarter! 
 
    He picked up the box. 
 
    He had a bag in his pocket. It was made of thin but very strong material. He emptied the box office money into it, then poured the coins into it. 
 
    He tightened the top, went to the door that led to the outside world, and stopped. 
 
    No. This was not a thousand dollar heist. This was a million dollar burglary. He should not just walk out, he should sneak out with the same attention to detail that he had used sneaking in. 
 
    So thinking he went to the desk and leaped up into the false ceiling. 
 
    He crawled, spider-like, to the bathroom. He lowered himself to the toilet. 
 
    Now he was exulting. He was going to get away with it. He had won the lottery! 
 
    He walked out to the lobby, through it to the theater, and down the side of the big room. 
 
    He hopped up on the stage and headed for the rope he had descended. It was still dangling, and he grabbed it with one hand. He reached up with the other hand, started to pull, and that was when the girl slid out from behind the curtain and hit him on the back of the head with a baseball bat. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Stupid! Wake up!” 
 
    He sputtered under the deluge of water from a flower pot. His head jerked, and he had a sudden pain in the back of his skull. 
 
    “Unh…” he groaned. He tried to move, but found that his hands were tied. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    Then he started perceiving the room. 
 
    He was in one of the dressing rooms. There were a row of make up stations, and he was on a tatty couch across from them. 
 
    “That’s better,” said the girl. She was standing with one hand on her hip, and one hand holding an empty flower pot. 
 
    “Who the fuck…God, my head hurts.” 
 
    “I did a Babe Ruth on you,” the girl said proudly. “Man, I put the smack on you. Your head sailed out into the bleachers. Home run.” 
 
    He struggled a bit, and, in spite of the pain, he managed to sit up. 
 
    “I’m hurting. You got to get me to a hospital.” 
 
    “Say that again and I’ll hit another home run.” 
 
    He said nothing, just studied her with a surly glare. 
 
    She was good looking. A real babe. She was wearing a short skirt a halter top, and a jacket that didn’t want to stay closed in the front. The reason it didn’t want to stay closed was because of her mammoth mammaries. He could see the swell of her boobs, and the jacket was pressed out. 
 
    She frowned, turned and put the flower pot down. She picked up a small bat. She turned to him. “You want to put your eyes away.” She touched the sweet spot of the bat to a palm menacingly. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” He looked down, and up, but had to look at her somehow. I mean, she was standing right there! 
 
    Long legs encased in mesh nylons. Tall high heels with an extra inch of platform.  
 
    And the face. Wow. The nose was like Jessica Jones’, a little lift at the end. Her lips were red and full. Her eyes…man, she was giving him the once over. 
 
    “Okay, bozo butt, what’s your name.” 
 
    He didn’t want to give her his name. He mumbled something, and she pushed the bat against his forehead, straightened his head right up. “Talk, or I’m going to improve my batting average. 
 
    He had no choice. “Donnie.” 
 
    She blinked, stared, then guffawed. Even in the manly act of guffawing she was beautiful. 
 
    “Ain’t that a kick? My name is Marie. Get it? Donnie and Marie!” 
 
    He stared blankly. “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you know who Donnie and Marie are? Gawd. What a sap!” 
 
    He didn’t say anything.  
 
    “TV? The brother and sister who…oh, never mind.” 
 
    “So, can you let me loose?” 
 
    “She heaved a sigh and got a grumpy look on her face. “Well, that’s sort of a problem.” 
 
    “No. It’s not. You untie me and I walk out and you never see me again.” 
 
    “Aside from the fact that I don’t believe you, I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Why not? You got the bat. I’m fucked up from when you hit me. I just want to get out of here.” 
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “Nope. You just want to get out of here with all that stuff you stole.” 
 
    “What stuff?” he tried, even though the paleness of his face gave him away. 
 
    “The ten thousand dollars and all those old coin things. Are those nickels and dimes really worth anything? You might as well tell me, I’ll find out anyway.” 
 
    “Uh, they’re worth something. I don’t know how much. I tell you what. You give me the coins and keep the money and we’ll never see each other again.” 
 
    “Ha! Now I know they’re worth something. You just offered me ten thousand dollars for them. They must be worth a lot more.” 
 
    Donnie lay there and tried to think, which was hard with his head aching so badly. He knew he had made a mistake. 
 
    “So is this what you do for a living? Sneak into places and steal stuff?” 
 
    Oh, heysoos! 
 
    He tried to downplay his criminality. “I just do it every once in a while.” He embellished. “If I do it too much they’ll come after me. A job here, a job there, enough to live on and I’m happy.” 
 
    She chuckled again. “You are such a bad liar.” 
 
    “I’m not lying!” 
 
    “Look at you. Professional in every way. Dig the get up, the high tech sunglasses. You must make a million dollars a month!” 
 
    He snorted. “If I made a million dollars a month I wouldn’t be doing this. I’d be living in the Caribbean on some island.” 
 
    “Nah. You’re one of these guys who gets off on it.” 
 
    They were silent for a moment then, regarding each other, and Donnie was wondering what was going to happen. 
 
    “So how long you going to keep me here?” 
 
    She pursed her lips in a moue. “I don’t know. That’s my problem, you see. I don’t feel like killing you, and if I let you go you’ll come for me.” 
 
    “You put all that stuff in a bank deposit box or something and I can’t touch it.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you might want revenge.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to protest and she said, “No. You wouldn’t do that. But…I don’t know what to do with you.” 
 
    “Where is the loot, anyway?” 
 
    She snickered. “I love it. You say ‘loot,’ just like a real gangster or something.” 
 
    “But where is it?” 
 
    “I hid it.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Somewhere.” 
 
    “When the cops come they’ll turn this place upside down. They’ll find it. They’ll rip up floorboards, unscrew electrical outlets, check the ceilings…they’ll find it.” He watched her carefully, hoping she would give a tell and let him know where it might be. She had no reaction, however. 
 
    “Who says it’s even here?” 
 
    He thought about that. “What time is it?” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    Crap! He had been unconscious for hours! Long enough for her to leave and come back. 
 
    The pain in his head was slowly waning, and he tried one more time. “So how we gonna do this?” 
 
    She pulled a chair around and sat on it, facing him. They were closer together now, and the lighting revealed how truly beautiful she was. 
 
    “Are you one of the actresses here?” Curiosity got the better of him. 
 
    “Make up. And the reason I haven’t let you go, or just left you here tied up—I could still do that, you know, the cops would just find you and they wouldn’t know about me—is that I need you.” 
 
    He felt a little niggle of relief in the deep down. 
 
    “What do you need me for?” 
 
    “I’ve never done this before, and I don’t know how to get rid of the stuff.” 
 
    “So you need me to fence it.” 
 
    She nodded, watching him with level eyes. 
 
    “Okay. So let me go. You pay me half and I’ll show you how to get rid of the stuff.” 
 
    “Not so fast. Half is too much.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll take 75 and you take 25.” 
 
    She laughed one of those big laughs. “I think you got that backwards. 
 
    “Okay. But we have to get going. Somebody will show up and we’ll be caught and there won’t be any divvying up of the loot.” 
 
    She grinned again. “You said it again. Loot.” 
 
    “Loot, loot,  loot. We have to get going.” 
 
    He had hoped to get her moving, to get himself loose, but she was not about to be hurried. 
 
    She moved her chair closer to him. She leaned forward a little, and he again found himself staring at her boobs. 
 
    He forced himself to look at her face. She was watching him watch her, and she was licking her lips. 
 
    Suddenly he had a very nervous feeling. “What?” 
 
    “We have to do something first.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She reached forward, bending more, showing more boob. She unbuckled his pants. 
 
    “Hey!” he squawked.  
 
    She unzipped him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    He was protesting, but not that hard. After all, what man doesn’t want his pants pulled down by a beautiful woman? 
 
    She stood up, shucked her jacket and stood over him. Her love mounds stood out and she looked over them at him, again licking her lips. Her tongue looked so tidy and wet and sexy. 
 
    She began pulling her dress down. “You ever hear of the Stockholm Syndrome?” 
 
    “Uh…” he stared at her chest, her face, her red lips, her tongue darting out to dab her lips. 
 
    “That’s when the kidnap victim falls in love with her captors.” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She took down her nylons, rolled them off and stood only in her halter top. It was a short halter top, not much to the material, and he could see the outline of her nipples. They were quite stiff. 
 
    “Then there’s the fact that once a guy fucks a woman he is owned. She has a piece of him, and he will find it hard to betray her. He’s in love, you see. That and the Stockholm thing…that’s how I’m going to control you.” 
 
    She paused. He stared at her pussy. It was shaved with a tiny landing strip. She had a tat of a cartoon pussy cat to one side. The cat looked lascivious with bulging eyes and a drooling tongue. 
 
    She threw a leg over him and lowered herself. 
 
    She didn’t engulf him, not yet. She just sat and his dick was poking up in front of her. She began stroking it. 
 
    “We got to make a bargain, you see. You have to be beholdin’ to me, and I have to be beholdin’ to you. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “I…uh…” he made a few ‘urk’ sound sin his throat. 
 
    She rose up, studied his eyes intensely, then lowered herself. 
 
    Donnie wasn’t a virgin, but he also wasn’t in high demand. People always thought he was a little strange, and they treated him aloofly.  
 
    That, and the fact that he was a cat burgler, had driven him to a lone existence. For sex he relied on porn. 
 
    And he wanted a woman. 
 
    The cruel trap of porn was that women didn’t moan and scratch and want to do all the kinky things that guys, and especially Donnie, wanted. 
 
    But as she lowered herself on him…he knew it was different. 
 
    He was tied up, his arms squashed under his back. He couldn’t touch his dick. He couldn’t move, especially to take control, like a man should. 
 
    He was helpless, a victim to her desires, and…it excited him more than he had ever been excited. 
 
    All those days sitting at the computer and stroking himself,  all that time spent searching through BDSM, Sybian machines, fisting, lady boys…this was a dream, and now the dream was happening to him!  
 
    And suddenly all the kinky fantasies that he had engaged in became possible. 
 
    He struggled, tried to bounce her off, but she grinned and clung. 
 
    “Stop…stop!” he whispered frantically. 
 
    She reached down and twisted his nuts until he squeaked. 
 
    She leaned down, her breasts touching his chest, and whispered into his ear. “The only way this is going to work is if you love me.” 
 
    Her hair draggling across his face, her lips grazing his, he tried to push up into her. He was close, and…and…she rose off him. 
 
    She sat back below his penis. She stared at it. “Gawd! Look at that thing!” 
 
    It was pulsing, drooling pre-cum, rigid with outstanding veins. His balls were pulled up tight. 
 
    “Please…please…” he begged, thrusting his hips at her. “Finish me!” 
 
    “Oh, baby.” She slapped his peeny a couple of times, reduced his ardor, and waited. 
 
    He calmed down. “What are you doing?” he gasped. 
 
    “Making you love me,” she answered, and she moved up and drove down on his cock again. 
 
    Again and again, and it didn’t take long this time. He went to the edge, felt the trigger trying to click within, and…she stood up. 
 
    And slapped his dick. 
 
    And sat on him. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    It was light out when she finally got off him for the last time. He was desperate, and he stared at her with love eyes. 
 
    She smiled as she got dressed. “Now that’s the look of love,” she observed of him. 
 
    She produced a sharp knife and cut the nylons she had used to secure him. 
 
    “Don’t get any ideas. This knife is very sharp.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” He stared at her, his pants were near bursting with the force of his cock.  
 
    She smiled. “Let’s go get some breakfast.” 
 
    She held his hand when they walked out of the theater. 
 
      
 
    They ate at a diner on the next block over. It was the usual breakfast crowd, but they managed to find a booth in a corner. 
 
    They ate bacon and eggs smothered with sugar free syrup. 
 
    He stared at her, kept gulping, and realized that his thought processes were compromised. 
 
    He wanted her. 
 
    She wanted to eat bacon and eggs. “I think it’s so neat that you like to put syrup on your breakfast, too.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She giggled. “You should see your face. You look like a puppy dog.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he tried. 
 
    “Yes. You are.” 
 
    People were coming and going and there was a cheerful clatter to the place. She asked, “How’d you get started in this business?” 
 
    His mouth opened and closed a couple of times, then he said, “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on, you do to. What was the first burglary you ever did?” 
 
    He was afraid somebody had heard her and he looked around. What was more important was that his face was turning a brilliant red. 
 
    “Come on. Nobody can hear you. Now give, or I’ll ask you louder.” 
 
    “No! No!” He put his hand on her arm to shush here, but that caused his electric weenie to surge. He pulled his arm back. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I,uh…I used to sneak around in my neighborhood, and uh…steal things.” 
 
    “What kind of things? What did you steal? What is there to steal?” 
 
    “Uh, oh, stuff,” he obfuscated. 
 
    But she saw the blush on his cheeks growing brighter. 
 
    She leaned forward, half exposing her glorious tits, and demanded, “What did you steal.” 
 
    “Bras.” His voice was so low she thought she hadn’t heard him, but she had, and her eyes opened up in delight. 
 
    “Bras?” 
 
    He nodded, and was thoroughly ashamed. 
 
    “And panties and nylons and…you’re one of those kinky, little boys.” 
 
    “That was years ago!” he protested, pushing his cock down in his pants. 
 
    “Once a pervert always a pervert, I always say.” 
 
    “But I’m not!” 
 
    She didn’t say anything for a while, just stared at him thoughtfully. Then she murmured, “You’re a pussy.” 
 
    She spoke low, and there didn’t seem to be anything he could say. 
 
    “You’re one of these guys that goes down the pink path. You should have been born a girl.” 
 
    “Hey!” His voice was strong, but there was doubt in it. 
 
    “I mean, fucking will work, it will tie you to me, but…you need other things.” 
 
    “Look, let’s keep this on a business footing,” he tried. 
 
    “Are you wearing girl underthings right now?” 
 
    “No!” He was sitting up straight now. He was alarmed. 
 
    “Do you have girly underthings?” 
 
    “No!” he lied. 
 
    “I think you do. You wouldn’t be able to give up such a fun hobby. I’ll bet you have a separate room where you have bras and corsets and things. That’s probably what you spend all your money on.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Well, we’ll find out.” She sipped some orange juice, placed the glass down, and sat back. She put her arms up on the back of the booth and that opened her jacket. Her boobs thrust out and he gulped and stared ate them. 
 
    She laughed. “You’re almost too easy, pussy boy.” 
 
    “I’m not a pussy boy!” 
 
    But his voice was weak. 
 
     
 
    After breakfast they walked, again her holding his hand, to his apartment. 
 
    He lived in a brownstone with lots of security. Two bedroom apartment, one room for sleeping, the other room held a couple of safes, a big screen TV, and a computer filled with porn. 
 
    He refused to open the safes for her, which caused her to bite her lip, but was understandable. 
 
    She knew that the only reason she had gotten this far was because he was a kinky, little, bozo butt with a fetish or two, and he wanted more of her. 
 
    Yet just the little tour of his place was enlightening. She studied his collection of night vision goggles. They talked about fencing at pawn shops, very easy but low returns, and finding a jeweler who paid fair. 
 
    When she saw his porn collection, however, she was thrilled. 
 
    Truth, in not letting him cum she had not let herself cum, and she was horny. And now, with a huge collection of boobs and dicks, snatches and buttholes, instruments of S&M, BDSM furniture, and all the other excitements of the depraved soul. she was in heaven. 
 
    The truth was that though she was beautiful, she didn’t have much of a sex life. 
 
    The actors and actresses who she prepared nightly were a weird bunch. Actors. They spent so much time being other than themselves that they didn’t know who they were. 
 
    Since she worked nights she didn’t get out and meet people. 
 
    And, truth, she found most people boring.  
 
    They lived work a day lives. They said the same things. They weren’t like Donnie, who was so far out of the box that he was interesting. 
 
    Even though she had done a mind job on him and he wasn’t capable of coherent thought…he was interesting. 
 
    Not just his vocation, cat burglar, but his psyche, his embarrassments, the fact that he was excited by taboos. 
 
    And it helped that he drooled over her like a puppy dog. 
 
    She made him take off his clothes and she played with him for a while. She tied him to his bed and stroked him, fondled his testicles, kissed him till she thought her lips would fall off. 
 
    And it was fun. 
 
    “I want to keep you, Donnie,” she said at one point. He was tied and she was curled up against him, naked. “I want to keep you and train you.” 
 
    He couldn’t speak. His mind was frazzled, his cock was out of control, he was in love. 
 
    “But I have a problem.” 
 
    “What…what?” He was half out of his body with lust. He wiggled and squirmed and tried to turn enough to rub his penis against her. 
 
    “My problem is that I can’t be satisfied by one man.” 
 
    For a second his mind ran rampant. He loved her. His love was kinky and perverted, and he didn’t want to share her. 
 
    He wanted her all for himself. 
 
    He wanted to be the only one to kiss her pussy, to suckle at her breasts. He wanted to be the only one she used her beautiful, plump lips on. 
 
    But she meant more than that. She didn’t mean she wanted more men. 
 
    “You see, my little, bozo butt, I am bi. A man isn’t enough for me. I…I need a woman, too.” 
 
    That was the point at which he slipped over the edge, though he wouldn’t know it for months and months. He wouldn’t know it until he had some serious reflection time, until he thought about the whimsical ways of his life. 
 
    But, right then, not knowing that he was now officially too far gone, he just marveled at her confession. 
 
    She needed a woman? 
 
    He understood that, because he needed one, too. He needed her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    They played in his apartment for hours, until she had to go home and get ready for work. 
 
    He walked her to the door, obsessed with her, wanting to lay down his life for her, and she turned to him. “Don’t bother trying to follow me. I come here. You don’t go to my house. Do you understand?” 
 
    He gulped, and she walked out the door. 
 
    Of course, telling a cat burglar that you don’t want him to know where you live is sheer foolishness. 
 
    He plugged into the net and had her address within ten minutes. 
 
    He then put on shabby clothes, a big coat, a hat, a fake nose and make up to make his skin look sallow and wrinkled, and went over to her apartment. 
 
