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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Okay! It’s time for some fun! We’ve got baseball players, gangsters, vampires, whiney Pooter Boys, and all sorts of fun! 
 
    And there are now, with this issue, 21 collections of 21 stories of feminization, domination, and so on! 
 
    And, this collection includes a full novel, and a two parter that I think I intended to be a novel, but never finished. For some reason it fell apart and I just abandoned it. 
 
    Anyway, that’s a lot of writing. Fortunately, my fingers don’t feel shorter, so the hits, they will keep on coming! 
 
    And, now that I think about it, are you wearing your panties and bra? Nylons? A peignoir? 
 
    If you really want to get the total 3D, aural, smell-o-vision experience of these stories, you’ve GOT to be properly accoutered.  
 
    And I would suggest a chastity device, too. With no key. 
 
    Have fun, and… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    ‘GRACE MANSFIELD 21 STORIES’ 
 
    for a massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each bundle! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I look in strange places for inspiration. For this story I looked to a song called ‘San Miguel,’ by a group called the Kingston Trio. 
 
    The song is soft and sad and filled with love, with a wicked, little twist at the end.  
 
    The song happened long ago, but the story is timeless. 
 
    Enjoy. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    They wouldn’t let him be a vaquero. 
 
    His name was Manuel. 
 
    He was simply too short, too slender, too gentle looking. In an age dominated by rough riding men who roped bulls he was the exception.  
 
    While the men went on the cattle drives and hunted in the hills, he was left behind. 
 
    His hair was long and too soft, his eyes too dewy, and his frame too wispy. 
 
    As the other boys came of age and picked up their pistols and adjusted to the saddle, he was sent to the big house. 
 
    “What is this?” thundered Don Carlos Cantrell, seeing the frail boy for the first time.” 
 
    “Oh, father,” murmured his shy wife, la Dona Maria Elena Cantrell. “He’s to help around the house.” 
 
    Don Carlos being overbearing, and even somewhat of a bully, chuckled in his gravel voice. “Well, keep him with the women. I won’t have a sissy boy under foot.” 
 
    And so Manuel was set aside for housework, to help the women dust, to help in the kitchen, and even to model the dresses when the women sewed. 
 
    His body, except for a lack of breasts, was perfect for modeling. 
 
    And he learned to avoid the large voiced owner of the hacienda. 
 
    He learned to get along with the women, to do as he was told, and the men shunned him. 
 
    He was too soft. He couldn’t shoot. He couldn’t ride all day. He was good for nothing but being with the women, for baby sitting the children, and…they shouldn’t have underestimated him. 
 
      
 
    “Turn this way, Manuel.” Maria Elena placed a hand on his buttocks and applied pressure, turned the thin boy to the left. “That’s perfect. I need light to make these stitches.” 
 
    Maria Elena held pins in her mouth and arranged the folds of material It was to be a beautiful dress. White, festooned with lace and ribbons. Little pearl buttons in two rows down the front, the tight fitting garment causing her bosoms to look much bigger than they were. Though, to be honest, they were big. 
 
    Manuel stood and, once again, was excited by the woman’s touch. 
 
    The way she placed her hands upon him, the way she so freely patted his flesh—well, her garment to be—it made him rise up. 
 
    Maria Elena giggle. “Oh, Manuel, calm down.” 
 
    Yet, though she spoke of calming, her hands wandered yet again, ostensibly shaping the garment for pins and scissors, but, he thought, merely to feel him once again, to luxuriate in the effect she had upon him. 
 
    He might look a bit girlish, even foppish, but he had a man’s tool. 
 
    “I don’t understand why you do this, Maria Elena,” Don Cantrell thundered. “We have maids to do this for you?” 
 
    Maria Elena cast down her eyes and murmured. “I enjoy making dresses, my husband.” 
 
    “Yes, well.” 
 
    Don Carlos frowned. He could see that the boy was excited. 
 
    He felt a rage within. The boy was too soft, a sissy, and yet, to have an erection, Don Carlos wanted to drag the boy out of the house and beat him. 
 
    He had done that to other hands when they gawked at his wife too disrespectfully. 
 
    But this was his wife’s favorite ‘maid.’ 
 
    He snorted. What man could ever allow himself to be put in dresses? No kind of man at all. 
 
    “Is there anything else, Carlos?” 
 
    “No. No.” 
 
    The older man stood for a moment longer, lit a cheroot, then turned and abruptly left the room. 
 
    “He doesn’t like me,” whispered Manuel. 
 
    “He doesn’t like anybody,” Maria Elena snickered. 
 
    Manuel kept a straight face. He never understood Maria Elena. She laughed, she joked, she even made fun of her husband. 
 
    “Now, I want to do your hair this afternoon. I want to see how a new style would look on you. For me, of course. And I simply need the practice.” 
 
    “Of course, la Dona.” 
 
    “You idiot,” she hissed, pricking him in the butt with a pin. “You will call me Maria Elena.” 
 
    “Yes…Maria Elena,” and Manuel rubbed his butt. 
 
    Yet he smiled. It wasn’t just the big erections she was causing him. He loved to be allowed to address her in such a familiar manner. 
 
    She patted the bulge in the dress she was making again, and Manuel gasped. 
 
    And Maria Elena giggled. 
 
      
 
    Don Carlos Cantrell sauntered through the front room. He stopped in the center of the big room and was surrounded by beams, thick carpets, oil paintings form Spain on the wall. He frowned, and thought about the sissy boy his wife was choosing to associate with. 
 
    And Don Carlos felt that familiar rage running through him. 
 
    The boy had had a reaction in his stupid dress.  There was no mistaking that bump rising up from his groin. 
 
    His wife seemed oblivious, but Don Carlos felt the heat of anger as he considered the boy. 
 
    He should have turned him out years ago. Sent him to the village to live.It was too late now, however. Now he was his wife’s favorite pet. 
 
    What to do…what to do? 
 
    He couldn’t allow the boy to be around his wife. 
 
    Don Carlos was older than his wife, much older, and he was always jealous. 
 
    So…what to do about the boy. 
 
    Hmmm. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, the affairs of the ranch demanded Don Carlos’ attentions, but he did not forget about the simpering fop, Manuel. He simply would have to do something about the boy. 
 
    He and Maria Elena were invited to Don Fernandez’s hacienda for a small gathering. 
 
    Only a few hundred people, an afternoon of vaqueros showing off their riding skills, an evening of dancing, and mucho gusto vino. 
 
    Don Carlos gave the order for the carriage to be brought around, and he smiled. For an evening she would be free of the boy, she would be treated like the lady she was. 
 
    Manuel led a horse across the courtyard. 
 
    “What is he doing?” Don Carlos muttered. 
 
    “Manuel goes everywhere with me, father. He holds my chair, he brings my letters and books.” 
 
    Don Carlos felt the rage within. A flame threatening to devour good sense. 
 
    Yet he kept it under control. He was with his wife, after all, and she didn’t approve when he showed his more bestial side. 
 
    Don Carlos sat in the carriage and Maria Elena sat next to him. She held his arm, and he loved his wife so much. 
 
    He simply had to get rid of the weakling Manuel. 
 
      
 
    They rode through the countryside, a day of blue skies and pleasant temperatures. 
 
    Normally Don Carlos would ride with twenty vaqueros. The bandits were bold in this part of the country, but this day they were only traveling a few miles. Just around the San Miguel mission, so he had only three horsemen. Big brave men, and he was sure that would be enough. 
 
    He didn’t count Manuel, who carried his wife’s books and letters. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    One of the accompanying horsemen was pushed out of his saddle. He bounced in the dust, then lay still, his body leaking blood. 
 
    The man driving the carriage snapped the whip, but ten banditos moved in front of the carriage and he was stopped. 
 
    BANG! BANG! The remaining two vaqueros pulled their pistolas, but were shot from their saddles before they could discharge them. 
 
    The carriage driver lifted his whip to strike at the bandito’s, but—BANG! He fell back. 
 
    Don Carlos stood up and grabbed the horsewhip from the dying carriage driver. He snapped the whip, and — BANG! 
 
    Don Carlos was shot and fell back in the carriage seat. Blood welled up from his groin and he groaned with pain. 
 
    He was caught, his wife was forfeit He knew what these terrible scavengers would do to her. He knew… 
 
    The fourth horsemen, ignored by the others and following slightly behind, leaped into the carriage. 
 
    It was Manuel. 
 
    “You are cowards,” he hissed, pulling out a knife. 
 
    For a brief moment the bandito’s stared at him, then they broke into laughter. 
 
    Manuel was wearing clothes given him by Maria Elena. His hair was long. His face was soft. He looked like…a sissy. 
 
    The bandit leader, a gruff bully called ‘The Hawk,’ began to laugh. 
 
    So the bandito’s didn’t shoot Manuel, they just laughed at him. 
 
    Maria Elena was sitting back in the carriage, holding her bleeding husband. 
 
    “You are cowards, and I challenge you. Who will face me like a man?” 
 
    The Hawk stepped off his horse. “Well, little man, or should I say…little girl, I will meet your challenge.” 
 
    He turned to his men, handed the reins to his horse to one of his lieutenants, and snickered. “He is already cut down to size, but I shall cut him some more.” 
 
    Manuel jumped from the carriage and stood in the road. He held his knife, a slender stiletto, in one hand. 
 
    Hawk strode up, pulled out a Bowie knife. It looked more like a sword in his gnarly grip, and the sun glinted off its sharpened blade. “Okay, little girl…” 
 
    The Hawk jumped forward and stabbed. 
 
    The Hawk was portly, a big man, and he was fast, for a big man. 
 
    He was slow compared to the little wisp of a sissy that faced him. 
 
    Manuel wasn’t accustomed to knife fighting, but how much do you have to know to slice an ignorant bully who relies on his bulk to intimidate? 
 
    He ducked under the big blade and sunk his stiletto into the fat man’s gut several times, then jumped back. 
 
    Hawk stood, gave a shiver, and put a hand to his folds of flesh. Blood seeped out at a fast rate and was dripping into the dust on the earth. 
 
    Like all bullies, he was scared of the sight of his own blood, and his knees gave way and he stared at the pooling blood in horror. 
 
    His men were struck silent. 
 
    Manuel moved back to the carriage. “You leave us now! I have won!” 
 
    The Hawk fell face forward. He groaned and turned on his back. “Help! Help me, my men!” 
 
    But, bandito’s being bandito’s, the men simply kicked their horses with their spurs and the group rode off. 
 
    The Hawk bled a bit more, but it was obvious he was going to die. Even if, by some fluke, he survived, he would be hung from a tree. 
 
    Manuel climbed into the carriage and took up the reins. He snapped them, and the carriage leaped forward. 
 
    “I will take you to Don Fernandez. He is closer.” 
 
    Maria Elena was sobbing as she held her bleeding husband, and she nodded. 
 
      
 
    The fiesta was just starting as Manuel drove the team into the courtyard. 
 
    He stood back when the men picked Don Carlos up and carried him into the big house. He stood silent as Maria Elena fell into his arms and hugged him and cried. 
 
    And he was a hero. 
 
    From a sissy whom everyone looked down upon he was suddenly a man. Respected. He had fought off ten bandito’s, killed the bandit leader, and…he was a hero. 
 
    Manuel walked Maria Elena into the house and stood by her as she sobbed for her broken husband. 
 
    Don Carlos had been older, but strong and vital. Now he was broken. He lay in a bed in a back room and his blood stained the bed and the floor. Such a lot of blood. 
 
    The doctor arrived shortly, and later a priest was summoned. 
 
    Don Carlos lay on the bed, his eyes feverish, his flesh pale, and he looked up at his wife. 
 
    Maria Elena held his hand and cried over him. 
 
    Don Carlos had been shot in that most private of places. The bullet had entered just above the penis, tore through his reproductive system, and was lodged in his asshole. 
 
    The pain was incredible, and he screamed like a woman giving birth. 
 
    Yet the doctor called upon all of his skills and administered to the older man. 
 
    Don Carlos was given drink to numb his mind as the doctor tried his best to repair the damage. 
 
    But, in the end, all the doctor could do was take out the bullet and sew the flesh back together. 
 
    When the priest gave him the last rites Don Carlos murmured through the fog of pain and liquor, “Why can I not feel my legs?” 
 
    But, contrary to all expectations, Don Carlos did not die. 
 
    He did not fully recover, either. 
 
      
 
    Three months later Don Carlos came home. He rode in the same carriage he had been driven to Don Fernandez’s home in. With the addition of a large and bulky chair with wheels. 
 
    He sat gingerly, constantly shifting to relieve some of the pain in his body. 
 
    His eyes scoured the ranch and he took note of the many men who stood under the eaves and watched him. 
 
    A few of them came and gave their respects. 
 
    “Welcome home, Don Carlos.” 
 
    “We are glad to see you, Don Carlos.” 
 
    Don Carlos stared at the men. His thoughts were bleak. 
 
    He couldn’t walk. He couldn’t ride. Even the carriage had caused him much pain and suffering. 
 
    How could he run his huge ranchero in such a state? 
 
    He was lifted down by several men and placed in his wheel chair. He was rolled up to the front door and into his stately home. 
 
    He was now surrounded by his paintings and tapestries, his furniture and his belongings, but he no longer felt like a lord of the realm. 
 
    Now he was weak. 
 
    He was crippled. 
 
    He couldn’t walk, couldn’t ride a horse, had to be carried everywhere.  
 
    And his sexual apparatus was destroyed. 
 
      
 
    “Do not worry, my husband.” six months had passed and Maria Elena had taken over the running of the ranchero. 
 
    When he had been shot she had been a shy woman. She was surrounded by women, and she rarely talked to the men. 
 
    That had changed. 
 
    Now she wore tight pants and a short jacket. Pearls lined the seams, and her breasts were accentuated by the corselet she wore; they were mountains over the tight garment and her nipples, when her jacket was brushed aside, showed through the thin material of the blouse. 
 
    Her nipples were rigid. The material brushed against them and she always felt a sense of excitement. 
 
    She wore a black sombrero with white satin lining and a white ribbon for a hat band. The ribbon dangling over the edge of the hat. Her raven dark hair fell from under the hat. 
 
    The men on the ranch couldn’t help but stare at her. Her form was so lush, her ass so round, her waist thin and her breasts so large, and her lips….cherry red and always in a sad smile. 
 
    “I cannot help but worry,” Don Carlos murmured. His once thunderous voice was still gruff, but it had turned softer. 
 
    His whole body, and his persona, had changed. 
 
    His barrel chest was now shrinking, and his taut stomach was now a starting to expand. Where once had been good, hard muscle was flab. 
 
    His hair was turning prematurely white. It had been bristly grey, but not it was softer, thinner, whiter. 
 
    His thick eyebrows shagged over his watery eyes, and his lips were constantly turned down. 
 
    “You worry too much. I will make sure the round up goes well. I know the men well, and they work hard. And if I forget anything Manuel will remind me. 
 
    Manuel. The slender man who had saved his life, and his wife’s life, and her honor. The man who looked more like a girl with his soft face and his long hair. 
 
    Don Carlos felt disdain for the young man. And yet, he had saved him. 
 
    The boy looked like a girl. That was the problem.  
 
    The boy looked effeminate. He would look better in a dress than in pants and a jacket. 
 
    Don Carlos watched how the boy followed Maria Elena around; he saw the way the youngster stared at his wife, and it drove him crazy. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do. His wife kept him by her side, and the boy had saved them. 
 
    But Don Carlos couldn’t help but feel a certain…jealousy. 
 
    Yes. Jealousy. 
 
    For his wife looked at Manuel the same way Manuel looked at her. 
 
    There was an understanding between the two. An understanding that was not between Don Carlos and his wife. 
 
    Oh, he didn’t suspect them of sex…but…he didn’t think so. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    But when? Don Carlos knew that when men and women were in close proximity they fell to their desires. 
 
    He had done it often enough, in spite of being married. So…he knew. 
 
    But how could he stop it? 
 
    “About Manuel.” 
 
    Maria Elena turned to her husband. She knew that, in spite of the boy’s heroism, her husband was not fond of Manuel. 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “I would like him to stay here.” 
 
    “But I need him. He carries my books and letters. He carries a gun now, and he protects me. You know that he watches over me!” 
 
    Yes, and waits for his chance. 
 
    “I understand, my dear, but it would be helpful for me.” 
 
    Maria Elena approached her husband, stood in front of his bulky wheel chair. “Helpful how?” She was biting her lip. She didn't want her husband to lay down some kind of rule, get in the way of her feelings for Manuel. 
 
    “I need help in bathing, and…other things. The women aren’t strong enough, and…he is not as embarrassing as if I had a real man help me.” 
 
    Maria Elena stared at him. A real man. Yes. she understood how the other men on the ranch considered Manuel, and it was partially for that reason that she kept him close to her at all times. 
 
    He might be a hero, he might have saved her and her husband, but men were men and they looked down on men who didn't act like men. 
 
    And Manuel did not act like other men. 
 
    He wore his hair long so she could practice styling it. Sometimes he would even be seen with clips and even barrettes in his long locks. 
 
    And he was not a big chested, loud-voiced man. 
 
    He was soft, and gentle. He wore outfits that she wanted to see him in, pants…but feminine styled pants. A corset so she could see how a garment would look on her. Heeled boots that were just a little too high. 
 
    And he never complained or tried to boss her around. He was dedicated to her, and he always did what she said. 
 
    “But, honey, I can help you bath when I return. 
 
    “But you know the round up will take several days. Please, leave Manuel with me.” 
 
    She didn’t want to, but she loved her husband, and she acceded to his request. 
 
    He smiled, she leaned down to kiss him, and the die was cast. 
 
      
 
    Maria Elena and the crew sauntered out of the courtyard on their horses. 
 
    The crew had grown to love Maria Elena, and they respected her knowledge of how to run a rancho greatly. They surrounded her and escorted the beautiful woman out of the yard. 
 
    Maria Elena turned in her saddle and waved good bye to her husband. He waved back, and she saw Manuel standing behind his wheel chair. 
 
    Her wave was to him, too, and she could make out his tentative smile, then she was through the gate and trotting down the road to the pastures where the cattle waited. 
 
    She didn’t see the look of mean satisfaction on her husband’s face. 
 
     
 
    No sooner had the dust settled than Don Carlos raised up a small bell and shook it. 
 
    “Si, señor,” Manuel rushed through the door into the big room and stood in front of the crippled rancher. 
 
    Don Carlos kept an even expression on his face. “It is time to wash me.” 
 
    “Si, señor.” 
 
    Manuel took a place behind the wheel chair and pushed it to the small hoist that had been set up for Don Carlos. Once on the hoist Manuel pulled on the ropes and the hoist slowly rose to the second floor. 
 
    “You like my wife, don’t you, Manuel?” 
 
    “Si, señor. She is very fine lady.” 
 
    “And you like it when she puts her dresses on you.” 
 
    Manuel blinked. “Not so much, señor, but it pleases her.” He wasn’t telling the truth here, of course, for men weren’t supposed to admit they liked wearing dresses. 
 
    “Ah, yes. Pleases her.” 
 
    They reached the second floor and Manuel pushed the wheel chair down the hallway to the room with the big tub in it. 
 
    The tub used to be for Maria Elena’s pleasure, but now that Don Carlos was crippled it was much more convenient to attend to his needs in that room. 
 
    “Do you ever think of my wife in…that…way?” 
 
    For a moment Manuel was confused, then he understood. “No! No! Señor! That would be bad!” 
 
    “And you don’t want to be bad with my wife?” 
 
    “No, señor.”  
 
    Manuel was shaking his head as they entered the bathroom. 
 
    He maneuvered the chair around so that Don Carlos could use his arms and get into the tub. Manuel moved so that he could help the Don.  
 
    Don Carlos took his bathrobe off, and Manuel was treated to a look at legs that had atrophied, a limp penis that yet had big balls. 
 
    Manuel placed his arms around the old rancher and started to lift. 
 
    It took effort, but they managed too deposit the rancher in the large, claw foot tub. It was already filled with hot water, and the rancher settled into the liquid with a sigh. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Manuel went to a dresser and picked up a bar of soap and a sponge. 
 
    “Manuel?” 
 
    “Yes, señor?” 
 
    “You’re going to get wet if you scrub me with your clothes on.” 
 
    “I don’t mind.” 
 
    “I do. Take your clothes off.” 
 
    Now Manuel felt strange. He had never been asked to disrobe when helping with the bathing of Don Carlos. 
 
    In fact, he was embarrassed. 
 
    “Please, senor…” 
 
    “I said, take your clothes off.” 
 
    Don Carlos spoke evenly, hiding his excitement. 
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    His flesh turning a blushing red, Manuel removed his shirt. 
 
    “Now your pants.” 
 
    “Please, senor…” 
 
    “I have a confession to make,” whispered Don Carlos. 
 
    Manuel waited, his heart pounding. 
 
    “I am no longer able to function down there. I wold like to see, just once, a functioning tool. To remind me of what it was like. To help me come to grips with my condition.” 
 
    Manuel didn’t know how seeing another man naked would help the Don, but he knew he had no choice. He was a peasant, honored to be working in the big house. So…he must. 
 
    He unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down his thin thighs. 
 
    Don Carlos stared at Manuel’s legs. They were hairless, like a woman’s. Like his own were becoming. 
 
    The anger within Don Carlos swelled. He was crippled, helpless, and this boy…he had seen his wife touch the front of the dress she made him put on for sewing. 
 
    He was jealous, and he looked down on the slender boy. 
 
    But, mostly, anger. All his crippled emotions were manifesting in anger. 
 
    “Step closer,” Don Carlos looked at the healthy penis hanging from between Manuel’s legs. 
 
    So cruel, nature, that she would grant a skinny boy the prick of a bull, and curse him to a limp noodle. 
 
    He grabbed Manuel’s penis, held it, and screamed, “HELP!” 
 
    “Aiieee!” Manuel squeaked like a woman. He batted at the rancher’s arms, but there was enough strength left in the rancher’s arms to hold tightly, and, inevitably, the penis began to grow stronger. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    “Please, let go!” 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    Running footsteps, coming up the s stairs. 
 
    Don Carlos sneered, “You look at my wife! She touches you! You bastard!” 
 
    Manuel tried to pry the rancher’s fingers off his penis, but Don Carlos had a grip on him. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    Three men rushed into the bathroom, and Don Carlos finally let go of Manuel. 
 
    “He tried to get me to kiss his penis!” Don Carlos yelled. 
 
    The men, being men, were truly upset. 
 
    “No! I—“ 
 
    A punch knocked Manuel to the floor. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    A kick in the belly curled him up and robbed him of breath. 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    Then all three men were beating him. 
 
    Don Carlos sat in the warm water, looking scared, but secretly he was exulting. 
 
    This would teach that bastard who was boss! And his wife would hear how the boy had tried to do things to Don Carlos! 
 
    His wife would never look at the boy again, and she would certainly never pat his penis and feel it through the dresses she made him wear. 
 
    More men rushed into the room, and they were shocked to hear of what Manuel had attempted. But they knew how to deal with men who weren’t really men. 
 
    They dragged him out of the bathroom and down the hallway. Down the steps, his head banging on each step, and outside. 
 
    In the courtyard they let loose their anger, and when they were done they threw the naked boy out the front gate, then locked the gate. 
 
    Upstairs, in the bathroom, several men helped Don Carlos out of the tub and helped him down the hall to his room. 
 
    His face was shocked and saddened; his heart was leaping like a fish in the pond on a summer day. 
 
    Bastard peasant! 
 
      
 
    Manuel lay in the fringe of weeds alongside the trail leading to the rancho. Amazingly, his bones weren’t broken. They just felt like it. Every inch of his body felt like a giant bear had jumped up and down on on it. 
 
    He put out a hand, grasped dirt, and pulled himself forward. He pushed with his weary legs. He wondered where he was.  
 
    He didn’t remember being thrown off the ranch, he was just aware that motion was life, and if he wanted to live he should keep moving. 
 
    He crawled through the weeds, and the taller weeds engulfed him. 
 
    His face was bleeding. His teeth felt loose. His rectum was savagely bruised and bleeding. 
 
    What the men had done to him. 
 
    He crawled. 
 
    The night passed and Manuel found himself in the woods. 
 
    The soft, cool earth of the forest absorbed his body heat. 
 
    He heard animals, but they were silent when he crawled past them. 
 
    Crawl. Crawl. 
 
    Why had Don Carlos done that to him? 
 
    He understood the men, that was a manly reaction. But Don Carlos? He had saved Don Carlos life! Why did the old man treat him like that? Cause him to be beaten in so savage a manner? 
 
    A day passed. A day of crawling. A day of sleeping fitfully for minutes, before the pain woke him up and caused him to crawl again. 
 
    Yard after yard. 
 
    Two days, and he had crawled a mile. He was hungry, delirious. He couldn’t figure out where he was going. 
 
    He knew he would just reach the end of his strength, stop crawling, and die. 
 
    And he did.  
 
    He closed his eyes and thought, This is the final time I will see the daylight. 
 
      
 
    “He left!” Don Carlos blurted. “The very day you went on the round up Manuel took a saddle horse and rode away. I don’t know why.” 
 
    Maria Elena stared at her husband. Something was wrong here. She knew that Manuel wouldn’t just leave. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    And to all her queries Don Carlos just shrugged. 
 
    But she knew…she knew there was something more here. 
 
    But whether he had a secret or not, she had a ranch to run. 
 
    She saw to restocking the cattle. She sent a man to town to get provisions. She saw to the fences and the feed, the branding and the medical emergencies that crop up on a ranch. 
 
    And wondered. 
 
    Oddly, the men who had been left behind on the ranch shared the same secret concerning what happened to Manuel. 
 
    She asked them outright and their faces would glaze over and they would act concerned. “I do not know, la Dona.” 
 
    But they did! 
 
    She knew they did! 
 
    What secret were the men hiding from her? 
 
    What had happened to Manuel? 
 
      
 
    But, work went on, and she was pivotal to all the decisions to be made, so she concerned herself with running a ranch, and only in small moments did she allow herself to wonder, and to feel the hurt. 
 
    For she truly missed Manuel. 
 
    In these small moments she began to realize there was more between Manuel and her than she had realized. 
 
    But there was nothing she could do about it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    He became aware of the log rafters over his head.  
 
    Rough hewn, planks atop the beams, probably a covering, maybe just straw or sod, atop the planks. 
 
    His eyes shifted along the beams and came to the edge of the roof. 
 
    Logs. He was in a log cabin. 
 
    He even knew which log cabin he was in. 
 
    It was a building in the north pasture, once used and a line shack, now abandoned. Not enough water in the pasture dried up the grass. Maybe some year it would rain again and…the line shack would be used again. 
 
    But…why was he here? 
 
    The memories flooded in. Being grabbed by the penis and held, the men bursting into the room and Don Carlos accusing him. 
 
    But…why? 
 
    He heard somebody moving. He turned his head—it hurt—and saw…a man. 
 
    The man was big. Well over six feet. A big, bushy beard. 
 
    Norteamericano, Manuel thought. 
 
    “Morning, partner.” 
 
    The man crossed the room, sat on a chair that creaked with his weight, and held out a cup of coffee. 
 
    “Man, you been beat to a pulp. Fact, I never seen a pulp so beaten. Drink this.” 
 
    The man held Manuel’s head up and Manuel sipped…soup. Not coffee. But it had a taste of coffee because it had been made in a coffee pot. 
 
    The man laid Manuel’s head back down and nodded. 
 
    “I don’t think anything is broken, but I ain’t never seen anything so bruised. A couple of weeks you’ll be right as rain.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Por nada. Man oughta help his fellow man. You like burritos? I got some bear meat burritos, you look like you could use a burrito.” 
 
      
 
    Maria Elena always thought of this time period on the ranch as the empty time. 
 
    She commanded the men, she ran the ranch, and nobody would talk to her. 
 
    Too embarrassed? Some terrible, hidden secret? 
 
    She didn’t know. 
 
    She just knew that her heart was empty and she had a ranch to run. 
 
    She gave the orders, and she ate silent dinners with her husband, and wondered what had happened. 
 
    Don Carlos would be wheeled up to the table, and he would smile, and she would smile back at him. But her smile was wan and weak. 
 
    She had loved her husband, but he had become crippled. 
 
    But it wasn’t the crippling that was killing her heart. It was the secret he wouldn't tell her. 
 
    And she knew it had to do with Manuel. 
 
    What had they done to Manuel? 
 
      
 
    Manuel got out of the bed after a couple of days. He could hardly move. He shuffled across the floor and found that he couldn’t bend his joints to sit down. 
 
    Long John, for that was the name he went by, watched the Mexican lad with the soft face stand at the table and stare at the chair. 
 
    He walked over and slid the chair under Manuel’s legs and shoved the boy back. 
 
    Manuel sobbed, but no tears came out. The pain of just sitting down was so terrible. 
 
    “I made biscuits, we can use the grease from the bacon to make them tasty.” 
 
    Manuel sat, his hands on the table, and watched the big man prepare biscuits and bacon. The smell was good, and he knew he was recovering. 
 
    But he wouldn’t recover from what Don Carlos had done to him. 
 
    He missed Maria Elena. Missed her fiercely. 
 
    It was during this time that Manuel realized he had feelings for the woman that were…strong. 
 
    After dinner Manuel made it to a chair on the porch. He suffered, but he was determined. He sat, and in a strange oddity of sound, he could hear the mission bell from San Miguel—it had to be four miles away—traveling through the hills. 
 
    Dong…dong…dong…and in his mind he heard, She is married, Manuel. The wife of the rancher Don Carlos Cantrell. She is married. 
 
    He sat and watched the sunset, and Long John came out and sat next to him. The big man rolled a cigarette and offered one to Manuel. 
 
    Manuel had never smoked, and he sat on the porch and watched the thin line of smoke rising. 
 
    He coughed, but it felt good. It soothed his lungs. 
 
    “So whatcha gonna do, partner?” 
 
    What would he do?  
 
    Should he run? Leave the area? Go find work on a ranch hundreds of miles away? 
 
    But he didn’t want to leave. He knew of no place else; he had been born and lived his life on Don Carlos’ ranch. 
 
    And…he couldn’t stop thinking of Maria Elena. 
 
    If Don Carlos had done what he had done to Manuel…what would he do to Maria Elena? 
 
    He whispered, “You have a pistol. You have a knife.” 
 
    Long John sat and pursed his lips and thought. 
 
    Sure. He had a pistol. He had a six shooter and he was good with it. He was so good he had had to come south of the border to escape what he had done. 
 
    But what had he done but stand up to railroad bullies? 
 
    And, he liked Manuel. 
 
    Sure, the kid was soft looking, but he though about how far the kid had crawled. 
 
    No quit in the kid. 
 
    And he might have soft eyes, but there was a hardness in them now, a hardness that warned any railroad bullies. 
 
    But from what the kid said it wasn’t railroad bullies, it was a rancher. A rancher bully. 
 
    Long John smiled. 
 
    A bully is a bully, and they ought always to be stood up against. 
 
    “Sure,” he murmured, and in that word he agreed to teach Manuel how to use a six shooter and a knife. 
 
      
 
    “I know you chased Manuel away.” 
 
    “How can you say that?” 
 
    Maria Elena stared at her husband. It had been a year since his crippling, and he was a shadow of what he once had been. 
 
    His chest was thin, his belly was fat. His legs were like toothpicks and his eyes had taken on a mean look. 
 
    She had loved him, but how could she love…this? 
 
    “I heard the men talking. Something about a bathtub.” 
 
    Don Carlos’s eyes took on a mean cast. “He attacked me in the bathtub. The men caught him, beat him, and threw him off the ranch. there was nothing I could do.” 
 
    She studied his mean eyes. His lips had once been firm, now they were soft, blubbery, like the man. 
 
    He had changed from a cock of the walk bully boy into a whining object of pity. 
 
    “There’s more to it than that.” 
 
    He crossed his heart. “I swear.” Then he went on the attack. “Why do you care? Was there something between you? Did you cheat on me, my wife?” 
 
    She gasped at the thought, yet under the thought was the feelings she had had for the slender boy. He had been the one she could talk to. He never judged her, never mocked her, always treated her like she was a lady. 
 
    And she was. 
 
    But now, her husband making his baseless accusations, she didn’t feel like a lady. She felt dirty just talking to him. 
 
    Was he always like this? Was he like this and I never noticed? 
 
    She didn’t know. But she knew her feelings for the man were waning, and rapidly. He was using his crippled state like a club, bullying people by making them feel sorry for him. 
 
    How could she survive this marriage? 
 
      
 
    At the same time Maria Elena was having this discussion with her husband Manuel was riding into the village. 
 
    He was riding a stolen horse, stolen from the rancho he had once worked for. The saddle had come with the horse, a silver buckled thing of exquisite beauty. 
 
    Manuel, himself, was a thing of beauty. 
 
    He wore a pair of pants that were skin tight, no shirt, a tight jacket, and his hair was long and coiffed in one of the styles Maria Elena preferred. It hid under his hat. 
 
    His lips were full and soft. His eyes were beautiful, but hard. They glinted with a meanness that had not been there a year previous. 
 
    The horse stepped gently, as if aware that there was a man of some significance on his back. 
 
    The people in the town glanced up, then down, then raised their faces again. 
 
    Manuel commanded their attention. 
 
    He had a pistola in an American style holster. Not beautiful. 
 
    He had two knives in scabbards on the right and left side of his body. They weren’t large scabbards, not a Bowie knife, but rather stilettos. Built for the quick jab, the rapid slice that wouldn’t be deep, but wold draw much blood. 
 
    He walked his horse to the hitch rail in front of the cantina and tied the reins loosely. 
 
    Two men from the ranch walked out of the bat wing doors at that moment. They were sturdy men, hard working, with the muscles accrued from such hard work. 
 
    They had also, a year previous, dragged Manuel down the stairs and into the courtyard and beat him within an inch of his life. 
 
    And they had done other things to him. Things befitting a pervert. But they didn’t know he wasn’t a pervert, that he was just a victim of perversion. 
 
    Manuel recognized the men, but he ignored them. 
 
    They didn’t recognize him, but they did recognize the horse. 
 
    As Manuel walked into the cantina he heard the whispers behind him. 
 
    “Caballo robado.” Stolen horse. 
 
    His lips stayed in a line, and he walked to the bar. 
 
    “Tequila,” he stated. 
 
    The two men entered the saloon, looked around, and spotted him. 
 
    He turned and leaned against the bar, his elbows on the bar. His hat was pulled slightly down and his face was in shadow. 
 
    The two men, rough characters, walked towards him with measured steps. 
 
    “Senor. Where did you come by that horse.” 
 
    He looked up, smiled, and said, “I steal him.” 
 
    They recognized Manuel. They gasped.  
 
    One reached for him, and withdrew his arm, holding it to stop the flow of blood.  
 
    Manuel’s knife was already back in the scabbard. 
 
    And the two men left. Back glances. Muttered imprecations. Hate. 
 
    It was the boy who looked like a girl, the one who had tried to touch their boss. 
 
    Manuel turned back to the bar and sipped his tequila. It wouldn't be long now. 
 
      
 
    The two men entered the courtyard in a rush. Men helped the one who was cut out of the saddle and into the bunkhouse. The cut was serious and the doctor had to be called. 
 
    Men rushed out of the bunkhouse. Little groups clustered, and then men rushed off to saddle their horses. 
 
    Maria Elena was upstairs working on a dress. A mouthful of pins, she stepped to the window and looked down on the activity. What had gotten the men so worked up? 
 
    She put the pins down, dismissed her maid, and put on her riding clothes. 
 
    She wore the black outfit with the wide brimmed sombrero. She placed a coiled whip over her shoulder, and walked down the stairs. 
 
    Half the men on the ranch were already gone, racing out of the gate, spurring their horses savagely. 
 
    “What it going on?” asked Maria Elena in a strident voice. 
 
    A year of running a ranch had brought great changes in her. Now she walked like a man. Her lips were thinner and her eyes hard and small. She still had the amazing body, but…she was different. 
 
    “Nothing, la Dona.” 
 
    Men stood around, hats in hands, looking at the ground. 
 
    Maria uncoiled the whip and snapped it. 
 
    “If you don’t speak honestly I will take your flesh off!” 
 
    Still, the men did not speak, but one of the kitchen women stepped into the courtyard. Drying her hands on an apron she snapped, “Manuel has been seen in town. He has stolen a horse and cut Pablo.” 
 
    A moment of stunned surprise. 
 
    Manuel? The symbol of her innocence? A reminder of when life was young and beautiful? 
 
    She turned to the nearest man. “Saddle my horse.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    CRACK! She snapped the whip an inch from his cheek, and the man hurried off. 
 
    “The rest of you will stay on the ranch.” She turned back to the big house. 
 
    She entered the main room and went to the gun rack. 
 
    “What are you doing?” asked Don Carlos, pushing himself into the room, seeing his wife take down a pistol and belt and strap it on her waist. 
 
    She turned to him. Her gaze was powerful, and his was weak. 
 
    “Manuel is in town. If you have something to say about him…you best speak now.” 
 
    Her meaning was plain. She was going to get to the bottom of why Manuel had left the ranch. 
 
    “As I told you,” his voice was whiny and whimpering. “He put his hands on me, and…and…he tried to place his penis in me.” 
 
    She stared at him. She didn’t believe him. But she didn’t know what to believe. 
 
    “Very well.” She checked the loads, then jammed the pistol into her holster. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Maria Elena said nothing, just stared at him, then turned and left the room. 
 
    Don Carlos now commenced to worry. He needed to get rid of Manuel. When Manuel had disappeared the year previous he had thought he was done with him, but now, for him to show up…he rolled his wheel chair to the gun rack and took down a rifle. 
 
      
 
    The first two men to reach town barged into the saloon. 
 
    They stomped to the bar. 
 
    “Where is he? Where is Manuel?” 
 
    The bartender, a skinny fellow with large mustaches, nodded towards a table in a far corner. 
 
    There sat Manuel, and there was nobody else in the bar. 
 
    The peasants could smell when matters were coming to a head. 
 
    The two men turned and walked towards Manuel. They pushed aside chairs and advanced on the slender youth. 
 
    Manuel, his hair piled high like a woman’s, his sombrero on the table in front of his right hand, watched them come. 
 
    It was dark, the two men couldn’t see the details, couldn’t discern the look in Manuel’s eyes, but they felt him. 
 
    It was like walking into a room in which stood the toughest, meanest, bull they had ever seen. 
 
    They stopped, and frowned, and watched the effeminate, young man. 
 
    “You stole a horse.” 
 
    Manuel watched them with no concern. He was not the slender, girlish boy any more. Now he was trained with the pistol, and his natural talents with the knife had blossomed. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    Now one of the vaqueros said something stupid. 
 
    “Give him back.” 
 
    It was just so illogical. All they had to do was go outside, unhitch the horse and lead him away. 
 
    But they wanted the confrontation. They wanted to teach this fop a lesson. They were prideful men, and didn’t understand that pride went before a fall. 
 
    “If you leave you will live.” 
 
    The two men looked at each other, then at Manuel. 
 
    Manuel smiled a brittle smile. 
 
    One of the men reached for Manuel.He would pick him up out of the chair and thrash him, and then he would be taken outside and lynched for a horse thief. 
 
    Unfortunately, the vaquero wasn’t a trained gun fighter. Or a knife fighter. 
 
    Manuel pushed a pistol into the man’s throat. 
 
    The man froze. He gulped. He tried to look down at the barrel focused on his Adam’s apple. 
 
    Manuel said, “You beat me for something the old man did. Tell your friends. I did not touch him. He touched me, and you, estupido, did his wishes.” 
 
    Manuel pushed slightly and the man backed away. The front of his pants were wet with urine, and he turned and staggered out the door. 
 
    He was brave, and if he was right he was braver. But to be wrong…his bravery fled. 
 
    The other vaquero stood uncertainly. He hadn’t heard the words. He hadn’t seen the pistol. He had just seen his companion stagger out the door. 
 
    “You—“ he blurted, and he pulled his gun. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The vaquero didn’t even have his gun out, and his body lost strength and the pistol slid back into the holster. 
 
    He turned, took a step, turned as he sat down in a chair, then went limp all over. 
 
    He was dead. 
 
      
 
    More men entered the village. They rode hard and slid off their horses in front of the cantina. 
 
    But nobody was entering. 
 
    The first vaquero who had gone in and come out was talking to the men. Everybody was looking at the cantina uncertainly. 
 
    Maria Elena rode into the village and pulled her horse up. She stared at the men standing in front of the cantina. She stepped off her horse and walked past the vaqueros. 
 
    They stared, but their crime was staring them in the face. They had beaten an innocent man, and done other things to him. And they had refused to admit the truth as they learned of it. 
 
    Maria Elena pushed the bat wing doors open and entered the cool shade of the cantina. 
 
    She had never been in a cantina before, and she stared around. 
 
    It was silent, and there was nobody behind the bar. 
 
    A man sat in a bentwood chair in a far corner. He was slumped, and she suspected her was dead. 
 
    Behind the man and slightly to the side was…Manuel. 
 
    Maria crossed the room, her heels tapping on the floor. She stopped in front of the table and looked down on Manuel. 
 
    His tight outfit. His coiffed hair. His full lips and soft eyes. Hard for others, soft for her. 
 
    “Why did you leave?” she asked, her voice trembling. 
 
    For a moment Manuel said nothing, then he whispered. “Don Carlos grabbed me by my manhood. He called to the men. They took me out and they used me…like a woman. They beat me and they poked me, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    Yet he was hurting. She was trembling, and he was shivering. 
 
    She nodded, and confronted the mess her husband had made. 
 
    “You will come back to the ranch with me.” 
 
    “But—“ he stopped. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But…I dream of the days when you put me in dresses. I remember that day when you made my lips red and you touched me…down there.” 
 
    “I remember, too.” 
 
    Her voice was so very, very soft. And she said: “We can do that again.” 
 
    His eyes were locked on hers, he was shaking. “I would like that.” 
 
    “Then come with me.” She held out her hand. 
 
      
 
    They rode together, holding hands as they rode, and the men of the rancho followed them. 
 
    There was no whispering, no judging, for men who have admitted their guilt are not so willing to be guilty again. 
 
    They entered the courtyard and men came rushing out to take the horses and handle them. 
 
    Holding hands with Manuel, Maria Elena entered the house. 
 
    It was dark, only a lantern by the front door. 
 
    “Don Carlos!” Maria Elena’s voice was strong as she called for her husband. 
 
    Don Carlos, a weasel, a whimpering bully, aimed the rifle from a dark corner and fired. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Manuel picked Maria Elena up and flung her behind a sofa. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Yet Manuel, though he had located the flash of the barrel, did not shoot. 
 
    Some may think he was generous. 
 
    Some may think he was no longer possessed of jealousy and anger. 
 
    But the truth was that he was saving Don Carlos for a punishment more dire. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    Don Carlos pushed the chair out into the room, tried to get in position for a killing shot, but Manuel moved from shadow to shadow, until the gun was empty and Manuel stood behind the rancher with one stiletto held to the rancher’s throat. 
 
    “No!” begged the cowardly Don Carlos, and he threw the rifle to the floor. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
     
 
    Manuel stood in his dress. It was a marvel of lace and ribbons. It was cut low at the chest and revealed his smooth, hairless flesh. He was wearing high heels and this made his calves more pronounced, his rear end more rotund, and his walk more sexy. 
 
    His hair was flowing down his back, barrettes controlling the flow of his beautiful locks. His lips were plump and Maria Elena had colored them red and rouged his cheeks. His eyes were dark, soft, expressive. 
 
    “Come, my love,” whispered Maria Elena. She led him by the hand to the big, poster bed. 
 
    She helped him up on the bed, positioned him on all fours, and lifted his dress and pulled down his pantaloons. 
 
    His ass was round and ready. After being abused by the men in the courtyard he had discovered that he preferred this way of making love. 
 
    He was a soft man, with soft wants, and he didn’t want to do the taking….he preferred to be taken. 
 
    Maria Elena moved up behind him. She used her fingers, and then a knob of wood carved in the shape of a penis. 
 
    Manuel groaned and cried out, and felt the softness of him manifest. 
 
    He loved the woman who was taking him with all his heart. 
 
    When he was done. When his semen was drained and it was his turn, he took her, and for this he did use his penis. It was drained, and yet would not soften.  
 
    This was the usual way it was, for his mind thought he still had to cum, and his body reacted, but his body had no more to give. 
 
    For long minutes they made love, Maria Elena having orgasm after orgasm, until they were both exhausted. 
 
    Then they lay upon the bed, in each others arms, sated and content. 
 
    “Please, close the door, my love.” 
 
    Manuel was delightfully sore back there, and he loved to walk after having been taken. It tickled his fancy in the best possible way. 
 
    He walked to the door and looked out. 
 
      
 
    The rope to the hoist had been removed, and the hoist was permanently stuck on the first floor. 
 
    Don Carlos was resigned to the first floor; he would never ascend to the second floor, and the bedrooms, again. 
 
    He was sitting in his wheel chair, tears dribbling down his cheeks as he looked up and met Manuel’s gaze. 
 
    Manuel smiled, touched his fingers to his lips, then angled his fingers towards Don Carlos. 
 
    Good night. 
 
    The bedroom door closed. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Who, in their right mind, would lock up their family jewels? 
 
    Put those baubles of pleasure aside, out of reach, never to be enjoyed? 
 
    And, as the days pass, the torment grows and grows, becomes unbearable. 
 
    Lust becomes the theme of your life. 
 
    Desire becomes your only hope. 
 
    If you could only…get…loose! 
 
    Who? 
 
    You, silly. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jim heard the ding and grinned. He was in the bathroom and his phone was in the bedroom. He trotted into the bedroom and retrieved his cell phone. He opened it, and…zowie! 
 
    Marcy had sent him a zinger. 
 
    She was in Houston for the monthly meeting, would be there a week, and she always sent him little messages. Good, little messages. Messages with her emphasizing her sexiness. 
 
    He stared at the screen and bonered up. 
 
    She was in a bathroom, a cubicle, and she had her panties down. She was holding the phone on one of those selfie sticks and it showed the lip of the bowl, her tinkling, then her blouse pulled aside to reveal a bare tit, and then her beautiful face. 
 
    Jim couldn’t help it. He howled. And he stripped his clothes off and stepped into the shower. 
 
    His cell phone was the latest model, it could be submerged up to 10 meters without water damage. 
 
    He placed it in the soap dish, the lens aimed towards him, and he began stroking. 
 
    Oh, yeah! His soapie hand flew back and forth and his testicles bounced under his weenie. 
 
    He stared at the picture of his wife, then heard another ding. 
 
    He tapped the phone and pulled up another picture. 
 
    She had two fingers in her pussy and the look on her face showed that she meant business. She was intending to cum! 
 
    Damn! He had to beat her to it! He stroked faster, felt the heat in his balls, and knew he was almost there. 
 
    He tapped his phone as he kept up his frantic pumping, and started snapping pics. 
 
    CLICK! The first squirt. 
 
    CLICK! Angled up so she could see the torment on his face. 
 
    CLICK! Right on the face of the cell phone. 
 
    Now he was stuck. He aimed the water on his cell phone and tried to wash his semen off. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    He kept snapping pictures as he spewed his seed. 
 
    At last, emptied, his knees weak, he looked at his photos. He chose a couple of them and sent them to his wife. 
 
    And received a couple of dings and saw her face twisted in joy. 
 
    Done, he stepped out of the shower, put his phone aside, and dried himself off. 
 
    Wow! That was fun! That was good. 
 
    He loved it when they played these types of games. 
 
    Well, heck, he was a kinky guy, and it was always fun to— 
 
    DING! 
 
    He looked at his phone and was puzzled. Marcy should be heading back to whatever meeting she was going to. And they were done. What the heck was she sending him now? 
 
    He picked up his cell and pulled up his wife’s…mess…oh…fuck!…FUCK! 
 
    The message on the phone was one word. 
 
      
 
    Jim? 
 
      
 
    And it was from his mother-in-law! 
 
      
 
    Jim held to the doorframe and staggered. He almost fell to the floor. 
 
    His mother-in-law? What the…in her message, it was a return from his, he could see the pics he had sent to Marcy. 
 
    His squirts, the stupid look on his blessed face. 
 
    But he had sent that to his wife!” 
 
    He examined his phone very carefully then, and saw what had happened. 
 
    When he entered his wife’s name, several years previous, they were dating and he entered her last name, which was the same last name as his mother-in-law. So he had tapped his mother-in-law and not his wife’s number! 
 
    DING! 
 
      
 
    Jim? What is this? 
 
      
 
    For a frozen, mind blasted mentality Jim was thinking pretty quick. 
 
    He went through several possible answers in a half a minute and settled on: 
 
      
 
    OMG! I’ve been hacked! 
 
      
 
    Which was stupid, because his face was right there, over the squirt of his penis, grinning like an idiot. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I don’t think so. 
 
    Unless you’ve got a clone somewhere! 
 
      
 
    Jim: 
 
    No! I was hacked. They photo shopped my face. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Looks like your shirt. 
 
      
 
    Jim was completely and totally panicked! How could he have made such a mistake? And he knew his mother-in-law was on to him. This was proven out by her next message. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Actually, it’s sort of cute. 
 
    Your face is all scrunched up… 
 
    must have been a doozy of a cum. 
 
      
 
    Jim started writing a half a dozen times, trying to come up with excuses, trying to evade, but he stopped short of sending each time. 
 
    He was caught! And there was nothing he could say! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’d ask you to masturbate again, 
 
    and will later, 
 
    when you’ve recovered. 
 
    But for right now you should just worry. 
 
    When Marcy sees what you sent me… 
 
      
 
    Jim was sweating profusely now. Moisture was pouring down his forehead and onto his face. What was that bitch planning? 
 
     
 
    Matty, short for Mathilda, smiled as she closed her phone and sat back. 
 
    She was sitting on her patio enjoying her morning egg and cantaloup. Her flimsy nightie showed all her charms, and her breasts were pointy. 
 
    Especially pointy, since she had seen Jim’s inadvertent sexting. 
 
    Oh, she knew what had happened. It was obvious. 
 
    But how far could she push this? 
 
    The fact was that she had never been fond of Jim. She thought Marcy could do a lot better. 
 
    Still, he worked hard, and she had no complaints, other than a mother’s natural inclination to judge her daughter’s choice of life mates. 
 
    So she was coming around to him, but…then there was this. 
 
    She smiled, and she thought about what she should do next. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Come over. 
 
    We need to discuss your perversions. 
 
      
 
    Jim didn’t want to. His mother-in-law was a bit snippy with him, and he knew that she had never truly approved of him. 
 
    Still, things had been okay between them, until this happened! 
 
     
 
    Jim wrote back, 
 
    Very busy today. 
 
     
 
    He figured he could put her off, and that would give him the time to figure out what to do. Matty, however, was not having it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Right now, 
 
    or I will forward these filthy photos to your wife. 
 
      
 
    Still, Jim thought he could get out of the situation, until the next message. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Or put them on Facebutt. 
 
      
 
    Now Jim was done for. He wrote back. 
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    While Jim got dressed and drove across town Matty began preparations. 
 
    She set the angle of the security cameras in the hall, in the bedroom and on the front porch. 
 
    She then gave her face a little color, put on a peignoir that showed everything, and waited. 
 
      
 
    Jim pulled up to Matty’s house and stepped out of his car. He walked up to the front door and raised a fist. 
 
    Marcy was waiting just inside. She positioned herself so it looked like she was leaning against the front door, but she wasn’t putting any weight on it. 
 
    She screamed. “AAIIIEEE! HELP! HELP!” 
 
    Jim froze, for about a second, then realize that somebody must have broken in and was threatening Matty. 
 
    He tried the knob. It didn’t turn. 
 
    He moved back and ran at the door with his shoulder. 
 
    Marcy jumped back onto all fours. Then she scrambled down the hallway. 
 
    Jim burst through the door and fell on the floor of the foyer. 
 
    “AAIIIEEE! NO! NO!” came from down the hallway. 
 
    Jim scrambled to his feet and ran in the direction of the screams. 
 
    He entered the bedroom. 
 
    Matty was lying next to the bed, huddled, sobbing, crying, her hands raised up as if to fend an attacker off. 
 
    But there was no attacker. There was only Jim. 
 
    And Jim still didn’t get it. 
 
    He ran across the room and placed his hand on her forearm. 
 
    “Matty! What’s—“ 
 
    She came up easily, pulled his off balance body until it looked like he was falling on her.  
 
    She grabbed his hands and placed them on the sides of her head, and she kissed him. 
 
    Jim struggled, but being off balance it looked like he was pushing her down, not pushing her away. It looked like he was forcing the kiss, and not her! 
 
    “Wha—what?” 
 
    Then she pushed him away, done with her acting. She smoothed her peignoir, which super-emphasized her magnificent mounds. She brushed her hair with her fingers, and grinned. 
 
    “Matty?” 
 
    “Hello, Jim.” 
 
    “What is going on?” 
 
    He was totally nonplussed. He didn’t understand. He could taste her lipstick on his mouth, and he was embarrassed to find that she had given him a boner. 
 
    “I’ll show you what is going on. Come with me.” 
 
    She took his hand and pulled him out of the bedroom, down the hall and into her computer room. 
 
    She sat down and told him to sit down. Then she turned to the screen. 
 
    The computer was on, and Jim recognized the rooms. He figured out that she was tapping into the home security system. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Be patient, Jimbo.” 
 
    She tapped keys, worked the mouse, and pulled up the outside camera. 
 
    Jim looking relaxed, be it a bit worried, raising his hand to knock. 
 
    There was no sound, so there was no scream, and it looked like he just rammed the door with his shoulder. 
 
    She pulled up the second screen and he saw: her falling back from the door that was bursting inward, and scrambling to run down the hallway. 
 
    He saw himself scrambling to his feet and following her. 
 
    Then, in the bedroom, she slid to the corner of the room, and he burst in through the doorway. He came towards her, and the angle was such that his concern couldn’t’ be seen, only the grasping of hands reaching out to…to… 
 
    And her shrinking away, screaming, terror on her face. 
 
    Then…the kiss. 
 
      
 
    Jim stood, his mouth open, staring at the evidence of his home invasion and what looked to be a rape. 
 
    Matty spun her swivel and looked up at him. Her red lips were in a big smile. 
 
    “Honey,” she said. “Go fix us a couple of drinks. We need to talk.” 
 
    Jim staggered backwards, bumping into the wall. He managed to turn and, on wooden legs, stumped down the hallway. Into the kitchen. 
 
    Matty turned to a desk drawer and opened it. She took out a small box and followed Jim. 
 
      
 
    Jim opened the upper cabinet and took out a bottle of bourbon. He was tempted to just pop the cork and suck the thing dry, but he placed the bottle on the counter. 
 
    He took out two glasses, filled them with ice, then poured half a glass of bourbon. 
 
    “Coke in mine,” Matty said, sitting down at the breakfast table. 
 
    He nodded stiffly, then added Coke to their drinks. He picked them up and went to the table. He handed her one, and lifted his own and drained it. 
 
    “Whoa!” she laughed. “Make another one, and drink it slowly.” 
 
    He nodded. He was trying to think, but…it was so difficult. 
 
    As he made his second drink he thought about what the security footage showed. 
 
    Him breaking in, chasing her down the hallway, advanced on her in the bedroom, and that kiss…it actually looked like he had forced it on her! 
 
    He came back to the table and sat. the first drink had done nothing of him. He was cold sober. He was too shocked to be drunk. 
 
    Matty sipped her whiskey and watched him, an amused smile on her face. She was sitting back, one arm folded under her breasts. 
 
    Her breasts. Big. Succulent. Large nipples erect and pointing at him. 
 
    Yes, he had a boner. He couldn’t help it. 
 
    “I figure I’ve got home invasion, then attempted rape. I can’t get you for rape itself because you never got your pecker into me.” 
 
    The way she talked, suggestive, and it only made his poor dick harder. 
 
    “Now the question is…should I send it to the police?” 
 
    “Matty…” his voice sounded like a python was hugging his throat. 
 
    “Or post it? It would get taken down, of course, but not for a while. And everybody and their uncle will be sending it back and forth…I’ll bet millions of people will see the video before it finally starts getting pushed back to the second page.” 
 
    “Matty…” His voice was a hoarse whisper. “You can’t—“ 
 
    “Or I could just send it to Marcy. Wouldn’t that be embarrassing? Her husband trying to rape her mother.” She shook her head slowly. “Tsk, tsk.” 
 
    “Matty, you can’t do this. I love Marcy! It would…it would destroy our marriage.” 
 
    Matty straightened up and leaned forward. She turned the glass between her palms on the table. Her arms were pressing in, which made her tits bulge up, which made him gulp loudly. 
 
    She giggled. “Look at you.” 
 
    “Please give me…delete the…please…” moisture was seeping out of his eyes. 
 
    She sat back, she crossed her legs under the table. The peignoir parted and he could see her pussy through the glass top. 
 
    It was moist.  
 
    She was really getting off on this. 
 
    “Matty…” 
 
    She sighed. “Well, Jim, you know we haven’t always gotten along, and I always thought Marcy could do a bit better than you.” 
 
    “Matty!” 
 
    “Still, you’ve tried hard, you work hard, and Marcy seems to be happy…” 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    “Shush,” she said with a satisfied smile. 
 
    He shushed. 
 
    “I’m going to offer you a way out of this dilemma. In short, you’re going to have to prove yourself to me.” 
 
    “Of course…” Tears were running down his cheeks. 
 
    “So if you do everything and anything I say for the next week…I might be convinced to lose that delicious video.” 
 
    “Anything?” His voice trembled. He was thinking he was going to have to mow her lawn, wash her windows, straighten up the garage, that sort of thing. 
 
    “Anything,” she confirmed. 
 
    “But…you…I…” 
 
    “Anything,” she warned, half threatened. 
 
    He had no choice. He hung his head and nodded. 
 
    “Very well. first things first, I want you to put this on. 
 
    She shoved the little box across the table towards him. 
 
    He looked at the thing. It was a cube, six inches to a side. 
 
    He reached out and lifted the flaps, then looked into the box. 
 
    A velvet sack. 
 
    He lifted out the sack and opened the mouth. 
 
    A ring with a hinge. Spacers. A…a dick. 
 
    No, not a dick. Just a dick-shaped piece of see through plastic. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    Matty lifted the penis shaped plastic. “This goes over your penis. It attaches to this,” she lifted up a ring, “which goes around your package.”  
 
    “A…a chastity…thing?” 
 
    “Yep. Now, pull out your dick and make it soft.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Down with the pants.” 
 
    Not knowing what else to do, his choices non-existent, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants and unzipped his zipper. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Matty breathed. “Now I know what Marcy saw in you.” 
 
    “I can’t get it in there.” 
 
    “Not hard like it is. So make it soft.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Matty chuckled. “I know, you just masturbated a short while ago.” 
 
    He nodded, and was blushing furiously. This was not the thing a man liked to admit to. 
 
    She reached out and took his penis in her hands. She had small hands, but long, red nails. It looked large in her grip. 
 
    She smiled up at him and stroked him. 
 
    “Do you think you can get off?” 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    His chest was thudding, he was feeling faint. 
 
    “If I stroke you like this, and fondle your balls like this,” she reached under and cupped his testicles and massaged them. 
 
    “Please…no…my wife…” 
 
    Frowning, Matty let go of him. “Yes, I suppose I shouldn’t make you cum that way. So stroke yourself. Or go get a bag of peas from the refrigerator.” 
 
    He gave a sickly smile and moved to the refrigerator. He took out a bag of frozen peas. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He went to the table and she took the peas from him. She grabbed his penis and he groaned. She stretched it over the table and slapped the bag of peas down on it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined. “It’s cold!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry,” she laughed. 
 
    For a minute they stood there, and slowly the blood pulsing through his big member slowed down, then his penis shrank. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” she murmured. 
 
    She fit the ring around his package, then slipped the tube over his cock. It fit together perfectly, and she slid a padlock through the hasp. 
 
    They stared at his cock. 
 
    It was already starting to get hard again, but it had no room. It pressed up against the plastic and looked flat and white on the inside of the device. 
 
    She held his balls, tapped one of them with a fingernail. 
 
    His knees shook and he moaned. 
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He didn’t know what it felt like. 
 
    Or, correction, he knew exactly what it felt like, but the sensations were too intense and too numerous for him to define. 
 
    Trapped. Squeezed. Pulsing. Hurting in a really good way. Feeling good in a way that hurt. 
 
    He felt his whole groin area pulsing with blood as his cock tried to break free. 
 
    It wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    He was in for the duration. 
 
    But…how long was the duration? 
 
    Jim suddenly realized that he had been put in chastity with no understanding of the conditions he would have to abide by. 
 
    “How…long…?” he blubbered. 
 
    “About two inches. Oh, you mean how long you’ll have to be in this? I would say that if you’re a good boy and do everything I ask, anything I ask, then Saturday.” 
 
    Saturday. The day before his wife came home. Good. 
 
    She picked up her cell phone and snapped a picture of his imprisoned cock. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “These are for me. My memories.” She was smiling. And inside she was thinking: to use as I see fit. 
 
      
 
    Jim was chastised on a Monday.  
 
    After he was in penile prison he was directed to clean the house. 
 
    Well, he expected that. 
 
    So he spent the day vacuuming, cleaning the kitchen, mowing the lawn, and a dozen other tasks. 
 
    And he was naked, except for the chastity device, the whole time. 
 
    His whole body was blushing and he couldn’t even look at Matty. 
 
    Though Matty enjoyed herself totally by looking at him, and taking lots of pictures. 
 
    He was not given lunch, although he was given a drink. 
 
    “You’re too fat,” was the reason Matty gave him. 
 
    “I’m perfect for my size,” he protested. 
 
    “For a male,” she said, and he stepped back and stared. 
 
    “You didn’t think I was going to waste this precious time just making you work, did you?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” 
 
    “No. I’ve always wanted a maid. And while you were working I was ordering lingerie and clothes for you. Starting tomorrow we’re going to fix you up, make you beautiful.” 
 
    Jim’s eyes widened. “But…why?” 
 
    “Just for fun. Now, I would like Chinese for dinner. Orange Chicken and…oh, Beijing Beef. Are you still here?” 
 
    They ate dinner. Her daintily, ladylike, and him a little more messily. He was hungry, after all. 
 
    Then, after dinner, she watched TV and made him rub her feet while she ate chocolates and watched Grey’s Anatomy. 
 
    “Do you really think doctors and nurses have sex in the on call room?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” he mumbled. Handling her feet, with her red toenails, was making his cock struggle within its confines. 
 
    “And that blonde, Izzie whatever…would you like to screw her?” 
 
    He looked up at her in shock. 
 
    “Oh, come on. Men are men, that’s what they do. I’m just curious as to whether you ever got excited, you know, wanted to slip the salami to that pretty blonde.” 
 
    “No!” he lied, putting out aghast so well that Matty actually believed him. 
 
    Then: “But what if you were locked in a room with her, and the world was going to end, and she really wanted one last screw…would you do it?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she didn’t believe him this time. She chuckled. “Oh, you men.” 
 
    Finally, after three hours of rubbing her feet, Matty was ready to go to bed. 
 
    “Well, come on.” 
 
    “What? No! I’ve got to go home!” 
 
    “Nonsense. You’re going to sleep with me. We’re going to cuddle, and I’m going to find out what it is that Marcy sees in you.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she smiled, picked up her cell phone and tapped it. “I wonder…who would like to see you now…” 
 
    “Stop! No!” 
 
    “Then come along, little man. And I do mean ‘little.’” She tapped his cock cage and giggled and left the room. 
 
    Having no choice, Jim followed her, and he was strangely excited. 
 
    No, he didn’t want to, but…there was a part of him that did want to. 
 
    She sat at her vanity table and cold creamed her face. She watched him looking so uncomfortable in the mirror. 
 
    “What are you feeling right now, Jim?” 
 
    “Worried, scared, I want to go home.” 
 
    “But your cage is lifting up and down. Your cock is trying to get hard. I think you like this.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I don’t like that word. Say ‘yes.’” 
 
    He blubbered then, tried to get out of it, but she was insistent. 
 
    “Say it, lover. You love being naked with me. You love seeing my body.” 
 
    Finally, he mumbled it. “I like seeing you naked.” 
 
    Though he whispered, he was sincere, and he couldn’t hide it. 
 
    “Was that so hard?” 
 
    She turned to him and took his caged penis in her hands. She rubbed his nuts and reached between his leg. He squeaked and jerked when her long nail tickled his brown spot. 
 
    She kissed the head of the cage and smiled up at him. 
 
    Even without make up she was extraordinarily beautiful.  
 
    “Now go lay in bed.” 
 
    He stumbled across the room and climbed into bed. It was large, King-sized, with posters and a pink canopy. 
 
    She followed him, slipped out of her peignoir and slid in next to him. 
 
    She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. “Come on, lover. Make me feel good.” 
 
    His heart was electric as he felt her rigid nipples, her big, plump breasts. 
 
    She kissed him. 
 
    He was naked, in bed with her, had been excited all day, and he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Who could? 
 
    He kissed her back, and it was delicious. 
 
    It was like kissing a version of his wife. Her lips were similar, her breasts were the same. Her hair got into his stubble and it was as if they were in the same web. 
 
    She reached down and cupped him, and he almost fainted from the heady sensations. 
 
    Then, being a woman and being horny and not having had any sex for a while, she went crazy on him. 
 
    She slithered down his body, kissing him, suckling on his nipples, and reached his groin area. 
 
    She took his whole cage in her mouth and he couldn’t believe how hot and wet her mouth was. 
 
    Then she spit him out, laughing, and took his testicles in her mouth. They were stretched tight and his hips started to move. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered, losing control. 
 
    She once again reached between his legs and touched his hole. 
 
    He jerked, and under the covers she grinned. There wasn’t a man alive who didn’t love the sensation of having his asshole touched. 
 
    She slipped a finger into him. 
 
    He jerked, was frozen for a second, then realized what a wonderful feeling it was. 
 
    He pushed his butt back, and she began reaming him gently. 
 
    And she said, “Okay, honey, it’s time for you to get me off.” 
 
    He didn’t object, but he did feel a bit empty when she removed her finger. 
 
    She slithered up and he slithered down, and he was face to face with her womanhood. 
 
    Gently, he nibbled on the clit, then gave long laps to her labia. 
 
    Matty groaned. She held to his head and helped him pleasure her. 
 
    He felt it when she was close, and he slowed down, drew it out. 
 
    “Oh, you bastard,” she moaned, arching her back. 
 
    He cupped her buttocks and tongue fucked her. 
 
    She felt like screaming as she began to climb the mountain. 
 
    Then it burst over her, a massive orgasm. One of the best of her life. 
 
    Her back arched for a long moment, then collapsed. 
 
    Jim was suffocating between her clamping thighs, but she finally let go and relaxed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…fuck…” she whispered. 
 
    She lay on her back, and he lay on his next to her. 
 
    He stared at the ceiling and wondered at himself. 
 
    He had been embarrassed, humiliated, but when push came to shove, when her pussy started demanding…he had complied. 
 
    Happily.  
 
    Without a second thought. 
 
    He felt guilty. 
 
    But he also felt an odd satisfaction. He had gotten his mother-in-law off. 
 
    And he was so damned excited he couldn’t stand it. 
 
    “Stop wiggling. I want to sleep.” 
 
    She turned to him, placed her lips on his for a slow, long, lingering, tender kiss. 
 
    He kissed her back, and tried to control himself.  
 
    She giggled. “Got you horny, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And I expect you to get me off in the morning. I am a woman that loves sex, and you are going to spend the week pleasuring me. Does that make you happy.” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “Does it? Answer me?” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “Good,” and she settled back onto the mattress. 
 
    In a moment she was breathing softly, and she slipped into sleep. 
 
    Jim stayed awake. For a long time. And he thought. 
 
    Was he being untrue to his wife? 
 
    But there was nothing else he could do! 
 
    He couldn’t risk the shame and embarrassment of that security video, and the others she had taken. 
 
    Marcy would never understand! 
 
    He lay in the darkness, unbelievably turned on, wanted to fuck the woman next to him, but unable. Wanting to be true to his wife, but irrevocably compromised. 
 
    Wanting to get his dick free, to stroke it to a massive squirt, but…unable to. 
 
    As the hours wore into dawn he realized something. Being confined, having his penis in prison, he…liked it. 
 
    He enjoyed the feeling of being horny and unable to do anything about it. 
 
    That was something he had never imagined, and now that it was happening, he liked it.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The birdies sang and sunlight dashed through the window and splashed on Jim’s face. 
 
    “Come on, Sluggo! Rise and shine!” 
 
    Matty shook the bed and Jim opened his eyes. 
 
    He had laid awake for hours, had finally dropped off to sleep when the dawn was in the sky. 
 
    “The bathroom is right in there,” she laughed and pointed. 
 
    He knew where the bathroom was, and was confused as to why she—oh fuck! He bent over and grabbed his groin. He had to pee. In fact, he had a morning woody, and that was causing him extreme pain. 
 
    He rolled out from under the covers and dashed to the bathroom and Matty laughed and followed him. 
 
    He sat on the toilet for a minute and, unbelievably, couldn’t pee, then it started. 
 
    Matty leaned against the door jamb and grinned as relief crossed his face. 
 
    “Oh, you poor man,” she chortled. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he mumbled, his head bent down as a thick, yellow stream raised the water level. 
 
    “Have you ever measured your urine?” 
 
    He looked up at her. “What?” 
 
    “Take a beer, drink it, and when you piss, do you fill up the beer bottle to the same level?” 
 
    “No,” he muttered, finally finishing. He shook and stood up. 
 
    She was waiting with the Nair and she slathered it all over his body. 
 
    He objected, but she ignored him. 
 
    “Take a shower when your skin burns, and use my hair drier to make sure your dingus is completely dry. We don’t want you to get all moldy.” 
 
    He waited about fifteen and then stepped into the shower. All his hair rinsed right off and swirled down he drain. 
 
    A few minutes later he stepped out and dried himself off. 
 
    “Were you awake all night?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” he admitted. “Why?” 
 
    “Your eyes are so dark. You have circles, bags, whatever you want to call them.” 
 
    He looked at the bathroom mirror and saw what she was talking about. The circles were so dark he looked like a bandit. 
 
    “Oh, jeez.” 
 
    “Not to worry. A little make up will make everything look normal. Better than normal.” 
 
    “About that…I don’t want to wear make up.” 
 
    “Aw, that’s too bad. Let’s have some breakfast, first.” 
 
    So they ate, eggs and sausage. 
 
    Too much protein for me, but I know you’re going to need it. Tonight, however, you’re going to be eating a salad.” 
 
    “A salad? Why?” 
 
    “We’ve got to work on your girlish figure.” 
 
    He sighed. “My figure is just fine.” 
 
    “Nope, but it will be. When I finish with you a salad is going to seem like a lot.” 
 
    This confused him, but he let the subject drop. 
 
    Matty took him back to the bedroom and sat him down at the vanity table. 
 
    He stared at himself, and was ashamed. 
 
    And excited. 
 
    She was really going to do this to him. 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Jim looked at his phone. 
 
    Matty picked it up before he could and read the message. 
 
      
 
    Hi, honey.  
 
    Are you ready for some fun and games? 
 
      
 
    She typed a message and said, 
 
    Yep. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” Matty looked at him with an amused expression. 
 
    “Those are for me!” 
 
    “Would you like to go FaceTime? Or maybe I could send her some pictures?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then let me handle it.” 
 
    Jim wanted to object, but Matty turned away from him, typed, and sent. 
 
    “What’d you send her?” 
 
    “A picture of you in chastity.” 
 
    “WHAT!” 
 
    “Oh, calm down. She’ll—“ 
 
    DING! 
 
    He grabbed the phone out of her hand and read the message. 
 
      
 
    Jim! 
 
    I love it! 
 
    When did you get a chastity device? 
 
      
 
    Matty held her hand out. “Gimme.” 
 
    Not knowing what to say himself, Jim handed his phone back to her. She typed: 
 
    A while ago. 
 
    I’ve been saving it for a surprise. 
 
    I mailed the key to myself.  
 
    It’ll get here on Saturday. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    “Don’t you dare let yourself out! 
 
    I want to see this for myself! 
 
    I want to see how much you can cum 
 
    after being locked up for a week!” 
 
      
 
    Matty smiled victoriously at Jim. “See?” 
 
    “Oh, my God. What’ll I…I can’t believe…” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God!  
 
    You made me so hot! 
 
    Want to see me cum? 
 
      
 
    Matty murmured, “Oh, Lord. No.” 
 
    “Yes!” Jim snapped. He was so horny, and the situation was driving him crazy. He had to see it. 
 
    “I don’t want to see my daughter have an orgasm!” 
 
    “Then close your eyes! Stick your fingers in your ears and go ‘La la la la! But let me see it!” 
 
    For a moment Matty frowned, then she grinned. “Well, hell. Why not. It’s just going to make you hornier.” 
 
    “If that’s possible,” he muttered. 
 
    Matty typed in, 
 
    Yes! 
 
     
 
    Then she handed the phone to Jim and sat on the bed and closed her eyes and put her fingers in her ears. 
 
    Jim stared at the cell phone, then grinned, then laughed. 
 
    He watched as Marcy dialed herself, pulled her nipples and stuck three fingers into her pussy. 
 
    When she came it was gangbusters, and all he could do was blubber, “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” 
 
      
 
    “Let me take care of those bags first,” Matty said, putting him into the vanity chair. 
 
    She took note of how happy and bouncy his cock was. It kept pushing the chastity tube around. It had been a good idea to let him watch his wife. 
 
    She put cream around his eyes and matched the color of his skin. Voila, instant no bags. 
 
    “Wow,” he was impressed. 
 
    “Okay, now you’ve seen the magic, let’s do this right.” 
 
    Matty sat right on his lap, pushed her pussy onto his chastity tube, and smoothed primer onto his face. 
 
    He felt her moistness dripping onto his cock, and he was aware of how close her lips were to his, how kissable they were. 
 
    “Lord, you make me wet,” Matty muttered, focusing on matching hues and colors.” 
 
    She turned on his lap, grinding her pussy onto him, and reached for more implements of facial construction. He had a quick look in the mirror, and was startled. He was pale, like a canvas ready for the painting. 
 
    And she painted. 
 
    Toner, blush, then the eyes. Her fingers moved nimbly as she colored his skin, used the eyeliner, and transformed him 
 
    “I’m only going to pluck you a little. When the week is over you should be able to rub them up and hide the fact that you’ve been plucked.” 
 
    She nuanced ‘pluck’ and made it sound like ‘fuck.’ 
 
    After his eyebrows she insisted on piercing his ears. “Marcy will never notice, the holes close right up, and…there.” 
 
    He said ‘ow,’ and stared at the danglies she had put into his lobes. 
 
    She grinned. “Big baby.” 
 
    “What about my hair? It’s too short.”  
 
    Maybe, in some universe, he was hoping she would give up. But in this universe he was hoping she would have a solution. Staring at himself in the mirror, seeing the half made product, he wanted more. 
 
    “Not a prob,” she said, grinding her pussy on him, then leaning in and kissing him. 
 
    It was driving him crazy, being hornier and hornier, and yet having his cock caught in a vice. 
 
    But she didn’t want to stop kissing him. 
 
    She explained, “Did you know I’m bi?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Oh, yes. There’s something about a fully made up woman eating your pussy…and now I’m going to have a woman with a big cock. Not that you’ll be able to use it, but…you know?” 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    She sighed and stood up. She retrieved a wig from her closet, but a skull cap on his head, then pulled the wig over his forehead. It was perfect, and his face was now framed perfectly; he looked like a woman. From the neck up. 
 
    She stood back and smiled. “Oh, Lord. You are going to make a perfect woman. come on.” 
 
    She led him by the hand to the bed. “Sit down and put these on.” 
 
    He put on panties. They were snug, extra strong, and they pushed his chastity tube back between his legs. 
 
    Then she handed him nylons and helped him put them on. And a garter to hold them up. 
 
    “You don’t need a garter, of course, but men find it so sexy. Are you finding it sexy?” 
 
    He gulped, but nodded. 
 
    He was now in a sort of a never never land. 
 
    He loved his wife, but wasn’t thinking about her, he was only thinking about his own horniness. He did what he was told, and put all consequences out of his mind. 
 
    “And a bra.” 
 
    She helped him put on the bra, then slipped some breast forms into it. “Ooh la la!” she chortled, hefting his new boobs and helping them settle into place. 
 
    “This is going to be the toughie,” she said, and she handed him a corselet. 
 
    “Is this a corset?” 
 
    “A corselet. It’s shorter, it’ll push up your boobs and push your hips down so they flare out a bit. Very sexy.” 
 
    She helped him with the corselet, and it took some work. He was a man, with man fat, and she was determined to reduce his man fat until he had a wasp waist. When she was done he did. 
 
    A dress. It as just a piece of cloth, but it was stretchy. It hid things that would make him look male, and emphasized those things that would make him female. 
 
    He stared at the mirror and was stunned. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    His face was framed by lush hair. His eyes were scintillating, actually sparkling. 
 
    Matty had shadowed his face to hide the maleness and to accentuate the femaleness. He did have an Adam’s apple, but it wasn’t much. If he wore a turtleneck that would completely hide that bit of maleness. 
 
    His hands were a little masculine, but Matty would cure that in a short while by giving him fingernails. 
 
    “Okay, a couple of things and we’ll be done.” 
 
    “We’re not done?” 
 
    “Oh, no. Sit, and spread your hands out.” 
 
    He did as she directed and she began preparing his nails. 
 
    “I should have done your tootsies. But I can do them tomorrow. Besides, I don’t have any open toed heels that would fit you.” 
 
    She glued to long fingernails to his digits and painted them bright red. 
 
    He stared in wonder. Those were his hands…and they weren’t. 
 
    Then, finally, made up and dressed, wearing lingerie and jewelry, the final step was done. 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
    Jim had been trembling throughout the whole process, and he was shaking as she sat on his lap and held the lipstick. 
 