    Not house, as she said, but apartment, like his. 
 
    He took up a position on a corner where he could watch her apartment building. He figured out which apartment should be hers. He checked it with a pair of miniature binoculars and saw her walking around. Naked. 
 
    Be still his aching heart! 
 
    On his cell phone he pulled up building plans. He wandered digitally through her building until he had the place committed to memory. 
 
    He slid down behind a dumpster and watched her leave her apartment. 
 
    He followed her to the theater. He expected her to go to the theater, so it was easy. 
 
    She turned and looked back a couple of times, but he was hidden by crowds, discarded his coat, put on a ski cap, turned around and watched her in windows and…she never knew he was there. 
 
    She entered the theater, and he reversed course and headed back for her apartment. 
 
    He was sotted. He was in love. 
 
    He wanted his money. 
 
    There was a big ‘but’ in there, however, and he couldn’t figure out what it was.  
 
    Doubt? But why? 
 
    He walked to her apartment, entered by opening the lock on the back entrance. Avoided security cameras, or simply keeping his face turned away. 
 
    The big trick was her apartment. 
 
    She had two locks, and that meant he would have to pick two locks, and there was a security camera watching the hall. 
 
    Still, as she had observed, he was professional. 
 
    He walked to her front door and tried the knob, and knocked, and turned so that the camera couldn’t see him pick the lock. 
 
    Then he left. Just a visitor who realized his friend wasn’t home. 
 
    He had dinner at a small eatery around the corner. His make up was still good, he hadn’t sweated it off, or rubbed his hand against a cheek or anything. He returned to her apartment. 
 
    The lock in the doorknob was unlocked. He sauntered down the hall, not facing the camera, and knocked, and worked frantically on the upper lock. 
 
    Fortunately, Marie didn’t have professional locks, and within thirty seconds the door was open. 
 
    For the camera’s sake he stood back, put his arms out as if greeting her, then even hugged her by standing in the doorway and wrapping his own arms around himself. Then he was in the apartment. 
 
    The first thing he did, he had to, was masturbate in her underwear drawer. He was so wound up he needed relief in the worst way. 
 
    And, relieved, be began to search the apartment. 
 
    He looked everywhere. He tapped on walls and floorboards. He looked for hidden switches. He tapped on cans and searched in the toilet tank and…nothing. 
 
    His money, and his coins, were not there. 
 
    “Fuck!” he issued the four letter word viciously. He was counting on the fact that she hadn’t had enough time to hide her money elsewhere. 
 
    But she had. 
 
    He took his make up off, no need for that anymore, and sat on her couch. 
 
    “Where…where…where could it be?” 
 
    Then he realized something else. He was going to have to play her for a while. And that meant he was going to have to hide evidence of his visit. 
 
    Fortunately, he was a neat burglar. He took his fake face materials out of the trash. He opened her underwear drawer and took out the pair of underwear he had squirted in. He looked around, one last look, and headed for the door. 
 
    “FREEZE!” 
 
    Two cops were just outside the door. They pointed their Glocks at him and were in shooting stances. 
 
    Donnie froze. 
 
    His life passed before his eyes. 
 
    He anticipated a life in prison, they would find his apartment and sentence him to a hundred years and— 
 
    “Donnie!” 
 
    His head ratcheted around. 
 
    Marie was standing to one side. But she was supposed to be at the theater. What was…she had called the cops…oh, no! 
 
    But, then: “It’s okay, officers. It’s my brother!” 
 
    She moved past the cops and hugged him. “Why didn’t you phone ahead! You caused me so much trouble…” she turned to the cops and said, “Gentlemen, I am so sorry. This is my brother, Donnie. I am so sorry…” and on and on, and the police relaxed and smiled and said it was all right, any time, it’s okay. 
 
    And left. 
 
    Marie closed the door and gazed at Donnie with a smirk. “I knew you were going to break the rules.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t have much to say about that. 
 
    “Empty your pockets.” 
 
    Turning red-faced, Donnie brought out his disguise. 
 
    Marie recognized make up and laughed. “So you know about this stuff.” Then she said, “The other pocket.” 
 
    Trembling, he held out the panties he had jacked off in. 
 
    Marie’s mouth opened in surprise. “Those are…you little, fucking pervert! You jacked off in my…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, he mumbled.” 
 
    Marie took the panties, held them up and grinned. “Open your mouth.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “I’ll call those cops back! Open!” 
 
    Donnie opened his mouth and she pushed her panties into them. 
 
    He tasted the salty taste and gagged. His tongue was against the material and he could feel a big glop of semen pressing against it. 
 
    Marie opened a drawer and took out some duc tape. She ripped a strip off and placed it over his mouth. 
 
    “Gah!” he said, and he looked thoroughly disgusted. 
 
    “I didn’t give you permission, so this is the price you pay. Think about that the next time you want to masturbate. Take off your clothes, one piece at a time.” 
 
    Marie strip searched him, felt under his testicles, even put a finger up his butt. 
 
    “Well,” she said, “We’re going to have to make sure this doesn’t happen again.” She went into her bedroom and came back carrying a small box. 
 
    “I had a boyfriend who was really into this. I didn’t think I’d ever get to use it again.” 
 
    She opened the box and pulled out a chastity tube. 
 
    Donnie had just jacked off and he was limp, and he stared in horror at the infernal device. He knew about these things. Once he was put in one of those she would have him by the short and curlies, almost literally. 
 
    “Imnopu-ingthathiimou!” His voicer was muffled, so she took off the duc tape, but made him keep the panties in his mouth. He spoke around the semen soaked gag and his voice was barely understandable. “I’m not putting that thing on!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You will,” she glared at him. “You not only found out where I lived, you came here and…and jacked off in my panties! By the way,” she giggled, “How do they taste?” 
 
    “Gah!” 
 
    She moved forward and grabbed his nuts. “You do this and I’ll know we have a deal. If you don’t then I might as well call the cops back.” 
 
    He gargled around his panty gag, “How you explain about the money?” 
 
    She smiled. “What money? You didn’t find it, so why would the cops?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She smiled and held up the chastity device. 
 
    With a sob, Donnie nodded. 
 
    Marie quickly slid the thing onto him. She put the ring on and locked it in place. 
 
    Donnie looked down at his poor, imprisoned cock. 
 
    Marie laughed at the look on his face. 
 
    “Don’t worry so much. I’ll take you out and play with you every once in a while.” 
 
    Donnie was getting panicked. Down below, his cock started struggling. He had just gotten off, but his weenie was already responding to the forced denial. 
 
    Marie noticed and smiled. “You’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “Why are you home?” That’s what he tried to say, but the panties were really getting to him. It came out, “Y u hmm?” 
 
    Marie reached up and took the panties out of his mouth. “Try again, but be polite or these go right back in.” 
 
    “Why are you home,” he worked his mouth and. tried to get rid of the taste of his semen. 
 
    “Silly, the place got robbed. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    Crap! He didn’t remember! And he should have. He wouldn't have forgotten that little fact if he hadn’t been so damned horny. 
 
    And now it looked like she was going to get him horny all over again. Which was terrible, and terribly exciting, all at the same time. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk about getting rid of the loot. You do this right and I’ll give you a share. You do it wrong and I’ll leave your cock locked up forever.” 
 
    “I need to know what you’ve got.” 
 
    “The money is fine. I’ll split that with you. But I don’t know what to do with the coins.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to see them.” 
 
    Marie sighed. This was the point at which she was stuck. Then she got another idea. “Okay, lay down on the bed.” 
 
    “Take me out of this thing.” 
 
    “Not for that, stupid. I’m going to lock you to the bed, then go get the coins, and then you can tell me what to do with them.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t want to, but there was a lot of things he didn’t want to do. He finally lay down on her bed. 
 
    She had handcuffs and a ball gag and she quickly used them.  
 
    “Old boyfriend?” asked Donnie. 
 
    “Or girlfriends,” she answered calmly. 
 
    A minute later she was out of the apartment. 
 
    Donnie lay there, naked, his cock trying to push through the chastity tube. He was helpless. He couldn’t get loose. He could yell loud enough through the ball gag to summon help. And what if he could? Anybody walking into the apartment would laugh at him, or call the cops, or…he didn’t want anybody to see him all trussed up like this. 
 
    He lay on her bed. He was comfortable. 
 
    He listened to the sounds of far away traffic coming through to him. 
 
    And, finally, nothing else to do, he tried to go to sleep. 
 
    He couldn’t of course, his wildly surging penis wouldn’t let him. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Bozo Balls,” she greeted him cheerfully as she entered the bedroom. She was carrying his bag. She emptied it on the bed, between his legs. Then she took out his ball gag and said, “I’ve counted the money. Over ten thousand by a few bucks. Here’s your share.” 
 
    She put a stack of cash on the dresser. 
 
    He stared at the wrinkled currency. She really was going to share it with him. 
 
    “And here are the coins. I bought a catalog so we can evaluate them. You know, I don’t even need you for this.” 
 
    “But you’ll need me to sell them.” 
 
    She nodded. “Sad, but true. Let’s start with the 1959 penny.” 
 
    She sat on the bed for an hour and looked up coin after coin. And she didn’t need him. When she was done she had $457,349 worth of coins. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” she whispered. “That’s almost a half a million.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. “You going to give me half?” 
 
    “No. I’m going to give you all of it.” 
 
    “What?” He couldn’t believe his ears. 
 
    “As soon as you’ve helped me get the same amount.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I want you to train me.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Girls don’t make good cat burglars.” 
 
    “We do, too! We’re natural born pussies!” She giggled. 
 
    “They don’t have the strength to climb buildings. If somebody catches you you don’t know enough to fight them off and get away.” 
 
    “All bullshit. Maybe you haven’t noticed, but I’m your size. I know Karate. I’ll lift weights. I’ll be able to do anything you can do, and within a month. Which is about the amount of time it’s going to take me to learn your stuff.” 
 
    “I don’t want to train anybody!” 
 
    “But you have to. You want that half mill? And, while we’re talking prices, let me say that I could probably learn all the stuff you want me to on my own. It would just take too long, and i might get caught.” 
 
    She reached forward and grasped his caged cock. “Man, this thing really wants to get free. Would you like it to get free?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You train me, I’ll consider unlocking you.” 
 
    Donnie knew she had him. He knew that whatever he said she would come up with a dozen counterpoints. But he couldn’t give up. 
 
    “No!” he said. 
 
    Marie bit her lip and thought about it. She knew that within a few days he would be desperate to get his cock free, and she would be able to talk him into it. 
 
    But she didn’t want somebody to do something they didn’t want to do. Force a person to do something and you run into all sorts of resistance, they get sloppy and make mistakes, and… “I’ll tell you what. You train me, and the first time I fly solo, get the goods and don’t get caught, I’ll let you loose.” 
 
    Donnie didn’t want to. He really didn’t want to. But he recognized that this was the best he was going to get. This would be a compromise that would work for both of them. He would get free, and she would get rich. 
 
    Then he said the strangest thing. He didn’t know why, it just burst out of him. “Are you going to go out with girls?” 
 
    She froze. His remark, totally out of the blue, made no sense. 
 
    “What does it matter to you?” 
 
    He answered honestly, a little confused by having been so honest. “I don’t know.” 
 
    She nibbled on her fingernails and studied him. No women. At least for a month or so. Could she do that? 
 
    She thought that maybe she could. But…why? 
 
    “Does it really bother you?” 
 
    He looked away from her. “Forget I asked.” 
 
    “No. No. This is important, or you wouldn’t have brought it up. Does it bother you that I might go out with girls?” 
 
    He looked at her, and she could tell that it was bothering him. “I suppose that makes me a homophobe, or a lezzie-phobe, or whatever.” 
 
    She considered him, studied his face. Words had evaporated from her mind, and she really looked at him. 
 
    She had called him ‘Bozo Butt,’ but why? Was there an intuition working here? 
 
    And she had told him he was walking down the pink path, and questioned his very manhood. You should have been born a girl! 
 
    Why would she do that, unless she knew something, something deep and dark, about him. 
 
    “We’ve got a problem,” she muttered. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. And it looked like he really was. He wasn’t a lez-phobe, or whatever a person who objects to lesbians might be called, but it bothered him. 
 
    Did it bother him because she had succeeded in her Stockholm Syndrome thing? Was he hiding his aversions and phobias? 
 
    Her gut told her that he wasn’t all that averse to her going out with women, he was just averse to her going out. At all. With anybody. 
 
    Which was sort of cute, but not something she had encountered since she was in high school and started dating. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I won’t go out with girls, but…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Only if you let me make you up as a girl.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Then she burst out in laughter. “That’s it! That’s our deal! And you’ll live by it!” 
 
    “I won’t!” 
 
    “Yes, you will, and you know why?” 
 
    He said nothing, but his face was showing all his worry. 
 
    “Because at heart you’re a girly man. You can protest all you want, but the way your dick is trying to get free…I know I’m right.” 
 
    They spent the rest of the night arguing. But when the day came Donnie knew that she had him. He was going to have to teach her his trade. He was going to have to let her make him up, dress him like a little Barbie Doll. 
 
    He did that and he would get his money back. 
 
    He didn’t do it and he risked everything. 
 
    Crap! 
 
      
 
    She was a good student. During the day he taught her basics. How to pick a lock, how to read a schematic, how to be patient and watch your target before doing anything. 
 
    They talked about being on a budget, how to sock money away without the government catching them, and not to buy an expensive sports car right out of the chute. 
 
    They discussed how to choose targets, the best night vision goggles, how to listen with an audio amplifier in one ear and the other ear tuned to the world. 
 
    She quit her job and learned what real work was. 
 
    She got up at five in the morning and headed to the gym. She enrolled in a kick boxing class. She became physically stronger than him. And since she knew martial arts she thought she could take him down any time she wanted to. 
 
    And sometimes she did want to. Because while all her training was going on Donnie was proving recalcitrant. He kept saying he didn’t want to dress like a woman, even though his cock wiggled and said otherwise. 
 
    She thought he was fighting against a truth in himself. 
 
    She threw out his underwear and filled his drawers with panties and training bras. She made him wear high heels and dresses. She got him some breast forms and made him wear them. 
 
    But the kicker was make up. Even though he knew all about make up, he DID NOT want to wear make up. At least in real life. 
 
    “Afraid of being a sissy?” she quipped. 
 
    “I’m already a sissy,” he grumbled. “According to you.” 
 
    She thought about that, and mightily. 
 
    Yes, she had told him he was on the pink path, and she had called him soft, and was demanding that he dress like a woman, but…why? 
 
    She questioned her own motives. 
 
    Yes, she wanted to feel a woman’s arms around her. And he would do until the real thing came along, but…but now that she was doing it she wondered. 
 
    And she didn’t even know why she was wondering. 
 
    Still, in spite of the minor squabbles, the dragging feet, and the occasional grumpiness, they were proceeding. 
 
     
 
    “Okay,” whispered Donnie. It was a dark night, there was nobody around, but he still whispered, and listened, and knew she would hear him because she had her ear amplifier in. “How am I going to do this.” 
 
    Marie was there just to watch, to observe. She was not to do anything but stay behind his shoulder. 
 
    “Upstairs window, the balcony.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “No alarm system on the second floor.” 
 
    “What do I do if there is an alarm?” 
 
    “Abort.” 
 
    “What route do I take?” 
 
    She told him, and he asked her more questions, and she answered, and, finally, he nodded. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    He went up the quoin like he was walking. No sound, just pulling himself up, wedging toes in between the corner bricks (the quoin),  and he was up there, waiting in the darkness under the ledge of the roof. 
 
    Marie followed him, and she made it look just as easy. 
 
    He leaped to the small balcony and she followed him. 
 
    He was in front, but he was watching her every move. He didn’t want to be caught just because some newby messed up. 
 
    He jimmied the balcony doors and stepped into the house. He closed the door and they listened. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    But they didn’t move. They waited. 
 
    No sirens. 
 
    They slunk through a bedroom, down a hall, and into an office. 
 
    Donnie had chosen a house for her first foray into burglary. The people were away, the alarm system was a joke, and all she had to do was watch. Later would come businesses, fancier alarm systems, and she would do some of the work. 
 
    He opened the safe, which wasn’t easy, and he rifled through the papers inside. He found four packets of hundred dollar bills. $40,000.  
 
    He went to the wife’s dresser and opened a jewelry box. Baubles, bangles and beads. He slipped everything into his little sack, turned to Marie and lifted his shoulders as if asking if there was anything else. 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    Ten minutes they were in a bus, sitting next to each other. 
 
    Sitting, and breathing, and her heart pounded. 
 
    He looked cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but she was thoroughly excited. She was so excited she was moist. 
 
    She suddenly giggled, reached for his hand, and held it. 
 
    He smiled. It was a good haul, and her hand was warm. And he was getting closer to finally having his cock freed up. 
 
    Mr. Dingus was happy about that. 
 
    And, yet, he enjoyed being locked up. He didn’t know how it had happened, but…it felt good. 
 
    His sexual urges, often intense, usually terminated by a session on the computer, were…controlled. 
 
    Yes, his peeny squirmed, but he was growing more calm. It would often feel like he was out of his body. His groin would experience a heavy heat, but…he liked it. 
 
    Still…he needed to get free. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! Woo!” Marie poured champagne, and Donnie smiled. 
 
    They toasted, and counted their goods. 
 
    With the jewelry it might come to as high as $80,000. 
 
    Zowie! 
 
    Marie turned to him, grabbed him, kissed him. 
 
    Donnie gave himself to her. Their lips wrestled and he was suddenly breathing hard. 
 
    His cock was really ‘breathing’ hard. 
 
    She reached down and cupped his balls. Her face was inches from his, and she said, “I wish I could fuck you right now.” 
 
    “You’ve got the key,” he pointed out. 
 
    That cooled her down, and she frowned. Then the smile came back. “There is something else.” 
 
    Donnie tilted his head slightly. 
 
    “Sit down, drink your drink, let me talk.” 
 