    He watched as she twisted the base, and he felt the color being rolled onto his lips. 
 
    Then she retracted the pillar of red, put the lipstick aside, and stared at him. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” she whispered, and she was hot. She was breathing heavily and was very excited. 
 
    She placed her arms on his shoulders, and leaned closer. 
 
    “Not too much,” she sighed. She touched her lips to his. Just a touch. Not enough to rob him of his lipstick, but enough so he could feel her flesh, her hot breath mingling with his. 
 
    She pressed a hand against one of his boobs and she smiled. “Just what I wanted. A woman with a dick. God, I want to fuck you!” 
 
    The thought thrilled him, even as it terrified him.  
 
    He was married. While he wanted to fuck Matty in the worst possible way, he didn’t want to. 
 
    “Well, let’s slip on your heels and take a drive.” 
 
    She had a pair of heels, classic black patent leather, and she helped him slide his feet into them, and then take a few steps. 
 
    It was difficult, and he wobbled, but she held his arm and balanced him so he didn’t fall. 
 
      
 
    She took him on a drive. The top down on her car, and their hair waving in the wind. She waved at horny boys, and he found himself laughing, and even waved himself. 
 
    “It’s fun, isn’t it?” 
 
    He had to admit it was. 
 
    He was a man, learning what it was like to be a woman, and he liked it. 
 
    They had no sooner arrived back at her home when…DING! 
 
    It was early evening, Marcy was done with her workshops for the day, and she was ready for a little sex action. 
 
      
 
    Are you still wearing it? 
 
      
 
    Matty took the phone from Jim’s trembling hands. He had done well, but he couldn’t confront the idea of talking to his wife while he was dressed like a woman. 
 
    She typed: 
 
    You bet. 
 
      
 
    She sent a picture of the thing between his legs. 
 
    “Hey, wait! She’ll see the panties…and the— 
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you wearing women’s underwear? 
 
      
 
    “No!” he yelped. 
 
    Matty answered 
 
    Yes. 
 
    The thing didn’t fit into my tight whiteys. 
 
    I borrowed your panties. 
 
    Is that all right? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Is it? 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    This is making me hornier 
 
    than I have ever been in my life! 
 
      
 
    “A girl after my own heart,” whispered Matty. 
 
      
 
    Should I wear something else? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Yes! Yes! 
 
    Wear whatever you want! 
 
    Send me pics! 
 
    I’m going to play with myself 
 
    until I see the pics! 
 
    Then I’m going to squirt so hard 
 
    the Mississippi runs backwards! 
 
      
 
    Matty grinned. “I’d like to see that.” 
 
    Meanwhile, as this conversation was going on, Jim was walking in circles, tears were coming from his eyes. “She knows…she knows…” he kept blubbering. 
 
    “She knows nothing,” Matty said. “But we’re going to show her.” She typed. “Give me an hour.” 
 
    “I won’t do it…I won’t…” 
 
    Matty looked up at him. “Jim. Go make us some drinks. 
 
    He backed away, towards the door to the hallway. 
 
    “You can’t make me do this. You can’t!” 
 
    “I can do anything, and everything. Now make us a pair of drinks.” 
 
    Jim was sobbing as he mixed the bourbon and Coke. His mascara was running and he was sure that his marriage was destroyed. 
 
    “I never should have,” he burbled, taking a hard nip right from the bottle. 
 
    Matty sat down at the kitchen table. He brought the drinks over and sat down across from her. 
 
    “I can’t…why did you…I—“ 
 
    “Shush now,” she whispered and patted his hand. 
 
    He drank quickly, and she got up[ and fixed another couple of drinks. But she wasn’t drinking hers. She was just pushing her drinks over to him whenever he was done. 
 
    That was five stiff drinks in a half hour, and Jim finally was drunk enough. 
 
    Somewhere in there he had gone from sobbing to smiling, and he was ruminating philosophical concerning his situation. 
 
    At one point he said, “Fuck her if she can’t take a joke.” 
 
    Another time he said, “Heck, I like this. So should she.” 
 
    Matty just kept pushing the drinks into him and ran a light banter. 
 
    “All men should do this. How they ever going to understand women if they don’t?” 
 
    “Yesh.” He was getting bit sloshy now. 
 
    “So let’s show that bitch!” 
 
    “Yesh!” 
 
    At this point Matty already had dozens and dozens of pictures of Jim in transition, and she pulled out her phone and picked a few juicy poses. She downloaded them to Jim’s phone and challenged him. 
 
    “Pick out a few and send them off.” 
 
    Jim was now drunk enough to do exactly that. 
 
    He slid through the pictures. 
 
    The first one he sent was one of him in full femme. “Let her think about that!” he slurred his speech slightly and tapped the phone. 
 
    A thousand miles away Marcy opened her phone, looked at the picture, and her mouth dropped open. 
 
    Her husband in full drag! 
 
    But how had he…full make up?…where had he gotten the underwear…and known how to size it!? 
 
    She stared at the pic, her mouth still open, trying to come to grips with what she was seeing. 
 
    A thousand miles away Jim selected another pic. His hand, red-tipped and sexy, holding a glass, his red lips placed to the rim. 
 
    “That’‘ll fix her,” he chortled. 
 
    Matty could hardly keep her laughter in, and she began videoing Jim as he created his Waterloo. 
 
    Marcy stared at his features on her phone. His make up was expert, his colors and hues were perfect. His lips—he must have used plumper—were totally female. 
 
    Her husband was…was…a transvestite! Or…a transformer or transistor or whatever they called them. 
 
    Trans. That was it. 
 
    Or was he worse? Was he…gay? 
 
    Somehow, she didn’t think so. But…the pictures were telling her something. The pictures… 
 
    “Okay, baby!” he had the tip of his tongue sticking out of the corner of his mouth as he sent his wife another picture. 
 
    He was standing, legs astraddle, dress up, and holding his chastity tube. The look on his face was downright maniacal. 
 
    Finally, Jim slowed down. The liquor was too much, and he was losing control. He was slobbery, and he was starting to cry. 
 
    Still, Matty kept videoing. She recorded every moment of his descent into drunkenness, and she didn’t stop until he passed out. 
 
    He was sending pictures, then he wasn’t. He was sitting on the couch in the living room, chortling and crying and laughing and sobbing, and he leaned over and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jim awoke on the couch. He was en femme, and Matty had lifted his nylon clad legs up and placed them on the couch. 
 
    Still, his neck was a little sore, and his mouth felt like he had been gargling cotton. 
 
    He groaned and sat up. 
 
    And saw his reflection in the big, front room window. 
 
    He was a woman. He liked being a woman. He liked having his cock caged. 
 
    And…he was a pervert. 
 
    He wasn’t just a guy who sexted with his wife, he was a full out and out pervert. What did they call people like him? Trans men? Trannies? Something? 
 
    He stood up, found he was still in his heels, and that he was becoming more and more able to walk in them. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen and Matty was there. 
 
    “Hello, lover.” 
 
    “Hi,” he said. He picked up a glass and filled it with water. he drank, and drank again. And again. 
 
    Finally some of the hydration was back in his body. He sat down at the table heavily. 
 
    “Tell me I didn’t do that.” 
 
    “Didn’t do what?” Matty asked innocently. 
 
    “Talk to my wife. Send her pictures.” 
 
    “Yes. You did.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” He buried his long haired head in his red tipped hands. 
 
    “But I wouldn’t worry about it.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “You would’t?” 
 
    “Not at all.” She sat down across from him and patted his hand. “If she kicks you out you can come live with me. I like you like this.” 
 
    He whispered, “With all respect, I would rather have my wife.” 
 
    “I know.” Matty spoke softly and patted his hand. “I know. Now let’s get you fed. You’ll feel better after a big, old salad.” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    But she didn’t give him a salad. She gave him bacon and eggs and French toast. 
 
    It was a good meal, and he started to feel better. 
 
    “What am I going to do?” he asked, when he was done eating. 
 
    “Whatever you want,” Matty answered. “You haven't jumped into a prison, in spite of that tool on your tool. You’ve jumped into a freedom of expression that most people know nothing about.” 
 
    But Jim didn’t say anything. He just sat there and worried. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and it was revealing of Jim’s personality that he continued to sit in the morning while Matty made him up, dressed him up, and took him out for drives, to small, little cafes, and showed him more and more of what it was like to be a woman. 
 
    The texts from his wife stopped, and that made him worry all the more. 
 
    He tried to calling her on the phone, and she didn’t pick up or return his call. 
 
    He knew, then, that his marriage was probably over. 
 
    He had gone too far. 
 
    He had done too much. 
 
    And, to complicate matters, he liked the chastity tube, and feeling horny, and…and being horny. 
 
    He was in the excitation phase of sex, stuck there, and that’s the way he liked it. 
 
    Wanting to get a hard on, unable to get a hard on, wanting to get rid of the chastity tube, and never wanting to take it off. 
 
    And, in the nights he slept with Matty. He would slip in beside her and, without a word, begin making love to her. 
 
    Sometimes he cried a little, being reminded of his wife. 
 
    But always he enjoyed it. 
 
    He enjoyed being driven crazy with sex. 
 
    He wanted more and more. 
 
    If only he didn’t want his wife more and more. 
 
      
 
    Saturday evening and he and Matty had had a long day of being female. 
 
    Did he even want to go back to being male? 
 
    He didn’t know. It would probably be nice to put on a pair of pants, a tee shirt, maybe even some athletic sneakers. 
 
    But, on the other hand, none of that stuff could compare to the way female clothes made him feel. 
 
    “Let’s go to bed,” Matty suggested. 
 
    He nodded, smiled, felt sad, followed her down the hallway. 
 
    He hadn’t even been home for the whole week. He just stayed at Matty’s house, did what she wanted, and was female. 
 
    “Tonight we’re going to do something a bit more interesting.” 
 
    “What?” he looked up and was curious. 
 
    “Come lay down and I’ll show you.” 
 
    They lay in her big bed and made out. They kissed and felt each other, and she suggested that he consider getting breast implants. 
 
    “They don’t have to be big. Just big enough. You can bind them when you want to be male, and push them up when you want to be female.” 
 
    But did he even want to be male again? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    He just knew that he had unfinished business with his wife. 
 
    He was, sometime, going to have to face her. 
 
    He was going to have to explain about himself. 
 
    He wanted her, desperately. But he also wanted this, his femaleness, desperately. 
 
    And which wish was more desperate? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    Matty felt his breasts, she moved behind him, over him, and dry humped his butt. 
 
    He loved it. He loved the butt plug she made him wear. He loved to hump back, to pretend he was taking it up the rear. 
 
    He groaned, and she used her fingers, massaged him, then pushed three fingers into him. 
 
    Three fingers, and they were working on four. 
 
    Maybe someday…a whole fist. 
 
    He groaned, accepted her, and she threw off the covers, and— 
 
    The lights went on. 
 
    Jim was in a sexual delirium. His asshole was being stretched out in the most delightful way. He could feel Matty pressed against him, holding his chastity device with one hand, and pushing her fingers into him with the other hand. 
 
    But…the lights? 
 
    The light switch was on the other side of the room. And Matty had no more hands. Certainly not any hands that were capable of reaching across the room. 
 
    He turned and looked over his shoulder. 
 
    “Hello, Jim.” 
 
    Marcy stood by the door. 
 
    Jim blubbered. “Marcy! Honey…I…I wanted to call you, but…” 
 
    “But you were scared.” 
 
    He nodded, and she crossed the room. She was wearing a pencil skirt and a blouse and jacket. Her heels were high, and she was fully made up.  
 
    He realized that she had just gotten off the plane. A day early. She was…here. 
 
    He turned his face down into the pillow. He was mortified. 
 
    Matty kept pushing her fingers into him. 
 
    “Stop…stop…” he whimpered. 
 
    His wife sat down next to him. “No, mother, don’t stop. Get him warmed up for me.” 
 
    He looked up at her. Warmed up? For her? 
 
    “Honey, I have been less than honest with you. All my life I have done to boys what mother has been doing to you. But I didn’t do it to you. I love you so much, and I was afraid of how you would react. I didn’t want to risk losing you. Then, at the beginning of the month, Mother emailed me and told me of the mix up in the sexting, how she had gotten pictures meant for me. I was okay with that. Mother and I have always been close, and…we’re the same in our sexual desires. We like soft men who like to go pink. But they are so few. And…I didn’t want to risk losing you.” 
 
    Matty was still reaming him, moving her fingers, and he could feel that she had touched something deep inside, and he felt like he was going to pee. 
 
    “So I told mother to go ahead. To take you where I hoped you wanted to go. I told her to make you into a woman, a woman I could love…if…if you could love me.” 
 
    “Then…then…” he looked back at his mother-in-law, “…I’m going to…something’s happening…I’m going to pee.” 
 
    Marcy leaned forward and kissed him. “Pee, my honey. Mother is pressing on your prostate, and you are about to release your semen.” 
 
    “I’m going to cum?” 
 
    “No. You won’t experience orgasm, at least, probably not. That takes time and practice. But pressing on your prostate will cause your sperm to flow, and when you are empty we can take the chastity tube off. You can fuck me then. And you can even fuck mother. After all, you will be emptied, no sperm left. You will be as hard as you ever were, but you won’t be able to cum, and we will be able to use you.” 
 
    “Then…you don’t…you’re not mad about…” 
 
    “You and mother? Oh, Lord. No. If you don’t squirt it’s not a fuck. It’s only half a fuck. And I can certainly share half a fuck with my mother.” 
 
    “Uh…uh…I’m…it’s…”
Jim felt the semen oozing out of the head of his prick. It was a silvery stream of slime with a few nuggets. It felt so incredibly wonderful, and yet…he was still horny. He wasn’t losing his horniness. In fact, he was becoming more horny. 
 
    Matty pumped her hand back and forth and eked out every last drop. 
 
    Marcy kissed him, loved him, and put her hand down and squeezed his balls. 
 
    Jim moaned with the pleasure, and it was like he was entering a golden plateau. One built of horniness and satisfaction. A place where he could have both the women he loved, and cum but never cum. 
 
    It was place he wanted to be. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Have you ever wondered what a Female Led Relationship is like? 
 
    Well, the woman in in charge, and however it goes, that’s how it goes. Period. 
 
    So if she wants you to be quiet, do what you’re told, help with all the odds and ends of keeping a house, that’s what you do. 
 
    Then there’s the other extreme. 
 
    You do what you’re told, and your penis is owned by her, and she does what she wants to with it. 
 
    And, really, the truth of it all is that while men are useful, too many of them are silly creatures. They lose control of their cocks and put them where they don’t belong, and they don’t seem to understand the simple fact of life: Women are in charge. 
 
    You don’t think so? 
 
    Read this story, then make up your mind. 
 
    And… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I’ve had it! I can’t take anymore!” Ann stomped into the house, threw her purse down, and turned to her husband. I watched you make goo goo eyes at every single woman at the party, and it was like I didn’t even exist!” 
 
    “Honey, that’s not true! I brought you a drink, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Sure, a beer, that you didn’t even open, in the first five minutes of the party, and then you were drooling over Shirley Big Boobs, and patting Patsy Big Butt on her ass, and giving out hugs and grins and…and it was like we weren’t even married. 
 
    “That’s not fair!” he blurted. 
 
    “It’s not fair that I’m your wife and you don’t act like it!” 
 
    “Well, I’ve had enough. If you’re going to be a Karen just because I get along with people…I’m going to bed!” 
 
    And he did. 
 
    Just left her simmering and boiling and ready to explode. 
 
    What he didn’t realize was that he had pushed her too far, and that things were going to change. 
 
      
 
    “I tell ya, Cindy, he just ignored me all night!” 
 
    Cindy, a blonde to Ann’s brunette, blue eyes to her brown, waved to Jose. 
 
    “A couple of Margaritas, salt on the glass. And chips and salsa.” 
 
    Jose nodded, grinned, and went to fill the order. 
 
    They were sitting in Charley Coyote’s combination restaurant and night spot. It was morning, and they had met for brunch, and now it was time to drink. 
 
    Cindy had never seen her friend so wound up, and Margarita’s were the only cure. 
 
    Jose returned, delivered two big Margaritas and a bowl of chips with a side of salsa. 
 
    “Mmm.” Ann sighed. “I needed this.” 
 
    She looked over the rim of her drink. “Am I being unfair?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re expecting a man to have the sense and sensibility of a woman. Look, men are creatures of whim. Have beer, chase a butt, what ring on my finger?” 
 
    Ann blinked. 
 
    “Straight truth, girlfriend.” 
 
    Ann drank more. Truth hurts, but she knew she should have recognized it long before. 
 
    “So what am I going to do?” she asked. 
 
    “Show him how the other side lives.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put him in a female led relationship. Make him be the second class citizen.” 
 
    “And how do I do that?”  
 
    The thought intrigued her, but…how do you change a man? Men were the most stubborn idiots in the world. 
 
    “Oh, there’s lots of ways. But you want to be sure you’re up for it before you do something like that. After all, it’s going to change your life. It’s definitely going to change his life. You have to be sure that you want those changes, and that you’re willing to endure them.” 
 
    Ann waved to Jose for a couple more drinks. While waiting, she stared at her friend and bit her lip. 
 
    Cindy watched, listened, and waited, and when she thought the time was right, she began to talk. 
 
    “To transform a man is simple. It takes very little effort, but you have to control his sex.” 
 
    “Hush!” Ann grunted. “His sex is out of control. That was the problem last night. It was like he wanted sex with everybody, and forgot about me.” 
 
    “All the better. He’s already in the right frame of mind. Now all you have to do is lead him, or maybe I should say ‘poin the direction.’” 
 
    “Okay, so what do I have to do.” 
 
    “First, you must give him what he wants. Overload him with sex. Get him so he can’t say no, and then you start to…” Cindy continued with the basic plan for bending a man to a woman’s will. 
 
      
 
    Tim arrived home at 5:30. He was in sales, real estate, and she sometimes wondered if he was cheating. After all, on those nights that he arrived home late and smelling a little perfume-y, he didn't want to make love. 
 
    For a horn dog that was not right. Or maybe it was right. And that’s what she should expect. 
 
    But he arrived home that night, and she met him at the door with a magnificent kiss, and she snaked her hands into his pants and stroked him, and she got him a drink and made him feel just like the king of the castle. 
 
    “Wow. What’d I do right?” he asked, sitting back in his easy chair and sighing. 
 
    “It’s not what you did right. It’s what you’re going to do right.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Honey, it’s no secret that you’ve been fooling around on me.” 
 
    He blinked and his heart picked up speed. Sure, he fooled around a little, but how had she found out? Had one of his girl friends contacted her? “That’s ridiculous. I’m truer blue than blue is true.” 
 
    She smiled knowingly. “It’s ridiculous, all right. That you would step out on me is totally ridiculous. After all, I’ve got large breasts, red lips, I like to swallow, and…why would you ever want to step out on me?” 
 
    Tim opened his mouth to object, but Ann rode right over him. 
 
    “So to make sure you don’t cheat…I want you to wear my underwear.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked a little. “I’m not doing that!” 
 
    “Afraid?” 
 
    Cindy had told her that men were easily manipulated when you asked them if they were ‘fraidy cats. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “So you don’t want to wear my kinky, little underwear because you want to keep cheating?” 
 
    “I’m not cheating!” 
 
    “Prove it.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “Wear my underwear. Nobody can see it, it’s going to feel so kinky, and you’ll be horny all day.” 
 
    The argument went on for some time. He brought up manly reasons, and she shot them down with ease. 
 
    After all, in his heart of heart he was like all men. He wanted to experience some of the kinky stuff women did. 
 
    In the end, he gave in. 
 
    “I’ll feel stupid,” he grumbled. 
 
    “No one will know.” 
 
    “I’ll know!” 
 
    “And you’ll love it. You’ll have your dirty, little secret. You’ll be horny all day, and when you get home…oh, boy.” 
 
    That made him grin. 
 
      
 
    The next day, when Tim woke up, Ann had his underwear all ready. She handed him tight but stretchy panties, and he put them on. 
 
    Good thing it was stretchy, because he would have overflowed.As it was, he felt like a hand was holding his package all day long. 
 
    A hand holding him, squeezing him, and he was blushing whenever he talked to a woman. He wondered if they somehow knew. It they had some secret way of looking inside his mind and telling what he was going through. 
 
    He was especially embarrassed when talking to the guys. 
 
    It was like he was less of a man. 
 
    Yet that rock hard tool in his panties was more manly than he had thought possible. 
 
    He arrived home, charged into the house and called for Ann. 
 
    “Babe?” 
 
    “Back here!” she called from the garage. 
 
    He went through the kitchen and into the garage. 
 
    Ann was loading the washing machine and she smiled when she saw him. 
 
    “How’d it go?” 
 
    “Fantastic!” 
 
    “Is that a bump in your pants?” 
 
    “It is!” he grinned gleefully. Mr. Horn Dog was about to get a little. 
 
    “Well, boost yourself up here.” She closed the washing machine lid and patted it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come on. Do what I say.” 
 
    There was laughter and promise in her voice, so he jumped, twisted, and planted his butt on the white machine. 
 
    “Now let’s see how much cream you’ve got for your baby,” she cooed. 
 
    She started the washing machine. 
 
    He was horny, and his balls rested on the vibrating thing. It felt wonderful to have his testicles vibrating in that manner. 
 
    She undid his buckle, unzipped his zipper, and pulled out his weenie. 
 
    He sighed, and she began lightly stroking him. 
 
    In the past, when she had given him hand jobs, he had been demanding, and she had stroked hard, and it turned into arm sore marathons. 
 
    This time she simply rubbed a thumb under the glans, the underside of the head of his cock. 
 
    He immediately groaned, and his cock went rock hard. 
 
    “Go faster,” he muttered. 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    He looked at her, and it was like he was begging. 
 
    She just kept teasing him, and said, “This is my cock. I’ll do what I want you’ll learn to love it.” 
 
    “But I want to cum!” 
 
    “Then close your eyes and let it happen.” 
 
    He fidgeted on the machine, and groaned, and tried to hump her hand. 
 
    But she controlled him, teased him, brought him higher and higher. 
 
    The machine bounced under him, smacking his nuts. The spin cycle caused a vibration that was driving him crazy, and, finally, he grunted…and exploded. 
 
    Except, Ann let go. 
 
    “Hey!” he complained, his semen pouring out, but the big mountain he was climbing had suddenly evaporated. 
 
    Ann placed her hands on each side of his legs and studied the way his face contorted, the way his penis went from spurting to dribbling in a second. 
 
    He shivered, he jerked, but…it was ruined. 
 
    “What’d you do that for?” he asked plaintively. 
 
    “For you, honey. You’ve still got some juice left, and it’s going to feel so good.” 
 
    He got dressed, was a little grumpy, and went back inside the house. 
 
    But as the night progressed he found that she was right. He was horny. When he came before he was always empty, no boner. But this time he felt the urge still bubbling inside, and he had a boner. 
 
    It was weird, and he didn’t know what to think about it. 
 
    But, being a horn dog…he began to enjoy his rejuvenating horniness. 
 
    And so the week went. 
 
    Ann played with him whenever she got the chance. She made him wear panties every day. She ruined an orgasm every night. She squeezed it, she let go to it, she slapped his balls, and the big orgasm he was expecting dwindled away. 
 
    And he loved it. 
 
    He was caught in the excitation phase of sexy and she was keeping him there, and then it was the weekend. 
 
    Tim was looking forward to a sextravaganza where he finally got his rocks off al-l-l the way. He was crushed when Ann merely ho hummed and refused him. 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “You’ve been getting sex all week. I’ve never seen so much sex. And you want more?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” 
 
    She shook her head. “Well, I’m tired. Besides, too much sex is bad for you.” 
 
    The argument began, and it went long into the night. 
 
    And they woke up Saturday morning with him whining and complaining and trying to have his way. 
 
    But Ann knew what she was doing, and she kept him at arm’s length. Her pussy was wet with excitement, but it wasn’t just the excitement of sex. It was the excitement of controlling him, bending him to her will. 
 
    A couple of times she gave in and played with him, but never to a climax. She was too smart for that. 
 
    When Sunday night rolled around, however, she was ready. After his begging and whining had gone on long enough, she said, “I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you a choice.” 
 
    “What choice?” His eyes were little narrow. 
 
    “You can wear a bra, or a butt plug.” 
 
    “What?” once again his voice gave a mighty squeak. “I can’t do that!” 
 
    “If you loved me you could.” 
 
    He was so horny he really loved her. 
 
    “I love you! But that’s weird! I mean…a bra? I don’t have any tits!” 
 
    “We can get you some.” 
 
    At the look of horror on his face she backed off and said, “You have an asshole. And doesn’t it feel good when I touch it and rub it?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Just think how good a butt plug would feel. It would be like I was rubbing your hole al-l-l day long. Your dick would be gigantic. You could come home, and I could make you cum…” 
 
    “But not a ruined orgasm!” 
 
    “That’s up to me. After all, that’s my dick you’re toting around.” 
 
    He was struck silent by her arguments. 
 
    Well, actually he was struck silent because his mind was getting so messed up, so desperate, that he couldn’t think of any counter arguments. 
 
    And he was thinking about what she was saying. 
 
    A butt plug? 
 
    Or a bra? 
 
    “How about if I wear a tie or something?” 
 
    A butt plug or a bra,” she affirmed evenly. 
 
    “Can I think about it?” 
 
    “Of course you can. Until tomorrow morning. I’ll put out a bra and plug for you, and when you wake up you can choose.” 
 
    He stared at her dourly. 
 
    “And don’t not choose. You have to have one or the other, or your days of sex are far behind you.” 
 
    He begged, he wheedled, he cajoled, he tried everything in his power to talk her out of this mad thing. 
 
    She just laughed and said, “Choose.” 
 
      
 
    They went to bed that night, and he lay on his side. First with his hard cock pointing at her round ass, then with his back to her. 
 
    She wasn’t putting out for him. For her husband. What the hell was going on? 
 
    How could she treat him this way. 
 
    He lay on his side, his dick poking out, his mind whirring with desperation. 
 
    When he woke up he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    He had to make a choice, but he couldn’t. 
 
    Ann turned to him, smiled, kissed his mouth quickly, then slid out of bed. 
 
    “Have you chosen?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. Let’s try them both out, then you choose the one you want.” 
 
    “So I wear both a bra and a butt plug, and decide which one I want to remove.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    She pulled on a peignoir, which just emphasized her sexiness, and bothered his cock all the more. 
 
    “Come on. I’ll help.” 
 
    There was a huge part of him that didn’t want to. He felt a totally unnerving fear. 
 
    But there was a part of him that was intrigued. 
 
    She pulled him out of bed, told him to lean over the bed, and she began to grease his anus. She lubed him thoroughly, taking her time, pushing lube into him and reaming him with her fingers. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” He pushed his butt back a little. 
 
    She inserted the Foxcell Pelvic Floor Strengthening Device into him. 
 
    It was pink, had big bulbous end for the vibrating, and a small bulbous end for a handle. 
 
    He stood there, and it was quite comfortable. He knew it was there, but…it was…sexy. 
 
    His boner was sticking out a mile. His balls felt like they were made of light. His asshole felt…WONDERFUL! 
 
    Like it could orgasm with just a little help. 
 
    “Oooh, I think he likes it,” Ann grinned at him. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he muttered. “This is crazy.” 
 
    She began putting a bra on him, and he backed away. 
 
    “So you like the plug?” 
 
    “I don’t want to wear a bra, but…the plug isn’t bad.” 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s have some breakfast and get you going.” 
 
    They ate, and he was silent, getting accustomed to the new intruder in his booty. 
 
    Ann kept her grin in check. This was going to be easy. 
 
    It felt like somebody was rubbing his dick from the inside out. 
 
    It made him aware of walking, every step being a pulse beyond the simple vibrations. 
 
    He sat down gingerly and felt the thing press against things inside him. 
 
    He went to work, and he was happy all day. And a bit goofy. But that was okay, people like it when he grinned, and grinning sold more real estate. 
 
    Of course, when he went to the bathroom it was…weird. He peed and it felt like he was going to lose it. He had to squelch up quick back there. 
 
    And when he had to poo he had to take it out. He sat there in the cubicle, the thing in his can, bits of fecal matter on it. Yuck. 
 
    But, the bathroom was empty, so when he was finished he was quite anxious to wash it off and reinsert it. 
 
    But by the end of the day he was exhausted with being happy. 
 
    He felt GOOD! 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go, honey?” asked Ann. 
 
    “Pretty good,” he yawned. “But it sort of tired me out. I’m going to take a nap. 
 
    “Don’t you want a little reward first? 
 
    “Uh…” he did, but he was exhausted. 
 
    Ann would let him out of his ‘reward,’ however. 
 
    As soon as he hit the sack she had his penis in her mouth, and she sucked and slapped his sacks and…he groaned, but…she stopped just short of cumming. 
 
    “There you go,” she smiled and backed away. 
 
    “But…can’t you get me off?” his voice was taking on a whining quality. 
 
    “Oh, you’re much too tired to enjoy it.” 
 
    “I’m not!” But she wouldn’t finish him off, and he finally slept. 
 
    But that wasn’t the end of it. When he woke up he was fully charged, his dingus was ready to burst, and he walked naked down the hallway, a maniacal expression on his face. He went out into the living room, froze for about a millisecond, then shrieked and ran back to the bedroom. 
 
    Ann and Cindy burst into laughter. 
 
    A moment later, red-faced, fully dressed he returned to the room. “I’m sorry,” he blurted. 
 
    “That’s okay,” said Cindy. “I’ve seen a cock before. Then Cindy turned to Ann. “But you really need to keep it in a chastity tube.” 
 
    Tim’s mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    Cindy explained. “Out of control penises are very dangerous.” 
 
    “It’s not dangerous to have an erection!” protested Robert, stumbling over the words in his humiliation. 
 
    “Au contraire, mon ami,” Cindy murmured. “For instance, if you go to work, or some other place, a party or something, and you’re dancing with someone, not necessarily your wife, and they trip…you might fall on her and get your dick stuck in her.” 
 
    “Robert!” Ann snapped. “How could you?” 
 
    “But…I didn’t…I wouldn’t…” 
 
    “So the best thing is to get your husband a chastity device. It will control his penis and make him a much more trusting and loving male.” 
 
    “I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “If he doesn’t wear one for you then it’s obvious he doesn’t really love you. Would you like the number of a good lawyer?” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “That would be wonderful, but…” Ann turned to Tim, “If he wears a device then I won’t need a lawyer.” 
 
    “This is crazy! this is insane!” 
 
    Ann turned to Cindy. “I guess you better give me that number. If he doesn’t trust me enough to protect his own penis…” 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute. Just…let me think.” 
 
    “Think fast, Tim,” Cindy quipped. “Alimony, community property, she should get the car and the house…” 
 
    Tim would swear, later, that these words held no sway over him. But he did live in California, and he did know that the laws in California virtually guaranteed that he would be a slave for the rest of his life should he be divorced. His every paycheck would be garnished, he would even have to pay her taxes! 
 
    “Okay! Okay.” 
 
    Both ladies smiled. Then Ann frowned. “That leaves the problem of the bra.” 
 
    “ARGH!” Tim turned and left the room. 
 
    Ann turned to Cindy. “Too much too soon?” 
 
    Cindy sipped her coffee and murmured, “Nah. Hit ‘em hard and hit ‘em often, I always say. He’ll come around. Or, at least his dick will.” 
 
    Both girls giggled at that. 
 
      
 
    Robert grumbled as he inserted his vibrator and pulled on his panties. 
 
    Ann came in and watched him. “You look so adorable in those,” she said. “Are you going to wear the bra today?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. You said one or the other, and this is the one, the hell with the other.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay. By the way, I’ve prepared a little surprise for you.” 
 
    He eyed her suspiciously. “What kind of surprise?” 
 
    “Oh, just a little surprise.” Her expression was most enigmatic. 
 
    She wouldn't say more, so he ate his breakfast, gave her a kiss, which turned into a soul smacker that took his breath away, then staggered out the door. 
 
    He got behind the wheel of his car. His briefcase and his cell phone were on the passenger seat, and as he started the car up his cell rang. 
 
    He glanced it. Ann? He looked up and she was framed in the kitchen window, her cell to her ear, her smiling teeth showing. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you ready for your surprise?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    In the window she held up her cell phone and tapped it with one finger. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    He couldn’t hear the buzzing because it was deep in his body, but he sure could feel it. 
 
    He jumped out of the car and held his ass, a shocked look on his face. 
 
    In the window Ann was laughing hysterically. On the phone she said, “You should have seen your face! And the way you jumped out of that car.” 
 
    He was still holding the phone. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Just think, honey. I can call you during the day, you’ll never know when, and give you a little surprise. You won’t even hear your phone ring…except…up your butt.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That’s right. Your butt. See ya, hon.” She hung up and waved at him. 
 
    Tim drove to work, and now he was in a really strange frame of mind. If the butt plug made him feel good, the vibrating action of the thing was the atom bomb of feeling good. 
 
    He was at a stoplight and he suddenly felt it go off. The light changed and he gripped the wheel and waited for the buzzing to stop. People behind him started honking and he managed to cross the street and pull into a parking lot. He quickly called Ann. 
 
    “Please, not while I’m driving!” 
 
    “Oh, that could be dangerous. How about this.” 
 
    ZZZZZ! 
 
    He jumped, but it was much less, more subtle. 
 
    “Can you handle that?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” He was sweating and he felt like he was going to squirt. 
 
    She explained, “That first one is the top. If I leave that one on you’ll start leaking.” 
 
    “Leaking?” the horror of having his ejaculate suddenly burst out of him without his control washed over him. 
 
    “Yes. But the other one, that’s a low setting. If I do two low setting , like buzz, and then buzz, then You’ve got a minute to get off the road.” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Well, got to go spend your money. Bye.” She hung up. 
 
    He stared at the phone. He put it on the passenger seat and prepared to put the car into drive. 
 
    Buzz! 
 
    He shivered, and wondered, and…there it was. 
 
    Buzz! 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. Exactly sixty seconds later the big one hit him. 
 
    He bent forward, his chest hit the horn and it sounded. He grabbed his package. 
 
    The buzzing went on for ten seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. 
 
    He was feeling…good, glowing with a golden feeling.  
 
    Then it stopped. 
 
    He shuddered, and looked down. 
 
    The front of his slacks had a little wet spot on them. 
 
    He picked up his phone and texted. 
 
    “It leaves a stain on my pants.” 
 
    She immediately typed back, “Oh, goody!” 
 
    But she was very judicious in using the highest setting after that. 
 
      
 
    He went to work, and he was smiling, and every hour or so he would suddenly lurch and gasp, and people began to wonder what was going on with him. 
 
    “A nervous twitch,” he explained to one customer, hoping she didn’t see the big bulge in his pants. 
 
    “I think a bug just bit me,” he told a secretary, who, maybe it was his imagination, was staring at his groin. 
 
    By the end of the day, sexually stimulated beyond belief, he returned home. 
 
    “I need to sleep,” he muttered. He kissed Ann and stumped down the hall towards the bedroom. 
 
    She, of course, would have none of that. At least, not until she had had her fun. 
 
    BUZZZ! 
 
    Full setting. 
 
    He turned on his back and his pecker stood up. 
 
    It felt so goody and he started humping the air, his eyes closed, trying to get off. 
 
    But the setting was perfectly adjusted and the buzzer massaged his prostate just enough, but not too much, and he just lay there, gasping, praying for the orgasm to hit. 
 
    Finally, he reached down and grabbed his dong. He wasn’t supposed to, Ann frowned on such things, but he was going to— 
 
    “TIM!” 
 
    Tim jerked and opened his eyes and the buzzing stopped. 
 
    He looked down at his cock, still in hand, bits of goo seeping out of the tip. 
 
    “This is definite proof that you need a chastity tube!” 
 
    “But…honey…” 
 
    You can forget about your little joy moments,” she held up her phone, “Until you are firmly in chastity. Honestly!” and she turned and stomped out of the room. 
 
    Tim just moaned and turned over. He was so tired… 
 
      
 
    Two days later the chastity tube arrived. 
 
    It sat on the kitchen table and…just…sat there. 
 
    A harmless configuration of ring and tube with spacers and a padlock. 
 
    “You really want to put this on me?” He was tired. He was horny. And he felt wasted, but in a good way. He didn’t realize that his ability to say no was being sapped from him. 
 
    “It’s for your own protection,” Ann explained. 
 
    “My protection,” he spoke dubiously. “I don’t think I should.” 
 
    “Why ever not? Do you really want to walk around…an out of control male?” 
 
    “Well, but…it’s my dick?” he whined plaintively. 
 
    “Honey, we’ve talked about that. It may hang on your body, but who gets the most use out of it?” 
 
    “You haven't been using it much lately.” 
 
    “Are you serious? I use my cell phone to make my dick erect all day long. I stroke my dick until it’s about ready to spit.” 
 
    “But it never spits!” he almost shouted, feeling a desperation welling in his soul. 
 
    Ann gave a big sigh. “Okay. I’ll tell you what. You agree to wear the tube and I’ll give you a big, fat, juicy cum.” 
 
    He looked up at her, hope in his eyes. “Really?” 
 
    “Of course. I didn’t tell you, but there is one more setting.” 
 
    “There is?” 
 
    “Yes. I press that and the cum will squirt out of you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course, really.” 
 
    Then he frowned. “I sort of wanted to cum inside you.” 
 
    Ann looked at him with what appeared to be honest surprise. “You wanted to…why on earth…when we’ve got…” she held up her cell phone. 
 
    “But…just to get inside of you, to feel you…it would be—“ 
 
    Ann shook her head. “Honey, I told you. No pokey poke until you start wearing the bra.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he was almost sobbing. “Panties! A bra! A vibrator up my butt! A chastity tube! Where does it end?” 
 
    Ann leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Honey. Haven’t you figured it out? It ends when you do what I tell you.” 
 
    It was the first time she had made this statement, and it was so bald and bold, and if he had had his wits about him, and something less than a bouncing boner in his pants, he might have been able to figure it took and even to resist. 
 
    But he didn’t have his wits about him, and he did have a panful of penis, and he was tired and horny and…he nodded. 
 
    He didn’t know what his nod was actually signifying, and she knew that he didn’t know, but it was a step in the right direction. A big step. 
 
    Ann lifted her phone and tapped the screen. 
 
    ZZZZZZ! 
 
    It felt like somebody had shoved a cattle prod up his ass, but in a good way. 
 
    Semen spurted out the end of his cock, just a quick spurt, then the pulses started hitting. A pulse every two seconds, and his penis began unloading a couple of weeks worth of squirt. 
 
    He groaned and sat back in his chair. He couldn’t move. He was totally incapacitated. He couldn’t do anything about the way his balls felt, his penis squirted, and…and it wasn’t an orgasm. 
 
    It was a draining. His prostate was stimulated, the semen flowed, but…no orgasm! 
 
    After a minute he straightened up. His lap was all gooey, and he felt…drained. But he complained, “I didn’t’t have an orgasm!” 
 
    “You didn’t? That’s too bad. But you had your chance. You certainly came a lot.” 
 
    He looked down, was breathing hard, and for the first time in a couple of weeks his cock started to shrink. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered. 
 
    “Now then, I delivered, so you have to put on the chastity tube.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “You promised.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to.” 
 
    Having finally cum, having his desire finally sated, he was feeling braver. 
 
    “Very well. It’s going to stay on this setting until you keep your word.” 
 
    She tapped the screen and…ZZZZ” 
 
    He cried out, and discovered an interesting fact. Once drained, nothing left to give, it actually caused pain. 
 
    For a long minute Ann held her cell phone and watched Tim. 
 
    Tim stood up, was uncoordinated, but walked down the hallway. 
 
    He stripped his clothes off, tried to ignore the buzzing, and stepped into the shower. 
 
    Ann leaned against the door jam in the bathroom and watched him. Her lips were pursed in an amused moue. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” Tim chanted. 
 
    “Do you really think you can stand this?” Ann asked. “All day?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Please…make it stop.” 
 
    He fell to her knees and placed his arms around her legs. 
 
    “Will you put on your chastity tube?” 
 
    “YES! YES!” 
 
    She stopped it, looked down at him and smiled. 
 
    He was kneeling at her feet. It was like he was truly besotted, enslaved, and…she liked it. 
 
    In fact, she felt wetness between her thighs. 
 
    This power thing was the bomb! 
 
    She took his hand, raised him to his feet, and led him sobbing down the hall.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    The chastity tube went on easily. His cock was completely encased and his package surrounded by a ring. His balls hung out the bottom of the thing and the skin looked tight and stretched. 
 
    Okay, he thought. This isn’t so bad. 
 
    Then his penis started trying to get hard. 
 
    Oh, Lord! He had just cum, but locked up his dingus made it want to not be locked up, made it want to get hard, and…it couldn’t! 
 
    It would swell up and press against the walls and the tip of the cage, and it was…crazy! 
 
    His penis pressed hard against the walls and it was looking at a face smushed up against a window. Red with big patches of white. And it pulled on his balls. And he wanted to get out in the worst way. 
 
    “Just take it easy,” Ann advised. “It just takes a little getting used to. 
 
    The good news was that now his panties fit. His cock wasn’t pushing the front panel out, his balls weren’t falling out the leg holes. Instead, his whole package was pulled back and…that was comfortable. 
 
    Except for the pain of his dick, and…the frustration. 
 
    Within an hour of recovering and bonerizing he was as frustrated as he had ever been. 
 
    It was worse than blue balls. 
 
    He just wanted to get out and use his cock! 
 
    But…nope. 
 
    Ann liked it. 
 
    “Honey! You look so wonderful without that obnoxious boner bump. Here, hug me…” 
 
    He hugged, and she pressed her pussy against him, searched for his groin. 
 
    “Oh, yes! This is great! No more rude humping at odd times.” 
 
    His face was purple with sexual desperation. 
 
    She reached into his pants and rubbed him, reached further and fondled his testicles. 
 
    This was really turning her on. The squeaky sounds he made, the way he jerked and twitched. 
 
    This was making her hot, and she latched onto him and pursued him. 
 
    Now the shoe was on the other foot. Usually he was pursuing her, chasing her around and trying to use his dick on her. But now she was grabbing for him, holding him, chewing on his mouth, reaching into his pants and cupping his buns and dry humping him. 
 
    As the days passed, he found that he was gaining a new discipline. 
 
    He was learning how to suppress sex thoughts just so he could function. 
 
    When he was with clients his natural ebullience came out. He joked and charmed and his sales were up. 
 
    But now he didn’t just sit at his desk, or do busy work until customers entered. Now he sought out activities that he could throw himself into; he wanted to stay busy and be able to think. 
 
    It was so hard to think with his cock caged and his butt plugged. 
 
    And Ann didn’t help! 
 
    The more he tried to step back from the situation the more it seemed that she wanted to play with the buzzer. 
 
    He would be trying to return calls to prospective buyers, work finances with banks, and suddenly…ZZZZZ!…and he would stifle a groan, try to keep his mind attached to whatever he was doing. 
 
    But the buzz didn’t just tickle his fancy, it made his cock grow, and that led to a sizzling session of trying to ignore his growing sexual desire even as it grew. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I can’t take it any more.” 
 
    “Can’t take what?” 
 
    “The…the sex!” 
 
    “But I thought you were always my little horn dog?” 
 
    “But it’s too much for me! I have trouble just thinking the simplest thoughts. It’s hard to talk to women—“ 
 
    She gave him a look, “And why would you want to talk to women?” 
 
    “Secretaries! Customers! It’s not that I want the women, it’s just that my cock is always trying to get around them.” 
 
    “You’re getting sexually excited by other women?” 
 
    “No! It’s just that the vib—“ 
 
    “You beast!” She would run to the bedroom, crying, and slam the door. 
 
    And lock it. 
 
    And he was starting to spend a few uncomfortable nights on the couch. 
 
    But, finally, after a couple of weeks of this exquisite torture, she didn’t run crying into the bedroom. She simply looked down at the magazine she was reading and aid, “Maybe if you were to wear a bra…” 
 
    The next day he struggled into the ghastly thing. 
 
    It wasn’t big in cups, it was more like a training bra, but for grown ups. As if a thirty year old man would suddenly need a training bra. 
 
    He wore it under his tee shirt, his work shirt, and a jacket. 
 
    And he didn’t take the jacket off. 
 
    He thought he was safe. Nobody could see the straps on his shoulder, the fastening hooks in the back. 
 
    But he had underestimated the power of women’s intuition. 
 
    “Are you wearing a bra?” asked Janet, the lead secretary, when she brought in a stack of paperwork for him. 
 
    “No! No!” he stuttered, suddenly terrified. 
 
    But Janet was no dummy. She patted his back, felt his shoulders, and smiled. “You are, isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
    Her reaction terrified him, but…puzzled him. 
 
    She didn’t look down on him. She didn’t laugh at him. She thought it was…cute! 
 
    Why would a woman think a man wearing a bra was cute? 
 
    One, there was the Stockholm Syndrome. People identify with their captors. And he was being captured by the gender changing whims of his wife. 
 
    Two, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. A man wanting to be like a woman, that was, in a way, empowering, and was flattering to the woman. 
 
    The only problem was that Janet had loose lips, and loose lips, as the saying goes, sinks ships. 
 
    Tim noticed that the women were paying him more attention. 
 
    He would find them glancing at him, and smiling, or giggling, and he knew what they were thinking. 
 
    Sometimes the women would gather at the water cooler, and he knew what they were saying. 
 
    Worst of all, or best, if that be your viewpoint, they would find excuses to enter his office and they would pat his back, or run a hand over his shoulders, and…they knew. 
 
    These were the women he flirted with, who he had hit on, and they had refused him. Now they were hanging with him, finding excuses for his company, touching him and feeling him. 
 
    And, one day, not even a month after the situation had started, Janet turned and her hand bumped his groin, and…she knew. 
 
    “What is that?” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That hard thing in your pants!” 
 
    “Uh, oh, your imagination, I don’t know, you must be seeing things, you—“ 
 
    She grabbed him, hard. “Oh, my God!” Her teeth were shiny, and her mouth was close to his. “What is that thing that…are you wearing one of those jock strap cup things that….no, that’s something else.” 
 
    He had no choice. He was forced to explain: “My wife makes me wear a chastity tube.” 
 
    Janet stepped back and was stunned. Then she started to grin. “So you can’t…get out? You can’t even get a hard on?” 
 
    He shook his head dismally. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    And, she had to see it for herself. 
 
    And that meant that all her cronies soon found out, and they had to see for themselves. 
 
    Tim was now officially going crazy. He was getting groped all day long. He was locking his office to get work done, and the ladies simply put a bobby pin in the hole on the other side and let themselves in. 
 
    And, the worst day of his life, or the best, depending on your viewpoint, a customer found out. 
 
    Who told her, how she found out, he never did know, but the woman wanted to see a house in the country. 
 
    The house was off by itself, secluded, and the woman turned to him, grabbed his crotch and kissed him. 
 
    In the end he had to get her off. Several times. 
 
    But…she bought the house. 
 
    And kissed him passionately when the paperwork was submitted. 
 
    The big boss, Charlene, noticed the amorous exchange and queried Tim, but Tim made feeble excuses and ran out of the office. 
 
      
 
    “This has got to stop!” Tim raged, tears leaking from his eyes. The secretaries are fondling me and kissing me, and now a customer…you’ve got to get me out of chastity!”
“You’ve been with other women?” 
 
    “No! They’ve been with me! They won’t leave me alone, and…” 
 
    When he was finished Ann simply said, “This is why you have to be chastised. You are simply out of control. To pursue all those women, even though you’re married.” She shook her head in disgust. 
 
    “But I’m not pursuing them!” 
 
    “You’re saying you can’t push women half your weight away? What kind of a big, strong man are you?” 
 
    Tim was at wit’s end. He didn’t know what to do. Then Ann suddenly changed her tune. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. I’ll take care of this for you. But you better stop trying to fuck all those women!” 
 
    He wanted to object, he wanted to protest that he wasn’t at fault, but Ann had said she would handle it, so he just kept his mouth shut. 
 
    He didn’t know how she would handle it, whether she was going to give him some chastity relief or something, but…she had said she would. 
 
    The next day, however, when he went to work, she hadn’t done anything. He was still wearing panties and bra, and she was suggesting garters and nylons, and the plug was still up his heinie, and his cock was still locked. 
 
    “When are you going to…” he lifted his eyebrows. 
 
    “This morning. Don’t worry. You just go to work and Mommy will handle everything. 
 
    Mommy? That was the first time she had ever said that in relation to herself. WTF? 
 
    He went to work. For the first hour the girls were coming in on him, feeling his bra through his jacket, turning and bending over to pick up dropped papers, showing him their asses, and…and then it dwindled off. 
 
    He actually knew exactly when it happened. 
 
    Janet had been on the phone for a few minutes, then she looked through the glass wall, sighed, and came in to see him. 
 
    Inside he cringed. He was afraid. But she said: “Sorry, Tim. I didn’t understand, but I do now.” And she left. 
 
    Then Sally came in and said much the same thing.  
 
    And one after the other the rest of the girls came into the office and apologized. 
 
    And it was over. 
 
    He was free. At least from their attentions. He was not free from chastity and the buzz bomb in his butt and the lingerie he was wearing. 
 
      
 
    “What did you do? How did you do that?” Tim asked when he got him from work. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” Ann smiled. 
 
    “No, really!” 
 
    Now her smile became mysterious. “I can do more.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You want a raise? Maybe some time off?” 
 
    “Well, yeah!” He grinned. 
 
    “Very well. Then you wear the garters and nylons tomorrow, and I will go the extra mile for you.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He simply had to find out what she was doing. He wanted to find out what she had said to the secretaries, but none of them would tell. 
 
    “Okay.” He breathed out. Garters. Nylons. He couldn’t imagine anything else, she had taken him as far as she could, so…why not? 
 
    That night he Naired his legs, and the next day he learned how to roll up nylons and snap them to the garter. 
 
    He tried to put on socks over his feet, but Ann wouldn’t let him. She simply drew the line in the sand and said, “You want me to get you more money and a vacation, but you won’t do what I want you to do.” 
 
    She stomped out of the room. 
 
    So he wore the nylons with no socks. If he sat, or even went up stairs, his slacks would rise up enough that anybody could see that he was wearing nylons. 
 
    Yet, when he finally had them on, they felt good. 
 
    Another pleasant surprise. 
 
    Except… 
 
      
 
    Ann walked through the office. She waved and stopped to talk to some of the secretaries, and they were all giggling and laughing. Then she gave a wave to the surprised Tim, and walked the pebble stairs to the boss’s office. 
 
    Charlene was shuffling papers, talking on the phone, and doing pretty much what all bosses do, which is nothing. 
 
    She gave a friendly wave to Ann and indicted she should have a seat. A moment later she hung up, and the two women started talking. 
 
    Downstairs Tim was waiting with bated breath. what the hell was going on? 
 
    A half hour passed, and Tim was going out of his mind. Then his desk phone rang. 
 
    He grabbed it with a jerky motion. “Tim here.” 
 
    “Hi, Tim. this is Charlene. Could you please come upstairs?” 
 
    He could. And instanter. He was leaping up the stairs, wondering what the hell was going on.  
 
    He entered the office and Charlene waved him to a seat in front of her desk. 
 
    “I understand your situation,” she said pleasantly, and I am grateful that your wife brought it to my attention. You realize that we will get certain tax breaks, and be able to fulfill certain regulatory conditions?” 
 
    “Uh…I didn’t know.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. So you’ll be getting a raise as soon as you fulfill certain conditions, and your request for a month off has been approved. Just let me know when you’re going to the hospital, and if you need any help the girls in the office will be glad to pitch in.” 
 
    Tim was gobsmacked. He was getting more money, and time off. How had Ann accomplished that? How in the hell—then he realized what she had said. 
 
    “Hospital?” 
 
    “Yes, and don’t worry. Our insurance will take care of the procedure. Have you thought about how big you want to be?” 
 
    “Big? I—“ 
 
    Ann leaped in. “We’ve talked about it. He really needs a large size. He’s still got a male frame.” 
 
    “Of course. Well, you’ve got your pick of doctors, and if there’s anything we can do…” 
 
    Tim just blinked and stared. He was totally befuddled, and that was an understatement. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell just happened?” he asked when he was walking her outside to her car. 
 
    “You got a raise and some time off, isn’t that wonderful? and the company thanks you for it, and they’ll pay for it.” 
 
    “For it? It what? What the hell is…what is this hospital stuff?” 
 
    They reached her car and she turned to him, touched his lapels, smoothed his front, and smiled at him. “The hospital is for your new breasts.” 
 
    “Wha…” 
 
    His whole body went numb and he felt like he was sliding out of his head. “What breasts?” 
 
    “I told them about the reason for your underwear, that you are transitioning. This, of course, lead to a discussion concerning what you are planning to do. I did tell them that you planned on keeping your penis, but we can let them know otherwise if you feel like it. Anyway, everybody knows now, and everybody will be quite respectful. After all,” she smiled, “nobody wants a discrimination suit, right?” 
 
    Tim stood, blubbering, muttering, not making sense. His mind was truly blasted and no coherent thought would form. 
 
    Ann kissed him, his slack lips, and slipped into her car. “Ta ta,” she waved, and drove away. 
 
    Tim stood in the parking lot for long minutes. 
 
    Transition? Breasts? Everything was fixed? He was going to keep his penis? What in the Lord’d name had just happened? 
 
    For answer, his cell phone rang. Not the ding ding of normal business, but the buzz buzz of crotch business. 
 
    His wife. 
 
    But when he took out his phone he was stunned to see that the buzz buzz was not from his wife, but from Charlene. 
 
    He answered the phone, not understanding, his mind a jumbled mess. 
 
    “Hi, Tim. I just love your private ring. Thank your wife again for setting me up with it. When you get the double pulse, like this…” 
 
    He felt a rolling pulse following another rolling pulse and his knees buckled.  
 
    “…it’s just me. I’ll be summoning you to find out how your situation is going. Okay. Talk to you later.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Tim’s mouth was open and he was shuffling like an old man when he returned to his desk. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of months. A couple of months of sexual stimulation and cajoling and promises of the best orgasm in the history of the universe, but Tim finally agreed to breast implants. 
 
    He had to, because Ann kept telling him that he wouldn't get the raise, the company would be disappointed if he backed out and spilled their compliance with government regulations, and she would put him on a setting and break her phone—he would be getting the ZZZZ for the rest of his life—if he didn’t. 
 
    And, of course, he was more horny than any man in the history of the universe. 
 
    The operation happened on a Friday. It lasted several hours. Most implants can be done in an hour or two, but because he had a wide, male chest he required certain other cosmetic procedures. 
 
    The implants were put in, very big ones called Chyna 2000s, and to round out his chest, to tighten his waist and round his hips, he needed liposuction. 
 
    He was asleep throughout he procedure and went to sleep as a manly man, and woke up as a womanly woman. 
 
    Of course, he didn’t appreciate it at first. He was swollen in places, and even bruised, and it would be a week before he was completely recovered from the initial effects. 
 
    So he was popped into a wheel chair and rolled out of the ‘punishment palace,’ as he called it. 
 
    Ann marveled at his chest. She drove him home, and nearly got in an accident for staring at his chest. 
 
    “Oh, baby. You are so incredible. I am so glad you decided to go through with it.” 
 
    He decided? He thought it was more like she had bullied him into it. 
 
    “Your boobs are bigger than mine. Let me see that list again.” 
 
    At a stoplight, keeping her eye on the light, she read from the list of things he shouldn’t do. 
 
    “No bras with underwires. That’s good. I don’t like them either. No heavy lifting. Hunh. That won’t be a problem. Not with the shot they gave your penis. No swimming. Oooh, bad. Well, it’ll pass. Oh…don’t update your wardrobe! I was so looking forward to taking you shopping!” 
 
    And the list went on. 
 
    Tim sat and stared out the window and watched the world pass. 
 
    He was changed. And pretty much irrevocably. He had been a thin male, not much in the way of muscle, but he probably would never experience even that again. 
 
    He would have to wear dresses. And Ann kept talking about make up and things. 
 
    And…he would finally get to take off the chastity tube. 
 
    There was no point in wearing it because the doctors had given him a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. Commonly, Medroxyprogesterone was used for female birth control. The stuff they gave him would give him extra estrogen, and that further help his body become more feminine. 
 
    He was going to be a woman. Heck, he was a woman. Like it or not. 
 
    And now that it was done, he wondered. 
 
    He was still horny, the doctor assured him that he would always be horny, but his erections wouldn’t be as stiff and strong, and they wouldn't last long. 
 
    He wouldn't be a walking cum factory. 
 
    But he would be horny. And he still had a prostate, and that prostate was still going to be tickled by his vibrator. Ann had assured him of that. 
 
    But…now that he was on the other side of it all, did he want to be a woman? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    And, for the first time in months, he was able to think a bit more clearly. 
 
    He could see how his wife had manipulated him. 
 
    He loved her. 
 
    He horny loved her, but he also just plain loved her. 
 
    Even if he was a woman instead of a man, he still loved her. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    And Ann pulled into the driveway. 
 
      
 
    Recovery was a lot easier than he had expected. the bruises and pains were reduced within a couple of days, and within a week he felt normal. 
 
    Normal with an extra twenty pounds of boob on his chest, and fat hips, and a waist that was so thin his pants would have fallen off, except that his hips were fat enough to keep them up. He just had to use a rope, instead of a belt, and squinch the waist in. 
 
    Ann said it looked cute, that he had a natural fashion sense. 
 
    But, as with the inspiration to transition, most of the sense came from her. 
 
    She bought him clothes. She bought him underwear. And…she began fine tuning his appearance. 
 
    She placed his hands on the dining room table and prepared them, applied glue, and attached longer fingernails to his fingers. 
 
    He thought they were a mile long, but she just called them shorties. 
 
    He stared at his hands, and she snuck up behind him and spritzed him with perfume. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She giggled. “I love it when you smell the way you look.” 
 
    Smelled the way he looked. Everything she did, everything she said, was changing his mind, messing with his brain, causing him to see the world in different lights. 
 
    “But, you can’t…” he started weakly. 
 
    She grabbed his hand and took him into their bedroom. She sat him down and began making him up. 
 
    He was stunned. 
 
    He felt her fingers so intimately on his face. He watched the colors mount, and he felt shivers of lust in his penis. 
 
    His penis that wasn’t going to get hard. At least, not much. And not for long. 
 
    And when she was done… 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God!” Ann was breathing hard. Her chest, almost as big as his, was heaving. “I want you.” 
 
    “Oh,” he blinked and was confused. This was where he was supposed to have a raging boner, where he was supposed to take her to bed and slam into her and make her cry out with pleasure. 
 
    Instead, she reached into his groin and grabbed his dick. 
 
    It was half hard, and she pulled him across the room. 
 
    She threw him, by the dick, onto the bed. She took a strap on out of the dresser and arranged it on her hips. 
 
    He stared at it, suddenly scared. 
 
    He seemed to be drained of his male assertiveness, his aggressiveness, and he just stared at the weapon of ass destruction. 
 
    It was big. 
 
    “Oh, honey. You are perfect. This is what I always dreamed of!” 
 
    She pushed him back, pulled down his panties and grabbed his weenie. She lifted him as she inserted herself into him. 
 
    He felt himself opening up. Fortunately, she used a lot of lube, and he could take it. 
 
    But it took some getting used to. 
 
    But she gave him plenty of lube and time, and got him used to it. 
 
    Finally, she was done. The back end of the dildo had rubbed her button until she had had a great and grand and glorious orgasm. 
 
    A stronger orgasm than she had even had as a female taking a penis. 
 
    “This is wonderful,” she gasped, as she lay down beside him.  
 
    “But I didn’t cum!” 
 
    “That’s okay. Maybe next time,” she smiled and kissed his cheek. Then she stood up and ran out of the room. 
 
    He got up and followed her. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’ve got to tell the world the news!” 
 
    “What news?” 
 
    She was in the kitchen, holding her phone to her ear. “Make me a drink.” 
 
    He did, but again asked, “What news?” 
 
    “Your news, honey. Do you know how many women want to do you?” 
 
    “Do me? You mean, like…fuck me?” 
 
    “Of course, silly.” She turned her attention to the phone, “Hi, Cindy. He’s all ready, and man, is he good! Yes, I’ve got a good one, special little nub on the end for tickling your button. But if you want to bring your own you…how big? Oh, my God! But of course he can take it! Enough grease and he can take anything. This weekend? Wonderful. I’ll put you on the calendar.” 
 
    Her drink was now in front of her, and Tim sat across from her, staring at her, trying to come to grips with his new station in life. 
 
    “Hi, Charlene? Yes! Isn’t it wonderful? I just broke him in, and he’s ready for you. Of course you can bring a friend. A man? I don’t see why not. A dick is a dick, right?” And she laughed merrily. 
 
    She sipped from her drink, ended the call, tapped another number and smiled at Tim. 
 
    Tim thought about it. His new station in life. 
 
    He was transitioned just to be pimped out, and how did he feel about that? 
 
    He didn’t know. He knew he liked being fucked, he was looking forward to it, but…Ann was calling so many people! Half the town must be in on this thing! 
 
    “Hi, Janet. Yes, call the girls. An orgy? Of course! But let’s schedule it for a couple of weeks from now. He’s broken in, but I don’t want him broken.” More giggles. “Yes, tell all the girls, and if they wish to come over and sample him before the orgy that would be fine. Just give me a call and make an appointment. Okay. Talk to you later.” 
 
    She tapped a number and looked at him. 
 
    Tim was wearing lingerie. His face and nails were immaculate. His hair was delicately coiffed. His body was fully transitioned and totally feminized. He was ready to be taken advantage of. 
 
    Ann whispered to him, “We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He was going to be making love to dozens of women. Maybe even hundreds. 
 
    Or, actually, they were going to be making love to him. 
 
    But wasn’t that what he wanted? 
 
    Back when he was a man he had flirted shamelessly, made passes, been a bad boy. 
 
    Now he was seeing it from the other side, and a piece of him knew the truth. 
 
    This was what he wanted. 
 
    It truly was. 
 
    “Hi, Sally? Have I got a treat for you!” 
 
    Tim turned to the counter and made himself a drink. A stiff one. It wouldn’t be long before the doorbell started ringing, and he wanted to be a bit more relaxed before he started providing services. 
 
    “Make me another one, dear,” Ann asked, as she made another call. Before she greeted whoever it was that answered, however, she put her hand over the receiver and whispered to him. 
 
    “Honey? I’m going to join a dating service. After all, you don’t have the dick to please me any more. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Could you love Michael Corleone? A gangster with love in his heart, but a hard way of expressing it? 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Get packed. We’re getting out of here.” 
 
    Andy was frantic. His eyes were glassy and he was perspiring. His shirt was open at the front and he smelled of brown liquor. 
 
    “What? Wait! No! We just got here!” Amy stood by the bed in her slip. She had just unpacked and was ready for a night of making love. Andy had called her and she had come half across the country to meet him. 
 
    They were in Las Vegas land and she wanted to party! 
 
    “Baby, I tell ya, we got to go!” 
 
    He had his suitcase open and was throwing things into it. Pants, socks, anything and everything, not taking the time to be neat, and he was making more of a mess than packing. 
 
    “Honey, what is wrong?” She moved tentatively towards him. 
 
    He turned and snapped. “I lost. you got that? I was ahead, and I lost, and…and I gave them a marker. Told them I’d be right back. That I’d make it good. But I don’t have it, don’t you see? If I don’t get out of here they’ll take me down to the basement, break my fingers, break my knees, break my fuckin’ face!” 
 
    He was shrill, panicked, and for good reason. 
 
    “Who were you playing with?” Amy whispered. 
 
    He kept stuffing clothes into his suitcase, didn’t even look at her, and he whispered, Marcellus Donatello. 
 
    She grabbed him then and spun him. “You played cards with Marcellus?” 
 
    He nodded, and he squeezed his eyes shut for a moment. 
 
    “But last time…he warned you…he beat you up…” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “And we agreed that if he was ever in the game you’d leave! And you played cards with Marcellus Donatello? In spite of all that?” 
 
    “I know! I know!” he whined. “I shouldn’t have. But the cards. Baby, the cards were falling my way. Lady Luck was nibbling on my ear and…and I thought…I figured. 
 
    “You stupid asshole,” she hissed. “And now I’m here, and now I’m mixed up in it.” 
 
    “But you weren’t there, he won’t—“ 
 
    “He will! He knows I used to go out with you, and he’ll—“ 
 
    “Used to? What do you mean, baby?” 
 
    “I mean we’re through. You might like to play suicide with a gun with six bullets, but I’m not spinning that barrel.” 
 
    “Honey! No!  You mean so much to me!” 
 
    “Not only that, but I spent my own money to get out here! You said you’d reimburse me, and now it looks like I might end up in the basement with you!” 
 
    Andy stared, but now Amy was moving. She was much neater than Andy, but she was throwing things into her suitcase with a will. Panties, blouses, lingerie. A peignoir she had picked out to drive Andy wild. 
 
    Well, she wasn’t going to be driving him wild any time soon. Heysoos Xristo! The fool had everything! He was handsome, smart, funny, and he wanted to risk it all by gambling with Marcellus Donatello. 
 
    Marcellus, a mobster of unusually vicious temperament. A man who once used a ball peen hammer on the knuckles of a fellow who dealt from down under.  
 
    Marcellus didn’t mind losing, he had so much money he laughed if he lost. But God help you if you tried to cheat him. 
 
    She picked up her nylons, in a bundle, just grabbed them out of a drawer and slapped into the suitcase. 
 
    Andy was back in motion, now not talking, and his suitcase was almost full. 
 
    “Okay…we gotta go,” Andy mumbled. He rolled his suitcase to the door and looked back. His eyes were scared and his hands were trembling. 
 
    “Okay…just a sec…” Amy pulled a slinky black dress with great cleavage over her form. Fortunately, she had the cleavage to show.  
 
    She slipped into her high heels, looked around, and headed for the door. 
 
    They rolled their bags down the hallway, almost running. 
 
    “We’re gonna make it…we’re gonna make it,” Andy chanted. 
 
    They arrived at the elevator, waited impatiently, then stepped on as the doors opened. 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I’ll make it up to you.” 
 
    “If I had a dick I’d make you suck it,” she responded coldly. 
 
    Yet, looking in the reflective surfaces in the elevator, she was struck by how damned handsome he was. 
 
    She had fallen for him in Frisco, followed him to New York, and they had played house for a while. 
 
    His fortunes ran hot and cold, and it was sometimes desperate, and sometimes heady, but he had always managed to avoid doing something stupid like this. 
 
    Losing to Marcellus Donatello. Gambling with him in the first place. What a dope! 
 
    The elevator stopped on several floors, picked up people, and continued descending.  
 
    A married couple, giggling and sneaking smooches, as if nobody could see them. 
 
    A trio of businessmen, drunk and bound to get drunker. They’d lose a grand on the craps table and have to explain why they were short that month. 
 
    A bellhop who should have been taking the service elevator. 
 
    He had the look of somebody who was nervous about being caught and fired. 
 
    Which wasn’t half as nervous as the look of Andy, who was worried he might get caught and killed. 
 
    The elevator doors opened on the lobby and Andy and Amy slid out quickly and headed through the row of slots for the front doors. 
 
    They passed the chinging, ringing one arm bandits. People pumping levers and smoking and shrieking and drinking and intent on the rows of cherries like they were the second coming. Only fifty feet to the door man, and the sidewalk, and the line of taxis. Once in a taxi they would be safe. 
 
    Twenty feet. 
 
    Ten feet. 
 
    A drunk was being shoved out the door before he could barf, and that slowed everything down. Then, the door was open, they started forward, and— 
 
    “Hey, Andy. Where you going.” 
 
    Marcellus’ hired muscle was a goon named Tony Pickemup. His nickname came from the time Marcellus told Tony to stop a guy named Freddy. No last name, just Freddy, and he could have been anybody. 
 
    Tony picked Freddy up and threw him threw a big glass door. The kind designed to withstand hurricanes. 
 
    “Damn,” said Marcellus. “You could have just hit him.” 
 
    “No,” said Tony. 
 
    And Marcellus laughed and laughed and laughed. And all night long he kept looking at Tony and repeating that one word. “No.” And he would laugh and laugh and laugh. 
 
    “No where,” said Andy, screeching to a stop before Tony picked him up. “I was just changing hotels.” 
 
    Tony looked down on Andy and smiled. “Nah. You was going to the airport.” 
 
    “No, really. We didn’t like the service and—“ 
 
    “Come on, Marcellus wants to see you.” 
 
    Tony linked arms with Andy and Amy and dragged them back through the lobby. 
 
    He was a big man, as has been intimated, and he had more muscles than Arnie on a good day. Andy and Amy held to the suitcases and tried to keep them from falling off their rollers. 
 
    He also thought of himself as a ladies’ man. He wore the finest cashmere suits, shiny, blue, silk ties, and his shirts were straight fro Italy. Add expensive loafers and you had a well dressed hood. 
 
    As he guided them through the throng of gamblers he turned to Amy. “Amy, baby. When you gonna dump this louse and hook up with a real man?” 
 
    “Tony, when I see the mess men made of this world I wanna turn lesbian.” 
 
    Tony threw his head back and laughed loudly. His teeth were strong and white. His throat looked like a tree trunk, it was so thick with muscle. 
 
    “You kill me, baby. Maybe I’ll turn lesbian, too. You and me, lesbian. And we could turn out cute, little lesbian babies.” 
 
    On the other side of the gangster Andy scrambled to keep up. He thought maybe he should defend Amy’s honor, but he was afraid to. Heck, Marcellus was already pissed off at him. If he got Tony pissed off at him, and then Marcellus told Tony to smack him down, Marcellus might enjoy himself too much. 
 
    Through double doors into the kitchen. Men and women in white chef outfits chopping vegetables and sprinkling herbs over huge cuts of rib eye. Waiters and waitresses yelling for orders and scrambling back out the double doors with big platters balanced on their hands. 
 
    “Right through there,” said Marcellus, pointing them across the red, tile floor. 
 
    Right through there led to an elevator. 
 
    Chefs maneuvered past them. A fat chef turned and yelled, “Hot stuff!” and everybody scrambled out of his way. He was holding a skillet that was on fire. 
 
    They reached the elevator, it opened quickly, like it had been waiting, and the three, Tony, Amy and Andy, stepped into the thing. 
 
    The doors slid shut and Tony let go of their arms. 
 
    Andy moved back. Smoothed his jacket where the clothe had bunched. 
 
    Amy stepped back and adjusted her bra. 
 
    Tony watched Amy. Specifically, he watched the way she shook her boobs into place. 
 
    “Damned, baby. You’re built.” 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. “I’m taken.” 
 
    She glanced at Andy, but Andy was staring at the door, at himself in the silvery reflection. He wasn’t thinking about her at all. She actually didn’t blame him, he was the one whose face might end up looking like a gnawed on corn cob that had been set on fire and stomped, but it would have been nice if he could have at least offered a kind word, a bit of reassurance. 
 
    “Hey, Andy, how come you gave Marcellus a marker that was no good?” 
 
    “I thought it was good. I just…miscalculated my funds.” 
 
    “Ha. That’s a good one. Miscalculated your funds.” Tony chuckled. A deep rumble that seemed to effect Amy’s balance. 
 
    Tony turned back to her. “How come you put up with this bum? A good looking girl like you…I’d treat you right.” 
 
    At last, Andy tried. “Hey, man, that’s my girl.” 
 
    Tony just looked at him with an amused sneer. “You ain’t done right by her, pal.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Tony could say to that, and he sort of shrunk in on himself. 
 
    The elevator stopped and the door slid back. 
 
    They were in a large room with big cement pillars. There were crates stacked, filled with pillows and towels and stuff. There were handcarts for bellboys and broken mattresses and a lot of general junk. 
 
    There was also a path that led through the darkness to a far away room. 
 
    The trio walked through the gloom. Andy kept glancing to the sides, as if the cavalry might be there waiting to rescue him. 
 
    Neither Amy nor Tony looked to the sides, they just focused on the square of light that was an open doorway fifty yards away. 
 
    There wasn’t much sound. The occasional whiff of music was damped by the distance and flooring from the main gambling room. Somewhere somebody dropped something, but it sounded far away. Up ahead there was music from a radio, or a sound system or something. The place smelled of dank with a sprinkling of mold. 
 
    “You could let us go,” Andy whispered. 
 
    “Nah,” chuckled Tony. He grinned, and his white teeth were shiny in the basement. 
 
    “You could let me go.” 
 
    He seemed surprised by her request, and he looked at her as they walked. “Yeah, I didn’t have to bring ya, but I figured better safe than sorry. Besides. I always liked ya.” 
 
    “Funny way of showing it,” Andy mumbled in a low voice. 
 
    “Now don’t be an asshole, Andy. I don’t wanna get mad at ya.” 
 
    That shut Andy up but good. 
 
    The room was closer now, and it was obvious that it had been fixed up special. There was a thick rug laid over the cement, a full wet bar against the far wall, and a round table came into view. Then they stepped into the room and Amy looked around. 
 
    Rumor was that Marcellus had his suite in the basement because he didn’t like heights. Probably a lie. 
 
    Another rumor was that he was scared of being trapped on the top floor when the police raided the casino. Except the police had never raided the casino. Ever. 
 
    The best rumor, and there might be some truth to this, was that Marcellus had a fear that terrorists would fly a 747 into the building, and he wanted a chance to get out. 
 
    In truth, Marcellus was a weird dude. He had walked happily into knife fights, traded bullets with glee, and was scared a plane would run into him. 
 
    But a lot of gangsters have weird quirks. 
 
    At any rate, Marcellus lived in the suite in the basement, and it was decorated up right.  
 
    In addition to the thick, green rug he had a wall of expensive liquors, a room with a round bed that rotated, wall hangings that would make a king’s mouth water, big screen TV, sound system, a couple of soft couches, a breakfast area, and just about everything that could make for an easy, livable life. 
 
    Tony sauntered off to the side and rounded the table to get a drink, and Amy inspected the men sitting around the table and gambling. 
 
    Two she didn’t know. They looked happy enough, they wee probably gangsters like Marcellus. 
 
    Two she knew, but only by sight. One was called ‘Stooge,’ the other was called ‘Three Fingers,’ and he only had three fingers on one of his hands. 
 
    Rumor was Three Fingers had been in some delicate negotiations with some Japanese types, read Yakuza. Apparently he acquitted himself well, so they just cut off his finger and sent him back. 
 
    Of course, that was rumor. Nobody ever knew the truth about hoods. 
 
    Then there was Marcellus Donatello. 
 
    He was six feet tall and squat like a power lifter. He wore tailored suits that shone like they had been polished with hundred dollar bills. Currently his tie was loose, his shoes were off, and he looked like he was winning. 
 
    Maybe…maybe not. He was always sort of a gleeful sort. 
 
    The absence of his tie revealed white, pudgy flesh with a sprinkling of kinky hair. His forearms made the arms of the suit bulge. His scalp hair was gently receding, but dark and curly. 
 
    His nose was flat and his eyes were wide set and alarming when he stared at somebody. He had square teeth that looked like they could bite a cable in half with one chomp. 
 
    His chin was square, and he looked exactly the way Amy thought a gangster should look. 
 
    Hard, a little wild in the eyes, grinning, but ready to jump on an alligator. Should an alligator be unlucky enough to cross paths with this Italian gorilla. 
 
    He stared at his cards. “I say you’re bluffing.” 
 
    “You find out the hard way,” Stooge said. Both men were holding their cards tight. Stooge was just average sized, but the cards looked like little, tiny flaps of paper in Marcellus’ gnarly mitts. 
 
    “Was he runnin’” Marcellus called out. 
 
    “Caught him at the front door.” Tony wrinkled up his face and tried to read the label on a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “Try the Rye. It’s 15 years,” Three Fingers called back to Tony. 
 
    “Which is the Rye?” 
 
    “The one with Rye on it.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled, even Tony. He selected a bottle and uncorked it and sniffed it. 
 
    Marcellus grunted, “And they even brung their suitycases.” 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Tony, shaking the bottle-for what purpose no one knew—then pouring a stiff shot into a glass. 
 
    “You gonna lose your money or what?” blurted Stooge. 
 
    “Now don’t push me. I don’t want you pushing me into any unwise decisions.” 
 
    One of the two men Amy didn’t know snickered. “An unwise decision is when he loses.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled, and Marcellus most of all. “Damn,” he said. He pushed a stack of chips towards the center of the table. He eyeballed Stooge. “Okay, Stooge. Make me or break me.” 
 
    The air seemed to go out of Stooge. He slumped and sighed, “Ah, ya lousy…” he flipped his cards. 
 
    Marcellus looked at the cards and his face dissolved into a grin. “Ha! You was tryin’ to bluff me with two, lousy pair!” 
 
    “I almost had ya, too.” 
 
    Marcellus scooped the chips in and explained, “You would had me, except beautiful Amy walked in. I seen her and I knew I was in the luck.” 
 
    All eyes left the cards then, and they fell on Amy. 
 
    “Damn,” said one of the strangers. “She’s hot.” 
 
    “She’s not one of your girls, is she?” 
 
    “Nah. She belongs to that schlumpf over there.” Marcellus pointed his block of a chin at Andy.” 
 
    “That scrawny squirt?” 
 
    Three Fingers grinned. “Hey, Amy. you wanna go to work for me I make ya a million bucks in a year.” 
 
    Amy frowned. For some reason she wasn’t intimidated by these hoods. 
 
    Of course she knew three of them, but everything felt so downright joyful. Five men playing poker. Joking, drinking, having a good time. 
 
    And there was the real point of worry. Marcellus. 
 
    Marcellus made her think of that movie with Ray Liotta, the one where he is busting some kid’s balls, and then starts laughing. She had thought Liotta was mad, until he laughed. With Marcellus it was the other way around, he would be laughing and you never knew he was mad. 
 