    They sat in chairs in his work room. His ‘counting’ room, as it were. 
 
    “Do you remember me telling you about the Stockholm Syndrome?” 
 
    “How could I forget,” he spoke drolly.  
 
    “And you’re getting good at being a woman.” 
 
    He frowned and corrected her. “At dressing like a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I want more.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I fucked you. Put my pussy all over your dick, and I thought I could own you.” 
 
    He smiled, “Well…” 
 
    “I know. The best laid plans…but you didn’t stay owned, and now i know why. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you need to be fucked like a woman.” 
 
    He stared at her, his mouth opening. 
 
    “I want you to get dressed up, I want you to look beautiful, then I want to really fuck you.” 
 
    “I don’t happen to have a pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. You have a man pussy, and I have a strap on.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “If you let me do this I think I really will own you. I will make love to you, teach you how to really be a woman, and then…then you’ll be mine. I really will own you.” 
 
    “You want to make anal love to me.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was now holding his balls with both hands. She was excited, breathing hard, and he sensed that her pussy was wet. 
 
    She wanted him to submit to her. That was the only way to put it. 
 
    He had had enough problems throwing her influence off when she had sat on his dick, and he still dreamed of how he’d felt after she had screwed him to just short of a cum. 
 
    “Do I cum?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Probably?” he raised an eye. 
 
    “There is a thing, some people call it a prostate orgasm, or an anal orgasm. And some people call it a sissygasm.” 
 
    “I orgasm from taking it up the…” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He stared at her, and he was scared. What she was proposing…he was scared. 
 
    Yet… 
 
    “Do you like being in chastity?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    “So stay in it. Let me do this. I’ll show you sex like you’ve never dreamed.” 
 
    He picked up the bottle of champagne and swigged half of it. 
 
    She watched him. 
 
    “And it won’t hurt?” 
 
    “Maybe a little, at first, but I’m pretty good at making people feel good.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. They were so intensely into each other that they suddenly laughed. 
 
    Exciting. 
 
    “Okay,” he finally said. 
 
      
 
    They spent an hour working on him. He Naired and got all the hair off him. He put on his underwear and breast forms. 
 
    She handed him a dress and he slipped into it. 
 
    “This is better than fucking a woman,” burbled Marie. 
 
    “I’m about to find out,” he quipped. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    Then she brushed his hair. He had been growing it longer, and she was able to style it in a feminine fashion. 
 
    She gave him long, red nails, painted his toenails, and worked on his face. 
 
    Donnie sat quietly, feeling sensations that were so exciting. 
 
    He had never thought he would like this, but…he did. 
 
    “You know,” she said, as she worked on his eyelids and eyebrows, “We could get you real tits.” 
 
    “Implants?” 
 
    “Sure. We don’t have to make them big, you could bind them when you wanted to go out as a man. And—“ 
 
    “What if I want them big?” 
 
    She was sitting on his lap as she worked on his eyes, and now she paused, looked at him, then kissed him. 
 
    Gently. 
 
    Then she finished his eyes and rolled on the red lipstick. 
 
    Donnie felt an expansive feeling rising up in his chest. It almost felt like he had breasts. 
 
    Finally, she was done. She held out her hand and helped him stand up. 
 
    He was beautiful, and they were alike in certain ways. They were the same height, they were the same slender, and they had big boobs. 
 
    They looked at each other in the wall mirror, and grinned. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she quipped. “Lay down. I think I love you.” 
 
    He laughed and got onto the bed. He was on all fours and his butt was lifted up in the air. 
 
    Marie was still in her burglary clothes, black unitard that covered all flesh.  
 
    She had a ski cap and pulled it over her head. Her head was now black and only her eyes showed. 
 
    Donnie looked over his shoulder at her as she put on her strap on. He shivered. A black ninja was about to take him, and it was sexy as hell. His cock writhed in his cage and his balls felt packed with fullness. 
 
    Marie lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She rubbed lubricant into his hole and began reaming him. 
 
    Donnie groaned. Man, this was better than putting his dick into a girl. This was him about to get dicked. 
 
    Marie moved up behind him, put her dildo to his hole and asked, “Are you ready, lover?” 
 
    Donnie gulped and nodded, then gasped as she slithered in, opened him up, and showed him what life was really all about. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Many months later Marie walked down the hallway in a hotel in Las Vegas. Top floor, nothing but high rollers. She was alone, except for the bud in her ear. 
 
    “Okay?” she whispered. 
 
    She was wearing a wig, had applied make up to her face to change the shape of it, and her body even had extra padding on the butt and hips. 
 
    “He’s still in the game.” 
 
    Marie stopped in front of a door and knocked. 
 
    No answer, but that was okay. She used the card they had made and it worked perfectly. The door swung back and she stepped back and held her hands out as if greeting an old friend. Then she stepped onto the threshold and hugged herself. From the angle of the camera it looked like she was hugging an old friend. 
 
    Then she closed the door and went to work. 
 
      
 
    They toasted each other with veddy expensive champagne. they were lying on the big bed, and the big bed had bundles of cash scattered across it. 
 
    Marie sipped, then reached down and felt his groin. 
 
    He had no bump, just a smooth mons, like a real woman. 
 
    Of course he wasn’t a real woman, not completely. He still had a penis, though it was always limp. 
 
    He preferred limp by chemical over a chastity tube. 
 
    He would take a pill, be limp for a month, recover enough for a boff or two, then take another pill. 
 
    He looked like a woman most of the time now. He liked his implants, he liked wearing dresses and make up, and he liked, most of all, what Marie did to him late at night. 
 
    And she liked what he did to her with her strap on. 
 
    “So, have I passed?” 
 
    He grinned. “Well, actually, you passed months ago.” 
 
    “What? And you didn’t tell me?” 
 
    “What? And spoil the fun?” 
 
    “Come here, you.” She crawled onto him, felt his boobs, and kissed him. 
 
    She was going to get a night of cock that wouldn’t quit, for dildos never did quit. 
 
    And he was going to get what he wanted, a night of frustration and longing, and being drained. 
 
    He would stay horny, for though his body was emptied, his mind didn’t think so, and he always wanted more. 
 
    And he loved it. 
 
    He liked being owned. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    She was headstrong and demanding, especially when it came to bed. 
 
    “That was a delicious dinner,” said Tom, leaning forward to see past his wife. The road was clear, so he turned left and headed for the freeway. 
 
    “It was okay,” Kylie acknowledged. 
 
    Tom glanced at his wife. He was always a little surprised that she had married him. She wasn’t just a beauty, she was a raving beauty. Her skin was white, fine, free from imperfections. Her hair trailed down to her shoulders, and would put a raven’s wing to shame. Her lips were red and plump. 
 
    His favorite sport was chewing on his wife’s lips. When she let him. 
 
    “Just okay?” 
 
    He was not a stud, but he was handsome and worked hard. He always tried to please his wife, who, unfortunately, could not always be pleased. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You should have tried the prime rib,” he offered. “It was out of this world.” 
 
    She looked out the window and bit her lip. Out of this world. Hunh. 
 
    “Smother a little radish sauce and you are allowed entry to heaven.” 
 
    She smiled wanly, considered him, then went back to looking out the window. 
 
    “Honey, are you upset?” 
 
    “No, no. Not at alL.” 
 
    “You seem a little preoccupied. Is it something I have done?” 
 
    She turned to him, gave him that big, bright smile that melted him, and reassured him. “You’re doing just fine, Tom.” 
 
    Then she went back to looking out the window. 
 
    Tom was reassured, but not really. Lately Kylie had seemed out of sorts. It almost seemed like she was  merely putting up with him. 
 
    Lord knew he tried hard to satisfy her, but…he wished he knew what was bothering her. 
 
    He turned down their street and she straightened up and looked at their house. 
 
    It was a three bed two bath ranch style. They had a swimming pool in the back, a hot tub, a game room in the basement, and…they were living good. 
 
    He had his own company, and she did a little modeling work on the side. 
 
    So what could be the problem. 
 
    Tom parked the car and they both got out and walked up the path to the front door. 
 
    Click, click, click. Tom loved the sound of Kylie’s high heels. He walked behind her and watched her round ass sway. She was a symphony of sexy curves, and just looking at her gave him a king sized boner. 
 
    In front of him, Kylie knew he was staring at her butt again. She could feel his gaze like it was a light saber, caressing her curves. 
 
    Really, what was it with men? A butt was for sitting on. And maybe for fucking, if you liked anal, but that was it. A butt didn’t guarantee a good fuck. so why did men stare at the butt so hard? 
 
    She opened the door, click, click, clicked through the foyer and headed down the hall. 
 
    Tom followed her, hypnotized by the way her ass swayed. 
 
    She entered the bedroom and began undressing. 
 
    Ah, undressing. Tom’s favorite sport. 
 
    He sat on the bed, stalling as he took off his dress shoes. 
 
    Kylie took off her short jacket and hung it over the back of the vanity chair. 
 
    Tom studied the way her breasts pressed out against her blouse. She was wearing a half bra again, and her nipples poked over the lip of her bra. 
 
    She reached behind herself and unbuttoned her blouse. Women were so flexible that way. That stretched her blouse and her breasts seemed larger, her nipples more rigid. 
 
    Tom sighed, dropped his shoes and started on his socks. 
 
    Kylie wiggled out of her pencil skirt, and her form, already magnificent in clothes, became more magnificent. She was in panties and bra now, and her curves were accentuated.  
 
    Tom stepped out of his pants. His dong was erect, and he wanted it to get out and breath, and to give the hint to Kylie. 
 
    She smiled, wanly, and observed his cock. “That time, eh?” 
 
    He almost felt like giggling. She didn’t feel like it very often, and when she did he felt like a school boy. “I guess.” He tried to hide his excitement, but it was like trying to hide his cock. 
 
    She rolled off her nylons and unfastened her bra. Her breasts tumbled forth, virgin mountains. 
 
    He stripped off his shirt and stood, breathing heavily. He was so mesmerized by the perfection of her body he couldn’t move. 
 
    She understood him. He was like all men. He wanted his reward. He wanted to dip the wick and get his rocks off. 
 
    Concealing a sigh she crawled onto the bed and spread her legs. 
 
    Tom said not a word. He knelt over her, touched her nipple like he was afraid she would break. 
 
    It gave her a shiver. She did like sex, but… 
 
    He lowered his face to her breast. He sucked her nipples. His hand went to her mons. He was in danger of cumming just from touching her, and he tried desperately to control himself. He knew she didn’t like it when he shot his load too soon. 
 
    Making love to Kylie was a balancing act. Not too soon. Not too late. And it was almost impossible to judge when too soon and too late was. 
 
    She drew in her breath, arched her chest a little, and reached for his prick. 
 
    Tom had a nice one. Not too big, not too small, and…suddenly she wished for more. For something different. 
 
    Maybe a big, huge, black dick, stretching her out and making her cry out. 
 
    Or maybe one so small she could hardly feel it. Wouldn’t it be fun to deep throat a cock without gagging? 
 
    Tom slid down to her pussy and used his mouth. He chewed on her labia, suck on her clit, and tried his best. 
 
    Kylie enjoyed it, liked it, but her mind was not engaged. 
 
    What if he were 12 inches? Could she take 12 inches? 
 
    Now that was something to consider. 
 
    He moved up, worked on her breasts for a while. He was almost swooning, and he was losing control. 
 
    “Don’t cum until I do,” she whispered to him, then she kissed him. 
 
    “I’ll try not to,” his words were emitted jerkily, and he was already having trouble. And Kylie knew it. 
 
    She knew the effect she had on men, and particularly on her husband. 
 
    Men were easy. They lusted, they drooled, they couldn’t think straight. 
 
    And, a perverse desire, she decided to make Tom cum too soon. 
 
    Oh, he would like it, he wanted to cum. But cumming too soon would make him feel guilty. And she liked it when he felt guilty. 
 
    He was ready to put it in her, and she reached down and grabbed his cock. She squeezed it, and she kissed him, and she slapped his balls. 
 
    Tom couldn’t stand it. He began to shake. 
 
    “No…no!” he moaned, but it was too late. He was just too excited, and heer simple manipulations had driven him over the top. 
 
    He squirted in her landing strip, on her hands, his body jerking and twitching. 
 
    She held on, and held a smile within. 
 
    She let go. 
 
    He supported himself above her, ready to enter, but now with no weapon at the ready. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” He was almost in tears at having disappointed her. 
 
    But she just wiped her hand on him, then turned away. “It’s okay.” 
 
    He lay there, knowing he had failed. 
 
    She lay there, knowing she had succeeded. 
 
    Sex, for her, was old hat. The fun came not from sex, but from the mind games surrounding it. 
 
    Make him feel guilty. Make him think he hadn’t satisfied her. Though, by squirting too soon, as she had planned, he had actually satisfied her. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “It’s okay. Go to sleep.” 
 
    He lay there, and would lay awake for a while.  
 
    She would be awake also. 
 
    He would go to sleep before she did because, after all, he had cum. 
 
    Then she would rub one off. Maybe on the bed if he was deep enough in sleep. Or maybe she would go to the bathroom and rub one off in there. 
 
    She stifled a laugh. She had messed with his mind. And tomorrow she would rub it in in a thousand different, little words and facial expressions. 
 
    And he would suffer so delightfully. 
 
    Was she sick? Getting pleasure from his misery? 
 
    She didn’t think so. She was just having fun. She was bored, and just looking for new ways to have fun. 
 
    He gave a light snore. 
 
    She sighed, waited, and he gave another snore. 
 
    She waited a few minutes past that, and when it looked like he was really deep in sleep, she got up and headed for the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Tom was an early riser. He liked to wake up, jump out of bed, do a few push ups and sit ups, eat a hearty breakfast, and get a start on the day. 
 
    This day, however, he wasn’t first up. 
 
    He awoke, smiled, thinking of the night previous, no doubt, and realized that Kylie wasn’t in bed. 
 
    Odd. She usually slept late. 
 
    Oh, well. 
 
    He got up, slipped into his routine and did a couple of dozen push ups, about forty jumping jacks, some squats, and forced himself to do some burpies. 
 
    Why did he dislike the exercises that were the best for a body? 
 
    Then he hopped into the shower, soaped and rinsed, sang a little because he didn’t have to worry about waking anybody up. 
 
    Then, wearing a worn, old red robe, he headed out for the kitchen. 
 
    Kylie was sitting at the table, looking out the big window at the back yard. Just sitting and thinking. 
 
    “Hello, my love,” Tom said, bending and kissing the top of her head.” 
 
    “Hello, my horny bastard.” 
 
    It was their usual greeting, and it made them both happy. 
 
    “Would you like a stack of butter drench, syrup dripping pancakes?” 
 
    “And one piece of bacon, bubbly with crispy edges.” 
 
    Tom acknowledged her and set out to make breakfast. 
 
    Usually she made breakfast, but he had volunteered, so he rattled the pans and got out the butter and syrup. 
 
    “And how are we this fine morning?” 
 
    “Miserable,” she answered with equanimity. 
 
    He closed a cupboard door and looked at her. This was something new. “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. I’ve had a massive epiphany, and you’re not going to like it.” 
 
    Tom grunted, and was immediately nervous. 
 
    He had had a girlfriend in college who drove him crazy with her ‘epiphanies.’  
 
    She wanted him to take off his shoes before he entered her apartment. 
 
    She wanted him to wear silly scarfs and galoshes when the weather was bad. 
 
    They hadn’t lasted long. 
 
    But the effects of her ‘realizations’ and ‘bright ideas’ had stayed with him, and now he distrusted any woman who got an idea. 
 
    Well, not that bad, ideas are good, but he was already on edge with Kylie because of her placidness and frowns. 
 
    He finished making breakfast, put the dishes on the table, and said, “Should I break out the bourbon?” 
 
    This was code for ‘we got a problem and it’s a big one!’ 
 
    She surprised him by saying, “Yes.” 
 
    So though it was seven in the AM he grabbed the bottle of Whistlepig, a couple of glasses with ice, and a bottle of Coke. 
 
    “We’re going to start drinking Pepsi after today,” she murmured, taking a sip, then digging into her pancakes. 
 
    Since she had made him nervous, he took a big glug, then began assaulting his stack. 
 
    Halfway through his pancakes, and his bourbon, he asked, “So what is it that makes you miserable.” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    Tom’s heart was pounding. He loved his wife with his life. Yes, she required work, and care, but she was kind, and beautiful, and thoughtful. 
 
    “And what can I do to ameliorate the situation?” 
 
    She sipped her drink, finished eating her pancakes, and sat back. 
 
    “I was watching a podcast the other day. Don’t know why, but I was drawn to it and it was about femdom and things of that nature. 
 
    “I thought you already were a feminist.” 
 
    “I suppose, but I’m not die hard.” 
 
    Which made him glad, because he wasn’t a feminist. But, then, what man is? 
 
    “During this podcast this woman made a statement. It was said in jest, I believe, though you never can tell. At any rate, it got a chuckle.” 
 
    “And what was this statement?” 
 
    Tom was staring at her lips. They were moist with syrup and he wanted to lick them. God, he had just cum the night before, and he was already getting horny again! 
 
    “She pointed out that women are XX, and that men are XY.” 
 
    “A scientific statement,” he nodded. 
 
    Kylie was wearing a peignoir, quite transparent, and not he was staring at her breasts, and trying not to. He didn’t want to be upbraided for not focusing. 
 
    “But if you have ever noticed the difference between the X and the Y?” 
 
    He was blank on that one. He was back up to her red lips. He wanted to kiss them. 
 
    “The X and the Y are the same, except that the Y is missing the lower right ‘tail,’ or ‘leg,’ or whatever you want to call it.” 
 
    Tom blinked and came back to the conversation. He had the feeling that something important was happening, but he didn’t know what. 
 
    “The point is…” Kylie shifted her position and the peignoir fell apart at the front.  
 
    Tom suddenly had a front row seat and a full on view of her pussy. He gulped and his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down. 
 
    “…the point is that men are missing something.” 
 
    Tom gave a desperate sort of a smile and forced himself to look at her beautiful eyes. “I think we have a little extra something, if you get my meaning.” His cock was standing up from the folds of his robe. Kylie could see it through the glass of the table. She smiled at it, but it was a rueful smile. 
 
    “Yes. I can see how you would think that, but…you’re missing something.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, I just don’t understand.” 
 
    She leaned forward, placed her hand on his forearm, which caused electricity to surge through his body and made him gulp again. He could see her breasts falling forward, actually resting on the cold glass of the table. 
 
    “Tom, it is. my intent to help you regain your missing part.” 
 
    “Regain?” 
 
    “Yes. We’re going to have to reconfigure you, make you pure, put the extra leg back on your Y, help you regain the XX status.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m really not sure where you’re going with this.” 
 
    She sat back, folded her arms under her breasts, which held her breasts higher and pointed them at her. 
 
    “My love,” she spoke in a low tone, “You are a bull in a China shop. You pursue and manifest logic, and this destroys your heart. And if we don’t fix you then you will go through life never experiencing its subtleties, never seeing the gold in the sunrise, never really knowing what sex is all about. 
 
    It was the ‘know what sex is all about’ that did it. Tom was a sexual creature.  
 
    “I know what sex is all about!” 
 
    She smiled wanly. 
 
    “You can’t tell me I don’t!” 
 
    “You don’t.” 
 
    She stood up and sashayed away, her body a symphony of curves and jiggles and swaying. 
 
    Tom waited but a second, then stood up and followed her. “Wait a minute?” 
 
    “Why? For you to think? For you to come up with reasons why you aren’t lacking what I need?” 
 
    That stopped him. Lacking what she needed? He thought he was providing everything: house, cars, clothes, food…sex. 
 
    But then why did she act like he wasn’t? Why did appear almost sad? Why was she saying these things? 
 
    She went into the bedroom, and Tom moved again, followed her into the bedroom. 
 
    She sloughed off the peignoir and selected a bra and panties for the day. The panties were thongs, her pussy was visible; she was going to be showing a monkey knuckle today. Her bra just lifted and cut off at the nipples. Her nipples were going to be poking through whatever thin material she wore today. 
 
    Tom stood there. His dick was now hard. Didn’t matter that he had just cum the night before, he was stiff. 
 
    She pulled up a pair of shorts that, as he suspected, showed her labia through the material. Hell, any tighter and it would have shown her clitoris. 
 
    His boner bobbed. 
 
    She put on a half shirt. She buttoned a couple of buttons, which left her with a lot of cleavage, then tied the bottom of the shirt together. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    She slipped on her high heels and sat down at her vanity table. She began working on her face, swift, sure motions that cleaned, prepared, and colored. 
 
    Her eyes became scintillating gems within dusky caves. Her lips—ah, God! Her lips!—became plump and red and moist. 
 
    Tom felt a little droplet issue from his slit. He looked down, and his cock bobbed and the drop fell to the floor. 
 
    Kylie noticed, and smiled. But it was still one of those tired smiles that said nothing and said everything. 
 
    “Honey, I don’t understand, but if you …” he paused and gathered his thoughts. Then: “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    She looked at him in her mirror. It was a calm, cool, contemplating look. 
 
    She reached over to her dresser drawer and took something out. She tossed it to him. 
 
    Tom caught it, looked at it, and realized what it was, and what she wanted him to do. 
 
    Panties. 
 
      
 
    The panties were lavender. They were thongs. They were the kind of panties Tom loved to see on Kylie. But not the kind he wanted to wear. 
 
    His mouth slightly open in surprise, he held the panties up, turned them in his hands, and said, “You’re kidding.” 
 
    Kylie watched him, slightly bemused, and for the first time in years she didn’t have the slightly bored expression on her face, the shadow of disappointment. 
 
    “These are yours.” 
 
    “And they are comfortable. They fit snugly and that little strip of cloth up the backside massages my asshole all day long.” 
 
    “But…but they’re for women!” 
 
    “They’re for anybody who wants to live horny. Do you want to live horny, Tom?” 
 
    He raised his eyes over the panties and stared at her. “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “You’re a woman missing something, and I’m trying to give it back to you.” 
 
    “But…how would wearing these…I don’t…” 
 
    She stood up then, an amazingly beautiful woman, full breasts, round ass, a camel toe. She took the panties from him. 
 
    She was a foot away from him, his cock was like metal, but quivering. The idea of wearing panties hadn’t exactly dampened his ardor. 
 
    She reached forward and touched his nipple with one, red fingernail. 
 
    He shivered and she grinned. 
 
    “This is what a woman feels like all the time. Our nipples are hard and our vaginas are moist. And when we see a man trying to be like us…it gets very intense.” She moved her face towards his, her lips hovered a millimeter from his, then she moved back, her face twisted in a pleased smile. “Don’t you want to feel life like this? Intense?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I can’t wear those!” 
 
    “Why not, Tom? Why not? Do you know how many men wear panties, and even a bra? Or nylons, corsets, and…other things?” 
 
    “What other things?” came out of his mouth. 
 
    She touched his lips with her index finger. “Maybe you’ll find out, if you wear these, if you grow a pair.” 
 
    He was frozen. He couldn’t think of his past, and his future was unimaginable. There was only the moment, the demand, the drop of semen on the end of his prick. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed his nipple, licked it, then moved back. 
 
    He couldn’t speak now. He was totally overloaded. 
 
    Holding the panties in one hand, she pushed his robe apart, over his shoulders. 
 
    It dropped, slithered off his body, and he stood naked before her. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She knelt in front of him, she lifted one of his legs by sliding her hand behind a calf. She slipped his foot through a leg hole. Then the other one. 
 
    She was face to face with his boner, and she opened her red mouth and swallowed it. Deep throated him. She rarely did that, but now she was engulfing his whole body part, her lips pressed against his groin. 
 
    It was as if he had no cock, Her mouth just pressed against his flesh, but it was deep inside her throat. 
 
    He made a guttural sound, he wasn’t sure what. He was dizzy. Then she moved her head back and forth a few times. 
 
    He was gulping. He put his hands on her head and she let him. She normally didn’t like him trying to control her, but now she let him. 
 
    He was close, his eyes were rolling back, but she took her mouth off him and stood up, pulling the panties up his legs. 
 
    The string touched his brown button and he shivered. His cock pressed out against the thin patch of light purple ludicrously. 
 
    She stepped back and he looked down. 
 
    His hard shaft pressing the panties out. 
 
    Her face was close to his. She leaned into him, grabbed his weenie with one hand and whispered in his ear, “How do they feel.” 
 
    “Okay.” His voice sounded like a frog was lodged in his throat and doing the talking. 
 
    “All day long you’ll be hard. Women will stare at your crotch. Your cock will cry pre-cum, and you’ll be all mine. What do you say.” 
 
    “I…I…guess so.” 
 
    She kissed him, hard, near crawled down his throat with her tongue. Then she pushed him away and watched him. Her smile was happy and teasing and…infuriating. 
 
    He wanted to fuck her, but that was obviously not part of this scenario. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, trying to regain control of his throat. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Do you want to go for the bra now?” 
 
    “No! No!” His head was shaking in the negative. 
 
    “That’s okay. You’ll enjoy this for a few days, then you’ll start wondering, and finally, finally you’ll ask for the bra.” 
 
    She moved close to him again, put her palm on his pectorals, feeling his nipples, and him feeling the soft skin of her hands. “Mmm. I’ll get a training bra. To match the panties. You will love the way the bra holds you all day, pressing on your chest, reminding you that you are female.” 
 
    “But I’m not female!” he croaked. 
 
    “Not yet,” she grinned, then she stepped back and said, “Get dressed, I want to go to some garage sales.” 
 
    Laughing, she sashayed out of the room and left him to dress. 
 
      
 
    He wore shorts, loose enough to dangle in, not tight enough to strangle him. 
 
    And he would have been strangled. The shorts kept him bent, and that exacerbated his horniness. 
 
    Kylie loved it. Normally she moved through the tables of garage sales without him, looking at items that would only interest a woman. He would look at tools, or books, or things that fulfilled a manly need. 
 
    Now she held to his arm, pressed her chest against his biceps, and guided him around the driveways and garages. Sometimes she would turn suddenly and her hand would brush against his groin. 
 
    He would blink, and gulp, and shiver. 
 
    She would chuckle and lower her sunglasses enough to look over the tops at him. 
 
    “Look for kinky underwear, honey,” she whispered.  
 
    He whispered back, “They don’t have that kind of stuff at a garage sale.” 
 
    “You never can tell. Maybe you’ll find a dress you like, or how about those high heels over there.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a dress.” 
 
    “Could you say that a little louder? I didn’t quite hear it.” 
 
    He blushed, There was no way he was going to say that aloud! 
 
    All morning she led him from sale to sale, and teased him at each one, and even bought a pair of high heels that was too big for her, but…she looked at him appraisingly. She whispered, “These are big shoes. Do you know anybody who is big enough to wear them?” 
 
    He blushed more. 
 
    By the time they went home he felt like he had the palsy. He would make a small move, say to put the keys in the ignition, and his whole arm jerked. He had to be extra careful when pressing the peddles because his whole leg would suddenly move. 
 
    “Take it easy, honey,” Kylie snickered. “If you get in an accident everybody will find out that you’re wearing a thong.” 
 
    They arrived home and she click, click, clicked into the house. 
 
    He shuffled behind, a little out of his body, he had never wanted to have sex worse in his life. 
 
    But, of course, Kylie was not about to let him have that. 
 
    “Oh, come on, honey. You just came the other night. I don’t think you’d be able to cum, even if I did let you in.” 
 
    He stared at her monkey knuckle. 
 
    “Now if you’re a good boy then I’ll let you wear my one piece when we go swimming.” 
 
    “Swimming?” 
 
    “Not in the pool. We’re going out to the creek this afternoon, and we can’t go naked.” 
 
    It was true. But he also couldn’t go wearing a girl’s bathing suit. 
 
    They ate lunch, tuna sandwiches with enough mayo, chopped onions, a sprinkle of garlic, and slices of olive. 
 
    She brought out her bathing suits. A one piece, yellow with stripes, and a two piece which wasn’t much more than a cork and two band aids. 
 
    “Come on, honey.” 
 
    “I, uh…need to get my suit. 
 
    “I’ve got your suit.” 
 
    “I…can’t!” 
 
    “Of course you can.” Then she frowned, and smiled, and said, “Grab the booze and a six pack of Coke. You just need a little lubrication. 
 
    He was back to gulping convulsively. But he managed to grab a bottle of bourbon and a six pack and he put them in the trunk. 
 
    Then, still wearing his lavender thong, he backed the car out and they headed for the country. 
 
     
 
    They drove for an hour, then hiked for an hour, and reached a very secluded spot. It was a wide spot in the stream. A curve where the water had dug out the far bank. The water was shallow, meandered, and the sun warmed it sufficient to make it absolutely perfect. 
 
    Tom lay out a blanket and they put the cooler on one corner of it, and their shoes on the other corners. 
 
    Kylie took off her clothes quickly, watching Tom out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    He hadn’t removed a single article of clothing, and he said, “I can just go naked.” 
 
    “Now where’s the fun in that?” asked Kylie, pouring out a. little Coke, then adding a little bourbon. 
 
    She sipped, leaving her lip imprint on the can. “Perfect!” She handed the can to Tom. 
 
    He took it, looked at the lip imprint and drank. It was like he was kissing her, and she knew it. 
 
    She made another drink for herself and sipped. She slipped into her two piece, and Tom felt his boner bulging in his purple panties. 
 
    “Come on. Don’t be a spoil sport.” 
 
    He took off his shirt and looked down at his shorts. He looked up at her. “Unh uh.” 
 
    She put her drink down, grabbed his shorts and pushed down with her thumbs. 
 
    He held them up. He hissed. “I’ve got panties on!” 
 
    “Not long. Now let go or I’ll kick you in the nuts.” 
 
    The trouble was, he knew she would do that. She had slapped him, or kneed him , before. Not often, but she was a woman who, when she decided she wanted something, she got it. 
 
    She pushed his pants down, and he couldn’t push his panties down fast enough behind her. 
 
    “You don’t care if somebody sees you naked, but wearing panties…” her chuckle was rich and throaty. 
 
    “It’s different,” he complained. 
 
    “How? You’re still you. Now put on the suit.” 
 
    She tried, and tried, but he had finally reached the point of most resistance. No cajolery, no amount of alcohol, could change that. 
 
    She sighed. “Okay, I’ll tell you what. I’ll wear the one piece. You wear the two piece. If anybody comes you can simply take off the tap.” 
 
    Bingo. He went for it. 
 
    She took off her bottom and handed it to him. He pulled it up and it was as silly as his panties. Maybe sillier. 
 
    She handed him the top. 
 
    He had to make himself do it, and she had to help, but he finally got the thing on. He stood, bright red, his cock exposed from the way it pushed his bottom out. His top covered his nipples, barely. 
 
    And it made him feel so kinky, horny, sexy. 
 
    He looked around. Nothing but trees and bushes. And the cool, clear water. 
 
    They were close enough to the stream that Kylie could push him in. He didn’t fall, just ran out on the slowly slopping sand, and stood, and felt…wild. 
 
    Crazy. 
 
    Bonered up. 
 
    And loving it. 
 
    She brought out their drinks and they floated in the water, their bottoms sometimes touching the sand under the surface. 
 
    “You still look sexier than me,” he said, swigging. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll get you there.” 
 
    He sipped more, and thought about it. She was going to get him ‘there,’ but where was ‘there?’ 
 
    “Feels good to be confined like that,” she observed. 
 
    “But there’s nothing to be hidden, really.” 
 
    “Oh, we could get you a set of titties. Maybe some big, old implants.” 
 
    He laughed at the idea of him with breasts. 
 
    And, yet, his cock surged. 
 
    She sat next to him and stroked him, able to reach into his bottoms easily, able to pull his cock out to the side. 
 
    He sighed, and suddenly, he didn’t want to cum. 
 
    They were in paradise. The weather was warm, the water was the perfect temperature, the alcohol took off all edges. 
 
    He was horny with the woman he loved. 
 
    “Why would I want to change this?” he mumbled. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    He turned to her. “This is perfection. I wish we could stay like this forever. 
 
    “We could if you were a woman.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but his mind was working a mile a minute. 
 
    She leaned into him, kept stroking him, kissed him passionately. 
 
    It was the most passionate since they had been married. 
 
    And kissed and kissed. 
 
    And he felt her breasts. So big, so perfect. The nipples rising up like pencil erasers. 
 
    Then they paused, just lay back in the water, their heads barely above the surface, and…lay there. 
 
    He was happy. She was responding to him. Her attitude, her rueful smile, it was gone. 
 
    “What does it take to stay this way,” he whispered to the skies. 
 
    Then he began to scream.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Tom!” 
 
    Kylie turned to him. He was arching his back, holding his groin and his mouth was open in agony. 
 
    “Tom!” 
 
    She shook him. 
 
    He stopped screaming, but couldn’t talk. 
 
    “Come on…come on!” She helped him out of the stream. 
 
    He stumbled, could barely walk. The incredible pain in his penis was too much. 
 
    Getting him out of the water he lost his top.  
 
    She ignored most of the stuff they had brought. Grabbed his keys and helped him put on shoes, and supported him as they walked back down the trail. 
 
    Tom was crying, couldn’t stop. He couldn’t explain except to say, “It hurts!” 
 
    She knew he meant his dick, but what had happened? 
 
    It had taken them an hour to walk up tot he stream, it took them two hours to walk back to the car. He kept grabbing his groin and falling. He was in so much pain he was babbling, not making sense. 
 
    They reached the car and she helped him into the passenger seat. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Fuck!” he whined, holding his jewels. 
 
    She drove like a mad woman, running stop lights and stop signs. She broke the speed limit. She squealed her tires when she turned into the emergency entrance to the hospital. 
 
    A minute later and he was being wheeled into the hospital on a gurney. He was sideways on the gurney, holding himself and sobbing. 
 
    Kylie parked the car and ran after him. She was crying now. What had happened? What had happened? 
 
      
 
    A tall doctor stood next to the bed. He was holding a chart. The nurse had been told to leave, and Kylie stood on the other side of the bed. “Doctor? What happened?”               
 
    The doctor took a breath. “Have you ever heard of the Candiru?” 
 
    Both Tom and Kylie were blank. Tom was on tons of pain killers, and was goofy as a result. But as long as the pain had stopped… 
 
    “The Candiru is a small fish in the Amazon. It swims into the gills of other fish. They have spines that make it impossible for the other fish to dislodge them.” 
 
    “What does a fish in the Amazon have to do with…with Tom?” 
 
    “When a human urinates he produces an ammonia odor from the penis, this smells like the odor coming from the gills of a fish in the Amazon. When Tom urinated in that stream there was a Candiru present. It swam up his penis and is lodged there.” 
 
    Tom smiled, and understood, but what’s a penis or two, right? 
 
    Kylie’s mouth opened. 
 
    “What was a Candiru was doing in an American stream I don’t know. Some idiot brought one home and let it loose? I don’t know. But I do know that we’re going to have to remove the Candiru.” 
 
    “Of course! Take it out!” Kylie cried. 
 
    “It isn’t that easy. The fish in your husband’s penis is small, but large as Candiru go. It has large spikes and there is no way to remove it. 
 
    “You’ve got to!” 
 
    “There is no possible way to remove it. It’s too big, too many spikes, we would mangle your husband’s penis if we tried.” 
 
    “Then what do we do?” 
 
    “I’m sorry to say this, but the only possibility is to amputate.” 
 
    Kylie’s eyes went wide. “No!” came out of her like a whisper after being punched in the belly. 
 
    “It’s a simple procedure. We perform the amputation right at the base. He’ll still have his testicles, all the testosterone a man needs. He’ll be able to pee, but he might want to sit down.” 
 
    “You can’t…” 
 
    “The laws in this state, Mrs. Erickson, give you power of attorney if your husband is incapacitated or unable to make a decision for himself.” 
 