    “Hey, Andy, come here, ya lug. Siddown.” 
 
    Andy wanted to do anything but sit down next to Marcellus. He wanted to go chasing polar bears in the arctic more than he wanted to sit next to that chunk of laughing gorilla. 
 
    But, he went and sat down. 
 
    Amy studied his body language. He was nervous, twitchy, and his eyes were flitting around like a pair of butterflies. Butterflies that hoped a tank would appear out of nowhere and rescue him before Marcellus pulled off his wings. 
 
    “Hey, Amy! Baby! Siddown over here.” 
 
    Amy didn’t hesitate. She should have been terrified, but fear wasn’t going to do her much good, so she sat down next to Marcellus. Which wasn’t to say she didn’t feel like her body was about to evaporate and go to heaven. 
 
    Marcellus sat back in his chair and put his arms around Amy’s and Andy’s shoulders. Andy gave a subtle moan, and was scrunched. 
 
    Amy felt Marcellus’s muscles. They were like thick pythons, rippling under his hide, able to crush her like a soda can if he wanted. 
 
    But she had this weird feeling that he didn’t want to. Then she looked at Andy, and thought maybe he did. 
 
    The question was: would he crush her along with him? 
 
    He twisted slightly in his chair, dragging Andy around a bit, and looked at Amy. “What should I do, sweetheart? This chump,” he shook Andy’s head in the crook of his arm, “he writes me bad checks and then tries to run away.” 
 
    Amy had to look at Andy then. His face was pasty white and his sweating face was actually getting Marcellus’ suit wet. 
 
    “I don’t believe in violence.” 
 
    “Then what do you believe in?” 
 
    Amy went silent. She didn’t want to be in this sick game Marcellus was playing. 
 
    Marcellus turned to Andy. “Whatyasay, big guy? Should I maybe use some big nails and pound ya into the wall?” 
 
    Andy groaned, and his eyes glistened with moisture. 
 
    The other men around the table were now silent. They watched the play with interested expressions. Marcellus was about to do something…but what? 
 
    Marcellus turned back to Amy. “So tell me, sweet cheeks, whatdoIgottado to make this chump play fair?” 
 
    “He’ll make payments.” 
 
    Marcellus chuckled a booming laugh. Two of the other men at the table smiled. Two didn’t. 
 
    He turned to Andy. “Andy, baby. Whadayathink?” 
 
    He shook Andy’s head with his arm and Amy heard little creaks as bones moved the way they ween’t supposed to. 
 
    He turned back to Amy. “The trouble is, Amy, baby, I ain’t no kind of bank. He wants to make payments he should go play cards with the Bank of America.” 
 
    She whispered, “It’s not worth it.” 
 
    Marcellus did a slow blink. He got it, but he pretended he didn’t. “What’s not worth it.” 
 
    “You beat him up and you never get your money.” 
 
    Marcellus gnawed on that for a moment, his eyes actually far away, like he was pondering. 
 
    “But I gotta get something. Ya can’t just let a bum walk. That word gets out and a guy like me loses all respect. then every bum in the city laughs at him, and then I’ll have to do things I don’t really wanna.” 
 
    “But beating him up for a few lousy grand isn’t right.” 
 
    Marcellus turned to the others. “Whatdaya think, guys. Is Amy baby right? Or do I gotta do something to Andy here?” 
 
    “Ya gotta do something,” muttered one of the fellows Amy didn’t know. 
 
    There were nods around the table. 
 
    At the wall of liquor Tony was leaning on the edge of a high chair and his lips were twisted in a frown. She realized that he was really studying her. And he was somehow conflicted. Something was bothering him. 
 
    “Okay. Ya heard Sammy. I gotta do something.” 
 
    Sammy re-enforced his opinion. “Guy’s gotta play his debts.” 
 
    “I don’t want to see him hurt.” 
 
    “Ya can wait outside,” Marcellus smiled hopefully. He was still playing his little games. 
 
    “Please don’t hurt him.” 
 
    “Ya see that? Andy? The little lady loves ya so much she don’t wannaseeya get all bruised and battered.” 
 
    Andy made a gurking sound that might have been anything. His head was pulsing under Marcelus’ grip and his eyes were glazing over. 
 
    “So, Amy, honey, sorry, but—“ 
 
    “I don’t love him.” 
 
    Silence at the table. Marcellus looked back and forth between Amy and Andy. 
 
    “Well, shit,” he drawled. “How come?” 
 
    “I told him not to gamble with you.” 
 
    “You don’t like me?” 
 
    “I like you fine. I just don’t want him gambling with you.” 
 
    Marcellus’ face twisted in a puzzled frown. 
 
    “Well, I don’t get it. You don’t love him, ya shouldn’t care if we take him up to the roof and make him not take the elevator down.” 
 
    There was a moment, then everybody, except Amy and Andy, were laughing. 
 
    Even Tony, a sphinx sipping good whiskey, chuckled. 
 
    Amy had known this moment was coming. She had known it in some weird, female intuition way when she had found Andy packing. Maybe she had even known it when he had called her and told her to come out and meet her. 
 
    “I’ll pay his debt.” 
 
    Laughter trailed off real quick. 
 
    Everybody was watching her, everybody was judging her. 
 
    She was offering to do anything to save Andy. And anything went a long way. 
 
    Marcellus spoke in a soft voice. “You got money.” 
 
    “No,” she answered. “But I don’t want anybody killed. I don’t him beaten up or crippled or anything.” 
 
    “And ya don’t love him.” 
 
    She was mute to that statement, but the statement didn’t require any kind of answer. 
 
    Marcellus sighed. “Damn. Now that’s a woman. Whadaya guys think? Anybody want to fuck Amy baby?” 
 
    Smiles broke out. 
 
    “How about it, Amy? You wanna pull the train? Maybe do us all?” 
 
    Her voice was small. “If I have to.” 
 
    The wind seemed to whistle out of Marcellus. “Aw, hell. That’s the problem.” 
 
    Suddenly Marcellus let go of her, she fell away from his big, thick elephant’s trunk of an arm, but turned to stare at him. 
 
    Andy was still in the crook of his arm on the other side. 
 
    “Tony, get her a drink. You like Rye? Get her that good Rye, the 15 year stuff. Come on, guys, let’s have a few sips. Everybody drink up.” 
 
    For the moment the situation was defused, but only for the moment. Amy had no idea what had pulled the plug, but she straightened her dress and tried to take a few deep breaths. 
 
    Tony rounded the table and placed a drink in front of her. He didn’t leave, he stayed behind her and even put a hand on the back of her chair. 
 
    The others, meanwhile, had gotten up and were pouring drinks. Stooge placed a glass of ice cubes and bourbon in front of Marcellus and he smiled big. He sipped, and Andy moaned under his arm. 
 
    “Shaddup, stupid. Grown ups is talking.” 
 
    The moment lasted, intermission in the middle of violence. Or perhaps just a reflection before sentencing. 
 
    Whatever, Amy picked up her glass and took a slug. 
 
    The 15 year old rye splattered against the back of her throat. It burned like a phosphorous hand grenade. Brought immediate tears to her eyes. 
 
    She coughed, yet somehow made her convulsive action delicate. 
 
    Marcellus chuckled. “Good shit, eh, baby?” 
 
    She nodded. Burn aside, it turned into a warming friend, hugging her from the inside, giving here just a moment of courage. 
 
    A minute later everybody was sitting down, sipping gratefully. 
 
    Except for Tony, who stood behind here. 
 
    “All right, now listen, honey, and papa Marcellus will tell you the facts of life.” He sipped, smacked his thick lips, and continued. “We don’t like to make women screw against their will. Oh, we could, and it’s been done, but we’d have to be too drunk to do that. Now, if you was a loud mouthed bitch, then maybe we could slap ya around a bit. Maybe lose ya a few teeth. But ya come in here like a lady. You’s respectful, and you stand behind this knucklebrain,” he shook Andy, who was red-faced and growing redder. “And then you say you’ll pay his debts, even though ya don’t love him.” 
 
    He looked down at the bulging, twisted expression of Andy. “How’d ya do it, lunkhead? How’d ya get this fine lady to be with ya?” 
 
    He looked back at Amy. 
 
    “So we ain’t gonna all do ya. Though, baby, you is so beautiful we all really want to. You want to fuck Amy, Three Fingers?” 
 
    “Oh, man,” Three Fingers shook his head sadly. 
 
    “And Petey Pete wants to. Ya can see the look in his eyes. So what we gonna do? We all wanna screw ya, but…you’s too much the lady. We can’t.” 
 
    Silence began to grow, and Amy realized this was her last chance to rescue Andy. If she didn’t say something, the right something, then Andy was going to wake up in a dumpster in the morning, on the way to a hospital. 
 
    Or worse. 
 
    “So what if I want to fuck one of you? Could that cancel the debt?” 
 
    The men exchanged glances. There was a pleased feel to them, and Amy thought maybe she had done something right. 
 
    “Let me pick one of you.” 
 
    “Well,” murmured Marcellus, “that’s a possibility. But that’s a ten K fuck. How do we know you’re worth it?” 
 
    “You ask the one I choose. If he says I was good, then you let Andy go. End of debt.” 
 
    “And if he says you wasn’t worth it?” 
 
    A lo-o-ong moment. Then: “Then I’ll slap you in the face and you can beat me up instead.” 
 
    A moment, then the moment broke. Marcellus grinned and started a rumble of a chuckle. “Damn! That’s a woman. I hope she chooses me.” Then he leaned towards her, swinging Andy around a little. “But I won’t be upset if you don’t choose me. Ya got five handsome guys to choose from, and you choose who you want to. You got it?” 
 
    “I got it.” 
 
    “Okay. So…whositgonnabe?” 
 
    Amy slowly looked around the table. 
 
    The two, Pete and Sam, she didn’t know…she didn’t know. She didn’t want somebody who didn’t know her to maybe get a little wild. 
 
    Oddly, she didn’t think any of these guys was going to go caveman on her, but, still… 
 
    Then there was Three Fingers and Stooge. Stooge didn’t look hygienic. And Three Fingers looked a little too eager. 
 
    That left Marcellus, and for all her cool, Marcellus scared her. 
 
    Then, it was like a big hand reached down and turned her, she looked to the man with the hand on her chair. 
 
    Tony. 
 
    Big, brutal, soft spoken, handsome. An eye-talian who looked like a stallion. Like he had a big club, but wouldn’t bludgeon her with it.” 
 
    “Can I have Tony?” 
 
    The other five men sighed and sank back. 
 
    “She would pick the guy with the dong.” 
 
    “He’s pretty big, honey. You sure?” 
 
    Tony, in his deep, pleasant voice, said, “I’ll be gentle.” 
 
    And she knew he would. 
 
    She was twisted in her chair, looking back at him, gauging chances.“I’m sure.” 
 
    His face was stoic, but…was that hope in his eyes? 
 
    “All right. But don’t say we didn’t warn you.” 
 
    From disappointment the group went to chuckles. “Damn, I wanted a piece of her, too.” 
 
    Marcellus grinned. “There’s losers and winners, gents. Ante up. Tony, get that bitch out of here.” 
 
    But he said the word ‘bitch’ pleasantly. 
 
    Tony reached down and took her hand. He helped Amy to her feet and started walking towards Marcellus’ bedroom. 
 
    Andy, probably about to expire, finally began to struggle. 
 
    “Shaddup,” said Marcellus. He planted his fist right square in Any’s face and let him go. Andy went to sleep on the floor next to the big man. 
 
    Amy turned around and saw Andy falling to sleep. 
 
    Marcellus showed his teeth and raised his hands. “I didn’t do nothing.” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Tony held her hand, just like a boyfriend, and they entered Marcellus’s bedroom. 
 
    There was the famous rotating bed. There was also a swing that hung directly above the bed, and was tied to one side. 
 
    The room was the most atrocious mix of pink and blue stripes, and what that meant, aside form horrible taste, Amy didn’t know. 
 
    Tony closed the door and turned to her. 
 
    An awkward moment where they estimated each other. 
 
    She was wondering how big he was, and she was about to find out. 
 
    Tony surprised her, however. “We don’t have to fuck. You want to just hang for an hour, then I’ll go tell Marcellus you was good.” 
 
    Amazingly, her eyes opening with realization, she realized that Tony was embarrassed. Or shy. Or something. 
 
    “You don’t want to do me?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. But I know you were just picking somebody. You don’t want to do me I’ll understand. 
 
    Amy did a slow blink. She actually stepped back. She looked his frame up and down. 
 
    Muscles, but more like a body builder. Not like Marcellus’s scary power lifter muscles. 
 
    His hair was shaggy. His eyes were brown. She had thought they were darker, black, like a vampire’s. But they were just…soft and waiting. 
 
    His lips were full, his nose straight and…he was more than handsome. She wouldn't call him beautiful, but he was more than cute. 
 
    He was—she searched for an adjective—rugged. 
 
    But, the most important thing, he was risking Marcellus’s good humor by saying he wouldn’t screw her. 
 
    Then she thought about Andy, laying on the floor in the main room. He had put her at risk. Sure, Marcellus had talked about who polite he and his gangster buddies were, but…she knew he was a barrel of Guy Fawkes, just lacking the right cut fuse. 
 
    She took a step towards him. She reached up to his face and touched it. 
 
    Warm skin. Soft, with hardness behind it. 
 
    “No,” she said. “I came in here to fuck. I chose you.” 
 
    He gave a timid smile. 
 
    The guy who threw people through windows…and he was worried about what she would think. 
 
    What a contradiction! 
 
    She reached down and fumbled for his zipper. 
 
    He waited, and she unzipped him. She reached in and…OMG!…he was a big boy. 
 
    Real big. 
 
    Amy was no virgin. Not a slut, but…she knew a thing or two about dicks. 
 
    His dick was…big. 
 
    She unraveled it, pulled it out of his pants, held it in both hands. 
 
    It was ten inches. Half a dozen inches in diameter. The glans was round and shiny and as she held it a drop of pre-cum formed and slid out of the slit. 
 
    He was breathing deeply now, almost gasping, but not quite. 
 
    They looked at his penis, then she looked up at him. “Is it too late to change my mind?” 
 
    Him, an idiot, shook his head. He wanted to throw her down and sink to the balls, but he had hurt women before, and he knew how to control himself. 
 
    She laughed, reached up and pulled his head down. 
 
    Their lips fused softly, and it was like the universe that was in their lips exploded. 
 
    She traced the curve of his mouth, sucked on his lower lip, then his tongue. 
 
    He made a sound, sort of a moan, and she smiled into his mouth. 
 
    And she thought: that stupid Andy. 
 
    Then she forgot about her prior boy friend and pushed Tony back. 
 
    They landed on the round bed, her on top. Her stretchy dress came up easily, but her panties she almost had to rip off. 
 
    He unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants down. 
 
    They didn’t get undressed. They didn’t have time. She was moving over him, impaling herself with a gasp, and his eyes went wide. 
 
    Riding him fiercely, she pulled the top of her dress down and reached behind to unfasten her bra. Her breasts tumbled out into his waiting mouth. 
 
    She knew, within seconds that she was going to cum. No doubt. That feeling of exploding heat deep inside her, the way he felt as he opened her up. 
 
    Then, he was so strong, he flipped her right over and drove into her. 
 
    He was fast, but he somehow managed to be gentle. 
 
    She felt his torso with her long nailed fingers, he reached up to the head of the bed and flicked a switch. 
 
    The bed began to rotate, walls slid past, her head was upside down and it was deliciously intoxicating. 
 
    It was like she was on a carnival ride, getting dizzy, and that just fed the sensation of screwing. Made her feel like she was screwing as she rotated. 
 
    She closed her eyes and held on and groaned, and the first orgasm hit, ripped her apart, made her cry out. 
 
      
 
    In the big room Marcellus reached down and lifted Andy’s head by the hair. “Hey! Get up! Sit over there!” 
 
    Andy was dazed, messed up, didn’t know what was happening. He stood up and found himself being pushed, falling, into one of the empty chairs at the table. One arm flopped on the table and the other fell by the side of the chair. 
 
    “Hey!” objected Stooge. “Don’t mess the cards!” 
 
    “It’s okay, Stooge. He ain’t hisself, yet. 
 
    Stooge grumbled, but if Marcellus said to cool it, cool it he would be. 
 
    “What’s happening?” Andy looked around the table. 
 
    Marcellus pushed a stack of chips across the table. “Here. A gift. Your girlfriend is buying it.” 
 
    “My…where is she? Where’s Amy?” 
 
    “Keep the bees in your bonnet,” mumbled Pete, waiting for the deal. 
 
    “She’s going round the world with Tony.” 
 
    They all laughed, and Andy finally figured it out. His girlfriend wasn’t there. She was with Tony. Tony Pickemup. And that meant…he cursed inside, then the deal started and his mind was taken off the woman who had dumped him and put onto the cards. 
 
      
 
    Amy lay on her back and tried to get the world to stop spinning. She had just been fucked to the moon and back, and it was…cosmic. 
 
    Her mind was splattered. Her body was a puddle of feel good. 
 
    She had never experienced anything like that. She had walked into the bedroom, laid down, and now she was a different person. 
 
    And one simple dick had done it. 
 
    But, she realized, it wasn’t just that Tony had a big dong. 
 
    The old saying: it’s not how big a man’s penis is, it’s how they use it. 
 
    But Tony not only had the big dick, he knew how to use it. 
 
    He was laying beside her, looking up at the turning ceiling. 
 
    He suddenly reached up and flicked a switch, and the room stopped turning. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he breathed out. “Is it always like that with you?” 
 
    She turned to him, reached down and took his massive member in her hand. She kissed him. She cuddled. 
 
    How long had it been since Andy had screwed her like that? 
 
    Never. 
 
    Andy tried, but his dick was not only average, he didn’t know how to use it.  
 
    He was, at best, a clumsy love maker. 
 
    Tony, on the other hand…Oh. My. God! 
 
    In her small hand his log was starting to grow. Was he going to be able to do it again? Was she going to explode into smithereens and watch the end of the universe again? 
 
    A half hour later she had her answer. Oh. My. God! 
 
      
 
    Andy was winning. And Andy wasn’t a good winner. He gloated. Not a smart thing to do in a room full of gangsters. 
 
    “Ha!” He chortled, raking in a pot. 
 
    “And you gave him the stake,” Stooge complained. 
 
    Marcellus chuckled, but there wasn’t much humor in it.  
 
    Andy then made a big mistake. He shoved ten K worth of chips at Marcellus. “That ought to make us even.” 
 
    Marcellus thick brows lowered slightly and he frowned. He gives this asshole the cake and he shoves it right back in his face. What a putz! 
 
    “Okay, Stooge, your deal. Gimme some winners!” 
 
    Stooge studied Andy in a calm way. He wondered why Marcellus was putting up with this dope. 
 
    The door to Marcellus’s bedroom opened and Amy and Tony sauntered out. 
 
    Everybody turned and looked. There was that much glow coming from the couple. 
 
    Andy frowned. Had she really…? 
 
    “Hey, look at this! Love birds.” 
 
    Tony blushed. 
 
    Amy looked happy. 
 
    Marcellus smiled widely. “Damn. The thunderbolt hit.” He turned to Andy. “You see that, ya putz? The fucking thunderbolt.” 
 
    Andy had not a clue what a thunderbolt was, but he didn’t like the connection between Amy and Tony.  
 
    “Hey,” he said, “I’m winning. Come over here and be my luck.” 
 
    She ignored him. Just fucking ignored him, and his face tightened up. 
 
    Tony pulled a chair back from the table and sat down. Amy sat on his lap. She snuggled. And Andy’s mouth opened. What the fuck? 
 
    Marcellus, seeing Andy’s face, laughed. “Deal, Stoogy. I think our luck has changed. 
 
    “I said come over here,” Andy blurted. 
 
    “We’re done,” Amy said, holding on to Tony fiercely. 
 
    “We’re done when I say we’re done!” 
 
    Pete, a quiet man, suddenly spoke. Very nonchalantly, he commented, as if to no one, “I’m gonna punch him in the fuckin’ kidney.” 
 
    Marcellus glanced around the table. He spoke over his shoulder to Tony. “Whyn’t ya take her upstairs. She ain’t seen the penthouse. Do some gambling. On me.” 
 
    Andy seemed about to say something, but the way Pete looked at him, the way Marcellus was suddenly silent, he decided to be quiet. Besides, he was on a streak, and a good gambler doesn’t mess with one of those. 
 
      
 
    Tony grabbed a key and he and Amy rode the elevator up to the penthouse. 
 
    The elevator had glass walls, and they stared out at the horizon of city. Amy held Tony, wedged herself under his arm, and just held on. 
 
    What the fuck was she doing? This guy was a gangster!  
 
    But she couldn’t resist the songs singing in her heart. 
 
    They reached the penthouse and Tony made them drinks. They went out on the balcony and breathed in the hot, night air. 
 
    And kissed. 
 
    And felt each other. 
 
    They had expended themselves sexually, but there was still plenty of exploring to do. 
 
    They didn’t talk much. They both knew there would be time for that. Now was the time for them just to meld, to merge, to understand on levels deeper than words what and who each other was. 
 
    An hour passed, and they rode the elevator down again. Tony grabbed some quarters and they played the slots. Tony lost every time, and he felt like a winner. Amy won a few times, and felt bad for Tony. 
 
    But Tony couldn’t keep his eyes off Amy. He couldn’t stop feeling this swelling feeling inside his chest. 
 
    Another hour passed, and they went back to the penthouse and had a couple of steaks brought up. 
 
    They ate. They fed each other. They giggled. 
 
    That’s right. Big, tough Tony Pickemup giggled. 
 
    Good thing nobody was there to see it, ‘cause if anybody had said anything he would hav picked them up. 
 
    But being with this woman, being struck by the thunderbolt, he giggled. 
 
    They were just finished, having a desert and a desert drink, when Tony’s cell rang. 
 
    “Yo.” 
 
    Stooge was on the other end of the line. “Better get down here, Tony.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Tony knew, intuitively, what was going on. Marcellus had gotten pissed. Fucking Andy must have said something stupid. 
 
    “Gotta go.” 
 
    “Where you go I go.” 
 
    “Business.” 
 
    She pouted. 
 
    He kissed her, solidly, then left the room. 
 
      
 
    When Tony and Amy had left the basement Andy had been winning. Seeing Amy with somebody new had spoiled his mood, and Lady Luck had run out on him. 
 
    For a while Andy held even, and he had a lot of chips built up. 
 
    But the cards fell the wrong way, and slowly the pile of chips dwindled. 
 
    And dwindled. 
 
    And Andy grew sour. 
 
    Pete was happy. He wasn’t winning big, but seeing a cocksucker like Andy bite the big one…he was happy. 
 
    Marcellus was happy. Little fuck was getting what was coming to him. Then Andy started wearing on him. 
 
    If he won he crowed. If he lost he complained. And, bottom line, he really shouldn’t have been in the same room with these guys. 
 
    Sam and Three Finger went up and down, and were slightly ahead. 
 
    Stooge was winning big, and…he watched Marcellus slowly lose his good humor. 
 
    But, when Marcellus laughed only the very wise knew that he was mad. 
 
    Then Andy ran out. Busted. Broke. And not being a person who learned his lessons, he said, “I’m good for it.” 
 
    Marcellus smiled, but his eyes were thin. He raised his head slightly and considered the small man. That was probably the moment that Marcellus knew he was going to get to handle the putz. 
 
    And the cards were dealt 
 
    A while later Andy was busted again. No chips left. And suddenly it hit him what he had done. 
 
    And when he realized it he looked up at the table, and he saw that everybody was just waiting for him to realize it. 
 
    “Oh, shit.” 
 
    “So, you gonna write me a check? Or what?” 
 
    “Uh, Marcellus, I’ll pay up. You know I’m good for it.” 
 
    “That’s what you said earlier, when you were leaving the casino.” 
 
    “But…I can make payments.” 
 
    “I ain’t the Bank of Fuckin’ America.” 
 
    “But…Marcellus. I can…” and Andy blubbered on. 
 
    He had set his foot right squarely in the trap, and the trap had snapped right squarely on his balls. 
 
    “Stooge, grab this…where’s Stooge?” 
 
    Stooge was in a corner, talking on his cell phone. He closed it and hurried back to the table. “I’m here.” 
 
    “What the fuckyadoin’? Grab this fuck and—“ 
 
    “Marcellus?” 
 
    Interrupted, even by his lieutenant, didn’t make for a happy mood. 
 
    “What?” He was smiling, but his voice was tight. 
 
    “You promised Amy you wouldn’t do anything to the putz.” 
 
    “That was the first time. This is the second time. Little Boy Blue here should have learned his lesson.” 
 
    “Ain’t worth it, Marcie.” Three Fingers only called him Marcie when things were getting down. 
 
    “Don’t tell me what the fuck is worth it. This guy’s been bustin’ our balls all night. Time we busted some of his. 
 
    This whole time Andy was looking around, wide-eyed, looked for a way to run. 
 
    The five guys around the table, however, were between him and the door. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    Marcellus turned to Andy and picked him up by the throat. 
 
    Andy grabbed Marcellus thick wrist and tried to peel his fingers off. He might as well have tried to pluck nails from a beam. 
 
    “I been looking forward to this!” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Everybody turned and saw Tony striding across the floor. 
 
    Marcellus frowned. He had been getting all happy, but everybody was getting in his way. “Hey, Tony.” 
 
    “Come on, Marcie, put the dope down. He ain’t worth it.” 
 
    “Fuck! Everybody’s telling me it ain’t worth it to cream the dope. I’m saying it is worth it.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. You got lots of chips, and you know Amy ain’t gonna like it.” 
 
    Marcellus tilted his head in sudden interest. “You got it for that babe?” 
 
    “I do. And I don’t want her all upset. Can you let the dope go? For me?” 
 
    But even Tony wasn’t enough to calm Marcellus down. 
 
    “But I gotta give him a lesson! I gotta punch his face at least once!” 
 
    “One punch from you is gonna kill him. Come on, Marcie. Let him go.” 
 
    Marcellus snapped. He’d had enough talk. He pulled his big ham of a fist back, summoned up all his muscles, and— 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    Everybody turned towards the door. 
 
      
 
    Amy waited all of three seconds before going into motion. 
 
    She had heard what she thought was Stooge’s voice coming through the phone. And Stooge was in the game, and she suddenly had a very bad feeling. 
 
    She had left Andy down there, a cat in the middle of a pack of dogs. 
 
    She was done with him, but…damn! She couldn’t just let him go down! 
 
    She slipped her high heels on and ran for the door. 
 
    Tony was already down the hall, waiting at the elevator. 
 
    She couldn’t go down with him, and he would just take her back to the penthouse, lock her in a closet or something. 
 
    She looked across the hallway and saw the stairs. 
 
    Oh, damn! They were on the 30th floor! And the elevator was fast! 
 
    She sprinted across the hall and pushed on the door. 
 
    At the elevator Tony thought he heard something. He turned, but there was nobody there. 
 
    Good thing. 
 
    He really didn’t want her finding out what Andy had done. Damned putz. the doors slid open. 
 
    Amy soared down the stairs. Running in high heels is bad enough, but she was running down stairs. 
 
    Back and forth she sprinted, her legs starting to ache and tire. 
 
    She held the rail, managed to keep her balance, and kept running. 
 
    Tony heaved a big breath. The elevator descended, and it stopped a couple of times. 
 
    Enough for Amy to stay even, not enough to slow Tony from getting to what was happening in the basement. 
 
    Tony strode through the casino and into the kitchen. 
 
    Amy was twenty yards behind. She moved quickly, but was ready to duck behind a slot machine or a pillar if she had to. 
 
    Through the kitchen, and the elevator was waiting for him. 
 
    As soon as the doors shut Amy ran across the kitchen. She pushed chefs and waiters aside and reached the door and pounded on the button that summoned the elevator back. 
 
    She waited, and she tapped her foot, and finally the elevator opened. She stepped in and rode down to the basement. The doors opened and across the gloomy space she could see Tony stepping into Marcellus’s suite. 
 
    She ran, trying not to make any noise. Hard to do in heels when you’re running. 
 
    She reached the door and peeked in. She was praying it was something else. She just wanted to go back to the penthouse and wait, but…it was Andy. 
 
    She watched in horror, couldn’t hear what was said, but when Marcellus made a ball of his big fist and drew his arm back, she knew she had to do something. 
 
    She stepped into the big room and yelled, “Stop!” 
 
      
 
    Andy had lost control of his bladder. His pants were wet, and it was only the grace of God he hadn’t let loose with number two. 
 
    Marcellus’s head turned, and everybody stared. 
 
    Amy walked across the room. 
 
    The first few feet everybody could hear her heels, clicking, pronouncing that girl power was here. 
 
    Then she was on the rug, and there was no sound. 
 
    The men watched her, were riveted by her. 
 
    They were riveted because a woman was walking like she owned the place. She was staring them down, strutting like John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever. 
 
    And she was so scared she was afraid she’d shake her panties right off. 
 
    “Amy!” squeaked Andy past the thick hand holding his throat. 
 
    “Well, well.” Marcellus grinned, but there was no telling whether he was mad or happy. Probably a combination of the two. 
 
    He liked Amy, but he also liked the idea of popping Andy in the face with a few knuckles. 
 
    “I told you…” but Tony stopped. Whatever he had said, she had followed him down. And maybe, just maybe, she could persuade Marcellus not to damage Andy’s face. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    The others let out their breaths. They didn’t care about Andy, but Marcellus popping him a good one wasn’t a good end to what had been, in spite of Andy, a good night. 
 
    “Please put him down, Marcellus.” 
 
    Marcellus pursed his lips and looked at Andy. 
 
    Andy was clawing at his fingers. 
 
    He looked back at Amy. “I got pop him, baby. At least one good one.” 
 
    “You’d kill him.” 
 
    Marcellus bounced his head side to side in a nonchalant motion. “Yeah. Well, maybe.” 
 
    “No maybe.” Amy was right in front of Marcellus now. “But that’s not the point.” 
 
    “What’s the point?” Marcellus asked, now bitten by curiosity. 
 
    “The point it if you damage him you’ll feel guilty, and then you’ll pay his bills, and he won’t be around to do stupid things and make you laugh.” 
 
    Marcellus started blinking. “Damn. You make sense. But…I gotta pop him! He really deserves it!” 
 
    “And if you kill him you’ll have to cover up the blood, get the body out of here, and if the police find the body they might actually look at you.” 
 
    Marcellus frowned. “Well, what should I do then? I can’t let him walk! You know that’s bad business.” 
 
    The moment of truth. A silence that went far beyond the room in the basement. What to do. 
 
    The men all looked at each other. 
 
    Tony moved closer to Amy. 
 
    Andy groaned and grew light headed. Being held by the neck is heavy work! 
 
    Amy thought. Her mind worked. What to do…what to do. 
 
    “Fuck him.” 
 
    She suddenly realized the two words had come from her mouth. She had just told the gangsters to fuck Andy.” 
 
    The silence continued, but it wasn’t as deep. And as the moments piled up the men started thinking about it. 
 
    Fuck him.  
 
    That would certainly lower Andy a peg or two. No pun intended. Well, maybe a sort of a pun. 
 
    Stooge laughed. A couple of the others chuckled. 
 
    Three fingers quipped, “Bend over Andy, I think I love ya.” 
 
    Laughter, sharp and brittle, but with the possibility of growing larger and stronger. 
 
    “Damn, baby,” Marcellus loosened his grip and Andy fell to the floor. “How’d you think of that?” 
 
    “You guys all wanted to fuck me, I figure you’re all just in a fucking mood.” 
 
    More laughter. Pete and Sam headed for the wall and picked a couple of bottles. Stooge went to the fridge and brought back a case of Coke and a bag of ice. 
 
    They all stood and mixed drinks, and even Andy was given one. 
 
    “Drink up, sweetheart,” stated Marcellus. “I think you’re going to need this.” 
 
    They stood and sipped. Tony stood next to Amy and put an arm around her shoulder. 
 
    She had managed to do something that he hadn’t been able to do. Handle Marcellus. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he whispered into her hair. 
 
    She placed a hand on his thigh and squeezed, then let go. 
 
    And everybody was laughing and having a good time. 
 
    And Marcellus was laughing to laugh, and not because he was mad. 
 
    After a few minutes Andy asked, “Can I go?” 
 
    Which made everybody laugh harder, almost hysterically. 
 
    “You’re not really going to…” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    At that point Amy realized she had one more problem to solve. “Let me talk to Andy for a second.” 
 
    Nobody cared, they were imbibing, and Amy took Andy over to the liquor bottles. 
 
    “Okay, former lover of mine, this is what you’re going to have to figure out.” 
 
    “What?” he was not sure what was happening. 
 
    “I just saved your life. But for this to happen you’re going to have to bend over and take it like a man.” 
 
    “You’re really…they’re going to…” 
 
    “Yes, Andy. They are going to use you like a woman, and the only way you’re going to get past this is to relax, take a deep breath, and let it happen.” 
 
    “I’m not going to—“ 
 
    Then they’ll beat the crap out of you, probably kill you, and if that’s what you want, over a little embarrassment and a good time—“ 
 
    “You call it a good time to get your butt fucked?” 
 
    “We’ve done anal sex, and I liked it. Gay people do anal sex and they like it. The only people who don’t like it are people like you. Homophobes, people scared that they might like it. Well, push has come to shove, and you’re going to get the big weenie up your poop chute, and if you tighten up it’ll tear. If you loosen up…you’ll end up liking it.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to do this!” 
 
    “Then you should not gamble, and you should pay your debts.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Andy could say to that, so Amy turned and returned to the group around the table. 
 
    “To be fair,” she said, “You might want to liquor Andy up. After all, you don’t want some screaming bitch bleeding on you. Get him drunk, be gentle, and have a good time. You guys got it?” 
 
    They did. 
 
    “Okay, where you want to do this?” 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to put somebody over a barrel,” Marcellus blurted. 
 
    Everybody was surprised, then Marcellus realized he had revealed a bit too much. “I mean, if I was going to do it.” 
 
    “Anybody got condoms?” Three Fingers did, just enough to go around. 
 
    “Okay, we need lubricant. Lots of lubricant. You want Andy drowning in vaseline if he’s going to enjoy it.” 
 
    Pete and Stooge went out to the basement and brought back a couple of mattresses. They laid them down, and Three Fingers handed out the columns. 
 
    Amy took the lubricant, helped Andy get settled on the mattress, and began greasing him up. 
 
    “I’ve got to do this?” Andy whined and gulped. 
 
    “Nope. You could run for it.” 
 
    But he knew he would never make it if he ran for it. 
 
    Amy stood up and called out, “Okay…who’s on first?” 
 
    The men laughed and sauntered over. 
 
    “You ever do a guy?” 
 
    “Nah. You?” 
 
    “Nah. But I knew a guy who did, and he…” 
 
    The men made a line and stood around, and Pete was elected to go first. 
 
     
 
    Tony and Amy sat at the gambling table while the men grunted and moaned and high fived. 
 
    They took turns, ripped off their condoms and spilled their seed all over Andy’s back. 
 
    Andy, for his part, was doing pretty good. After the initial pain, sloshing with lubricant, he discovered anal sex wasn’t that bad. 
 
    In fact, it was during Marcellus’s second turn, this one without a rubber, that Andy discovered he had cum. At first he thought it was Marcellus’s drippings, but it wasn’t. It was his own. 
 
    Apparently his prostate had been pushed on enough and his jism had drained out. 
 
    Tony sipped some Rye, his arm around Amy, and they watched the fun. “You saved his life, you know.” 
 
    “I know,” she snuggled against him. She had never been so happy. 
 
    “You think he’ll thank you?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Well, that’s okay. I’ll thank you for him. Thanks.” 
 
    Amy turned her head slightly and looked up at her new boy friend. 
 
    He was all she wanted, and she whispered, “You’re welcome.” 
 
    Then she turned all the way and climbed up on him and began kissing him. 
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    I often wonder why women feel that the vampire, the ‘Dracula,’ is the ultimate lover. 
 
    I mean, I’d prefer a big, old werewolf any day. 
 
    Big and furry, good to snuggle with, keeps you warm at night, and when they make love…oh, baby. You ever seen dogs humping? They are just so out of control frantic! 
 
    Zowie. 
 
    But most of the girls I know like to think of making love to a body with no heat, a heart that doesn’t beat, and they play with the fire of trying to master a master. 
 
    If I was going to master a master I would just change him into a girl. 
 
    But that’s me. To each their own. 
 
    At any rate, I really enjoyed writing this story. I got a little literary, I went places I don’t usually go, and I really enjoyed expressing the viewpoint a vampire might hold. 
 
    And it is, at heart, a love story. 
 
    So enjoy, and, you know… 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    Jack sat at the bar and cried in his beer.  
 
    Figuratively, not literally. 
 
    And when he was done crying in his beer, he ordered a whiskey, and cried in his whiskey. And by now it was almost literally. 
 
    He had been in the bar for several hours, turning her ring in his hand. Sticking his pinkie into it and turning it and withdrawing it. 
 
    The bartender was a good looking woman by the name of Shiela. She understood when men were drinking off a relationship. Every couple of weeks a man would end up, usually sitting in the same place Jack was sitting, at the end of the bar, out of the lights, where nobody noticed.  
 
    Jack sighed, and Shiela placed a shot before him. “Getting close to closing.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said. He stared at the ring, then dropped it in the shot glass and drank. 
 
    He was a handsome fellow, a bit on the slender side, but agile and flexible. His face was even and his nose was straight and not too long. His eyes were brown like a Teddy Bear’s. 
 
    “You got it bad,” Shiela murmured, wiping the bar next to him. 
 
    The bar was pretty much done. The last couple were heading out the door, the man helping the woman into her coat. 
 
    Jack looked up Shiela, noticed, not for the first time, how good looking she was. 
 
    She had surfer blonde hair, blonde as if shined by the sun. Her body was contained in a bodice designed to emphasize and not detract. Her face was kind and caring and her eyes were a very light greenish, blueish color. 
 
    He reached the ring, lowered the glass and stuck out his tongue. The ring was on the tip of his tongue. 
 
    “You have no idea.” He spat the ring into his palm and sighed. 
 
    “Oh, I might.” Shiela smiled ruefully. 
 
    “And who in there right mind would dump a babe like you? And how come it’s the guys what get dumped? How come I couldn’t dump her?” 
 
    Shiela shrugged, which gave a light toss to her hair, and said, “You’re a nice guy…you’re pussy whipped…you’re an introvert with no hope.” 
 
    He looked up at her mouth. She had red lips, a good M curve to them, and she was mocking him. 
 
    He laughed. It wasn’t his first laugh of the night, but it was his first non-bitter laugh. 
 
    “I should have fallen in love with you.” He reached forward and grabbed her wrist. He turned her hand over and pushed the ring directly into the center of her palm. 
 
    It startled her. She was good at reading minds. Especially minds of drunks who had been dumped by their girl friends. 
 
    She looked up at his hurt, trusting, warm eyes. 
 
    She had a thought: His girlfriend is a chump. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He just watched. He wasn’t a guy on the make, he was a guy on the hurt. He just felt the pain and wanted the world to turn a bit, take him away from it all. 
 
    She knew how to take him away from it all. 
 
    But…did she dare? 
 
    She hadn’t taken anyone away for a long time. Did she risk it? 
 
    If she was discovered things would get dicey. She would have to run away in the night, leave everything behind. 
 
    But…she stared at the ring in her hand. 
 
    He had given her a ring. Not because he was sotted with sex, not because he wanted something, just because…he was hurting. 
 
    But the hurt she gave would be worse than any hurt he had ever encountered in his life. 
 
    “Wait here,” she said, closing her hand. 
 
    He blinked and watched her walk away. 
 
    She was wearing a pencil skirt and heels. Her legs were great, and she had a sway that would make make a sailor seasick. He wondered where she was going. He was too bleary to figure it out. 
 
    She rounded the far end of the bar, walked to the door and shot the bolts and twisted the lock. 
 
    He was drunk enough to wonder why, but not sober enough to figure it out. 
 
    She returned, and brought the high chair that was next to the cash register with her. She dragged it down the rubber mat that covered the floor behind the bar, and placed on the other side of the bar from from him. 
 
    “You ever try Seagrass?” She looked up at him as she reached under the bar and brought out an amber bottle and placed it on the bar. 
 
    “Seagrass? Are you talking weed?” He looked a bit owlish as he thought about what she was saying. 
 
    “You’re cute,” she said. The bottle was empty by a quarter and she popped the cork with one thumb. “I mean Seagrass. Barrell BCS Seagrass Gold Label 20 Year Rye Whiskey.” 
 
    “Rye? I drink bourbon.” 
 
    She placed two shot glasses on the bar and half filled them, carefully measuring the pour with her greenish eyes. “Bourbon is 51% corn. Rye is 51% rye grain. Al Capone used to drink rye.” 
 
    She straightened up, corked the bottle, and shoved a shot glass towards him. “Sniff it, lick it, sip it, but don’t slurp it. Your reputation depends on how you drink rye.” 
 
    She showed him how by holding the glass under her nose, then licking the inside of the glass, the barest bit of rye touching her pink tongue. “Okay, baby,” she whispered, winking at him. “Hold on to your jockstrap.” 
 
    She tilted her glass against those magnificent lips. He watch the press of her mouth against the rim. He saw inside her mouth, and the slightest bit of rye went over the waterfall. 
 
    He was surprised to find that his dingus was hard. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    He lifted his glass, closed his eyes and inhaled. It was almost sweet, a sort of combination of honey and cinnamon but bruised by ancient oak. 
 
    “Fuck,” he blurted, not looking at her, lost in the heady aroma that was ripping so gently through his nostrils. 
 
    He didn’t know how to lick like she did, so he just hung his tongue over the edge of the glass and lifted till he felt the liquid, cold at first, burn his buds. 
 
    He glanced her in surprise. 
 
    She was grinning, delighted with his connoisseurism, looking like she was actually experiencing what he was getting off on. 
 
    He sipped, and finally understood the true definition of heaven. 
 
    “Gawd!” He placed his glass down. With his other hand he picked up the bottle and examined the label. 
 
    Shiela laughed, a merry sound in the dim lighting of the bar. 
 
    Somebody knocked on the door, but she just waved the knocker off and yelled, “We’re closed.” 
 
    Whoever it was, why ever he showed up too late, he yelled, “I want some of what he’s having!” 
 
    Shiela didn’t miss a beat. “Your dick isn’t big enough.” 
 
    The disgruntled drunk left, and Jack laughed. The fumes of the potent liquor escaped his mouth and wafted up to his nose. He snorted, laughed. “Your dick isn’t big enough?” 
 
    Then they were both laughing. Snickering, smothering their hilarity. And repeating, one after the other…’Your dick isn’t big enough.’ 
 
    After minutes of this delightful camaraderie Jack went morose again. He just sunk in on himself, and she knew he was thinking again. 
 
    She poured him another shot, just one, and corked the bottle and put it away. “Let’s have hamburgers. Come on back to the kitchen.” 
 
    He followed her through a swinging door into a fair sized kitchen. Red tiles on the floor. Stainless steel surfaces. All the trays and bins empty for the night. 
 
    “Sit on the chopping table.” 
 
    He sat, and she entered a walk in and came out holding two slabs of meat. Good slabs, with lots of marble, not too thick. Easy to cook without losing the flavor. 
 
    The grill was still hot, and she turned it up and went for a couple of Cokes while it got to cooking heat. 
 
    He watched her. Sometimes straight up, sometimes out of the corner of his eyes, and he had the thought: Too bad Shirley wasn’t like this. 
 
    She glanced at him at that exact moment and he looked down and felt guilty. Or maybe he was just back to feeling sorry for himself. 
 
    She handed him a large cup of Coke. “Drink. Take the edge off. You’ll come down smoother.” 
 
    He thanked her and started sipping the sweet syrup. 
 
    She threw the meat on the grill, then turned to him. 
 
    “So why’d she dump you.” 
 
    His mouth opened and he blinked, then he shut up. 
 
    “Oh, come on. Get it out. It’s not like you’re the first bozo to lose his girlfriend. Guaranteed, you get it off your chest, figure out what went wrong, and life will be a lot better.” 
 
    He sighed, a big heave of breath, and considered. Soon he was talking. There was just something about this girl, this Shiela, that spoke to him. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess I wasn’t exciting enough for her. I liked to watch movies, she wanted to drink and party.” 
 
    “Was she good looking?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. She was a knock out.” 
 
    “Was she better looking than me?” 
 
    Again, he was surprised, but the answer was easy and burst right out of him. “Oh, no.” 
 
    She smiled. “Now, you see? I just did you a favor.” 
 
    “What favor?” 
 
    “If she was the one then I wouldn’t be prettier than her. She would be the prettiest one in the world, and you would be the handsomest one for her.” 
 
    “Hunh!” It made sense, but he figured it was just the alcohol making sense. 
 
    “So if you were stuck on a desert island, what five movies would you want to watch over and over again.” 
 
    “The Marx brothers, if all their movies could count as one.” 
 
    “No! You like the brothers?” 
 
    “They never get old.” 
 
    She seemed to sober slightly. “Dead, yet they’ll live forever. Isn’t that something.” 
 
    He nodded, perhaps infected by her sudden mood. To get out of it he blurted, “Okay. I told you one. You tell me one.” 
 
    “The Godfather…if all three counted as one.” 
 
    “But the third one was…lacking!” 
 
    “I know. But the first one makes up for the second two. What’s your second one?” 
 
    “The Matrix. All three count as one, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” she agreed. “I can’t believe we like the same movies.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    They looked at each other intently, and that was the moment they clicked. 
 
    Not just clicked in the subconscious, but right out in the open. It became a moment that was awkward for him, and he looked away, afraid he had crossed the line. 
 
    For her it wasn’t over the line, it was what she wanted, what she waited for for hundreds of years. 
 
    She broke his awkwardness by saying, “Can I have three Humphrey Bogarts?” 
 
    “Only if I can have three Randolph Scotts.” 
 
    “No fair! There are more Randolph Scotts to choose from!” 
 
    And he sealed the deal. He quoted, “I couldn't be fonder of you if you were my own son. But, well, if you lose a son, it’s possible to get another.” 
 
    Her breath caught, if she had any, and she stared. 
 
    And a slow smile came across her face. It was a smile she hadn’t felt for centuries and she waited for centuries to get it. 
 
    She stepped over to him, got too close to him, close enough to sniff him, but she was really looking into his deep, dark, soulful eyes. She brushed his hair back, it was the moment for a kiss, but she just took the half sipped Coke out of his hand. “I’ll refill this.” 
 
    Her breath was slight, faint, and sweet. 
 
    He was holding his breath, not sure what to do. He had just lost his girl friend, after all. 
 
    She turned and left the kitchen. 
 
    Jack stared at the meat searing on the grill. He watched the fat bubble and he smelled the delicious aroma. 
 
    He looked around the kitchen, noticing small things. 
 
    She returned, and she had a tall glass. She put it in his hand. “I was going to sober you up, send you home like a good, little boy, but I changed my mind. 
 
    He took the glass, and knew what it was. Seagrass. Aged oak barrels. Signed. 20 years old. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She placed a finger on his lips, “Drink it. Drink it all, and then I’ll really get you drunk.” 
 
    She backed away, her smile evil and knowing and happy as all get out. 
 
    He sipped, caught his breath, and murmured, “Woo!” 
 
    She laughed and turned back to the steaks. 
 
     
 
    They talked about movies and he sipped and sipped. 
 
    He liked Pride and the Passion and Northwest Frontier. 
 
    So did she, but she liked North by Northwest more. 
 
    They talked about what it would be like to climb on the faces of presidents, and to dodge a plane in the middle of a cornfield. 
 
    She didn’t drink, and in her presence, though he was getting drunker and drunker, he didn’t get sloppy. 
 
    There was just something so exciting about her that he stayed bright and alert. 
 
    He had never met a girl so perfectly tuned to him. 
 
    Then they sat down with the steaks. His was medium, and hers was rare, very rare, but that was okay. To each their own. 
 
    They ate—her a little nibble, and him a lot— and talked some more, and he was near finished with the bottle. 
 
    Reality had become sort of a slip and slide for him, things shifting past him like in was in a kaleidoscope. 
 
    Memories flitted, conversation became sharp and funny, and he knew he wouldn't be remembering much of it. 
 
    She was so perfect. 
 
    Then she said, “Are you ready to get real drunk?” 
 
    “Fuck, lady,” he laughed. “If I get much drunker they’ll have to build a jail around me.” Which made no sense, but which she thoroughly understood. 
 
    “Nah,” she chuckled. “No jail around you. Just the opposite. You’re going to get funky for a minute, then everything is going to come into focus. Life will be so focused you think it’s not real. But it’s the ultimate reality. The ultimate high.” 
 
    “You’re not going to give me heroin or something, are you?” 
 
    “No1 No! This is the good stuff. This is God’s gift to the perverts and the damned.” 
 
    There was something weird about what she said, but he was drunk, and his dick had been acting up, and he didn’t try to figure it out. 
 
    “Okay,” he agreed. “But…okay.” 
 
    “Okay,” she hopped off the stool she had been sitting on. “But first we have to check something out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she giggled.  
 
    She took his hand and led him through the doors into the bar area. He followed along, docile and happy as he had ever been. 
 
    She led him to the bathrooms, then into the men’s room. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” he asked. 
 
    “You’ve been drinking,” she said, shoving him towards a cubicle. “You need to relieve yourself.” 
 
    “Hey! Wha—“ 
 
    She turned him towards the bowl, reached around and unzipped him. 
 
    Jack had been horny all night. Not at first. When he had first got to the bar he had thought he would never use his dick again. He was that distraught. 
 
    But he had been wined and dined, and by a woman who was ten times better than his old girlfriend. 
 
    Standing in front of the toilet, feeling her small hands reach around and grab him, he had the thought that he would never find a girl more beautiful. 
 
    Then his penis was out and aimed.  
 
    “Let it flow, Joe.” 
 
    For a second he couldn’t. Maybe it was the shock of being held by a woman he barely knew. Maybe it was the drink. Maybe it was something else, but she reached around with the other hand, he could feel her large breasts press against his back, and she manipulated his testicles…and he let loose a mighty stream. 
 
    “Woo!” she yelped, giggling hysterical. 
 
    “Woo!” he laughed, and they listened, and he watched, as the yellow stream arced through the air and splashed. 
 
    When he was done she zipped him up, buckled him, and turned him around. 
 
    There, in the stinky urine odor of a dirty bathroom, they had their first kiss. And it was incredible. 
 
    He breathed her in, his mind trying to cope with the melange of scents that was her. He tasted her mouth, distilling lipstick with his own mouth, feeling her tongue darting at him. It was a whole new experience. 
 
    Shirley was drab compared to this, but he didn’t even think of his lost girlfriend. There was no time for that now. 
 
    “Ow!” he jerked back. 
 
    She had bitten him on the lower lip. It had been sharp and piercing,. It had hurt the moment, but it hadn’t entirely and destroyed the moment. 
 
    “What’d you do that for?” 
 
    “I had to see what you tasted like,” she watched him with a subtle, knowing expression. 
 
    “Well, Geez.” He touched his mouth and saw the bright drop of blood on his fingertip. “I’m bleeding.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’ll stop.” 
 
    She was still standing in front of him, against him, and she was watching him with a particularly fixed expression. A waiting expression. 
 
    He rubbed his lip. More blood. 
 
    “Man, you bit deep.” 
 
    “Nah. that’s just your blood trying to get out, trying to reach me.” 
 
    He tilted his head and stared at her. 
 
    She touched his lip with a finger. “That’ll fix it. For a minute. But for me to fix it good I’m going to have to kiss you again.” 
 
    “Kiss me again?” 
 
    He was drunk, was afraid, was horny, wanted to kiss her again. But he didn’t want to bleed for it. 
 
    “Come on, chicken. I’ll be gentle this time.” 
 
    She moved forward, and he tensed, but she paused, and laughed, then kept moving in. 
 
    She was an aggressive kisser, and she latched onto his lower lip. It didn’t feel like kissing, more like sucking, but it felt good. 
 
    He felt a surge of well being wash over him, and he gave himself up to that feeling. 
 
    Oddly, he suddenly felt like he was sober. 
 
    Not quite, or maybe just drunk on something else. 
 
    But who ever heard of 100 proof blood? 
 
    Then the sucking turned into more of a kiss. 
 
    Now he was hooked. If 20 year rye was a taste of heaven, her mouth was the kiss of paradise.  
 
    He felt as if he was falling through worlds, experiencing brilliant hues of life, turning inside out and back again. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered when she was done with him. 
 
    He had stopped bleeding. In fact it felt like there wasn’t even a bite, or a cut, or whatever she had done to him. 
 
    She held his head in her hands, and it felt like her mitts was the only thing that stopped his mind from whirling out through the cosmos. 
 
    And life was so perfect, so brilliant, so wonderful.  
 
    He had never experienced life like this. 
 
    He hadn’t known that life could be like this. 
 
    “Are you having fun, yet?” she was holding him, pressing against him, whispering into his soul. 
 
    He nodded, and the cartoon images of words of agreement floated through the air around them. 
 
    He laughed, having never been part of a cartoon before. 
 
    “Well, lover, it’s only started. Come on.” 
 
    They went out the back door, which locked automatically, and he stared at the big RV pushed up against the back of the bar. 
 
    “You live here?” he tripped through the night. 
 
    “Yep. Watch your step.” 
 
    He watched, and she helped him, and he managed to climb the three whole steps to her mansion. 
 
    It was warm inside, but compact. It was clean, and there were books all over the place. He saw some of the titles. ‘The Broken Man,’ by somebody called Alyce Thorndyke. Books on feminism. Books on Tai Chi Chuan. Books in foreign languages.  
 
    “You can read this stuff?” he asked, standing still but feeling like he was swaying. 
 
    “It’s amazing what you can do if you’ve got enough time,” she retorted.  
 
    He turned to find her wiggling out of her skirt, bodice and blouse. Her breasts looked even bigger in just a bra, and he could see the cut of her womanhood through the silky panties. 
 
    She sure didn’t need a corset. 
 
    She kicked off her heels. 
 
    He was standing there, a schlump, lost in the high of whatever she had given him. 
 
    Funny, he didn’t remember her giving him anything, but she must have, because he was really there. Wherever there was. 
 
    “Look at you,” she laughed, and she began undressing him. “So messed up you don’t know what to do.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but laugh. Everything was funny. Everything she said was limned in brilliant humor. 
 
    What had she given him? 
 
    She pulled his pants down. She chuckled, stood back, her hands on her hips and quipped, “And just when I had about given up hope.” 
 
    He looked down at his erection. It was funny. 
 
    And it was throbbing. 
 
    And it needed something. 
 
    Oh, yeah. Her. 
 
    Their bodies came together, floating like balloons, impacting like barges, meeting on all fronts. 
 
    Her mouth swallowed his good sense and left nothing but happiness. 
 
    She felt him and he had never felt so big. 
 
    What was she doing to him? 
 
    He felt her, and kissed her, and placed his hands all over her. 
 
    Yet, in the distances recesses of his mind he had the feeling that she was standing far away from him, laughing, and waiting…waiting. 
 
    Waiting or not, she guided him and they walked up a step and into her bedroom. 
 
    Her bed was a blow up mattress, and surprisingly comfortable. They flung themselves down and gave themselves up to each other. 
 
    It was too much, and he felt how tight she was, and he moved, but…but he felt a wonderful frustration.  
 
    He couldn’t get there. He couldn’t arrive, and, in a strange way, he felt that he had already arrived. 
 
    But arrived where? 
 
    Such a night of enigma. 
 
    Given a drug he didn’t remember taking. 
 
    Screwing lustily without conclusion. 
 
    The universe whirling around him with mercy, and he felt like the pieces of him were being flung off. 
 
    His childhood one way, his college years another. 
 
    His girlfriend was somewhere out there, but he hadn’t even seen her leave. 
 
    His mother watching from some indefinable distance. 
 
    His father frowning: that he could have such joy, and none other. 
 
    Shiela, floating over him, driving him down. 
 
    Under him, lifting him up. 
 
    Spinning over and over, unable to grab anything, unable to let anything go, the world shattering as they coupled and tried and tried and tried. 
 
    But…he…just…couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    He woke at noon, which was awful early. 
 
    She slumbered next to him. Unconscious, heaviest sleeper he had ever seen. 
 
    He was on the outside of the bed that had seemed so large at night, but was really just shoehorned into the trailer. 
 
    He wearily turned, put his feet over the edge and found the floor. 
 
    Crap. Sleep was supposed to refresh you. 
 
    Then he grinned. She had drained him so thoroughly he wasn’t going to be refreshed for a month! 
 
    He stumbled into the bathroom, propped himself against a wall and thought about peeing. 
 
    Then he turned and sat, it was easier than standing. 
 
    Damn. What a night! this woman…amazing. 
 
    He stood up, found that he was smiling, then broke the smile by yawning, and went into the main room of the trailer. 
 
    His clothes were right where she had left them, all over the place.  
 
    He found his pants half kicked under the breakfast table. His shoes were in opposite corners. His shirt was actually on a little lamp projecting from the wall. 
 
    Where his underpants were he had no clue. 
 
    And he had the most amazing boner. 
 
    It was hard, like crystal, a spear, and he had to bend over a little when he stuffed it into his pants. 
 
    And it didn’t want to go down. 
 
    Not at all. 
 
    He sat on a chair. Partly to ease the stiffie in his pants, partly because he felt like his legs were too weak to support him. 
 
    Damn. What had that girl given him?  
 
    He wasn’t a big drug user, stayed away from the hard stuff, but he was experienced…but he had never experienced anything like whatever it was that she had given him. 
 
    So odd. He didn’t…couldn’t…remember even taking the drug. Now that was a first! 
 
    An hour passed. An hour of yawning, looking around and remembering that he was awake. 
 
    Then he moved to the couch and just lay down. He didn’t remember going to sleep, but when does anyone? 
 
      
 
    Tick. Tick. Tick. 
 
    He opened his eyes. It was later. Maybe four in the afternoon. 
 
    He had the wild urge to move. Like he was afraid that if he didn’t move he wouldn't be able to. 
 
    His penis was still erect. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    He forced himself to his feet. His legs were still weak, and he figured he needed food. Maybe food would cure his laziness. 
 
    Yeah. Food. 
 
    Though, oddly, he didn’t feel exactly hungry. 
 
    But…he should eat. Eating was a convention. Eating was a ritual. Eating good. 
 
    Though, for the life of him, he couldn’t figure out why. 
 
    He stood up and the world wavered. 
 
    He walked up the step to her bedroom. 
 
    She had not moved. She didn’t even look like she was breathing. Her face was half buried by a pillow, her hair hung over her face, obscuring one eyeball. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “Go way.” 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    She opened an eye and glared at him. Just one eye and it felt like she was looking all the way through him. “Don’t make me kill you and eat you.” 
 
    He grunted, turned and made for the door to the trailer. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck, he whispered. He was standing on the small stoop shading his eyes. It was four in the afternoon, maybe even five, and the sunlight was like a dagger. It cut into him. It felt the rays of the sun were sharp pointed rods trying to worm their way into his flesh. 
 
    He put a forearm over his eyes for shade and tried to see the world. 
 
    It was pale. Lifeless. Birds were singing, but they sang a drizzling dirge. 
 
    The sun was wa-a-ay too bright. 
 
    The air was harsh and brittle and felt like it was slapping him. 
 
    He stumbled down the steps and walked along the back of the building. 
 
    The back door was open and a cook stood against the jamb, rubbing his hands in a dirty apron, watching him with baleful eyes as he staggered. 
 
    Jack looked up at the cook, staggered past, and rounded the corner. 
 
    The sunlight here was even harder. The trailer was in the shadow, but the side of the building took the sunlight directly. 
 
    Jack felt like the light was slamming into him, trying to splatter him against the wall. 
 
    He entered the parking lot and headed for his truck. The sunlight was spiking his brain now, causing a massive headache, and he flailed his arms against it. 
 
    And reached his truck. 
 
    In the glove box were a pair of wrap around sunglasses and he put them on. 
 
    Oh, fuck! The relief! 
 
    He still felt like something the cat had dragged in—funny, he had never realized what that phrase had really meant until now—and his legs were still weak. 
 
    But the spike of sunlight penetrating into his skull had abated. 
 
    He looked at the bar. 
 
    He should have gotten in his truck and left, but the bar served food. He remembered a delicious steak, and he wanted another. And maybe a gallon or two of Coke. 
 
    No booze. God. Never again. 
 
    He staggered across the parking lot, came to the tinted, diamond glass of the entry doors, thought for a while, then pushed in. 
 
    Out of the sunlight it was blessedly cool. He had had no idea how hard that sun had been. 
 
    He walked along the bar and sat down. 
 
    It was early. This place didn't serve lunch, just dinner, and there was only one waitress on duty. A pretty thing with a smile and an attitude. 
 
    “Lord, if you don’t look like something that’s been run over and dragged about a hundred miles.” 
 
    “Could I have a steak, please?” 
 
    “Sure. “Well done?” She seemed to be laughing. 
 
    The idea of well done didn’t appeal to him. Made him gag, in spite of the fact that he always ate his steaks well done. 
 
    “Make it medium.” But he wanted it rare. 
 
    “Onions? Garlic.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” He put his elbow on the bar and his forehead in his palm. 
 
    “Radishes? or just horse radish sauce?” 
 
    He looked up at her, lifted his sunglasses so he could see her better. 
 
    “Salt and pepper? You want salt and pepper?” 
 
    “Are you fucking with me?” He wasn’t mad, just sort of…hurting. 
 
    She laughed. “Sorry, honey. But you guys are all the same. Shiela really does it, but…” she shook her head. 
 
    She turned to the kitchen and yelled. “Steak, medium. And don’t forget the parsley. 
 
    “Yo.” And the rattle of pots and pans. 
 
    She turned back to him and poured him a Coke. She placed it in front of him. “Here ya go, honey. Hair of the dog.” 
 
    He was thirsty, or, at least he had the idea he was thirsty. He reached for the Coke, lifted it and sipped, and several things happened. 
 
    A drop slid down his throat. A drop of sweet syrup, that was all, but he suddenly convulsed. He bent forward so fast he actually bumped his head on the bar. 
 
    “Gah—gah—“ 
 
    Nothing came up. 
 
    Yet he felt like a dog barfing, the ripple of hair up his back, the muscles all convulsing. He should have thrown up. 
 
    He raised his head miserably. “What the fuck?” 
 
    The girl was leaning against the back counter, watching him. She was still appreciating the moment, but she wasn’t laughing out loud. 
 
    “You better go, you know.” 
 
    “Go? Why?” 
 
    “You won’t be able to eat much of the steak, a bite or two, then you’ll be full. Then you should just hop into your truck and cowboy on down the road.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t…I don’t get it. What do you mean?” 
 
    He was thinking she shouldn’t drive away customers. Didn’t she want the tips? 
 
    “Listen, fella, funs over, and she doesn’t like to see you guys afterwards. No charge for the steak if you just take your bites and leave. I’ll even put it in a doggie bag for you. When this all wears off you’re going to get a little hungry, but you won’t feel like cooking. You’re gonna like that steak then.” 
 
    He shook his head, not understanding, wondering what was going on. “I don’t…why are you…” 
 
    She stepped up to the bar, leaned forward and spoke directly into his face. 
 
    “She’s a vampire, you dope. Now eat and go.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jack was sitting at a table in the corner, still laughing, when Shiela sauntered in. 
 
    A vampire. Yeah. Right. fucking bar girl was a looney tune. Vampires. 
 
    He thought of all the corny movies he had seen. I vaunt to suck your blud. Oh, God! 
 
    His Coke, he had only sipped it, was at hand. 
 
    His steak he had taken two bites of, and the remainder sat at his other hand. 
 
    But he felt her when she walked in. 
 
    A dim, gloomy, peanut shells on the floor kind of bar suddenly became bright and airy. 
 
    The lighting perked up. The air became fresher. He even felt like having a beer, or maybe some of that 20 year rye stuff. 
 
    She was wearing sunglasses, even though it was seven and the sun was near down. 
 
    Another pencil skirt, black, which seemed to be the uniform for bar maids at this place. 
 
    And those incredible breasts. My God! He remembered being mesmerized by them, suckling them until he near cried, in a trance of lust that kept growing and growing. 
 
    She glanced at him, looked to make a huffing sound, and went behind the bar. 
 
    She talked with the barmaid, whose name was Sally. Sal for short. 
 
    They were both women, and both beautiful. But one was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. 
 
    The girls laughed, whispered, and neither of them looked at him. 
 
    But it was only a matter of time. 
 
    He sipped a drop of Coke. Wished it was whiskey. 
 
    Shiela went into the kitchen for a couple of minutes, he could hear her talking with the cook. Then she was back. 
 
    She said something to Sally, poured a whiskey, and came around the bar and walked across the floor towards him. 
 
    The closer she came the more beautiful she was. And if she got more beautiful he was going to pop and go to heaven. 
 
    But she got more beautiful, and he didn’t pop, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her when she sat down across from him. 
 
    He took off his sunglasses and drank in her radiant beauty. 
 
    “What the fuck you still doing here?” but she wasn’t mad. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “You should go home, sleep it off. A couple of days and you’ll be right as rain.” 
 
    He blurted, “I don’t want to be right as rain.” 
 
    She tilted her glass, smacked her red lips, and shoved the Rye towards him. 
 
    He took the glass and looked at it. Her red lip print was on the lip of the glass. He got the significance: lips on lips. And he knew, if he drank from her lip print it would be like kissing her. 
 
    She was watching him. 
 
    He sipped, and the sip turned into a guzzle, and a gulp, and the whiskey was gone. 
 
    He started to cry. 
 
    He had cried the day before, over a two timing bitch who had dumped him. Cried in his whiskey. 
 
    Now he was crying in rye, but the difference was in how he felt about the two women. 
 
    She placed a hand on his forearm, tenderly. “You should go home.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because you’re the most beautiful woman in the world. You could be an ugly sack, and you would still be the most beautiful woman in the world. But you’re not an ugly sack. You’re just…beautiful.” 
 
    He had looked up at her mid-speech, and his eyes drank at her, pulled at her, begged her. 
 
    “You should go home,” she said. 
 
    She left, and he was left with an empty glass he would fill with tears. 
 
      
 
    The night was a slow one. 
 
    Another bar girl showed up for work, but got sent home early. 
 
    Sal brought him a whiskey about an hour later. It was her break and she sat with him. He was in the corner of the booth, and she was on the other side, on the aisle, her sexy legs up and her heels resting on the bench. 
 
    “You should go,” she said with a rueful smile. “You’re bad for business.” 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    She nodded. “It always gets like this when Shiela finds someone.” 
 
    He didn’t frown, because it didn’t matter who Shiela was, where she’d been, or who she’d been with. 
 
    All that mattered was that she was here now, and he was afforded glimpses of her. 
 
    “You should put your sunglasses on. She’ll get irritated if you stare at her too long. 
 
    He shoved his glasses back up his nose and over his ears. 
 
    “Well, see ya. Wouldn’t want to be ya.” 
 
    As she stood he reached forward and grabbed her wrist. Not hard, not rude, just a desperate touch in a desperate world. 
 
    “What did you mean?” He was talking about her vampire remark. 
 
    She leaned back towards him, “Ask her yourself.” 
 
    She was gone. And he was left with a half a glass of whiskey, sunglasses, and a heart that was breaking. 
 
     
 
    She sashayed across the bar. She placed a glass of Rye in front of him and sat down across from him. 
 
    He felt like his heart was going to leap out of his chest, up his throat and fall on the table. Splat. All his hopes and dreams. 
 
    “She told you.” 
 
    “She said you were a vampire.” 
 
    “But you don’t believe in vampires,” she murmured, glancing away for a moment, staring into the distance at something he couldn’t have seen, even if he was facing the right way. 
 
    He chuckled. Weakly. “No.” 
 
    “Do you like pain?” she focused on him with intensity. He had a feeling this was an important question. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “But what if it was a good pain? A pain like the hurt in your heart when you drank to the girl who dumped you? What if it was a pain like an orgasm that went on too long, and never arrived? What if it was like your skin was being pulled off, and it felt…so-o-o…good? Did you like it after I bit you last night?” 
 
    His brows went down. This wasn’t making sense. She was talking pain, but it sounded like she was actually speaking of pleasure, and he didn’t understand it. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he admitted. 
 
    “Then let me tell you. If you love me, if you let yourself love me, then I’ll use you. Night after night. Until you want to scream, but you can’t because it feels so good. 
 
    “I’ll bite you again. I won’t take just a drop, which left you feeling like you felt when you woke up this morning. I’ll take a lot more. And the more you give the more you’ll want to give. Years will pass. You’ll be my footstool. You will lay at my feet and worship me. And for me…it won’t be enough. I’ll want more. Life will become a grand and glorious obsession with me, and when I tire of your mouth I’ll take your body. Bit by bit, with the strokes of a whip. Abusing your orifices. Loving you.” 
 
    She sat back, broke the mesmerizing effect she was having on him. Speaking negligently, she confessed, “Because I do love you, but my love…it is different. A vampire lives forever, barring the stupidity of letting people know what they are. A vampire loves forever, or until her mate runs dry, gives out, is nothing more than whimpering meat under foot. Now, do you still want to apply for the job?” 
 
    Her mouth was twisted in a sexy, saucy grin. Her teeth shone, and they were white and sharp. 
 
    And he still didn’t believe she was a vampire. 
 
    But then those sotted in love are immune to logic and warning signs. 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She stood up and walked away. Worked behind the bar, glanced at him every once in a while in disapproval. 
 
    He didn’t care. 
 
    The night grew late. He stayed in the same booth. He didn’t have to pee. He didn’t want to walk because his penis was so hard he thought it would crack and fall off. 
 
    And if there was one sentence to describe his condition, it would be: it was getting worse. 
 
    Sally left at midnight. Eight hours for her, not much in the way of tips, no need to stay late. As she left she passed by the table and spoke down to him. “Hope I don’t see you again.” 
 
    But he didn’t think she meant it. 
 
    Finally, one o’clock. Shiela and the cook. And the cook was sitting in a chair in the kitchen snoring. 
 
    Shiela finally stopped polishing glasses and wiping the bar and poured a couple of shots of rye. She came to the booth, sat down so she could see the door, and pushed a glass towards him. 
 
    “After a couple of hundred years, your appetites waning, you want only the best.” 
 
    They sipped their poison and he watched her. She watched the door. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    She was irritated. 
 
    She didn’t mind falling in love, but beginnings were so…stupid. Waiting for the man to wake up a bit, to understand what he had gotten himself into. 
 
    The whiskey burned into his stomach, his lungs, his pancreas. 
 
    “I don’t fall in love often. Oh, it’s wonderful in the beginning, but as time passes I start demanding more, taking more. Sometimes even I am confounded by my own cruelty. But the real problem is that the men don’t last long. Oh, they would, if I was to convert them fully, but I haven't found any man I ever wanted to convert. Love wears thin after the first couple of hundred years. Then they are playthings. Useful, even still fun, but the bloom is off the rose. Or the rose is off the bloom. I can never figure out which.” 
 
    She sipped the last of her whiskey and placed the glass on the edge of the table. She pushed the glass. It fell on the rug, but didn’t break. 
 
    “Pick that up. Get me another drink. The good stuff.  You don’t get anything.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    Everything in his upbringing told him it was unfair, he shouldn’t have to do this, it was a test, he should just…get up and pick up the glass. He took it behind the bar, selected a clean glass and filled it with rye. He brought it back and placed it in front of her. 
 
    She pushed it off the the table. Five hundred dollar whiskey on the floor. Broken shards of glass. 
 
    “Lick it up. Then get me another, and this time…run.” 
 
    Everything in him was screeching to a stop. Objections. Women didn’t treat men this way. 
 
    As he fell to his knees and lapped at the burning liquor. It scorched his tender tongue. He lapped up a shard and it cut into his tongue. He could taste his own blood. Coppery. Sweet. 
 
    She pushed him with a foot and he fell on his side. “Run now, you fool. Run!” She laughed a hard, brittle laugh, and her eyes were sharp and shiny as the polished pennies on a dead man’s eyes. 
 
    He leaped to his feet and ran as if the devil were after him. 
 
    Another glass, more rye, tears falling on the counter, and running back. 
 
    He placed the glass on the table and waited. 
 
    Would she break that one? Would she drink? 
 
    She surprised him. But, then, she would always surprise him. 
 
    “Sit down.” Almost a whisper. 
 
    He did, and she stared at him. 
 
    His tongue was still bleeding, and she could smell it in his mouth. The rich, the vibrant, the distilled energy of a man. 
 
    She reached across the table. She leaned forward as she pulled him. “Stick out your tongue.” 
 
    He did. A slender, pink carpet with a drop of blood in the center. 
 
    She kissed his tongue, but…it didn’t feel like kissing. It felt like…she was…sucking. Him. His blood. It was better than any blow job. 
 
    For a minute, until she was half over the table, holding his head, her head bent over his, cuddling him even as she sucked the life out of him. 
 
    Then it bled no longer, was healed, and she was kissing him. 
 
    Life exploded, as it had the night before. But he hadn’t even seen her give him the drug! He hadn’t seen her slip a pill or a powder into a glass from which he hadn’t drunk. 
 
    How did she do it? 
 
    She pushed him back. Wiped her mouth. Said, rather conversationally. “Damn you.” 
 
    She stood up and crossed to the front doors. She locked them, as she had the night before, and she returned to him. 
 
    “Go home,” she yelled from across the room, as she walked towards him, hips swaying, boobs jouncing, lips, smeared by his mouth, in a half smile half sneer. 
 
    He thought she was talking to him, the way she looked at him when she yelled, but it was the cook in the kitchen who woke up. Gathered his things and yelled out, “See ya.” 
 
    Then the back door closed. Automatically locked. And he was alone with her again. 
 
    She sat across from him. 
 
    “Don’t you understand? I will kiss you, and bite you, and nibble on you. But I won’t convert you fully. Hundreds of years of growing more eager, more servile. You will become a beggar of me. We will have sex endlessly, but you won’t be able to ejaculate. You won’t bleed much, only enough for my purposes. You will eat little, you won’t even pee much. You will become a husk, dependent on me for sustenance, for even your ability to think. And you will love it, even as you dwindle to a speck, and, finally, that speck will…I’ll be done with it. I’ll grow tired of you, throw you aside. Then, like as not, you will end your own life, because a life without me is no life at all.” 
 
    He sat very silently, his head exploding from her having fed off him, his mind expanding as his body worked to replenish what was gone forever, him surviving in the only way he knew, would know, for hundreds of years. 
 
    The world was a carnival now. It was not a lonely ride on wooden horses like his old girlfriend—what was her name? Shirley. That was it. 
 
    The world was a burst of flavors in his eyes, sounds in his mouth, smells in his ears.  
 
    Everything was changed and changing, never ending, and he couldn’t get enough. So he said, “But I’ll get to be with you.” 
 
    She stared at him. Her heart, such as it was, beat once. It did that, occasionally, when she was excited enough. 
 
    But why had it done that for this…this doofus? He was just ordinary! A schmuck off the street. A bozo without a circus. An idiot with…with…words failed her. 
 
    For the first time in a thousand years she felt like crying. Or maybe it was two thousand years. 
 
    She pushed back, away from him. “Go get a couple of glasses.” She didn’t have to specify of what. The party had started. 
 
    He stood and walked around the bar. 
 
    She watched him, studied his walk. So confident now, but it would be a craven shamble in a century, and he would walk like a zombie with two broken legs in two centuries. 
 
    That was about as long as they lasted. 
 
    He recorked the bottle, smiled at her, then came back around the bar. 
 
    He arrived at the table, was about to put the drinks down, and she said, “Just stand there.” 
 
    He stood. 
 
    She got up, went behind the bar for her purse, took out a tube of lipstick and applied it. Smacked her lips. She loved kissing him. He was so much tastier than the others. 
 
    She returned, slid into the booth, then patted the end of the booth. 
 
    He slid in, sliding the drinks on the table, and was on the same side as her. 
 
    She reached, put an arm around him, pulled him into her like she was reeling in a fish. Then he was snug against her, leaning against her, able to drink, but his head pressed against her ample mammary glands. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    He sipped, and she laughed at how he had to put his neck forward a bit to suck the liquor or he would spill it. 
 
    She said, “I saw a show in Paris, a couple of hundred years ago this was, it was called Scaramouche.” 
 
    Lights danced in his skull, and he felt about as complete as he had ever felt. “Starring Stewart Granger and…and Janet Leigh.” 
 
    “Eleanor Parker was the bigger star, but this was break out for young Janet. Wouldn’t you love to make love to that woman? When she was young, of course?” 
 
    “Not as much as I want to make love to you.” 
 
    “It is I that make love to you,” she corrected him. “Not you to me. You are incidental to the match. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And I never laughed so hard. Scaramouche. Skirmish, I believe it means, though I could be wrong. I tend to forget languages, or let them blend most indelicately over time. He is a cowardly buffoon. A clown, and he reminds me of all the men I have loved. Who I have brought so low and loved it.” 
 
    He sipped, content to hear the music of her voice in his ear, to feel her chest, ample flesh, so white, no sun, not beat. Wasn’t that funny? She must have excellent body control to stop her heart from beating. Or maybe he just needed to shift his position to hear it better. 
 
    “Anyway, where was I…oh, yes, Scaramouche. I loved the movie, especially the way Stewart Granger learned to wield the rapier. Rapier. Like raper, which is what I would do to you.” She chuckled. 
 
    He kept his ear to her chest and listened. Every once in a while he thought he detected a beat, but he wasn’t sure. Every time he heard her heart beat he thought it was his imagination. 
 
    She continued talking, and sometimes he joined in, was welcomed in the conversation, and sometimes it was just her, dispensing the experiences of thousands of years in a whisper, a word, a sentence that might be but a fragment. 
 
    At a point she kissed him. Turned him in her arms, his neck opened and deliciously exposed, and sucked on his mouth, explored his lips, sampled his very tonsils. 
 
    Then they were kneeling on the booth, facing each other, her hand on his crotch, his hands on her breasts. 
 
    She whispered. “Do you like being hard all day?” 
 
    “It takes some getting used to,” he admitted. 
 
    “It takes a lot of getting used to. The only blood you’ll have left, it is probably just enough to keep you alive, is in your corpus cavernosa. It won’t leave. It’ll keep you erect, and that’s all that will keep you alive, that little bit of blood. 
 
    He bent his head nursed at her fiercely, sucking and even biting on her turgid nipples. 
 
    “And your blood is in your nipples.” 
 
    “Oh, you bastard,” she pulled his head and kept it there. “Make me live you crazy fuck!” 
 
    He did his best. 
 
    She pushed him back, over the table. His legs were caught under, twisted, and it hurt, but it didn’t matter as she climbed on him. 
 
    She ripped his clothes off, her clothes. 
 
    The doors were locked, but the lights were on. Anybody could see in, could see what they were doing. But they didn’t care. 
 
    What they were doing was so much more important than any fool passerby might think. 
 
    She rode him like a cheap mule. She grabbed his flesh and dug her manicured nails in. He bucked and she held on. He cried out and she silenced him with her mouth. 
 
    He was inside her. He was in heaven. He was connected to that which could not be connected to: a creature out of time. A woman who was more than a woman. 
 
    But, as time passed, as the minutes elongated and became hours, he could not cum. 
 
    He couldn’t have orgasm.  
 
    The blood in his penis refused to give up, and as the blood held firm, to his life, so it held firm to his sperm. 
 
    She was tight, amazing, he had never experienced anything like the things she could do with her cunt. but, in spite of all her movement, he could…not…orgasm. 
 
    It became painful, and he fucked harder. 
 
    It became terrible, and the only relief was the belief that maybe, somehow, he could…could…but he couldn’t. 
 
    She, of course, had orgasms a plenty. She would twist and writhe, moan to the cosmos, clamp her legs so he couldn’t get out (not that he wanted to), and shake him like a dog shakes a bone. 
 
    Trying to gnaw off that one, last, little bit of meat. Or sperm, in this case. 
 
    And he knew that if he left—he still had time—he could return to normal. He could be human again. He could sleep at night and not be compelled to enter this carnivalesque existence. 
 
    All he had to do was, when the sun came up, leave. 
 
    Get in his truck and go. 
 
    She lifted him off the table, mashed her mouth against his, handled him like an adult would handle a two year old.  
 
    He cried out as his head hit a chandelier, and it felt so wonderful. 
 
    Pain was pleasure in this world. 
 
    Reality was reversed; pain was pleasure; sex hurt so good, he wanted more. 
 
    He couldn’t live without more. 
 
    She slung him around, cradled him in her arms. 
 
    She stood on the table, his upper body hanging over her left arm, his lower body over her right arm, and his penis stood up right in front of her. 
 
    She had no second thoughts. Later she would think about it, but to truly convert him she had to get the last of his blood. She had to get the fluid from his corpus cavernoso. She had to pull that out, and the semen…she had to get that, and then he would be converted. 
 
    She lowered her mouth. She bit gently. A bit of blood that was a thin squirt as the pressure was relieved. Then the white taste as his balls emptied. 
 
    He flailed in her arms, feeling the essence of life leaving him and being replaced by…by what was in her. 
 
    He would be a vampire, but he would always be slave to the master, and she was the master. 
 
    He saw the men she had sucked dry. He saw who had sucked her dry, and then discarded her. And how she had sought him for centuries, until he was stabbed through the heart and rendered unto dust and she became able to be the master of herself. 
 
    Such a cruel apprenticeship. 
 
    Such a…his consciousness drained out, into her, and would be returned as she felt like it. 
 
    She hopped off the table, now holding him closely, letting him curl in her arms. 
 
    She walked back through the kitchen, kicked open the door, went into her trailer. 
 
    She laid him gently down. Touched his face, brushed his hair, and was content. 
 
    She hadn’t meant to convert him. 
 
    She didn’t want to enslave him. 
 
    But…something had compelled her. 
 
    She lay down next to him, cuddled with his lifeless body and smiled into his cooling flesh. 
 
    Did she still have a heart? After all this time? 
 
    Yet she had no regrets. 
 
    She had intuited, after all, right from the first, that he would be different. 
 
    As the moon fell out of the skies, as the false dawn warned her to pull her drapes tight and lock her doors, she waited. He would awake, and she would give back his essence—not all of it, of course, not till she died would that happen—and he would be alive and yet forever dead. 
 
    He would fuck her and never cum, and be more entranced by her for that reason. 
 
    And he would be hers. 
 
    More than a slave, less than a master, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    What is it like for a guy to actually turn into a girl? 
 
    That’s the theme behind today’s story. 
 
    This is a difficult concept to express, because there is everything, from clothes to hormones, to consider. 
 
    But when Danny learns that he must transition it is a time of joy and fear. 
 
    But some men are born to be girls, and some aren’t. 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
      
 
    He had managed to avoid women his entire life. 
 
    If they showed interest in him, he smiled and claimed an appointment elsewhere. 
 
    If they wanted to meet him, he acted surly and missed appointments. 
 
    If they even smiled, he would clam up and turn away. 
 
    And, at a certain point in his life he simply uprooted himself and moved to a different town. One where the women wouldn't know him, and where he could live free from entanglement. 
 
    And he had a very good reason for avoiding all women. 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to be in charge of the warehouse,” George, the owner of the door factory, stated. “Orders will appear in your basket, you assign people to get the doors and take them out to the staging area, or do it yourself.” 
 
    Danny nodded. Seemed simple enough. 
 
    “Multiple orders, or doors filled with lead pellets you use the forklift.” 
 
    “Okay.” He was puzzled. “Are lead filled doors an item?” 
 
    “Nah. Once every six months we’ll get an order. Usually somebody wants a total soundproof studio or something. Though we did hang some security doors. They were made out of metal and weighed a couple of hundred pounds each.”  
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Took three of us to hang them, and we needed to order some pretty special hinges. Those were heavy suckers.” 
 
    The tour continued, and it looked like it was going to be an okay gig. 
 
    The workers were all guys and they seemed friendly, not a testosterone fueled bunch. 
 
    “All right. Any questions?” 
 
    “I think I got it.” 
 
    “Excellent. You look like a good worker, Danny. We’ll see you on Monday morning.” 
 
    And with that, his orientation was complete. 
 
     
 
    Monday morning and he showed up. He wore jeans, a tee and a hoodie, and he was looking forward to a paycheck. 
 
    He drove into the big lot, around the back, and parked his car with the other employee’s.  
 
    The job was, as the boss had made it sound during orientation, easy. 
 
    Doors were delivered by distributors, and he checked them over and put them in the right area. Ever half hour or hour he heard a bell dinging, and he found an order slip in the basket. He then found the door and delivered it to the preppers. They framed it, shimmed it, put a doorknob on it, if specified, and loaded it on the truck. Twice a day the truck went out, delivered doors and returned. 
 
    Easy peasy.  
 
    He was sliding doors off the forklift and into one of the big metal shelves when his forklift turned off and the horn beeped. 
 
    “Hey! New guy!” 
 
    He turned and his heart sank. 
 
    A beautiful woman. She was wearing shorts  and a tight tee. The tee showed that she had passed puberty. By a lot. 
 
    Her face was pretty, but a bit arrogant. 
 
    Her hair looked short, but it was really just stuffed under a floppy hat. 
 
    “I’m Georgina. Pop told me you’d be in today. Any questions?” 
 
    He shook his head, a bit scared, a lot mute. 
 
    “Problems? Something doesn’t seem right?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Okay. Let me know if there are, and I’ll be the one you turn forms into at the end of the day. Got it?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Quiet guy, eh?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “Okay. Be quiet. Long as you do your work, that’s what counts.” 
 
    With that she turned and walked away. 
 
    Danny was petrified.  
 
    From what he had read online the company had no female employees. There was a list of administration and sales personnel, but no mention of the bosses daughter! 
 
    Standing there, watching her saunter away, queen of the hill, he was actually shivering. Things like this had happened before, but that didn’t make it any easier. 
 
    He couldn’t help but notice her sexy body, her ass swaying, her boobs jiggling. And the tee shirt she was wearing accentuated her chest. 
 
    Oh, heysoos, he swore inside his mind. He forced himself to turn around. He continued shifting doors into the big’ door shelf.’ 
 
    A woman. After all his efforts to make sure…to insulate himself…to avoid them. 
 
    Sweat poured off his forehead and he adjusted his ball cap to wipe the sweat away. 
 
    His dick, of course, was going wild. 
 
    Not that anybody would see. 
 
      
 
    In spite of Georgina, work went well. 
 
    He enjoyed the physically of moving the doors. It was fun to drive the little forklift, and he got to know his fellow compadres. 
 
    At the end of the month the warehouse was better organized, prep was getting their doors sooner, and the boss smiled and clapped him on the back and even stopped to talk to him sometimes. 
 
    Of Georgina he saw not much. 
 
    A couple of times a day she would walk from the front offices back to the prepper area. She would strut down the big aisle and he would busy himself back in the shelves, pulling doors, loading the forklift, or whatever. If he had nothing to do he would grab a broom and start sweeping. 
 
    She would glance at him, see his back was to her, and continue on. 
 
    And he would sigh in relief and plan on how to avoid her when she returned. 
 
    But he couldn’t help eyeing her after she had passed him. 
 
    That body…those breasts. He wished he could get a good look at her face, it was so nice with slightly almond eyes and the hair that sometimes escaped the lip of her hat. Her nose was pert and her mouth was full. 
 
    He would dream of her. And in the morning he would squash those dreams. Force them out of his skull, even balling his fists and biting his knuckles. 
 
    He was not built for girls, and he knew it. Had known it all his life. 
 
    So, in spite of his trepidation, he worked, saved his money, and prepared for the next time he had to move. 
 
      
 
    He fell. 
 
    It was stupid. One of the guys had driven the delivery truck into the warehouse. He was going to unload a few boxes of keys and he was too lazy to walk the boxes through the warehouse. So he drove in, backed down the aisle, and stopped next to the key room. 
 
    Danny didn’t like it. He didn’t like the rude smell of gas in the closed warehouse. He couldn’t get to the prep room with the forklift. 
 
    “Hey, Ace, walk it next time.” 
 
    “Nah. I’ll just be a moment.” 
 
    But Ace was talking to one of the preppers, bullshitting over the upcoming football game, and he was holding things up. 
 
    Danny sighed, went to do something else, and decided next time he would unload the keys. He had the time and the forklift, and he didn’t need Ace messing up his warehouse. 
 
    A half hour later Ace was gone, and Danny picked up a door the prep department had been waiting for. It was just one door, hollow core, so he didn’t need the forklift. He put it in the crook of his arm, leaning it against his shoulder, and ambled down the big aisle. 
 
    It was the reflection of light from a window on the floor that obscured the patch of oil Ace’s truck had left behind. At that, Danny probably wouldn’t have slipped, but a car backfired in the parking lot and he turned his head, which shifted his balance, and his foot slipped. 
 
    His feet went sideways and one knee struck the floor with a crack. The pain shot up his leg and Danny lay under the door and cried. The pain was that great. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Danny, insurance is coming through. No problems there. But we’re going to have a rough time covering you.” 
 
    Danny was sitting in George’s office. His leg was wrapped and he had a metal contraption, a modern ‘splint,’ on his knee. 
 
    He had cracked his patella, his kneecap. It wasn’t serious, he wasn’t going to be immobile, but he had to be careful, and it made motion awkward. 
 
    “I’m fine for work,” Danny protested. “The doctor said so.” 
 
    “Light work, he said,” George slid open the flat writing panel on the right side of his desk. He had written down all the names and numbers of the people working at the door factory. 
 
    He ran a finger down the names. 
 
    “Hmm. I can’t spare any preppers or drivers. John in keys is pretty busy.” He frowned, stare at the list, then smiled. 
 
    He closed the writing panel and poked the comm box. His voice blared over the speaker system. 
 
    “Georgina, I’d like to see you.” 
 
    Danny immediately went into a panic. 
 
    His cock throbbed in his pants. 
 
    No…no… 
 
    A moment later they heard Georgina pounding up the stairs. The burst open and Georgina entered. “Hey, Pop, what’s up?” 
 
    Danny was sweating. He was pale. Not her! Not Georgina! 
 
    “Well, daughter of mine, time to get your hands dirty.” 
 
    “Sure. Whacha got?” 
 
    “I need you to back up Danny in the warehouse. Doctor’s orders, he is NOT allowed to do heavy lifting. He is very good at knowing what goes where, so he’ll point and shout and you’ll lift and tote. Sound fair?” 
 
    She grinned. “Sure, Pop. It’ll be nice to show these manly men what real work looks like.” 
 
    “Just make sure he doesn’t do anything, okay?” he spoke wryly, then turned to Danny. “That okay with you?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” 
 
    “Good. Say, are you all right? you look pale. You’re perspiring, too.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine.” As he thought about how he could skip town, get away from this girl. 
 
    Except that he couldn’t leave town. He hadn’t saved enough money, and he was temporarily crippled. 
 
    “Well,” George frowned, “Take the rest of the day off. You take the bus, don’t you? Georgina, you want to play taxi?” 
 
    “I’m okay. I can—“ 
 
    “Nonsense.” Then George sank the nail in the coffin. “You know, Danny, you’re a hard worker, and we appreciate that. We’re going to give you a raise.” He grinned, “Not for breaking your leg, don’t get me wrong.” 
 
    They all chuckled, Danny desperately, and Georgina said, “Let’s go, Danny.” 
 
    She held the door open and he hobbled out. He tried to look graceful going down the stairs, but he looked like a duck with different size legs. 
 
    “Man, you are crippled, aren’t you.” 
 
    “I’m okay,” he said, walking next to her, not looking at her. “It’s just the stairs.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, we’ll see. Hey, stop for a moment.” 
 
    He stopped. He was facing the direction they were going in. she was facing him. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    He turned, and was afraid his heart was going to stop.  
 
    “Heysoos. You really are shy, aren’t you.” 
 
    He looked down and stammered. 
 
    “I noticed you never looked at me.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    But he couldn’t say anything. He was speechless, his mouth so dry he couldn’t even croak. 
 
    “Damn. Well, come on.” 
 
    They got into her car, a jazzy, pink Miata. She zoomed out of the lot and picked up speed. 
 
    The top was down and her hair was loose and it flowed behind her. 
 
    Danny gulped. 
 
    She kept glancing at him as she worked her way across town. 
 
    “Man, you got it bad, don’t you.” 
 
    “I, uh…I guess.” It was probably the biggest sentence he had put together with a woman in a decade. 
 
    “You aren’t gay, are you?” 
 
    His head turned in surprise. Was that what she thought? He didn’t want anybody thinking that! “No!” 
 
    “Oh. ‘Cause if you didn’t know, I am. So I have no designs on you. You can relax.”               
 
    His eyes blinked slowly. 
 
    She was gay? 
 
    So…he was in no danger from her anyway. 
 
    Things started shifting in his head. 
 
    He could talk to her, and she would never find out. 
 
    She was safe for him. 
 
    His heart suddenly slowed down and felt about ten times lighter. 
 
    “You…you are?” 
 
    She watched the road and smiled. “I’m so gay I’m happy.” 
 
    “But isn’t that being a lesbian?” 
 
    “Sure. I don’t differentiate. Words don’t mean a lot, you know. I’d appreciate it if you didn’t tell the guys. I get a lot of work out of them by them thinking they have a chance with me.” She laughed, and, for the first time, in the presence of a girl, he smiled. 
 
    They arrived and she offered to help him upstairs. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he responded, looking her right in the eye. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Bright and early.” 
 
    She squeaked the tires when she left the curb, and Danny stared after her. 
 
    Gay. Who woulda thunk! And he felt really good as he made his way up the stairs. 
 
    He had no idea what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    They worked well together.  
 
    Georgina was a buzzsaw of a worker. She hoisted those doors onto the lift, or the trucks, and threw them into the shelves. She ran to the in basket before he could and laughed and taunted him for being so slow. 
 
    For his part he made sure he had the paperwork properly filled out, knew where he was to direct her, and on rare occasions was allowed to help her lift something. 
 
    And they did have a lot of time extra. Time in which they talked, and learned about each other. Time in which he didn’t stutter or shut down. 
 
    In fact, he liked her. 
 
    And she liked him. 
 
    Maybe it was the fact that he was a hard fish to catch, but she enjoyed his company and even asked him to go have a beer with her. 
 
    A beer with a girl. Holy bad word! 
 
    That afternoon, Danny waiting for her downstairs, Georgina was up in the office taking care of her own work. George walked in, kissed the top of her head and continued to his office. “Want to talk to you, Georgey,” he called back. 
 
    A moment later she entered his office and plopped down in the easy chair to the side of his desk. 
 
    “How’s it going in the warehouse?” 
 
    “Pretty good. He’s smart, I’m strong. Perfect combination.” 
 
    “Good. How’s your own work going.” 
 
    “Not bad. I deserve a raise, of course.” 
 
    He snorted. “And why is he lurking downstairs?” 
 
    “I’m taking him out for a beer and pizza.” 
 
    George leaned back in his chair and said not a word. His eyes said everything. 
 
    “Don’t give me that look, Pop. It’s not a date.” 
 
    “It’s not?” 
 
    “People get together, that’s all.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “But what if it was a date?” 
 
    “As President of this company I don’t like workers dating. Relationships can get messy, and I don’t want a mess here.” He was eyeing her levelly. 
 
    “Well, as vice-president, and the only datable person in this place, I would say that that is discrimination. How would you like a law suit.” 
 
    They were speaking seriously, but not meaning serious. They often joked about such things. 
 
    “I guess I’ll have to respect your opinion in this. But…” he wagged a finger at her. 
 
    She wagged back, then stood up. “Speaking of which, I have to go.” 
 
    He waved at her and she headed downstairs to her ‘date.’ 
 
      
 
    They had a good time. They drank a pitcher, argued over whether pineapples should be allowed on pizza, talked about people in the company, and…had a good time. 
 
    And Danny was starting to feel things for Georgina. 
 
    Not that he could do anything; not considering his ‘condition,’ but…he was feeling things. 
 
    Warmth. A desire to talk to her at all times. Even a thought about kissing her soft lips. 
 
    But he went home, that night and on the nights that followed, and would have masturbated. But he couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    In the back of the warehouse, to the right of the prep area, was a big room where they stacked doors. Not doors to be sold, but rejects, doors out of fashion that might come back in fashion, or somehow be repurposed.  
 
    It was dark in that room. Doors stacked and leaned everywhere. The lights should have been replaced, the windows, so high up, should have been cleaned. 
 
    In the warehouse Danny turned to Georgina. “We don’t need to order this door. It’s in the reject room. I put it there a couple of weeks ago. 
 
    “Let’s go get it,” she smiled, and they headed back towards the reject room. 
 
    Danny was walking without a limp these days, and Georgina was going to be returning to her regular duties soon. It was not something Danny looked forward to. 
 
    They went down a corridor between shelves and a wall and entered the room. 
 
    “Where?” Georgina asked. 
 
    Danny moved across the room. “Back here.” 
 
    He walked beside a row of leaning doors. He had trod this path many times, and just in the last month. There was no danger. 
 
    Except that Ace had gotten a few doors out of the leaning stacks, and put one there. 
 
    On the side of that one door a sharp piece of metal protruded. The door should have been thrown away, but waste not want not, and it stood, and the sharp bit of metal was sticking out. 
 
    Danny felt it ripped through his pants and into his thigh. 
 
    “Fuck!” he yelped, falling to the floor. Blood poured out onto the sawdust. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Stay back,” he moaned. He pointed at the door that had gouged him. “There’s a piece of metal—“ 
 
    Georgina figured it out quickly. She picked up a piece of wood and slammed the metal and bent it back, then she crouched over Danny. 
 
    “Oh, damn! You’re bleeding.” 
 
    “Tell me about it,” he groaned. 
 
    As far as wounds went, it was serious. Not life threatening, but looking life threatening. 
 
    Georgina yelled for help, then knelt next to him. 
 
    I’ve got to get these pants off.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    She pulled at the buckle, then the zipper. 
 
    Danny tried to push her away, but she persisted, and she was a strong girl. 
 
    “What’s wrong with you!” I have to see this wound! I have to—“ she froze. 
 
    Danny was wearing panties.  
 
    Nothing fancy. No ribbons and bows. Just white panties. 
 
    She gasped, and looked at him. 
 
    He was crushed. He had to leave. He had suffered that embarrassment that had pursued him through his entire life. 
 
    But it was worse than just panties. 
 
    A glance told her. 
 
    In spite of the blood soaking the floor, in spite of his wound, she saw that his panties weren’t filled. He had no package. 
 
    Her hand went out in spite of herself, and she felt his…’mons.’ 
 
    Flat. 
 
    “Where’s your…?” 
 
    Tears trickled out of his eyes. 
 
     
 
    As vice-president of the company, and Danny’s only real friend, she accompanied him to the hospital. 
 
    She sat in the room with him, pretended she was a relation—she thought sister, the doctor thought wife—and he was too shamed to say anything. 
 
    “Not bad,” the doctor said cheerfully. “Looks worse than it is.” 
 
    He had to take Danny’s panties off, which he did without comment or even a look. 
 
    And he said nothing about Danny’s sexual condition. 
 
    He sewed the gash up neatly, put a bandage over the area, and said. “Don’t wear anything for a few days. Just let it air out. I would say by next Monday you can go to work.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Danny mumbled. 
 
    The doctor patted his shoulder. “Just stick around for a moment. The nurse will bring you a gown you can wear. I mean it…I don’t want anything rubbing on those stitches. Okay?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, doc,” Georgina said. 
 
    The doctor smiled and left, and Georgina and Danny were alone. 
 
    In sewing up the wound, in removing the panties, Danny was revealed as having almost no dick. 
 
    A very few people are born with something called a micropenis. It is a penis that is less than 3.67 inches long. When lightly stretched. 
 
    Danny’s penis was maybe an inch long. If that. It was almost all glans, all head, no shaft. 
 
    He had seen, from the beginning, how small he was. He had no package, his balls being non-existent. So he just wore panties because they were more comfortable. No kink or anything, just comfort. No pouch needed. 
 
    It actually looked like a fat clitoris more than a penis. 
 
    Except that he had no slit. Just…the head of a tiny dick. 
 
    Danny was crushed. Shamed. humiliated. His greatest secret, known only by his mother and father, was exposed. 
 
    He looked at the floor. “Now you know.” 
 
    “I know what?” 
 
    “I’m not a man. I can never be a man. I can never have children. Hell, I can’t even jack off.” 
 
    For a long moment Georgina was silent. Then she said, “So?” 
 
    Danny’s head rose up slightly and he glimpsed her. 
 
    “You’re a human being.” 
 
    And that was all she cared about. 
 
    “We haven't screwed, never tried, and we get along. So what?” 
 
    “But…” he murmured. 
 
    “At that moment the doctor returned to the room. “This is Nurse Johnson. She’ll—“ 
 
    “Doc?” 
 
    Interrupted, he stopped talking. 
 
    “Is there any cure for Danny’s penis? Can you make it bigger?” 
 
    The doctor turned and asked the nurse to wait for a minute. He closed the door and sat down. 
 
    “I assumed you had already consulted doctors about your condition,” he said to Danny. 
 
    Danny, miserable, shook his head. 
 
    “Okay. Excuse me for not addressing the situation. Danny, there are hormone therapies that might help. Before I offer any real solid opinion I’m going to want to do a full work up on you. We can do it now, while you’re here, or we can make an appointment. 
 
    “Now,” blurted Georgina. 
 
    Danny looked at her. 
 
    She spoke almost defiantly, “We’re here.” 
 
    Danny’s mind was partially shut down. The mortification of finally being revealed, he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    The doctor, assuming Georgina was his wife, said, “Okay, let’s start with drawing some blood. then I’m going to want to…” he continued with a litany of tests and procedures. 
 
      
 
    Georgia drove Danny back to his apartment. He was silent the whole way, as was she. When he got out of the car however, he murmured thanks and started up the steps, and she followed him. 
 
    He heard her, turned and looked at her. 
 
    “Come on, bozo. You’re blocking traffic.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Hello? Do you see me walking up the steps to your apartment?” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    He was vacant, his mind was empty, his emotions were a mix of confusions. 
 
    “So we can talk. Now get moving.” 
 
    She pushed him, and he had no choice. He was awkward in his leg brace, his bandage was itching, and he took the final steps. 
 
    He turned and looked at her, then turned and opened the door and walked in. 
 
    She followed him. She stopped in the middle of the room and looked around. “Not bad.” 
 
    He had the obligatory ‘furnished apartment’ furniture, supplemented by his own nick nacks. 
 
    A sound system and a lot of books. A TV, medium sized. A foyer closet with jackets. A bedroom which held who knew what. 
 
    She glanced at one of the books. It was ‘The Sissy Ride,’ by somebody named Grace Mansfield. 
 
    He watched her, sitting on the couch, tired, defeated, and she moved into the kitchen. 
 
    “You have anything to eat?” 
 
    He shook his head, which she didn’t hear, and she searched through the fridge and the cupboards. 
 
    There were leftovers, TV dinners, a collection of crusty condiments, hot dogs without buns, and a few other things. but nothing that really worked as sustenance. 
 
    She took out her cell phone and called UberEats. She ordered a couple of meals from Panda Express, and hung up. Then she went to the door and left it ajar. 
 
    He summoned up the courage to speak to her. “What do you want.” 
 
    She sauntered back into the living room and pulled a kitchen chair into the living room. She faced it towards Danny on the couch and plopped herself down. 
 
    “So that’s why you’re so shy. I’ll bet you’ve never had a girl friend. And if you can’t even jack off…you must be so fucking horny.” 
 
    He looked down and didn’t speak. 
 
    “Now, I am the only person in the world that knows you are the proud possessor of a micropenis, and I promise on the heads of any children I might have…I will never reveal your secret. Oh, yeah. I looked at your resume. You change jobs every year. People like you, I called a few of your bosses, but you leave. You never have a girlfriend, you just move. I wondered why, and now I know. And now I’m telling you…” she glared at him intently to deliver her message, “you will NOT quit this job and run away.” 
 
    He had listened to her speech. His eyes were resentful. He wanted to leave, and now, in addition to the other things that kept him from quitting, she was adding another. 
 
    “Who are you to tell me how to live my life?” 
 
    “Somebody who cares.” 
 
    That phrase, ‘somebody who cares,’ passed through him like a lance. 
 
    He had been immune to caring relationships his whole life. He was ashamed, felt like less than a man, and he avoided anybody who tried to get close. 
 
    Now he was stuck. He couldn’t move. She wouldn't let him. His face was red with shame and he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Listen, Bozo. That doctor said hormones might help you. And even if they don’t…so what? Are you going to feel sorry for yourself your whole life?” 
 
    She moved closer, reached out and took his hands in hers. It was like holding a towels. Limp, dangling hands. No response in them. 
 
    “So. I’ll handle the insurance, not even Pop has to know. If there is no solution, then we’ll take it from there. But we’ll at least try.” 
 
    At that moment there was a knock on the door and Uber eats let the door swing back slowly. 
 
    “Right here,” said Georgina cheerfully. 
 
    She directed the Uber guy to the coffee table between her and Danny. “I put a good tip on the credit card, so thanks and have a good night.” 
 
    The Uber man smiled, mumbled his thanks, and was gone. 
 
    She got up and locked the door, then she returned to the table and took the food out of the bags. She went to the kitchen and got a couple of glasses and poured Coke into them. 
 
    “I got you orange chicken and Beijing beef, and there’s some rolls.” 
 
    She handed him a carton and she took one. When he opened the carton, and was assailed by the delicious aroma, she popped an egg roll into the lid to hold it down. 
 
    They ate. Her with gusto. Him with thoughtful movements. 
 
    She ignored him part of the time, shoving noodles into her mouth and cutting them off with sharp incisors. 
 
    She smiled up at him a few times, poured him more Coke, and…he said: “Why are you doing this.” 
 
    She slowed down her ingestion of food and looked into an undefinable distance. “Why am I doing this? Hmm. Could it be that I care about my fellow man? Could it be that out of all the idiots who work for the door factory you’re the first one to share my real interests? Or maybe I just feel sorry for you. You certainly are a sorry enough person.” 
 
    She was joking on the last one, and he knew it. He couldn’t even get angry at her insults. 
 
    “But you’re a lesbian. how can you care about a guy.” 
 
    For a long moment she froze, stared at him, a chunk of orange chicken on her fork. then she said: “You idiot. Did you really believe me?” 
 
    “But…you…” 
 
    “I said that to put you at ease. Back then I figured you might really be gay, and that was the best way. 
 
    If he was reserved before, it was now like he had lost his mouth. 
 
    She wasn’t gay. Or a lesbian, or whatever. 
 
    She was laughing at him now. And suddenly she put down her fork. She reached across the table and made him put his fork down. She grabbed the front of his hospital robe. She pulled him so he leaned across the coffee table at her. 
 
    “Here I am, falling for a guy who can’t even fuck me. It’s not what’s wrong with you…it’s what’s wrong with me.” 
 
    She pulled him very gently and he leaned closer to her. He dropped his hands to the top of the coffee table so he wouldn’t fall, and she kept pulling. 
 
    Their lips came closer and closer. 
 
    She held him for a moment. Then she touched her lips to his. 
 
    His eyes were wide open, he was scared, his penis was stiffer than it had ever been. 
 
    Her lips were delicious. They tasted slightly of lipstick and orange spices. Her eyes were closed and she took her time. 
 
    She let him back up and opened her eyes and smiled. “You’re inexperienced…you’ve got a lot to learn. But that’s okay. I’ll teach you. Now come here…” 
 
    She pulled him across the table again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got news…and I’ve got news.” the doctor entered the room, greeted Danny and Georgina, and settled down into the swivel behind his desk. He was carrying  bulky book and a thick folder with Danny’s name on it. It had once been a thin folder. 
 
    “First, you want the news…or the news?” 
 
    He was smiling thinly, but hiding a bit of excitement. 
 
    “I guess we’ll settle for the news,” Georgina said. 
 
    “Okay. The news is that you don’t have a micropenis.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “He doesn’t?” 
 
    “Nope. Have you ever heard of something called ‘intersex?’ 
 
    They stared at him blankly.  
 
    “The official term is hermaphroditism. It is when a person is born with both male and female sexual apparatus. There are a variety of conditions that apply to this. People have different percentages of male and female, the sexual apparatus may take on different looks. I grabbed a book that explains this in complete detail.” He patted the thick book he had brought in with the folder. “But the point is that you were actually born with traits of both sexes.” 
 
    “Does this really happen?” Georgina was bewildered. 
 
    “It happens less than two per cent of the time, that people have mixed characteristics. People like Danny happen less than half a per cent of the time.” 
 
    “But…what do I do?” Danny oddly, was not shattered by the news. In fact, he felt strangely energized. He had been thinking he was a man his whole life, and apparently he did have some male characteristics, but… 
 
    “What our tests have revealed, Danny, is that your testicles are actual ovaries, inside you, and for whatever reason your vagina was covered. Flesh just grew over it.” 
 
    “I have a…a…” 
 
    “Pussy?” blurted Georgina. 
 
    “The doctor tilted and nodded his head at the same time. “Bingo. And it will take an extremely simple operation for us to expose your vagina. On X-ray it looks entirely functional. So…” 
 
    Georgina was stunned. Her mouth was open. Her head and shoulder were slumped. 
 
    Danny just started crying. 
 
      
 
    They went back to Danny’s apartment with a mix of emotions. Danny was elated, but scared. He had been considered a man all his life. Now, with a twist of the knife and a simple treatment of hormones, he would not be. He would be…a woman. 
 
    As a man he was always soft looking, a little bit weaker than other guys, and soft spoken. And he had always thought he was lacking. 
 
    But as a woman he was supposed to be physically weaker, and the doctor had said the hormones would alter certain characteristics. 
 
    He would have softer skin, the fat in his face would redistribute. His lips would grow fuller, plumper, and his hair would be longer. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    Georgina was silent, but bursting with thoughts.  
 
    She liked him. She had said she was a lesbian to calm him down, to get to the truth of him, but now that the truth was out…and then she had admitted she was not a lesbian, but she still felt deeply for him! 
 
    She glanced at him, imagined him as a woman. His pores would probably get smaller, his face smoother. She would have to pluck his eyebrows, teach him about clothes and make up, and…and what would her father think? 
 
    Her father had always accepted that she was a bit of a tomboy, but…how would he react to first finding out that Danny was a girl, and that she loved him. 
 
    Loved him. 
 
    She had gone out with boys and found the experience less than thrilling. 
 
    Oh, she liked boys well enough, and she had had sex, but something had always been lacking. 
 
    Now she was feeling flush, excited in a way she had never imagined. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” asked Danny. 
 
    “I’m thinking we should go up and have a drink and discuss everything.” 
 
    They pulled up in front of Danny’s apartment and walked up the steps. 
 
    Georgina grabbed his hand and pulled. 
 
    She had taken his hand before, but now it meant more. It wasn’t just a girl pulling a man along reluctantly, it was a woman holding hands with…a woman. 
 
    They entered the apartment and Danny headed straight for the liquor cabinet. 
 
    “All I’ve got is Old Granddad, is that okay?” 
 
    “Long as you cut it with Coke. I’ve never been that big a drinker.” 
 
    He took down the bottle and began mixing drinks. “Funny, I always thought I couldn’t hold my liquor, but it turns out that my body is a little less suited for hard drinking. 
 
    He handed her a drink and sat down next to her on the couch. They both sipped, and sighed, then Georgina turned to him. 
 
    “Okay. I’ve seen what you thought was a dick, but that was in dire circumstances, and then the doctor’s office. I want to see what you’ve got for real now.” 
 
    Danny was frozen. “You want to…see me.” 
 
    She was sitting with her legs crossed under her, sideways on the couch. “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “That’s a lifetime of denying yourself. I don’t know where we’re going with this, but I have feelings for you, and I want to see what I’m getting into.” 
 
    Danny was silent.  
 
    “Don’t make me beat you up,” she laughed. 
 
    “I’m just…it…” he put his drink down and stood up. He took down his pants and was revealed in just panties. The panties were smooth, no pouch, no bulge. There was a little, tiny poke where his clitoris, always stiff, pressed against the material. 
 
    Georgina was holding her breath. Then she blurted, “Let me.” She reached up and took hold of the sides of his panties. She slowly pulled them down. 
 
    The material was sticky, then sort of rolled, and his apparatus came into view. 
 
    His skin was smooth, a bit hairy, and then his clitoris, what he had thought was his penis, was revealed. 
 
    It was just like a penis head, a glans, but smaller. It was shiny and moist. Danny was apparently hot. 
 
    “I don’t really understand how this works,” whispered Georgina. “Do you pee through the clitoris?” 
 
    “I pee from this little opening under it.” 
 
    “And that’s what the doctor is going to open up.” 
 
    “And my clitoris is going to change a bit. It’s been malformed and it’s going to…blossom.” 
 
    “Amazing.” 
 
    Georgina was examining Danny closely. “Can I touch it?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Georgina put her hand up and extended a finger. She touched the clitoris and Danny shivered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nobody’s ever touched me there.” 
 
    “Nobody? Ever?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t even touch myself. Not if I can help it.” 
 
    Georgina stared at him. then: “You are the best example of a virgin I have ever seen. So you’ve never had sex, never been with a boy, uh…girl, and…do you get horny?” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Danny blurted, and tears squeezed out of his eyes. 
 
    “The doctor said you’re going to be normal down there, that you’ll be able to have a normal sexual life.” 
 
    “But a sexual girl life.” 
 
    “Is that scary?” 
 
    Danny nodded and gulped. “I always thought I was too short to screw anybody. Now I find out it’s me that has to be screwed. To have somebody’s penis in me. It’s…I don’t know how to handle it. 
 
    Danny was on edge now. Close to tears. 
 
    Georgina stood up and hugged him. She just held him and he started to sob. “I don’t know what to do! It’s all changing! I don’t know who I am!” 
 
    He cried for a while, but, as tears are apt to do, he dried up. He sat down, his pants around his ankles, and reached for his glass. He sucked that whiskey down like he was pouring a bottle directly down his throat. The liquor disappeared in a moment. 
 
    Georgina giggled, and Danny smiled wanly.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    “Nada.” 
 
    She sat down next to him. Close to him. And suddenly the whole situation changed. 
 
    They were too close. They were intimate close. Georgina wanted something. 
 
    “You’re not a lesbian,” said Danny. He was giving little shivers. 
 
    “I’ll learn,” she said, and she kept moving closer to him. 
 
    He backed up a little, but she had the advantage. He was at the end of the couch and there simply was no place left to go. 
 
    She pressed his hands down. 
 
    He stared at her face becoming larger, looming, taking up his whole vision. 
 
    She touched her lips to his. She was gentle at first, little pecks and nibbles, but she picked up speed. 
 
    Danny felt her lips with his own, and it felt so good and warm. 
 
    Then she had him half bent over the arm of the couch, and she was holding him and burning his lips with her own. 
 
    At first he was open-eyed, but she told him, “Close your eyes.” 
 
    He did, and he very slowly started kissing back. 
 
    It was easy. It was fun. He explored her mouth with his own. 
 
    Long minutes passed and the heat built. 
 
    Finally, they parted, and they were gasping and staring at each other like they were the second coming. 
 
    “What do we do now?” asked Danny. 
 
    “I can try to get you off,” Georgina replied. 
 
    “Can you do that?” 
 
    “I can try. I’ve never made love to a woman,” which sounded so amazing for Danny to hear, “and you’ve only got a clitoris, but…we can try.” 
 
    Georgina had avoided touching Danny’s groin. She was aware that simply kissing was dangerously overwhelming, but now she placed her hand on his mons and just kept it there. 
 
    They stared at each other, him gasping, eyes wide, scared.  
 
    Her waiting. 
 
    Slowly, his heart slowed down, was still beating fast, but no longer in danger of bursting out the front of his chest. 
 
    She kissed him, and this time it was even more intense, if that is possible. 
 
    Then she slid down his body. She kissed his nipples, spent a long time just sucking on them. They were big, bigger than a normal man’s, and he had always been ashamed. But now he knew they were bigger for a specific reason, a female reason, and the shock of pleasure began to rise through him. 
 
    His clitoris, what he thought was a penis, was stiff, and her hand brushed against it. 
 
    Then she was down to mouth level and she took it in. 
 
    Danny almost swooned. 
 
    Then he was laying back, her hands cupping his buns and lifting his sex to her, and she had everything in her mouth. 
 
    He was engulfed, and she slid her tongue over his clitoris, sucked, batted, and one finger was close to his anus. 
 
    She let that hand slide over a bit and she touched his rectum. 
 
    He jumped, but was no longer in danger of flight. 
 
    It felt good. 
 
    He lost himself in the motions of her mouth, in the proddings of of her pinkie, and, suddenly, after a lifetime of horniness, he felt it start. 
 
    What he had always been denied. 
 
    What he had wished for and never experienced. 
 
    He couldn’t even masturbate, but now he knew why. 
 
    Then he was scared, and fighting the whelming sensation, but it did no good. 
 
    Something was going to break inside him. Something was going to come undone and take him to the stars. 
 
    His arms were akimbo, moving, and he was crying out, protesting, afraid, and the wave broke. 
 
    Golden sex washed over him. His whole body arched in pleasure. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t talk, all he could do was make strange sounds, gurgling sounds, and live through the end of the world. 
 
      
 
    He started taking hormones. While he had a goodly amount of testosterone in his system, it was easily overbalanced by estrogen supplements, and his body started changing. Fast. 
 
    He had to wait a month for the operation, but by the time a month had passed his natural hormonal state was more balanced, and he was growing breasts. 
 
    Real breasts! 
 
    Not big, huge humpers, just dainty, little mounds. But they were real, and they were sensitive, and his nipples started standing up and they were bigger. 
 
    He had always had large nipples for a male, but now…now they were huge! 
 
    And sensitive! 
 
    Georgina often sucked on them, and it felt like the Fourth of July was happening inside his chest. Sparks flew, they flew so hard he became dizzy and had a hard time even thinking. 
 
    The rest of his body was changing, too. His hips were getting rounder and he was learning to walk differently. Everything was feeling different. 
 
    It was his face, however, that was changing the most. His lips were larger, rounder, softer. His skin was softer, and his pores seemed…smoother. 
 
    Even his eyes became more sparkly. 
 
    And Georgina brought over make up and clothes. 
 
    “Are you serious?” asked Danny nervously, biting his fuller, lower lip. 
 
    Georgina was holding short shorts and a sleeveless pullover. Satin and shiny. The material cut for breasts. 
 
    “Absolutely,” responded Georgina. “You’ll probably want to wear jeans and stuff for work, but half the fun of being a girl is wearing lingerie and girl clothes and…” she hesitated. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Make up.” 
 
    “Make up.” Danny breathed. He was going to wear make up. He had never thought about it, but, of course. If he was a girl he was going to have to learn all this stuff. 
 
    “And we have to do it tonight because this is our last chance to play. Your operation is tomorrow.” 
 
    For a moment everything was grim, then it wasn’t. After all, this had to be. 
 
    So Georgina helped Danny into panties and a bra. They kissed mightily, and Georgina cupped Danny’s mons and jiggled her hand up and down. 
 
    Danny giggled and protested. “Stop that!” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “No! Don’t stop!” 
 
    “Ha!” And Georgina went to work. 
 
    After a half hour of making out, Georgina helped Danny into the short shorts and the sleeveless. 
 
    Danny looked at himself in the mirror. “This is amazing.” 
 
    The short shorts were a pink color and the sleeveless was red. The short shorts fit Danny better than male clothes had ever fit him. The sleeveless revealed that he was growing mounds. 
 
    Georgina was standing back while Danny looked at himself in the mirror. She pondered, then blurted, “You’ve been shaving your legs!” 
 
    Danny turned red. “Well, I thought, it’s something girls do, and the hair was…hairy.” 
 
    Georgina laughed. “Don’t worry. You did right. Now sit down and let’s start teaching you about make up. 
 
    Georgina taught Danny about cleansing pores, primer, and all the other things that go into making a face into a canvas. 
 
    Danny stared in wonder, made a mess when he was allowed, and watched in amazement as Georgina colored his eyes, and, finally, his lips. 
 
    “Good thing you always wear your hair long,” Georgina smiled as she coiffed Danny’s hair. She trimmed, coiled, used bobby pins, and showed Danny a few ways to fix his hair. 
 
    “You make it look so easy,” Danny said at one point. “I can’t even put on lipstick right.” 
 
    “You’ll get it. Remember, I’ve been doing this all my life. When my mother was alive she lived to play make up with me.” 
 
    “And now you’re teaching me.” 
 
    “Yep,” Georgina confirmed. 
 
    Danny was in a mood. “Thank you,” and his eyes teared up. 
 
    Georgina quickly blotted. “Control those hormones, girl friend. You’ll ruin your make up.” 
 
    But about an hour later he ruined his make up, anyway, when they made love. 
 
      
 
    He woke up. 
 
    The room was white and he could hear hospital sounds. 
 
    Georgina was sitting next to him, her head down as she rested, for she had been exhausted with anticipation and nervousness. 
 
    Danny was fine. More than fine. He was drugged and feeling no pain. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    Georgina’s head jerked up, she focused and smiled, and they hugged. 
 
    The operation went off without a hitch, and he spent a week in the hospital, a week during which countless doctors poked and prodded and were surprisingly respectful. 
 
    After the week he was out of the bulky bandages and only had some easily hidden bandages over his sex. He also had directions on how to watch for infection, how to change bandages, and to avoid any kind of activity for a month, then to avoid strenuous activity for another month. 
 
    Feeling a bit sore when he walked, still showing traces of bruises form the operation, Danny was fine with that. 
 
      
 
    Georgina came over every single day after the operation. She even took off from work, and she kept clothes in Danny’s apartment. She often spent the night, and the two girl snuggled in bed and slept horny. 
 
    Georgina had no recourse to a penis, and Danny wasn’t feeling spry enough to service her. But she did wonder. “How do you stand it? Aren’t you horny?” 
 
    “Well, confession time…” Georgina looked a bit guilty. “I’ve got a vibrator.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “A vibrator is an essential girl tool. You don’t always have a man, or want one, and…it’s the only way to fly.” 
 
    “Bring it over! I want to see it.” 
 
    So she did, and Georgina had to explain all about using it.  
 
    And then Danny demanded that she demonstrate. 
 
    Oh, Lord, embarrassment and laughter, and when Georgina was done she said. “Never again.” 
 
    “How about tomorrow.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And they laughed. 
 
      
 
    They couldn’t use the vibrator, or Georgina’s mouth, on Danny. He was untouchable until fully healed. But the day he was announced as ‘good to go,’ Georgina came over with a grin, and something in her pants. 
 
    She walked up the steps, entered the apartment, and grinned. 
 
    “What?” Danny was eating cereal at the kitchen table. 
 
    Georgina was wearing jeans and a flannel shirt. She had bound her rather sizable breasts and they were only bulges in her shirt. 
 
    She unbuckled, unzipped, and a big dick flopped out. 
 
    Danny gaped. “What?” 
 
    “Bend over, honey, I think I love you!” 
 
    Danny stood up and came to her, staring at the big dingus poking out from her pants. 
 
    “It’s a strap on, and I got it just for you. when you’re ready, of course.” 
 
    Danny knelt and examined it closely. It was big and black with veins that spiraled, in a meandering fashion, down the shaft. The balls were huge. 
 
    “Can I…?” 
 
    “Feel them? Of course!” 
 
    He felt the balls first. they were big sacks that felt squooshy to the touch. He circled his hands around them. “And this is what balls really feel like?” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! I forgot! You’ve never touched a man’s package! Yes. I got them very lifelike. I figured you’d like the feel of real stuff over hard metal or glass, or some weird latex stuff.” 
 
    He felt the shaft, marveled at the raised veins. “And I’ll be able to feel these veins?” 
 
    “Would you like to find out?” 
 
    His eyes were wide as he looked up and nodded. 
 
    “Then suck my dick and let’s get started.” 
 
    He was curious and didn’t have to be asked twice. His head moved forward, his lips opened, his tongue touched the head. 
 
    “That’s it. Come on.” 
 
    He moved his mouth down the shaft, and quickly gagged. 
 
    Georgina laughed. “I threw up the first time I did that. But it gets better.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’ll be able to deep throat and even swallow. With a little practice, that is.” 
 
    He closed his mouth over the head and started moving back along the shaft. Again, the gagging, but as he practiced he found it did get easier. Then he had a thought. 
 
    “But you won’t cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Is that good or bad?” 
 
    “Depends. But maybe someday, if you feel like it, we can get somebody with a real dick to volunteer his services for you. 
 
    Danny wasn’t sure about that. He was pretty knew to all this stuff. But in the moment he sucked, and he squeezed the big sacks, then Georgina reached down and brought him to his feet. 
 
    “Honey, I know you’re getting off on it, but it gets better.” 
 
    They kissed, passionately, and Danny was surprised to find that sucking cock had changed the way he was kissing. 
 
    They entered the bedroom and Georgina slowly undressed him. 
 
    “Let’s see,” she said. 
 
    He laid back and spread his legs and Georgina got down and looked. 
 
    “It’s a snatch,” breathed Georgina. “I’m going to touch it.” 
 
    Danny gasped and wiggled his hips. He didn’t know if he was wiggling away or towards. 
 
    Georgina had barely touched the labia, but she dug in deeper and traced the lips up to where the clitoris stood up. 
 
    “Your clit looks bigger, but it’s tilted differently. 
 
    “I feel it differently now, too.” 
 
    Georgina put her head forward and kissed Danny’s clit. She took the little point in her mouth and sucked. 
 
    Danny trembled with the sensation. 
 
    “Okay. Let me put some vaseline on my dick. the doctor said you’ll be making your own lube, but it might take a while for your pussy to figure it out and start doing the right thing at the right time.” 
 
    Danny lay on his back and watched between his legs and Georgina lubed her strap on dildo. Then she leaned forward, put her hands on each side of him, looked down to make sure she was putting the dildo in the right place, and pushed. 
 
    Danny cried out. He felt the entire head of the big cock enter him, and it felt…good. But…strange. 
 
    He realized: she’s inside me! 
 
    And she was, but she wasn’t going anywhere. For a short while Danny gulped and gasped and took deep breaths, then asked, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Waiting for you to relax.” 
 
    “I’m as relaxed as I’m going to be.” 
 
    “Then I should get busy.” Georgina pushed an inch in. 
 
    He tightened up, pushed back, but Georgina just stopped and waited.  
 
    “I was a virgin once, so I know what to do.” 
 
    “Oh, man. Heysoos. Fuck.” Danny gasped out, trying to make himself relax. He said, “I’m not going to be a virgin any longer.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “In fact, you’re fucked.”  
 
    Georgina put the twist on the phrase, gave it the secondary meaning of ‘you’re all messed up,’ and the two began to laugh. 
 
    Then they started repeating the phrase. 
 
    “I’m truly fucked.” 
 
    “You’re really fucked.” 
 
    “Am I fucked up or fucked down?” 
 
    “You’re so fucked you don’t even know.” 
 
    And they laughed, and suddenly Georgina was another inch in. 
 
    And now, because he was laughing, Danny started enjoying it, and not tensing up. 
 
    Another inch. 
 
    Another. 
 
    And, finally, Georgina was all the way in. 
 
    They lay, Georgina on top, and looked at each other. 
 
    “I’m fucked,” whispered Danny, lovingly, and they began to kiss. 
 
    And move. 
 
    And the act of fucking, which Danny had never partaken of, proved to be easier than he had thought. 
 
    In fact, when it was his turn to wear the dildo he found that the male half of fucking was harder than the female half. 
 
    But that was okay, he was willing to learn. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Danny, now Danielle, returned to work. He was a she, and she had no metal contraption on her knee, no stitches on her thigh, and a well used vagina in her pants and panties. 
 
    George was no problem. Georgina had been keeping him in the loop, and he was glad to support everything. 
 
    The other workers had been told, and they were a mix of emotions. 
 
    Some of them were fine, some were confused, and some were…opposed. 
 
    But they did their work, George or Georgina gave them a talking to if  there was any grumbling, and Danielle was free to do her work. 
 
    Normally she wore work jeans and flannels to work, but she always wore sexy underwear underneath. 
 
    Time passed. 
 
    Georgina eventually moved out of Danielle’s apartment, but they remained super cool friends and sometimes lovers. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, Danielle?” 
 
    Danielle turned and faced Ace, the guy who had spilled oil on the floor. He had been one of the ones most opposed to Danielle. 
 
    “Yo?” 
 
    “I was wondering…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Daniella got off the forklift and stood in front of him. 
 
    “A few of us are going out for pizza on Friday after work. We were wondering if you wanted to with us.” 
 
    Danielle smiled, and thought. Ace didn’t like her at first, but now she caught him looking at her at odd times. Was he coming around. Well, only one way to find out. 
 
    “Are you asking for the group? Or is this for you?” 
 
    Ace turned a bright red and stammered, “Uh, well…” 
 
    “It’s okay, Danielle grinned. “I’d love to go out. Is it really the guys? Or just you and me?” 
 
    If she thought Ace was red faced before…sheesh! 
 
    “Uh…it’s uh…” 
 
    “That’s okay. I’d love to.” 
 
    Ace had a very sheepish but proud grin on his face when he turned away. 
 
    Later, Danielle told Georgina what had happened. 
 
    Georgina laughed. “He’s a goof, but maybe you’ll finally find out what a real prick feels like.” 
 
    Danielle nodded and smiled. “Maybe.” Then, “I hope so.” 
 
    And both girls giggled. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Sex and slavery, they really go together, don’t they? I mean it’s sexy to spank somebody’s bottom, and if you do it right they get all turned on, and sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. 
 
    Of course, I do tend to like spanking more than being spanked, but, hey! To each their own. 
 
    But you know who’s really good at this? Alyce. My bestie Alyce Thorndyke. She’s the one wrote ‘The Broken Man books, the Oz parodies, and lots of other stuff. 
 
    Now when she talked about spanking I listen. That girl knows al-l-l the tricks. 
 
    Anyway, you guys and gals enjoy this story, and, remember… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got to talk.” Shannon sat at the dining table. She was wearing a pencil skirt with a high hem. Her nylon clad legs were crossed at the thigh. Her arms were folded under her ample chest, making her boobs look bigger, but somehow off limits. Her face, normally a sweet orchestra of beauty, was showing no emotion. 
 
    Roger stood in the doorway. He had just got home and he was in a good mood. Had been in a good mood. The atmosphere was now quite chilly. 
 
    “Honey? What’s wrong?” He wasn’t faking it because he was sure he was safe. He had covered his tracks. No one had caught him. He was okay. 
 
    Her full bottom lip quivered slightly, and she commanded him, “Sit down.” 
 
    Now Roger was starting to worry. What the hell could be going on? “Did you get in an accident? Are you all right?” He dropped his brief case on the chair just inside the big doorway and crossed the room to her. “Honey?” 
 
    “Sit.” Her voice was so cold she could have frozen a polar bear. 
 
    Roger sat, and suddenly he was sweating. But she didn't know anything! She couldn’t…she didn’t…she— 
 
    She tossed a manila envelope on the table. 
 
    He looked at it. For a plain thing, not an address or a mark on it, it was…scary. He suddenly felt like he was about to read his own death certificate. 
 
    He picked up the envelope, looked at her with the most innocent look he could muster—she can’t know!—and ran a finger under the flap and opened it. 
 
    There was a sheaf of pictures in the envelope, and a bunch of papers that looked like…receipts. 
 
    His heart started to sink. She couldn’t know! but…he lifted out the papers and photos and started thumbing through them. His heart began pounding heavily. His eyes glazed over, but saw what was on the pictures. 
 
    A woman. And him. At a motel. Kissing. As they entered through a doorway. 
 
    A woman. And him. At a restaurant. Drinking and laughing. 
 
    A woman. Him kissing her. His hands under her dress and her moaning. 
 
    A woman. On her knees. With him…and the look on his face. 
 
    “I…” he muttered softly. “Don’t…” barely audible. “You…” a whisper. 
 
    “In your own words, Roger. How long has this been going on?What’s her name? Start talking. And be honest, for a change, because if I have these pictures then I already know.” 
 
    He didn’t know what she knew. She might know everything. She might know almost nothing. But…the pictures. And…he was going to have to be honest. 
 
    “I…uh…a year.” His voice was about as loud as a whisper in a church. An embarrassed whisper. 
 
    “Her name is Celia. I…uh…we met…she was a client…I’m sorry…I didn’t mean—“ 
 
    “How is she in bed?” 
 
    Though it was just words, it was like a slap in his face, a hard slap, and he felt it all the way to the ground. 
 
    “I…I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I asked…how was she in bed?” Her voice was like air conditioning in an igloo. 
 
    “But, honey! I didn’t—“ 
 
    “I asked,” she cut into him, emphasizing her words, “How was she in bed.” 
 
    He didn’t know how to answer, but the words found their way out of him. “I…I guess she was good.” 
 
    “You guess? Was she better than me?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    “Then why did you do it?” 
 
    His voice shrank even more. “It was exciting. I thought…it was…exciting.” 
 
    “So you cheated on me for a cheap thrill.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” his eyes were now getting moist. All the times he had screwed Celia he had felt so good, and what was the harm? As long as Shannon didn’t know there was no harm, right? 
 
    But…”How did you…” 
 
    “How did I find out?” 
 
    She ignored his question. “I have video tapes of you two in the bedroom. I hear you telling her how much you love her. I hear her grunting and slobbering when she blows you. How do you think that makes me feel?” 
 
    Her voice was freezing, but there were glimmers of tears leaking out the corners. 
 
    “Honey, I’ll make it up to you!” 
 
    “The first thing I thought, when I discovered all this, was that I was going to make you pay. I was going to divorce you. I was going to own the house, take the cars, leave you with nothing but underpants. I was going to take the stocks, the bonds, the house at Big Bear. Then I realized something terrible.”  
 
    She paused. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “I still love you.” 
 
    “Honey!” he leaped to his feet as if to come around the table and hug her. 
 
    She put up her hand and stopped him. “Then I realized that if I did all those things to you it wasn’t much. You could just make a bunch of money, rebuild your empire. In the end, it wasn’t going to hurt. And a person who cheats needs to learn what hurt is. He has to feel the pain. Otherwise there is no lesson.” 
 
    “Then you aren’t going to leave me?” 
 
    “No. But you’re going to wish I had. I’m going to make you my slave for a year. Your’e going to do anything and everything I tell you. And if you don’t then not only will I take you for everything, I’ll release the photos, the videos, everything…to Facebutt and the media. How do you think your company stock will fare after that? How many investors are going to be willing to invest in your companies, your new projects, if I do that?” 
 
    “I…but…” 
 
    “Shut up, Roger. Just shut up.” 
 
    Roger shut. 
 
    He was pale, and sweating, and scared. 
 
    He had never seen Shannon so mad. And he knew that if she did do what she had said…he was done for. His life would be over. 
 
    His only chance was to placate her. To do what she said until he could find a way out of this mess. 
 
    “One year, you son of a bitch. After that…maybe we’ll divorce, maybe you can run off with your bitch girlfriend…that’s up to you. But for one year I’m going to be taking my pound of flesh. And it’s going to be a pretty fucking big pound.” 
 
    He stared at her. There was nothing he could say, and he was afraid that if he did say anything then she would go through with her threats. So he just sat there. 
 
    She stood up, a gorgeous woman with sexy legs and an amazing chest. who he loved to fuck. Who gave good head. but was now not in the mood for any of those things. 
 
    “You’ll be sleeping in the guest room tonight. Tomorrow we’ll move you out to the tool shed. Tomorrow you will start your new life, your life for a year. Good night.” 
 
    She walked out of the room, down the hallway. He heard her high heels click on the wood floor, and on the shallow steps that led up to the master bedroom. 
 
    He was going to be outside? In the tool shed? But…surely she couldn’t mean…he couldn’t. 
 
    BANG! The bedroom door slammed and Roger jumped. 
 
    Shannon had left the photos on the table and he looked down at them, then started leafing through them. 
 
    He remembered the times in those photos. He remembered the motels, the dinners out, the way she treated his cock like it was God’s gift to horny women. 
 
    All done now. 
 
    Every thing was over. 
 
    His life was over. 
 
    Tears began to fall on the photos. 
 
    It was January. 
 
      
 
    He woke up in the guest bedroom. The bed was smaller than he was used to and he felt a little cramped. He hadn’t showered the night before, and he felt a little grimy. His hair was messed up and his mouth tasted foul. 
 
    He shouldn’t have had those two drinks before he went to bed, but after what had happened he really felt like he needed those drinks. 
 
    He stood up, and stretched, yawned, thought about how he felt. Bad. 
 
    He decided to take a shower in the mud room on the other side of the house. Naked, he walked through the house and into the room. He stepped into the shower and his spirits rose a little.  
 
    Shannon would get over it. She’d come to her senses. All he had to do was— 
 
    “What are you doing in there?” Shannon pulled the door open and glared at him. She was holding one of his belts. 
 
    “Taking…a shower. I—“ 
 
    “Did I give you permission to take a shower?” 
 
    “Well, no, but—“ 
 
    She stepped back. “Get out.” 
 
    He did. He dripped on the tile floor.  
 
    “Outside!” 
 
    She held the door to the backyard open. 
 
    “But it’s cold!”  
 
    She slapped his ass with the belt. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “I said get out!” 
 
    He was wet and naked. She was clothed and holding a belt. He tried to stay away from her as he scooted through the door, but she strapped him again. 
 
    “Ow! Stop it!” 
 
    She followed him out the door. 
 
    It was cold. He could see his breath. His skin was already goose pimply and his hair was standing up. 
 
    “You will not shower in the house,” she stated, uncoiling the garden hose from the holder next to the garage. 
 
    “What are you doing? Stop this! You—“ 
 
    “You can jump in the pool if you wish, or use the sink in the tool shed, or this…” 
 
    She sprayed him with the garden hose. The water was cold and cutting and suddenly he was having a hard time breathing. 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” he cried. The stream of water was focused to a point and it hurt. the coldness hurt. She was aiming for his ass, his face, his groin, and she wouldn't stop. 
 
    He tried to dance away, but she followed him. 
 
    He tried to go around the pool, slipped, and fell in. 
 
    SPLASH! 
 
    But he came out of the pool like he was fired from a pistol! The water had to be near freezing! In fact, it was freezing! A pot with a bit of water in it had frozen over! 
 
    “Stop!” he begged. 
 
    She turned the water off and tossed the hose on the ground. 
 
    “Clear everything out of the tool shed. There’s a blanket in there if you want to dry off. I’ll feed you later.” 
 
    She walked back into the house and he stood and shivered. And, the weirdest thing, he had an erection. 
 
      
 
    The tool shed was more than a shed. It was used for storage, for tools, and it even had a slop sink in it and a toilet. Originally it had been a small room, a guest house, but they decided it was archaic, too shabby, and just stored stuff in there. 
 
    Roger entered the tool shed and searched for the blanket. It was on a bottom shelf, and some varmint had bitten off pieces of it for its nest. It was filthy with rat hair and turds, and had big holes in it. 
 
    Still, it was all he had. He took it out and shook it off. Then he tried to dry himself and wrap himself in it. 
 
    It was scratchy. It was short, too. Probably a horse blanket. It didn’t offer much in the way of warmth. 
 
    He went back into the tool shed and looked around. Rakes, hoes, shovels, clippers, edgers, an old push lawn mower. 
 
    On the shelves next to a filthy, opaque piece of glass that was a window were hammers, saws, drills, boxes of nails, and so on.  
 
    He remembered getting married and needing those tools. then he had built his company up and didn’t need them. He could hire people to do the things that he had once enjoyed. 
 
    The toilet was crusty. Some varmint had apparently been pushing the toilet seat up and sticking its snout in to drink. 
 
    The sink was caked with dirt and rusty water. 
 
    He began to move the tools and things aside. He made himself a space in the corner under the work bench. It was too small, and the cement floor was hard underneath it, but it was the only semblance of furniture in the place. 
 
    He crawled under the bench, wrapped the holy blanket around himself, and tried to stop shivering. 
 
     
 
    Bang! The door slammed back against the wall and Shannon stood in the doorway. She placed a dish on the floor and looked around. She saw him coming out from under the bench and a thin smile turned the corners of her mouth up. 
 
    “I want everything out of here. Put it in a pile in the driveway by the mail box. Any tool go in the garage.Wash your plate and leave it outside the mud room.” 
 
    He mumbled, “Can I have some clothes?” 
 
    “Did you need clothes when you were fucking your bitch?” 
 
    “But it’s cold!” 
 
    “Wrap your hands around your ding dong. That looks hot enough.” 
 
    He was aware that he had a boner. It had been hard when she kicked him out, and it was getting harder. What the fuck? 
 
    She walked out, leaving the door open. 
 
    He listened to her heels clicking around the pool. He heard the door slam. 
 
    He straightened up, felt stiff, but went to the bowl she had brought him his breakfast in. 
 
    It was the old dog dish! 
 
    And it was filled with…slop. 
 
    Then he blinked. No. Not slop. 
 
    He reached down and picked it up. He sniffed it. Goop! 
 
    Oh, my God! My favorite food! 
 
    There was a moment there that he thought she was taking pity on him, that she didn’t mean it, that…no. She meant it. 
 
    But…goop? 
 
    Goop was his favorite dish of all time. It was an odd dish. Easy to make, very filling, stuck to the ribs. 
 
    It was hamburger, rice, onion, celery, all mixed into a can of Cream of Chicken soup, and salt. That was all.  
 
    Yet he loved it. He would eat it over steak! Any day of the week! 
 
    Then he frowned. What nefarious plot was Shannon hatching? 
 
    But, whatever the plot, the goop was real. 
 
    He looked around for a fork, realized there wasn’t one, and stared at the goop. 
 
    He was supposed to eat like a dog.  
 
    Nasty of her. 
 
    Yet, he would. For goop. And that was the nefariousness she had planned. He was going to be broken down one piece at a time. 
 
    Well, for goop…he sat down and used his fingers. He scooped the warm stuff with his fingers and fed himself. 
 
      
 
    He finished moving everything out of the tool shed. He used a broom to sweep away cobwebs. He used a bucket of water and old newspaper to clean the darkened window. 
 
    He was freezing the whole time he cleaned. And his penis was hard. But there was nothing else to do. 
 
    A little past noon Shannon called to him from the mud room. “Go get the paint!” 
 
    Paint? 
 
    Blanket wrapped around him, he walked through the side yard to the driveway. 
 
    The driveway was long and curved, and no neighbors could see past the hedges. Semi naked, he saw several cans of pink paint, and a brush. 
 
    Pink? WTF? 
 
    He took the paint into the backyard and placed it next to the mud room. 
 
    Tap, tap! 
 
    He looked at the kitchen window. Shannon was motioning him to take the paint to the shed. 
 
    But why was he…and he got it. He was supposed to paint the shed pink. All of it. Inside and out! 
 
    He hated pink! 
 
    He painted the structure all afternoon, and since it wasn’t large he was done by dinner. That took his mind off the lunch he hadn’t had. 
 
    But dinner…goop. That was fine with him. He could eat goop all three meals. 
 
    He was just finishing eating when Shannon came out to see him. She watched him for a moment, then remarked. “I would try to fill in the cracks with pink paint, stop the wind. And I notice you’ve got a hard on. Dreaming of Celia, no doubt.” 
 
    “No,” he muttered, knowing that she would ignore him. 
 
    “Well, if you plan on masturbating I would do it quick. 
 
    With that enigmatic remark she returned to the house. 
 
      
 
    It was cold that night, and he slept in short spurts. by the time dawn arrived he felt like his toes were little blocks of ice, and even his boner had gone down. 
 
    When dawn came he sat up and rubbed his body and tried to get circulation going. 
 
    Then, trying to hold the blanket around him, he tried to do some jumping jacks. The motion warmed him, but he was so damned cold it didn’t matter. He wondered if he was going to get frostbite. 
 
     
 
    “I want the lawn cut and the windows washed. Get the things you’ll need out of the garage, and be quick. I lock the house up now.” 
 
    “Why do you lock the house up?” 
 
    “To keep you out when I go on errands, she snapped. “Did you jack off?” 
 
    “It’s too cold!” he whined. 
 
    “Too bad.” 
 
    She turned and went back into the house. 
 
      
 
    And so it went for several days. 
 
    He ate goop for breakfast and dinner, slept in a holy horse blanket, and did labor. 
 
    It was a time for reflection. Past the resentment, he thought about running away. But where would he go? 
 
    He thought about breaking into the house and having it out with his wife. 
 
    But she had the pictures. 
 
    And the belt. 
 
    And he was starting to wonder if she had other things. Maybe she had the pistol he had bought to defend herself against intruders? 
 
    Probably not. 
 
    But…she was proving capable of things he had never imagined her to be capable of. 
 
      
 
    After dinner. 
 
    “Want some clothes?” 
 
    “Yes?” he burst out. 
 
    “Put this on.” 
 
    She held out a chastity device. 
 
    He stared at it. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    “Wait!” he yelped. 
 
    She turned back to him. She held it out. He took it. 
 
    “I can’t get it on,” he muttered. His cock was standing out. 
 
    “When you get it on I’ll give you clothes. Beat it, freeze it, I don’t care. But no clothes until you are contained.” 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “You’ll be in chastity even past the year,” she announced. “Your dick will never be free to spread its seed willy nilly ever again.” 
 
    That was a stark statement and he stared at her. 
 
    “Now, hurry up. Knock on the kitchen window when you have it on.” 
 
     
 
    Putting a chastity belt on a hard dick is an impossibility. It just won’t fit. The only solution is to make the dick soft. 
 
    He got a plant pot, filled it with ice water, and squatted over it, his dingus dangling into the freezing water. 
 
    It just made him harder. 
 
    He tried jacking off. He didn’t feel like it, hard dick notwithstanding. So he stroked and stroked, and tried to think sexy thoughts, and…he started to feel the urge. 
 
    He stroked harder. 
 
    He was excited, but he still couldn’t get there. 
 
    He did the one thing that was guaranteed to make him squirt. He stuck a finger in his ass. 
 
    “AH!” he grunted. “Oh…fuck!” 
 
    It was a cum. Not a particularly enjoyable one as he was too cold to enjoy it. 
 
    But it did the trick. He now had a soft dinger, and he quickly put the chastity tube on it. 
 
    He stood up and sighed. fucking kinky, to have this thing on his thing. 
 
    He trotted across the yard to the window. Oh, God! Clothes! He tapped on the window. 
 
    Shannon appeared at the window, looked down at his imprisoned cock and smiled. She gave him a thumbs up—that was the first signal of approval she had given him since this whole thing started—then disappeared. A moment later a small bag was shoved out the dogie door at the mud room. 
 
    Roger stared at the bag. It was small. Too small. He wanted pants, a shirt, a jacket! 
 
    He walked to the bag, his brow furrowed, and opened it. 
 
    Panties and a bra. And…lipstick? 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He went back to the window and tapped. 
 
    Shannon appeared. She was holding a cell phone. 
 
    “I need clothes! You said clothes! Not this…this…stuff!” 
 
    She held up the phone and placed it against the window. 
 
    He blinked and stared. It was somebody crouching…the picture a little dark…then it lightened up. 
 
    It was him! Standing in the shed! And he was…Oh, my God!…he was jacking off! And his finger was up his butt! 
 
    His head jerked up and he stared at her. 
 
    She was grinning. 
 
    “And leave it there!” she yelled through the glass. 
 
    He knew exactly what she meant. The camera. 
 
    He ran to the shed and looked up at the high corner. A little, red, light. A camera! She had videoed him beating off! 
 
    He ran back to the window. 
 
    “Erase it! Delete it!” 
 
    She shook her head. She had a white piece of paper and was writing something on it on the counter. 
 
    “You have to get rid of that! If somebody saw it…” 
 
    She folded the paper in half and set it on the window ledge. He read.  
 
      
 
    Open! 
 
      
 
    She turned it on the ledge. 
 
      
 
    Closed! 
 
      
 
    Tears leaked out of his eyes. “I need clothes!” 
 
    She looked at the sack in his hands, then up at him, then she simply walked away. the light in the kitchen went off. 
 
     
 
    Closed! 
 
     
 
    The tears were flowing now, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    He turned and walked back to the shed. He could hardly see as he entered the shed. It was dark and gloomy, his eyes were filled with water. He was freezing. 
 
    And only panties and a bra. 
 
    He shivered. 
 
    Made a resolution not to wear the panties and bra. 
 
    Then he realized that Shannon would just figure some way to force him to wear them. 
 
    Besides, maybe the little wisps of material would afford him at least a tid bit of warmth. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    But…he couldn’t bring himself to wear them. 
 
      
 
    He woke up. Freezing. It had been two weeks and he had never felt so miserable.  
 
    He spent his nights shivering, and was actually looking forward to some kind of work so he could take his mind off his situation. 
 
    Shannon called out, “Breakfast.” 
 
    He hurried out to the mud room. She was holding his goop and a box was on the ground next to her. 
 
    He was naked but for the blanket. He still wasn’t wearing the panties and bra.  
 
    His cock looked very small in the little cage. 
 
    She grinned as it bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Cute,” she said. 
 
    She placed the dish on the ground and waited.  
 
    He knelt down and picked it up. 
 
    She placed a hand on his head and held him down. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    He was stunned that he couldn’t stand up. He must be getting weaker.  
 
    He was losing weight on the two meals a day, and he just felt…weak. He was working, but he figured he wasn’t getting enough protein to stay strong. 
 
    Or he was just shivering his strength away. 
 
    She said, “Eat on all fours. When you’re done washing your dish I want you to do what’s in the box.” 
 
    “What’s in the box?” 
 
    “Instructions.” 
 
    With that she went back into the house. 
 
    Roger stood up. She saw him, but didn’t bother reprimanding him. she just continued into the main part of the house. 
 
    Roger ate. He loved goop, but he was eating nothing but goop. It was probably healthy enough, he could probably live a long time on the stuff, but he was now gulping it down like he normally did. Now it was just food, and he ingested it, and that was all the joy he was getting. 
 
    He finished, washed his dish, and opened the box. 
 
    Four J bolts.  
 
    A piece of paper detailing where they should be in the shed. 
 
    A large wrench. 
 
      
 
    He screwed the J bolts in. Two in the thick four by four at the top of the shed wall, and two into the thick four by four at the bottom of the wall. 
 
    He was curious, but he was pretty sure he would find out what they were four soon. 
 
    He finished and tapped on the kitchen window. 
 
    He didn’t need to. She could see him in the little corner camera. But he wanted to look into the kitchen. Maybe see a bit of her. A glimpse of her passing even. 
 
    She might be mean, but she was his only source of human contact. 
 
    He used to meet with dozens of people a day. Now there was only her. 
 
    She might hate him, and he might resent his situation, but she was all he had. 
 
    The door to the mud room opened and she came out. She was holding four hand cuffs and four lengths of chain. 
 
    “Come along,” she said briskly. 
 
    She led him into the tool shed, his house, or home now, and directed him to stand against the wall. 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Face to the wall,” she said. 
 
    He turned around. She fastened the chains to the J bolts and used a big channel lock plier to squeeze the Js into a hard circle.  
 
    She put the cuffs through a link, then around an ankle, and ankle, a wrist, and a wrist. 
 
    He was fastened to the wall. 
 
    Naked. 
 
    “Not bad,” she mused, standing back. “Don’t go away.” And she walked out. 
 
    She returned ten minutes later, and she was…different. 
 
    First, she was wearing a black corset and no bra. Her tits were pushed up and poking out.  
 
    Her hips flared under the corset, and her pussy was quite visible. 
 
    She was wearing stockings with big mesh, and tall heels. 
 
    Her hair was done up in a top pony tail, and her make up was severe. Her eyes were dark and her lips a red, but full, slash. 
 
    She had his belt around her neck and the two ends were draped down over her boobs. 
 
    “Hello, dear,” she smiled. 
 
    He stood, his neck bent so he could watch her. His dick was trying desperately to get erect. “What is this?” 
 
    “Just part of your punishment. How many times do you think you made love to Celia over the year?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know. I don’t…it didn’t…count.” 
 
    Her nonchalant attitude, her appearance, the way she asked the question…he was confused. 
 
    “Did you meet with her once a week? Remember, I’ve got receipts. I’ll know if you’re lying.” 
 
    “I…twice a week.” 
 
    “Twice a week! My, my! Aren’t you the stud. You’re fucking her twice a week, and then me…but you were falling off with me a bit, weren’t you. You used to fuck me three times a week, but then you only did me once a week, and she was getting the rest of you. Twice a week. Double what I was getting. Is that right?” 
 
    “I don’t know! I—“ 
 
    CRACK! She struck him with the belt across the butt. 
 
    He jumped and cried out. It wasn’t a hard strike, just enough to wake him up, to remind him of who was in charge. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Twice a week!” 
 
    She leaned against him and he felt the hot tops of her tits poking into his back. His cock struggled. He whimpered. 
 
    “Twice a week. Oh, my manly man. That’s a hundred times you betrayed me. How many strokes should you get for that?” 
 
    “None! I’m not an animal! You can’t—“ 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    The secret to a good whipping…” she began to explain. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Is to hit you hard enough to hurt, not so hard that I can’t whip you again tomorrow. I suggest you count.” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Because I’m not going to count.” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Better count. I think you’re at five now.” 
 
    “Five! Yes. Please! Don’t—“ 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Lord have mercy!” he cried out. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    She was up to ten before he realized that nobody was counting. He began counting. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Ten!” 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Eleven!” 
 
    Each number was accompanied with tears and whimpers and guttural sounds. 
 
    She stopped at twenty, pressed against him, reached around him and felt his weenie in the cage. 
 
    “Hey, it’s doing pretty good. Feel it trying to get hard?” 
 
    He was sore. His back was pink, but not bloodied. She was doing a consummate job of punishing him, and exciting him. 
 
    She cupped his cheeks and humped him. 
 
    He cried out because it hurt. 
 
    She kissed his neck. “God, I love you,” she whispered. 
 
    “Then let me loose!” 
 
    “Not a chance. You need this. You betrayed me, and you need to learn. 
 
    “I’ve learned. 
 
    “Not for a year you haven’t.” 
 
    “You’re going to do this to me for a year?” he sounded incredulous. 
 
    “But I already told you that. Why are you so surprised?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Let me ask you a question.” 
 
    Now she waited. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you deserve this?” 
 
    It was a fair question, an honest question, and everything stopped for Roger. 
 
    She knew everything; she had all the answers. 
 
    He knew she knew this one. 
 
    There was only one answer. 
 
    “Come on, Roger. Do you deserve this?” 
 
    She was shaking his caged cock, and it felt so good. His balls were bouncing underneath and he almost felt like he could cum. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    “Yes!” he broke. 
 
    And it was like something clean had just run through him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Roger had put down some bricks and planks under the work bench. He was off the ground, but still shivering with the cold. 
 
    But, oddly, he felt good. 
 
    He had finally admitted his cheating in enough detail that he felt cleansed. 
 
    They say that confession is good for the man, and now Roger understood that. 
 
    He lay, trembling with cold, trying to huddle into the worn and tattered blanket, and thought about what he had done. 
 
    He had cheated on his wife. 
 
    And…why? 
 
    He had lied to her, betrayed her, and for what? 
 
    A roll in the hay. He had told Celia, among other things, that he was going to leave his wife, that his wife hadn’t treated him right. He had even hinted that it was his wife that was cheating. 
 
    He had said he was going to leave his wife, and would she be patient while he figured things out. 
 
    All lies. 
 
    So not just lies to his wife, but to his girlfriend. 
 