    Kylie just stood, stunned, trying to figure out some other solution. 
 
    But there was no other solution. 
 
    “Now, we can let his. testicles hang down, but there is an operation that has become popular, and that is to surgically bring his testicles back into the inguinal canal. That’s the little channel from which the testicles descend. This will give him a smooth look, and may prevent other problems from developing.” 
 
    Kylie was shaking her head, trying to take it all in. Her husband had been…destroyed down there, and the only solution was to cut off his penis. 
 
    God, she had talked about making him a girl, but this…this was impossible! This was not how it was supposed to happen. She hadn’t thought this far ahead. 
 
    But…she had to deal with it. 
 
    “So what would you like to do, Mrs. Erickson?” 
 
    Trying to think logically, turning over the options, which were none, in her head, she said the only thing she could. 
 
    “Please amputate my husband’s penis.” 
 
    “And his testicles? What would you like me to do with them?” 
 
    It was her natural desire for tidiness that made her say, “Put them in that canal.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. 
 
      
 
    Tom spent a week in the hospital, and he went through a lifetime of emotions. 
 
    For a moment he hated the world, the doctors, his wife. 
 
    Then he hated himself. 
 
    He thought about suicide. 
 
    The drugs wore off and he stopped having mood swings, but that didn’t mean he felt good. 
 
    Quite the contrary. 
 
    Kylie was by his side every moment, and while this was comforting, it also caused him to have terrible thoughts. 
 
    Would she still love him? 
 
    How could she just say, ‘Cut off his prick?’ 
 
    She had planned this. She had wanted him to be a girl and somehow she had made that fish swim up his urethra. 
 
    Sometimes he became vocal, and Kylie endured it. She knew that she must. In spite of everything she loved him. 
 
    She thought about how she had tried to talk him into being a woman. 
 
    She wondered if he would still love her…after all, she had told the doctors to cut off his dick. 
 
    She wondered why God didn’t love her. 
 
    But her self pity was small and infrequent. 
 
    She did love him. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll bring the car up,” Kylie told the nurse, and she left the hospital room. 
 
    The nurse helped Tom into the wheel chair and began rolling him out of the hospital. Kylie had the car at the front entrance and Tom transferred from the chair to the car. 
 
    He was okay, but he was sore, and he had instructions to move slowly for another couple of weeks. 
 
    Fine with him. He didn’t feel like dancing. 
 
    Tom didn’t say much on the ride home, just looked out the window and watched the pretty flowers. 
 
    At home he was still quiet. Not sullen, just withdrawn.  
 
    Kylie didn’t bother to talk to him. She knew what he was going through, and she knew she was going to have to just work him through it. 
 
     
 
    Over the days they began talking more, and after a couple of weeks the last of the bandages came off. Tom stared down at his nubbin. 
 
    His cock, what remained of it, was almost flush with his skin. Of his balls there was no trace, but he felt the effects of them. Hidden away, they still produced lots of testosterone, and he was always horny. 
 
    Horny, breathing hard, feeling the heat, but no ding dong to show it. 
 
    He would sit down to pee, listen to the trickle, and pine for the sound of the thick stream. 
 
    And feel horny. And wish he could shake it. Handle it one last time. Get some relief for the horniness he was experiencing. 
 
      
 
    He had lost some weight in the hospital, and now was almost as slender as Kylie. Without the boobs, of course. 
 
    And he didn’t have the appetite to gain back the weight. 
 
    Oddly, his energy built. 
 
    He commented on this one night. 
 
    “You have no way to release. Of course you’ve got extra energy.” 
 
    Tom was eating a bite of meatloaf, and he said, “So this is what eunuchs felt like.” 
 
    “I don’t know. I read they lived longer, but I think they lost their nuts, too.” 
 
    Tom barked a bitter laugh. “So losing my dick gives me no pleasure, and if I lose my nuts I’ll have a longer time to enjoy my no pleasure.” 
 
    Kylie had heard this talk from him before, and she just sighed, then made up her mind. “Well,” she said, “Maybe it’s time to have a little fun.” 
 
    She stood up, went to the cabinet and got down the booze. 
 
    Tom hadn’t had any booze since the Candiru swam up his dong. He looked at the glass of brown liquor and sighed. 
 
    Kylie quaffed her drink, which surprised Tom. She didn’t usually drunk like that. “Let’s get drunk,” she said. 
 
    They drank. And got soused. 
 
    They played music on the computer and danced. 
 
    They had not touched each other much, except to hug briefly, but now Tom felt her breasts. They pressed against his chest and reminded him of how much he had lost. 
 
    He hadn’t just lost his penis, he had lost moments with Kylie. He had lost the feel of her body, the love making. 
 
    He put his head on her shoulder and started crying. 
 
    Booze will make you cry, but…it’s also cathartic. But it was also holding her that proved most cathartic. 
 
    Men need women. 
 
    And he burbled softly, “What about you?” 
 
    “What about me?” she asked, not knowing what he was referring to. 
 
    “How do I make love to you? How do I get you off?” 
 
    “She sloughed it off. “You don’t need to worry about that. 
 
    But he had thought so much about his frustrations, and though, in a. way, he was enjoying them, he worried about her frustrations. 
 
    “I do worry about it. Just because I can’t doesn’t mean that you shouldn’t. How do I satisfy you?” 
 
    They had stopped dancing and just stood there, holding each other, slightly apart so they could look each other in the face. 
 
    “I can jill off.” 
 
    He snorted. “No. I mean, sure, but…I want to be part of it.” 
 
    “But that would be super frustrating for you!” 
 
    “I don’t care. I love you so much. I need to make you cum. I need to experience your orgasms.” 
 
    The music ended. 
 
    “That would be torture for you.” 
 
    “Let me be the judge of that.” 
 
    He put his arm around her waist then, and guided her towards the bedroom. 
 
    She went with him; she didn’t resist. 
 
    First, he wanted this. 
 
    Second, she wanted this. It had been a month since she had had a bang. She hadn’t even rubbed one off. Truth, she felt a twinge of guilt. All that had happened, her part in it, if she hadn’t taken him to the stream in the first place…she felt guilty. 
 
    He undressed her body, marveled at it. 
 
    He had always known she had a perfect body, but now he really appreciated it. 
 
    He couldn’t fuck her body, like a man, but he could feel her perfection with his hands, his mouth, his flesh. 
 
    He took his time, moved exquisitely slowly, and trailed her vibrator over her body. He touched her nipples, sucked, and moved the vibrator downtown. 
 
    She gasped and quivered. It had been so long, and he was moving with such loving care. 
 
    When she came it was one of the truly most magnificent cums of all time. Her body bowed and her legs were stiff as boards. The bomb blew out from her pussy and through her whole body. 
 
    When it was done, what seemed like an hour later, she fell back and just lay there. 
 
    “Was it okay?” he asked, stupidly. 
 
    She smiled and turned to him and kissed him, deeply, lovingly, and then stopped. “Oh, my gosh! I shouldn’t be doing that to you!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because it makes you horny, and you can’t…you can’t…” 
 
    He shook his head. “Honey, I’m willing to suffer. Yeah, it’ll drive me crazy, but just feeling you…was it really good?” 
 
    She held on to him. “It was the best I ever had.” 
 
    That made him think. “You liked it better with the dildo than…than with my dick” 
 
    “Oh, no! I didn’t mean that!” 
 
    But she had, and it was now the official elephant in the room. 
 
    “It’s okay. But…you were stand offish, aloof, and I finally get your attention when I fuck you without my dick.” 
 
    There wasn’t much she could say to that. She didn’t even need to nod to affirm that it was true. 
 
    “So when you wanted to make me a woman…you were looking for satisfaction. A satisfaction that I couldn’t give.” 
 
    She blathered for a second, but finally had to admit the truth. 
 
    “So are you a lesbian?” 
 
    “No! I don’t want another woman.” 
 
    “But you wanted a woman…in me. You wanted me as a woman.” 
 
    And there it was, the source of all their problems, her problems. 
 
    Tom rubbed his cheek softly. “XX and XY, it doesn’t matter. I just need to become what you want.” 
 
    “But what does that do for you?” 
 
    He smiled. “It makes me happy. It always makes a man happy to see his woman have an orgasm. It means they have succeeded as a man.” 
 
    “But what do we do about you?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “But we can’t do that! We have to do something! I mean, at the very least, you need some kind of relief!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Won’t you go insane?” 
 
    “I was going insane wondering why I couldn’t satisfy you before. This is actually a way to sanity for me. What if I got some tits?” 
 
    Her mouth opened slightly, her eyes widened, and she couldn’t deny that the thought excited her. 
 
    “After all, I look like a woman down there, why shouldn’t I look like a woman up here?” He hefted his pectorals. They weren’t exactly boobs, but they were close enough. 
 
    She gave a sob sort of giggle. “You…no.” 
 
    “Why not? I’d at least have some kind of sex organs. You could play with my boobs and I could get you off. Is there something wrong with that?” 
 
    “Everything!” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    And so he made up his mind. 
 
    First he went on the net and explored. He looked into hormones, into surgery, into bras, into anything and everything that could give him bigger boobs. 
 
    He bought a bra on the internet, and some breast forms, and he took to walking around the house and showing them off. 
 
    He laughed when Kylie tried to hide her reaction. 
 
    She couldn’t.  
 
    Something had broken inside her, some dam, and her emotions were flooding out. 
 
    She asked him to fuck her, bought a strap on, and made love to his fake boobs. 
 
    Tom was fine with all of that. Now that her dam had been broken, so was his. His emotions came out, and their feelings for each other, hidden even through their marriage were coming out. 
 
    They cuddled, they talked, and life was becoming an adventure. 
 
      
 
    On a warm day in February, six months after his accident, he had his surgery. His chest was a little wide, being a man, so he needed large implants. He got something called Chyna 2000s, which had been invented for a wrestler named Joannie Laurer. 
 
    He hadn’t had a haircut in the whole time, and he had watched his diet and done a little gym work, and when he was walked out of the hospital his shape was of a woman. A thin, full breasted woman with long, luxurious hair that needed a styling. 
 
    Kylie could hardly breath. She drove him home, and kept glancing at his chest. 
 
    “Do they hurt?” 
 
    “Nah. A little sore here and there, but I’m sure going to need to wear a bra from here on out.” 
 
    “Well, they’re…big.” 
 
    He lay back, arched his chest out a little, and she nearly drove off the road. 
 
    She pulled into their driveway and they entered the house. It was warm enough for them to swim, and Tom wore a one piece. Her one piece. The one she had tried to get him to wear months before. 
 
    His groin was flat, and even looked a little bit like a monkey knuckle. His boobs filled it better than hers, and it was fortunate that the material was a little stretchy. 
 
    He lowered himself into the water and sighed. He wasn’t supposed to drink for a few days, so he worked on a Coke and let the water support his boobs. 
 
    Kylie was naked, and while he couldn’t keep his eyes off her frame, she couldn’t keep her eyes off his. 
 
    Then they started kissing, and making out. Their hands roamed and Kylie knew she needed some relief. 
 
    “I feel so guilty doing this to you, making you so horny?” 
 
    He grinned. “I love it, though I wouldn’t mind getting rid of a load. 
 
    “How is it with your testicles being full, and yet confined in your body?” 
 
    “It makes it worse,” he answered honestly. “They feel even fuller.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” she murmured. 
 
    “Enjoy it,” said Tom. That’s what I do. The other choice is to be miserable, and how can I be miserable when I am screwing the most delicious woman this side of MacDonalds?” 
 
    “MacDonalds?” Her voice rose up in protest. “I’m as good as a quarter pounder? That’s all?” 
 
    He just laughed. Gone were the days of her disapproval, and him caring about it. 
 
    “Maybe a Kid’s Meal?” 
 
    “Oh!” In spite of her mock outrage she took the one piece off him. “You want to put a bra on?” 
 
    “I’m okay. I think.” 
 
    “Okay, lover, do me.” 
 
    He did. He did her up right. He went down on her, kissed her mammaries, her lips, roamed his hands over her perfect flesh. 
 
    And, once again, it was an incredible orgasm. One that took her breath away and left her near senseless. 
 
    “How can it be that good?” she wondered, long minutes after, when her breath had returned. 
 
    Tom was lying on his back, his breasts veritable mountains pointing at the ceiling. 
 
    “It just can,” he smiled. 
 
    She turned on her side and studied him. “You know, we haven’t really dressed you up.” 
 
    He turned his face towards her, fell in love all over again. That was one thing about always being horny, it left you always in love. 
 
    “Come on!” she pulled his hand and got him off the bed. She handed him his bra and he sat down in her vanity chair. 
 
    “So,” he said, looking at his hair, his face, his body. “It begins.” 
 
    Yet Kylie didn’t move. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We need to get rid of all your body hair.” 
 
    He had taken to shaving regularly, all over his body, but she was right. This needed to be done super close. 
 
    She got him out of the bra and moved him into the shower. They shaved him, removed his armpit hair, his facial stubble, all the hair from his legs. 
 
    “When you go on hormones you won’t have to shave so much.” 
 
    “When I go on hormones.” He spoke wonderingly. He wondered what he would look like in a year. His fat would be moved around, his musculature would be changed. 
 
    He would be more womanly than ever. 
 
    She dried him off and handed him his bra and sat him down again. 
 
    She went to work, explaining each potion or cream that she used. She described the brushes and the why and when for each of them. 
 
    She plumped his lips, and he watched them swell slightly, just enough to give him a good female pout. She rolled lipstick on them, did his eyes, and, finally, began styling his hair. 
 
    She was good, and she used comb and scissors expertly. She teased and curled, sprayed him with water, and his hair began to take female shape. It was down almost to his shoulders, and waved and curled gently and emphasized his new face wonderfully. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got mousey brown hair and it’s ratted.” 
 
    “Har dee har har,” he spoked drily. 
 
    But they were both laughing now. Laughing and excited. 
 
    She reached over his shoulder and cupped his boobs. 
 
    He groaned, placed his hand on the back of her hand, and felt the warm run through him. 
 
    She said, “You’re dripping.” 
 
    He looked down. Sure enough, pre-cum was coming out of his pee hole. 
 
    “Just like a woman,” he marveled. “I’m wet for you.” 
 
    She hugged him from behind. He kissed her hands, then turned and took her in his arms. 
 
    They were of equal height, and they both had boobs. It was a delicious commingling of feminine shapes. 
 
    She whispered to him. “Have you considered anal sex?” 
 
    He moved back. “What?” 
 
    “Anal sex. It’s where I wear the dildo and I put it up your—“ 
 
    “I know what anal sex is. But…” 
 
    “I’ve been reading about it. Apparently men can have anal orgasms, or prostate orgasms, as they call it sometimes.” 
 
    Very drily he responded, “Or sissygasms.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to call it that,” she murmured. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because you are a man…I didn’t want to hurt your feelings. 
 
    “How could my feelings be hurt by a word? I’ve thought about this greatly. I’m not a shemale, I’ve still got plumbing down there, sort of. I’m not a woman, I don’t have that kind of plumbing. So what am I?” 
 
    She didn’t know how to answer that question. 
 
    “It’s funny, this all started with your analogy of the difference between a man and a woman being the missing leg on the Y chromosome. Now I’m a woman, and missing a male ‘leg.’ I’m truly a ‘Y.’ More true than most men. They’re missing a tail, but they have a dong. I’m missing everything.” 
 
    She chuckled. “You actually sound a little confused.” 
 
    “Yeah, hard to put into words.” 
 
    “But I understand. But my original question was…do you want to try anal sex?” 
 
    And there it was. No obfuscating, no getting around it. Did he want to have sex…up there. 
 
    He said nothing, and Kylie accepted his silence. She knew what he was going through mentally. 
 
    And he said, “Okay.” 
 
    “No time like the present. Want a drink, first?” 
 
    “Two drinks,” he affirmed. 
 
    So they went out and had a couple of drinks in the living room, the TV was on, but they were more talking about what they were going to do. 
 
    Then, finally, she took his hand and led him back to the bedroom. 
 
    She took out the strap on and fastened it around her waist.  
 
    He choice a normal size dingus for his first time. It had light veins, was flesh colored, nothing special. 
 
    Except that it was all special. Totally and truly special. He was about to become a woman in the truest sense of the word. 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and giggled. “I think I’m going to like being in charge. Suck my dick.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but laugh, and a moment later he was slurping away, discovering a sexual act from an entirely different viewpoint. 
 
    She held his face and smiled down on him. The incongruities swirled in her mind. 
 
    He wasn’t a woman, but he was. She didn’t want a woman, but she sure wanted him. Feeling his mouth working over her cock she had never felt so warm and moist. 
 
    “I think this is going to work,” she said. 
 
    She lifted him up, kissed him deeply, taking charge, bending him back a bit, bruising him with her lips. 
 
    He loved it. He felt himself giving way. He could sense the edges of submission coming over him. 
 
    “Okay, bitch,” she laughed. “Get up on that bed and spread ‘em.” 
 
    Laughing with her, he did, and she began lubing him up. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted. “We’re really going to do this.” 
 
    “You betcha, sweet cheeks!” She was talking loudly, almost raucously, enjoying the change in their roles. 
 
    She had taken a penis many times, but now, to be giving one…it was thrilling. 
 
    She put the head of her cock to his bunghole and slowly slipped into him. 
 
    “Oh! Oh….oh…fuck!” 
 
    His eyes opened. It felt so good. Why hadn’t he done this before? He’d had an asshole all his life, why hadn’t he figured this out?” 
 
    She began to move in and out, gently at first, roughly later, and his weenie began leaking semen. 
 
    “Am I cumming?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “But there’s no big orgasm?” 
 
    “No, but it feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Fucking heavenly!” 
 
     
 
    When they were done, laying on the bed side by side, his chest sticking up and her dong sticking up, she said, “You know, this is supposed to make you hornier. You’ll have a few hours, then you’ll want it again, and worse, and you’ll be addicted. 
 