    Laying, huddled, cold, his penis trying to get hard—seemed that was all it did these days—he started to understand what a cad he was. 
 
    It was just so unfortunate that he had to hit rock bottom before he realized it. 
 
    The door to the shed opened and a blast of cold wind entered. 
 
    He moaned. Painting over the cracks in the structure, sealing it with pink paint, had actually enabled him to raise the temperature in the building an almost imperceptible degree or two. 
 
    Now that advantage whistled out the door. 
 
    “Shut…shut the door,” his teeth chattered. 
 
    She did, but chuckled. 
 
    She was carrying a camping lantern, a bright one that lit the hovel up. 
 
    The shed actually had electricity, but it had gone out a couple of years before. It still had a light hanging by a thin chain from the center of the ceiling and she hooked the lantern over the cord. 
 
    She looked around the shed and grunted. “Really, I don’t see how you can live like this. Stand up.” 
 
    He unfolded himself from his ‘bed’ and stood up. He moved gingerly as the strapping had left him quite sore. 
 
    Shannon was wearing jeans and a thick jacket. Her cheeks were flush with the brisk hair and her eyes were sparkling with the novelty of feeling the cold weather. 
 
    Normally she was in a nice, warm house. 
 
    “Bend over the bench.” 
 
    Afraid that she was going to pull out the belt again, he yet had to. He might be scared, but he was also beaten. There wasn’t much left in him to resist. 
 
    But she didn’t abuse him. She pulled a small squeeze tube out of a pocket, squeezed a glob of ointment on her fingers, and began massaging his ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed, tears coming to his eyes from the mix of pain and pleasure. 
 
    But it was much more pleasure than pain. In fact, he was startled to find that the spanking, which had hurt so much, was now affording him such pleasure. Who would have thought? 
 
    “Wow,” I really whaled the tar out of you, didn’t I?” Her voice was soft, even caring, and his breath slowly escaped him. 
 
    “Oh, you’re shivering. It must be cold.” 
 
    “I need clothes.” 
 
    “Now how can you wear clothes if you can’t even put on your underwear?” 
 
    That stopped him. That made him turn his head and look over his shoulder. “If I put on the panties and bra you’ll give me some clothes?” 
 
    She smiled wanly. “One can never tell. It wouldn’t hurt to find out.” 
 
    She reached around and played with his package. Her fingers massaged his testicles and she pulled on his cage. 
 
    “Oh, feel it wiggling and jumping around in there?” 
 
    “How long are you going to keep me like this?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Until you stop resisting. Until you start complying.” 
 
    She slapped his butt lightly and he jumped, and it felt good. 
 
    She stepped back and he straightened up and turned around.  
 
    He stood, huddled in on himself, balling his fists and shivering to get warm. 
 
    She observed him from the warm, wrapped in a coat viewpoint. 
 
    “I believe it was you that told me that war happens when politics fail. You then told me how politics was actually how people compromised, how they made adjustments and learned to live with each other. Consider that you need to be more politic.” 
 
    Then she changed tactics slightly. “You know, it wasn’t until this last couple of weeks, sleeping alone in that big, warm bed, that I realized what a bully you’ve been to me. And you weren’t always a bully. It only started a year ago, when you started keeping secrets from me. When you lived a life outside our married life. Well, those days are over. Karma, baby. Life is going to swing the other way for a year. It’s going to make up for the damage you’ve done. But, one way or another, you’ll never bully me again as long as you live.” 
 
    She turned to leave and he blurted. “I’ll put the panties and bra on!” 
 
    She smiled at him over her shoulder, “Show me in the morning. I’m tired now, and I want to go to sleep.” She closed the door and he heard her moving around the pool. 
 
    He stood for a couple of seconds, then he reached for the bag, which he had placed on the end of the bench. He shook the panties and bra out on the wood surface. They were black, more sexy than supportive, but…it was what he had. 
 
    He let the blanket drop and pulled panties up over his legs. They felt slick, going over his goose bumps. They felt uncomfortable—he had to push his chastity tube back between his legs—but only for a moment. He was so desperate for clothes he actually imagined he was getting warmer just from being encased in the thin material. 
 
    The bra took longer. He had to figure it out. Finally he remembered how his wife fastened it in front, then turned it around her waist and lifted it up to her boobs, and then the straps over the shoulders. 
 
    The bra had no real cups. Still, it felt good to have something holding him, even though he didn’t have much to hold. 
 
    He picked up the blanket and wrapped himself as tight as he could, and crawled back into the cubby under the bench. 
 
    Tomorrow he might get clothes! 
 
      
 
    He awoke to the sound of her calling him. Well, she didn’t call him, she just whistled, and he heard the door slam. 
 
    He crawled out from under the bench, pulled his blanket tight, was aware of his bra and panties holding him, and he headed for the mudroom door. 
 
    Goop. 
 
    Delicious, but more because he was desperate for sustenance. 
 
    He picked it up and started eating, then remembered. He got down on his hands and knees and used one hand to scoop it into his mouth. 
 
    His head was over the bowl so anything that spilled would land in the bowl. He couldn’t afford to waste anything. 
 
    He ate quickly, then stumbled, his feet so cold, to the kitchen window. 
 
    The sign said open, so he tapped. 
 
    She came into the kitchen and his eye lit up. He stood back, opened his blanket and showed his form. 
 
    In the reflection in the window he could see how the panties molded around his butt, how the bra fit his pectorals perfectly. 
 
    She had sized him right. 
 
    Shannon smiled and gave him a thumbs up, and walked away. 
 
    For a second he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    He wanted clothes, she had said, and he wanted to tap on the window and ask her where the clothes were. 
 
    But he remembered her talk of the night before. 
 
    Politics. He had to be politic, and this meant patience. 
 
    Oddly, he didn’t really understand how he had realized this, it was just sort of an intuitive next step for him. 
 
    He turned and went back to the pink shed. 
 
    He lay under the bench and realized that he smelled.  
 
    He needed a bath, a hot shower. 
 
    Oddly, if he could hold on to this thought he felt a little warmer. 
 
    Imagination is the only weapon in the war against reality. The thought burst into his mind. He had read it once, and the author…the author was Jules Gaultier. 
 
    Now, how had he remembered that? 
 
    But he knew how. 
 
    He had nothing to do and his mind was reaching out, trying to find some new kind of order for his new life. 
 
    So he imagined he was warm, and…it helped. 
 
    Huh! Was this meditation? 
 
    And he thought that maybe it was. 
 
    At any rate, he decided to focus his mind on imagining himself warm, and clothed, and…and he lay under the bench and tried to conquer his condition through the power of the mind. 
 
    It helped. 
 
      
 
    That afternoon she gave a whistle.  
 
    He crawled out and dashed to the mud room door. He found a box and a piece of paper. 
 
    Inside the box was…a dress! 
 
    A fucking dress? A thin piece of stretchy material? That was all he got? 
 
    Tears slid down his cheeks and dropped to the pavement. 
 
    He sensed her then and looked up. She was standing on the other side of the door, looking through the window at him. She was just observing him. 
 
    He felt his emotions rising. 
 
    Anger, which he dared not show. 
 
    It took a. long moment, but he finally managed to stutter, “Thank you.” 
 
    He took the box and the piece of paper and returned to his home. 
 
    He dropped the blanket and wiggled into the dress. Black. Stretchy and shiny. It went down to his knees and up enough to just cover his bra. 
 
    He suddenly felt the hair on the back of his neck. Somebody was looking at him. He raised his eyes to the little red light. The light was green. She was watching him. 
 
    He looked down to the piece of paper which he had placed on the bench. He had been in such a hurry to get dressed that he had not read it. 
 
      
 
    Well done, my love. 
 
    You stink. 
 
    And I want you to use Nair on your body. 
 
    Don’t get it on your scalp, 
 
    but use it on your whiskers. 
 
    Make sure you do your groin and butt. 
 
      
 
    Inside the box he found a bar of soap and a bottle of Nair. 
 
    He was supposed to wash himself, depilate his body, but…he had no water! 
 
    Well, to be more accurate, he had no hot shower. 
 
    He did have a garden hose and a swimming pool. 
 
    But it was freezing out there! 
 
    He didn’t want to. Lord, he really didn’t want to. 
 
    He might have clothes, but they were no way warming. And he was supposed to get wet? There was still ice in the flower pot! 
 
    But, what choice did he have? 
 
    He did have body odor. He didn’t want to smell himself. 
 
    And, like the old saying said, Cleanliness is next to Godliness. 
 
    Shivering, his body trembling uncontrollably, he took off his new dress, then his panties and bra. 
 
    He went out to the house and unrolled the garden hose. He turned it on and it didn’t work. 
 
    Oh. Ice. 
 
    He tapped along the length of the hose and he could feel the hose becoming more supple as the ice broke inside. 
 
    He tried it again, turned the spigot, and the water, with splinters of ice, began to flow.  
 
    He stood and shivered and the hose cleared out. 
 
    He placed the hose next to the pool so the water would drain into the pool. He spread the Nair all over his body, including his groin and face and butt. He tried to reach the small of his back and was successful. 
 
    He stood, shivering, and waited. 
 
    Then, a minute passed, he got his dinner bowl and poured water in it. He placed the soap next to it at the edge of the pool, and waited some more. 
 
    He figured he could rinse quickly, just handfuls of water, and he waited. 
 
    The minutes ticked, and he wished he was back in the shed, dreaming of being warm. 
 
    Then he smiled, the meditation thing was really working! His whole body was feeling warm. 
 
    Then it grew warmer, and warmer, and became uncomfortably hot, then he realized: Oh, my God! The Nair! 
 
    He splashed water from the bowl under his arms, over his chest and groin. Not enough water. He scooped it out of the pool and poured himself, and that wasn’t enough! The Nair had turned into a gel and had to be scrubbed off! 
 
    He had no choice, he didn’t even think about it, he just jumped into the pool. 
 
    The water shocked him. He thought he was cold, but he had had no idea! 
 
    But even the cold water didn’t stop the burning! He had to get the Nair off his body! 
 
    He was in the shallow end and he stood and used his hands to scrub himself. He was gasping and crying out. He scrubbed and brushed the gel off. He scrubbed his face with his palms. He used his fingers to dig the gel out of his groin, to scrape it off his back. 
 
    And, slowly, the burning eased off, and he was reduced to cringing, shivering icy cold. 
 
    He climbed up the steps, hardly able to move he was so frozen, and saw Shannon watching from the kitchen window. She was laughing. Her face was contorted with humor and she held a hand to her mouth. 
 
    Frozen, his body now starting to get numb, he could hardly walk. 
 
    He staggered across the pool area to his dirty blanket and dried off. 
 
    Then, his muscles barely working, he put on his panties. 
 
    The thought made him a degree warmer. Only a hundred degrees to go. 
 
    He put on his bra. Another degree of warmth. 
 
    And, finally, his dress. 
 
    He wrapped himself tight and entered the shack. 
 
    Back under the bench, he shivered until there was nothing left, then passed out. 
 
      
 
    A week passed, and he started sniffling. Well, it was inevitable. Living like he was he was going to catch a cold. 
 
    The goop was proving sufficient nutritionally, but the cold…he couldn’t beat the cold. 
 
    He tapped on the window and waited. 
 
    Shannon came, looked out, and he sneezed. 
 
    She nodded, almost as if she expected this. 
 
    She turned the folded piece of paper around and it said ‘closed,’ then she left. He heard the sound of her car starting up, and he returned to the pink shed. 
 
    An hour later she opened the door. She spaced a floor heater on floor along with a coil of extension cord, a blanket and a small packet. 
 
    “As soon as you’re well I want you to fix the electricity in this building. I’ll draw up some specifications.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “I really expected you to get sick before this, but you’re pretty healthy. But, whenever. This is going to be a good lesson.” 
 
    “A lesson?” his teeth were clicking frantically. 
 
    “A lesson in how much you need me.” 
 
    She left. 
 
    Sick, sniffling and sneezing, he got up and ran the cord to the outlet next to the mudroom door. He hooked it to the heater and turned it on, and—Oh, God!—blessed heat! 
 
    He wrapped his new blanket around himself, it was thick and big and he could finally completely cover himself. He was still cold and shivering, but it was like there was hope. He started to wrap his old blanket around the new blanket, then stopped. 
 
    The packet. 
 
    What was that? 
 
    He picked it up and looked at it and his eyes opened wide. Then his mind started blasting thoughts out at him. 
 
    Metal! Oh, my God! Tinfoil! oh, shit! 
 
    His fingers hardly able to move, and from excitement and not just cold, he picked the packet apart and unfolded the metal blanket. 
 
    It was thin, but sturdy. 
 
    He placed the old, worn blanket on the pallet he had created for himself, then folded the new blanket and put that on the pallet. He now had a mattress. 
 
    He wrapped himself in the shiny, silvery metal and lay on the blanket. 
 
    He was cold, he had a cold, but the warmth was immediate. Within minutes, wrapped as he was, the air felt stuffy. 
 
    He arranged the metal blanket so he had a little breathing hole, and snuggled into himself. 
 
    He was warm. For the first time in weeks. 
 
    He lay there. He didn’t hear the whistle, actually sleeping. 
 
    His cold raged, and waned. 
 
    He woke up and Shannon was crouched and looking down at hm. 
 
    “How you doing?” 
 
    “Thank you,” he whispered. And sneezed. “Sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Take these pills. Vitamin C, and other stuff.” 
 
    He took the pills and she handed him a glass of whiskey. It had honey in it, and there was just enough to swallow the pills. 
 
    She fiddled with the blanket, then with his groin. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Everything was hazy, dreamlike. It was like he was in a stupor. 
 
    “Giving you a break.” 
 
    She took his chastity cage off and his cock popped right up. 
 
    She smiled. “The gift that keeps on giving.” 
 
    She stroked him, and he sighed, and he dreamed of what life used to be like. And he cried. And she stroked him for a long time. 
 
    He couldn’t cum. He was too sick for that, but the human touch was incredible. He could feel himself reviving. 
 
    It wasn’t just being cold, it was being lonely. 
 
    “Dry your tears, honey. Only eleven months to go.” 
 
    “Eleven…it’s been a month since…since…?” 
 
    “Yes. And I want you to get well. I’ve got a lot of surprises for you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he apologized, sobbing. “I’ just want to be back with you.” 
 
    “You make it through the year and maybe you will be.” 
 
    He stared, and through his stupor he discerned the one word. ‘maybe.’ 
 
    And he resolved that he had to do whatever he had to to get his wife back. 
 
    Now she was just holding him, feeling his throbbing dick. 
 
    “Don’t jack off.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Good. Being horny is good for you. It will allow you to learn your lessons. Okay?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Good. Now go back to sleep.” 
 
      
 
    The cold lasted three days, and a fourth day of being woozy. Then he was back to normal. Sort of. 
 
    He had lost strength. And his body was, in spite of just the goop and ice cold water, showing odd signs of fat. 
 
    His hips felt rounder. Sort of pudgy, in a way. 
 
    And his pectorals were slack. They were actually fatty enough to press out on the training bra that he was wearing. 
 
    His waist was thin. 
 
    But the strangest thing was how his face felt. It felt…chubby. But only in places. Like his cheeks were reshaping. 
 
    And, after the cold, he noticed that the world was brighter. It was sharp, almost shiny. 
 
    And his hair was getting longer. He liked wearing his hair a little long, he had nice hair, but now it was downright shaggy. It covered his ears and he actually had to brush it with his fingers, comb it back so it wouldn’t flop over his eyes. 
 
    On the seventh day of February, a few days after he was over the cold, he heard Shannon whistle. 
 
    He reported to the mud room and stared at the material at her feet. 
 
    A new drill with a large hole saw tip. 
 
    “What’s this for?” 
 
    “Follow the instructions,” she said, gazing down at his erect penis. 
 
    His penis felt wonderful. He had managed not to jack off, and it was quite stiff. 
 
    She stepped forward. “Don’t move.” 
 
    She knelt and began sucking on him. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    She would paused every ten seconds or so and say something. 
 
    “Doesn’t that feel good?” 
 
    “I remember doing this all this time!” 
 
    “Heysoos, you used to cum so hard!” 
 
    “Do you remember the first time? When I gagged?” 
 
    His legs were shaking, and not from the cold. He was making mewling sounds. His eyes were closed and he could barely stand up. 
 
    She stood up, and he opened his eyes. they were desperate eyes. Begging eyes. 
 
    “Don’t jack off. You’ll get a surprise tonight.” 
 
    He wanted to say something, to fall on his knees and ask forgiveness, to beg until he was begged out, which could take forever. 
 
    “Follow the directions,” and she turned back into the house. 
 
     
 
    The directions were simple. He ran the extension cord to the back of the shack, measured distances, and drilled a hole right where his cock was. 
 
    A hole for his cock? While standing in the shackles? 
 
    It was…eery. Maybe even scary. But he didn’t hesitate. 
 
    He did, in a strange way, trust her. 
 
    She had spanked him, and handled him, and if she was going to do something bad to him she would have done it sooner. 
 
    Of course, maybe she was just waiting for the year to end, then she would…no. He trusted her. 
 
    The directions included sand paper, and for that he was glad. He didn’t want to get splinters in his cock. So he spent some time running sandpaper around the edges of the hole. 
 
    Then, nobody around, he ‘test drove’ the hole. 
 
    He put his dick through it. 
 
    The hole was too big. 
 
    Did she want him to put everything through the hole? His testicles, too? 
 
    He pushed his balls through the wall and…yep. That was a perfect fit. 
 
    He pulled out and wondered what she was going to do to him. 
 
    The day passed slowly, but inevitably.  
 
    He found a light bulb in the garage and twisted it into the socket hanging from the ceiling, and he had light! 
 
    Damn! He had thought the cord was old and frayed, or the fuses had given way. All he needed was a light bulb! 
 
    He sat on the pallet, the heater pulled up close, the metal blanket pulled around his shoulders, and he almost felt like it was summer! 
 
    He was warm again! 
 
    And so grateful. 
 
    And hard. 
 
    And he remembered the things she had told him, how it used to be. 
 
    And he had screwed that up. 
 
    Well, he was determined that he would make it through the year. 
 
    She whistled, and he ran for his goop. 
 
    She watched him eat, down on his knees, and she ruffled his hair. 
 
    He looked up at her, “What’s going to happen tonight?” 
 
    “Everything. Use some Nair on your face. You’re getting whiskers again. 
 
    He felt his chin. Yes, he was, but they weren’t thick. They were more fuzzy, almost like down. 
 
    He used to have a fairly thick beard, but not shaving was supposed to make it grow slower, and maybe the Nair made it grow slower. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And I gave you lipstick last month. I want you to wear it.” 
 
    “Lipstick? Why? What are you doing to me? And why do I have to wear this dress?” 
 
    “Because you have to learn.” 
 
    “I’ve learned.” 
 
    She chuckled, patted his cheek, then went back into the house. 
 
      
 
    He finished eating, washed his bowl, and then gave himself a Nair ‘shave,’ and washed up. 
 
    Washing was simple by now. He simply jumped into the pool and suffered, then ran for the shed. He dried off in the metal blanket, the darned water almost turned to steam, the blanket was so efficient. 
 
    Then he got dressed. Bra, panties, dress. 
 
    Then…the lipstick. 
 
    He looked at the gold tube and had a shiver of another kind. 
 
    This was weird. this was kinky. 
 
    Yet he trusted his wife, and she had told him to do this…but he had no mirror. 
 
    He went outside and looked at his reflection in the little window on the side of the shack. He rolled the waxy substance over his lips, being careful to stay inside the lines. He smacked, and got into the corners, and…God, his penis was raging! 
 
    He turned to go inside and saw Shannon smiling from the kitchen window. 
 
    He smiled back, and raised a thumbs up. 
 
    She gave him the thumbs up back, and a happy nod. 
 
    Now feeling warm inside, he had pleased her, he entered his pink house and waited. 
 
    It was dark, but just barely, when Shannon entered the shack.               
 
    “Hop up. Shackle time.” 
 
    He got up and faced the wall. He put his hands in the handcuffs and she reached up, her breasts pressed against him, and snapped them shut. 
 
    “I’m not going to do your feet,” she explained. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    But she didn’t respond. 
 
    She moved up next to him, leaned against him. She put her arms around him and stroked him. “I’m so glad I did it this way.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “I do love you. In spite of…in spite of Celia. Have you wondered what happened to her?” 
 
    “No,” he lied. 
 
    She looked at him, and for a moment he was caught, a lie, then she made it okay. “Of course you have. And I’ve had thoughts, too.” 
 
    “You have?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. When I’m laying in that big bed, working my big, old vibrator—I bought a couple of sex toys, you know—I think of my old boyfriends, from before I met you. I think of their dicks and how happy they made me. I think I must have been born to take dick. I really do love it.” 
 
    His heart thudded loudly in his chest. 
 
    She giggled. “Your dick really surged when I said that.” 
 
    “We could go in and I could dick you.” 
 
    “Oh, no. Not for a year. And maybe not even then.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She covered his mouth with her hand. 
 
    He became aware of the red color on his mouth. 
 
    “No. You’ve got a lot of lessons to learn. Now, I want you to stick your penis through the hole.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    She reached down and pushed his balls through. His package was now on the outside of the building, a stiff dick and two full balls. 
 
    “Stay there,” she whispered, and she kissed his ear and left. 
 
    He heard her go out the door, and he looked at the wooden wall in front of him. 
 
    She walked around the shack, then he felt her grab his balls. Then he felt her wrap something around them, it felt like…not wrapping, closing…like..like…a pillory? 
 
    “Try to pull back.” Her voice was muffled through the wall. 
 
    He tried, and felt the thing on his package hit the wall. 
 
    “What was this?” 
 
    Suddenly the illusion of trust seemed like just that. An illusion. 
 
    She left. 
 
    He stood. 
 
    It was dark, but not cold. The heater was working behind him. And his dick was so hard it wasn’t getting cold. 
 
    He was fastened to the wall by his sex. He couldn’t move, not without ripping his package off. 
 
    What was happening? What was going on? 
 
    He heard music coming from the house. 
 
    He heard voices. 
 
    Another hour passed. 
 
    He heard heels clicking on the cement outside. 
 
    The door opened and two people entered. 
 
    The lights were off, but they shone the bright camping lantern into his face. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” giggled a voice. 
 
    “Told you.” 
 
    “Just because he cheated with me?” 
 
    “Celia?” he blurted. 
 
    Shannon came close to him. She reached around and felt for his balls. All she could feel was a bit of shaft and stretched out skin. 
 
    “Did you want to tell Celia something?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Maybe to apologize?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes! Celia! I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have…” 
 
    He stopped talking because the women were laughing hysterically. 
 
    They’re drunk, he realized. 
 
    Then Celia moved forward. “Hey, lover.” She reached around and cupped his pectoral. “I think he needs a bigger bra.” 
 
    They laughed, then Shannon put a glass to face, a straw into his mouth. 
 
    “Suck, baby. Suck hard. I want you nice and happy.” 
 
    It was bourbon and Coke. His favorite drink. He sucked, and found himself sucking desperately. 
 
    The girls laughed, and they felt his…his tits…the way they were fondling his chest it made him feel like his pectorals were more than just saggy. 
 
    “He sure is gay,” Celia said. “If I’d known I wouldn’t have fucked him.” 
 
    “I’m not…not…” the accusation hurt him. No real man wants to be called queer. 
 
    Besides, he wasn’t doing any homosexual thing! He was just…what was he? 
 
    Wearing lingerie and a dress, his hair long enough to be a woman’s, lipstick…what was he? 
 
    Then there was a kissing sound behind him. 
 
    Kissing? They were kissing? 
 
    He tried to turn and look over his shoulder. 
 
    Shannon pushed his face back to the wall, and the girls went outside. 
 
    He heard them walking around the building, pushing bushes aside and laughing and giggling. 
 
    Somebody grabbed his penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Through the wall he couldn’t tell who was speaking. 
 
    “Look how big and red it is.” 
 
    Lips engulfed him. 
 
    Hands hefted his sensitive and very full balls. 
 
    They made love to him through the wall, and he moaned and groaned. 
 
    But they were careful not to let him cum. 
 
    Then he heard, “Wait here.” 
 
    A body moving back around the little house, then Shannon entered. She came to him. She cupped his ass and squeezed with both hands, both cheeks. 
 
    “God,” she whispered. “I’m going to use up my vibrator tonight. I’m going to use it up on myself, on Celia—you’re right—she’s good in bed, and right now, I’m going to use it up on you.” 
 
    She touched his brown button, felt it with a finger, then she was rubbing it, massaging it. 
 
    “But, first, we need to do something.” 
 
    She pushed, and he felt a sharp pain, then something slipped into him. 
 
    “What’s that?” he croaked. 
 
    “It’s a plug. I want you wearing one from now on. And I’ll have you back in chastity, too. But we have to do it without giving you an orgasm.” 
 
    “Please,” he begged. Not sure what he was begging for. 
 
    She wiggled the base of the plug and he felt delicious sensations go through him. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    On the other side of the wall Celia was deep throating him, giving his balls little slaps. 
 
    But she was careful to back off every once in a while. 
 
    Roger couldn’t move. He couldn’t go forward and pump, though he was desperate to. He couldn’t go back because Shannon was wiggling the plug, lifting him up on his toes, rotating it. 
 
    “Unh…” he grunted. 
 
    “Ah ah,” she said, squeezing the base of his cock. “No cummies for you.” 
 
    Outside Celia twisted his balls, bit the end of his cock. 
 
    “OH!” he yelled in shock. 
 
    Giggles. 
 
    Giggles from inside and from outside. 
 
    “Please…please stop,” he whined. 
 
    “Nope. Not a chance, lover. You’ve still got eleven months to go…and a lot more learning to do.” 
 
    He tried to move, but couldn’t. Not forward, not back, not up nor down. 
 
    She said: “I got this idea from a boy. This was way back, back when I was learning about sex. He asked me what the perfect torture would be. That was foreign to me. Girls don’t think of torture. But he told me that you put a man’s dick through a wall, like this, then you give him a butter knife and light the building on fire.” 
 
    “That’s…that’s crazy!” he gulped. 
 
    “That’s what I thought. And I forgot about it. Then you cheated, you hurt me. It hurt enough that I remembered that old boyfriend and that stupid thing he told me. And I adapted that thought to make this building, this hole, this way of learning lessons. I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to burn you, or cut off your…thing. But I do want you to learn, and sometimes, especially considering the circumstances, the lesson has to be harsh.” 
 
    He couldn’t stop swallowing, and he thought about what she said, and she kissed his neck and wiggled the plug. 
 
    A while later the women left. They sauntered back to the house, arms around each other, kissing as they walked. 
 
    They entered the house. 
 
    Then, a short while after that, Shannon returned. 
 
    “How you doing, lover?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” Roger swallowed, but couldn’t speak. 
 
    He had been fucked stupid, and not allowed to cum, and he couldn’t talk. 
 
    Shannon laughed, reached in front of him and taped a piece of paper on the wall. 
 
    He stared at it. 
 
    “A little reading material for you. A good lesson. Study hard.” 
 
    She wiggled his plug again, slapped his ass, and left. 
 
    The light was on and Roger stood and stared at the piece of paper. 
 
    He would be awake all night, tied up by the cock. If he tried to even doze off his body weight would sag, and his package would feel it, feel like it was being ripped off. 
 
    He read the words, and after a while he cried a little. And he read some more, because there was nothing else to do. And he staggered a bit and his cock was pulled and he forced himself awake…and read: 
 
      
 
      
 
    To be a master one must learn to serve. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    We left Roger with his cock tied through a wall. Poor Roger. But that’s what you get for cheating. Boys! Never, ever, never cheat on a woman! 
 
    They will have their revenge in the end. 
 
    Anyhoo, roger is hanging from a wall, and Shannon is going out on the town. That’s cool. Girl’s got to get a little back. 
 
    But…what about Celia? 
 
    She is going to show up to help out with Roger, and, man, the fit is about to hit the shan! 
 
    Roger’s already sorry, but now he’s going to be real sorry! 
 
    And, as for you… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Roger stood. He was naked and, in spite of the space heater, he was cold. Except for his penis. He was manacled to the wall and his penis and balls were sticking out a small hole in the wall. 
 
    Outside it was cold, and his penis should have gotten cold. But every time it started to get cold his wife, Shannon, would come out and suck on his cock. 
 
    At least, he thought it was Shannon. 
 
    It might have been his ex-lover, the woman he had had cheated on his wife with, Celia. 
 
    If you are blindfolded and different women taste you, can you tell which is which? 
 
    There have actually been porn movies filmed in which women were blind folded and fucked by different men, and the women couldn’t tell who was fucking them. 
 
    So why should it be different for men? Why should men be able to tell whose pussy is engulfing their cock? 
 
    “How are you doing, Roger?” Shannon asked Roger. 
 
    At that moment his boner was bouncing in a talented mouth. So it had to be Celia who was sucking his cock. Unless…it was somebody else. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he blurted, looked over his shoulder at. her. “I want to cum! Please! Let me have an orgasm!” 
 
    “No, Roger,” she said, coming up and wiggling his butt plug. “You cheated on me a hundred times. At least a hundred times. You owe me, and this is how I get my payback.” 
 
    Roger’s balls were blue on the other side of the wall, and not from the cold. They were blue because he had been deprived for a month, and the month had turned into a building scene of tease and denial. 
 
    “Are you sorry you cheated on me now?” 
 
    She pulled his head back, twisted it and kissed him tenderly. 
 
    “Are those tears a yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Okay.” She walked out. 
 
    On the other side of the fence Celia stopped her ministrations and his cock throbbed in the cold. Who would have thought that such opposite extremes as hot and cold could lead to such a pulsating penis? 
 
    And the night went on. 
 
      
 
    Roger stood through the night. He dozed sometimes, leaning against the wall, but his dozing was stopped either by the girls, or by him sliding down the wall and pulling on the little pillory that trapped his penis on the other side of the wall. 
 
    Dawn, and the girls were gone and he was struggling to stay awake, struggling not to have that sudden pull on his prick. 
 
    Early morning. Late morning. 
 
    Then Shannon whistled. 
 
    But he was fastened to the wall of his pink shed! He couldn’t get loose. 
 
    Another whistle. This one shrill, and accompanied by her voice. “Come on, Roger! I haven't got all day!” 
 
    He was hoarse, he hadn’t drunk anything but a few sips of whiskey all night. He croaked. “I can’t! I’m still against the wall!” 
 
    But his voice was too low, his throat too raspy, and she couldn’t hear him. 
 
    “All right. Forget it.” 
 
    The sound of the mud room door slamming. 
 
    Roger sobbed. His belly was so empty he was sure his ribs showed. His waist had been getting smaller this past month. 
 
    Then he heard giggling. 
 
    “Aw, poor Roger.” 
 
    Shannon sauntered into the little room. She perched on the rust stained toilet and studied him. 
 
    He moved, pulling a little on his penis, trying to get some circulation going. 
 
    “You’re cute,” she said. 
 
    “Please,” he rasped, then he gave a hoarse cough. 
 
    “Well, I suppose.” 
 
    She reached up and freed his hands. Now he was only kept against the wall by the cock pillory on the other side. 
 
    “Okay? Is that enough?” she teased. 
 
    He just looked down. 
 
    She exited, rounded the building, and undid his penis. He gasped in relief as he pulled his dick and balls back through the hole. He squatted, his legs giving way, then sat down on the pallet beneath the bench. The butt plug jarred his sensitive tissues, but even after the long night it didn’t feel bad. In fact, it gave him a thrill.  
 
    He pulled his metal blanket over his shoulders. His body was shaking, his muscles were so used up. It was a different kind of shaking from the cold shivers he had experienced for an entire month. 
 
    A moment later Shannon entered the room. He was right. She was carrying a miniature pillory in her hands. 
 
    She put the device on the bench, then picked up the bowl of goop she had placed there on entering. She handed it to him. 
 
    “Don’t expect such service next time.” 
 
    “Next time?” The look of horror on his face made her laugh. 
 
    She watched him eat for a time, then said, “You’ve done well, Roger. I think you’re due for a little upgrade.” 
 
    He stared at her as he scooped the burger and rice concoction he called goop out of his dog dish. “What kind of an upgrade?” 
 
    “Don’t talk with your mouth full, and I don’t know. Furniture would be nice. And that old toilet stinks. But there’s no hurry. We’ve got a whole year to discuss this.” 
 
    “No…please.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll think about it. But right now I want you to rest up. I was up all night with Celia, and that girl knows how to twerk and trib and everything. She was doing things to my pussy I never even read about!” 
 
    “You really did…” 
 
    “Make love to Celia? Of course.” 
 
    “But isn’t that cheating? Like I did?” 
 
    “Oh, no. We’re just evening the scales.” 
 
    But if you spank me, and that’s applied to the one hundred cheats I owe you, then wouldn’t you screwing somebody else be worth a point? Or whatever?” 
 
    “Oh, Roger. You’re so silly. Me screwing somebody just makes us even, but you still need to make amends.” 
 
    Roger didn’t understand. There was something loose in her logic, but he couldn’t quite figure out what. 
 
    “Anyway, To get this place ready for furniture you need to do a little work on it.” 
 
    “Like what?” He was done with the goop and was licking around the edges of the bowl. He was completely unaware of what a mutt he looked like. 
 
    “I want a floor in here. I want it wood, and solid, so I can put a rug in. You did a good job painting everything pink, but I want walls. The whole drywall and taping and painting thing. Pink, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” he murmured. He was able to talk now. He still needed water after the long night of just standing in one spot, but he could get some from the hose outside as soon as she was done with him. 
 
    “I want the electricity rewired, the toilet should be replaced and enclosed, the sink should be fixed…” 
 
    “Can I put in a shower?” 
 
    She thought about that, one hand across her abdomen and the other rubbing her cheek. He noticed how long and sexy her red nails were and his penis  bounced. 
 
    She looked down at him, giggled, then said, “I’ll think about that. And I’ll start looking into materials. I want you to give me measurements, tell me what kind of materials you need, what kind of hardware.” 
 
    “Can I put in a new door?” 
 
    She just laughed. “Maybe. Probably not. You’re getting a little ahead of yourself.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. It’s just that living like this…” 
 
    “Are you sorry you cheated on me?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    His answer was so heartfelt she knew he was telling the truth, but he still had a long way to go. 
 
    “Good. Come here.” 
 
    He put the dog dish aside and stood up. He was a little shaky, he was still weak from the long night. 
 
    She took his penis in hand and rubbed it. 
 
    He groaned, and she watched him. 
 
    “We need to get you back in chastity,” she said. “Otherwise you’ll have an accident.” 
 
    “No,” he moaned. 
 
    “Yes.” So when I leave, what did you do last time to get your penis soft?” 
 
    “I jacked off.” That admission caused his face to turn bright red. 
 
    “Hunh! We can’t have that! What’s another way you can get soft?” 
 
    “I can fill up a pot with water and, uh…dangle in it.” 
 
    She smiled. “Oh, I like that. And if it doesn’t work we can run some electricity to the pot and electrocute you.” 
 
    He didn’t think that was funny, but she was still chuckling when she left a minute later. 
 
    After she left he looked at the chastity tube she had left on the bench. God, he really didn’t want to wear that thing again. 
 
    Sighing, he crawled under the bench, onto his pallet, wrapped himself in his metal blanket, and went to sleep. 
 
    Or tried to go to sleep. 
 
    He had been falling asleep while his cock was fastened to the wall, but now that he was free it kept getting hard and waking him up. 
 
    He fell asleep, and found himself awake, half dozing, his cock throbbing. 
 
    He fell asleep and dreamed, and was awake. His hand on his cock, ready to whack off. 
 
    He fell asleep and… 
 
     
 
    He awoke about four in the afternoon. He was still tired, but he could at least function. 
 
    He got up, and realized that he needed to clean himself off. 
 
    All night long he had been in a fever of sex, and that had caused him to perspire. 
 
    After January, the coldest month in the year, February wasn’t bad. 
 
    He went outside and jumped in the pool. He swam back and forth a couple of times, then came out of the pool. He was flushed, his body shining, and, miracle of miracles, the cold water and the exertion had shrunk his peeny. 
 
    He ran into the shed without drying off and managed to get the chastity device in place before he could boner up again. 
 
    He stood, dripping wet, shivering, and looked down at his poor friend. 
 
    It struggled. It protested. It wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    And it was making him so fucking horny! 
 
    He dried himself off with the good blanket, then put on his bra and panties, then he pulled on the tight, stretchy, black dress. 
 
    His pectorals were getting even more flabby. It had been a month since this thing had started, only a month, but with the cold and the lack of food…his body was getting skinny in some places, and chubby in others. 
 
    He wished he had a mirror so he could see himself. Then maybe he could figure out what kind of exercises to do to get back in shape. 
 
    Not that he had the energy to exercise. 
 
    He opened the door to leave the building, then stopped. He turned and looked at the bench. The tube of lipstick was on the bench. 
 
    Shannon wanted him to wear the lipstick. 
 
    He was trying to make up for cheating, and this would…it would make Shannon…feel better. 
 
    He picked up the tube, went outside to the little window, and applied the red substance. 
 
    The window wasn’t a good reflection, it was good enough for his face, but not his body. And even his face was sort of dimmed out by the dull glass. 
 
    He went to the garage and got a measuring tape, some paper and a pencil, and a spray bottle of windex and some paper towels. 
 
    He put everything on the bench in his pink house, then proceeded to do a good job, a professional job, on the little window. 
 
    He scrubbed the inside until it was immaculate, then headed outside. He scrubbed, and he scrubbed. Swirls became long loops, then disappeared, and his reflection now was easy to see. 
 
    He slowed down at the sight of himself, and stopped. 
 
    His face was totally different. 
 
    His cheeks were chubby and he had a couple of pimples. His chin looked smaller and his eyes—his eyes actually looked bigger! And they sparkled! 
 
    But that wasn’t him! 
 
    His face was transforming! Yes, his diet had changed, and he had probably shivered off twenty pounds of fat, but…his face was being re-sculptured. He had always had a soft face, but now it was super soft! And his hair…his hair was…feminine! 
 
    But it was the lipstick that really did it. The lipstick made his lips look larger, plumper, and…sexier. 
 
    He backed away from his own reflection. He tripped and almost fell as his heel hit the edge of the pavement. 
 
    He turned, glancing back at the mirror as if it was a monster pursuing him through the woods. He reached the kitchen window. 
 
    The paper saying ope on one side and closed on the other had fallen down. 
 
    He didn’t care. He tapped on the window. And tapped again, and tapped frantically. Then he bent and picked up a small pebble from the flower box and began rapping on the glass. 
 
    Finally, looking a little put out, Shannon entered the kitchen. 
 
    “My face!” he yelled. “It’s changing!” 
 
    She stood at the window, observed him, noticed his fresh lipstick, and said, “Okay.” 
 
    Total lack of concern. 
 
    “But…something’s wrong!” 
 
    “There’s something wrong with being beautiful?” 
 
    “But…it’s…I’m turning feminine!” 
 
    “So?” She actually looked puzzled, as if a man turning into a woman was the most natural thing in the world and why was he complaining? 
 
    “Call a doctor!” 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “We’ll have a talk after dinner. Now go do your work.” 
 
    He stare at her, horrified, and wanted to run out of the yard, down the block, pounding on neighbor’s doors and screaming for help. 
 
    But he didn’t. 
 
    What could he say? “I’m turning into a girl!” 
 
    And they might shrug their shoulders and figure he was just being silly. Or a crossdresser, or something. 
 
    He was turning into something, but he wasn’t hurting, not unduly, and…he was too mortified to go out and make a fool of himself. 
 
    So they would talk after dinner. 
 
    He gave a nod, and stood motionless, and she turned the paper so it said, ‘Closed.’ 
 
    And she walked away. 
 
    He turned, became aware that he was once again feeling the cold. He needed to get warm. He needed to think about this. And he needed to talk to Shannon. Surely she could see what was happening to him. Couldn’t she? 
 
      
 
    “Your imagination is over active,” she said. She had brought a folding chair out to sit on, and he was crouched on his pallet. It put her taller than him, in a superior position, and he felt like she was a little superior. 
 
    “But my face…” 
 
    “Your face is slenderizing because of your diet. As is your whole body.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “And your hair style and lipstick is certainly going to add to your new, more feminine appearance.” 
 
    “But you want me to wear my hair like this, and to wear lipstick.” And he didn’t finish: and lingerie and a dress. But he was thinking it. 
 
    “I certainly don’t mind you taking a little pride in your appearance.” 
 
    “Then I can take off the dress and the lingerie and everything?” 
 
    “So you don’t want to wear clothes.” 
 
    “No! I do!” 
 
    “Good. I was actually thinking about hose and garters for you. I don’t think you’re ready for heels, but…”               
 
    “Can’t I wear pants? And a shirt?” 
 
    She looked at him disdainfully. “You really want to look like a slob.” 
 
    “No, but…pants don’t make me a slob.” 
 
    “We have a difference of opinion then. Anyway, you’ve drawn me into an uncomfortable conversation, one which I would rather not have. Also, you’re acting ungrateful. You know what that means?” 
 
    He knew. Even though she didn’t say a word, didn’t even hint, it was in the air. 
 
    “You’re going to spank me?” his voice was a whisper. On a mountain top. Far away. 
 
    “Not tonight. I’m a little tired. I need to catch up on my sleep. But maybe tomorrow night. And make sure you finish your measuring tomorrow. I need those figures to buy materials.” She stood up. “Is there anything else?” 
 
    He stared at her. He was semi naked, she was clothed. He was cold, wearing lingeries and a thin dress. She was warm looking. she wore pants and a jacket, and it was warm enough in his pink house that she had loosened the top of the jacket.  
 
    He could see her cleavage, the smooth, pale slopes of her most perfect breasts. 
 
    He gulped and licked his lips. 
 
    She noticed and took pity on him. 
 
    “Stand up and turn around.” 
 
    He did, and she pushed him over the bench. 
 
    The wood was rough on his chest and hands, but her hands were soft as she gripped the butt plug and began turning it, rotating it, jerking it up and down. 
 
    He was gasping as she worked him, and she leaned over him, pressed her large tits against him, he could feel them through her jacket, and she said, “You must work on being a good boy. You must say ‘yes, ma’am,’ and ‘no, ma’am.’ You must learn to accept your situation without complaint. You must learn to be grateful. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes,” he groaned. 
 
    She lifted the plug hard then, and he squeaked and went up on tip toes. She held him there for a long moment, causing a most delicious pain in his rectum, then she let go and he collapsed on the floor. 
 
    “See that you remember it.” She went out the door. 
 
      
 
    Roger worked stolidly that day, and the next. He measured the walls and floor, estimated materials, and made lists. He figured out how many nails, what other types of hardware, and he included estimates for a door and a new window. A bigger window he cold actually look out. 
 
    By the time the evening of the next day rolled around he was done, and he placed his completed estimates and lists on the bench. Then he washed himself off by jumping in the pool and soaping himself thoroughly. 
 
    It was at that moment that he realized that the soap he was using was scented. It was a sweet, rosy smell, and he marveled that he hadn’t detected that aroma before. 
 
    But he had been battling his own filth, and his filth had been winning. 
 
    Now he was washing himself more often, and the soap was winning. 
 
    Done with his ablutions, inspired, he washed his clothes. He had to hand wash everything, and he hung them on a line inside the shack. It was warmer in there, and he figured they would dry faster. 
 
    He was worried. Shannon expected him to be clean and dressed, and he had planned so badly he wasn’t dressed. 
 
    He was changing. He was worried more about what she would think about that than anything else. 
 
    He hadn’t worried much about what she thought when he was cheating, and he was sunk in a funk over that. 
 
    But, if he was worrying more, she was worrying less. She breezed into his pink house at dusk, looked around, and made a tsk sound. “No clothes. Shameful. Though I do applaud the fact that you are trying to improve yourself. Change of plans.” 
 
    She was holding a couple of boxes, and they were moderately heavy. One of the boxes was about two feet long and skinny. The other one was about two feet square, and flat. 
 
    “What’s that?” he blurted. 
 
    She put the boxes on the bench and started opening them. 
 
    Inside the skinny one was a telescoping pole. She opened it and it had two sections and extended to about three feet. 
 
    Inside the flat one was a plate with a holder for the telescoping rod in the center. 
 
    “Figure this out,” she said. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    There wasn’t much to figure out. He put the pole in the plate and made the pole longer and shorter. There was a locking device on pole. 
 
    She returned holding a small dildo in her hand, and a small dildo with a strap on it in the other hand. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said, seeing the assembled apparatus. 
 
    “What’s this for?” 
 
    “For you.” She put the dildo with the straps onto the bench and screwed the other one to the top of the extended rod. She began lubing the dildo, and when it was slick with grease she turned to him. “Bend over the bench.” 
 
    “What is that for?” Though, with a sinking heart, he knew. 
 
    “I told you, for you.” She began reaming his asshole with a finger. 
 
    They had played anal before, back in the days before cheating, and he loved it. The sensations of being poked in the pooky were incredible. But he wasn’t happy with the idea of standing on a…a pooky pole. Or a pokey pole. Or a dildo rod. Or whatever it was called. 
 
    She moved the pooky pole to a position in front of the hole in the wall. 
 
    “You’re not going to….” 
 
    She just turned to him and said, “Take a seat.” 
 
    But she didn’t mean seat, she meant he should stand over the dildo on a stick. 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Oh, you can. And you will. Or I will cut you to ribbons with a whip, a real whip, and then I will release all the photos on Facebutt, plus that sweet one of you poking a finger up your fanny. And did you know I have a video of what we were doing to your cock on the other side of the wall? 
 
    “But…it’s dangerous.” 
 
    “Not the way we’re going to do it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She slapped his face. 
 
    He put a hand to his face and was ready to cry. Why, oh why, had he cheated? 
 
    He moved forward and stood over the pooky pole. 
 
    She got down behind him and extended the pole until the dildo touched his ass. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    She extended it further, slid it into him, and he made an irking sound and arched his back. 
 
    “Relax. Let it find the most comfortable position. You’re going to want it to be comfortable.” 
 
    He let out a breath and tried wiggling his butt. The thing was very comfortable, as far as such things go. 
 
    She tightened the rod. He was stuck in place now. No way to get off. 
 
    “You’re not going to leave me like this,” he murmured worriedly. 
 
    “Nah,” she said. She fastened the manacles to his wrists so he was now standing facing the wall. his cock pushed up against the hole in the wall, except he had his chastity tube on so it wouldn’t slide through. 
 
    She took off his chastity tube and his cock sprang up and touched the hole. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she said in a pleased, low voice. She leaned against his back and the pole slowly leaned, and bent into a forward position. He was still captured, but now he was leaning against the wall. 
 
    She pushed his cock and balls through the hole, slapped his ass, and said, “Stay like this.” 
 
    He stood, face plant against the wall, and she ran outside and around the building. 
 
    He felt her grab his package and pull. He groaned. She set the bottom of the penis pillory under his cock and balls and closed the top of it carefully, then he heard the snap of a lock being closed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered to himself. 
 
    He was standing, but leaning. He was supported by manacles and rectum rod and penis pillory. He wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    He hugged the wall and listened to the sounds of Shannon coming back around the shack and entered through the doorway. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” she exclaimed, quite pleased. 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” He was belly flopping the wall, his penis stretched out and his rectum lifted up. It wasn’t comfortable, but it was doable. But he sure didn’t want to do it. 
 
    Or did he? His penis was throbbing on the other side of the wall and seemed quite happy. 
 
    Shannon began disrobing. He turned his face and watched as she took off her jacket and blouse, then her slacks. 
 
    She smiled at him. “I don’t normally want you able to see me like this. Not for a year, and maybe not then. But I’m about to work up a sweat, and I don’t want my clothes to be all stinky. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” But he knew. She was about to whip him. 
 
    She came up behind him. She cupped his buns. “I miss wiggling your plug, you move so funny when I do that, and your face looks so incredibly pleased. But this Butt Pole, or whatever it’s called, will do just as well. 
 
    “Are you going to spank me like this?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But…can’t we…I’ve been working hard, trying to make up for what I did.” 
 
    “Yes. Good for you. But you’ve still got eleven months to go. This being February, it’s time for your second spanking.” 
 
    He was terrified and excited. He was trapped, but in some weird way, he was feeling liberated. 
 
    His cock was throbbing so hard he could hear the sound of the cock pillory hitting the wall on the other side of the wall. 
 
    She pressed her chest against him, and he felt her weight pressing him against the wall. And, once again, he felt her magnificent mammaries. 
 
    She turned her face to the side, put her cheek against his back, and said, “You know, the funny thing is I think you like this. Your cock gets so hard, and the look in your eyes…Roger, I think this is something you wanted.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Or why would you have put yourself in this position.” 
 
    “I didn’t! You put me here! 
 
    And you call yourself a Republican. Aren’t you the one who’s always saying that people create their own problems? Their own situations?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean this!” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll bet you did. Tell me, do you think your precious Republicans would like to be ‘cornwalled,’ and ‘pecker pulled,’ and ‘ramrodded?’ Can you see Donald Trump whining and wailing at having this done to him?” 
 
    He couldn’t see such a thing. All he could see was himself, and he was scared. She was going to whip him, and…she was going to leave him like this overnight! 
 
    “I might die!” 
 
    She chuckled. “Not hardly. You[‘re too horny to die. No, you’re going to whine and cry, and when it’s done your penis is going to be dripping and you’ll wish I had done more.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes, honey. Yes.” She kissed the back of his neck, then she stepped back and said, “Well, the sooner we start the sooner we’ll be done. How many stripes did you wish?” 
 
    His mouth was moving uncontrollably, and he babbled, “Please…no.” 
 
    “I believe it was a hundred, right? A hundred times you cheated on me, so a hundred stripes.” 
 
    “But you spanked me last month! Doesn’t that count for something? At least take ten off or something!” 
 
    She just laughed. “I’ll be back.” Then she giggled and said it like Arnie, “I’ll be back!” 
 
    He was leaning against the wall, feeling uncomfortable, and moisture was creeping out of the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    But she was gone. 
 
    Then she was back, and she was holding a whip. A real whip! 
 
    His eyes grew large as she brought it up and stroked his cheek with it. 
 
    It wasn’t a mean whip, like a cat o nine tails. It was a short whip with soft leather strips, a bouquet of them. 
 
    She whirled the whip in the air, made a whirring sound, then slowed it down and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He cried out! 
 
    “You big baby. This is much softer than the belt I first used on you.” 
 
    But he cried, even though she was right. 
 
    But she wasn’t fooled by his fake hysterics. She began swinging the whip and gently striking him. 
 
    It was the cumulative effect that was doing the trick. 
 
    Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK… Whirr…SMACK… 
 
    It didn’t hurt, but as she continued it hurt more and more. He began pressing his hips harder against the wall, as if he was trying to go through the little hole. 
 
    His mouth opened and he started making a continuous, little wail. 
 
    He heard her counting, which was a blessing, because he could never keep up through the continuous barrage, the endless smacking. 
 
    The world came together, his mind stopped functioning, and he entered a dazed world of endorphins and…pleasure. 
 
    It hurt, but he liked it. 
 
    It was only the first forty or fifty strokes that built the pain, then…he felt a downright orgasmic feeling slowly overwhelm him. It just crept up, out of the corners of his mind, and he thought…he thought he might cum. 
 
    She kept striking him, and now she was sweating. 
 
    And he stopped trying to go through the pecker hole in the wall and sagged. 
 
    The feeling of the leather striking his buns was like the feel of the little pecker up his ass like the feeling of his bare cock waving in the cold night air like… 
 
    She stopped. It hadn’t been hard physical exercise, it had been actually gentle, but it required sufficient muscle that she was sweating. 
 
    “Wow,” she blurted, putting the whip aside. “That was sexy. After a while it was like shoving a dick into a hole. I mean…I got that, even as a woman, and…now I know why men like fucking so much. It’s a form of inflicting pain to subjugate women.” 
 
    Roger hung on the wall. His wrists were stretched and his cock was pulled and his butt was shoved into. 
 
    But he loved it. 
 
    “Well, time for a nice, hot shower, and then…oh. I almost forgot.” 
 
    She picked up the penis with the straps and arranged it over his head. It was a penis gag, and she fit it to his mouth and fastened the velcro strap in the back. 
 
    He felt the small peeny in his mouth, poking at the back of his throat. Not enough to gag, just enough that he had something to suck on. 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice,” she said, inspecting her work. 
 
    Then she gathered up her clothes and odds and ends and left. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Roger lay against the wall. His ass hurt, in more ways than one. His penis throbbed and pulsed, and the other side of the wall, so close, yet felt like a different country. 
 
    His face was against the pink painted wall. 
 
    He could smell the paint. He didn’t mind it. 
 
    He didn’t mind anything. 
 
    He was excited. 
 
    He was caught in a position from which he couldn’t move, and it felt like he had finally figured out his place in the universe. 
 
    His limbs were stretched…stretched out like he was beseeching God, and God was smiling down at him. 
 
    Thank you for looking for me, Roger. And because you looked, so shall I reveal. Here I am. 
 
    His penis was thrusting out, pulsating, the whole blood of his body coursing through it, and he felt like he was a penis. 
 
    His eyes were closed. His ass hurt. He…loved it. 
 
    Such a warm, embracing feeling he was in. 
 
    Suddenly the door opened and a rush of cold air rushed into the room. 
 
    “I almost forgot.” 
 
    The smell of her perfume whelmed him, brought a finer edge to his pulsating pleasure. 
 
    She stood next to him, and the feeling of her fur coat was like satin on wounds. 
 
    She reached up and pushed his head back. 
 
    He lolled backward, but couldn’t go far. 
 
    He stood and waited, and she placed a piece of paper in front of his eyes and thumb tacked the corners. 
 
    She pushed his face back to the wall, returning him to his original position. 
 
    She kissed his cheek and said, “I think I’ll turn off the heater. You’ve had it too soft, and I want to keep the electrical bill down. 
 
    He gave a sob from the throat, but it was a grateful sob. 
 
    “Don’t wait up for me.” Then she giggled, turned off the heater, and left. 
 
    Roger was in never never land. He was in a happy place from which he didn’t want to leave. 
 
    Yet he had to. The real world wanted him back. 
 
    He was going to have to leave the pleasure palace he had created for himself and rejoin the misery of humanity. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    He tried to focus on the sheet of paper, but he couldn’t. He wasn’t back in the real world, yet. 
 
    He kept blinking, trying to see, trying to understand, and slowly, slowly, the words came into focus. 
 
      
 
    You won’t understand women until you’ve been one. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t disagree. The truth of where he was returning from wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He leaned forward, placed his forehead against the paper, and looked down. 
 
    The letters, so neatly typed, were still readable, and he read. 
 
    And the truth entered into his skull. 
 
      
 
    Shannon was wearing a half bra and crotchless panties. She was wearing a low cut dress that reveal al-l-l of her considerable cleavage, and if she sat down she was going to be putting on a pussy show. 
 
    She was also wearing nylons, the kind that hugged the tops of the thighs and didn’t need garters, and high heels. 
 
    A jacket with faux fur, she wasn’t fond of killing animals just for their coats, and high heels. 
 
    She walked out to the car, her heels clicking in the night, telling the night that here was an animal on the prowl. There was some serious fornicating about to happen. 
 
    She took the Acura because it had a moon roof. It was too cold for serious moon roofing, but she could at least look up through the glass at the stars. 
 
    She drove to Charley Coyote’s down on Santa Monica, and thought all the way. 
 
    She had committed herself to a life with Roger. She had fucked a few men before, but not many. 
 
    Then Roger had cheated, and she had felt an emptiness inside that she had never experienced before in her life. 
 
    She wanted the fucks that Roger had deprived her of, and she wanted them now. And she was determined to get them. 
 
    Yet, how did she feel about that? 
 
    She knew she was obsessed, but she didn’t care. 
 
    Had Roger been obsessed? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    But men are different than women. 
 
    Or are they? 
 
    He had fulfilled his needs, and she was going to fulfill hers. 
 
    But how did she feel about that? 
 
    She was married, damn it! She shouldn’t be doing this! 
 
    Or should she? 
 
    She sighed, feeling a bomb of excitement high in her chest, and turned into the Charley Coyote’s parking lot. 
 
    Charley Coyote’s is always hopping. Combination restaurant and night club, there was always something happening. 
 
    She let the valet steal her car and sauntered up the front walk. 
 
    A single woman, she was let right in. 
 
    She stood at the entrance and looked out at the mayhem. 
 
    Women in latex dresses. Men in suits with Rolex watches. The roar of music. The house band was covering The Doors, and she heard strains of ‘Break on Through.’ 
 
     
 
    But can you still recall 
 
    Time we cried 
 
    Break on Through! 
 
      
 
    She hadn’t cried much when Roger had cheated, at least not on the outside. 
 
    She had cried on the inside. She had cried, and each tear was a wrecking ball to her soul. 
 
    She had thought their love pure, that it would never end, that…lies. 
 
    Yet, she loved him. They still had something. Though that something was morphing into something that was hideous and beautiful all at the same time. 
 
    Did he still love her? 
 
    She thought he did. The way he cried and begged for forgiveness….of course that could just be him trying to get out of pain. 
 
    She had heard that pain could be so great that it would become pleasure. She thought of that old joke she had heard. 
 
      
 
    ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. 
 
    ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist. 
 
      
 
    So stupid, but once you untangled who was who it made a weird, ironic sense. 
 
    I think I need to get hit tonight, she thought. I need to turn some of that pain into pleasure. 
 
    She strode up to the bar and held up a finger. 
 
    Tequila. Yes. A weird taste. A rich taste. A high that was more like dope than liquor. 
 
    She tossed back the shot of tequila and held up another finger. 
 
    And another finger, and another. 
 
    A half hour later the pain had left. It was replaced by a joyous haze of heaven. 
 
    She looked around at the men and the women. 
 
    More men than women, but a lot more women than there used to be. 
 
    Were women feeling more pain these days? 
 
    she giggled at the thought. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful.” He was wearing a sharkskin suit, but he looked a bit geeky. 
 
    “Hey, handsome,” she grabbed his hands and pulled him out onto the dance floor. 
 
    He went with her, and his hidden smile, not so hidden, revealed that he thought he had stumbled on gold. 
 
    He had no clue. 
 
    They danced, and perspired, and their eyes flashed as their bodies gyrated. 
 
    Then the band segued into ‘Moonlight Drive.’ 
 
      
 
    Penetrate the evening that the 
 
    City sleeps to hide 
 
      
 
    She was holding him, humping him, kissing his neck. 
 
    He was a stranger and she was feeling strange. 
 
    She didn’t even wait for him. She leaned up, pulled his head down, and whispered into his ear. 
 
    “Have you ever heard that expression, ‘Wall her for a dollar?’” 
 
    He looked at her, was suddenly frightened. It wasn’t supposed to happen this fast. 
 
    “I’ve got a dollar, and I want you to take me into the boy’s bathroom and fuck me. Slam me against the wall. Screw me so hard I feel the head of your dick in my throat.” 
 
    He was confused now, but she took his hand and pulled him off the dance floor. She led him down the hall and into the men’s room. 
 
    It was stinky. Even a high class place like Charley Coyote’s can’t make piss smell sweet. 
 
    She leaned against the wall, pulled him to her, unzipped his pants as she crawled her tongue down his throat. 
 
    He was trying to resist, be it in a weak fashion, and she threw a leg into one of his hands. 
 
    He had no choice. He was a guppy in a tidal wave. He held her buns and fumbled his way under her dress, through the crotchless panties, and into her. 
 
    She moaned, and it seemed there was more pain than pleasure in that guttural utterance. 
 
    He was balls deep in her, and she was hugging him like she was tigeress and he was her meal. And she thought: this is what he felt. This is the excitement of strange poontang. 
 
    Now the young, geeky man was getting excited. He was fucking an incredibly beautiful woman. And his cock took over. 
 
    He banged her against the wall. He slammed her with his hips like a hammer pounding on a nail, and she grunted under the force of his impacts. 
 
    The door opened and a man came in. Turned and walked out. 
 
    Another man came in, and grinned. 
 
    Another. 
 
    Then Shannon was lost in a crowd of men. 
 
    The first one gave out, and she pulled in a second one. 
 
    Sloppy seconds it was called, and he took her, banged her hard, and she wanted more. 
 
    For the first time since Roger cheated she felt like she was back in control. 
 
    She was worth desire. 
 
    And she had her own desires. 
 
    Another man, another…and she knew the whispers were going through Charley Coyote’s: there’s a babe in the john…pulling a train…better hurry. 
 
    Another man, and, at last, the pain began to wane. The hurt that Roger inflicted was now buried under gallons of semen, and…it felt good. 
 
    She wore out the man who was fucking her, then pushed him away, and the one who was trying to get to her. 
 
    She didn’t say anything, just thought, Sorry, boys, the party’s over. Thanks for turning my pain to pleasure, and maybe we’ll do it again—it was so much fun!—but, now…I’m done. 
 
    She pushed through the door and into the hallway. 
 
    She was a mess. 
 
    Her lipstick was smeared into nothing. Her dress was crooked. Her nylons had come down, her hair was sticking out all over the place and she even had semen in it. 
 
    And her legs were soaked in semen. 
 
    She stood in the hallway, men and women passing her and starring at her. 
 
    She didn’t care. She just had this stupid look on her face. A weird grin of happiness. 
 
    She brushed her hair with her fingers and straightened her dress. Then a hand grabbed her arm and she was pulled back down the hallway. “Come on, honey. Let’s fix you up.” 
 
    It was another women. Women have a softer side than men. Whereas a man will laugh at another man in humiliating circumstances, a woman will come to the rescue of another woman. 
 
    She was let into a women’s bathroom and she stood there, happy/stupid, and a good looking blonde pulled her dress down and pulled her nylons up. She produced a comb and combed the semen out of her tangles. Shannon managed to gather some paper towels and she scrubbed at the semen on her legs and leaking out of her. 
 
    “Yuck!” the woman said, and Shannon giggled. 
 
    “You had yourself a time, didn’t you.” 
 
    Shannon nodded. 
 
    “Well, we all need a time or two.” 
 
    She worked on Shannon’s make up, repairing it, then putting lipstick back on her mouth. 
 
    Tears started coming out of Shannon’s eyes. 
 
    Other women were coming and going, staring on the way past, but not offering to help. 
 
    “It’s okay,” the woman said, putting her cosmetics away. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Shannon said, enjoying the tears running down her cheeks, ruining the quick repair that had been done. 
 
    “What don’t I understand?” 
 
    “He cheated.” 
 
    The other woman nodded. “Honey, I do understand. That’s men for you. Do you want to come home with me? Get rested? Figure out what to do next?” 
 
    Shannon nodded. 
 
    The woman stared at her for a long moment, then said, “Okay. You can leave your car here, I assume you have a car, and I can bring you back any time you want. 
 
    Shannon nodded. 
 
    The woman smiled, took her arm, and guided her out of the restroom and down the back hallway to the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    The minutes passed slowly. The only thin missing was the slow tick…tick…tick of a clock. 
 
    It was cold. Roger had been living with the space heater, and the metal blanket, and he had actually forgotten how cold it was. 
 
    It was nearing the end of February, and water was still freezing outside. 
 
    Shannon was gone. Somewhere. A party? A friend? What? 
 
    He felt so empty. He had screwed up so bad.  
 
    Was she really out screwing somebody? 
 
    She hadn’t said so, but that was the implication. 
 
    Who was she screwing? 
 
    And…why is my cock so hard? 
 
    The thought of sex was so damned intrusive. 
 
    Of course, he hadn’t had an orgasm in near two months, and she had played with him and tormented him, teased and denied him. 
 
    And spanked him. 
 
    Hell, beaten him.  
 
    A spanking inferred a hand, she was using first a belt, then a short whip thing. 
 
    More than a spanking. 
 
    And, he was ashamed to admit it, the whippings turned him on. 
 
    Did they turn him on because they were like sex? Because he was naked and she was naked, or nearly so? 
 
    Why was being abused so important to him? 
 
    Because he was cheater…and because he deserved it? 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    It was certainly something to think about. 
 
    It was super silent in the pink house. 
 
    Nothing moved but time, and that was imperceptible. 
 
    Outside it was more silent. It was larger, with less sound, and he could hear nothing through the thin wall. 
 
    Nothing but the beat of his heart as he contemplated his crimes. 
 
    He imagined his blood coursing through his veins. Gallons a minute. Smooth flowing. Silent. 
 
    He imagined the thoughts in his head. Electric impulses flying between nodes.  
 
    If he listened to a pipe he could probably hear water flowing.  
 
    If he listened to a wire he would hear nothing. 
 
    That was the nothing that had him surrounded in the punk house. 
 
    Why did he cheat? 
 
    Shannon was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was kind, and took care of him. When he had a flu she hovered over him, took his temperature, stuffed chicken noodle soup down his gullet. 
 
    And he just wanted to get well to go fuck Celia. 
 
    Why? 
 
    Why didn’t he know a good thing when he had it? 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    The noise of his exhalation disappeared into the surfaces of the house. 
 
    “Hey!” he shouted. Through the ball gag it was smushed and mushed and indecipherable. 
 
    “I’m talking to myself!” Itkgooffsell it came out. 
 
    And he thought: it’s okay if I talk to myself, as long as I don’t answer. 
 
    He started hummed a tune. A mindless conglomeration of notes that was alive only in his head. 
 
    Nobody hummed along. 
 
    Nobody clapped. 
 
    He stopped humming. 
 
    Time and space were the same thing. Big, empty containers of…of what? 
 
    Experiences? Like cheating? 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    He was awake, and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    He wiggled, and his butt ached. He wanted the little prick in his backside to do something. To stop just sitting there and to move. 
 
    He remembered somebody telling him sometime that if a man was totally sensory deprived he would go crazy. 
 
    Well, hey, here’s living proof. 
 
    He moved his hips and he felt sensation in his rock hard cock. 
 
    He moved, humped the wall, scratched his anal itch…but there was no completion. No climax. No point to it all. 
 
    He was a prick on a stick, with a stick out prick. 
 
    He wondered what would happen if a bear climbed the fence, came into the yard, and found his cock sticking out of the wall of the little house. 
 
    Would the bear eat it? One gulp? A beef jerky snack from a jerk with a beefy. 
 
    He remembered a family who wanted a picture of a bear licking their daughters face. They put honey on the little girl’s face, and that didn’t end well. 
 
    What if somebody put honey on his penis? Not just for bears, which didn’t come in this neighborhood anyway, but for bugs. Flies and bees and…and mosquitos! 
 
    Oh, fuck! Mosquitos! They did live in this neighborhood! 
 
    He could help himself, he imagined a big mosquito, as big as a dive bomber, perched on the end of his dick, bending over and sticking its blood sucking proboscis right into the head of his….he shivered, and burst out in song. 
 
      
 
    Come on, baby. 
 
    Light my fire! 
 
    Can’t get much higher 
 
    start my funeral pyre! 
 
      
 
    It came out in a garbled couplets of nonsense. 
 
    And he had the words from the old Doors song wrong, he was pretty sure. But he didn’t care. He had to sing, to make something in the universe happen, even if the penis gag wouldn't let him fully enunciate. He had to take his mind off giant mosquitos that stuck their noses up his slit! 
 
    He sang, alone in a world absent of light and sound and even smell. 
 
    He sang, desperate, and…stopped. 
 
    He stood there, leaning against the wall, his belly flattened out, his legs slightly bent and used to prop his body up. 
 
    His asshole was happy, especially if he wiggled. 
 
    His cock was happy, swaying back and forth int he midnight breeze. 
 
    Everything was fine. 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    And so went the night. 
 
      
 
    The woman’s name was Betsy, and she lived in an apartment just off Lankershim. She was a dancer with a nodding acquaintance with porn. 
 
    The truth: her tits were too big for dance, but just right for porn. 
 
    So she was in the middle of a life crisis. She wanted to dance, but porn paid the bills. And she knew, in that little intuitive nugget women have in their craniums, that she would grow to love porn more than dancing, and how would she face her parents? 
 
    This is my daughter. She sucks cock and takes it up the butthole for a living. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    Or, the embarrassed fifty-somes…She’s in the movie business. Behind the scenes. Not quite sure what she does. 
 
    Or some other excuse for pride. 
 
    But, whatever her problems, she knew that Shannon needed a friend. 
 
    She helped Shannon undress and put her in the shower, then she hopped in after her. 
 
    She washed Shannon off, until Shannon woke up a bit and started washing her off. 
 
    Hands on boobs and buns turned into kisses. 
 
    Shannon was liberated. Her unhappiness turned into desire, and the world was her victim. 
 
    Betsy liked making love to women. That was big in porn, and Shannon was way better looking than the women in the movies. 
 
    They stepped out of the shower in a heat. They kissed and fingered each other, and the towels might not have even been necessary, they were that hot. 
 
    Down the hall and into a bedroom. Their mouths loud and slippery. Their breasts turgid tips, volcanoes in the night. And their pussies. Oh, my God…their pussies were dripping faucets of lust. 
 
    Into a bed, the hell with sheets and covers. Sucking, fingering, moaning, and the night became a receptacle for their desire. 
 
      
 
    Roger stood against the wall. He was freezing. The wall was leeching heat from his chest. He wondered if his heart would freeze up solid. Just stop mid-beat, and auricles and ventricles and stuff turned into icicles, the blood turned into icy drops. 
 
    He was awake, but his awareness was truncated, obviated, shorn. 
 
    Dimly, he could hear sounds, but he could not respond to them. The world had ceased to exist as something meaningful. 
 
    The pain of being skewered and held by the ding dong had become a pain so great it had turned into pleasure. 
 
    Frozen endorphins, baby. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    He watched it in his mind, aware that his eyeballs were insufficient to the task of keeping up with awareness. 
 
    Celia entered. 
 
    He sighed, “Celia.” 
 
    It came out weird, him being in the penis gag, but she understood it. 
 
    Which surprised Celia, for he hadn’t even looked at her, hadn’t known she was coming. 
 
    “Hello, Roger.” She loosened the gag and took it off. 
 
    “Hi-i-i-i…” just turned into a long sigh. 
 
    “Shannon asked me to come look in on you.” 
 
    “Shannnnnoooonnn!” he wheezed. It was a sob, but of pleasure, not pain. Pain morphed. Pain enlightening. 
 
    “Roger…are you all right?” 
 
    “Fi-i-ine.” 
 
    His eyes were still closed. His penis was still locked onto the other side of the wall. 
 
    “You’ve messed yourself.” 
 
    It was true. His legs were brown with dried slime. The night had been too long. The night, and most of the day. It was near dinner time. 
 
    “She said I should let you loose. That you needed to be fed.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he sighed, wondering what time of year it was. 
 
    Celia frowned. He sounded so strange. It sounded like he was going out of his head. 
 
    She reached up and undid his manacles. His hands dropped, but he still leaned against the wall. His penis was through the hole in the wall. 
 
    She started to loosen the pooky pole and he whispered. “No.” 
 
    “No what?” she was confused. 
 
    “No. If you take it away I’ll fall. My cock will be ripped off.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. Roger, you’re scaring me.” 
 
    He said nothing, just smiled and enjoyed the other world he was in. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to get your cock free first.” 
 
    She backed towards the door timidly, then turned and scooted. 
 
    A minute later Roger felt her hands on his weenie. 
 
    His weenie was suffering from endorphins. The endorphins of blood cut off. 
 
    “Roger, your penis doesn’t look good.” 
 
    He didn’t care. It felt good. Everything felt good. 
 
    Suddenly he was free, and she shoved his package back through the hole. 
 
    He managed to twist a bit and lean back, and he looked at his dingus.  
 
    It was purple and swollen. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    The sound of Celia running back around the pink house. The door opening and closing. 
 
    Then she loosened the pooky pole and the dildo slipped out of him. along with a backed up turd. 
 
    Well, not a turd. It was too wet and gooey to hold its shape. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” Celia stepped back to avoid the floor. 
 
    Roger staggered away from the wall. Free. And back in the prison of reality. 
 
    Celia moved away from him. She didn’t want to get any of his mess on her. 
 
    He staggered out the door, to the pool…and fell in. 
 
    She heard the splash, but she was looking at her hands where she had gotten some of his poop on her. 
 
    She walked out of the pink shack, intending to wash her hands with the garden hose. 
 
    Roger floated facedown in the pool. Didn’t move. Floated. Like a dead man. 
 
    “Roger!” she screamed, and she jumped into the pool. 
 
    Roger was floating in his mind. He wasn’t breathing, just holding his breath and enjoying the liberating feeling of being afloat in the cosmos. 
 
    He wanted to go back in the shack, to enter into that state that had grown out of his long night. 
 
    He floated, and it wasn’t cold, then hands grabbed him and pulled him to the surface. 
 
    The water was freezing for Celia. She was nearly in shock, but she grabbed Roger and lifted. 
 
    He came to the surface, and finally came alive. 
 
    He spluttered, splashed, and flailed. 
 
    “Roger!” Celia’s teeth chattered and her lips were already blue. 
 
    She helped him out of the pool, fortunately they were at the shallow end and near the steps, then she climbed out. 
 
    Roger stood, panting, and the cold began to hit him. He started to shiver, and his eyes came alive. 
 
    He looked down at his swollen, dark penis. “OH, FUCK!” 
 
    He ran for the mudroom and Celia followed him. 
 
    The mudroom wasn’t locked and he burst in, then ran into the shower and turned on the water. He kept staring at his poor dingus. 
 
    Then Celia burst into the shower. The shower would have hot water, and that would save them. 
 
    The water grew hot rapidly, and they shivered and their teeth clicked, and slowly, slowly, they came back to life. 
 
    Celia was crying. She didn’t understand this. She had fucked Roger, then his wife, and it was all some kind of weird game. But this…playing with his cock through the wall, the thing up his butt, the weird way he was acting…and his penis! His penis looked…bad! 
 
    Roger hugged her then. He put his arms around her, and body heat contributed to the warming process. 
 
    They stood, shivering, and things started to wake up. 
 
    Precisely, his penis started to return to a flesh color. His balls ached like a mule had kicked them. 
 
    “Roger,” she said, hiding her face in his chest, his flabby, tit inspired chest. “You’re…different.” 
 
    Such an inadequate observation. 
 
    An hour later his penis was pulsing again. The icicles had cleared out without permanently damaging him. The ache in his frozen blue balls had been reduced to hot heat hurt. 
 
    Celia was recovered. 
 
    But neither of them left the shower. 
 
    They just looked at each other. 
 
    “You said you were going to leave your wife.” 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    Silence for a while. 
 
    “You said you loved me.” 
 
    “I love everybody.” Such a lie. He loved only himself. At least, he did until Shannon had turned on him. Now he loved her more. 
 
    “Do you want me?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he sobbed. 
 
    They came together, two naked bodies in a hot shower. 
 
    He gripped the floor with feet and balance and pushed her up against the wall. 
 
    “No,” she yelped. 
 
    She pushed him back, then turned around and bent over. 
 
    Roger hadn’t been in a pussy for two months. He was ready. His balls were chockfull. He needed this. 
 
    He grabbed her hips and thrust forward. His penis slid in smoothly. 
 
    He began to pump, big slams of the hips that made Celia brace her hands against the wall. 
 
    In and out, a savage lust came over him. Not the enlightenment of pain, but the desperation of a man who had just floated in the cosmos and wanted to feel that so incredible sensation of cumming again. 
 
    In and out. 
 
    Celia yelling, and cumming, and yelling some more. 
 
    Roger couldn’t slow down. He couldn’t stop. He was a man possessed. 
 
    But, he couldn’t cum! 
 
    He grew more desperate, fucked her harder, but…nothing. 
 
    It was right there! On the edge! But it wouldn’t happen! 
 
    Celia finally fell down. Just slid out of his grasp. She was battered. She had had several orgasms, then she had just given out. 
 
    Roger stood, looking down at his hard, dripping penis, and knew that something was wrong. Something was stopping him up. 
 
    Then the shower door opened. 
 
      
 
    Betsy gave Shannon a ride back to her car at Charley Coyote’s. They spent a long moment in the parking lot, lip locked, enjoying the moment of passion, even after the night of passion. 
 
    “Call me. Anytime.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Then Betsy was gone, and Shannon climbed into her car. 
 
    She was sore. Her pussy hurt. Her breasts hurt. And she felt marvelous. 
 
    She felt like she had been fucked to heaven and back. 
 
    A huge load was off her, and she headed for home with a heart as light as a feather. 
 
    Celia’s car was parked outside, and Shannon frowned. She had called Celia, but that was hours ago. She should have been long gone. 
 
    She parked, got out and walked up the walk to the house. 
 
    It was silent inside. No, wait…she heard sounds through the kitchen. 
 
    She walked through the kitchen and the sounds grew. 
 
    The mudroom. 
 
    Specifically, the shower. 
 
    The water was running and steam filled the air. 
 
    She saw two shadows behind the pebble glass door, and she pulled the door open. 
 
    Celia was collapsed in a corner of the shower. She had obviously been fucked. Her eyes were wet—maybe tears, maybe not. Her hair was wet and draggled, and she looked up at Shannon in surprise. 
 
    Roger was on the other side of the shower. He was slightly bent over and examining his dick. 
 
    It looked huge. Bigger than it was supposed to be. Though color had come back to it, it had swollen up. 
 
    “What the fuck?” she asked of the steam and the two humans in the shower. 
 
    Roger looked up at her and said, “I broke my penis!” 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    First, forgive me, but I replaced ‘Pussy Boy’ with ‘Pooter Boy.’ Same meaning, but more acceptable by those who filter words for a living. 
 
      
 
    This is the third installment of the ‘I was a Sex Slave’ series. 
 
    Roger, who cheated on his wife, is being made into a better man. If a man comes with breasts and make up and lingerie and all that sort of thing. 
 
    He lives in a pink house and women come and take advantage of him. 
 
    Have you ever heard of a ‘pear of anguish? 
 
    And he’s been given a shot, so he can’t get a boner, but he sure can get horny! 
 
    Slowly, he realizes what is wife is doing, what she is turning him into. 
 
    Will he be able to resist?  
 
    Does he want to? 
 
    Only the pussy boy knows for sure. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Roger sat on a large, folding chair, one used for exams. 
 
    Shannon sat in a regular chair, and the doctor sat on a swivel. 
 
    He was a young doctor, probably fresh out of med school, ready to tackle the world. 
 
    Unfortunately, he didn’t figure the world as being like Roger. 
 
    Roger had his pants down. He wasn’t wearing BVDs, he had elected to go commando to see the doctor for his weenie. 
 
    “I don’t understand, Roger. How did you injure your penis? 
 
    “Well, uh…” His face was flaming red. Any redder and it would catch on fire. 
 
    “It’s difficult to treat you if you won’t tell me what’s wrong and how it happened.” 
 
    Shannon was enjoying his quandary. After all, it wasn’t her penis. “Tell him.” 
 
    He looked at her, his heart sank lower, and he began to mumble out his story. 
 
    “I was…uh…my penis, I mean…was stuck through a hole in the wall.” 
 
    The doctor blinked. 
 
    “It was cold, and I…I went to sleep…and that’s how I damaged my penis.” 
 
    By the end his voice was about as loud as a mouse’s fart. A small mouse. 
 
    The doctor tried to keep a straight face. And he managed. Sort of. 
 
    His lips were trembling, he was holding Roger’s penis and he looked down at it and grabbed control of himself. 
 
    Shannon snickered, which didn’t help matters. 
 
    “So it got…frozen. And…bent.” He was blinking and he gulped and his chin was quivering. “And…pulled on.” 
 
    “So…can I be cured?” 
 
    “And then you couldn’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    “That’s right. Please, tell me it’s going to be all right.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to take X-rays. I can tell you more after that. And it’s been erect ever since then? 
 
    Roger nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Let me request an X-ray, and, uh, an ultrasound. “ 
 
    “An ultra sound?” 
 
    “Yes. We’re talking soft tissue. I mean, I know it’s hard, but the blood…uh…it makes your dick hard. Soft tissue. Hard.” 
 
    Trying so hard not to laugh he was fumbling his words. He stood up, his mouth shaking, and smiled and left the room. 
 
    And that was the way the day went. 
 
    Nurses giving him side glances and snickering. 
 
    Shannon asking if the X-ray technician had a small enough X-ray plate. 
 
    The ultra sound person, who was a young girl, rubbing gel onto his hard penis and working the ultra sound tool over his tool. 
 
    His face was permanently red. He spoke in a humiliated whisper, and he wished he was home.  
 
    Even in his little, pink home. 
 
    Anything was better than this…this…hospital! 
 
    But, in spite of his mortification, the tests were done, and the results came in, and the doctor was meeting with them again. 
 
    Fortunately, the doctor had had some time to get over his laughing jag, and he spoke in a straightforward manner. 
 
    “Well, Roger, we have a couple of problems.” 
 
    “What is it, Doc.” 
 
    Shannon watched the doctor and wondered if he was good at eating pussy. 
 
    “First, I’d like to know why your hormone levels are so high.” 
 
    “They are?” 
 
    The doctor tilted his head in puzzlement. “You must have noticed…you’re getting breasts, your face is changing, your skin is soft, everything about you is screaming hormones.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “My husband is transitioning.” 
 
    Roger jerked his head around, dropped his jaw, and stared at Shannon. 
 
    “You might as well tell him, dear. He takes hormones every day to increase his estrogen.” 
 
    Roger was totally out of it now. Things were becoming clearer. The way his chest and his hips were becoming…plumper. The changes, his loss of muscle mass, everything. 
 
    But the shock of his wife saying this rendered him speechless. 
 
    “Oh, that explains it,” The doctor didn’t seem unnerved by this admission. Roger realized that he must see lots of…of transgenders. Or shemales. Or whatever they were called. 
 
    “So what’s wrong with my husband’s penis?” 
 
    “He’s got a blood clot.” 
 
    The doctor hung an X-ray on a white screen and pointed with his finger. 
 
    The X-ray was large, and it made Roger’s penis look large. 
 
    “The clot is right here. Right in front of the prostate.” 
 
    Shannon turned to Roger. “Raise your legs.” 
 
    He moved, a reaction, but slowly. Shannon grabbed a leg and lifted. She pointed at a place between his balls and his asshole. 
 
    “Right there.” 
 
    “Well, a little behind that.” He grabbed Roger’s dingus, which had flopped down into the way. He lifted it up and touched a point of skin near the perineum. “Right here, actually.” 
 
    Riger jerked. He was having trouble sitting up the way they were lifting him. 
 
    She grabbed his balls and hefted them and he went back on the exam chair. “Right there.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Not there,” she touched his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, no. Over the perineum.” 
 
    They let go of his package and Roger struggled to sit up again. He was totally red, but they didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    “So what do we do about this clot.” 
 
    “Not much, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Can’t you operate?” 
 
    “Certainly. But we’d have to slice right down the middle of his penis. We can’t go through the perineum or that area. We’d risk too much damage to the prostate. And his anus…out of the question. He wouldn't be able to poop for months.” 
 
    Shannon nodded. “I understand. Better his penis than his ability to pass urine or poop.” 
 
    Roger translated the polite language. If they went through the perineum he would risk losing his prostate, and that had to do with his ability to pee. If they went through his penis, cut right through it, it might get…messy. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    The doctor faced him. He was arranging his white gown, and Shannon was smiling. The doctor, in talking intimately with her about penises and stuff, was getting excited. “You’re going to have to have no erections for a month.” 
 
    “No…” Roger looked down at his swollen member. No way that was going down. “…boners.” 
 
    “Don’t sound so dubious, Roger. We’ll give you an antiandrogenic drug called Medroxyprogesterone acetate, or MPA. We can tailor it to a couple of months, maybe a month, and…you won’t even have to think about it.”               
 
    “Not think about my…dick?” 
 
    Shannon smothered a snicker. 
 
    “We’ll also give you some medicine to thin your blood, reduce the blood clot and eventually eliminate it all together.” Then he turned to Shannon. He seemed to recognize that she was the one who was making the decisions here. “This brings us to some good news.” 
 
    “At last,” breathed Roger.  
 
    “MPA is a female hormone. It will supercharge, for lack of a better word, your husband’s transition. I’ve also got other drugs that might be better for him, considering his condition.” 
 
    “That would be wonderful,” Shannon cooed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” breathed Roger. 
 
    Of course, there are some side effects.” 
 
    “Of course,” whimpered Roger under his breath. 
 
    “What kind of effects?” 
 
    “He will have an adverse psychological reaction to the increased estrogen in his blood.” 
 
    “Which means?” 
 
    “He is going to be very excited. He won’t be able to get erect, but he is going to want…uh…he’ll be very sexually excited.” 
 
    Shannon smiled. “That’s okay.” 
 
    The doctor began writing prescriptions, and he was wondering: why does this idiot want to be a woman? Can’t he see how gorgeous his wife is? 
 
    And so the exam ended, Roger was given several shots to boost him on his way, and he and Shannon headed for home. 
 
      
 
    “I guess that lets me out of this year long plan of yours,” commented Roger. His heart was pounding from the shots they had given him. Also, his penis was already starting to feel not so hard.               
 
    “Why on earth would you think that?” Shannon looked at him quizzically. 
 
    “Well, I can’t have sex with a limp weenie. No point in locking it up. And I can’t cheat, so—“ 
 
    “Honey!” chirped Shannon happily. “All this means is that you can’t wear a chastity tube, but now you have no use for one. We can still continue with your changes.” 
 
    “Yeah, what about these changes! What do you mean I’m transitioning? Why would you say that to the doctor?” 
 
    “It was the easiest thing to say. I didn’t want to explain how you’ve changed your diet, or how living an austere lifestyle is effecting you.” 
 
    Roger bit his lip. In a way, she was right. He certainly didn’t want to talk about having cheated, and his current lifestyle. 
 
    No man wanted to look pussy whipped, and…he didn’t want to talk about anything. But… “What about these hormones he’s going to give me?” 
 
    “He already gave them to you.” 
 
    “He did?” 
 
    “All those shots. those were a lot of hormones, powerful hormones.” 
 
    “So I’m actually going to turn into…these bits of flab will turn into…breasts?” 
 
    “You make it sound so terrible. Don’t worry. I’ll be there every step of the way. I’ll teach you how to wear dresses, put on make up, everything. Besides, don’t you remember the note you read the other night?” 
 
    He did: You won’t understand women until you’ve been one. 
 
    That was all he could look at while he stood with his peeny locked in the pillory on the other side of the wall. 
 
    “Besides,” Shannon added, “Aren’t you forgetting what you almost did?” 
 
    “What?” he stared at her, his mind a blank. 
 
    “You fucked Celia.” 
 
    “I…what…oh…shit!” 
 
    He remembered the scene in the mudroom. Him with his bloated and purple penis, in the hot shower trying to get warm, and then…then he had stuffed his salami into Celia. He had fucked her to several cums, but had not been able to get off himself. 
 
    Of course, now he understood why he hadn’t been able to get off. He had a blood clot. 
 
    But he had tried, and he had had his penis in Celia. 
 
    “You had your penis in Celia! You fucked her, and she told me it was for a good hour. That’s probably the only good thing about this whole situation. You weren’t able to cum. If you had…if you had…I would have doubled your time as a slave.” 
 
    “Two years?” 
 
    “Two years,” she confirmed. “But, fortunately you didn’t squirt, so it doesn’t count as a complete fuck. Just a half a fuck, I suppose. Maybe I should add half a year to your sentence.” She mused over this for a. moment. “But I’m angry with you. This all started because you were putting your penis in Celia, and now you’ve done it again!” 
 
    “But, honey…” he begged the rest of the way home. 
 
      
 
    The year turned into March. The cold weather broke and became merely brisk, and brisk was nothing to a man…uh, a woman…who had washed by jumping into a freezing swimming pool. 
 
    Still, it was more pleasant inside than outside, and whatever free time Roger had he spent inside his pink house sitting by the space heater, curled up in his metal blanket. 
 
    For being angry about him having his dinger in Celia Shannon didn’t seem all that angry. In fact, Celia came over for dinner a couple of times, and the girls laughed and drank wine and whispered conspiratorially. 
 
    Roger, huddled in his metal blanket, peeked through the high window in the dining room and watched them. 
 
    He watched the eager way they leaned towards each other and spoke in whispers. He watched the way their faces became heated. 
 
    But he didn’t see more because they went into the bedroom. 
 
    Not able to see through the thick drapes in the bedroom, Roger listened under the window. He couldn’t hear much, certainly not conversations, but he did hear sounds. Sounds like bouncing bedsprings and guttural moans. 
 
    He would go back to the pink shack and sit on his pallet and think about everything. 
 
    His penis was limp. It was just a little thing, as big as a pinkie, and it just hung there. 
 
    In spite of his limp member he was horny. He had never been so horny. He would sit on the pallet and hold his tiny weeny and just…be horny. 
 
    And, his body was changing. If it was changing slowly before, it was now changing fast. By the time two weeks of March had passed he had boobs. Not big ones. But they were boobs. Round and firm. Not just flabby fat, but…tits. 
 
    He would sit on his pallet some nights and just hold his boobs in wonder. 
 
    He was struck by how sexy they were, and how they were getting larger, and he would flick the nipples with his thumb and shiver with almost electric anticipation. 
 
    But anticipation without a hard cock is nothing but frustrating. 
 
     
 
    “I bought you some nylons and a garter belt.” Shannon smiled and tossed Roger a bag. 
 
    He looked wonderful in bra and panties with his changing body, and this would make him look even more wonderful. 
 
    “I also bought you some more lipstick. Looks like you’re getting low.” 
 
    She had a look of satisfaction in her eyes as she said this. 
 
    Roger examined the contents of the bag. Sheer nylons, the kind held up by a garter. The garter was black, sensuous to the touch, and he knew the dangling straps would turn him on. 
 
    As if he wasn’t turned on enough already. 
 
    “Also, I would like you to do something for me.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “You’ve been doing a wonderful job of remodeling your little house, but I would like you to follow the directions I’ve put in here.” She handed him a box. 
 
    She smiled and turned away, and he looked at the box. 
 
    It was cardboard, and it was heavy. It rattled when he shook it, and made the sound of…chains? 
 
    He opened the box and found a long eyebolt and chain about six feet long. 
 
    He was puzzled for a moment, but he read the directions and he figured it out. 
 
    The chain would be bolted to the floor of his pink house. In the center of the floor, and it would attach to him. To his package, he assumed. He would be effectively tethered. 
 
    “Shannon?” he called out, but it was too late. She had already gone into the house. 
 
    He walked into his home and put the box on the work bench. He wondered why she would want to chain him to the floor, but, after nearly three months of following directions he had actually gotten used to it. 
 
    It was easy. Just don’t think about it. Go along with it. 
 
    And he didn’t understand that each day of submitting was a day with less of himself. 
 
    But it was easier. 
 
    He took his dress and his panties and bra off and washed them in the swimming pool. He hung them to dry in a stiff breeze, then washed himself off. 
 
    The pool was still freezing, but it was nowhere near January temperatures. 
 
    When he was done he sat in his house, fingering the nylons, and waiting for his lingerie and dress to dry. He was thinking about asking Shannon for more clothes. He needed more clothes. 
 
    In a rare humorous insight he realized: a girl’s got to have clothes! 
 
    When things were dry he brought them in and got dressed. 
 
    His boobs were getting bigger every day. 
 
    His body hair wasn’t growing back. Between Nair and hormones he was pretty hair naked. 
 
    Except that his head hair was getting longer and longer. 
 
    He needed a brush so he could better take care of his hair. What was that old rule? Brush the hair a hundred strokes? Something like that. And he needed to do that. 
 
    The nylons felt fantastic. It was like his skin, sensitive without hair, had a layer of even more sensitive skin. 
 
    And his legs were a little warmer. 
 
    He went outside and went to the picture window in the front of the living room. He stood and turned and pirouetted and admired his growing girly form. 
 
    Shannon stepped out of the hallway and noticed him. She smiled, then pointed at her lips. 
 
    Quickly, he ran back to the shack and painted his mouth. 
 
    Then he returned to the window. Shannon was waiting, and she smiled at him. 
 
    He spoke through the window, a bit more boldly than he planned, but Shannon didn’t take it wrong. 
 
    “I need more clothes.” 
 
    She tilted her head and was bemused. 
 
    “I need more clothes if I’m going to be pretty.” 
 
    Shannon grinned and nodded and gave him a thumbs up. 
 
    Good. He was getting more clothes. The only question was…when? 
 
    Shannon was notorious, in his mind, for promising something, then taking a month or two to deliver. 
 
      
 
    March was almost done, just a day or two until April, and Roger had been working hard every day. 
 
    The pink house now had walls. Real walls with drywall, properly sanded over the seams, and painted pink. 
 
    Shannon had bought him a little chandelier and he had replaced the wiring. It hung down from the ceiling, and even the floor was done. 
 
    With an eyebolt sunk through the floor into the concrete under the house. No way that puppy was coming out! 
 
    Excited, Roger brought Shannon out to see his build. 
 
    “Wonderful,” she said, feeling the walls, flicking the light switch. “But you’ve done too well.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Now your furniture looks shabby.” 
 
    “You said I might get some new furniture.” 
 
    “The word is ‘might.’ I’ve had to spend money on these materials, so we have to save money. No new furniture for a while, and…we’re going to reduce the electrical bill.” 
 
    “How?” he asked, feeling the bite of suspicion. 
 
    “It’s getting warm enough, you don’t need that silly heater. Besides, you’ve been running it all day, all night. You don’t need that.” 
 
    “I do! Please! Don’t take my heater!” 
 
    “Sorry, Roger. And, now that we’re speaking of it, there are a couple of things we need to discuss.” 
 
    Uh oh. “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, it’s been more than a month since your last spanking.” 
 
    He immediately grew red. His whole body turned red. But whether it was embarrassment, or just excitement at the thought of being spanked again, he didn’t know. 
 
    “So that’s going to happen again. But since you can’t put your little weenie through the wall, we need another way of making sure you don’t move around.” 
 
    But I can put my weenie through the hole!” 
 
    “But it’s no longer stiff. Where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    He looked down at the floor and sighed. 
 
    “So I decided on the leash.” 
 
    “The leash?” 
 
    “The eyebolt in the floor, the chain. Instead of sticking you through the wall we can just run a chain to your little weenie and control you that way.” 
 
    “But why not let me just run around? Like I’ve been doing?” 
 
    “Because the weather is going to turn warmer, and we don’t want you going far afield. There’s no telling what kind of trouble you could get into if we let you just roam around.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get in trouble!” 
 
    “Late at night, walking through the neighborhood. You’re a pervert, you know…” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “…and we have to make sure that you don’t become a peeping Tom or something.” 
 
    “Honey! I’m not going to be a peeping Tom!” 
 
    “Better safe than sorry. I think I’ll go out tonight, maybe I should give you a good spanking, then chain you for the night.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do this!” 
 
    “Actually, I do. You fucked Celia—“ 
 
    “You said it didn’t count because I couldn’t get off!” 
 
    “I’m still up in the air about that. After all, is a half a fuck a fuck?” 
 
    “No! Besides, I explained how horny I was, and how I was so glad to half my dick recover!” 
 
    “But your dick didn’t recover. Now it’s got a clot, and if we don’t take of it then you might lose it.” She was starting to glare, and he  physically jerked when she spoke about him losing his penis. Maybe he better just back off.  
 
    She saw the change in him, and she smiled. She patted his cheek. “I can’t wait for your penis to get back to normal, can’t you?” 
 
    “I’d like that,” he sort of mumbled. 
 
    “Very good. Now I suggest you work on that bed of yours.” 
 
    “The work bench?” 
 
    “Yes. You should sand it, paint it, make it look worthy of this room.” She turned and walked off. 
 
    Being nothing but a sex slave, he had nothing better to do, so he spent that afternoon sanding the work bench. He wiggled it through the door to the pool area, got out the sander, and buffed the edges down, removed splinters, and made the wood smooth to the finish.  
 
    He was about to coat it with varnish, he liked wood in furniture, when Shannon came out the mud room door. 
 
    She was all dressed up and absolutely gorgeous. Her hair was coiffed in the French style with just a few wisps curling down around her neck. Her eyes were sultry and dark and shining with expectation. And he wondered: did she expect sex? Was she really going to go out looking for sex? 
 
    She strode across the pavement, her heels clicking, her calves sheathed in nylon. It looked like she was wearing a corset, the way her waist was pinched, the way her buns were so round and her topside was pushed up and out. 
 
    He could see her nipples through the blouse when her jacket shifted. Her jacket shifted back and forth with every step, so the edge of the jacket lapels were rubbing her nipples. 
 
    God, they looked big! 
 
    “Hi, honey. I’m almost done,” he managed to say, trying to look at her eyes and not her fantastic form. 
 
    “Excellent. It looks good, except, is that varnish you’re using?” 
 
    He smiled. “Looks pretty good.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He stared at her, and his heart started to sink. 
 
    “You’ve got a pink house, and you should have pink furniture.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “I’ll pick up some more pink paint tomorrow. In the meantime, come inside.” 
 
    He followed her into the little, pink shack. 
 
    The chain was two and a half feet long. She lifted it, tugged on it, and smiled it. “You did a good job.” 
 
    He gave a wan smile. He was apprehensive. He knew she was about to chain his dingus to the floor. But he was wrong. 
 
    She reached into the pocket of her jacket and took out a little, pear shaped dildo. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “It’s called a ‘pear of anguish.’” 
 
    “What does it do?” he felt his heart sinking. 
 
    “Turn around and I’ll show you.” 
 
    “I’m…you’re not…” 
 
    “Honey. We’ve played with your butt hole before. Besides, I don’t want to risk pulling on your penis, or having any sort of accident like when you were in the hole in the wall.” 
 
    “But what if I have an accident with…with that?” 
 
    “Not to worry. I checked on line to see if there were any dangers. Did you know that anal play reduces men’s risks of cancer?” 
 
    “But…that doesn’t…you…” Once again he was reduced to blathering. 
 
    “Just bend over.” Her tone was getting sharper, and he knew he[image: Image] better just comply. 
 
    He turned around and bent at the waist. 
 
    Shannon smiled and reached into her other pocket for a tube of lube. She pushed her finger into him and started running it around. And around and around. And two fingers. 
 
    She giggled. “I think you really like this.” 
 
    He did, but he wasn’t going to admit it. But he had the thought that he should. With no penile pleasure, his asshole was proving even more pleasurable. 
 
    Then he realized he shouldn’t admit it. If she found it gave him pleasure she might stop. 
 
    A groan escaped him, and she pushed three fingers into him, made him gasp, then withdrew. 
 
    “Not too big,” she said, and she placed the pear of anguish to his rectum. 
 
    She pushed, twisted, worked it around, and it went in easily. 
 
    At the base of the thing was a little turncock, and she began turning it. 
 
    He felt the pear expand in his asshole. His eyes went wide, and the sides of the pear came apart and widened and… “Oh, God!” He felt like he was going to explode with pleasure. 
 
    “It’s a form of torture, actually,” Shannon explained. “If I keep turning it will get painful. Really painful. But if I just do it a little, then it feels good and it can’t be removed.” 
 
    Roger moved his feet further to the sides and bent a little further over. It was like his asshole was being scourged with pure pleasure. 
 
    “There we go.” She clicked a little padlock onto the thing then stood up and inspected him. 
 
    Roger straightened up…slowly…and greeted a new world. A world that consisted of a happy asshole. 
 
    “Oh…” he said, and his eyes were glazed with a sexual happiness. 
 
    Yet his cock was still small. No way of growing and showing the world how good it felt. 
 
    He turned towards her and stood awkwardly. 
 
    She smiled, reached for his dong. She flipped it up and down a few times, then just held it and looked him in his stunned eyes. 
 
    “It’s so cute when it’s like this,” she murmured. “It’s almost like it’s well behaved.” 
 
    She suddenly knelt and took his package in her mouth. His cock and his balls. Because of the hormones his balls were a little smaller than normal, and his penis was only a couple of inches long and downright skinny. He groaned as she began rolling her tongue around and shifting his sex about in her mouth. 
 
    It was sexy. And…it was frustrating. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he moaned. 
 
    He had all his nerves, and they were firing, he just didn’t have the erection. 
 
    She let his balls slip out of her mouth and she sucked on his little peeny. 
 
    He felt everything. It was more intense than when he was full sized with a raging boner! 
 
    It was making him super, super, SUPER horny! 
 
    But there was nothing he could do about it. Not even a hint of relief in sight. 
 
    She let him go and smiled. “Isn’t that great? I can deep throat you now.” 
 
    He thought he felt a little stir in his penis, but it was probably his imagination. 
 
    “Well, honey. I’ll whip you later.” She kissed his red lips very lightly, gazed at the tormented look in his eyes, and giggled, then she left. 
 
      
 
    Roger stood in the center of his pink room and listened to the sound of her car driving away. He could just barely hear it, and he wondered: where’s she going? Is she going to have sex with somebody? 
 
    Oddly, and in spite of his ‘soft on,’ he was feeling hot, sexual flashes run through his whole body. 
 
    Now that he didn’t have a working boner his whole body was feeling the horniness. 
 
    He decided to sit down, and therein was the problem. 
 
    The pear of anguish did not accommodate sitting down. The turnstop was pushed, and the pear tried to enter him further, which was impossible. The very sensitive rim of his asshole suffered from the edges and pressure of the pear. He needed some serious cushioning if he was going to even think about sitting down. 
 
    But he had pulled the work bench out, and he hadn’t had a chance to pull it back in before he was chained up. His old horse blanket and his newer blanket was folded and placed in a corner, and on top of the blankets was his metal blanket, which was the only thing that saved him from freezing to death. 
 
    The chain being two and a half feet, the wall being four feet, he could sit on the floor and touch the wall. If he could sit on the wall. 
 
    But he had put his blankets in a corner, and the corner of the room was, he stretched his arms out…not reachable. 
 
    He guesstimated the distance. The corner was about five or six feet from the center of the room. 
 
    He got on his knees and tried to reach the corner. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    He lay on his side and tried to touch his blankets with his toes. 
 
    He could touch the blankets, run his toes over the top, but he couldn’t hook the folds and pull them to him. 
 
    For long minutes he struggled, twisting his body this way and that, trying to get to the blankets. He was turned, the chain was pulling on his asshole, and he couldn’t…quite…reach… 
 
    Finally, he stopped, crawled back to the center of the room, and lay there. 
 
    God, his anus felt good. It was like somebody was massaging his asshole, and…his asshole was becoming a sexual release. 
 
    He looked sadly at the corner. His blankets sat there, all folded neatly, and he couldn’t get to them. 
 
    And the heater wasn’t plugged in. 
 
    And it was chilly. 
 
    Not cold, but…brisk. 
 
    He would have goose bumps this night, but, fortunately he wouldn’t freeze like he had in January and February. 
 
    He sighed, lay on his side. At least Shannon had turned the lights off. He would be able to lay on his side—a little uncomfortable but so what—and get some sleep. 
 
    He lay, Shannon was gone. The night was chilly. No sounds, and he drifted off. He started to smile. Pleasant dreams. Pleasant… 
 
    The light went on.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Roger was dozing, almost ready to slip into the deep sleep, then harsh light dug at his eyelids. 
 
    “Wha…” he blinked, tried to see in the sudden light. 
 
    Shannon must have come home! She wasn’t going out and getting laid after all! She was…three women? 
 
    He made out the shapes of three women. 
 
    One was Celia, his ex-girlfriend. She was 75% white, and one quarter exotic Mex. She had large breasts and she loved to flaunt them.  
 
    He had never seen the other two women. 
 
    “What…are you…?” 
 
    “Hi, Roger. This is Jane and Ann.” 
 
    “I’m Jane!” said the blonde with the rack that was bigger than Celia’s. 
 
    “And I’m Ann. Wanna see my tits?” 
 
    The ladies were all dressed to go out on the night on the town. They wore tight dresses that showed off their beautiful mammaries. 
 
    Roger couldn’t exactly sit because of the pear in his ass. But he lifted one leg, tried to cover himself, and huddled in on himself. 
 
    “Shannon said we could come over. How you doing, Roger? 
 
    The three girls crowded through the door and giggled. 
 
    And Roger got it. They were drunk! 
 
    He could tell that from the way they acted, and from the bottle in Jane’s hand. 
 
    “You want some liquor?” Jane held out a bottle of Tequila Ocho Añejo.” 
 
    Roger jerked back, then thought about it. Yeah. He needed some liquor. He held his hand out and took the bottle. 
 
    Tequila is a unique drink. It can go down smooth, if you get the right tequila, and it gives a high like dope. 
 
    “Look at this place!” cooed Ann. She walked around the room feeling the pink painted walls. 
 
    “You must really like pink!” 
 
    Roger glugged, and glugged again. 
 
    Celia, who had seen the evolution of the pink house, and who had been intimate with Roger, sat down next to him. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Roger? Why aren’t you in your little bench bed?” 
 
    He burped, felt the gentle burn in his gut and smiled. That was expensive tequila, and it was good. “I couldn’t reach my blankets.” 
 
    “These things? Here.” Jane kicked his blankets over to him. 
 
    He folded the horse blanket to make a thick pillow, then arranged the good blanket so it formed two little pillows. He placed his buns very carefully on the pillows. The turnstop no longer pushed on his asshole. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he smiled and settled down and wrapped the silver blanket around himself. 
 
    “Can I see that?” asked Celia. 
 
    “The blanket?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What for? It’s cold!” 
 
    “I’ve never seen a metal blanket before.” 
 
    Roger unwrapped the blanket and handed it to her. She took it, felt it, then pulled it into a ball and tossed it over her shoulder.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Celia grinned. 
 
    Jane and Ann laughed and sat down one on either side of Roger. They put their arms around him, and Ann explored his groin, and Jane leaned around and sucked on his breasts. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he protested, feeling weak from their attentions. 
 
    “Playing with you,” Jane explained, taking her mouth off his boob. “These are nice. And they’re all yours?” 
 
    Roger didn’t want to answer, and he was getting distracted by the way Ann was feeling his groin. 
 
    “His dick is so tiny, and his balls are like…miniature.” 
 
    Roger groaned as she squeezed him. 
 
    “You can feel that?” 
 
    “Of course I can!” 
 
    She grinned and watched his face and gave them a hard squeeze. 
 
    “Oh!” he folded forward and sprawled on the floor. 
 
    The girls piled on him, held him down, and examined his asshole. 
 
    “That’s that pear thing Shannon told us about.” 
 
    “Look how the chain goes right into his little pucker.” Ann pulled on the chain and Roger was forced to hump up quickly. 
 
    Ann giggled and pulled a few more times. Making him grunt and groan and move about on the floor. 
 
    Finally, she stopped, and Roger managed to sit back down on his blanket pillows. 
 
    Celia had the bottle now, and she took a healthy swig and passed it around the room. It wound up with Roger, who did another couple of big glugs. 
 
    The bottle had been near full when the girls had entered, and it was  now almost empty. 
 
    Roger was starting to feel the light-headed happiness that imbibing too fast will bring. 
 
    “So how do you like it, Roger?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Being a pussy boy?” 
 
    “I’m a pussy boy?” 
 
    “Of course you are. You’re so addicted to pussy that you’ll do anything to get it.” She was wrong in her definition, but right in using the word. 
 
    “I will not! Besides. I don’t get any pussy.” 
 
    “You don’t?” Ann and Jane gasped. They couldn’t imagine a man doing something like living in the pink shed unless he was getting more sex than a male rabbit in a female rabbit whorehouse. 
 
    “No,” explained Celia. “The last vagina he was in was mine, and that was a couple of months ago, and he couldn’t cum then. And now look at his dick.” 
 
    “It is awfully tiny,” remarked Ann. “Why’s it so small?” 
 
    “He had a shot to make sure he can’t get hard.” 
 
    “Why’d you do that?” burped Jane. 
 
    “I got a blood clot in my penis,” he said sadly. “They gave me a shot to make sure I couldn’t get hard, to give the clot a chance to dissolve.” 
 
    Jane and Ann looked at each other. 
 
    “Sort of sad, really,” commented Celia. “He used to be a real stud. But he screwed that up.” 
 
    “So he can’t get an erection, and he can’t screw…” 
 
    “And he still gets horny.” 
 
    “I’ll bet I can get him hard.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you can’t…” 
 
    Ann stood up and began unbuttoning her jacket and blouse. “Can you beat this Flatty two by four?” 
 
    “Flatty two by four? Flatty?” Jane stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse. 
 
    Celia started laughing, then plugged in the heater and began undressing. 
 
    “Your tits are nothing but zits!” 
 
    “And your ass is a pancake without the syrup!” 
 
    “I’ve got your syrup right here, bitch!” 
 
    Skirts came down, and the girls were down to their underwear. 
 
    “You’re the cure for priapism! One look at you would limp a pimp!” 
 
    “Says the girl with the stinky cunt!” 
 
    “My cunt does not stink, you borderline whore!” 
 
    The insults flew back and forth, sometimes cutting and sometimes stupid, but always funny, then Celia pushed the two aside and buried her head in Roger’s groin. 
 
    Roger was pushed back, and somehow managed to hump and twist so the turn stop sticking out of his ass didn’t hurt him. 
 
    But his impact on the base of the pear did something else. 
 
    Celia looked up in surprise! “Sperm! I got a squirt of sperm!” 
 
    Roger tried to push the girls away, but Ann and Jane had dropped on his arms and he couldn’t move. 
 
    That was the first indication he had that the hormones he had taken were affecting his muscles. 
 
    “You did’t!” 
 
    “I did!” 
 
    “But his dicklet is so teeny weeny!” 
 
    “With that thing in his butt you probably pushed on his prostate. If he’s full of semen that might do it.” 
 
    “But how can he be full of semen with balls so small?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but push on him! Let’s see if we can get more out of him!” 
 
    Both Ann and Jane placed a hand on his belly and pushed. 
 
    Roger tried to twist aside, but their combined weight was too much. The pear of anguish pressed into his innards. 
 
    Celia bobbed her head up again. “Yes! Definitely sperm!” 
 
    They pushed on him again and again. Then Jane insisted on tasting, then Ann. 
 
    Roger was getting sore in the belly, and in the asshole, but the girls were determined to squeeze every single bit of sperm out of him. 
 
    They weren’t getting a lot, just a little drop every squeeze or two, but it was enough to keep the girls shoving on his belly for a long time. 
 
    “Here go, Roger,” Jane held the bottle over his mouth and the last few drops of tequila drizzled into his throat. 
 
    Then, no more semen coming out, they all sat back. 
 
    Roger squirmed and arranged the pillows and lay back. 
 
    He had no joy from being mouth fucked, except for the incredible horniness that was now assailing him. 
 
    The girls sat against the walls, naked, and ignored him, talked about men they’d known and done. 
 
    “They say black men are big, but I had this Samoan once who was monstrous! Of course, I couldn’t breath under him, but when he was done I didn’t care if I could breath.” 
 
    “I screwed a lifeguard once. He was big as a kayak. A big kayak.” 
 
    “That’s nothing. I…” 
 
    And the tales went on. Finally, however, they turned their attention back to Roger. 
 
    “What should we do with Mr. Mini-dick?” asked Jane. “We came over here to play with the boy.” 
 
    Roger was stunk drunk. He muttered, “I’m not a pussy boy.” 
 
    “Oh, you are, too. You just won’t admit it.” 
 
    “Let’s make him eat us while we talk about it.” 
 
    Roger didn’t stand a chance. He was pushed back, causing him to groan at the sudden pressure in his anus, and Celia sat on his face. 
 
    “Hey! Urk…gurgle…blah!” 
 
    His voice was drunk and made blubbering by the pounds of pussy grabbing his face. 
 
    Jane began sucking on his teeny weeny again. She wasn’t normally good at deep throating, but his dicklet was so small she was having no problem. 
 
    Ann, giggling, got up and left the shed. 
 
    A blast of frigid air made everybody yell as the door opened and closed. 
 
    Then the door opened and another blast of air came in, which caused more yells. 
 
    “Sorry. I need this.” She grabbed the metal blanket and ran out of the shed. A third blast of cold air, more yells, then Celia and Jane went back to their pursuits.  
 
    Jane was squatting, grinding her vulva on roger’s nose. 
 
    Roger was gasping and choking as her sweet juices trickled in his mouth. 
 
    Jane had his whole package in her mouth, balls and all, and she was beating his dick with her tongue, pushing it around inside her mouth like it was a race horse going around a track. 
 
    The door opened and a final blast of cold air lowered the temperature in the pink shed. 
 
    “Guess what I’ve got!” 
 
    Jane and Celia looked up. Jane’s face was red and her lipstick was smeared. Celia’s face looked very, very happy. 
 
    Ann held up a miniature suitcase. 
 
    “Oh, no! You’re not!” 
 
    “I am!” 
 
    “What?” asked Roger, struggling to get his face out from under Celia’s delicious pussy. 
 
    “You keep him occupied and I’ll do his nails!” 
 
    “Nails! What are—ghlamph!”  
 
    Celine lowered her twat and covered his mouth again, ending all queries and objections. 
 
    Jane gave his dick a bite, which caused him to jerk and yell, which caused Celine to moan, and jumped up to help Ann. 
 
    For Roger being drunk, and having to be held on, they did a wonderful job. They spread his fingers and prepped them, then attached long fakes. 
 
    “You’re going to use that?” 
 
    “Sure. Why not?” 
 
    “But that’s super glue!” 
 
    “He’s going to have super nails,” Ann responded, and they giggled. 
 
    Celine kept twisting and adjusting her weight, and Roger was kept too busy trying to breath. He couldn’t struggle and breath at the same time, so he opted for trying to breath. 
 
    The girls worked quickly, then Jane moved to the front and Celia moved back for an instant. 
 
    “Don’t you dare try to break them or cut them or anything. They’re good nails, and you have to take care of them.” 
 
    Roger gazed up at her blearily. His eyes were red and his face was soaked with vagina juice. 
 
    Celia sat back down and Jane and Ann worked on Roger’s other hand. 
 
    Finally, they were done. 
 
    Roger was really done. His mouth was sore from eating, his face felt like it had plaster of Paris on it, and he was grateful just to be able to take a deep breath. 
 
    The girls pulled him up to a sitting position, and he gave a quick squeak as his anal companion shifted inside him. 
 
    The girls clapped and cheered. 
 
    “You’re so cute!” 
 
    “Look at those nails!” 
 
    Roger looked, and a slow shudder seemed to well up from inside him. The nails were an inch long, rounded, and redder than a fire engine on the way to a fire! 
 
    “Oh…” he said. “Oh, God.” 
 
    “But, look, you’ve messed up his lipstick!” 
 
    “We’ve got to fix that!” 
 
    They tried to pull him outside, just lifted his arms and one of them opened the door, and— 
 
    “AIEE!”  
 
    “Darn, his little dicky won’t come loose.” 
 
    “Here, let’s use this.” 
 
    Celia picked up her panties where she had tossed them. 
 
    They moved back into the pink palace and closed the door. Roger grabbed his package when they let him go, that pull on his teeny weeny when they had tried to pull him out of the shed had been painful. 
 
    Celia stuck the panties in the rusty, old toilet and began wiping his face clean of the light traces of lipstick and heavy deluge of vagina juice. 
 
    Roger made sounds and struggled, but he was outnumbered, drunk, and didn’t stand a chance. He inhaled the smell of the panties, which were well worn and in need of a washing, and the dirty water of the toilet. 
 
    Well, the water wasn’t that dirty. Roger did flush it after use, but still… 
 
    Then the girls pushed him back again and he again tried to arrange his bottom on pillows so the turn stop wouldn’t ram up his asshole. 
 
    Roger was done for. It was late, he was tired and drunk, and the girls had him outnumbered. 
 
    They began cleansing his face, rubbing it mercilessly with little sponges. 
 
    Then came the primer. 
 
    Ann and Celia held his face firm and Jane decorated it. She put on the foundation and the blush, colored the eyes, then did the delicate pencil work. 
 
    Roger sat, occasionally wiggled, and let them do their worst. 
 
    Or best. 
 
    When his face was done, his eyes sparkling in spite of his drunkeness, his lips plumped and painted, they pierced his ears. 
 
    By now Roger was lolling in their grip. Still there was n’t much left to do. Just brush his hair and style it. 
 
    They let him lay back on the floor and examined their work. 
 
    He was out of it, dazed and mumbling, but he was also beautiful. They had done a wonderful job, and his face was quite feminine. 
 
    “Did you know he’s been taking hormones?” asked Celia conversationally. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “That explains why he’s got those titties.” 
 
    They all giggled. 
 
    “He’s got titties, a shrinking package, and he looks like a girl. A real girl.” 
 
    “We should talk to Shannon. See if we can get him some breast implants.” 
 
    “Give it a month, his chest is going to be big.” 
 
    “How can you tell?” 
 
    Look how wide his boobs are. They’re going to fill out. I had wide boobs when I was in sixth grade, and by the time I was in 9th grade I was walking like a hunchback.” 
 
    They all laughed at that image. 
 
    “Then I discovered that I had ‘em, or at least I discovered that the boys wanted them. So I walked around with my head back and my chest out.” 
 
    “Boys,” snickered Ann. “They are so stupid.” 
 
    “Why do they want our tits, anyway?” 
 
    “Boob envy,” answered Celia. “Way back when it was supposed to be girls that all had penis envy, but now we know the truth; it’s boys that have boob envy. 
 
    “He’s really going to need some sexy bras.” 
 
    “We should buy him some.” 
 
    “Okay. Pact! We meet tomorrow and go buy pussy boy here some real bras.” 
 
    “Yeah. Shannon has got him on too much of a diet. Look at that face, those nails. Roger could be a real girl if we gave him half a chance.” 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s adopt him.” 
 
    And so they agreed. 
 
    And, shortly afterward, the night ended and the girls left. 
 
    Roger slumbered, falling into a deep sleep.  
 
    He dreamed he was in a thousand room castle, running from room to room, and every room was pink. 
 
    And no matter how many rooms he ran through…Shannon was pursuing him, laughing hysterically, and spraying him with pink paint. 
 
      
 
    Sunlight and cold hit him simultaneously. He blink, stuttered something, and wondered what was going on. His head ached from all the booze, and his face felt funny, like he had slept with a heaping helping of sun screen on. 
 
    How weird. How…he opened his eyes. 
 
    Shannon stood, leaning against the door jamb. She was holding his morning meal, a hot bowl of goop (hamburger, rice, onion, celery, can of cream of chicken soup) in one hand. The other hand was on her waist. 
 
    She was smiling, be it in a half sad fashion. 
 
    “Roger, Roger, Roger. I leave you alone for a night and you still manage to get in trouble. 
 
    “Uh…hi.” 
 
    He started to sit up, then stopped and looked at his hands. His long nails, so red and shiny. “What the fuck?” And he looked up at Shannon. “Look what they did to me!” 
 
    He held up his hands, but Shannon just smiled and said, “It’s hard not to notice those claws.” 
 
    He looked at his hands again, and sighed, then he started to get up again, and stopped and made a face. 
 
    He looked around, over his shoulder, and saw the chain that lead to the pear of anguish. “Darn,” he whispered. 
 
    “How’s your butt feel?” Shannon asked cheerfully. 
 
    “Like it’s been fucked,” he admitted. “Can you take that thing out?” 
 
    “After you tell me what happened last night. And, remember, I know everything. So you better tell me the truth.” 
 
    Roger grunted, arranged pillows, and managed to sit so the turn stop wouldn’t be shoved up into his backside. 
 
    “It’s not my fault,” he explained, trying not to whine. 
 
    He started to wipe his face, what was this sticky mess on him? 
 
    “Don’t do that.” 
 
    He froze. “Do what?” 
 
    “Wipe your face.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you in a minute. First, you tell me.” 
 
    So Roger went into the story, going into detail, about how the girls had showed up, he told how they had ridiculed him, sucked his worthless cock, and his tits. He told how they jerked on his chain and made him lay there while they molested him. 
 
    Shannon had no expression while he talked, and, when he was done, she didn’t seem to care. 
 
    “Are you mad?” 
 
    She sighed. “No. I expected this when I told Celia you were home alone. And when she asked if she could visit you I saw no harm. I didn’t expect her friends to come over, though. 
 
    “I mean, I didn’t throw myself at them, or try to seduce them, or even flirt with them. And…” 
 
    “What?” Her eyes gleamed as she realized he was about to tell her something important. 
 
    “They…they called me a pussy boy.” 
 
    Shannon held her laughter in. “So?” 
 
    “So I’m not a pussy boy, am I? I’m doing all this to earn your trust, to get back in your good graces, to make up for cheating on you.” 
 
    She listened to his whining and her lips pursed in a happy moue. 
 
    “Well, honey, you live in a pink house, you look like a woman, you do what I say…what do you think it looks like?” 
 
    “But I’m not a pussy boy!” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “Please, tell me I’m not! I couldn’t stand it if people thought I was a pussy boy!” 
 
    “Okay, you’ve told me your sordid tale,” she chuckled, which disheartened him further. Put your ass up so I can let you loose. 
 
    He turned and put his shoulders down—which caused his tits to touch the cold, wood floor—and pushed his ass up. 
 
    Shannon placed his goop on the floor and stepped forward, knelt, and start unscrewing the turn stop. 
 
    Roger felt the pear of anguish in his backside shrink. The leaves came together and he felt an indescribably sense of relief. 
 
    He had been opened up so long that he had lost a certain amount of sensation concerning his intruder. 
 
    Then she pulled it out with a pop. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” and he pushed forward and lay on the floor. 
 
    “Come on, it’s not that bad.” 
 
    “No, but it’s a relief.” 
 
    “So get up and go look at your reflection in the big window.” 
 
    Roger stood up and looked at her, then he walked past her, turning sideways, almost as if he was afraid to touch her, and trotted around the pool. 
 
    In the reflection he saw himself. A body that was more slender than he had been. Boobs, not huge, but getting there, his fingernails, of course, and…his face. 
 
    His mouth opened. In the glass his mouth, so red, opened in shock. 
 
    He looked at his eyes. He leaned forward and saw the eyeliner and the blush and…his lips looked so plump!” 
 
    Shannon had followed him and now stood at his shoulder. She must have been reading his mind, because she said, “It looks like they used some kind of plumper on your lips.” 
 
    “Plumper,” he was dazed and shocked and stunned and stupefied. 
 
    “Yes. It’s a substance that makes your lips swell up. It can last a couple of days. I like you like this. I’ll have to find out what she used. Well, come along.” 
 
    She turned and walked back towards the shed. 
 
    “What are…what are you going to do?” 
 
    She smiled over her shoulder at him. “It’s time for your spanking.” 
 
    “My…now? But it’s morning!” 
 
    “But you were playing with other women. Cheating on me.” 
 
    “Not with my dick!” 
 
    “But you would have if I allowed you to have an erection. Perhaps I should have the doctor give you a shot that will last longer. It’s so much easier to deal with you than with that clunky chastity tube on you.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    “Shush,” she said as they entered the shed. “Stand against the wall.” 
 
    He didn’t really know why he was crying, but he was, as she put his hands up and chained them to the hooks at the ceiling. 
 
    “Step forward and…you’re not big enough to go all the way through the hole, are you?” 
 
    “No,” he sniffed, thinking there was one good thing to come out of his tininess. 
 
    “Well, that’s okay.” 
 
    She left for a moment, then returned with a length of thin rope. She tied it around his package and fed the end of the rope out the hole mid level in the wall. 
 
    She left and he heard her walking around the shed. Then he felt her pulling on the rope, and his package pulled up and went as far as it could go through the hole in the wall. 
 
    “Don’t fall,” she called through the thin wood. “I’m tying this to a tree.” 
 
    He was stuck, his back arched and his manhood was secured. 
 
    He could move a little, but not much. 
 
    Shannon re-entered the shed. 
 
    “There we go.” 
 
    “But the doctor—“ 
 
    “A few minutes won’t hurt. Probably be good for you. Get the blood rushing, you know. Do you have any preferences for the whip?” 
 
    Half sobbing, he suggested, “Do you have a feather?” 
 
    Shannon chuckled. She decided to use a ping pong paddle. 
 
    “Really?” asked Roger. 
 
    “Really. Don’t go away.” She laughed and left. then returned with a paddle. 
 
    “Ooh, look. It’s got these little, green pimples on the face. those are going to look so good on your butt.” 
 
    She drew her hand back and prepared to swing. Roger closed his eyes and took a deep breath, but nothing happened. 
 
    He looked back at her. 
 
    She was thinking. 
 
    “Wait her. “ She grinned. “I don’t know why, but I never get tired of saying, ‘don’t go away.’” 
 
    She darted out the door again, and Roger listened to her high heels clicking away, then, a minute later, returning. 
 
    She re-entered the shack. she had a piece of paper and a marks-a-lot, and she printed a nice, neat message on the paper, then she tacked it to the wall in front of his face. 
 
     Roger stared at the message in disbelief. He half turned to her and asked, “Are you serious?” 
 
    “As a spanking,” and she swung. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She stopped and looked at his butt. His cheeks were red, and the little nubs on the paddle were visible on his butt.               
 
    “Excellent. Are you counting? Are you reading?” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow! Three.” 
 
    “It’s four.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Four!” 
 
    He was confused. The pain of the paddling, the message in front of his nose, it was all too much. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Ow! 
 
    Then, before he knew it, the pleasure started up. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh.” Not ‘Ow,’ but ‘Oh,’ and he was surprised. “Fifteen.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh. Sixteen.” 
 
    The warm flush of pain translating into pleasure. He wiggled his butt. The endorphins were already kicking in. He was getting used to this. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Seventeen.” His voice took on a dreamy quality. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Eighteen.” 
 
    He was in his pink house, and his wife was pinking his butt, and…it felt good. Right. Wonderful. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Nineteen. Harder.” 
 
    That made Shannon smile. 
 
    She enjoyed the physical act of beating her husband, but she didn’t actually like inflicting pain. Now that it was turning into pleasure, the pain was becoming pleasurable, she enjoyed paddling him. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His cock was stretched out. Small and pitiful, it still felt good. He imagined it throbbing, and it was almost like it was. 
 
    At any rate, he had full sensation, and he dwindled away into another world 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    A world that was pink and wonderful. Where he was a little girl sucking on a lollipop and playing in the clouds. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    A world where hate was outlawed and everybody loved everybody. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He ran amongst the clouds, kissing people, hugging them, and his penis was ten feet long. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Well, maybe ten inches, but it felt like it was ten feet. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    It felt like he could use it for a baseball bat, and every time he swung it he hit a home run of orgasmic proportion. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He wore dresses and his big boobs flopped. His penis squirted. And he was so-o-o very happy. His balls were the size of basketballs. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    As happy as he had ever been. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Bent over and taking it up the backside. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Everybody loving him. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Then he stopped.  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    There, in front of him, somehow constructed in the clouds, was a bulletin board. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He walked closer and looked up at the giant letters. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He recognized them. They were the same thing that Shannon had written on a piece of paper and put in front of his face. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He read them, and began to cry. 
 
      
 
    I’m a pussy boy. 
 
      
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And cry and cry and cry. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Big tears that washed his face and cleansed his soul. 
 
    For the truth was written in the clouds. 
 
      
 
    I’m a pussy boy. 
 
      
 
    And now he knew why he cried. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Because it was the truth, and he could no long fight it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He was, in his real heart of hearts, nothing but a big, old pussy boy. 
 
    SMACK! 
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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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pooter Boy Comes Out! 
 
    Sexual transition gets easier! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    This is the fourth installment of the ‘I was a Sex Slave’ series. 
 
    Roger is becoming more and more feminine. Hormones are changing his body, his wife is changing his mind with whippings, and he is taking larger and larger steps towards womanhood. 
 
    In this story Shannon is questioning whether her sexual appetite is making her a whore, or whether she is just liberated. 
 
    Roger is being prepared for womanhood by his three girlfriends, and everything comes to a head when a big ‘coming out’ party is held for him. 
 
    This is going to be the best party ever, with naked women, big penises, and an array of BDSM devices that would thrill the good, old Marquis de Sade to his bony, little heart. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
     
 
    By the way, I use ‘Pooky Boy’ in place of ‘Pussy Boy. No need to wake up the filter people.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    April was a good month for Roger. 
 
    First, the blood clot in his pubic area was gone. No trace of it. Roger was so glad he didn’t even care when the ultrasound girl rubbed gel on his penis and looked inside the tiny thing with her ultra sound tool. 
 
    Well, he was sort of embarrassed, but he was cured! 
 
    Second, the girls who had had an orgy on him a couple of weeks ago had started bringing him gifts. 
 
    Shannon, his wife, was amused, but said nothing. He hung a pole across the side of his pink house and had a ‘wall closet.’ 
 
    Third, and this was confusing, the hormones had really kicked in. 
 
    It was nearly May, he was due for a spanking, but he was so proud of his big boobs he didn't care. 
 
    Well, he cared a little, but when he saw his reflection in the big picture window he didn’t. He wasn’t going to need the implants the girls had, at one time, tried to talk him into. 
 
    He loved to put on an outfit and model. The girls were helping him with make up, and he was starting to figure some of the stuff out himself. 
 
    Lipstick was easy. Just roll it on. And he was surprised at how easy eyes could be, if you kept it simple. But things like foundation were difficult. To get the exact right hue for his skin color, that was hard. 
 
    So the days passed. The weather had turned nice, and he often left the door to his pink palace open. The girls had brought him fashion magazines and he loved to sit in his bed—a cubby made out of a bench, actually—and study the latest fashions. 
 
    Sometimes, inspired by what he was reading, and if Shannon was out, he would put on a little fashion show. 
 
    He liked the simple look, culottes and a cut off sweat shirt. Simple make up tricks. His hair brushed out and curled. He would stand in front of his reflection and turn and act coy and twist and try to make his boobs look bigger just from a pose. 
 
    Sometimes he would put on high fashion. A pink, pleated skirt, a sleeveless blouse that buttoned up the back. That required more expertise at make up, but he practiced, and he was getting better. 
 
    And, at all times, black, patent leather, open-toed, sling back, high heels. 
 
    He loved to paint his toes, then strut in front of the window. 
 
    And, once, he posed completely naked, except for high heels and make up. Right in the middle of the day. 
 
    Well, heck. Nobody was home, there were big, thick hedges between the back yard and the neighbors’ yards, and…he wanted to see his body. 
 
    He had five months of hormones, it would be six before long, and he wanted to see how his waist was thin, how his hips flared out so round, how his chest was so perky and tippy and…full. 
 
    He stood in front of the window and pirouetted and blew kisses, and he was proud, and he was coming to grips with the fact that he might, actually, be a pussy boy. 
 
    Although he was a little confused about that. 
 
    He thought he was a sissy boy, not a pussy boy, but he was a little hazy on definitions. 
 
    The girls, of course, just called him a pussy boy and laughed when he tried to talk to them about it. 
 
    Oh, well. 
 
    May had just turned, he had received a wonderful whipping, he couldn’t sit down for a week, which made him laugh. 
 
    How often had his parents threatened him with such a spanking? 
 
    I’ll tan your hide so bad you won’t sit for a week! His father had yelled. 
 
    And here he was, loving not being able to sit down for a week. 
 
    When he did try to fold his feet and put his buns down he felt that exquisite sensation that people thought was pain, but was actually pleasure. 
 
    He was thinking of how wonderful his ‘tanned hide’ felt, reading a magazine, with a wonderful warm breeze soothing the innards of his pink shack, when a shadow appeared in the door. 
 
    “Hello, Roger.” 
 
    Roger look up at his wife and smiled. “Hi, honey. What can I do for you?” 
 
    Funny. When this had started, when he had been caught cheating and she had started his punishment, he was the kind of husband who was lazy and disrespectful and didn’t want to do anything. 
 
    His job was to watch football and drink beer, dammit! 
 
    Now he giggled and looked forward to being able to do something for his wife. 
 
    He waited, and she didn’t answer, and he realized where she was looking. 
 
    He looked down towards his crotch, and jumped up in surprise. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted. 
 
    “Indeed,” whispered Shannon. 
 
    He had a boner. 
 
    A real live boner. His first boner since the doctor had given him a shot to stop all boners. It had been necessary to get rid of the blood clot. 
 
    He looked up at his wife and grinned. 
 
    “It’s back.” 
 
    She nodded. “I’m going to need to put you in chastity again.” 
 
    His face fell. then it fell further when she said, “If I can find a chastity tube small enough. 
 
    He looked down again.  
 
    His penis and balls had shrunk as a result of the hormones. Now, even though he had a stiffie, his penis was still small. 
 
    Oh, maybe it was a quarter inch bigger, it was hard to tell, but it certainly was nowhere near its original size. 
 
    It was perfectly shaped, looked like his weenie, but it was only about two and a half inches long. 
 
    “Do you think it’ll get bigger?” 
 
    Shannon bit her lip and studied the thing. She knelt and took his penis in her hand. Once it had filled her hand, her fingers had been separated when she tried to grab it, and it stuck out long inches. 
 
    Now it barely crossed her palm, and the head was only about as big as a grape. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. 
 
    “But what’ll I do?” His lip was trembling. He had so looked forward to having his big, old sex organ back. 
 
    She held his penis, closed her hand to squeeze it, and looked up at him. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.” 
 
    “About what?” Moisture was appearing in the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “Don’t cry. I don’t want your make up to run. Come out to the pool areas and we’ll talk. 
 
    Shannon strode out of the little building, and Roger dabbed his eyes with a frilly handkerchief his ex-girlfriend, his cheating mistress of six months ago, had given him. 
 
    He followed Shannon around to where the round table with the plastic see through top and umbrella were. 
 
    She sat in a chair and spread her legs. 
 
    Her spreading her legs like that was a signal to him. Bend knee and worship your mistress. So he went down on his knees and buried her head between her thighs. 
 
    She sighed as his red lips did their job, as his tongue came out and massage her slit. 
 
    “You are so good at this.” 
 
    Between her legs, face deep in his duties, Roger smiled. He loved a good compliment. He tried so hard. 
 
    Shannon wrapped her fingers in his long hair and guided him to her pleasure. For long minutes he made slavering sounds. Shannon slid forward a little. “Use your fingers, dear.” 
 
    Roger followed her directions. He slipped two fingers in her pussy, reamed her, and waited until she was ripe and ready, then he slipped a third, then a fourth into her. 
 
    Now she was making mewling sounds, crying out as he massaged her innards and pushed his fingers over her G spot. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, then she grunted and humped and pulled his head in hard. 
 
    Shannon, in the past months, because of various lovers, had turned into a squirter. A thick stream of pussy juice erupted and washed Roger’s face and near choked him. 
 
    He ate as long as he could, then drew back and drew in big gulps of air. 
 
    Shannon relaxed, and the golden glow faded and left her very satisfied. 
 
    “You wanted to talk to me?” Roger suggested. 
 
    “Absolutely. I want to give you a party.” 
 
    “Me? Why?” 
 
    “Have you forgotten? It’s your birthday.” 
 
    Roger blinked. He had forgotten. He had been so busy studying how to be a woman that he had completely forgotten. 
 
    “And it will be sort of a second birthday for you, or your new real birthday, if you will.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Have you failed to notice that you are more woman than man? I’d like to invite a few close friends over and celebrate your coming out.” 
 
    Roger was totally caught by surprise. A party? And he would be dressed to the nines. And all his girlfriends would be there. 
 
    He thought about Celia, who he had once fucked, and he wished his penis worked again. 
 
    “But am I ready?” he worried. 
 
    “I think you are, and I talked to Celia and Ann and Jane, and they think you are ready. We’re all quite pleased by your progress.” 
 
    “Can I think about it?” 
 
    “Of course you can. You can think about it through the month of May. We’ve scheduled your party for right after the first of June.” 
 
    His mouth opened, and he wanted to protest, but the way Shannon was looking at him he realized that protesting was useless. 
 
    When Shannon decided something would happen…it happened. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Actually, there are some things you’re going to need to do to be prepared.” 
 
    “There are?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve got a list I’m working on. We can go over it in a day or two.” 
 
    “What kind of things will be on the list?” 
 
    “Oh, what to wear, I want you to have a new outfit. And that includes lingerie. We’re going to need to give you a makeover. We need to fix up the house, and we’re going to need to fix up your house.” 
 
    “My house? what’s wrong with it.” 
 
    “Nothing, dear,” she patted his cheek and brushed his hair gently. “But it’s time you had some new furniture, some amenities. After all, your house will be part of the bigger open house. People are going to get to see—they want to see—where you live. We don’t want you looking like a schlump, do we?” 
 
    “I guess not.” He had to agree with that. 
 
    “And I have a special piece of furniture in mind that will really brighten up your home.” 
 
    That was the moment that something he had been thinking about for months came to mind. 
 
    “Am I ever going to move back in to the big house?” 
 
    Shannon gave a wan smile. “I think I might like to have you visit every once in a while, and you could certainly spend a night or two in the guest room. When winter is back and it gets cold I’m sure you’ll appreciate that…” 
 
    “But I’m not going to be moving back in. Not on a permanent basis.” 
 
    Shannon evaded giving a solid answer and settled for implications. 
 
    “Now why would you want to move back in permanently? And after we’ve spent so much time making your little, pink home so comfie?”  
 
    She chuckled, laughing the question off, then she stood up. “So think about it, make a list of any questions or concerns you might have, and we’ll get together in the next couple of days.” 
 
    He was still kneeling, as he had between her knees when she had been sitting. He looked up at her, a little bit worried, but a little bit reassured by her presence. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She patted his head and headed for the door to the mudroom. 
 
    Roger sat on the pavement for a long time, thinking about what it all meant, then he finally stood up and went to his little house. 
 
      
 
    Shannon entered the house, went to her bedroom, and disrobed. Talking to Roger always made here horny. She got out the big cord powered vibrator and lay on the bed. She nibbled at her clit for a while, then simply stopped. 
 
    She had been planning for this conversation with Roger for quite some time, and now that it had happened she was of a mixed mind. 
 
    Oh, not about Roger, but about how he was taking to her new lifestyle. 
 
    Sometimes he acted like he didn’t even know she was going out and getting some. 
 
    Could he be that—she didn’t want to say stupid—was he living in a fantasy world? 
 
    She was starting to believe he was. 
 
    At least she had finally talked to him. Sort of. She still needed to have a more direct discussion with him. 
 
    She smiled at the thought of him having a coming out party. He would be beautiful. He looked more feminine than she did. 
 
    But what about her? What about what she wanted. 
 
    When this whole thing had started she had been pissed, and she had pushed him into feminization, and she had started spanking him. 
 
    And she still loved those things, more than ever. But while feminizing him and spanking him made her horny, it didn’t satisfy her needs. 
 
    Was that why she was going out more and more? Seeking men, multiple partners, and screwing any and all late into the night? 
 
    She was changing. Once she had been a true blue, stay at home wife. Now she was a go out and party all night long…hot wife. 
 
    Was she a hot wife? And not just a slut? 
 
    Not that she cared about being labeled a slut; none of her friends considered her such. 
 
    She sighed, and gave up thinking. And masturbating. 
 
    She took a quick shower, dressed up for going out, and headed for the car. 
 
    She had abused Charley Coyote’s quite a bit, and she needed to find a few other places to make her assignations. 
 
      
 
    Roger stood in the doorway and considered his happy hovel. 
 
    It was a hovel, only a twentieth as big as the house he used to live in, the house he would no longe be allowed in. 
 
    But it was his hovel, and he had, in essence, built it. 
 
    As a tool shed it had come with the property. But he had finished it, given it walls and electricity, and even some of the plumbing, all with his own hands. 
 
    Did he really want to go back to the big house? Even if it meant sleeping in the big bed with his wife? 
 
    He wasn’t sure, but he felt an aversion to the idea. 
 
    He ran a hand over the rack of dresses and lingerie on one side fo the house. Did he want to give up this? 
 
    He looked up at the chandelier and sighed. He loved to watch the thing slowly twirl and give off splinters of soft light. 
 
    The toilet needed to be replaced, but that was no big deal. And the sink. He started thinking about what kind of hardware he wanted on those fixtures. 
 
    Finally, he looked at the bench he slept under. He had sanded and painted and made it look like…something sweet. Not a bed, exactly, but a conveyance to dreams. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    Did he want to give all this up? 
 
    And his mind, for some reason segued directly into the question of whether his wife was going out and sleeping with other men. 
 
    They talked around it, he tended to avoid and misconstrue, but…he was pretty sure she was going out and getting her vagina filled. 
 
    He wondered what of men she was fucking. 
 
    Was there a particular size she liked? Big or small or in between? 
 
    Did she go by race? Did she like the big dongs black men were supposed to have? Or did she want smaller dicks. Dicks like…like his.  
 
    He looked down and grinned. He had a boner. A tiny boner, but a boner none the less. 
 
    He reached down and stroked it with his fingers. 
 
    There was a time when he could wrap his fist around his mighty member, when grown women would shriek and run for cover. Now it was a Vienna sausage, at best, and it hadn’t dribbled squirtem since the women had forced his jizz out of him, when he had had the pear of anguish in his booty and…he sighed. 
 
    Such thought were self defeating. 
 
    He should be thinking of what he would have to do to prepare for his coming out party. 
 
    He had to clean, and then there was the project to be done which Shannon would apprise him of. 
 
    And would he have to clean and prepare the big house? 
 
    Probably. 
 
     
 
    Shannon went to a small bar in Beverly Hills. The kind escorts met their ‘dates’ at. Hunh. Dates. Better to call it what it was, whores and Johns. 
 
    Was she that shabby? 
 
    She sat at a high table, beautiful in her pencil skirt and blouse, her jacket and purse hung over the chair next to her. She saw herself in the mirror, and she definitely didn’t look like a ‘lady of the night.’ 
 
    She looked high class. 
 
    She sipped her brandy and snickered. Weren’t all high class bitches’ whores? 
 
    Well, maybe not. 
 
    It was early, before lunch, and she had come here to think as much as find a fuck. No customers to choose from, she took a note pad out of her purse and began making lists and sketching out ideas. 
 
    An hour later businessmen started showing up for their ‘lunch,’ and it wasn’t long before a handsome stud sauntered over to make acquaintance. 
 
    “Hello.” He was tall, looked well hung—funny, she had started looking at all men and wondering what their penises were like—and he had a nice smile. 
 
    “Hi,” she looked up and smiled back. 
 
    “My name is Ted. Would it be presumptuous of me to offer to buy you a drink?” 
 
    “It would be welcome. Have a seat.” She put her sketch book and lists away. 
 
    He did, and raised a finger for the waitress, who had just come on duty. 
 
    “What are you working on?” 
 
    She blurted, without thinking, “A coming out party for my husband.” 
 
    The man blinked. 
 
    Shannon cursed inside. She was so used to talking to the girls about Roger that it had just slipped out. 
 
    The man smiled. “I figured you for an architect or something.” 
 
    “Nope,” she was still a little frozen inside, regretting her choice of words. 
 
    “So tell me about your husband,” and he grinned. 
 
    His cheerfulness disarmed her, and she began talking. And she talked about everything. How Roger cheated, how she had moved him out of the house, how she beat him, and how she was feminizing him. She even found herself confessing her infidelities. How she was now a loose woman. 
 
    “I’ve talked too much,” she said. 
 
    Ted shook his head. “Not at all. But I do have an observation to make, if you will allow me?” 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    “Rubbers. Condoms, if you will. It’s only a matter of time until you bring home a dread disease, and that would sure rain on your parade. From the sounds of it you should be buying condoms by the gross.” 
 
    The idea was refreshing. 
 
    “I know, it’s not as much fun when you wear a raincoat, but—“ 
 
    She leaned forward and placed a hand on his. “Do you happen to have a condom or two with you?” 
 
    He looked her right in the eye and said, “I buy them by the gross.” 
 
    “Will you take me back to the mens room, allow me to roll one on you, and fuck my brains out?” 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    They stood up, neither one abashed, and walked, hand in hand, towards the bathroom. 
 
    Ted stopped at the bar and placed a twenty dollar bill on the counter. 
 
    As they walked down the hallway in the back Shannon asked, “What was that for?” She had thought maybe he was paying a bill, but he hadn’t drunk that much. 
 
    “For the use of the stock room. Joe and I go way back, and I pay him for the use of the stockroom. If we spend a lot of time there then I’ll pay him extra.” 
 
    With that he opened the door to the stock room. 
 
    For a moment nervousness assailed Shannon. The restrooms were on the right side of the hallway. The stockroom was on the left side. 
 
    But when Ted turned on the light she saw a room half filled with boxes, and a nicely made up bed at the far end. 
 
    “Joe owns the bar, and he doesn’t care if his bed does double duty. shall we?” 
 
    Shannon entered, turned, and embraced Ted. 
 
    Ted was up for it, and he returned the kiss, and his hands began to roam. 
 
    Shannon gasped as he stripped her clothes off, mouthed her nipples, and wormed a hand into her panties. 
 
    Then she was on her knees, gobbling for all she was worth. 
 
    “Easy, girl,” he chuckled. “You’re going to end up with a mouthful and nothing else.” 
 
    She slithered back up his body and undressed him. then they were on the bed, plunging and lunging, ramming and jamming, and having the time of their lives. 
 
      
 
    “Am I a whore?” she asked, cuddling in his arms. 
 
    “Do you want money?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then, no.” 
 
    “Good.” She rolled onto him and had her way again. 
 
      
 
    While Shannon was cementing her idea of herself as a hot wife and not as a loose woman, Celia and Jane showed up at Roger’s house. 
 
    He was working on his make up. He was getting better at it, but what took the girls five minutes took him an hour. 
 
    “Hey, Roger!” 
 
    He turned, eye liner pencil in hand, and smiled at his visitors. 
 
    Celia, part Mexican and quite voluptuous, stepped into his front room. And only room. Jane followed. He particular liked Jane’s insouciant smile and her big knockers. 
 
    Recently he had begun to like her knockers better and better. They reminded him of his own. He was getting big. 
 
    “What brings you to my humble home?” he asked. “You don’t happen to have any alcohol?” He raised his eyebrows happily. 
 
    While Shannon didn’t fuck for money, he didn’t fuck for alcohol, unless he could. 
 
    Jane held up a bottle of Grand Dad. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he licked his lips. 
 
    And a six pack of Coke. 
 
    “Oh, zowie!” he chortled. 
 
    And ice and red, solo cups. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he took all the makings and put them on top of his bench. “I think I love you.” 
 
    “He thinks. He doesn’t know,” laughed Celia. 
 
    “Okay. I know. Here!” He handed the girls Coke Highs and picked up his own. 
 
    The three stood and sipped and sighed. 
 
    They sat down against the walls, using Roger’s blankets, and began their little party. 
 
    “We hear Shannon wants you to have a coming out party.” 
 
    “That’s what I hear,” agreed Roger. “I’m going to have to clean this place up, probably the big house, too.” 
 
    “Actually, that’s why we’re over here.” 
 
    “To help me clean up?”  
 
    “No. To help you prepare for your party.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Roger,” asked Celia, “Do you know what a pussy boy is?” 
 
    “Or a pooter boy?” chimed in Jane. 
 
    “Which is the same thing,” said Celia. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s a guy who is a slave to the vagina. He’ll do anything for pussy.” 
 
    “So do you really think you’re a pussy boy?” 
 
    Roger sipped, and thought. There was something wrong here, but he didn’t know what. 
 
    “So enlighten me?” 
 
    Celia took a deep breath. “A pussy boy isn’t a guy who wants pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Are you doing this all for pussy?” Celia waved a hand to indicate his home. “Are you living out here to get fucked?” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “Or are you here to be a slave, to do what your wife wants. To get spanked because…well, because.” 
 
    “I thought I was,” and he was a bit mystified. He really didn’t know where this was going. 
 
    “Roger. You wear butt plugs. I will always remember that heavenly night, and so will you, when the pear of anguish was inside you. You love getting spanked and whipped…that doesn’t sound like somebody who is doing it all just to get a piece of ass.” 
 
    Roger realized she was right. “So why am I doing it?” 
 
    “Roger, a pussy boy is a guy who wants to be the pussy.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “He likes getting it up the poo poo. He lives not for orgasm, but to get higher and higher on sex.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. I don’t…you’re saying…” 
 
    “Roger, you’re becoming a woman because you want to experience the life of a woman, and that includes having a pussy, and having that pussy filled with cock.” 
 
    “With…I don’t…” 
 
    Of all the changes Roger had gone through this was somehow the most profound. Just the knowledge of the correct definition for a pussy boy. 
 
    He wanted…what?  
 
    He blurted, “You’re saying I want cock?” 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    “What do you mean sort of?” 
 
    They were all done with their first drink and Jane got up and made three more. Roger realized, as he watched her mix the drinks, that she was giving him more alcohol.  
 
    When they were all seated again Celia explained, “You’re at a tipping point. Do you be a man or a woman.” 
 
    “Can’t I be both?” 
 
    “You could, but we don’t think you want to be both. At least, not until you’ve fully explored…things.” 
 
    “What things.” 
 
    “Many men think they want cock, until a real, live, flesh and blood dick gets put up their ass. Then they change their minds, suffer guilt, wonder if they’re homosexual, and all that sort of thing.” 
 
    “And you think that’s going to happen to me?” 
 
    “No. We’re just explaining potentials here. You might want to revert to heterosexuality, you might end up bi, you could go full homo…that’s all up to you.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he was sort of frustrated, he didn’t fully understand what was going on. 
 
    “We want to break you in.” 
 
    “Break me in.” 
 
    He didn’t understand what she was saying, but it sounded like a choir somewhere was singing: 
 
      
 
    …by the dawn’s early light… 
 
      
 
    “Show you what anal sex is really all about. That’s why Jane and I are here. We’ve both done anal sex, and we like it. Shannon figured we would be the best ones to introduce you to, uh…” 
 
    “The butt diddle,” suggested Jane. 
 
    “A poke in the brown eye,” countered Celia. 
 
    “Punch the starfish.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Roger stopped their one upsmanship. 
 
    They stopped and watched him. 
 
    “You’re saying that you want to fuck me up the butt, but you have no peckers. How’s this supposed to work?” 
 
    “We’ve got dildos.” 
 
    “Strap ons.” 
 
    “And this will help me because…?” 
 
    “Getting fucked by a woman is entirely different than getting fucked by a man. Also, in a man’s mind, getting fucked by a woman doesn’t have the stigma that fucked by a man does.” 
 
    “A man who gets fucked by a man frequently, especially if he’s not ready for it, or amenable, feels like less of a man. He feels guilty, he has emotional crisis.” 
 
    “But a man who gets fucked by a woman, even though she is the one using the dick, that’s okay!” 
 
    Roger was looking back and forth as they preached the virtues of being corn holed by a woman. 
 
    “I’ll show you.” 
 
    Roger’s eyes and mouth opened as Celia stood up. She had been sitting with her legs clamped together, and now he realized why. She lifted her skirt and a penis bobbed out. 
 
    It wasn’t huge, only five inches, but it looked like a real pecker. It had balls and veins and a well defined head. 
 
    Roger was stunned. 
 
    “I’ve got mine in a bag just outside,” Jane said. She went outside and immediately returned. She reached inside a bag, dropped the bag, and was holding a strap on with dick. It was slightly bigger than Celia’s, but still not a giant. 
 
    It was obvious that they didn’t want to tear him open. 
 
    “Now, have another drink, and let’s talk some more.” 
 
    Roger stood up and poured the drinks. 
 
    He was getting high. 
 
    And, interestingly, his teeny peeny was getting high. It was thrusting forth in his dress, and he even had a little boner bump. 
 
    He looked down at it, which he shouldn’t have done, because the girls saw what he was looking at. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Roger’s getting his erection back!” 
 
    “Roger! how wonderful!” 
 
    They crowded around him and bent to examine his weenie. They pulled his dress up and his panties down. They felt the little fellow and oohed and awed. 
 
    Jane took it in her mouth and Celia asked, “How does it feel?” 
 
    “Pretty good,” he admitted. 
 
    “Do you feel like a man?” 
 
    “Well, I guess I do.” 
 
    “Then it’s good we came over today. We want to make you feel like a woman before you get used to feeling like a man again.” 
 
    Jane took her mouth off of him, and steadied his legs, which were trembling. “Is it going to get big?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Well, if it’s going to get big, we need to do this now.” 
 
    Roger stood, sipped, considered the girls, who were looking at him hungrily. 
 
    “Come on, Roger. We want this, and you know you want it.” 
 
    Did he? Did he really want to take a ride on the chocolate express? 
 
    He was a man, but…he wasn’t. He was in between, and this…doing anal sex, that would be like the last straw. This would be like no going back. 
 
    Celia moved forward and palmed his package, rubbed his weenie, treated his grapes like ben wah balls. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “Come on, Roger, honey. This is why we’re here.” 
 
    “Shannon called us to do this.” 
 
    “If I was to say yes…what would happen?” 
 
    “We would bend you over something. Maybe your bench, or we could go outside and pork you over the table out there.” 
 
    “We could just have you bend over and grab your ankles. Wouldn't that be fun?” Jane actually clapped her hands in glee. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    They looked around, then decided to take him outside. They moved the patio table around and Jane spread his good blanket over it. 
 
    “Just bend over. Let your dicklet hang down. One of us will suck you while the other one fucks you.” 
 
    The odd thing was that in his mind he was just clarifying instructions. But the fact of the matter was that he was following those directions and setting himself up. 
 
    He bent over the table. 
 
    “Like this?” 
 
    “Yes! Now hold still. We would put lots of lube up your tube so it’s really slick and slippery. 
 
    Celia stuck a finger in him and began to ream him. 
 
    He groaned. It did feel pretty damned good. 
 
    “That’s it.” 
 
    Jane leaned down in front of him, held his face in her hands and kissed him. 
 
    His lips were bigger, more feminine, and the kiss was bigger, juicier, more feminine. 
 
    Celia put two fingers in him and circled some more. 
 
    He groaned, and Jane smiled as she kissed him. 
 
    It was delicious, like he was in another world, a better world. A pink world. 
 
    Three fingers, and now he was arching his back, and raising his butt, and taking it all the way in. 
 
    “That’s it, honey, push back. A woman doesn’t just take it, she gets it. 
 
    Jane was kissing him madly, cupping his breasts and tickling his nipples, when Celia suddenly stood up and pushed into him. 
 
    “Oh!” he grunted right through the kiss. He started rise up, but Celia pushed harder, and pushed on his back. He laid flat out, and realized that was it. He was now officially fucked. Like a woman. 
 
    And…he loved it. 
 
    He had experienced no pain, just the incredible sensation of being opened up. 
 
    “That’s it, honey.” Celia cooed as she sawed into him. 
 
    “The look on his face…he loves it!” Jane slid under the table and took his weenie in his mouth. 
 
    Roger was in heaven. He was a woman. His weenie was actually working. Sort of. And…and…he looked up and his mouth made an O and he went, “Uh oh.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Shannon was standing in the living room. Next to her was a tall, brown-haired, brown-eyed hunk. 
 
    Celia, after Roger, was the second to take note of their audience. She grinned. “Hey! How we doing?” 
 
    Shannon raised a thumb.” 
 
    Jane rose up from sucking Roger’s cock and saw her. “Hi!” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Who’s the stud?” 
 
    Shannon looked up at Ted and smiled. Then she looked back at the group on the patio. “Latest fuck!” she mouthed. 
 
    Celia and Jane cheered, and Roger felt…glum. Stunned. Weird. 
 
    But the fact of finally figuring out, seeing for himself, what he already knew, that his wife was taking on lovers, couldn’t top the pleasure in his butt. 
 
    He tried to give her a look, but all he could do was groan, and his body rippled, and he pushed back into Celia. 
 
    “‘Scuse us,” Celia called. She pointe at Roger’s back. 
 
    Shannon nodded, then moved to the window and called, “Is he in danger of cumming?” 
 