    He gave a great sigh. 
 
    “I already am.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jesse stared at Captain Cole. “You aren’t serious.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    They were in Captain Cole’s office. Seated in a corner of the room was a drop dead jail matron. Chanel Bisbee. She wore her prison guard uniform, a black pencil skirt, white blouse and regulation, short jacket. She only wore a little make up, but she didn’t need much. She had more curves than a race track, more mountains than the Rockies, and red lips compressed in a tight line. 
 
    “Captain, I just finished two years of undercover. I don’t want to spend another two years.” 
 
    Captain Cole sat back, lit a pipe, and watched smoke curl to the ceiling. 
 
    Chanel spoke. “One month, two at the most.” 
 
    “But why me? Perkins is free, Johnson hasn’t been on undercover for four years. why me?” 
 
    “Because you’re perfect for the situation,” Cole said. He looked through his smoke at Jesse. “Besides, your last job wasn’t a complete success.” 
 
    “The Feds blew that.” 
 
    “Officer Rocks, this is a serious situation and we need an experienced person. you have the qualifications. 
 
    Jesse eyed her. She might be good looking, but this was his career they were talking about. 
 
    “With all respect, Mrs. Bisbee…” 
 
    “Ms Bisbee,” 
 
    “Ms Bisbee, why are you here?” 
 
    “It’s the prison system that needs you,” murmured Cole. 
 
    Jesse stared at him. “You want me to go to prison?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jesse frowned. 
 
    “We want you to go to the California Institution for Women in San Bernardino.” 
 
    Jesse’s mouth opened slightly as he became confused. 
 
    “But that’s for women.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Dead silence in the office. Jesse started to speak a couple of times, but didn’t know where to start. 
 
    “Since when do men go to CIW?” 
 
    “They don’t.” 
 
    Jesse looked between the two officers. He was actually dazed, nothing made sense. 
 
    Chanel cut in. “We have a massive drug problem there. We can’t keep the dope out. You would be inserted into the population and—“ 
 
    “As a man?” He was incredulous. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then…then what?” 
 
    “Officer Rocks. You are slender and short. You have long hair from your last assignment. We will educate you, train you, and you will pass as a woman.” 
 
    “Why not have a woman do it?” 
 
    “We don’t have one available. Also, if push comes to shove, we need somebody with a man’s strength. We need some one with your experience.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to do it.” 
 
    Captain Cole smiled. “Promotion. Pay raise. You fit the look, with a little help, of course. You pull it off you’ll make up for last month’s fiasco.” He leaned forward. “If you don’t want to do it, I understand. But men who don’t step forward don’t get put forward.” 
 
    And there it was. The stick along with the carrot. Pass on this assignment and he would be given desk duty, or some other equally odious position. 
 
    Jesse glared at his Captain. He sneered at Officer Bisbee. “Well, fuck,” he said. “Fuck!” 
 
    But it was plain that he had accepted the assignment. 
 
      
 
    Jesse was not prepared for assignment as a female. He was used to putting up with greasy clothes, lank hair, not taking a bath for weeks. 
 
    Being a female meant keeping super clean, caring for his appearance, and several other things that he had no experience with at all. 
 
    “We’re going to give you breasts,” remarked Chanel. 
 
    They were in a motel room outside Berdoo. He had two weeks to figure out how to look and act like a woman. And in two weeks he would have a record and be inserted into the California Institution for Women. CIW. 
 
    Sink or swim. 
 
    “Really? Like…real tits?” 
 
    “Yes. This afternoon.” 
 
    “But what about when the assignment is over? How do I get rid of them?” 
 
    Chanel concealed a smirk. “You can keep them, if you wish.” 
 
    The look on his face bid her to explain further. 
 
    “They are what is called vacation boobs. Doctors back east came up with them to give women a feeling for big boobs before they committed to regular implants. They are injected into your chest. They last a couple of months. Your body will absorb them and you will back to being a flat chested manly man.” 
 
    “So they aren’t real.” 
 
    “They are closer to real than anything else, including silicone sacks. They will give you a totally real look, and they will feel as if you had been born with them.” 
 
    Jesse didn’t like the idea of modifying his body, but he didn’t have any choice. It was about to get worse. 
 
    “We’re also going to inject a plumping agent into your lips, give you some sem-permanent make up, fix your hair and…” 
 
    Chanel went on and on, and Jesse’s heart was sinking. For a temporary job this seemed like pretty permanent. 
 
    “Okay, first things first, you need to apply this to your body. You can put it on your face, it will suppress your beard, but don’t get it on your eyebrows or hair.” 
 
    He took the bottle. “What is it?” 
 
    “Call it super Nair. It will not only depilate your body, it will suppress hair growth for three months. When your done with this your skin will be silky smooth and ready for action.” 
 
    He blinked at that, and she corrected herself. “Pardon me, ready for your assignment.” 
 
    Jesse, with Chanel’s help, applied the goo to his body. This meant he had to get fully undressed in front of her, and she even made sure his groin was covered in the super Nair. While she smoothed the cream into his crotch he had a reaction. Chanel made no obvious reaction to the stiffening of his prick, but he could tell that her breathing was a little faster. 
 
    His was a lot faster. 
 
    “So what are you going to do about Mr. Happy down there?” 
 
    “I think you’re ready for a shower,” she said, avoiding answering his question.” 
 
    Jesse didn’t like that, he wanted an answer, but the stuff was starting to burn on his flesh so he got into the shower. 
 
    He rinsed, and the stuff had done its job. His legs were bare from to to groin. His groin was bald as a baby’s butt. His chest was smooth and his flesh gleamed. He felt his chin, and even that felt smoother. 
 
    Three months. Hunh! 
 
    She dried him off, causing another reaction, and he watched her sneak glances at his tool. 
 
    She even licked her lips. 
 
    Then he put on male clothes, he wasn’t a female yet, and they talked about what he was going to have to do. 
 
    First, work on his body, exercises to slim down, yet keep up his strength. 
 
    Second, a regimen of  pills. His voice would become higher, softer. His hormones would be temporarily disrupted and estrogen would be emphasized over testosterone. 
 
    Third, he had to learn about fashion. The ladies in the lock up would expect him to know certain things about make up, clothes, and so on. 
 
    Fourth, he had to learn how to walk like a woman, sit like a woman, take a crap like a woman. 
 
    Fifth, he had to memorize his new life, all his crimes and times, and learn how to act like a female convict. 
 
    As he listened he grew less in confidence. He knew women. He liked women. But women were different than him. He had doubts as to his ability to do all the things required of him. 
 
    Chanel had no mercy on him. She watched him for doubt, got mean and demanded that he give it his all, and said, “There are women in there that would slice your throat if they find out you’re undercover. Some of those women are going to be stronger than you. You better fucking learn your lessons well.” 
 
    Jesse tried. 
 
    That afternoon they went to the doctor’s office. 
 
    The doctor asked no questions, didn’t ask for forms to be filled out, or anything. She merely put Jesse on a table and began injecting a liquid into his pectorals. It was just a series of pricks, no worse than getting a tattoo, but his pecs turned into boobs, and they grew and grew.  
 
    “You want me to do a little liposuction? Maybe put the fat back in his buttocks?” 
 
    Chanel nodded. “Absolutely.” 
 
    Jesse wanted to object, but he didn’t. He had now committed to this assignment, and he wasn’t going to back out. Besides, everything was supposed to be reversible once his assignment was over. 
 
    The doctor put him under for the liposuction, and he had no dreams. Just a faint memory of vacuuming in his mother’s house when he was a child. His mother made him do all the housework, and it wasn’t a good dream. 
 
    When he woke up he was startled by how thin his waist was, and how big his breasts were. 
 
    “These are too big,” he choked. 
 
    Chanel just helped him put on a bra, and then they seemed even bigger. 
 
    They walked out of the doctor’s office, and Jesse had to get used to a whole new body. 
 
    He was over balanced on top, and his butt rubbed inside his pants too much. 
 
    Heck, his ass was now fat, and his figure was like an hourglass. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he muttered. 
 
    Chanel kept a smirk hidden. 
 
    They didn’t go back to the motel, they went to a beauty salon. 
 
    Again, nobody said anything. Everything had been arranged before hand, and the women went about their business without any chatter. 
 
    And Jesse noticed something. 
 
    His penis was no longer getting hard. 
 
    He had gotten excited when Chanel had rubbed the super Nair on him. He had even gotten a little excited when the doctor was working on him. Being a man he often got excited, but now…he wasn’t getting excited. At all. And it felt different. 
 
    He was having his hair washed when the impact hit him. He sat up, shrugged off the woman washing his hair and looked at Chanel, who was sitting across the room reading a fashion magazine. 
 
    “What’d you do to me.” 
 
    She knew exactly what he was talking about. “Lupron. It lasts three months.” 
 
    They stared at each other. Jesse wanted to get up and walk out. The only thing that stopped him was that it was already done. 
 
    He was seriously considering a lawsuit, however. 
 
    He lay back in the chair and the girl continued washing his hair. 
 
      
 
    Jesse was put through the court system in quick fashion. He was arraigned, spent a few days in the county lock up, then demanded his trial within 30 days, got it, and was sent to California Institution for Women. 
 
    No guards were in on it, but he had a lawyer who was, and a couple of cops said what they were supposed to say, and nobody suspected that he was a plant. 
 
    He rode a grey bus with bars on the windows, he shuffled with a half dozen other girls, and did his best to act like a female convict. 
 
    CIW is a sprawl of about a half dozen connected buildings looking somewhat like a half ‘H,’ and a dozen smaller buildings and minor complexes. It is surrounded by fences topped with concertina wire and has guard towers. 
 
    It is not as strict and mean as a men’s prison, but it is still not a pleasant place. 
 
    It has a peculiar odor, sweat and grime not concealed by cleaning odors. 
 
    It is run on a clock, and women must be in the right time and the right place. 
 
    There are a lot of guards, and the guards are protected by locking doors. They carry keys, radio, body alarms, stab resistant vests, flashlights which can double as clubs, and so on. 
 
    They wear pants and stiff cotton blouses. 
 
    And this was what Jesse stepped into when he stepped off the transport bus. 
 
    “Toe the line! Toe the line!” Guards came down the line. They were no nonsense and didn’t want to chat. All they were interested in was getting the ladies processed in. 
 
    Jesse stood in line outside one of the administration buildings, and was finally called in. 
 
    “State your name.” 
 
    “Jesse Rutherford.” 
 
    “Rutherford, Jesse. Through that door.” 
 
    A doctor saw him, but only superficially. “Any diseases…” and he named off a long list of sicknesses. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He was inspected eyes and ears and mouth, then passed to the next station. The Doc totally missed the fact that Jesse was a man. But then he wasn’t just near-sighted, he was ‘near-minded.’ 
 
    Jesse was told to strip, given underwear, and told to dress.  
 
    Fortunately, he had been doing exercises to protect and strengthen his boobs, because they didn’t give him a bra. 
 
    Nor pads, nor a hard handled tooth brush, nor anything else that could be used as a weapon. 
 
    By evening he was assigned a cell in D block. He would have a roomie, was allowed mail and phone calls and three books (softbound). The books could be exchanged at the prison library (when he finally checked them out), and other than that, he was a prisoner. 
 
    Prisoner 21534 under the California BOP. BOP stood for ‘Bureau of Prisons.’ 
 
    Carrying his extra underwear, toilet paper and other odds and ends, he walked into cell 114 in D block. 
 
    A woman smoking a cigarette was sitting on a bunk. She wasn’t laying down because it’s against the rules to go to sleep before nine o’clock. 
 
    She was grey haired, a bit scraggly, but relatively clean. She was missing a tooth, her eyes were blue, but so pale the color could only be discerned when in the proper lighting. 
 
    The woman stared at her. 
 
    Jesse had been given a crash course in prison etiquette. Not too many friends, not too few. Don’t borrow or gamble. Pay all debts promptly. And so on. 
 
    He looked at prisoner 17498, Debby Johnson, and said, “I’m assigned to this cell. Which is your bunk?” 
 
    The cell was eight feet long, a bunk with a thin mattress on each side, a toilet and a sink at the end. 
 
    The woman said nothing. 
 
    Jesse took in the bunks, then put her stuff on the bunk on the right. 
 
    The woman said nothing. 
 
    Jesse sat down and said nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Debra Johnson. Call me Debby.” 
 
    They were standing in line outside their cell the next morning. A guard was going up the line and looking at faces and making marks on a clipboard form. 
 
    “Jesse Rutherford.” 
 
    They spoke in low voices, not wanting to be dinged for talking in line. They could do pretty much what they wanted, as long as they weren’t caught. then it was the hole, solitary, for a month. 
 
    The guard came, passed. 
 
    “When do we eat?” 
 
    “When Bitch Face finishes the count.” 
 
    Bitch Face was the nickname for Adriana Bitford. Nobody spoke to the guards except when directly spoken to, and then every guard was ‘Ma’am,’ or ‘Sir.’ 
 
    They started to move, a single line that moved outside to a yard, then broke up into twos and threes. 
 
    Debby had a friend, a lover, actually, and she allowed Jesse to tag along. That was good, because Jesse knew he had to build a small group of friends. He was going to need people to watch his back, and he was going to have to watch their backs. 
 
    Food was mush, toast, OJ or coffee, a congealed yellow clump that was supposed to be eggs, but didn’t really look like it. 
 
    Or taste like it. 
 
    Still, Jesse choked it down. 
 
    And he listened to Debby and her lover, Shiela, talk about things. Mostly innocuous things, a complaint about an English class needed for a GED, some guard could go fuck themselves, that sort of thing, but there wasn’t any real animosity. 
 
    Jesse told them he had been arrested for prostitution and stabbing a John who was roughing her up. It established him as potentially violent, able to take care of himself, and yet not a serious offender. 
 
    And he learned the names of people, listened carefully, and tried to use all his knowledge to offend no one, protect himself, and begin the process of finding out who was in charge of drugs. 
 
      
 
    ONE WEEK LATER… 
 
    It was past nine, still a half hour before lights went out, and Jesse was lying on his bunk. His head was towards the back of the cell and a bible was propped open on his knees. He had no religious calling, but a bible was a thick book which could be used to protect oneself from a knife, or used to bash somebody in the throat. 
 
    Debby was on the other side, head to the rear, smoking a cigarette and talking about being part of a gang. 
 
    Men’s prisons the gangs are ferocious, and deadly. 
 
    Women’s prisons the gangs are there, not usually so violent, but could be. 
 
    Jesse felt the atmosphere of the cell change. He lowered the bible. 
 
    Brenda Lopez and two other ladies stood at the door. 
 
    They walked in. They had committed a ‘no no’ in entering a cell without being invited, but they were cock of the walk bullies and they broke rules to make points. The point here was that Jesse wasn’t safe in their presence. 
 
    Debby sat up, looked at Brenda. 
 
    Brenda had, against rules, styled her hair, wore thicker than usual make up, and had a drop tattooed at the corner of one eye. She was wearing a bra, a real one, which was against the rules. 
 
    Her eyes were flat, lifeless, black as shiny marbles. 
 
    She looked at Debby. “Out.” 
 
    Debby didn’t even glance at Jesse. She just scuttled out of the cell. 
 
    Jesse stood up. He had been picked for this assignment because he was slender and short, and now that was working against him. He might have some male muscle, but the two girls siding Brenda were taller and heavier than him. They had muscles from lifting weights, and their eyes showed no expression at all. 
 
    “You want drugs.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. He positioned himself for a fight. 
 
    “I can get you drugs, but you have to check out first.” 
 
    He kept his eyes on the two big women and  was thinking of ways to dismantle them.  
 
    He knew they had come for a fight. What he didn’t know was why. And if Brenda was going to sell him the drugs, why would she want her girls to beat him up first? 
 
    “And we have to be sure that you won’t rat.” 
 
    Then Jesse got it. It was a test, a warning, a way to put the fear of them into him and make sure he never squealed. 
 
    Brenda nodded, one of the girls moved forward, and Jesse steeled himself to take it. To take whatever they dished out, to act weak, to not show any of his abilities to protect himself 
 
    The girl punched him on the cheek, and he went down. He fell back on his bunk and the two girls dog piled him. They punched him and kicked him, grabbed his hair and slapped him. 
 
    Jesse might have been able to stand up to them, but maybe not. He took the beating, and by the time they were done he had figured out how to cry and beg. It was easy with their brutal instructions. 
 
    Then, abruptly, the girls stood back. 
 
    Brenda sat on his bunk, she caressed Jesse’s now bedraggled hair. She kissed his cheek. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 
 
    Jesse was glad he had been able to cry. 
 
    “We’ll take care of you, you’ll get your drugs, but if you even think of being a snitch…you won’t be walking out of here. Come see me at the end of the week.” 
 
    She kissed him then, right on his bruised lips. It was a tender kiss, a mother’s kiss, then she felt his boobs. 
 
    “Nice. You want to earn some money? I got some guards who need a little. It’d go a long way towards paying for your drugs.” 
 
    Jesse sniffled, here it was, the thing he dreaded. “I…I can’t.” 
 
    “There, there,” Brenda held him gently. “I understand if you don’t want to, but…” 
 
    “No! I mean I really can’t!” 
 
    Something in Jesse’s voice made the woman hesitate. “Why not.” 
 
    Jesse whispered, “I’m transitioning.” 
 
    There was a pause, and Brenda looked at her girls, who actually had expression now. This was something new. 
 
    Brenda sat back, held Jesse with stiff arms and forced him to look at her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m transitioning. I need hormones. I’m halfway and…” 
 
    Jesse continued, adding sobs and looking at Brenda beseechingly for understanding. 
 
    Brenda said: “Why’d they let you in here?” 
 
    “They didn’t know what else to do with me. They can’t put me in a men’s prison, the men would rape me, so they put me in here.” 
 
    Brenda stood up. “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and undid his shirt. 
 
    Brenda stared at his boobs. She reached down and felt them. “Nice.” Then she gave a hard squeeze that made Jesse yelp. 
 