    “Maybe. He’s getting boners.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Do you want him to cum?” 
 
    “Up to you. I’m going to be a little too busy to make the call.” 
 
    “Okay!” 
 
    Then Shannon took Ted’s hand and led him back towards the bedroom. 
 
    Celia leaned forward, reached around and cupped Roger’s boobs, and whispered in his ear, “It’s okay, honey. I don’t mind if you cum.” 
 
    She began to ram him, picking up speed, and Jane went back to fondling his grapes and sucking on his tiny weeny. If he didn’t cum it wouldn’t be their fault. 
 
      
 
    Roger tried and tried, but maybe it was too soon, maybe he had done permanent damage down there, what with the blood clot in his penis, the shots to insure he didn’t get a hard on. But, whatever, when the girls were done with him he was entirely frustrated. 
 
    Then they saw Ted leave. He waved as he walked through the front room, gave them his happy grin, and headed out. 
 
    Finally, Shannon, wearing nothing but a peignoir, came out and sat at the table. 
 
    She looked satisfied, and a bit worn down, but happy. She was holding a sheaf of papers which included drawings and lists. 
 
    Roger stared at her. 
 
    She smiled at him, and didn’t seem self-conscious at all about having screwed another man. 
 
    Her attitude set the mood, and Roger found himself sitting lackadaisically, thinking about her dalliance, but not really getting concerned about it. 
 
    After all, he couldn’t fuck her, not with his tiny weeny, so why not somebody else? 
 
    Celia and Jane were happy, because once they were finished with Roger they had fucked each other, and that was the wildest thing he had ever seen. 
 
    They basically tribbed each other, which meant that they scissored their sex and ground their pussies on each other. But somehow they were able to each get their fake dicks in the other, at the same time, and it turned out to be the most violent trib he had ever imagined. 
 
    Anyway, Shannon sat at the table, her legs slightly spread so Roger could see the goo dripping out—she and Ted had run out of rubbers and been too excited to get dressed go outside and get in the car and drive to the pharmacy and purchase more rubbers and get back in the car and drive back to the house and get undressed and get in bed. 
 
    She laid out the lists and drawings and said, “This is what I want.” 
 
    The lists included cleaning of the house, new toilet and sink in Roger’s house, and a bench. 
 
    But not like the work bench Roger had been using for the bed. 
 
    Roger glanced at the lists. A few repairs, mostly vacuum, scrub and wash. It was a big list, including her car, but, it was doable. Especially if he had a month to prepare. 
 
    The drawings, however, were something else. 
 
    There was a bench. Curved, padded, and handcuffs on the legs. That was tough. 
 
    Then there was a pillory of sorts. Instead of closing on the hands and neck, it closed on the waist. in other words, the lower body would be on one side of a wall, and the upper body on the other side. 
 
    Then there were a variety of toys, most of which could be bought online. 
 
    A triangle, and the person was supposed to sit in it, half bent, wrapped around the sides of the triangle, and the person could be ‘rolled,’ or at least positioned, in a variety of ways. 
 
    A body cage shaped like a person kneeling, with holes for the tits and the butt and the groin and the mouth. Weird.  
 
    And various other things. 
 
    “I can build a couple of these things,” he looked at his nails and groaned. He was afraid he was going to be breaking some nails before he was done. “But some of these things you’re going to have to order. I assume they are on the net?” 
 
    “Most of them are. But they are either expensive, or I know you can do a better job. 
 
    Roger nodded, turned the drawings, and thought about what materials he would need, how he was going to do these things. 
 
    “So how was Ted? That’s his name, right? Ted?” 
 
    Jane stared at Shannon and Roger kept his eyes on the drawings, though his ears were burning. 
 
    “He was big.” All the girls giggled and Roger kept his eyes down. He had the thought that this was a set up, that Shannon had asked Jane to ask that question. 
 
    “He also cums a lot. I wiped myself off before I came out here, and I’m still oozing.” 
 
    That was for sure. She had only a few drops of shiny sperm coming out of her slit when she sat down. Now the sperm was trickling trails down her leg. 
 
    “Do you share?” 
 
    “I do. But…I want you to help Roger with his cleaning and building.” 
 
    “In exchange for fucks?” 
 
    “With Ted? Sure.” 
 
    “No. I mean Roger. If I’m going to be helping him then I expect to be using a strap on. Both ways. Me to him and him to me.” 
 
    Shannon nodded and pursed her lips. “That sounds fair. Did he cum today?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “That’s good. I want him primed for the party. If it looks like he’s going to cum after this, we need to put him in chastity.” 
 
    Everybody agreed on that. Even Roger thought that sounded good. And he wondered why he thought that sounded good. He wondered at the deep changes he was going through. 
 
    After all, they had done his back door for an hour, and though he hadn’t cum, he actually wanted more. His rectum was itching with the desire to be plugged up. 
 
    Maybe wearing a butt plug would help stave off the desire growing in him. Maybe? 
 
    Roger stood up and started for his shack. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Shannon asked. 
 
    “To put a butt plug in.” 
 
    There was a moment of silence, then the girls all giggled. 
 
      
 
    The next few weeks were wild ones. 
 
    First, a new toilet and sink were delivered for Roger’s pink home, and he had to turn the water off and unscrew the water hose and unscrew the toilet and lift it up and carry it out. Without breaking nails. Then he had to seal the new one, bolt it down, connect the water hoses, and…without breaking a nail. 
 
    Then he had to do the same for the sink. Disconnecting, exchanging, connecting. Without breaking a nail. 
 
    When he turned the water on, fortunately, he had done a good job. there were no leaks. 
 
    There were, however, places around the fixtures that had to be fixed up. Painting had to be done, flooring had to be fixed. And over the sink he had a brand new cabinet, complete with lighting, that could be used for his make up. He needed that badly, and he cheerfully ran electricity  to the cabinet and turned it on. 
 
    Now, with the chandelier, his room was too bright. But that’s okay. He wasn’t going to be using all the lights at once. Just in case, he put a dimmer switch on the chandelier. 
 
    He had to put a rug in. A beautiful, pink rug, and he cut the carpet, moved everything out of his pink house, spread the carpet out, kicked it and tacked it down. He did a good job, and there were no wrinkles when he had it all stretched out. 
 
    The girls were showing up every day. They made sure his nails and make up were perfect, helped him with laundry, cleaned the inside of the big house, and that gave him plenty of time to make the furniture Shannon required. 
 
    Some of the stuff was easy. Shannon just ordered it off the net. weird cages, spreader bars to keep the feet apart, an assortment of fun torture devices.  
 
    The body pillory was difficult. Well, not so much difficult as awkward. It was large enough that he couldn’t put it in his house, and he had to build it on the patio. He kept it covered with a tarp when he wasn’t working on it, and he had plans to build a small open faced structure to contain it later on. 
 
    The difficult thing was the bench. 
 
    He spent a lot of time making perfect cuts on the main platform, then sanded and shellacked it. 
 
    Shannon wanted it to be pink, but no BDSM device should be painted pink. So it was either going to be wood, or black, and Shannon decided wood would be better. 
 
    Once the main board of the bench was fashioned and varnished, he built the legs and the platforms for knees and elbows. 
 
    Then he attached the padding for the main board, the hardware for the cuffs, and…it was beautiful. 
 
    It was sleek and shiny, it was like the Ferrari of BDSM furniture, and Shannon loved it right away. Unfortunately, she was too busy, and the task of breaking Roger in to the bench fell to the girls. 
 
    Every day Celia, Jane or Ann would show up. Sometimes more than one, and a couple of times all three. 
 
    They would clean, then cuff Roger to the bench and put on their strap ons. 
 
    Shannon thought they were cute, beautiful women in sexy clothes, walking around the house with big dongs hanging from their groins. 
 
    Roger thought they were scary, because they were starting to use bigger and bigger dildos. 
 
    But, in the end, he could. 
 
    He would lay on the bench, limbs fastened down, his butt rising up in the air, his little ding dong hanging down and usually stiff. 
 
    Not that it was that big. It just wasn’t growing. It was small, and it looked like it might just stay that way. 
 
    Once secured, the girls would break out a belt, or a whip, or a paddle, and warm him up. 
 
    It didn’t take long, maybe twenty or so strokes, and he would flip into pleasure. 
 
    Tell the truth, the girls didn’t understand it. How could a person love pain that much? 
 
    But he did, and they whipped him until he was frothy with happiness, then grease him up and use their strap ons. 
 
    Roger would moan and groan, push back as well as he could, and…it was obvious that he loved it. 
 
    “Now, Roger, this is a little bigger than you’ve been used to…” and Celia would bury ten inches in his rectum. Roger might grunt at first, but he groaned at the last. He always wanted more. 
 
    “Okay, Roger, this is the replica of a horse.” Roger cried a little on that one, but they were probably tears of happiness. 
 
    “This is what a sex addict thinks an alien dong is like.” 
 
    It was big, flared in spots, curly cued around, and Roger groaned and moved his butt in circles to accommodate it. 
 
    And so the days passed. 
 
    The bench was finished, the body pillory was done, all the weird cages and things arrived, and he even finished a regular pillory. 
 
    And he tried everything out. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” he said Shannon one day. “Am I the only one that is going to be in these things? There’s a lot of things, and I can’t use them all in one night! 
 
    Shannon chuckled. “Oh, no. These are for anybody and everybody. this is not just a coming out party, it’s…a fun party. Everybody will be invited to partake. 
 
    That was something to think about. 
 
    Roger had let his friendships drop. He was only friendly with the girls, Celia, Jane and Ann. Who else was going to attend? 
 
    But Shannon just smiled when he asked, and told him he’d find out. 
 
    Another question he came up with: “Are there going to be men there?” 
 
    “Men? Might be, but this is your party, Roger, and I know you have a preference for females, especially when it comes to who uses your bottom and why.” 
 
    Who and why? he mused. Who and why? 
 
    For ‘who’ he wanted only women. For ‘why’ he wasn’t sure. 
 
    Yes, Shannon had explained to him, multiple times, why he had to come out and make himself known. But he was still unsure and nervous. 
 
    But unsure or nervous notwithstanding, time passed and the party approached. 
 
    Then it was time. 
 
      
 
    It was a couple of days past June one. Six months Roger had been transforming. Six months of learning what it took to be a woman. 
 
    He had come a long way. 
 
    Sometimes he didn’t even think of himself as a man. 
 
    On the afternoon of the party he and everybody else worked long and hard. 
 
    The house, his and the big one, were cleaned immaculate. 
 
    Food was prepared, and hors d'oeuvre were set out. 
 
    Nails were checked, make up was put on, lingerie and dresses were adjusted, and people started showing up. 
 
    Roger answered the door and welcomed the guests. 
 
    He was adorable in a purple embroidered sequin sheath dress. 
 
    Shannon wanted him to be in pink, but the girls outnumbered her. their main argument was that he would blend in with the walls in his little house if he wore pink. 
 
    He wore brand new black leather spikes, his red toes peeking out through the front. 
 
    He smiled, and greeted, and took names, and most of the guests were female. 
 
    Not all, and that made Roger nervous all over again, but…that was the way it was. He couldn’t back out now. 
 
    The fact was that while he was quite handy at anal sex, he was still nervous about the idea of being taken by a man. The girls told him he was being silly, that a real cock was better than a plastic cock, but he was still nervous. 
 
    The house began to fill up. 
 
    Ann and Jane and Celia stayed by him, kept everything going in case he got tongue tied, or made some sort of mistake. 
 
    Drinks were served, constantly, and everybody started getting drunk. 
 
    An hour after the party started there were a hundred people wandering through the house, the backyard, peering into the cute, little, pink house behind the swimming pool. 
 
    Music was blaring, and people were dancing, Little groups of women spotted the backyard and were chattering animatedly. 
 
    And the subject of almost all conversation was the pretty woman with the purple dress. She was so cute, so beautiful, so polished, and…was she really a man? 
 
    And they all thought: Shannon really outdid herself with this one. 
 
    Then, Shannon stood by the table and clinked a glass with a spoon. 
 
    Everybody started clinking, and laughing, then settled down. 
 
    “Welcome friends!” she began. “We are here to welcome my husband, Roger, to the sisterhood! No longer will he be a man! No longer will he be the aggressive possessor of a dick, with all that that entails. Now he will be a soft person. He will be responsible for nurturing society, rather than engaging in warlike, anti-social behavior.” 
 
    Cheers rose up as Shannon lifted a glass of champagne up. 
 
    “To my husband…the woman!” 
 
    An explosion of clapping and yells of appreciation, then the glasses were tilted and the curtain went up at a booth at the far end of the pool, and the party started. 
 
    The curtain went up and revealed the big body pillory. 
 
    Roger had outdone himself in making this beautiful work of art. 
 
    First, was the pillory itself. It was a big board to lay upon, and a vertical board that swung down over the occupant. The vertical board had a hole in the bottom that fit over the waist. The legs on one side of the board were bent up and fastened to the vertical board. Thus, the occupant was on his back, his legs were kept up and open, and easy access was granted to anybody with a prick. 
 
    Everybody, it turned out, had a prick. 
 
    In fact, strap ons were being handed out when people first entered the house. They came in a variety of shapes and colors and sizes, and people oohed and awed and chose what they thought was cool. 
 
    Nearly every woman at the party, and that was ninety per cent of the people, had worn a strap on before. They buckled up, most of them stripping to lingerie so they were unfettered.  
 
    And they lined up by the pillory. 
 
    Roger lay on the pillory. His legs were up and spread, and his brown star was freshly douched and ready to be assaulted. 
 
    On the head side of the pillory people came to see him, to talk to him, to welcome him to the sisterhood. 
 
    He was kissed by a hundred shades of lipstick. 
 
    A few men came up and chatted, and that was weird. They wanted to ask him what it felt like, what he was going through. 
 
    A few men were actually curious, maybe they were even thinking about transitioning themselves. 
 
    But most of the men just wanted to have a little kinky talk. 
 
    After all, they were in a yard full of big dicked women with gleams in their eyes. Who wouldn’t get horny from that? 
 
    Roger never knew who the first one was. 
 
    He just felt a hand slathering lube on him, there was a sign cautioning everybody to lube up before sex, then a penis was poking into him. 
 
    “Unh!” It felt good, and his eyes glazed. 
 
    A woman talking to him, seeing what was happening, quickly bent down and Frenched his mouth. It was the sweetest, best, most memorable kiss Roger had ever felt. 
 
    It was like he was out of his head, and that kiss brought him back. 
 
    Most of the women didn’t fuck him long. They just did a few lazy strokes, and patted his ass and moved along. 
 
    But even though he wasn’t subjected to frantic ramming and jamming, which is what Celia and the others had prepared him for, a 100 women fucking will tend to accumulate, and if it hadn’t been for the preparations Celia and the others had put him through he would have been hurting. 
 
    As it was, he just felt good. He kept getting stretched and filled, then emptied, then stretched and filled, then emptied, and the line slowly shrunk. 
 
    He did feel a little pain after a while, but it wasn’t enough for him to cry ‘uncle.’ 
 
    And, while Roger was being welcomed to womanhood, the toys Shannon had brought to the yard were tried out. 
 
    Women, naked or in lingerie, climbed into cages, tried out thumb screws, stood in a more classic, stand up pillory. 
 
    Women stepped into spreader bars, were bent over and their wrists fastened to the bar, and then they were played with. 
 
    Some women, of course, did nothing. They had no interest, or they simply weren’t ready. 
 
    But many women yelled out in pleasure as their anuses were poked, their pussies filled, and people sucked their nipples. 
 
    One woman dared everybody, and a half hour later sobbed to get released. 
 
    But all the other women played with the devices. It was not mean, it was sex, and isn’t sex fun? 
 
    Roger, from his position on his back, listened to the moans and wails of people playing, of fucking, of mores being tested…and discarded. 
 
    He smiled, and another woman kissed him, and another dildo filled him up. 
 
    It was a wonderful night. 
 
      
 
    The line moved, shrunk, and an hour later, or two, he was down to the. last couple of people. 
 
    Then he was done. 
 
    Shannon helped him stand up, he was definitely feeling a little sore when he tried to walk, and everybody gathered for a huge, final cheer. 
 
    And it was done. 
 
    He was a woman. 
 
    Well, he was the pussy boy version of a woman, but for the assembled women at the party that was as good as. 
 
    Women kept coming up to him, hugging him, kissing him full on the lips, and telling him how much they enjoyed fucking him. 
 
    Roger was so touched by their kindness he was constantly leaking tears. 
 
    But Jane and Ann and Celia stood by him, wiping away tears and working on his make up. 
 
    And so the night came to a close. 
 
    A hundred women, and a few men, made their good byes and the yard emptied out. 
 
    Finally, there was only Shannon, Roger, Celia, Jane and Ann. they sat around the patio table and sipped the last of the champagne. 
 
    Roger was sitting spread legged. He was just a little sore. 
 
    “You never came, did you, honey?” 
 
    Roger shook his head. He was tired. He was ready to sleep. 
 
    “That’s too bad. Well, we’ll have to look into that.” 
 
    Jane asked, “How can you make a man who can’t cum…cum?” 
 
    “Probably lots of ways,” commented Celia. Anal stimulation should do it. You can always just milk him, press on the prostate till he leaks, but that doesn’t always give a good orgasm. Sometimes, but not always.” 
 
    “What about electric stimulation?” suggested Shannon. 
 
    “That might work. Probably a guarantee.” 
 
    Ann asked Shannon, “I thought you liked it when he didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I do, but I want him to cum when I want him to, too. After all, we want the idea of a reward to be there” 
 
    They all smiled at this wisdom. 
 
    Roger  yawned. He wasn’tt listening very closely. 
 
    “That reminds me of something,” Shannon said. “I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    “Want to share?” asked Celia. 
 
    “I do. It will include all of you, and more. Most of all, it will focus on Roger.” 
 
    Roger gave a snore. 
 
    “The girls smiled, and Shannon said, “Okay, here’s what we’re going to do.” 
 
    She explained, talked long into the night, and Roger, poor Roger, didn’t hear a word of what they were planning for him. 
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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?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Pooter Boy’s Pink Palace! 
 
    Sexual transition makes a whole man! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Here we go, Roger’s story is coming to an end, and it’s been a fun story. 
 
    50,000 words of pure, unbridled, kinky sex.  
 
    Adventures in sexual torture. 
 
    A man transitioned into something better. 
 
    And is the world a better place? 
 
    You can bet your fine tuned butt it is! 
 
    The world is always a better place when you read one of my stories! 
 
    Now, have a great read, and get ready for the next bit of sexual enlightenment! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Roger woke up the morning after his coming out party. He was cold and stiff from having slept on the patio chair. 
 
    The girls were gone. The yard was a mess. The memories were sweet. 
 
    He stood up, stretched, yawned, and headed for his pink house. 
 
    Inside the pink house he used his blankets for a mattress, wrapped himself in a metal blanket, and crawled under the bench. 
 
    Shannon had been promising to get him new furniture, but with all the things to be done for his coming out party, it just hadn’t happened. 
 
    That was okay. He was warm and comfortable now. He didn’t need no stinkin’ bed. 
 
    After all, he was a woman now. He looked like one, he talked like one, he thought like one, and he had even fucked like one. 
 
    Smiling, he shut his eyes and was instantly back in dream land. 
 
      
 
    …awoke. 
 
    Sounds. Birds singing. Music playing somewhere in the distance. 
 
    He rolled over and lay back, let the metal blanket unfold. 
 
    He was dressed in lingerie, but the lingerie was stretched and even ripped in a couple of places. 
 
    His make up was nothing but a smear on his face. 
 
    And he smelled. 
 
    Being fucked by a hundred women will do that to a guy. 
 
    He rolled and sat up and took off his lingerie. He stood up, stretched, and picked up a bar of soap. He went outside and jumped into the swimming pool. 
 
    The water was brisk, but invigorating. He stood in the shallow end and scrubbed his face, his underarms, his crotch. 
 
    His penis was awake again. It wasn’t big, but it was hard. he spent a long time soaping the little fellow, willing it to grow big. 
 
    Finally, clean, even his make up scrubbed off, he waded to the steps. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend!” 
 
    He looked up and smiled. It was Celia. 
 
    Celia who he had cheated on his wife with, and who now was his best friend. Her and Jane and Ann. 
 
    Celia had really helped him attain womanhood, and she had spent a lot of time getting him ready for anal sex. 
 
    “Hey, Celia. What brings you over this early.” 
 
    “Ha! It’s noon! Time for breakfast.” 
 
    “Breakfast?” 
 
    “Sure. Let’s go break an egg.” 
 
    “But…” he looked at the house. 
 
    “I talked to Shannon and it’s all right. In fact, I’m supposed to give you a good talking to. Would a like a good talking to?” 
 
    He laughed. “Sure.” 
 
    “Then slap on some paint and let’s boogie!” 
 
    Roger climbed out of the pool and was aware that Celia was watching him. He dried off using his blanket, and asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll tell you when—“ 
 
    “No. I mean, why are you staring at me?” 
 
    Roger wiggled into some panties and struggled into a bra. Damn. It seemed like he had just gotten this bra, and he needed a bigger one. 
 
    “I can’t believe how sexy you are. If it wasn’t for that tiny weeny you’d be all woman. You’re better looking than me.” 
 
    “That’s a load,” protested Roger, secretly pleased. 
 
    “Tis not. Your breasts look bigger. Your waist is tighter. You’ve got the face of an angel.” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” Roger stepped into culottes, then pulled his favorite sweat shirt on. It was pink, with a heart on the front, and the black silhouette of a perky woman with big boobs in the heart. 
 
    He turned on the lights over the sink and cleansed his face with little sponges. Then he added primer, and… 
 
    “You’re even getting better at make up than me.” 
 
    Not stopping what he was doing, Roger turned and said, “I had a really good time last night.” 
 
    “So did a hundred other girls.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll bet they did.” 
 
    A moment later he was putting on his lipstick. He smacked his lips, brushed his hair, and asked, “Do you think I can get away with sneakers?” 
 
    “Sure. With legs like yours, why not?” 
 
    Roger was actually starting to feel embarrassed at all the compliments, then he realized what she was doing. 
 
    He turned to Celia. “You want something.” 
 
    Celia knew she was caught. She sighed. “Of course I do, but I meant every word I said. You are stark, raving gorgeous.” 
 
    “So what do you want?” 
 
    “Your soul, starting with your heart. Come on, I’ll explain over hash browns and bacon.” 
 
    A minute later they were out the door and round the block. 
 
      
 
    This was the first time in six months that Roger had been off his property. And, most of the time he was not just on his property, he was in his pink house. 
 
    It was strange to sit in the passenger seat, being chauffeured, watching the trees go past. Taking the time to read signs. 
 
    “Usually I drive,” he said softly. 
 
    “You can drive back, if you want.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. As a guy I always wanted to drive, to be the one in charge. Now…not so much.” 
 
    “So interesting,” commented Celia. As a woman I’m used to letting the man be in charge, but…I like being in charge. I like driving, and I really liked pretending I had a dick last night.” 
 
    “You and me both,” and they both laughed. 
 
    They went to Charley Coyote’s. Nightspot extraordinaire, it also served world class meals. 
 
    They sashayed through the front door, and Roger was stunned at the difference in his perspective. 
 
    There weren’t a lot of people, but most of them were men, and most of them were staring at him and Celia. 
 
    The few who weren’t staring were likely gay. Which was funny, because if they only knew the truth about him… 
 
    They sat outside on the brick patio. They were in a corner, surrounded by ironwork and tons of roses.  
 
    They both eschewed alcohol, because they had had plenty the night before. Instead, they drank Coke, Celia ordered a breakfast burrito, and Roger ordered bacon and eggs with pancakes. 
 
    In a short while they were digging in, slurping down the good stuff, and, finally, Roger slowed down and asked, “Okay. What’s the big secret?” 
 
    Celia took a few more bites, then put her fork down. She asked for some orange juice, then laid out the plan. 
 
    “Shannon would like to start a business.” 
 
    “She’s talked about that a lot. Even did some basic groundwork. But she’s never really made it happen.” 
 
    “I think this one will happen. She’s got a great plan, and a solid team to help her.” 
 
    “What team?” he asked, curious. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    A moment of silence. Roger wasn’t sure how to react. Finally, he opted for the simple query. 
 
    “And what is his team supposed to do?” 
 
    “Sex sells, right?” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “So what if we start a private club. Very expensive, very hoity toity. We do a background check on prospective members, and we sell exclusive experiences.” 
 
    “What kind of experiences?” 
 
    “What kind do the people want?” 
 
    “You’ll have to be clearer than that.” 
 
    “Guy wants a massage with a happy ending? We can handle that. Girl wants a poke up the butt? Or wants to poke somebody up the butt? No problemo. Any sexual act, as long as there is no permanent damage.” 
 
    “How are you going to guarantee that? What is to stop the police from dropping by for a little massage?” 
 
    “I told you, extensive background checks. We hire a hacker to check out everybody, even personal friends we have known for years. No exceptions. That should enable us to catch the police and stop them from going undercover on us.” 
 
    “And what’s to stop them from conducting a raid?” 
 
    “A building.” 
 
    “A building.” 
 
    “Yep. We find a warehouse somewhere. Off grid, outside the city, where we don’t have to submit plans. We build a second warehouse inside the first warehouse. The inner warehouse is the one with steel doors, mazes, moats and barbicans—“ 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    “Shannon thought of it. including actual defenses from castles. I don’t know what a barbican is, but a moat….anyway. We build super thick doors and stuff, then the police can break it, but they will be stopped by the second wall until we can get everybody dressed, out a tunnel, maybe, and make the place look like a museum or something.” 
 
    Roger was momentarily struck dumb. A castle inside a warehouse. Moats and drawbridges. Maybe giving people lie detector tests, in addition to hacking them, and…and his mind started to ignite. All the possibilities. And… 
 
    He looked at her, tamped the glow in his eyes down, and asked, “”So what do you want from me? 
 
    She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. In a. low voice she said, “Roger. We can get guys to fuck. No problem. Everybody with a dick wants to fu—scratch that. Everybody—no don’t scratch that. You want to fuck, you just can’t. But you can bend over, and we all know you love to do that. You would get paid. Hell, you’d have a large interest, and you’d be the main attraction. The woman with the shrunken dick. Or the man who is a woman. Or…I don’t know, there’s lots of ways to bill you. But the point is, you’re unique. Oh, we could get some tranny somewhere, but…you’re you! The world’s first man welcomed into the sisterhood. Do you remember how many women wanted to fuck you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “And then they all wanted to come and talk to you? And they kissed you and felt your tits? They were absolutely fascinated by you, and if we open you up to the world, charge a few bucks, Lord, we could all be so rich.” 
 
    Roger sat back, sighed, and his mind went into over drive. 
 
    A plot of land outside the city, off the grid, no regulations to worry about. 
 
    A big steel warehouse…maybe $50,000. Maybe more, probably more because they would want to customize it. 
 
    An inner house made of thicker steel, or maybe they could just do the rammed earth approach. With steel doors that slide into walls two feet thick. 
 
    Sensors so nobody could tunnel under. 
 
    Sensors on the roof, maybe some sort of spikes that would stop people from trying to break through the roof. 
 
    They could listen to the police band, set sensors for miles around. 
 
    People would come up to enter. They would be pre-approved, computer checked, given lie detector tests. They would be checked for cameras or other recording devices. And even if a cop managed to get in, he would be restrained from going out, from breaking out, by the same system that would keep the cops from breaking in. 
 
    And let’s say a cop did break in. His word against theirs. It would be up to the lawyers, and cops were so crooked these days…yes. It would be possible. 
 
    He started to think of lawyers, of sectioning the business off. Set it up like a casino with gambling. 
 
    Sell liquor. People would love to get in on something like that. 
 
    Celia was sitting quietly, watching his mind take off. She finally blurted, “Well? what do you think?” 
 
    “I think that this is what got Jeffrey Epstein in trouble.” 
 
    “But we’ve got Epstein’s example to guide us, to prevent certain mistakes, to learn from his mistakes.” 
 
    “Then you think it’s possible?” 
 
    He nodded, slowly, controlling his burgeoning excitement. Then he frowned. “That’s going to take a lot of money.” 
 
    “No problemo.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “Nope. Ted is a rich man with rich friends. Shannon has already spoken to him, and he’s all in.”               
 
    That was the rain on the parade. Shannon had a boyfriend. 
 
    But did it really have to mean that much? 
 
    Roger was being taken care of by Celia, Jane and Ann. 
 
    He might not even get his dick back to full size. 
 
    And Shannon didn’t seem that interested anymore. She was turning control of Roger over to the three girls. 
 
    “Well, there’s only one problem then.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    I understand about the money, but we, and I mean not just you and I, but Ann and Jane, and even Shannon and Ted and his friends, we’re going to have to figure out a plan where we’re all protected, that will prevent anybody from selling out. We all have to be guaranteed our shares, and protection. With that understood, yeah…it’s fucking possible. Really fucking possible.” 
 
      
 
    The group met. 
 
    Shannon, Roger, Ann, Jane, Celia, Ted, and two other men, George and Jackson.  Ted and the two men were willing to put up money for the new…what? 
 
    “We need a name for what we’re doing,” stated Ted. 
 
    They were sitting around Shannon’s living room, and ideas began to fly. 
 
    “Epstein’s Island has already been taken.” 
 
    “Roger’s Pink Palace.” 
 
    Roger looked over at Celia. 
 
    “Why not? We’ll paint it pink, and you seem to be the main person. Or the figurehead, or whatever.” 
 
    This was certainly a new concept for Roger, that he could be the main person, the person this project was built around. 
 
    “Why am I the main person?” 
 
    Shannon murmured, “Do you know how many calls I have received since the party? Women see me in stores, stop me in the street, and everybody wants Roger.” 
 
    “Same for me,” said Celia. “I’m not really connected to Roger, but everybody seems to think I am.” 
 
    Roger was dubious. “But that doesn’t explain why somebody else can’t be the…the figurehead.” 
 
    It was Ted who finally summed it up. “You’re not just a man, or a trans man, or a woman…you’re the person who women came together over and initiated into their sisterhood. You’re the first. Women are intrigued by you if they just hear about it, and men…” he nodded knowingly. 
 
    “What about men?” asked Jane. 
 
    It was George who cleared his throat. “Men are divided, sharply. A very unofficial survey, just me and Ted and Jackson talking about it at bars and asking questions, and half the men want to see Ted strung up by,” he grinned, “his non-existent balls.” 
 
    “I have balls,” Roger whispered, but Ann, who was sitting next to him, told him to shush. Politely, of course. 
 
    “The other half want to know what they can do to be initiated into ‘the sisterhood.’” 
 
    “They do?” blurted Roger. 
 
    Shannon made a moue and pondered deeply. She wished the meeting could get over so she could take Ted, and maybe his friends, into the bedroom. 
 
    “They do. Of course, there is a hu-u-uge amount of misunderstanding here. Rumors are flying, and some men think you had your balls cut off.” 
 
    Roger winced. 
 
    “Others think you took some kind of drug.” 
 
    Roger glanced at Shannon, who looked a bit surprised at that. Not many people knew about Roger’s blood clot and why he had to be ‘chemically castrated’ for a month. 
 
    “Anyway,” summed up Ted, “There isn’t any doubt that you are the man of the hour. And, though I detect a bit of reluctance on your part, the fact is we’re looking at millions of dollars. Projections estimate billions by the time we have ten clubs, at which point we will likely be going international.” 
 
    There was a moment there while everybody digested that fact. The initial plan was for one club. But Ted was a businessman, as were George and Jackson, and they were in it for the big money. 
 
    “Okay,” Shannon interjected, hoping to get the meeting to move along. “So we know this is going to happen. We need to define roles and come up with a plan of action.” 
 
    “Oh, we’ve already done that,” Ted smiled. “Depending on your acceptance of the plan. George?” 
 
    George, a thin fellow with lots of hair and a bright smile, began passing out folders. 
 
    Everybody opened their folders and began reading, and remarking, and asking for interpretation of terms, explanation of proposals, and all the other necessary dreck that goes along with big business. 
 
    Shannon groaned as she opened her folder. This was going to be a long night, and she really had an itch that needed to be scratched. 
 
      
 
    They found a casino in North Dakota. It was located on wind swept plains, part of the Winochi tribe gaming corporation. And it was perfect. 
 
    Miles of bare plains so nobody could sneak up. 
 
    State of the art electronics, including surveillance systems. 
 
    And the Indians didn’t seem to care as long as they could siphon off a hefty sum, which sum would go towards the Tribal Police. 
 
    And they passed. 
 
    “We need to start from scratch. It would be cheaper to build from the ground up than to renovate,” Ted explained. 
 
     
 
    They found a wonderful possibility: an abandoned mental hospital. Talk about security. And it was in California, which was perfect for lax laws and buying off politicians. 
 
    And they passed. 
 
    “California is a socialist state,” explained Ted. “The taxes will be too high, and it’s only a matter of time until they kill us with regulations. they might even try to take over the business. 
 
      
 
    And so it went. Across the various states structures and communities were examined for potential, and there was always something not quite right. 
 
    Then they found a mountain in Nevada. 
 
    It was called Mount Lassitude, and it wasn’t much as far as mountains go. 
 
    It was just tall enough to be called a mountain, bare of rocks and boulders, a few scraggly but strangely beautiful trees, and a wind that was oddly erotic. 
 
    Roger and the girls—Celia, Ann and Jane were his constant companions now. ‘Roger’s Girls,’ they were referred to, watched him, arranged his itinerary, took him shopping, and protected him, which translated as ‘hogging him for themselves’—rented a large motorhome and drove up the side of the mountain. 
 
    It was on the border of Nevada and Idaho, and on the edge of the Shoshone-Paiute reservation called Duck Valley. 
 
    A mile in one direction was a wonderful patch of forest. Greenery and ponds and hunting. If you happened to be an Indian. White men weren’t allowed to hunt Indian game. Period. 
 
    When one hunter was caught and escorted to the hoosecow, and a lengthy stay in jail he said the Indians had no right to keep all the game for themselves. 
 
    One solemn Indian, solemn except for the bottle in his hand, stated: “The animals choose to be hunted by us.” 
 
    Words to live by. 
 
    In the other direction, away from the forest, the land was barren, empty of vegetation. It was government land, BLM, but no aliens were here, nor flying saucers, so there was no government presence, and the Indians claimed anybody could go where they wanted out there. The government didn’t care. 
 
    Celia was driving and she parked right on the top of the ‘mountain.’ 
 
    Ann got out maps, and Jane and Roger got out to look at the survey steaks that had been freshly pounded into the ground. 
 
    It was beautiful. It was a vantage point from which could be seen a million miles of surrounding land, a billion clouds, and, at night, a zillion stars. 
 
    They could build their own power plant, powered by solar. They had access to fresh water from the reservoirs that fed Duck Valley. 
 
    And all the Indians wanted was the right to market shirts and hats and other touristy stuff. 
 
    Truth, though the land was lush a mile away, this was empty land, useless land, and Roger, Inc. offered new income, new employment opportunities, and a change from the drab, same old same old existence. 
 
    Opportunities were always appreciated. 
 
    “Look at this,” Ann crowed, bring out a map. 
 
    She fought the wind, kept it down with four rocks, and pointed out the variety of names on the map. 
 
    Owyhee. Jarbridge. Riddle. Her favorite was ‘Dickshooter.’ It was nothing but a trail marker, but…dickshooter? 
 
    They did a little exploring, took some pictures, then spent the night there. 
 
    The wind was constant, but the howl was sort of comforting, like nature was talking to them. 
 
    It was a little chilly, so they threw mattresses onto the floor of the motorhome and did the big snuggle. 
 
    The big snuggle, of course, included a wee bit of sex. 
 
    Make that a big carnival of sex. 
 
    They were all comfortable with each other. They all had strap ons, except for Roger. 
 
    When Roger complained and said he needed a dick, too, they just bent him over and gave him a dick. 
 
    He was okay with that. 
 
      
 
    They started with a big, steel warehouse. Roger stood in it and was dwarfed and impressed. 
 
    Outside the warehouse miles of sensitive alarm systems were laid. They would register anything over fifty pounds trying to get close to the warehouse. 
 
    Inside the warehouse construction began on ‘The Wall.’ It was actually based, in part, on ‘The Trump Wall.’ Deep roots, sensitive gear to register anybody trying to break in. 
 
    Inside the inner wall construction began on an actual building to be lived in, worked in, played in. This included entrances that could be secured by massive doors, doors that couldn’t be breached by tanks. 
 
    During this time Roger didn’t have a lot to do. He liked to go up and watch the build, and he liked to go home and let the girls pamper him. 
 
    His body had ‘maxed out,’ as far as the hormones went. 
 
    His chest was very large, larger than the girls, and his waist was tiny and his hair was long and luxurious. He was now expert with make up, and he loved to go out shopping with his three companions. 
 
    It was while he was at home that Ted asked for a meeting. Not a big, company meeting, just a little chat. Just Roger and the girls. 
 
    So they met in the Soho Warehouse in Los Angeles. 
 
    Ted was the perfect host. He made sure everybody was fed, had enough to drink, then he got down to business. 
 
    “It’s about you,” Ted stated, relaxing back in deep cushioned chair, bourbon and Coke at hand. 
 
    “What about me?” asked Roger.  
 
    The girls were leaning forward, making sure they heard everything. 
 
    “As you know, we’ve been conducting surveys, seeing what the public wants, and they want some peculiar things, but I wanted to check with you first, find out what you wanted?” 
 
    “I thought I would be exclusive to women, that I could be bought for a night, but that I could refuse anybody I didn’t feel comfortable with.” 
 
    “We’re fine with that. But, let me ask you. Is the ‘women only’ a deal breaker?” 
 
    Roger said nothing. He loved women. But he was always thinking about men. He was always thinking about what it would feel like to have real flesh instead of synthetic plastic up his heinie. 
 
    “You don’t have to answer now, we’re just asking because, let’s face it, a lot of men are willing to pay a lot of bucks for you.” 
 
    That was understandable, because Roger was better looking than other women. He had a better body, a perfect face, and…he was sexier. 
 
    He had been a man, and he knew what men thought was sexy, and…he was sexy. 
 
    “The other thing I wanted to talk to you about,” Ted, continued, was your sexual apparatus,” 
 
    “What’s wrong with his dinger?” asked Ann. 
 
    “Nothing, except the survey shows that more people, this includes both men and women, want to do something about his junk.” 
 
    Roger’s penis had never really grown. Maybe a half inch. And his balls were still grapes. Plump grapes. But…grapes. 
 
    “What do they want to do about it?” 
 
    “Several possibilities, most of which we know you’ll reject out of hand. Let me just go over the list quickly. Some wish for you to be castrated. This divides further into penectomies and orchidectomies. 
 
    “Orchid-ectomies?” queried Celia. 
 
    “Removal of the testicles.” 
 
    “His dick or his balls, nice,” muttered Ann. 
 
    “Then there’s the camp who want you to get any of various operations, implant a rod in your penis, put a blow up bladder in your penis, and so on. These are all possibilities, but none of which the company wants to get into. The statistics aren’t good. If we do one thing another group wants another thing, and so on. But there is one solution that all groups, even the big dickers, like.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “There’s not a name for the procedure, but it is basically returning your balls to the canals from which they dropped. This is not an operation, more of a tuck and sew. Then there is a simple procedure for the penis.” 
 
    Roger and the girls waited. 
 
    “We would like to pull your penis back and attach it to your perineum. This would give you a smooth, more feminine groin, and this is something that people can all get behind.” 
 
    “So Roger gets his dick sewn up, what’s in it for him?” 
 
    “More money. Surveys show that we could charge up to 20% more if his penis was totally out of sight. If he ever decides to show his penis again, a simple operation will bring it all out.” 
 
    They talked some more, but the proposal had been made, and that was pretty much it. 
 
      
 
    That night they were sitting in a hotel room, sipping rum and Coke, and they discussed Ted’s proposal. 
 
    “Do you use your peeny that much? I mean, I know you can’t fuck, but…is it a major source of stimulation? 
 
    “Not really. I mean, it’s fun, but it also gets in the way sometime. And I remember a couple of ladies, on the night I was welcomed into the sisterhood, gave my penis looks that said they didn’t approve.” 
 
    Celia: It’s an interesting proposal. You could have it done, then, if you didn’t like it, have it undone. 
 
    “Let’s have a taste test,” suggested Ann. 
 
    A taste test?” Roger questioned, but the girls were already in motion. 
 
    “Hey,” said Roger, pretending to object. 
 
    The girls lifted his skirt and pulled down his panties. 
 
    Jane was the first to sample his tiny weeny. She sucked it into her mouth and rolled it around and pretended she was sampling a glass of fine wine. 
 
    “A little bit musky.” 
 
    “He hasn’t washed for a week.” 
 
    “Have, too!” 
 
    Ann held his grapes and examined them minutely, tugging on them and licking them. “They seemed to be permanently attached. It’s a fruity aroma. Definitely not woody.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s a woody,” said Celia, when her turn came. “Just not a big woody.” 
 
    Roger was groaning, and they were all drunk and having fun, and Celia said, “Let’s really see if we can make him cum.” 
 
    The other two girls agreed. 
 
    “Hasn’t worked before,” said Roger, but he wasn’t about to turn down such a kind offer. 
 
    They took turns sucking on him, feeling his balls, and one of the girls always had her fingers in his fanny, feeling for the prostate, pressing and massaging and trying to get a little semen out that way. 
 
    They worked him over for an hour, and they were dedicated and intense in their efforts. 
 
    As for Roger, he got hotter and hotter. He begged for them to try harder, said he felt like he was on the edge. 
 
    And, finally, a little dribble of semen came out. Just enough to ‘wet the whistle,’ as the saying goes, but not enough to drown a duck. 
 
    They all sat back, exhausted, and Celia said, “Well, if it doesn’t do much more than that, then you might as well let them sew you up.” 
 
    “Yeah. I like playing with it, but if it means more money for you…” Ann shrugged. 
 
    “Besides, it seems like it is more the anal play than the penis that is doing it for you.” 
 
    The girls all agreed, and Roger had to admit they were right, so it was decided. 
 
    Roger was going to have his weenie ‘tucked,’ in a manner of speaking. He was going to have a flat front, no boner bump, no matter how teeny, and…so it goes. 
 
      
 
    Roger went into the hospital on a Tuesday. The procedure was accomplished in an hour, and he woke up a new man, or woman. 
 
    The operation was exactly as Ted had described it. The doctor pushed his grapes up into scrotum, then pulled the penis back and stretched the skin tight and took a couple of stitches.  
 
    Roger’s front looked like a regular female mons, but with a thin scar line, not even noticeable except under hard scrutiny. 
 
    And, when it was done, Roger liked it. It made his groin just a bit more feminine, and it felt neat. 
 
    He didn’t have a floppy piece of skin dangling down and wiggling in his pants. There was enough room in it’s little ‘pouch’ that it could get hard and still have room to be comfy. 
 
    The girls all loved it. 
 
    The company approved. 
 
    Then, a month after the operation, Ted dropped by.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got a problem,” said Ted. 
 
    Shannon was at the meeting. She was still fucking everybody in town, but she seemed to have focused on Ted. 
 
    Ted had money, after all. 
 
    She would have money, too, in the near future, but…he had money now. 
 
    “There’s a politician,” said Ted, “and he’s causing us problems. He’s on the gaming commission, and even though we aren’t planning on making gambling a big part of this venture, we are in Nevada, and every source of income must be explored.” 
 
    “Aren’t we on Indian land?” asked Roger. 
 
    “We are, but the commission has influence, and this politician, his name is Elmo Whelmsley, is bringing pressure to bear on the Indians.” 
 
    “Well, there’s several ways,” Ted sighed. “First, we could just buy him off. Usually politicians stay bought. Unfortunately, Elmo has a habit of not staying bought. If we pay then he is likely to ask for more, and, chances are, he’s going to want to get in as a partner.” 
 
    “A dishonest politician Celia murmured. “Who woulda thought?” 
 
    “Yeah. Anyway, there’s another solution.” 
 
    “Not involving assassination, I hope.” 
 
    “No. But it’s almost as bad, or good, depending on your viewpoint. Elmo wants to have sex with Roger.” 
 
    Dead silence in the room. 
 
    “Fuck,” said Ted. “I knew I was stepping over the line.” 
 
    Shannon sort of smiled. She didn’t mind renting Roger out, and she didn’t care if it was to a sleazy politician. 
 
    “Out of the question,” blurted Celia. 
 
    “It’s not going to happen,” said Jane. 
 
    Ann just snorted and looked away. 
 
    “Look, we wouldn’t ask if there was a better way.” 
 
    Roger sat and the others groused and insulted Ted and made themselves heard. 
 
    I have to get fucked by a man. Roger thought. I knew it would happen, it’s inevitable that it would happen, but…fucked by a man? 
 
    Roger liked being fucked by women. He was done with men and manly things. Women were softer, more considerate. Oh, they could get rough, but they were sensitive to what they were doing. No meant no with a woman. 
 
    Men, on the other hand, could be brutes. He knew this from being one himself, and he suspected that a dishonest politician was going to be even more brutal. 
 
    Rumors were that Epstein had a dungeon on his island specifically for politicians to vent their perversions. 
 
    Shannon was smiling at Ted, thinking of his penis, wanting his penis. Who cared about Roger. 
 
    The girls were fighting for Roger, and they were getting pretty nasty with Ted.  
 
    Ted just sat and mumbled. He actually felt pretty shitty, but it was a problem with limited solutions, and he had to bring it up. 
 
    “Okay,” said Roger. 
 
    All talk stopped and everybody stared at him. 
 
    “I’ve had my share of plastic peters, maybe it’s time to experience the real thing.” 
 
    “But Elmo is a brute. He’s big and fat and hairy and…” 
 
    “There’s rumors that he has hurt women before.” 
 
    “Then maybe it’s time we put a stop to him.” 
 
    “How is you spreading your pretty legs for that asshole going to stop him?” 
 
    Roger took a breath, then leaned forward and started to explain. 
 
      
 
    It was June and the weather was hot. Roger had passed his year ‘sentence’ and made no remark. He was fine with being a woman…he liked being a woman. 
 
    The construction was going well. The outer wall was built, the inner structure was half built, power and water was no problem, and they even gave tours to important people. 
 
    “It’s going to be a boon to the community,” was the common phrase. 
 
    “An ideal vacation spot!” was a selling point. 
 
    The town of Owyhee was experiencing a boom. With all the construction workers a new hotel was being built. 
 
    On a Friday night congressman Elmo Whelmsley arrived. He flew into the Owyhee airport with a small entourage. 
 
    He met with the tribal council and shouted to the heavens how he loved the red man and how he was going to get the government to give everybody free phones. 
 
    He went out to the Kopi Kabin, which was a Paiute run coffee shop, and marveled at how great the food was. But he didn’t eat all that much, and once back in his limo he spat on the floor and said, “Crap, what a dump!” 
 
    He drove out to the construction site, marveled, said nothing, but wondered how he could get a piece of this. A simple bribe for his influence wasn’t much, and he was determined to get his hooks into the place. 
 
    Back in town he was driven to the Feather Lodge. He told his entourage to sit tight, and sauntered down to room 12. He took his time, made sure nobody was following him, and ducked into the room. 
 
    There was no light on. He turned the lights on. 
 
    Roger was waiting in bed. He was wearing an incredibly sexy negligee and his breasts poked through the material as he sat up. 
 
    “Who are you?” he asked breathily, putting a hand to his chest. 
 
    Elmo Whelmsly was a big man. He was 300 pounds, and a mix of fat and muscle. His face was pudgy from too many martinis, and his eyes tended to be a bit squinty. 
 
    He was also a bully. 
 
    He also loved the idea that Roger had come up with. A rape scene. He liked to picture himself as a powerful force who had his way. 
 
    Roger was supposed to act frightened, to resist a little bit, then Elmo would have his way. Elmo could say he had had the bitch, and get back to the sordid business of blackmail. 
 
    “I’m the man of your dreams, honey.” 
 
    Roger jumped out of bed. He showed his body to the fullest, and gasped, “Get out of here! I’ll scream!” 
 
    “Scream if you want, you’re at the end of the row and I know for a fact that nobody is here.” 
 
    Roger screamed. He made an ear piercing shriek that was so loud it made Elmo nervous. Elmo took a step forward and grabbed Roger by the wrist. “Shut up,” he hissed. 
 
    Roger opened his mouth to scream again, and Elmo backhanded him. 
 
    That surprised Roger. That was off script. He wasn’t supposed to suffer real violence. But he hadn’t figured on the brutal nature of the congressman. 
 
    Roger fell to one knee, was held up by Elmo. He put his hand to his mouth, tasted blood, and was shocked. 
 
    Once Roger could have fought back, but hormones had robbed him of muscle mass and strength. Now he was thin, almost fragile, and he had no defense as Elmo threw him on the bed and began unbuckling his belt. 
 
    Roger tried. This was supposed to be a fake scenario, but…he was hurt and he had to get out. 
 
    Elmo slapped him again. Then he held him up and slapped him a few more times. 
 
    He pawed Roger’s breasts and Roger cried out in hurt. 
 
    Again he was flung to the bed, and now Elmo ripped his negligee off. 
 
    Roger tried to scramble backwards on the bed, away from the bully congressman. 
 
    Elmo grabbed his leg and pulled him forward, twisted both legs and flipped Roger over. 
 
    Roger was crying now. Something he never would have done as a male, but now he was a female, and he had no defense for this brute. 
 
    Elmo rested his weight on Roger’s back with one hand, took out his penis, and, without benefit of lubricant, had his way. 
 
      
 
    Roger was laying on the bed, sobbing, when the girls got to him. 
 
    He cried, and they soothed him, washed the blood off him and treated other wounds. 
 
    A doctor was brought in, and Roger found that he couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    “That’s why I don’t want men,” he sobbed. 
 
    “Nobody wants a man like that,” Jane said. 
 
    Ted entered the room. A very chastened Ted. 
 
    Sniffing, Roger asked, “Did you get the video?” 
 
    “We did. And, Roger, I’m so sorry…We were watching on video, and it looked bad, but you said we had to get the goods.” 
 
    Celia blurted, “We were going to come in but he wouldn't let us.” 
 
    “We almost came in, but…you said to let whatever happened to happen.” 
 
    Roger nodded. Tears were still leaking out, but Celia was blotting them with a towel. 
 
    “I’m glad you didn’t come in.” 
 
    “We wanted to. We could have arrested him.” 
 
    “And suffered a big court case, with more lawyers than even you can afford, and he would have talked about how he was entrapped, and…no. It was better this way. No matter how much it hurt.” 
 
    At that point the girls pushed Ted out and put Roger to sleep. They took turns staying awake, and one of them was always curled up next to Roger. 
 
      
 
    The video made it to prime time, be it in altered form. The few pieces that weren’t too brutal, or X rated, fed the x rated versions on the net. It was shone al-l-l over the internet.              Google tried to suppress it, as did Facebutt, but you can’t stop people from copying and emailing. 
 
    And no lawyers were involved. 
 
    It was just a movie of a man…a woman…getting abused. Physically assaulted. Screwed. Screaming for help. 
 
    And Elmo Whelmsley’s career as a politician was over. 
 
    Sure, he had a year left to serve, but nobody would re-elect him, and even his fellow politicians, as corrupt as they were, didn’t want anything to do with him. 
 
    A year later Roger, Inc. was opened. 
 
      
 
    “How do I look?” Roger asked. 
 
    He was wearing a golden sheath dress. It was sleeveless and had the most marvelous porthole over his chest. 
 
    His legs were smooth and shapely, and he was wearing glass slippers. They were made to order and his red nails could be seen easily through the toes. 
 
    His make up was perfect, his hair was long and combed out, and he watched the crowd over the monitors. 
 
    “Do you have to ask? You’re making every woman out there jealous.” 
 
    On the monitor he could see that the crowd was mostly female. A few males, but the men were there mostly as ornaments. It was the females who were taking center stage today. 
 
    Technicians were operating the cameras, and somebody was swing his hand in a circle. The curtains went up. 
 
    The applause was truly thunderous as Roger walked to the center of the stage. It hurt his ears, but he smiled as the adulation washed over him. 
 
    He could hardly see the audience for the spotlights on him, and he met Shannon in the center of the stage. 
 
    Shannon didn’t look good. While Roger’s looks had blossomed, hers had faded. 
 
    She was still fucking a lot of people, but she was not happy. Ted refused to enter a relationship with her, except for a booty bump in the night, and men in bars were often passing on her. 
 
    She was too desperate, too frantic. 
 
    And now, on stage for the world to see, she was drunk. 
 
    Still, the world’s introduction to the world’s first sexual circus, to Roger’s Pink Palace, went off without a hitch. Roger remembered his lines, and he covered for Shannon when she blew hers, and everybody was there to see Roger, anyway. 
 
    Then he walked through the crowd. Ted appeared and helped Shannon walk, and they proceeded to cut the ribbon. 
 
    Cheers! Free champagne! Women baring their chests and everybody screaming: “Roger! Roger! Roger!” 
 
    Roger turned and spoke and invited everybody in, but nobody heard him. He was escorted by security to the back stage. 
 
      
 
    “Good Lord!” mused Celia. “I’ve never seen anything like that!” 
 
    Shannon pushed herself off Ted’s arm and pushed through the crowd surrounding Roger. 
 
    “I did it! I was great!” 
 
    Everybody was sort of embarrassed, but voices reassured her, and she tried to grab Roger’s arm.  
 
    “I knew we were going to do this, baby.” 
 
    But Roger had to go. He had things to do. 
 
    Ted maneuvered Shannon away and Roger entered the elevator. As he rode up he asked Celia: “Any police presence?” 
 
    “One. Guy wanted to come on his own. Was very disappointed.” 
 
    Roger smiled. “Too bad. Even cops have needs.” 
 
    “Can’t risk it,” said Jane. 
 
    “How about the media?” 
 
    The girls filled him in, and he was pleased that everything was going well. Then they arrived at the penthouse. 
 
      
 
    Roger stepped out of the elevator. Celia and Ann and Jane were slightly behind him.  
 
    They wore golden sheaths similar to his, but, of course, they couldn’t outshine him. He was just too beautiful 
 
    The room was large. There was a pillory in front of the elevator in the center of the room. Behind that was an open door to a patio. The patio was high up and he loved to stand on it and watch the stars, the miles of countryside, and feel the night breezes. 
 
    He crossed the room and took his place at the pillory. 
 
    It was similar in design to the pillory he had been in on the night of his coming out party, but much improved. 
 
    The platform was a thin mattress, very comfortable. The vertical board came down easily over his waist. The whole thing was padded with soft leather padding, and there were cuffs that looked imposing, but which he could twist out of on a moment’s notice if need be. 
 
    The girls made sure he was comfortable, then stood back and the first women were allowed in. 
 
    Women came in from a side room where they had been waiting, and they were giggly and nervous and awe struck. 
 
    Or star struck, for Roger really was a star now. People paid big bucks just for him to appear. 
 
    Roger smiled and the first woman stepped up to the bottom of the pillory. 
 
    Roger couldn’t see who it was, but he had gone over all applicants and approved all dildos. He was certain she wouldn't abuse him, and if she did he could call armed guards who were behind walls and who could be at his side within five seconds. 
 
    The woman was gentle. She lubed him up thoroughly, then fumbled with her penis, then slid it into him. 
 
    Roger groaned. He had mostly been screwed by his girls, and he had forgotten how wonderful it was to take a strange penis. 
 
    “Are you okay?” The woman on the other side of the board asked, fearful that his groan meant that she had hurt him. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” he called out. “Make me more not okay.” 
 
    She giggled, and pushed her penis back and forth. She was nervous, and inexperienced, but she had a good heart. She did her best, and it was wonderful for Roger. 
 
    When she was done she was allowed around the pillory to talk to Roger. 
 
    “Thank you,” Roger said. “Can you give me a kiss?” 
 
    She almost cried with happiness, but her kiss was just a peck. 
 
    Roger grabbed her hair gently and said, “Can I kiss you?” 
 
    Tears shone in her eyes as he met her mouth with all his passion. 
 
    Her mouth was soft, and as Roger took his time she began to really get into it. 
 
    Meanwhile, a second woman was lubing him up. She pushed her dildo into him authoritatively and Roger gasped mid kiss. 
 
    “Are you all right?” the first woman asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes. It’s just…somebody…unh!” 
 
    The woman understood that Roger was getting fucked at the same time he had been kissing her, and she giggled. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    And she left. 
 
    Then the second woman came around the pillory to talk, and maybe to kiss, to feel his breasts and maybe even ask a question. 
 
    And a third one lubed him up. 
 
    Roger didn’t do a hundred women, as he had at his coming out party, but he did do a good twenty or thirty, and that was plenty. 
 
    That was also the number of women who could afford his price. 
 
    During the mass screw his girls watched over him. They inspected dildos, cautioned women in their use, even told them tricks that Roger liked. They made sure that every woman was completely satisfied, and this included whipping out their own dildos if the woman wanted that, and many of them did. Behind the pillory were toys. Benches to be bent over, racks to be stretched on while parts were tickled and titillated, various types of spreader bars, and so on. 
 
    There was also a crowd of men. The women could choose who they wished, and get satisfied in that way. 
 
    As the crowd lining up to fuck Roger dwindled the party behind the pillory swung into high gear. 
 
    Women, and the few men required to service them, played on the torture instruments, imbibed as they wished, and reveled in their freedom. 
 
    Finally, the last woman had screwed Roger, had kissed him and been blessed by him, and he was done. A good couple of hours work. 
 
    The girls were all busy guiding the women into the maze of sexual lust and torment, and Roger just relaxed and waited. He could have gotten loose himself, but he liked to be helped. It was easier, and by the time all the women had finished doing him he craved the attention of Celia, Jane and Ann. 
 
    He was waiting, a smile on his face, his lipstick a bit smeared, when he heard a commotion at the elevator. 
 
    “Let me in! I’m Shannon! I own this place! Let me in! I wanna see Roger!” 
 
    Shannon stood in front of the elevator. She had been drunk before, now she was really drunk. Ted was trying to hold her back and a couple of the security people were almost ready to move. 
 
    “Ted!” Roger called out. 
 
    Though the level of noise was high, Ted did hear Roger, and he looked across the room. 
 
    Roger waved that it was okay, that he should let Shannon come to him. 
 
    Ted shrugged and ceased his efforts. Shannon staggered across the room. She lost a high heel on the way, but she was so drunk she didn’t notice. 
 
    “Roger! Roger! They wouldn’t let me see you!” 
 
    She approached the pillory and Roger held his arms out. She fell into them, half on the mattress, and began sobbing. 
 
    “Roger, nobody loves me. They screw me and now sometimes they won’t, and…they don’t treat me right.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Shannon.” 
 
    Slowly, Shannon calmed down. She was laying in his arms and breathing softly.  
 
    Celia approached the pillory, but Roger waved her away. 
 
    “Do you remember our little pink palace? Back home?” 
 
    “I do,” he whispered, and he smoothed her hair and listened to her breath. 
 
    “I want that again. I want to help you be a girl. I want it back.” 
 
    “I know you do.” 
 
    She raised her head, showed her tear filled eyes. “Can we do that, Roger? Can we go back to the way it was?” 
 
    “Maybe some day,” he said. 
 
    He kissed her softly. 
 
    “Thank you, Roger. You’ve always taken care of me.” 
 
    “And I always will, but right now we have a business to run. I have to get out of this thing, and I’m sure you have things to do.” 
 
    “Ted doesn’t love me,” she confessed. 
 
    “I know. But there’s lots of men in the world.” 
 
    She looked at him, realized the truth he had just told her. “There are, aren’t there?” 
 
    “Yes. And you just need to relax.” 
 
    “Roger. I made you into a woman.” 
 
    “Yes. You did.” 
 
    “Can you come back? Can we turn back time and make you back into a man?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “But, Roger, I loved you as a man. And you were mine. But since your party you haven't belonged to me.” 
 
    “That’s because as a man I was trapped, but as a woman I am freed.” 
 
    “Is that why?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She rose up, stepped back, and started to really cry. 
 
    “Why are you doing this? Why won’t you come back?” 
 
    She wasn’t making sense, and Roger realized that she was having some sort of emotional crisis. 
 
    “Shannon, honey. Calm down. Hug and let’s talk about it.” 
 
    “Talk about what?” She was getting more shrill. 
 
    “Honey, it’s okay.” 
 
    “It’s not okay! Nothing will be okay!” 
 
    Celia was on the opposite side of the pillory. She started to move around the head of the mattress, but Roger held up a hand to stop her. 
 
    “Shannon. Everything will be okay. “ 
 
    “Sure it will, for you! You’ve got your whores and what do I have! I have nothing! You don’t love me! Ted doesn’t love me!” 
 
    She huddled in on herself, sobbing. 
 
    “Help me up,” Roger asked Celia. 
 
    Celia lifted the pillory and Roger was able to scoot up and be free, but that moment had allowed whatever pot was boiling over in Shannon’s head to reach critical mass. 
 
    Roger was free, swinging his leg off the bed, and Shannon suddenly screamed, “You hate me! You hate me for what I did to you! You always hated me and you’ll always hate me!” 
 
    People moved in to restrain her, but it was too late. 
 
    Shannon turned and ran for the patio doors. 
 
    Roger sensed what she was going to do. “Stop her! Shannon! Come back!” 
 
    She went through the big, sliding glass doors, sprinted across 15 feet of floor, and sailed over the rail. 
 
    Everybody was running after her, trying to catch her, though they stood not a chance. 
 
    “NO!” shrieked Roger. 
 
    People behind him, screwing on torture toys and having the time of their lives, all turned and stared. 
 
    Roger fell to his knees and held his face in his hands. His wife was gone.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Roger and the girls sat in the section of the penthouse reserved for his personal living. The mood was somber, and the talk was dull and lifeless. 
 
    The body had been taken away. 
 
    Security was standing down. 
 
    People called with condolences, and Roger thanked them, then went back to his grieving. 
 
    Celia came over to the couch he was sitting on and handed him a drink. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    He gave her a look, then took her hand and followed her out to the balcony. 
 
    They stood at the railing and looked out at the night. A billion stars. A vast emptiness that couldn’t contain the spirit of man. 
 
    “I loved her,” Roger finally said.  
 
    “She thought changing you into a woman was bad.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Maybe. I think she was just…her own life was falling apart, and I wasn’t there for her.” 
 
    “Roger. You were there, she just couldn’t keep up with the new you.” 
 
    “The new me,” he scoffed bitterly. 
 
    Celia turned him to her. “Yes, the new you.” 
 
    He stared at her, his heart breaking. No, he hadn’t been close to Shannon, but he was married to her, and he felt a close connection to any woman who screwed him. And, contrary to her own opinion, she had never screwed him over. 
 
    “Roger, I’m going to tell you something.” 
 
    He listened. 
 
    “A woman gives life, so she understands what I’m about to tell you. Men…they just destroy things.” 
 
    “Not entirely true,” Roger muttered. 
 
    “No. But it’s true enough. Now listen…some people can’t handle love. Some people think they can, but when it comes down to embracing a man, or a woman, regardless of their sex…they can’t. Shannon did what she did. She brought you to this place, but she couldn’t handle it. Maybe her motivations weren’t pure, probably weren’t, but…underneath what she thought were noble motivations, there was a problem child. Maybe even hate. She did something to you, and you loved it, and maybe that was her biggest hate of all. Instead of succumbing to her hate, you reveled in her love, and she…she couldn’t handle it.” 
 
    Celia went silent. She just stood and waited for her words to sink in, or be rejected. 
 
    But a man who doesn’t reject womanhood isn’t about to reject love, and the understanding that real loves brings. 
 
    “Can you give me a hug?” 
 
    “Oh, honey.” She moved forward and they held each other. Warm winds blew overhead, and souls departed for great adventures.  
 
    And Roger just hoped that Shannon’s next adventure would turn out better. 
 
     
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    This story is simple, but there’s a lot to unpack. 
 
    Do men want to be women? Yes, and there’s the reason. 
 
    Do women want their men to be more feminine? Yes, and there’s the reason. 
 
    Are all men ready to submit? No. 
 
    Should all women take control of their men? Yes, and in this story is the best way. 
 
    In the end, given the proper opportunity and cultivation, all men will willingly change into women. 
 
    Here it is, a loving relationship where a man meets the truth of himself. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is that?” Ann yelped. Little drops were falling on her, getting in her hair, on her blouse, and when she looked up, on her face. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! He’s doing it again,” Jill cried. She grabbed her girl friend’s arm and pulled her back from the apartment. 
 
    The girls had just gone out for a drink, and now they were getting rained on when there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. 
 
    “Who’s doing what again?” Ann was blonde, had a body that would have put an hourglass to shame, deep, blue eyes, and red, red lips. 
 
    Jill was a brunette and just as good looking, but with brown eyes and matching lips. 
 
    “Troy! He’s jacking off on the balcony!” 
 
    Jill pointed up and Ann followed her finger. 
 
    Five stories up a surfer blonde guy was laughing and stroking. That he had cum was obvious for the fat that drops of sperm fell into the light of the street lamps and spattered on the ground. 
 
    “Troy!” Jill yelled. “You asshole!” 
 
    Troy just laughed, leaned over and swayed, and for a moment they thought he was going to go over the rail. 
 
    “Shit. He’s drunk,” murmured Jill. 
 
    “Is that you, Jill? Come on up! The party’s just started!” 
 
    Ann followed Jill into the building. Both were wiping little drops of sperm from their clothes. 
 
    “Heysoos,” muttered Jill, “What a bozo.” 
 
    Ann wasn’t disgusted, she had sucked enough sperm not to be grossed out. “Does he always do that?” 
 
    “Often enough.” They crossed the foyer to the elevator and she pressed a button. “He probably got dumped. He usually pulls this shit when he’s been dumped.” 
 
    “Well, he certainly had a full load.” 
 
    “Maybe it was a week ago.” 
 
    The elevator arrived and the entered the little box. More buttons, a rising sensation, and they waited. 
 
    Ann was interested. She liked guys who were a little nuts. They were the most fun. And the quick glance she had had of the wild-eyed man waving his dick in the wind, she hoped he was dumped. 
 
    The elevator stopped and they walked down the hall, past the potted plants, and stopped in front of 5E. 
 
    Jill tried the door knob, but it was locked. 
 
    She sighed and pounded on the door. 
 
    Ann grinned. 
 
    Loud music was vibrating through the door and they could hear something crashing to the floor. 
 
    “He must really be fucked up.” 
 
    Then the door opened wide. 
 
    Troy Landry was short and skinny. He had looked much bigger when he was out on the balcony, but Ann had had to look up, and that sort of shifted perceptions. 
 
    He had gorgeous, long surfer hair. It was over his eyes and he gave a neck jerk which put it in place, and eyed them. 
 
    He had blue eyes and bronze skin. 
 
    He really was quite beautiful. 
 
    Most beautiful of all, however, was the big, thick cock hanging out of his pants. 
 
    It still had a drop of sperm hanging to it. 
 
    “Hey!” He peered owlishly, leaning a little askew when he did. “Is that Jilly Willy got a pilly?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up, Troy,” she said, brushing by him. “You just got semen all over us.” 
 
    “I did? I’m sorry,” but he was grinning. He had white teeth and, damn, those blue eyes. 
 
    Many a girl would kill to have eyes so clear and skin so smooth. 
 
    “You can kiss my ass. Now where’s the booze?” 
 
    Tony turned back to Ann. “Lordy, lordy. I haven’t seen such beauty you are cutey and I know my duty.” 
 
    He stepped forward, put his arms around Ann, and kissed her. 
 
    Ann tried to avoid, but she was caught off guard. He managed to snag her, off balance, and he planted those beautiful full lips on hers. 
 
    Even drunk he was a kisser. A real kisser. Not one of these high school boy kissers, but a full grown ‘I’ve got a dick in my pants’ kissers. 
 
    He tasted sweet under the alcohol. His tongue was soft, and, even drunk, he really got into it. 
 
    Kissing Troy Landry was like entering another universe. He was like a monkey on her mouth, and it was like eating vanilla cake. 
 
    He backed off because his hair was in the way. He brushed it aside and moved in again. 
 
    Now Ann was ready, but she was so breathless from the first kiss she didn’t fight it. 
 
    Man, it was like her mouth was being whipped into a froth. 
 
    And the weird thing, he was raw, inexperienced, and yet he still had that intensity. 
 
    “Hey! Come on! You don’t even know her name!” Jill pulled Troy off Ann. She was holding a half full bottle of good whiskey. “Where’s the Coke?” 
 
    “Oh,” Troy smiled drunkenly at Ann, “‘scuse me.” 
 
    He was pulled across the living room and into the kitchen. 
 
    “Where’s the Coke?” 
 
    Tony looked in cupboards and in the fridge. No Coke. He stood sheepishly, shrugged his shoulders and said, “I dunno.” 
 
    “Oh, for heysoos sake!” 
 
    Jill headed for the door. As she passed Ann she said, “Make sure he doesn’t do something stupid.” 
 
    “Like jump off the balcony? 
 
    “Like put his dick in a meat grinder. When he’s drunk he’s that dumb. I’ll be back in five.” She closed the door. 
 
    Ann turned around and looked at Troy. 
 
    Troy was standing in the kitchen, scratching his head, muttering, “I know it was here someplace.” Then he looked up at Ann and showed all his teeth. If a teddy bear was a predator, he was one. 
“What was I looking for?” He crossed the room towards her, he reached for her. 
 
    Ann laughed. “Jump back, Jack.” She held him at arm’s length. 
 
    He was trying to get past her straight arm, but he was too sloshed. 
 
    “Aw, come on.” 
 
    “You already kissed me,” her lips were still burning, “you don’t need to do it again.” But I do. But she was holding to some vestigial remnant of propriety. 
 
    He changed tactics and gave her a pull. She was off balance again, and somehow he managed to maneuver her onto the couch. He was like an octopus with extra arms. 
 
    Still, he was drunk, and he really was just having a good time, he wasn’t a serious raper or anything like that. 
 
    She managed to push him off and he said. “But I do need to kiss you. I really do!” 
 
    “Why?” she laughed, slapping his encroaching arms away. 
 
    He stopped reaching for her. He just slumped in on himself. “‘Cause she left me. My sweety left me. Now I’m all alone!” 
 
    “You’re not all alone.” The mood was changing from gaiety to tears.” 
 
    “Am, too. All I got is me and…and…him.” He looked down at his crotch. 
 
    His dick, so big and healthy looking, was hard. 
 
    But he had just masturbated! And he had cum a lot! He had rained cum down on the earth like it was forty days and forty nights! 
 
    “Who dumped you?” 
 
    “My girl. Sally. We were in love, then she said I wasn’t responsible enough. i said I was just horny all the time. But she…do you think she found somebody else?” 
 
    He looked at her with unblinking, wisened, watery eyes. Beautiful, blue eyes that Ann could lose herself in. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Then he was crying. Actually crying. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Ann said. “There’s other fish in the sea.” 
 
    “But I don’t want a fish!” he wailed. 
 
    Ann put her arm around him to bolster him, to cheer him, and he—grabbed her. 
 
    “Gotcha.” He wiped the tears from his face, and he was inside her arms and she couldn’t detach him. 
 
    He kissed her again, and once again the feel of those soft lips made her swoon, took her breath away, and she started feeling the heat. 
 
    Well, there’s only so much kissing a girl can take before she feels the heat and has to give up. 
 
    She kissed him back. 
 
    He moved a hand to her breast and she let him. 
 
    Then he was fumbling at her skirt. 
 
    “Oh, God,” she moaned. Was she really going to do this? Was she going to let some drunken hound have his way with her? He didn’t even know who she was! It was drunken sex, maybe the worst kind, but she was suddenly feeling wetter than cat in a rainstorm. 
 
    And she felt his penis. 
 
    Rock hard. Long. Thick. With big balls. 
 
    Throbbing. 
 
    Fuck! She hadn’t had nay for months! And she was going to let this drunken bozo, this balcony meat beater do her? 
 
    She was. 
 
    She pushed him back, she forced herself on to him. She pulled her panties aside and sat on him. 
 
    Troy’s eyes went wide. Very wide. It was like she was falling into a blue ocean, his eyes were that innocent. 
 
    “Wha?” he huffed, not understanding what had happened, and yet understanding that he was balls deep at the same time. 
 
    “Come on, big man,” Ann cooed. She bent down, pressed her big chest against his skinny one, let his magic lips cast a spell on her. 
 
    God, it felt good. In fact, it had never felt so good. 
 
    Her whole body felt like it was a bag of golden popcorn, all the kernels popping at the same time, and not stopping popping. 
 
    Drunk, she could tell that Troy was feeling something similar. 
 
    Yet, he had just cum ten minutes before. He was hard, really hard, but he wasn’t going to cum. 
 
    She was. Those eyes, that dick, those lips, there was no way she was not going to squirt. 
 
    For a long minute she worked him, pressing him down, having her way with him. 
 
    Now he was confused. He had been playing, doing a number, teasing and flirting and being just enough out of control but not too much, and now he was the victim. 
 
    But, oh, what a sweet victim. 
 
    When the orgasm hit Ann it was like a tsunami ripped through her frame, but the wind was gold, and the blow off was like nothing she had ever imagined. 
 
    Laying on him, feeling his never ending cock nestled inside her, throbbing and bobbing and wanting to do what it could no longer do, she wondered if she was in love. 
 
    She thought maybe she was. 
 
      
 
    When Jill returned with the Coke, just two minutes after Ann had repaired herself, brushed water on her cheeks to hide the flush, and made Troy put his pecker back in his pants—that was a job, that stiffie did not want to bend—everything looked normal. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    There was the smell of sex in the room, the guiltiness of pleasure accomplished, the overly innocent look on Ann’s face. 
 
    “All right, what the heck has been going on.” 
 
    Ann out bluffed her. “I had to slap Troy in the face. He wanted to fuck me.” 
 
    Troy was bewildered. He wasn’t as drunk, sex had robbed him of his drunken edge, and he couldn’t figure out the sex thing between him and…and… 
 
    “What’s your name?” he asked. 
 
    “Miss Thompson,” Ann replied. She didn’t know what got into her to answer like that, but it made Jill spit out her bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “It’s going to be like that, eh?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess,” said Ann, barely containing her grin. 
 
    “Miss Thompson? Don’t you have a first name?” 
 
    “My first name is Miss.” 
 
    Troy blinked. 
 
    Jill bit her lip to keep from laughing. Troy was easy meat. 
 
    After that they talked. They joshed and told jokes, they sipped. 
 
    Troy got his edge back, he was happy, but he was also off balance. 
 
    In a good way. 
 
    He had no girlfriend, but this new girl—Miss?—was taking control. And he was the kind of loose cannon that needed somebody to guide him and steer him. 
 
    The night turned into morning, and the morning waned. It was probably four, or maybe five, when Troy finally asked, “Why are you here?” 
 
    The girls just laughed. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, they all fell asleep. 
 
     
 
    Ann opened her eyes. “Unh,” she grunted, and she tried to move. 
 
    Her head felt like a hippo had stomped it, but it really wasn’t that bad. She had a warm feeling in her heart that she had not had the night before. 
 
    Jill was gone. In lipstick she had written Ann a message on the foyer mirror. 
 
      
 
    Are you going to keep him? Seriously? 
 
      
 
    Ann smiled and thought about it. He was pleasant, even charming. He was lusty, but he was ragged. His kisses won by intensity, not by polish. 
 
    He was so beautiful. 
 
    She turned and looked at him. 
 
    He had not gone to his bed, he had slept in the living room with them. Jill and Ann had slept in each others arms on the couch. It was a pretty big and comfy couch. Leather slanted arms, soft cushions, and Troy had had the foresight to supply it with lots of comfy cushions. 
 
    Troy slept in a weird posture on a bean bag chair. His head was slightly back and his hair was swept back over part of his face and one ear. 
 
    Ann walked, slowly, carefully, and stood over him. 
 
    He slumbered, and his face was an innocent blend of humor and confusion. 
 
    Yes, he needed somebody to guide him. 
 
    But…guide him where? 
 
    She nudged the bean bag chair with a toe. 
 
    He snorted, and one eye opened, the one behind the dangle of blonde hair. 
 
    “Wha?” 
 
    “You raped me. I’m going to call the cops.” 
 
    He jerked upright, and she could tell it hurt his head from the way one hand went to his forehead. 
 
    “No! What? Wait! I didn’t…” 
 
    Then he saw the crooked smile on Ann’s face. The twist in her eyes. 
 
    He said, “You’ve got the most beautiful, blue eyes.” 
 
    So he had been mesmerized by blue eyes, the same way she had. 
 
    Except now they were sober. Now they were whimsical creatures of unfettered desires. 
 
    Now it was daylight. 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    He struggled, finally rolled off the bean bag chair—he was having trouble with balance—and climbed to all fours, then to his feet. 
 
    He stood and wavered. 
 
    “You’ve got to take better care of yourself.” 
 
    “I…who are you?” 
 
    “Miss.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, Miss Thompson.” 
 
    “Are you going to fix me breakfast or take me out?” 
 
    “Uh…”  
 
    “You’re too fucked up. Besides we need to sit and have a little talk. Let’s go.” 
 
    They left the apartment and headed for the nearest Denny’s. 
 
    They ordered two Grand Slams and each drank a Coke before the food arrived. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he whispered, gulping and feeling the rawness of his throat. “I drank too much.” 
 
    “Yes, you did.” 
 
    “Who are you, anyway?” 
 
    “You screwed me last night. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “That was…oh, yeah.” 
 
    She expected that and hid her smile. 
 
    “You use me, abuse me, and now you want to lose me.” 
 
    “No, wait. I don’t…” He stopped talking and wondered what he was supposed to say. 
 
    She had implied, outright, twice that he had forced himself on her. And she was taking charge. She was bossy, and she wasn’t giving him half a chance to say anything. And everything she did say seemed to maneuver him in some way. 
 
    “Jill asked if I should keep you.” 
 