    “Take off your pants.” 
 
    Jesse pulled off his pants, and his underpants, which were sort of like panties, but made out of thicker, non-stretch material. 
 
    His cock was pulled back between his legs with a piece of material. He untied the material, pulled his limp penis forward. 
 
    “Shit,” said one of the girls. 
 
    “He really is,” muttered the other one. 
 
    The bad news was that Jesse saw their eyes brighten up, become lustful. 
 
    In a prison of women a lot of women turned lesbian, at least for the length of their sentences. 
 
    “He’s pretty,” said the first one. 
 
    “Call her a ‘she,’” said Brenda. She had lust in her eyes, but dollar signs, too. She could sell the guards a trans easily. 
 
    “Can I get dressed?” 
 
    Brenda knelt, reached out for his cock. She held it, and it just lay there, limp, like a slug on downers. “Why doesn’t it get hard?” 
 
    “They gave me something.” 
 
    “They don’t just give you stuff.” 
 
    Jesse admitted, “They gave me a choice, men’s prison, or this place, but I had to volunteer for chemical castration. It won’t last forever, but…they don’t have to worry about me fucking somebody.” 
 
    Brenda smiled. “Yes, they do. You’re going to make us a lot of money, Jesse Rutherford.” 
 
    “Please, I just want to do my time!” 
 
    “Do you want those hormones? Hormones are pricey, rare, especially in a place like this. You want the drugs you’re going to need to work with us.” 
 
    Jesse put misery in his eyes. He snuffled. He wiped the tears from his eyes. 
 
    Brenda turned to her two comrades. “She’s under our protection now. Spread the word. 
 
    The two large women nodded. One of them looked at Jesse and licked her lips. 
 
    Brenda smiled at the one who had demonstrated her lust. “Don’t worry, you’ll get yours. But we need to set this up first.” She turned to Jesse. “We’ll check you out, and you’ll get your drugs, but there’s a price, and you better be willing to pay. ‘Cause if you don’t you’ll think that beating we gave you was fun. And if you do check out,” she smiled and put her hand to the side of Jesse’s head. She ran her hand through his hair, “then you’ll have an easy time of it here. Got that?” 
 
    Jesse nodded. 
 
    Brenda leaned down then and kissed him. Full on the lips. She took her time and let Jesse see the soft side. Then she let go and the three women left the cell. 
 
    A minute later Debby came back into the cell. 
 
    Jesse was still sitting on his bunk. 
 
    “What’d they want?” 
 
    Jesse sighed. He was over crying now, but he still had traces of tears on his cheeks. 
 
    So Jesse told her. And he told her everything. He explained how he was a man. He explained about transitioning. And he explained that he needed hormone therapy and that Brenda would provide it. For a price. 
 
    “Oh, man,” said Debby, when Jesse was finished. “You’re on a dangerous path. That gang is serious shit. You better be real careful.” 
 
    Jesse nodded. “I will.” 
 
    Inside he was thinking that he now had a lead. Brenda was either the ringleader, or she knew who it was. And if Jesse could bide his time, put up with what they were offering, he would be out of here, and he would be out of undercover work, with a promotion and money and a serious record. 
 
    When the lights went out he lay on his side, facing away from Debby, and he smiled. 
 
      
 
    Brenda meant business. She was also well connected. 
 
    Jesse was given a cushy job in the library, he worked a couple of hours shelving returned books, then could sit around reading magazines and filing his nails. 
 
    And he was given hormones. Lots of hormones. And this was something he hadn’t planned on. 
 
    He looked female because of the implants, exercise, a few small things like plumped up lips, but he had no plans to actually take hormones. Now he was forced to take hormones. He actually reported to the infirmary and the prison doctor gave him injections. 
 
    Good Lord, the prison doctor was in on it? 
 
    And the hormones the doctor gave him were strong. Within a week he could see the effects. His face started changing, his muscle mass went down, he felt awkward, uncoordinated, and he was having emotional spells. 
 
    As he cop he had discipline, he could control himself, but these hormones were more than discipline. 
 
    He had crying jags. He got angry. He felt mopey and just wanted to lay on his bunk and think dire.thoughts. 
 
    All of which was fine with Brenda. 
 
    Brenda checked on him several times a day. She touched him, brushed his hair, and cooed, “You’re going to make us so much money. 
 
    The good side to this is that if somebody had a problem they would come see Brenda, and it didn’t seem to matter that Jesse has in her arms. 
 
    She just held Jesse close, smothered his face in her boobs, and conducted business while laying on the bed. 
 
    Business like how much of what drug to order. How much to pay who, on the inside and the outside. Who to discipline. 
 
    Who to discipline was the one. People who raised Brenda’s ire suffered everything from loss of privileges to harder work to fines (cigarettes) to…being trashed in the exercise yard. 
 
    She tended to stay away from the physical punishment, but Jesse was witness to two broken limbs and a murder. 
 
    The murder was not fully intended, but when Debby’s thugs went after someone…accidents happened. 
 
    But the days passed, more evidence was gathered, more crimes were committed, and more hormones dispensed. 
 
    A month passed, and Jesse had enough, except for one thing: he didn’t know who the big wheel was. Somebody was in charge of the criminal enterprise that the CIW had become. Somebody who had connections on the inside and the outside. 
 
    Jesse explored, as best he could, connections with vendors, guards, and anybody who had access to the prison but could walk freely in the outside world. 
 
    Nothing. Nada. Zip. 
 
    She even tried asking outright, on one of those times when Brenda was in an expansive mood. 
 
    Brenda smiled and wagged her finger. “Never ask, my little man-bitch.” 
 
    Jesse knew, from things overheard, that he was about to be put to work. Work would consist of having to give blow jobs, sleeping with other women in the prison. He would be given a strap on for those occasions. And even sleeping with men. 
 
    Jesse had no intention of going that far. He was already worried about all the hormones he had taken, he didn’t want to worry about his asshole, or getting an STD, or anything like that. 
 
    So it was time to call it quits. 
 
    Time to call in the cavalry. 
 
    Time to get back to being himself. 
 
    His connection, for ending his undercover work, was a watch commander. He had easy access, could walk into the watch commander’s office at any time and just announce himself, and that would be that. He would be removed from the prison instantly. He would receive medical attention, he would make his statements, and the criminal enterprise in the CIW would be over.  
 
    Let the people above him narrow in on the big boss. Let the interrogators find out who was giving orders. He was done. 
 
    Right after breakfast, instead of going to the library, Jesse walked to the watch commander’s office. 
 
    For more than a month the watch commander had ignored him, kept his secret, but she gave him her total attention when he said, “I’m Jesse Rocks. I’m undercover, and it is time to terminate my assignment. I’d like you to get in touch with Captain Chanel Bisbee.” 
 
    The Watch Commander was a beefy woman. Her name was Wanda Brent. She had a square face, thin lips, and blocky tits. She sat up straight and gave a wan smile. “Hello, Jesse. Do you have sufficient evidence?” 
 
    That should have alerted Jesse right then. How much evidence he had was of no concern to the Watch Commander. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Excellent.” She picked up her phone and dialed a number. She smiled a hard smile at Jesse and said, “Officer Jesse Rocks is ready to be extracted. Un huh. Two hours. Of course.” She hung up the phone. 
 
    “Okay, Jesse, let’s get an initial statement on the record.” 
 
    She reached into a drawer and took out a tape recorder. 
 
    Again, Jesse was so relieved to be done with this that the alarm bells didn’t go off. 
 
    For an hour they sat in the office, Jesse talking, Wanda asking questions. 
 
    Jesse outlined the structure of the criminal empire within the grey walls, named names, gave descriptions and dates and times. 
 
    Finally he was done. He heaved a sigh and sat back. 
 
    “Well done, Jesse,” said Wanda. She put the tape recorder back in her desk drawer. “We’ve still got an hour left. Is it okay if we put you in solitaire for that hour? I don’t want to risk anybody finding out about you.” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” And the first hint, way back in his cranium, of something being off sounded. 
 
    Wanda called in four guards. “Ladies, please take the prisoner to solitary confinement. Cell six. 
 
    Jesse stood up and was marched through the prison by the four guards. They were all bigger than him, bigger even than Brenda’s thugs. 
 
    They entered the unit housing prisoners assigned to solitary confinement and took him to the last cell in the row of cells. 
 
    The door was opened and Jesse stepped in. 
 
    The cell was bare bones. A metal bed, a hole in the floor for pooping. a spigot out of the wall. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    Well, that was okay. He could handle an hour of this. 
 
    He turned, opened his mouth to say something, and one fo the guards was standing right behind him. 
 
    “Snitch.” 
 
    She closed the door, clang, and locked it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    But the door was solid, only a small slid panel for guards to look in on him. 
 
    “Hey!” He pounded on the door. 
 
    He couldn’t even hear their footsteps as they retreated. 
 
    But why had she called him a snitch? 
 
    Nobody was supposed to know! 
 
    And the alarm bells suddenly went off.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    An hour passed. 
 
    Jesse lay on the cold metal of the bunk. Then he sat up, got up, walked in a small circle. 
 
    The metal of the bed was too cold to sit or sleep on. 
 
    He would be sleeping on the cement floor. 
 
    There was no toilet paper. He would have to wipe and then wash his butt using the spigot. 
 
    There was no sound. It was the first time in his life Jesse had ever been in a situation where he couldn’t hear any noise. 
 
    He leaned against the hard, metal door and listened. Pressed his ear against the door and…he could hear a distant…something. A laugh? A curse? He didn’t know. 
 
    He walked in circles some more, and he worried. 
 
    Something was wrong. That ‘snitch’ remark, being truly ex-communicado, what was going on? 
 
    The Watch Commander was in on it, that was for sure. 
 
    Brenda no doubt knew about him by now. 
 
    But where was Chanel Bisbee? 
 
    Hell, she wouldn’t even know about this. So…what was he going to do? 
 
    Another hour passed. And another one. 
 
    He was hungry now. Prison food wasn’t too nourishing anyway, and he hadn’t eaten much of his breakfast. Heck, he had figured he would be free within an hour or two. He would be able to go to a Denny’s or something and eat all he wanted to. 
 
    More hours passed, and more. 
 
    He was aware of the effects of solitary. He knew he would become disoriented, lose track of time. 
 
    He tried counting the seconds, and that actually helped. 
 
    He did a series of exercises, wishing that this simple routine could divest him of boobs and return his svelte figure to something approximating maleness. 
 
    More time passed. 
 
    And more. 
 
    He felt his face. No trace of beard. Not any more. 
 
    He pooped. He drank the brackish water. 
 
    More time. 
 
    Had a night passed? Or was he already losing it. 
 
    By the time the cell door opened again he was starving, dizzy, and scared. 
 
    Were they just going to let him die there? 
 
    But then the door opened. 
 
    Jesse was sitting on his bunk. He was using his blouse to protect his asshole from the cold, and shivering, his boobs occasionally quivering. 
 
    “Hi, Jesse.” 
 
    Chanel Bisbee stood in the doorway. She was smiling, enjoying his misery. 
 
    “Oh, my god!” His voice was a little ragged. He stood up and hurried to Chanel. 
 
    She entered the cell, pushed him back. He was weak now, and she was strong to begin with, and she handled him with no trouble. 
 
    “What…aren’t you going to let me out?” 
 
    She pushed him down on the bed. “Nope.” 
 
    She backed up a bit, leaned against the cell wall.  
 
    “What’s going on? What are you doing?” 
 
    “Do you remember your last undercover assignment?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “It was bikers, and while it was a bust, you hurt them. To be part of their organization, to be part of a brotherhood, and for you to betray them like that.” 
 
    “They were criminals.” 
 
    “But what is a criminal. Did you know that the United States has more people in prison per capita than any other country in the world? We are living in a country with millions of people in prison. Sure, there are the really bad guys, murderers and rapists and such, but 90% are guilty of non-violent crimes. Probably 90% of those were just trying to survive.” 
 
    “You’re saying the bikers were just trying to survive?” 
 
    “I’m saying that the government is worse than the bikers. Or many of the so called ‘criminal’ groups out there.” 
 
    “So…what? You’re putting me in prison for being part of the good guys?” 
 
    “Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization—“ 
 
    “Bullshit!” Jesse yelled. 
 
    Chanel held her hands up, “Hear me out before you yell bullshit. I could just walk out right now, and then where would you be?” 
 
    Jesse clamped his mouth shut. 
 
    Chanel nodded, then continued. “Seeing as how you belong to a criminal organization, an organization who provides taxes by writing tickets without regard for the people you are supposed to be ‘protecting and serving,’ an organization who arrests people merely on the whims of your masters, an organization who believes they are elite and above the law, who trample on rights and squashes anybody who stands against their authority, we have decided to put you in prison.” 
 
    Jesse said nothing. His mind was going wild, however. thoughts were spinning through his psyche like a wildfire through a fire works factory. 
 
    “This will serve two purposes. One, it will remove you from the ranks of those who would suppress bikers.” 
 
    “Revenge,” Jesse muttered. 
 
    She smiled, “I won’t argue with your viewpoint, only attempt to change it. And the second purpose is it will allow us to re-educate you.” 
 
    Jesse’s eyebrows dipped together. 
 
    “We must attempt to make a functioning member of a better society.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “You were willing to betray bikers, your friends, and then you were willing to become a woman and climb the hierarchy of those who imprison helpless Americans. So a woman shall you be. Furthermore, when you have convinced us that you are sincere, we will allow you limited work. Eventually you will be adjudged to have mended your ways, and have made amends for your crimes. Or you will not, and you will spend the rest of your life in cells like this one.” 
 
    She smiled, and it was obvious she was done. 
 
    Jesse took deep breaths. 
 
    “I’m convicted of being a cop, and sentenced by a…a…what? Who passes sentence on me?” 
 
    Chanel calmly stated, “Jesse, let this be the beginning of your re-education. If you ask any citizen what cops have cost them and they will think, and realize that cops have cost the average citizen enormous amounts of money, and that is before the price tag of simply supporting them. If you ask the average citizen about the legal system they will admit that the legal system is a parasite upon society. They sit in their ivory towers and pass judgment without regard for the misery they are creating. They make pronouncements based on arcane law that benefits them and no one else. They fill the prisons and think they are better than everybody else. Ask anybody of a reasoning mind and they will say there is no law, that the law is a sham.” 
 
    “And you have a better way?” Jesse blurted. 
 
    “Of course we do. We’ve been working on it for decades, from inside the very prisons to which you relegate the people of society to rot. You will learn of this in due course, as you become re-educated. And you will be free to disagree. But you won’t get out of here until you have done your amends and proven that you are willing to be a kind person.” 
 
    “And how do I prove I am a kind person?” 
 
    “You wanted to be a woman, now you can be one.” 
 
    Chanel started to move towards the door. 
 
    “Wait a minute! I didn’t ask to be a woman! You virtually forced me into being one!” 
 
    “A moot point,” murmured Chanel, and she closed the door. 
 
    Clang. 
 
    And this time the sense of hopelessness was infinite. 
 
      
 
    Jesse sat in his cell, and now he had amazing things to think about. 
 
    He wasn’t getting out. He was in a maximum security wing of a prison, no access to lawyers, judges, other cops…nothing. 
 
    And this insanity of there being a whole new culture, undermining society from within, creating a whole new system of cops and robbers, judges and government, and…and at the end of his conjecturing he was still in jail. 
 
    The door opened. Two beefy guards, one holding a taser, the other one put a tray upon the floor.  
 
    At least they weren’t going to starve him. 
 
    But halfway through a halfway decent meatloaf, with real vegetables, he wondered what was in the food. 
 
    He hadn’t been taking his hormones. He hadn’t been to the doctor for shots, and…had they put the hormones in his food? 
 
    Then he had the bad thought that maybe they had given him all the hormones he needed. Maybe he was done, and the change into being a woman was all done. 
 
    He looked down at his body. He was round bottomed, full chested, thin waisted. He didn’t have a mirror, but he knew he looked different. His cheeks were different, fat deposits had moved around.  
 
    If anybody saw him now, would they recognize him? Or would they just see a woman. 
 
    And what about his cock? Was it going to be limp for three months? Or had they given him more of that chemical, castrated him for years. Or…forever. 
 
    Still, he finished his meal. He was starved, after all. 
 
    Later they came and collected the tray, and one of the guards tossed a blanket and a pillow into the cell. 
 
    They weren’t thick, but they were something, and he curled up on his bed and worried. 
 
     
 
    Time passed. 
 
    He was eating three squares a day. 
 
    He was lonely. 
 
    He did exercises every once in a while, and hoped that he would survive. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Chanel. 
 
    “Hello, Jesse.” 
 
    Jesse nodded. 
 
    “You’re looking well. Are you bored yet?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He was sitting on the side of his bunk, staring at her. 
 
    “Would you like to have some sexual activity?” 
 
    “What kind of sexual activity.” 
 
    “We’ve got a lot of women in this place that want to feel a man.” 
 
    “Even if that man is no longer a man?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re a man, at least for a while, but that is going to be up to you. You see, we’ll do this in gentle stages. You’ll have sex, and they will tell you how wonderful it is to be with a man. You’ll start to think about it. Your imagination will be spurred. EVentually you’ll wonder if you can do the things these women can do. You’ll wonder about sucking cock, you’ll think about what it would be like to take it up the—“ 
 
    “You’re making me into a homosexual.” 
 
    “No…no. We’re not making you into anything. It’s all choice. You can spend the rest of your life here and…that’s okay. Whether you get curious about life outside these walls is up to you.” 
 
    “I’m not curious.” 
 
    Chanel smiled. “Well, okay. Then I won’t bother you for a while. See ya.” 
 
    She closed the door. 
 
      
 
    Time passed like a speck of sand blowing over a desert. The desert never ended, and Jesse was left looking for a horizon, an event, that would never come. 
 
    He ate, and the food was okay. Not a steakhouse, but it wasn’t the normal gruel that prisons have. It wasn’t oatmeal and toast and macaroni and artificial cheese and fruit cups and…stuff. 
 
    It was hamburgers and vegetables. Tuna fish and potatoes. chicken and rice. Nothing fancy, just common, day to day fare. 
 
    He wouldn’t get skinny, but he wouldn’t get fat. In fact, his body seemed to be doing well.  
 
    Summer came to an end. The relentless heat of San Berdoo gave way to a fall coolness. He wouldn’t need an extra blanket, but…he curled himself into his one blanket and wished to be somewhere else. 
 
    Out of there. 
 
    His apartment. And he wondered about his apartment. When he was undercover he still had to figure out things like apartments and car payments and so on. 
 
    But now he couldn’t.  
 
    Would his apartment get…taken from him? Would he be evicted? 
 
    And would his car get repossessed? 
 
    He didn’t have much family, an ex-wife…would she wonder what happened to him? There was no alimony or anything…so, would she even think about him? 
 
    Days passed, just flipped like the pages of a calendar, and he went from worry to wonder. 
 
    Would he disappear from life? 
 
    And what if he did go along with the program? Would they let him re-establish his identity? Would they build him a new one? 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Chanel. ‘Hi, Jesse.’ 
 
    Yak, yak, yak. 
 
    The cell closed. 
 
    Probably half a dozen times, then, one day, he didn’t plan it, he didn’t come to a solid conclusion, he just said, “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    He’d been in solitaire for a couple of years. Never mistreated, just ignored, left to himself. 
 
    Four guards came for him. He was given a bra and a dress. He put them on and walked in the middle of the guards to the next building over. 
 
    He almost cried when he saw the sun. The guards allowed him a moment to gawk, to fall to his knees and clutch blades of grass. 
 
    They understood. 
 
    And he realized that as a cop, amongst cops, in a legal system that might be jaundiced and perverted, he never would have been allowed to smell the flowers. 
 
    He would have crossed the concrete from one cell to another…stay in line, hurry up, get in there… 
 
    He entered the next building over and walked down a hallway. 
 
    It was constructed of cinder block and cement, it was a prison, but it had paintings on the walls, and the walls had been painted pleasant colors, and when he walked into the room he was astounded. 
 
    A thick rug on the floor. A wide bed against one wall. A wet bar in a corner. A window with blinds that could be turned so he could see the outside world. 
 
    Not that there was much to see, but…he could see. 
 
    And a bathroom! With a shower and a sink and a porcelain toilet. 
 
    “Have a seat, Jesse. Someone will be in to see you in a short while. If you wish to take a shower you’ve got time.” 
 
    Jesse took a shower. Hot water. For two years he had been scooping water out of a spigot and slapping it on himself, air drying, and…he took a real shower, and there was a towel folded over a bar. 
 
    He dried himself off and looked down at his dick. 
 
    It was still limp. 
 
    But in a weird way…he didn’t care. 
 
    So what if he couldn’t get it up? 
 
    A couple of years in solitary and…so what?” 
 
    He opened the blinds and stared at the world. A fence, hills, off to the side a guard tower. 
 
    The door opened and he spun around. 
 
    “Hi, Jesse.” 
 
    She was a redhead. She was wearing the regulation grey uniform of a prisoner, but under that uniform she had a body. 
 
    “They said you’re supposed to service me.” 
 
    Service her. Huh! 
 
    Jesse sat down on the bed and waited. He didn’t speak, he was afraid to speak, but that would pass. 
 
    She came to him, and he kissed her and held her and cried. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jesse. You don’t have to cry.” 
 
    Slowly, his sniffles died down. 
 
    “They told me you’ve been in solitaire for over two years. Is that right?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “And you’re a man?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She reached under his towel and felt his penis. “Does it get hard?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Can I try to make it hard?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She pushed him back then, she was actually hungry for sex. 
 
    Of course she knew what sex was, she had had lots of jailhouse sex, but Jesse had pretty much forgotten what sex was like. 
 
    But she reminded him. 
 
    She touched his mouth, his face, his body, with her soft, plump lips. And where she touched was electrified and brought to life. 
 
    She gave him the blow job to end all blow jobs. She held his tool in her mouth, worked her tongue, touched his anus with a finger. 
 
    He loved it, he loved the sensation, and it did make him horny, but with no hammer how do you drive the nail? 
 
    Once awakened, however, he became insatiable. He fondled her breasts and mouthed her nipples.  
 
    He slid down and kissed and tongued her vagina. 
 
    He had no boner, but he was even hornier for that, and he was like a man obsessed. Or…a woman obsessed. 
 
    He sculpted her with his hands and was aware of how grody his fingers were. He missed his fingernails. 
 
    He lifted her buns and fed at her trough. 
 
    She groaned and came, and he wanted more. 
 
    Now he didn’t care if he came, he just wanted to make her cum. 
 
    And again and again and again. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a nice person,” said the girl. 
 
    “No,” he said. They were holding each other on the bed. Whispering in each others ears. Breast to breast, hearing their hearts pound against each other. 
 
    “No, you are. And you’re beautiful. I hope I get to see you again.” 
 
    Jessie wondered at that. Beautiful. He had never been called beautiful in his life, and yet she had said he was. 
 
    And he couldn’t help himself. “What’s it like to fuck a man?” 
 
    She told him in muted tones. She told him of enjoying the hardness of a man, and how to make him squirt. She told him of the comfort and security of being held by muscular arms. She told him how it felt to be expanded when he enters, and how the thrill shot through the whole body and drove a girl right out of her senses. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
      
 
    They came for Jesse regularly after that. Every two or three days they would march him over to the building with the rooms. 
 
    He made love to a variety of women. Blondes, brunettes, old, young, chubby, skinny. 
 
    A lot of them were guards, just collecting on their perks. Quite a few were prisoners. Given special attention for being accommodating. 
 
    A couple of times women came in from the outside world. Rich, smelling of money and fancy perfume. Wearing clothes much to expensive for him. Silk dresses, underwear, nylons. 
 
    On those days, the night before he would be given something nice to wear, and a guard would check on his hygiene, make sure he was feminine and ready to go. 
 
    And time passed, now measurable by sensual interludes, punctuated by faces that smiled at him and even showed concern. Bodies that wanted to give pleasure as much as receive it. 
 
    Through it all he remembered that he was a he. No matter how beautiful, he had a dick. 
 
    A year passed, and the door opened. 
 
    “Hi, Jesse.” 
 
    “Hi, Chanel.” 
 
    “How are you doing?” 
 
    “Pretty good.” 
 
    “We think so, too. Would you like to have a hard on?” 
 
    Jesse went silent. 
 
    He never came, and though he didn’t have the amount of testosterone he would have had as a male, he had some. And it built. And it made him horny. And he wanted a boner.  
 
    He wanted to fuck a woman in the way a man fucked a woman. He wanted to penetrate her, feel her sigh, make love to her with a real cock. 
 
    Not the strap on he sometimes used, but a real, live, flesh and blood boner. 
 
    “I would,” he managed to get out. 
 
    “Here is a pill. Take it before you go to bed tonight, and you’ll be hard all day long. Super viagra. You haven’t fucked for a long time, so remember to be gentle. Don’t use your penis to please yourself, but to please those who have earned time with you. 
 
    She put a pill on the floor, turned to walk out. 
 
    “Am I earning you money?” It burst out of him. 
 
    She turned and smiled. “Oh, yes. You’re worth a lot of money. The ladies like you, they request you. Would you like to try a man?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to.” 
 
    She accepted that at face value. “Okay.” 
 
    She left. 
 
      
 
    He took the pill when he went to bed. 
 
    He had dreams that night. Odd dreams, like whales rubbing up against each other as they passed. 
 
    But he didn’t remember anything specific when he awoke. 
 
    And when he awoke he had a boner. 
 
    He stroked it slowly, savored it, wished to be hard forever. 
 
    The guards came for him about ten o’clock. They escorted him to the building with the rooms, and when they left him he had the feeling they didn’t go far. 
 
    Were they worried that having a boner might make him a little rambunctious? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    A woman entered the room. She was from out of prison. She was elegant, had pearls which she took off and placed on the dresser next to the bed. 
 
    She smiled at Jesse, and took off her clothes. 
 
    Jesse sat on the bed, his hands folded between his legs, holding his hard on. 
 
    It was bigger than he remembered, but then maybe the pill he had taken had made it bigger. 
 
    You never could tell. 
 
    The woman came to him, pushed him back on the bed and climbed on top of him. 
 
    No foreplay, no chit chat, just get down and dirty.  
 
    She rode him firmly, smiling at him. She bent her head and kissed his nipples. She kissed him. She enjoyed herself. 
 
    When she was done she took a short shower. She hummed something in the shower, and Jesse sat on the edge of the bed and listened. 
 
    He had cum in her. She had wanted him to. She had squeezed him and seemed to take an inordinate amount of pleasure from making him lose his load. 
 
    He thought about it. He had squirted, and…it didn’t mean that much. After a year of pleasuring women, of staying horny, he missed the driving edge of horniness. 
 
    It was good, but he wanted to be horny more than he wanted to squirt. 
 
    He liked giving pleasure more than he liked receiving it. 
 
    She came out of the shower and dressed. She moved elegantly, zipped up her pencil skirt, unbuttoned her blouse, and kept looking over at him. 
 
    Done, prepared for the outer world, she came to him, she held his chin in one hand. 
 
    “You’re a such a beautiful creature. I’ll tell the guards you need a little make up. It’ll make you feel special.” 
 
      
 
    Jesse thought about make up a lot when he was back in his cell. He thought how it felt to kiss a woman with make up. How it felt to be kissed by a woman who wore make up. 
 
    He loved their beautiful faces. 
 
    He realized, in an offhand way, that he was not thinking about himself as a man much. 
 
    Even when he had a boner, it was more like a female than a male. which made no sense, and a lot of sense. 
 
      
 
    The door opened. He heard footsteps receding. 
 
    He shuffled to the door and looked down the hall. 
 
    The guard was just disappearing through a door into the reception area. 
 
    Hanging next to the door was a dress. It wasn’t grey prison garb, it was a pretty dress, silk material, décolleté. High hem. Attached to the coat hanger was a hair brush. 
 
    He put the dress on and brushed his hair, and started crying. 
 
    He dried his tears and walked down the long hallway. 
 
    The guard was there. She watched Jesse with interested eyes. Lustful eyes. Sometimes guards came to him for sex. Always they studied him. with eyes that wanted sex. 
 
    “Chanel would like to see you.” 
 
    He looked at the glass door. He turned back. “Where do I go?” 
 
    “Same place.” 
 
    Jesse knew the way. He left the building, walked over to the next building. 
 
    He was free, for the first time in years. 
 
    Yet, he didn’t think of trying to escape. 
 
    He didn’t know what he would do if he did manage to escape. He was such a different person now. 
 
    He entered the room, and found Chanel waiting for him. She was sitting on the bed, just…waiting. 
 
    “Hello, Jesse.” 
 
    “Hi, Chanel.” 
 
    “How are you doing.” 
 
    “Wonderful.” 
 
    “That’s good. Jesse, it’s time for a decision.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Your last decision was whether you wanted to make love to a woman as a woman. You made that decision, and you have flowered. You are quite beautiful now.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Of course you could use some make up, a little professional help with your hair…fingernails…nylons…nice underwear.” 
 
    With each of her utterances Jesse felt himself going more and more in thrall. 
 
    He wanted such things. 
 
    “Of course, to get those things, and your own room, and other things, you need to make a decision.” 
 
    “What decision?” 
 
    “You need to learn how to make love to a woman when the woman is emulating a man.” 
 
    Jesse pursed her lips and was puzzled. 
 
    Chanel smiled. “When the other woman is wearing a strap on.” 
 
    Jesse’s breath caught. 
 
    When he was a man he could never imagine being a lesbian, but that was, except for the occasional pills, what he was. 
 
    But he was being offered the chance to be a woman, and to experience that most manlike of symbols, the cock. 
 
    “But that will lead to me making love to a man…to me being the receptacle.” 
 
    “All part of your re-education. But take it one step at a time. Learn to make love as a real woman. Don’t think about the future, just accept the reality of what you are now.” 
 
    What he was now. 
 
    What was he now? 
 
    A woman? A half woman? A shemale? A tranny? 
 
    He was, in essence, all of those things. And more. 
 
    But to take it up the rear…that was another step. 
 
    Could he do it? 
 
    “But what if I don’t want to make love to a man, further down the road?” 
 
    “Then you don’t. But we’re concerned with now. Can you learn to be a woman in that most womanly of ways? Can you?” 
 
    Jesse heard himself say, “Yes.” 
 
    “Very good. “Would you like a pill?” 
 
    Did he want a boner? That would make him feel manly, and that wasn’t what they wanted. Was it what he wanted? Or did he want to be a good citizen and go along with it? 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Chanel smiled. 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    “Would you like to take a shower?” 
 
    “Can I take one before and after?” 
 
    “Of course. And I brought some body lotion and some make up. We’ll do this right.” 
 
    Jesse got undressed, took his shower, and came out. 
 
    Chanel brushed his hair and applied his make up. “You’ll have to take classes to do this, you know.” 
 
    “I know,” he said. 
 
    She showed him how to prepare his face, then she worked on his fingernails. She made them long and red, to match his lips. 
 
    Jesse watched himself in the reflection of the window. 
 
    Imposed over the fence and the hills, and the far away places of imagination, he was a woman. 
 
    He had been born a man, but society had decided he should be otherwise. 
 
    Watching himself, Jesse realized that Chanel had stopped working on him. He turned to find her standing there, a large dick sprouting from her junction. 
 
    “Are you ready, Jesse?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She had him sit on the bed, then she pushed him back. She moved between his legs, kissed him passionately, and gripped his limp penis. she lifted him up and pushed lube into him, then she lifted him up and slid her penis into him. 
 
    Jesse gasped. 
 
    He had enjoyed being fingered, getting lubed, but it was just a tease for the overwhelming sensation of getting opened up.  
 
    For the next half hour Jesse learned to whimper, to cry, to arch his back and feel Chanel play with his tits. 
 
    He had a minor orgasm.  
 
    “That’s a prostate orgasm,” Chanel explained. “You’ll get them more and more. You’ll learn.” 
 
    Jessie looked down at the dribble in her hand. 
 
    Chanel held her hand up. “Would you like a taste?” 
 
    Jesse was frozen. 
 
    Chanel licked her own hand. She held it out to him. 
 
    “Think about it, Jesse. Think of the warm salty taste, and then think about what it would be like to experience that war, salty taste dripping from you. Think about making a decision.” 
 
    Her hand was close to his lips, and his tongue went out. He licked, and closed his eyes, and he imagined. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I hope you liked these little tales. 
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    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’ 
 
    for a massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each bundle! 
 
    All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination, 
 
    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
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    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’
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    15 steamy five star stories 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here are the first two chapters from… 
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    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lois, I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “What?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you said it meanly.” 
 
    He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it. 
 
    So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought. 
 
    I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up. 
 
    “You really think you can beat us?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.” 
 
    He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I acknowledged. 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?” 
 
    “We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.” 
 
    “Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.” 
 
    “High school is long ago.” 
 
    He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me. 
 
    Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up. 
 
    “Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.” 
 
    There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend. 
 
    Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies. 
 
    So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around. 
 
    “You make me so fucking hot.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at me. 
 
    I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?” 
 
    Oh, men are easy. 
 
    The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed. 
 
    “Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.” 
 
    So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back. 
 
    “Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!” 
 
    Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing. 
 
    “Baby,” he said lustfully. 
 
    I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.” 
 
    But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder. 
 
    He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little. 
 
    Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier. 
 
    “Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!” 
 
    White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!” 
 
    I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.” 
 
    He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.” 
 
    But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’ 
 
    I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up. 
 
    Boy, was I going to get my revenge. 
 
      
 
    The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it. 
 
    “Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake. 
 
    “Why so soon?” asked Georgina. 
 
    “I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.” 
 
    We all smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?” 
 
    Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.” 
 
    “Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?” 
 
    “Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters. 
 
    There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along. 
 
    “What about the foot race?” 
 
    “Who are our fastest runners?” 
 
    So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder. 
 
    “Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say. 
 
    “Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?” 
 
    The girls looked at me blankly. 
 
    “It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?” 
 
    Man, the grins hit me then. 
 
    “Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “We might even win.” 
 
    We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance. 
 
    “Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!” 
 
    Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes. 
 
      
 
    That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it. 
 
    He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.” 
 
    And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny. 
 
    Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on. 
 
    “So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?” 
 
    Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about. 
 
    “Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly. 
 
    Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task? 
 
    He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it. 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing. 
 
    I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling. 
 
    In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week. 
 
    As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples. 
 
    Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes. 
 
    So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan. 
 
    And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips. 
 
    I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build. 
 
    I kept working him as I chewed on his lips. 
 
    He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing. 
 
    “Can you cum right now? Big guy?” 
 
    He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers. 
 
    “Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…” 
 
    I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there. 
 
    “AH…AHHHH…AH!” 
 
    Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times. 
 
    My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper. 
 
      
 
    WAR OF THE SEXES 
 
    The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch. 
 
    To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS! 
 
    In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match. 
 
    That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident. 
 
    So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project. 
 
      
 
    I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene. 
 
    “Lois, guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event. 
 
    Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races. 
 
    On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species. 
 
    Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos! 
 
    Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths. 
 
    After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it. 
 
    Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have. 
 
    Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her. 
 
    Then Leslie called, and I got it. 
 
    It was game on. 
 
    It was root hog or die. 
 
    And it was going to be fun. 
 
    Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up. 
 
    Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen. 
 
    “What’s the grin for, Lois?” 
 
    So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors. 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?” 
 
    “No problemo, Santa!” 
 
    She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.” 
 
    We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it. 
 
    “You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?” 
 
    My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.” 
 
    “Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind. 
 
    When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.” 
 
    And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first two chapters from 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games! 
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    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD
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TOO TOUGH TO FEMINIZE
Until he messed with the wrong woman!
GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00009.jpeg





images/00020.jpeg





images/00022.jpeg





images/00021.jpeg
ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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