    “Jill? She was…what do you mean ‘keep me?’” 
 
    “Keep you. I don’t think I’m ready to own you completely, but I might be.” 
 
    “Keep me? I’m not some kind of zoo animal.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    The food arrived and they began eating. 
 
    She traded him her sausage for his bacon, and they both covered their pancakes with syrup. 
 
    Munch munch. 
 
    Eyes glancing up, trying to sneak a peek while the other was eating. 
 
    Finally, nothing but the bones of the pancakes left on the plate for the vultures to abscond with, they sat back and sighed. 
 
    She said: “Look. I’ll take care of you. But you better figure it out right from the start. I’m a strong woman, and I have certain…conditions.” 
 
    “Who says I want to be kept?” 
 
    “I do,” she ran right over him. “And I’m going to demand something of your appearance. If I have to dress you I will. I don’t care if you drink, but if I catch you masturbating off the balcony I will slap your dick till it spurts.” 
 
    He was blinking. Girls were usually shocked by him, not the other way around. 
 
    “You can’t stop me from jerking off.” 
 
    “I don’t want to. I just want to control it so you don’t get arrested, or are unable to please me.” 
 
    At this point he finally shut up. He knew he was losing. 
 
    Well, not losing, this woman didn’t make him feel like a loser, but…he wasn’t keeping up. 
 
    He was smart and he was fast, but she was smarter and faster. 
 
    The waitress placed the bill on the table and Ann waited. 
 
    He realized that he was supposed to pay, and he did. 
 
    She stood up, and started walking towards the door. 
 
    He caught up and asked, “Where are you going?” 
 
    “We. We’re going. Back to your place.” 
 
    “What for?” Vestiges of revolt. Once upon a time he had played with women, now the shoe was on the other foot. 
 
    She turned to him, grabbed him by the shirt, punched his nipple hard enough to make him squirm. 
 
    “I’m going to kiss you for a couple of hours. I might even make you get me off. But when I’m done you’re going to be entirely convinced that you can’t do without me.” 
 
    She let go, turned and walked out the door. 
 
    The Denny’s was only a block from his apartment, and they walked in silence. 
 
    It was a beautiful day. Birds were making little birds. Cop cars had lost their sirens. Old ladies could walk the streets without getting molested or having their big, baggy purses stolen. 
 
    “I don’t understand this,” Troy muttered as they turned up the walk to his apartment. 
 
    “Understanding not required. Why is this door closed?” 
 
    Troy ran past her and opened the door and she walked in. 
 
    They crossed the lobby to the elevator. 
 
    “I don’t even recall meeting you. And your name is more than ‘Miss.’ 
 
    They stepped into the elevator and she positioned herself next to him. She faced him. She put a hand to his cheek and moved her face to within an inch of his. 
 
    It was kissing distance, but she had no intention of letting him kiss her. When he started to move forward, impelled by a lust he didn’t understand, her hand pushed his cheek. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he whined. 
 
    She held him an inch from her lips as the elevator went up. 
 
    He was getting frantic. He wanted to kiss. He didn’t want to be controlled, he wanted to mash his lips against hers and—the elevator stopped. 
 
    She walked down the hall and stopped in front of the door to 5E. She looked at him. 
 
    Quickly, he unlocked the door and opened it for her.  
 
    She strode in and sat down on the couch. She patted the place next to herself. 
 
    He sat down. Part of him didn’t want to, didn’t want to be ordered around. But the horny part of him was in control He sat and turned to her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She lay down, and she pulled him so he was lying parallel to her. Blue eyes to blue eyes, red lips to lips. 
 
    She brushed his hair back, out of his eyes. 
 
    “We need to do something about your hair.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my hair?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    He shook his head. This woman might be the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, but she was also the most contrary and confusing. 
 
    She put her hands on his face and moved her lips towards his. 
 
    He started to respond, but she backed off, held him at bay. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just relax. I’m going to do the kissing for a while.” 
 
    He was perplexed, but he held back, was held back by her hands, and she gently brushed her lips against his. 
 
    It was electricity. It felt like little currents were leaping through his mouth, her mouth. 
 
    She backed away. 
 
    “Eager is good. We don’t want to mess with that, but you have to be in control, too. This will help you. I do the kissing, you learn to be kissed.” 
 
    She kissed him again. 
 
    His eyes were open, and there was a far away panic in them. This was weird. 
 
    She sighed and relaxed back from him. “I feel your dingus pressing against me.” 
 
    “Is that bad? Surly, not understanding what was going on. 
 
    “No. It’s good. I like a good boner. I want you always to be bonered up. The day you don’t present your boner on demand is the day I…you don’t want ot know what I’m going to do.” 
 
    His breath was coming in little gasps. 
 
    “Breath on me. Sigh. Breath into me.” 
 
    She placed her mouth on his and kept it there. 
 
    He couldn’t breath. His eyes grew wide. The moment built, and finally he forced his mouth away and gasped. 
 
    “Nope. Let’s try it again. And this time I want you to relax. When you can relax I’ll let you breath.” 
 
    She kissed him. 
 
    And the moment set in. 
 
    He had been confused, was panicked, but now he felt it. He felt that magic of the night before. He felt the blue universe of her eyes swallowing him, and yet at the same time making him whole. 
 
    He couldn’t breath, and yet…did he want to? 
 
    And he came to the conclusion: this girl was his breath. This girl was his life. 
 
    He couldn’t admit it, but the knowledge was there, and they both knew it. 
 
    He breathed, was allowed to, and as soon as he had his breath she kissed him again. 
 
    His penis surged, and she shook her head, refused his entreaties. 
 
    “How can we have sex? You haven’t even mastered kissing.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She shushed him with a finger against his soft and full lips. She waited, and when the resistance faded in his eyes, she kissed him again. 
 
    All day they lay on the couch. Kissing. He was allowed to fondle her breasts, and at one point she even unbuttoned her blouse and undid her bra, giving him unfettered access to her mountainous charms. 
 
    He learned to kiss her nipples as he kissed her mouth. 
 
    He learned when to suck and when to lick. 
 
    His cock was so hard it ached. 
 
    “I’m going to have blue balls,” he complained. 
 
    “I know,” she reassured him. 
 
    “I’ve got to cum!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    She kissed him. 
 
    She held his penis, stroking it, then backing off, bringing him closer and closer to the point of no return. 
 
    “Please!” he begged. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    Dinner time. 
 
    She got up and fixed dinner. 
 
    He was in no condition to do anything. 
 
    She sat him at the table, gave him a whiskey and Coke, and let him watch her move around the kitchen. 
 
    Her blouse hung open and her tits pushed out and swayed with her motion. 
 
    “What do you do?” she asked. 
 
    Even that question messed with him. One would think a girl would care what a guy did before she…did things with him. To him. 
 
    “I work in the Biz. I’m a camera man.” 
 
    “Lots of money?” 
 
    “Enough,” he admitted. 
 
    “Surrounded by beautiful women?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “That’s a yes,” she smiled. She was making hamburgers. Simple, yet tasty. While the meat sizzled she chopped onions fine, pulled apart little strips of lettuce, sliced a couple of tomatoes so thin you could see through them. “Do you want cheese?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Say ‘yes. Don’t be slovenly, even and especially in speech.” 
 
    “Yes,” he felt compelled to say. 
 
    “Good. Do you fuck any of the women you work with?” 
 
    “That’s not really something I talk about.” 
 
    She chuckled. “You don’t talk to me, or girls, about it. You probably crow to the high heavens with the guys.”               
 
    The look on his face told her that she’d hit the mark. 
 
    She placed his plate on the table. She sat opposite him. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to eat?” 
 
    “I’ve been eating you all day. That’s all I need.” 
 
    One more weirdism. Who was this woman? 
 
    Yet, he knew. He could feel her tendrils of spirit seeping over him, controlling him, taking charge. 
 
    He ate, and they watched each other. Him warily, her content. 
 
    “I really don’t get this. You say we fucked last night, and yet we don’t fuck all day. And all day we make out and…Lord, lady, you know this hurts.” He reached down and squeezed his groin. 
 
    She nodded. “I know. It’s always confusing at first, but you’ll like it when we get there.” 
 
    “What? Where? Where are we going?” 
 
    She whispered, “Not yet.” 
 
    He ate, and he was ravenous. While the day had invigorated her, it had exhausted him. 
 
    But he was a creature of uncontrolled desire, and she was in control. 
 
    He finished, and she stood up and took him out to the balcony. They stood, her with her breasts still on display, him with his cock hurting in his pants. 
 
    She turned to him, rested one arm on the railing. “Come here.” 
 
    He moved closer to her, and she kissed him. One more kiss in a deluge of kisses, each kiss sweeter than the one before. 
 
    And he was learning. 
 
    He was figuring out that it was his to please, not to be pleased. 
 
    And he was so looking forward to when he would be allowed to orgasm. 
 
    “Do you wish to masturbate on the world?” she asked, one hand sweeping over the horizon. 
 
    “I want to get in you,” he answered, not even aware of the world. 
 
    “And you will, one day. Maybe. If you prove yourself worthy. Get me off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Right here. Kiss me. Suck my tits, finger my pussy. It’s been a long, hot day, and I need to get off.” 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “Me…me…me…” she was smiling in the dark. “You’re like a spoiled, little child. Now…get to work.” 
 
    He went to work, but he wasn’t very good. 
 
    It is a truism that all young men think they are the greatest of lovers. Not a young man alive doesn’t think he is the reincarnation of Casanova. 
 
    The second truism, and more true, is that young men have little experience, and only care about squirting their dicks. They are young, dumb, and full of cum, as the saying goes. They are full of gism and frantic to get rid of it. 
 
    Do they think about the pleasure of the women? 
 
    No. 
 
    They suck on tit like they’re chewing on marbles and never a thought to what feels good, and excites, a woman. 
 
    That was the situation that day with Ann and Troy. 
 
    He was already learning how to kiss, hot to anticipate, and how to make the woman want to kiss, become desperate to kiss. 
 
    He chewed on her boobs and she slapped him and instructed him on how to delicately use his lips and tongue to arouse her. 
 
    He slobbered all over her pussy and she pushed him back and made him use his mouth to gently slither over her labia, his lips to tantalize her clitoris, and his tongue to tease her very innards. 
 
    And he learned the one lesson that all men need to learn, but few rarely do: In deprival is arousal. 
 
    It is not slapping paint on a house, it is gently creating a masterpiece. 
 
    It is not digging a ditch, it is excavating a soul. 
 
    And, when Ann finally finished—for the day, there was much more to be done—and was gasping as she slid into the enlightened glow of an exploding vagina, Troy was exhausted. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he muttered. “That was hard!” 
 
    He was laying next to her. They were both on their backs. She was trying to catch her breath, and he sticking straight up into the air. 
 
    She smiled, “I won’t instruct you on how to speak to a woman afterwards, at least, not right now, but I will tell you that you did well.” 
 
    “Well, then, how about getting me off?” 
 
    She placed a hand on his erect tool and sighed. “Oh, if it were that simple.” 
 
    He looked at her, and she turned on his side. She played with his nipples with her mouth, making him groan, and stroked his cock as if with a feather. 
 
    “I could make you cum just by sliding my finger under the head of your cock like this.” She moved her finger gently, brushing the skin, and he gasped. 
 
    “Or, I could suck on your head, not letting you move, and you would be reduced to tears.” 
 
    She showed him, and his eyes went wide. He felt desperate, frantic, and helpless, all at the same time. 
 
    She leaned back, kept one hand on his cock and simply stroked the shaft. “Or I can do this for an hour and you wouldn’t be able to cum. 
 
    “Please,” he whined. 
 
    “Honey,” she smiled, “You haven’t earned it.” 
 
    “But I got you off!” 
 
    “After much instruction. Troy, I will say it baldly. You are a caveman when it comes to loving. You are a brute and use your cock like a club. We must make it like a rapier, a knitting needle, a scalpel with which you can carve the pleasure right out of me. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “And to do that you need to learn something.” 
 
    “But…but, what?”  
 
    She wasn’t giving in so he was giving up. 
 
    “It’s very simple, honey. To learn to make love to a woman you must do only one thing.” 
 
    “What?” He would do anything for a little release. 
 
    “Become a woman.” 
 
    His mouth opened and he stared like he had been hit on the head with a two by four. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Every man wants to be a woman,” she said, “and it only makes sense. You pursue us, you chase us, you catch us, and you become us.” 
 
    They were sitting in the dining room. It was close to bed time and she was lecturing him on what he was going to have to do. 
 
    “There are psychological reasons for this. Many. For instance, there’s the Stockholm Syndrome. The victim comes to be like their captor. And don’t be obtuse, you think you have caught me, but I am smarter and more capable, so I have caught you. Another reason is the old saw that you are born of woman, and the rest of your life you wish to return to the womb. And there are other reasons.” 
 
    “What are your reasons? For doing this, I mean.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. An alpha person never questions themselves, so I have never bothered to think about it. If pressed, however, I would say I am perverse. I take a joy in remaking a man in my own image. I am like a sculptor, taking a raw piece of granite and making a David out of it. Although I suppose it should be a Davina.” 
 
    “But what if I don’t want to?” 
 
    “You haven’t been listening, love. Every man wants it. Many are not able, or capable, but you are one of the lucky ones.” 
 
    “I am?”  
 
    He was bitting his nails and she slapped his hand away from his mouth. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Your body is perfect. Both DNA and life choices have shaped your body slender. Your chest is perfect for breasts.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “You wear your hair long, and if that isn’t a clue to your preferences then nothing is. Your eyes are deep, blue, feminine, or will be with just the lightest application of make up. And, your lips, oh, my Lord. I’m going to put plumper on those lips, and lip stain, and gloss. You have perfect lips for what I intend, and soon they will be to die for. Every person will want to sample those exquisite, ravishing lips.” 
 
    He translated that as ‘every woman would want to kiss him,’ and it made his cock throb. 
 
    She could see his thought, and chuckled inside. All people meant all people. But he would learn. 
 
    “Make us a drink,” she commanded. 
 
    He knew it was a command, but he was helpless to resist. His cock wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He rose and went to the cupboard. He made two bourbon and Cokes and brought them back to the table. 
 
    They sipped, and she said, “Tonight we are going to remove your hair, trim your tresses, pluck your eyebrows.” At the alarm in his eyes she smiled and said, “Not to worry. I’m not going whole hog. Yet. Tonight we merely take a few steps, more unisex than female sex. We take these steps and make adjustments. You are a living work of art, after all. Would you like hormones or implants?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “For your breasts. Hormones take months, but they are long lasting and will match your body perfectly. We could get full implants, maybe a pair of Chyna 2000s, but I always recommend vacation boobs.” 
 
    “What are vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Temporary boobs. They last a couple of months. I recommend them because we can learn from them and make adjustments as to hormones or implants, sizes, shapes, and that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I don’t think I want boobs.” 
 
    “Ha! Says the silly goose.” 
 
    She was not fully dressed, wearing a bra and an unbuttoned blouse on top, which gave him an exciting view of her peaks. She slipped out of the blouse, then took off her bra, and his eyes widened. 
 
    He had seen her tits enough, sucked on them long enough, that he should of been calm, but not having cum he was unable to quell his excitement. 
 
    “Here,” she said. “Put it on.” 
 
    He held the bra with one finger. It dangled from his finger like a comatose snake, and he eyed it like it was a snake. 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    He looked. 
 
    She moistened her red lips with the tip of her pink tongue and stared at him. Just stared, and he couldn’t look away from her blue eyes. 
 
    “Put it on,” she whispered. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “If you put it on it’s going to make me so hot. My pussy is going to be wet for you. Please, put it on.” 
 
    No way in hell he could resist. His hands trembling, trying to keep his eyes on her even as he looked at the bra, he turned it and figured out how it went on. 
 
    “It’ll be a little bit tight, but that’s okay. You can handle tight things, can’t you.” 
 
    Tight things, and his mind conjured up images of her cunt. 
 
    He managed to slip his arms through the shoulder straps. 
 
    “Come here, turn around.” 
 
    She fastened the rear, reached around and squeezed his pectoral like it was a tit, then patted his ass and shoved him back towards the dining chair. 
 
    He sat, a white bandaid around his chest. Full cups saggy over his relatively flat chest. 
 
    She watched him. She saw the fear, and the desire. 
 
    “Your cock is dripping,” she spoke conversationally, putting an elbow on the table and her chin in her palm. 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “Now imagine those cups filled. With your flesh, your boobs. Your nipples are hard and you can’t stop touching yourself. Go ahead. Touch yourself. Feel your nipples.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He reached up and rubbed a nipple through the thin material. He shivered at the electric sensation. 
 
    “God, you make me hot!” 
 
    He stared at her blue eyes, was enmeshed in her eyes, his whole body was giving little shivers. 
 
    “Take it off.” 
 
    He couldn’t. He couldn’t reach the back. 
 
    “Come here,” and she took it off, and reached between his legs and felt his full testicles. 
 
    “Lord,” she said, “These puppies are solid. You are loaded. I can’t wait to unload you.” 
 
    “When?” he begged. 
 
    “When you are a woman.” 
 
    “But you said it would take months!” His voice cracked. He wanted to put the bra back on. He eyed it, and she watched and knew what he was going through. 
 
    “That’s for hormones. I know people. I can make a call and get you vacation boobs tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    He stared at her. He bumbled, “Tomorrow?” 
 
    She patted his cheek. “I know. It all seems so fast. But with a fellow like you it’s best to rip the band aid off fast. 
 
    She leaned forward pulled him forward with a fist twisted in his hair. She kissed him. Long, slow, showing him what it was all about. And when she parted, when he was dazed, she said, “You are such a woman.” Then she let go of him and took a sip of whiskey. 
 
      
 
    She applied the Nair herself. 
 
    Honestly, he was a mess. His mind was jittery and he was shaking. She sprayed it on him, then smeared it around as it turned into a gel. 
 
    She waited, letting her smiling presence calm him down. She made sure she massaged the stuff into his groin and his arm its, sucking his nipples and kissing him in between. 
 
    He was gulping and looking around wildly. He was like an animal fresh to a cage, looking for a way out. 
 
    She knew what he was going through, so she softly tamed him, spoke gentle words, reassured him, then she hopped into the shower with him. 
 
    His cock was straight out in front of him, and she soaped him, rinsed him, and stroked him. 
 
    “What do we do about my cock?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” she replied teasingly. 
 
    “Won’t it, like, stick out? I won’t look too girly with a big boner sticking out. 
 
    “There’s lot of ways to handle that.” 
 
    She led him out of the shower and dried him off. And let him dry her off. She let him spend a lot of time drying her breasts. 
 
    “We can put you in chastity, tie the tube back between your legs. We can give you a pill that will stop boners for many months—“ 
 
    “I don’t want to lose my boners!” a bit of fear shone through. 
 
    “Not to worry. It’s your choice. For starters we can make you wear a gaff, or simple tie your cock down, pull it back between your legs. We could even suture it to your perineum. It’s there, can’t go anywhere, makes you hornier and hornier and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “How about if I just be a girl with a stiffie?” 
 
    She laughed, grabbed his cock and pulled him into the dining room. “Sit there.” 
 
    He sat on a dining room chair and she sat across from him, lifted up a foot to her naked lap and began doing his toenails. 
 
    He watched in fascination as her gentle hands softly prepared his nails. She painted them a bright red. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. He was thinking he could wear socks and nobody would know. When Ann was done with his toes, however, her next action convinced him that wearing socks wasn’t going to be enough. 
 
    She prepped his hands. She sanded and trimmed and got out the glue. She gave him half inch stilettos.  
 
    “Be careful when you stick your finger up your ass, “ she grinned as she painted them a color to match his toes. 
 
    He held up his hands, and noticed that his cock was like a steel bar. A throbbing steel bar. 
 
    “Put your hand around your penis.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “Stroke slowly.” 
 
    He did, and found that he was forgetting to breath. 
 
    He was close when she put her hand on his and stopped him. “Isn’t that sexy?” 
 
    He swallowed loudly and nodded. He wasn’t able to speak. 
 
    “Okay, the next part is easy, but you’re going to have to pay attention.” 
 
    She took out a pair of scissors and began to snip here, snip there. She brushed his hair this way and that, inspected, sprayed a bit of water, layered and trimmed, and she explained what she was doing the whole time. 
 
    “Layers make it easier to dye, and these area,” she snipped, “will be easier to keep in shape.” 
 
    He watched, and became educated, and was almost in rapture as he watched the shape of his face change. The way she fluffed and shaped his hair shaped his face. 
 
    Suddenly his chin seemed softer, his cheekbones rose up, and when she put a light arch on his eyebrows it made his eyes look more open, more trusting, more…feminine. 
 
    Finally, she finished. It was getting late and she was tired. 
 
    He wasn’t tired because he was horny. 
 
    Yawning, she asked, “You said you worked in Hollywood.” 
 
    “Cameraman,” he affirmed. 
 
    “Make that camerawoman,” she corrected. “Are they going to give you any grief when you show up looking like a woman?” 
 
    He thought about it. “Not really. People transition all the time in Hollywood. Two guys became girls last year, and I think one of the girls is going to go male.” 
 
    “Good. It might make it easier if you talk to a couple of people before hand. They’ll be more amenable if they have a little extra time to cogitate your changes before hand.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, time for bed.” 
 
    She headed for the bathroom, brushed her teeth with a new toothbrush he had, and climbed into his bed. 
 
    Troy brushed his teeth, and stared at himself in the mirror. His hair was less, but more. It had lost straightness and was slightly wavy. He touched his eyebrows, then his lips, watching his long, red nails. He moved his hands, wiggled his fingers, and felt faint. 
 
    She was going to put lipstick on him tomorrow. 
 
    “Stop admiring yourself and get in here!” she called. 
 
    He slipped under the covers and she snuggled up to him right away. She felt his cock and giggled. “You’ll have a ‘hard’ time sleeping tonight.” 
 
    A minute later she was snoring. 
 
      
 
    When Troy awoke Ann was already up. In fact, she was gone, and left a note on the table. 
 
    “Gone to get some goodies. Go look at yourself in the mirror, but NO masturbation. At all. Ever. Not. 
 
    He followed directions and went and stared at himself. 
 
    It wasn’t a dream. 
 
    Yesterday he had been a dick swinging boy, ready to rock and roll. 
 
    Today he was feminine appearing, and actually frightened. 
 
    No rock and roll for him. 
 
    He sat down on the patio and ate Raisin Bran. He enjoyed the raisins and let the morning sun wash over his semi-clothed body. He had put a pair of underpants on over his erect cock, and it was uncomfortable, but…he needed to cover up. To remind himself of…of what? Convention? 
 
    The front door opened and Ann breezed through the apartment. She was holding a couple of shopping bags. 
 
    She sat down on the couch and told him, “Wash your dishes and get out here. We’ve got things to do.” 
 
    No woman had ever told him what to do like this, but he did what he was told. His dick was in thrall. 
 
    She handed him a gaff and a training bra, and he put them on. The bra was cool, sort of kinky and exciting, but the gaff was something else. 
 
    The gaff was sort of like a yarmulka compared to a hat. It was short, tight, and it had a pair of plump, vertical lips sewed on the front. 
 
    “What’s this?” Troy asked, touching the slit of the lips. 
 
    “That’s your pussy. Cute, isn’t it?” 
 
    He studied it. It looked sort of like a pussy. 
 
    “When you’re wearing tight clothes you’re going to be showing a camel toe.” 
 
    “A monkey knuckle?” 
 
    “Some people call it that.” 
 
    “It’ll look like I have a real pussy.” 
 
    She smiled. “Yep.” 
 
    He stared at the gaff with its fake pussy for a long minute, then put it on. 
 
    Tight didn’t begin to describe it. 
 
    “I can’t,” said. “My dick doesn’t bend that way.” 
 
    “Don’t pull it snug, yet,” she advised. Bend the cock at the base, it bends easier at that point. Yes, like that…and pooch your butt out. Baby’s got back, you know?” 
 
    He struggled with it, and he wanted to make it happen, but it was not working. 
 
    Ann had him stand in front of her and she reached in through the back and pulled his nuts back. 
 
    “OH!” he gasped. 
 
    She manipulated them, then they suddenly seemed to sink up into his scrotum. 
 
    “What’d you do? Where‘d they go?” 
 
    “Back where they came from.” She pulled on his penis, he tugged on the gaff, and he finally got it on. 
 
    “After a while it won’t be so bad. Right now you’re super horny, turning into a woman and all, but once you get used to it you won’t be so hard, and everything will fit easier. 
 
    He went into the bathroom and stared at his form. 
 
    Ann followed him, pondered him as he studied the thing. 
 
    He hadn’t thought the thing would fit when he first saw it, but now that the material was stretched around his waist, it looking like he was wearing panties over a pussy. He had no boner bump. 
 
    “We forgot something,” Ann said. 
 
    She reached down into the gaff, and stuck a finger through one of the leg holes—that made the gaff very tight and was very difficult—and began adjusting the head of his cock. 
 
    Fuck,” he whined. Her manipulations were getting him closer and closer.  
 
    Suddenly his cock seemed to sort of ‘pop.’ It slipped into a small channel, and…the tip of his dick was sticking out the bottom of the gaff.” 
 
    She laughed, tickled the tip of his cock. “I’ve never seen a gaff like this,” she said. “Most of them your pecker is just bent under. But this one…it’s going to be, in a way, like you’ve got a little clitoris. 
 
    She pinched the head of his cock and he wiggled and she laughed. It wasn’t exactly in the right position, but it was like a big clit. 
 
    “Good Lord,” he said. “Sweet heysoos. I never would have imagined.” 
 
    His eyes went up his body, over his frame. 
 
    Without a cock, even without tits, he looked very feminine. He just had that body type. 
 
    “Come on,” Ann murmured. “We’ve got a lot to do.” 
 
    She gave him garters and nylons, and he slid the smooth silk up over his bare legs, and it felt like heaven. 
 
    “This is like rolling on a rubber,” he said. 
 
    “Ain’t it the truth. Sit down here. 
 
    He sat, and she began making up his face. 
 
    She cleansed his pores, primed him, prepared his cheeks for color and frowned. 
 
    Men have slightly different hues and textures. But we can make this work.” 
 
    “You’ve done this before?” 
 
    “All the time.” 
 
    “With…with men?” 
 
    She leaned back and looked at him with a wry expression. “I don’t have to teach women how to be women. Is that what you mean?” 
 
    He blushed. “No. I mean. Whatever.” 
 
    “There you go,” she chuckled. “Just like a woman. Whenever somebody wants a direct answer you say ‘whatever,’ and they’re left to wonder what you meant. 
 
    She began doing his eyes, brushing a shade of gloom on his lids, which made his eyes sparkle. 
 
    She arched his eyebrows a bit more and put on eyeliner and mascara. 
 
    “Ooh, you’re pretty. No. You’re beautiful,” she cooed. “I can make an appointment for tomorrow afternoon for your boobs. I’ve already talked to the doctor and—“ 
 
    “But I thought you had to live as a woman. for a year before you got things like boobs implanted?” 
 
    His remark pleased her. It meant that he wasn’t a total doofus, he had looked into the stuff, or at least attention when people talked about it. 
 
    “That’s for full on transitions. Getting your package removed. For vacation boobs there’s no rules.” 
 
    “But…is it hard to find a doctor?” 
 
    “Nah. Doctors just want money. Some of them, though, are kooks. They just want to give you boobs so they can get their hands on them. You have to stay away from those guys.” 
 
    “How do you tell the difference?” 
 
    “Talk to other girls.” 
 
    He nodded, and she began dabbing his lips with an applicator. His lips started to burn. 
 
    “Hey! That’s hot!” 
 
    “It’s plumper. It’ll burn for a minute, your lips will swell up, and then we shall see.”  
 
    She finished working on his burning lips, then painted them with lipstick, then gloss. She held up a small mirror and his eyes opened wide. 
 
    He jumped up and ran into the bathroom and Ann laughed. She followed him and  watched him stare at himself. 
 
    His nail tipped digits were trembling as he touched his lips. 
 
    “Not bad, eh?” Ann leaned against the doorjamb. “Are you ready for a dress? 
 
    He turned to her, and moisture was in his eyes. 
 
    “Better not. I don’t want your mascara to run.” 
 
    “But…I look so…so…” 
 
    “I know, honey. And it only gets better.” 
 
    She led him out to the living room and handed him a dress. 
 
    It was a long sleeve mini-dress, pale blue in color. The long sleeves hid the slight muscularity of his arms and emphasized his slender fingers and red nails. It was short, coming down to the top of his thighs. The neckline cut across the chest in a straight line The hem came down to the top of his thighs, with little tassels on the sides. 
 
    He stared at it. Loved it, was scared. 
 
    “Put it on. Step into it, it stretches.” 
 
    He put his feet in and pulled the dress up, up, and snaked his arms into the sleeves. Ann zippered him, turned him around, and smiled in delight. 
 
    “Perfect. Of course, now you can see why you need boobs. That’s the only thing lacking. You’re a woman, but you’re flat.” 
 
    Troy was speechless. His cock, which had calmed down a little, began trying to push out again. The nub that was his head was getting rubbed and making it worse. He groaned. 
 
    “I know. It’s sexy.” 
 
    Then Troy understood something. 
 
    “Am I going to attract men?” 
 
    “Most assuredly.” 
 
    “But I don’t want men!” 
 
    “Then say no. Plenty of women will be looking at you, and when they see that you have a working dick—I intended on leaving that alone, no testosterone blockers for you—they will be crawling over you. Women are a strange breed. They talk the high road, but if there is something different, they want to fuck it. Big dick? Fuck it. Small dick? Fuck it. Ugly dick? You betcha. Hermaphrodite…oh, baby.If a guys dick is hairy, shaped like a pig’s tale, terribly scarred, whatever…they want it. honey, I’m going to stay with you a while, help you out, I do so love good beginnings, but when I’m done with you you’re going to have more women pounding on your door than the door can handle. But you’re going to have to not just look like a woman, you’re going to have to learn to act like a woman.” 
 
    “Act like a woman?” 
 
    “Make us some drinks and we’ll get started.” 
 
    He did so, and Ann began to explain the facts of life, for a woman, to Troy. 
 
    All that afternoon they went over walking, climbing stairs, getting into cars, how to act towards other women, how to act towards men who belonged to other women, how to act to men who didn’t belong to anybody if you wanted them, how to act towards men who didn’t belong to anybody if you didn’t want them. 
 
    By the end of the day Troy was totally wiped out. 
 
    But the night was just the start. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s talk about making love.” 
 
    He tilted his head. He was a guy, he was of the spread and enter school, no refinement. He was about to learn differently. 
 
    Ann described how a woman made love. She talked about how to act demure, coy, even embarrassed. 
 
    She explained the bits and pieces of how to disrobe when with a lover. 
 
    And she showed by example. 
 
    For the first time in his life Troy had to take off his dress and be a tease in lingerie, then lose the lingerie. 
 
    Ann was patient. She made him go over things again and again, complimenting him mostly, but occasionally and gently chiding him. 
 
    Finally, he managed to be naked and in bed according to her instructions, and he heaved a sigh of relief, then he tensed up. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Ann was buckling straps around her waist. “Putting on my strap on.” 
 
    “What for?” he was starting to panic. After a whole day of learning not to panic, he was once again pushed to the edge. 
 
    “To make love to you.” 
 
    “You’re not…not with that!” 
 
    She paused and looked at him. “Why not?” 
 
    “Because, well, I don’t…I—“ 
 
    She laughed. “Honey. Here you are, a sexy woman, and I am a woman, and how did you think women made love to each other?” 
 
    “I thought they just all did oral!” he tried desperately. 
 
    “Come to modern times, honey. First I’m going to do you, then you get to do me. And, bonus, you might get to cum.” 
 
    “Really?” he perked up. He was caught between not wanting to be penetrated and wanting to cum. 
 
    Ann climbed onto the bed and sat next to him in the Indian position. 
 
    “Listen, men like this. All men. If they aren’t perverted phobes. The fact is that you have lots of nerve endings back there, and your prostate is inside, and…do you know what a prostate does?” 
 
    He shook his head, his eyes were wide, but he was listening. 
 
    “Your prostate clenches around your tubes. It controls the flow of such things as urine and semen. When the prostate is gently massaged it can release semen. Sometimes it just dribbles, not much sensation, and sometimes everything happens with a bang. A big bang. Something called an anal orgasm, or a prostate orgasm, or a sissygasm. Of course it depends on you. Can you relax and enjoy having your prostate rubbed by my big, old, fat cock? If you can, then you might cum. If you can then you get that big, fat, juicy orgasm you’ve been wanting.” 
 
    “But I thought you were going to let me cum in you?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no!” She laughed out loud. “If you cum in me then it’s all over. You’re not horny, and in a sense you ‘own’ me. You are the dominant. You’re in charge. To be a woman you have to cum like a woman, on the inside. You have to submit, and let me be in charge. I’ve just done all this work, and I don’t intend to let you undo it. I screw, and you take it like a woman. That’s the way this works.” 
 
    She waited for the thoughts to run through him, for him to come to grips with what she was saying. In her experience almost no man ever refused. 
 
    Just as a woman was willing and anxious to try any bizarre cock that might be out there, so did a man. 
 
    And, Troy gave in. His sexy, red, lower lip trembled, but he nodded. 
 
    Ann arranged him sideways on the bed and began lubricating him. 
 
    He groaned as her fingers applied lube, and every time she added a finger he groaned louder. 
 
    “Feels pretty good, eh?” 
 
    He nodded. He was fixated by her. He felt himself crumbling, giving way to her certainty, her authority. 
 
    She placed her dong, it was a gnarly, flesh-colored piece of work, big balls and thick veins, to his rectum. 
 
    He gasped as she slowly entered him. 
 
    She stopped and just waited, and he came to grips that he was now on the bottom, that he was owned, that his opinion of himself had forever altered. 
 
    He could be a man in appearance again, but it wasn’t likely. 
 
    She began to move in and out, smiling, occasionally kissing him, feeling his pectorals and rubbing his nipples. 
 
    He could be a man, but then he couldn’t enjoy this soft, velvety existence. 
 
    She held his testicles and massaged them, angled her prick so it rubbed on his prostate. 
 
    He could be a man, but where was the fun in that? 
 
    He felt the warmth building in his groin, deep in his groin, somewhere between his ass and his sexual apparatus. 
 
    He could be a man, but he didn’t want to be. He wanted this. He wanted to wear lingerie and be soft. He wanted to get breast implants and take hormones. 
 
    And still have a cock. 
 
    The orgasm burst through his body. It was centered around his prostate, different than a penile orgasm, and it was massive. His body quaked and shook and Ann held on and kept her peeny inside him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he yelled. 
 
    And he was woman. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I can’t look at a jock without thinking that they are wearing sexy lingerie underneath their uniforms. 
 
    And it’s not just the Bull Durham syndrome, it’s when a guy is so big and macho I just know he’s hiding something. 
 
    Oh, they talk tough, but have you ever noticed how many of these studs slap each other on the ass? 
 
    “Good hit, Rosco! (slap) 
 
    “Way to go Jimbo!” (slap) 
 
    I tell ya, these big, bully boys just can’t keep their hands off each other. 
 
    And…can you blame them? 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I want her,” Johnny Macken said. 
 
    Johnny threw his cleats in the locker and sank down on the bench. He was slender, but whip strong. He could toss the ball from 3rd to 1st like a guided missile, and his fielding was impeccable. His only weakness was hitting the ball. 
 
    The next locker over, Bull Steel reached into his locker and pulled out a can of beer. And it wasn’t no Bud Light! 
 
    “You and every other swinging dick on this team, and, let’s face it, she likes the long ball hitter. 
 
    He swigged the beer, laughed, then sat down next to Johnny. 
 
    Johnny sighed. “I’ve talked to her, she likes me.” 
 
    “She likes everybody. But if you ain’t hittin’ the dingers then…” he shrugged. 
 
    Johnny pulled his pants down and off, tossed them in the locker. He was horny, and his big cock was throbbing in his jockstrap.  
 
    “I gotta hit the dingers,” said Johnny miserably. Unfortunately, he was more of a Texas Leaguer hitter. Not home runs, but little shots over second base.  
 
    He looked at Bull. “Bull, you gotta help me. I need to hit the long ball.” 
 
    Bull snorted. “We all do.” 
 
    “But you do it! What’s your secret?” 
 
    Bull glanced at his team mate. “No secret, I just got the muscle.” 
 
    “But there’s got to be some way!” 
 
    “Go talk to the batting coach. He’ll help you.” 
 
    Johnny frowned. He’d been to the batting coach, and the coach had helped him….helped him hit shots over the second base. 
 
    Still, if anybody could help him…Coach Jenks could. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, coach. I want to hit Dingers.” 
 
    Jenks was a grizzled old fart, and proud of it. While the players chewed gum, he chewed tobacco, and sometimes swallowed. 
 
    Coach looked around at Johnny and sniffed. “Why you want to be an idiot?” 
 
    Bull was passing by, and he tossed in, “Dingers will help him get into Sally Rogers’ panties.” 
 
    Johnny got a little embarrassed, but the coach looked at him and made a moue. “Whyn’t you just go get your own panties.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. You know that’s not what Bull meant.” 
 
    Jenks grabbed Johnny’s shoulder and pulled him into his office. He threw him in a chair, and walked around and sat down. He then opened up a drawer and took out a half pint of Four Roses. He swigged, made a face. “Skunk piss,” he said. Then he leaned forward. “Kid, you get on base 90% of the time. You steal bases. You got great hands. What you want to go mess all that up for?” 
 
    Johnny just sighed. He hadn’t expected much help from the old man. Word had it the old man was too old for sex, so why should he care? 
 
    “End of this year, you keep doing what you’re doing, they’ll call you up to the Bigs. You could…” 
 
    Jenks blathered on, and Johnny listened half heartedly. 
 
    Sure, he wanted to go to the big leagues, but he was also in love with Sally Rogers. 
 
    “I can see you ain’t listenin’.” 
 
    “I’m listening,” groused Johnny. But you just don’t understand how beautiful Sally is!” 
 
    “Oh, I understand. But you gotta understand, if I show you how to hit the dingers…you’re risking your whole career!” 
 
    “Then you can help me?” Johnny looked up excitedly. 
 
    “Sure. But I’m warning ya…” 
 
    “Okay! I’m warned! Whatever! How do I do it? How do I hit home runs?” 
 
    Jenks took another swig, corked the bottle, and leaned forward. “I’ll tell ya, but…” he heaved a sigh and gave Johnny the gimlet eye. “Okay. If you want to hit the big ball, if ya want to sail it over the fence…wear nylons.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. he sat back in surprise. “What?” 
 
    “Wear nylons. They gotta be the kind that ya need to hold up with a garter belt, too. None of the stretchy thigh shit.” 
 
    “Coach, I know you’re messing with me. That has nothing to do with  hitting home runs.” 
 
    “Did I coach Tom Sanders to the Bigs?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “And was he hitting the big ones?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “And what about Carl Mantle? Did I get him up to the Bigs?” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    “You want his number? You can call him and ask him. Tell him I told you to call. And what about Buzzy Feller? And Geeorge Koufax?” 
 
    “All of those guys wear nylons? But that’s like that movie…the one with Kevin Costner!” 
 
    “Sure. Where you think I got the idea?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yeah. A bunch of us were drinkin’ beer and the movie came up and we started making bets. Tom Sanders said he’d be the proof.” 
 
    “But I thought it had to do with pitching!” 
 
    “It can…but it really works on hitting. I’ll tell you, I shouldn’t tell you but I will, you wear a nice, expensive pair of nylons and you’ll be crackin’ over the fences before the week is out.” 
 
    A few minutes later Johnny stood up. “Thanks, coach. I’ll try it. I’ll hit the best home runs you ever saw!” He walked out of the room. 
 
    Behind him, Jenks uncorked the bottle and took another swig. He lowered the bottle and snorted, “Idiot.” 
 
      
 
    Idiot or not, Johnny was determined to become a home run hitter, and if he had to wear women’s underwear to become one…so be it. 
 
    That night he went over to Sally’s house. He knocked on the door and Sally answered. 
 
    Johnny was tongue tied. He blathered a bit, and Sally, grinning because he was such a sweet, innocent goof, invited him in. 
 
    They sat in the living room for a while, she offered him a beer, and they adjourned to the swing on the porch. 
 
    Unfortunately, Johnny couldn’t hold his liquor. Not even two beers, so at the end of two beers he belched, looked around a little stupidly, and turned to Sally. 
 
    “Sally, I got a favor to ask you.” 
 
    “Sure, honey.” She actually liked Johnny. He was a bit of a goof, but…what baseball player wasn’t? 
 
    “And you have to promise not to laugh or think I’m, weird or anything.” 
 
    “I won’t laugh.” 
 
    “Can I…can I borrow a pair of your stockings? And a garter belt?” 
 
    Sally blinked, her long lashes fluttering in surprise. 
 
    “Why, Johnny, I didn’t know you were one of those kinds of guys.” 
 
    “What kind of…no! No! I’m not! I’m not one of those…I just need…aw, shucks.” 
 
    Sally was made curious by this strange request, and she leaned forward. “Why would you want my nylons, unless you want to wear them?” 
 
    “Well, that’s the thing, I do, sort of.” 
 
    She sat back and cocked her head. 
 
    So Johnny explained what the coach said. He told her about how the coach had made home run hitters out of guys, and even sent them to the Bigs, just by getting them to wear nylons. 
 
    Sally listened, and for a while she was hard pressed not to laugh. The idea that a guy could hit the ball better if he was wearing lingerie. How silly! 
 
    Then she had an idea. 
 
    “Johnny, I’ll do it, but only on one condition.” 
 
    “Sure! Anything!” 
 
    “I’ll lend you the nylons and the garters, but you have to come over to my house to put them on. I want to make sure you’re wearing them right.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “It’s the only way.” 
 
    “Well, then, I guess I’ll have to do it.” 
 
    “Excellent,” she chirped happily, then she kissed his cheek and went inside. 
 
    Johnny was about as happy as happy could be.  
 
      
 
    The next day Johnny left for the ball park early. He stopped by Sally’s house and was invited in. 
 
    “Okay,” said Sally. “Here you go.” She handed him a garter and a pair of nylons. 
 
    “You have any place I can change into them?” 
 
    “Nope,” she grinned. “If you’re really going to wear them, then I want to see it. 
 
    Blushing, Johnny took his pants down. He was wearing BVDs, and there was a big lump poking out from them. 
 
    Sally’s eyes widened. Good Lord! For such a skinny kid…Johnny was hung! 
 
    Johnny tried to turn away, to dress with his back turned, but she grabbed him and made him face her. 
 
    She reached down and placed her hand on his lump. “Is that really you?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh!” Johnny tried to look away. 
 
    She reached into his pants and grabbed his dong. “This is big! Why didn’t you tell me you were so well endowed?” 
 
    “Well, uh…it’s not something you normally bring up in conversation.” 
 
    She giggled. “Hi, my name is Johnny and I’ve got ten inches.” 
 
    Johnny was too embarrassed to laugh. He mumbled, “It’s closer to twelve.” 
 
    He managed to roll the stockings up his legs, and she showed him how to fasten the clips. Then she was standing in front of him, stroking him, looking down at that bat of a dong. 
 
    “Good Lord is that big!“ 
 
    “Oh, no!” I’m going to be late!” 
 
    He unclenched her hand and stuffed his salami into his underpants. Then he pulled on his baseball pants. He couldn’t risk changing in the locker room wearing nylons and a garter belt. 
 
    Sally was disappointed. She had had her hands holding that big, hot dingus, and it was exciting, and she really wanted to screw it. 
 
    She had never screwed a penis that big, and she didn’t know any body who had. 
 
    “Will you bring my nylons back after the game?” she asked, thinking about how she could get him into the house and into her bed so she could sample that mighty marvel of a pussy pleaser. 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah.” He grinned. He looked for any chance to be with Sally. 
 
    “Okay, then go. And hit a home run for me! And, if you do, maybe we can do some other stuff.” Her meaning was very plain, and she kissed him, on the lips this time, hard and fast, then she pushed him out the front door. 
 
    Johnny was in seventh heaven as he approached the ball park. 
 
    Sally was treating him like a guy, maybe even a boyfriend, and she wanted to see him after the game. 
 
    He parked his car and headed for the locker room. 
 
    This was going to be a night to remember! 
 
      
 
    Sally pulled on a dress and checked her boobs in the mirror. 
 
    They were big, and the dress really emphasized them. 
 
    She thought about Johnny and his weird request. Wear garters. She snickered. 
 
    As if garters could make a better baseball player. Johnny must have been watching a little too much ‘Bull Durham.’ 
 
    She pulled a scarf over her hair, grabbed her keys, and headed for the park. She wanted to see this game. She wanted to see what was going to happen. 
 
    She parked and sashayed across the parking lot. She was a little bit early and see saw Coach Jenks parking his old, battered pick up truck. He got out, put a flask in his back pocket, and staggered towards the far entrance. His path intersected Sally’s. 
 
    “Sally girl!” He greeted her jovially. 
 
    She greeted him, and they chatted as they crossed the asphalt, and then he asked the question. Mind you, he normally wouldn’t have, but he was a little drunk, so he asked, “You know about Johnny wearing garters?” 
 
    He had been prepared to laugh, but Sally’s answer surprised him. “Isn’t it cute?” She was actually thinking of his big hammer slammer. 
 
    “Oh, uh…I guess.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to see if he hits better tonight.” 
 
    Jenks blinked, and wanted to say something, but now he didn’t dare. He couldn’t make fun of the boy if his girl thought he was so great. 
 
    So they parted at the gate, Sally went to sit behind the dug out, and Jenks went for the locker room. 
 
    In the locker room Johnny was keeping pretty much to himself. There was the usual banter, the practical jokes but Johnny just got dressed and seemed deep in thought. 
 
    Coach Jenks sat heavily in his office and pondered the situation. 
 
    Truth, he was a horny, old fuck, and Sally Rogers gave him a boner. An old boner, a little weak, but…a boner. 
 
    Not that she would ever consider him, but that she would consider Johnny was…irking. 
 
    What did that skinny, little runt have that she wanted? 
 
    Why didn’t she want a real man, like…like…like him! 
 
    He sucked the contents of his flask down, refilled it with bourbon, and groused some more. 
 
      
 
    The Hornsby Hornets were triple A. There were five other teams that they rotated through, and every man on every team was always willing to go the extra in the hopes of getting sent up tot he Big Leagues. 
 
    Johnny was the starting third baseman. He couldn’t throw the long ball, but he could whip a strike in on first base easy as pie. And he did have a habit of getting on base and stealing regularly. 
 
    Tonight, however, he wasn’t doing so well. 
 
    He stood on third and the straps going over his butt were distracting. 
 
    He took the ball when his teammates played catch and nearly fumbled it, and his throw was a little high. Because he was thinking about how hard his dick was in this kinky underwear stuff. 
 
    And when he came up to bat it was a disaster. 
 
    Swing…and a miss. 
 
    Swing…and a miss. 
 
    Strike three!” the umpire bellowed and made a chopping motion with his hand. 
 
    Johnny walked back to the dug out. Damn! the pitcher was Donnie Farkins, and Johnny usually lit Donnie up like he was a Christmas tree! And he had stolen many a base from this infield! 
 
    But…bupkis. Nothing. Swing and a miss. 
 
    That was the first inning. The fourth inning was about as bad. And, to top it off, he had fumbled a throw and the runner had made it to second! 
 
    “‘At’s okay, Johnny! Get ‘em next time!” His teammates cheered him on, tried to make him feel good, but Johnny was feeling…restricted. 
 
    His cock was poking out from the side of his jockstrap, and it was getting tangled up with a garter strap. 
 
    “Seventh inning. He came to the plate, felt like his panties were in a twist, even though he was just wearing BVDs, and the other team, seeing he was off on this evening, went to town. 
 
    “He’s gonna miss!” 
 
    “Chokin’ up! He’s chokin’ up!” 
 
    Then the pitcher wound up and the stadium went silent. 
 
    And in the silence Coach Jenks could be heard, his gruff, old voice as plain as day, explaining to a fan near the dug out. “He’s wearing nylons and garters. That’s why he’s missing.” 
 
    For a moment the universe froze. 
 
    The pitcher looked around, and almost got called for a balk, except that the umpire was turned around. 
 
    The catcher snickered. 
 
    The pitcher stepped off the mound, and the other players began to giggle. 
 
    Then the fans started to laugh. Within five seconds the whole stadium was laughing at Johnny, pointing their fingers, and commenting on his ‘sissy stockings.’ 
 
    Johnny shut down. The humiliation, the mortification, it was too much. 
 
    The umpire yelling at the pitcher to play ball. 
 
    Fans laughing uproariously. 
 
    The pitched winding up. 
 
    Sally standing next to the dug out, felt badly for Johnny. 
 
    And it happened. 
 
    For Johnny everything slowed down. He was so embarrassed, and, he was more than embarrassed, and he…watched the ball float down the pitching alley. 
 
    The pitcher was hadn’t recovered from the humor of the moment, the pitch was weak, slow, a set up. 
 
    Johnny found that the only way out of his terrible embarrassment was to focus on the ball. He focused so hard he could see the stitches, the printing on the ball, and he swung. 
 
    The night’s frustrations came out in the swing of the bat, there was a loud crack, and the ball took off. 
 
    As far as home runs go, it wasn’t bad. 
 
    Sure, Johnny wasn’t the strongest player, but when everything is perfect…the ball disappeared over the right field wall. 
 
    Coach Jenks’ jaw dropped.  
 
    Sally clapped her hands and jumped in glee. 
 
    And when Johnny rounded the bases the whole team came out, bent over, and showed their rear ends. 
 
    Oh, they didn’t pull down their pants, or anything like that. They just bent over and motioned and Johnny, his face red, slapped the fannies of the whole team right before he crossed the plate. 
 
    And the Hornets won: 1 to nothing. 
 
      
 
    Johnny changed in the locker room, and everybody wanted to see his garters. They snapped his straps and slapped his ass and everybody cheered. The celebration went on a long time. 
 
    While the team was whooping it up Coach Jenks stumbled out of the locker room and towards the parking lot. 
 
    The kid had done it! 
 
    He, the Coach, hadn’t meant to say what he had said, but he had, and the result…oh, my God! 
 
    “He did it, didn’t he!” Sally chortled to the older man. 
 
    Coach Jenks turned to the beautiful Sally Rogers, who he wanted but could never have, and he said came up with a plan. 
 
    “You better not let him have sex.” 
 
    “What?” She had been thinking of his foot long hot dog all night. 
 
    “It’s like in the movie. If you let him have sex then the streak is over. He’s jinxed. Everything comes to an end.” 
 
    “But…really?” 
 
    “Take it from me, girl. You better keep him the way he is. Horny and frustrated. All that energy is going to go into the game, and he’ll be a real winner.” 
 
    The Coach went on to his truck, and Sally was left to think over what he had said. 
 
    Don’t let Johnny cum. Store up all that sexual energy so he can use it in the game. 
 
    And it sounded right. She knew that boxers weren’t allowed to have sex before a fight, so the same had to be true for baseball players. Even if the season went on and on and on. 
 
    And she knew: if she let Johnny cum she would be a traitor to the team! 
 
     
 
    Johnny was finally let loose from the locker room celebration. He sauntered out of the tunnel to the parking lot feeling about as happy as he had ever felt. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny.” 
 
    He got happier. Oh, my God! Sally! And she wanted…she wanted to… 
 
    She took his arm and they walked across to their cars. 
 
    “Uh, Johnny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” He was dreaming of seeing her body, feeling her breasts, of actually getting inside her. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s like that Bull Durham movie. You’re on a streak now, and we can’t do anything to hurt that streak.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he felt like the world was turning to rain. He sort of knew what she meant. 
 
    “Well, it’s superstition. You have to do the things you do that made you hit the home run. Do them again. Then you can hit another home run.” 
 
    “But I thought…you and me…I thought we could…” 
 
    “No, Johnny. Oh, you can come home with me, and we can kiss and stuff, but…I don’t think you should cum.” 
 
    Johnny was devastated, but like all stupid, young men from time immemorial, he couldn’t give up. Even though she said no, he was hoping that if just went home with her, and sweet talked her, that maybe it could still happen. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    They were at her car and she stopped and turned to him. She kissed him, and as far as kisses go, it was a pretty damned hot kiss. 
 
    Johnny’s blood began to steam, his pecker, already boned up, stood up even straighter. His balls grew tight and felt full. 
 
    And Sally was pretty turned on, too. She liked kissing, and their lips seemed made for each other, so she kissed him again and again. 
 
    Until his pecker was dripping and her pussy was steaming. 
 
    But no matter how hot he and she got, Sally stuck to her guns. 
 
    He followed her to her house, they went inside, and continued with the massive lip action they had started in the parking lot. 
 
    And she was fine with him feeling her breasts. Heck, it felt good, and she got even hotter, but when he tried to pull her panties down she stopped him. 
 
    “No, Johnny. Remember, the team is relying on you.” 
 
    Johnny knew he should leave, go take a cold shower, but Sally was so passionate, and she was really, really enjoying his frustration. 
 
    She extracted his penis and sucked on it, and kept stopping whenever he got close. 
 
    His face was red and he was gulping and begging, but she just shook her head. 
 
    “Remember the team.” 
 
    Finally, it was past twelve, Johnny staggered home. 
 
    He didn’t remember ever feeling so horny in his life. Bis balls actually hurt. Blue balls. Balls stuffed full of semen. 
 
    “Don’t jack off, Johnny. Remember, if you really want me, then remember the team.” 
 
    He took a cold shower, which didn’t make his boner go down. 
 
    He lay on his bed, and he usually liked to sleep face down, but now he was sideways scrunched so his dick could point somewhere other than down into the mattress. 
 
    Finally, late in the morning he woke up, drained and dazed and…the phone rang. 
 
    “Johnny! You’re going to be late! Get over here and get dressed!” 
 
    Oh, crap! He had overslept.  
 
    He jumped in his car, stopped for a MacDonald’s (GAH!) on the way over to Sally’s house. 
 
    She was on the porch waiting for him, and she pulled him into the living room and started pulling his pants off. 
 
    “Hey, wait…” 
 
    She didn’t wait. She grabbed his dong and he felt the blood surge. 
 
    She giggled. “God. I love doing this. Isn’t this fun?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess. But I’d rather cum.” 
 
    “Of course you would! And that’s what makes it fun!” 
 
    She got him naked, pushed him on a chair, and prepared to roll nylons up his legs. 
 
    And frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got hairy legs.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You can’t wear nylons with hairy legs.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    She ran into the bathroom and came back with a razor. 
 
    “Hey! I don’t have time!” 
 
    “If you want to hit home runs,” she smiled, “and get to first base with me…” 
 
    He settled back and watched as she stripped his legs of hair. 
 
    She worked quickly, dabbing his legs with soapy water and scraping, and his big penis stood up right in her face. 
 
    She didn’t mind. She kept moving and ‘accidentally’ brushing against it. 
 
    His cock would sway and throb and he groaned, but she just kept shaving. 
 
    Then she unrolled the nylons, and it was…kinky. 
 
    His cock throbbed even harder, if that was possible. 
 
    Then she put a pair of panties on his legs and started pulling them up. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “These aren’t my underwear! These are panties!” 
 
    “Of course they are. Have you looked at your underwear lately?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “You’ve got stains! Johnny! How am I supposed to make love to a fellow who’s got dirty underpants? What do you do? Turn them inside out instead of washing them.” 
 
    “They aren’t that bad!” 
 
    “Well, too bad, you’re wearing panties whether you like it or not.” 
 
    She got him to his feet and pulled the panties up tight against his groin. 
 
    It was like a big hand was encasing him, and his cock stood up, and she just shoved his penis down and held him with her hands on his waistband and kissed him. 
 
    Johnny had no defense against one of her kisses. 
 
    Then she leaned against him and murmured. “And if you hit a home run today then I’m going to have you wear a bra tomorrow.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    She smiled up at him, squeezed his package, and kissed him again. 
 
    “Now, go. Hit me a dinger! Or else!” 
 
     
 
    Johnny was a mess when he got to the baseball stadium. 
 
    He was tired. He was horny, and the underwear wasn’t all that comfortable. 
 
    Oh, it made him horny, but he felt awkward wearing it. His movements were…altered. He moved differently. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, one shouldn’t have soap on their legs when they put on nylons. The soap was sort of…sticky, gicky, yuck. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do about it. She had put his uniform on so he didn’t need to get dressed in the locker room, and he didn’t want to take his clothes off in front of his team mates, anyway. 
 
    Then he walked into the locker room, and stopped dead and stared. 
 
    He was wearing stockings and garter and panties. But his lingerie was on the inside, under his uniform. 
 
    Every one of his team mates was wearing a garter belt, on the outside! 
 
    They all turned to him, big, shit eating grins on their faces. 
 
    “What?” he blurted, totally confused. 
 
    “We’re all supporting you, Johnny! It’s dinger time for the Hornets.” 
 
    They laughed, and cheered, slapped him on the back. 
 
    Johnny was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but he was also…feeling good. His team mates were honoring him. It was solidarity. 
 
    Coach Jenks stepped forward and said, “It’s the Bull Durham Syndrom.” He took a glug of his flask, then continued. “We’ll wear these things until you run out of dingers.” 
 
    But if Johnny thought that was bad, he knew nothing. When they trotted out on the field he again stopped and stared. 
 
    Everybody in the stadium was wearing a garter belt outside their clothes! 
 
    And everybody cheered for him. 
 
    He was beyond mortification, but how do you refuse the lusty cheering of thousands of fans? 
 
    And, one last, added item, the Hornets had a logo of a yellow jacket, and the yellow jacket had a stinger, and the yellow jacket was drawn as holding that stinger like a baseball bat and looking gleefully mean. 
 
    Except that somebody had crawled up on the scoreboard and altered the stinger. It was no longer a bat…it was a cock! 
 
    Johnny and his team mates stared at the big cocked hornet the whole game. They stared at at it and snickered and glanced at Johnny from the dug out. They turned around between plays and stared at it when on the field. 
 
    The fans in the stands were also staring, and pointing, and making loud remarks. 
 
    “That’s our Johnny Boy!” 
 
    Johnny’s face was perpetually red. 
 
    “He really is that big!” 
 
    And one big, loud voice, right in the middle of the silence reserved for an important swing of the bat, yelled out so loud everybody in the stadium heard him. “You’ve got a big one, Johnny Boy!” 
 
    Cheers rose up so loud that the opposing batter struck out. 
 
    Again, it was a pitcher’s duel, and nobody was scoring. 
 
    First inning Johnny struck out. He could hardly see the ball for fidgeting and trying to keep his panties from bunching. 
 
    Fourth inning he managed to hit a line drive to the first baseman. The fellow didn’t even have to lift his foot off the bag to catch the ball. 
 
    Then came the seventh inning. 
 
    “Come on!” 
 
    “Hit the ball, big dick!” 
 
    “Show us your balls!” 
 
    Johnny heard everything; he could ignore nothing, and he was frazzled. 
 
    So much pressure brought to bear, and the pitcher threw the ball. 
 
    It was a good pitch, a fastball down the center. Normally, Johnny being fast of hand and eye, he would have socked it over the second base for a Texas leaguer. 
 
    But Johnny’s timing was off. He was awkward, off balance, and his hand eye coordination was suffering. 
 
    He swung, and nicked the ball. 
 
    A baseball is a funny thing. A solid smack on the meat and that ball will travel a mile. 
 
    An off angle swing, a little late, and the ball will loop in a crazy manner. 
 
    This ball moved in a loop towards the third base. When the pitcher went to grab it it hit the ground and spun to the side. 
 
    Johnny made it to first. 
 
    The third baseman was going to pick up the ball and throw it, but the catcher backed him off. “Let it go foul!” he yelled. 
 
    Johnny sprinted for second. 
 
    Baseball is a game of split second decisions, and the balls started to slow down, and the catcher realized he was wrong. The ball was not going to go foul! 
 
    So he picked it up and threw it. 
 
    Johnny was almost at second, probably would have been beaten by the throw, except the catcher was right handed and had to twist to throw, and the ball went high…into the outfield! 
 
    As has been intimated, Johny was fast. He rounded the second base and headed for third, and he turned on the steam. 
 
    The fielders were supposed to back up the basemen, but the throw had gone so high it had gone over the fielder’s heads! As Johnny closed in on third the fielders were still running after the ball. 
 
    Coach Jenks, coaching third base, windmilled his arm and screamed for Johnny to go home! 
 
    Johnny rounded third and went into a full sprint. 
 
    The outfielder had the ball. 
 
    The throw was perfect, right to the catcher, and he would have gotten Johnny out, except…the running had jarred Johnny’s nylons loose. One hose began to slid down his leg, to bunch up. 
 
    One more thing added to Johnny’s sense of unease. 
 
    The nylon came out the bottom of his pant leg and somehow, Johnny was never sure how, he tripped. 
 
    The ball smacked the glove. Johnny did a header, and fell on the catcher. 
 
    The catcher lost the ball and Johnny’s face smacked onto the home plate! 
 
    It was an inside the park home run! 
 
    The crowd, of course, went wild. 
 
    And there wasn’t a person in the park who didn’t see the bunched up hose and realize what Johnny had been wearing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Johnny. You were so spectacular! And you actually hit an inside the park home run.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t a real home run.” 
 
    Johnny was on the sofa and Sally was all over him. She was kissing him, sucking him, stroking him. At one point she even tried to get her finger up his pucker! 
 
    “Of course it was! You hit the ball and rounded the bases and crossed the plate! That’s a home run!” 
 
    “But the other team made errors!” 
 
    “Errors shmerrors. You hit a home run. That’s two in a row. I can’t believe it! You’re my hero. And you know what this means, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “You get to wear a bra!” 
 
    Johnny groaned. The underwear was kinky. Sexually, he loved it. It was exciting. But to play baseball wearing lingerie? Yikes! 
 
    Sally, however, would brook no argument.  
 
    That night she wouldn’t even let him go home. 
 
    She just wanted to make out and play with him. 
 
    She especially loved it when he got close and she backed off. He made the most delightful grunting sounds, and his face turned such a bright shade of red. It looked like he was going to have a ball movement of an orgasm, if that makes sense. 
 
    And she played with him half the night. 
 
     
 
    The next day she was up bright and early. Johnny groaned and turned over and put his face in the pillow. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny, it’s getting late and we need to get you ready!” 
 
    She pulled him out of bed, by the dick, and pushed him into the shower. 
 
    Cold water helped wake him up, and a bowl of mush did the trick. He was now awake, though in a bit of a stupor. 
 
    Sally picked up right where they had left off the night before. She climbed all over him, stroked him, treated his balls like they were her personal ben wah balls, and kept him right on the edge. 
 
    And she dressed him. 
 
    She made him use Nair to take care of his stubble. 
 
    She rolled up the nylons and attached them to the garter belt. Firmly, so he wouldn’t trip on the base paths again. 
 
    She forced him into a bra, and that was weird. He felt…sexy weird. It was fun, but…he wished he could just stay home and…and screw! 
 
    Then she pulled on his panties, and something was different. 
 
    “What are these?” 
 
    “Panties.” 
 
    “No. They’re not. They’re tight. I can’t—URK!” 
 
    She had pushed his dick down and pulled the panties up and he was jammed back between his legs. 
 
    “It’s panties, but special panties. It’s called a gaff. It keeps your dick from sticking out.” 
 
    His dick did make a pretty big bulge. But the gaff…it was so tight!” 
 
    But, as the minutes passed he realized something, the gaff was so tight his cock started to go down. It didn’t like the pain, so it shrunk until there was no pain. 
 
    Oh, it still hurt, but he could live with it. Of course he had to pooch his butt out a little, but…that was okay. 
 
     
 
    At the ball park the stands were filled. Usually the stadium was only half filled up, but now it was SRO, Standing Room Only. 
 
    And every fan was wearing a garter belt! Man, woman or child, Garter straps dangled down thighs, and the people all pointed at Johnny and cheered. 
 
    And it looked like the hornet logo on the score board had gained in dick. The penis the yellow jacket was holding was even bigger! And the gleefully mean eyes were bigger and…it made the hornet look horny! And the hornet’s tongue stuck out the side of its mouth like it was drooling! 
 
    “Johnny, the boss wants to see you.” 
 
    Johnny glanced at the manager’s office. Oh, crap. He just knew he was in trouble over this whole thing. In fact, this probably meant his career! 
 
    Sadly, he trudged to the office. 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Harmon. You wanted to see me?” 
 
    Chuck Harmon was a big man. He wore expensive suits and chewed on big stogies. He was also a dour man, miserable on too many martinis and too many ex-wives. 
 
    Now, however, he lifted his head and beamed a thousand watt smile at Johnny. 
 
    “Johnny Macken! My star third baseman. How you doing?” 
 
    Chuck slapped Johnny’s back, crushed his hand, and said, “Have you seen all the people in the stands? And it’s all because of you! Are you really wearing a garter? Like in that Bull movie?” 
 
    Johnny nodded, he was nervous, but it didn’t look like he was going to be fired. 
 
    “Well, if that don’t milk the bull. Boy, you keep on wearing that damned thing. Hell, wear a dress and go full tranny on me. As long as you keep pulling the fans in…” 
 
    Johnny walked out of the office in a daze. He had just been given a raise. 
 
    “Let’s go, Johnny Boy!” His team mates called, and they all rushed out onto the field. 
 
    The fans, of course, were wearing all sorts of feminine attire. Mostly on the outside, but from the way some of the fans moved it was obvious they were exploring the kinky side of lingerie. 
 
    The fourth inning, and Johnny walked to the plate. 
 
    He was having trouble walking. His gaff was hurting, and his bra was pinching, and…he was tired. 
 
    Too tired to move, and he swung on awkward manner. Foul tip. 
 
    The pitcher frowned. 
 
    Another throw and another foul tip. 
 
    And now the game, if it wasn’t strange already, became even weirder. 
 
    The pitcher kept throwing juicy strikes, and Johnny, fast in his hands and eyes, but slow in his dazed mind and sexually tortured body, kept getting foul tips. 
 
    A dozen pitches, not one ball, and he had a dozen foul tips, or two strikes. 
 
    The pitcher was getting pissed. He was throwing his best stuff, and wasting himself. 
 
    And, finally, the pitcher snapped. He threw a perfect ball, and hit Johnny in the ass. 
 
    Johnny yelped and fell on the ground. Pain lanced through his ass and he actually felt tears bubble up in his eyes.  
 
    Still, he was on base. 
 
    And the pitcher was still angry, and that led to a walk. 
 
    Two on, and Johnny kept rubbing his butt and trying to get feeling into his leg. 
 
    The next batter hit a single, and now the base were loaded, and Johnny’s butt didn’t hurt so much. 
 
    The pitcher was done for, they should have taken him out, but they didn’t, and he threw a dirt ball. It skittered under the catcher and the umpire, and Johnny headed for home. He had a good lead, anyway, and he crossed the plate to cheers and the hugs of his team mates. 
 
    And that broke open the game. 
 
    They called in a new pitcher, but the ‘horny hornets,’ as the press dubbed them the following day, made five runs before they could be retired. 
 
    And everybody credited Johnny with starting it all! 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” he groused as Sally pulled his clothes off. “I just got hit.” 
 
    “But that started it! That started the rally! And you have to take credit.” 
 
    “Getting hit isn’t—“ 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Look at your ass!” 
 
    He had a beauty of a bruise. It had hit right over the cluster of nerves and it was black and blue and his cheek was actually swelling up! 
 
    Sally spent the rest of the day icing Johnny’s ass. And pulling on his dick and kissing him. 
 
    Fortunately, the next game was a day away, and it was night, so Johnny got plenty of rest. And, oddly, he was growing accustomed to this constant tease and denial.  
 
    The human being gets horny, and that is the excitation phase. Johnny had been in the excitation phase so long he was actually starting to enjoy it. He was starting to groove on getting close, but…just getting hornier. 
 
    Is there a limit to how much horny a man can stand? 
 
    Nope. 
 
    And now that he was liking it something else happened. 
 
    All the energy he would have expended was not getting expended, and it was getting reabsorbed by his body.  
 
    Johnny was starting to feel…power. 
 
    So the bruise left with all his laying about and being nursed, and his energy level started to rise. And came the next game. 
 
    He was wearing panties, not the gaff, but stretchy sissy panties that had a pouch that helped relieve the position of his cock. 
 
    He also had on garters, nylons and a bra. 
 
    But where do you go after that? Sure, maybe a corset, or a sleeve garter or something, but…that wasn’t good enough for Sally. 
 
    She painted his toes. 
 
    “Do you have to paint them all?” asked Johnny, watching in fascination. “Can’t you like paint them one at a time?” 
 
    “Oh, where’s the fun in that,” Sally answered as she focused on his tootsies. “Get it done and have the fun I say. 
 
    “Rip off the bandaid, “ he mumbled. 
 
    “Exactly.” She stopped painting his nails long enough to stroke him, then resumed. 
 
    The good news was that he had to wear shoes. Nobody would know that he had painted toes. 
 
    So she got him dressed, he was feeling good, and he went to the game. 
 
    And hit a home run. 
 
    It was a curve, and normally those gave him a bit of trouble, but he swung, all that stored up sexual energy coursed through the bat, and the ball took off for parts unknown. 
 
    Well, at least to the bleachers, just barely over the fence where a kid with a glove snagged it, held it up and everybody cheered. 
 
    Sport’s hero for the day. 
 
    Then disaster struck. 
 
    In the ninth inning Johnny twisted his ankle on a steal. He came in, sliding, was tagged, and his foot caught the bag and twisted. 
 
    Pain was instant, and obvious to everybody in the stadium. 
 
    The team doctor trotted out to the base and everybody gathered round, until the umps shooed them away. 
 
    The stadium was silent. Johnny was the man, he couldn’t get injured! Not in the middle of his streak! He had hit safely in every game, and…the crowd gasped. 
 
    The doctor took his shoe and everybody could see the bright, red toenails. 
 
    Johnny swooned, he was so embarrassed. 
 
    But when he was finally helped to his feet and hobbled off the field the whole place rose up in a cheer. 
 
    But his secret was out. 
 
    And it would get worse. 
 
      
 
    In an Interview the interviewer playfully asked: “Are you planning on getting your fingernails painted? Maybe get some false fingernails?” 
 
    Johnny wanted to talk about batting averages, and the plays of the night, but now he turned red and mumbled. “I don’t know.” 
 
    The interviewer leaned in and spoke in a serious voice. “Look, Johnny, everybody knows, and everybody has assumed it’s a Bull Durham thing. So is it? Are you trans? Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    Johnny and Sally had never talked about their relationship, and suddenly he thought about it. “Yeah, I mean, I guess. We don’t talk about it that much, but she helps me get ready for the game. I guess she’s my girlfriend.” 
 
    “When does the full make up start?” 
 
    Johnny blinked. “Well, we haven’t…I mean…” 
 
    The interviewer laughed. She was a good looking woman, and it almost seemed like she was coming on to Johnny now. 
 
    “Can we meet your girlfriend? Can we watch you, uh, put on your warpaint, so to speak?” 
 
    Johnny hemmed and hawed, mumbled and whispered, but the damage was done. 
 
    Sally was waiting when he got back to her house. “So, you want to wear make up.” 
 
    Not a question, a statement. She wanted to put make up on him. 
 
    “Look, we’ve gone far enough. I—“ 
 
    But Sally was ready for him. “I talked to the owner, Chuck.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And he thinks it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “And I called a couple of the guys on the team, they think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    “But you’re on a streak. You’ve hit in every game, you’re leading the league in crossing the plate, you even have a dozen homers! You can’t jinx this now!” 
 
    The argument went on, and Sally pulled out the big guns. She made phone calls. She invited people over. And the thing turned into a weird party. 
 
    A ‘beat down Johnny until he goes femme’ party. 
 
    And, in the end, he gave in. 
 
    He had to.  
 
    He couldn’t resist the peer pressure, what his fans wanted, and, mostly, what Sally wanted. 
 
     
 
    And so the days went. It was middle summer when Johnny’s adventure began, and by September he had managed to hit in every game, had stolen almost twice the bases he usually stole, and even had eight home runs. 
 
    The team rallied around him at every game. 
 
    The crowd went wild, and people were wearing more and more lingerie on the outside of their clothes. 
 
    Johnny was full femme now. He wore sexy lingerie, and even had a couple of small breast forms. He would freshen up his lipstick and take his at bats, and the streak continued. 
 
    In fact, women by the hundreds were lining up outside the stadium before and after the game. 
 
    Sometimes it could be brutal. They would try to get pieces of his uniform, ask for locks of his long hair—he wore extensions now—and generally mob him. 
 
    Members of the team took to escorting him. Not just for his own safety, but so they could meet some of the women waiting for him. 
 
    And most of the guys on the team were also wearing lingerie, and a couple put on lipstick. 
 
    Not a full face, like Johnny, but bright, red lips waiting to be kissed. 
 
    And they were winning! 
 
    Big time! 
 
    When Johnny had started wearing lingerie they had been middle of the league, a fifty fifty won loss record. 
 
    Now, September 1st on the morrow, they were tied for first. In fact, if they won today’s game they would get into the play offs. 
 
    They won. 
 
    Three days later they had the first of three play off games. 
 
      
 
    “You are gorgeous,” said Sally, putting the finishing touches on his make up. 
 
    Johnny smiled. He was actually getting over being red-faced all the time, and he enjoyed feeling her work on his face. It was so kinky, and… 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Have you ever thought about making our relationship a little more…permanent?” 
 
    He turned to her. “How so?” 
 
    “Well, we do this every day, and we’ve grown closer. I know you’re going to be going to the Bigs after this season, and I know that I’ve been a big help to you.” 
 
    “You have,” he admitted easily. 
 
    “I make you up, keep you clean, take care of you when you get injured. I understand the game of baseball, and that is something that all players need. When they have a girlfriend, that is. I also keep you from wasting yourself on other girls. If it wasn’t for me you’d be going home with somebody new every night, and that would certainly sap your strength.” 
 
    He had to admit that was true. He sure wanted to go out and get fucked by one and all, but he knew that was a dangerous path. He risked not just being wasted, but catching a disease or something. Sally kept him on the straight and narrow. 
 
    “And you’ve got to admit, your streak started when we started doing this, and…I’m good for you, Johnny.” 
 
    “So what kind of a permanent relationship were you thinking of?” 
 
    “I want to be your fiancée. I want a ring, and a promise, and…and I want to go with you when you go to the Bigs.” 
 
    Johnny thought about it. Everything she said was true. He knew he wouldn’t be going to the majors if it wasn’t for her. Also, he was totally, head over heels in love with her. 
 
    She applied his make up, waited. She was pretty sure he would say yes, but there is always the niggle of worry in something like this. 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny!” She leaped into his arms and kissed him so hard she messed up his make up. 
 
    But she didn’t fuck him. 
 
     
 
    Johnny went to practice and Sally stayed around the house and got herself ready.  
 
    The first thing she did, always did, before she went to a game, was to head into the bedroom and get out her vibrator. 
 
    She lay on the bed and began diddling her muffin. She rammed and jammed that big, old vibrator. Indeed, she worked so hard the lights dimmed as the vibrator pulled more and more energy. 
 
    She slid it up and down and pushed her labia outward. 
 
    She slipped it barely into her slit and ran it up and down. 
 
    She spent some time on her clit, fingering her nipples as she did. 
 
    Then, excited beyond belief, she rammed it to the hilt. 
 
    And groaned and gave a little scream and— 
 
    “Sally?” 
 
    She jerked upright. Johnny was at the door. 
 
    “I forgot my glove,” he said. 
 
    Sally rolled over and hid her head. “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “For what? That’s hot!” 
 
    “It is?” She turned back over and stared at him. 
 
    “Oh, God, I think I’m leaking!” 
 
    “Don’t do that!” she cried out. “You’ve still got a game to play.” 
 
    “But..but…” 
 
    Sally helped him control himself. She punched him in the groin. 
 
    Johnny groaned and hit the floor. His nuts felt instantly swollen. The pain was lanced through him. 
 
    Sally hopped off the bed and knelt next to him. 
 
    “Are you all right?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded, a look of pain on his face, “Thank you,” he whispered. 
 
    “You’re welcome. Do you want me to hit you again?” 
 
    He shook his head. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness. I was really scared you were going to cum.” 
 
    They looked at the little puddle on the floor. He hadn’t leaked much, but he had leaked. 
 
    She looked up at him. This doesn’t mean…” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I didn’t have an orgasm, and that’s the main thing. 
 
    She helped him up, then helped him find his glove, and supported him as he walked back out to the car.” 
 
    “You’re going to be all right?” 
 
    “I think so,” he gulped. He was faint, but he was recovering. It had been a hell of a punch, however. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll see you at the game.” 
 
    He looked at her, nodded, and said, “You should go back to what you’re doing, and…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Let me know if you need help.” 
 
    “Oh, I will. Thank you, Johnny.” 
 
      
 
    They played the Jacksonville Blue Jays, and they lost the first game. 
 
    It happened. They hadn’t won all their games, and, that’s the way it goes. But Sally knew what had happened. 
 
    “You dripped,” she said after the game. “You dripped your energy out right before the game, and it’s my fault.” 
 
    “No, it’s not!” But he sort of thought it was. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got a solution. Even though we lost today, you kept your streak going, and…I’m going to make sure you hit safely tomorrow and the next day. We’re going to win!” 
 
    “How are you going to do that?” 
 
    “Never mind. You go home, and I’ll be in tonight. I’ve got to go buy something.” 
 
    Johnny went home. He was full en femme all the time now. Fans expected to see him en femme, and he knew it was important to keep the fans happy. 
 
    At home he stayed dressed up. He fixed a little dinner, caught the news, and waited. 
 
    At 10 o’clock Sally came home. She was grinning as she entered the house, and she was holding a little box. 
 
    “Was this?” he asked. 
 
    “Open it and find out,” and she tossed it to him. 
 
    He opened the box and took out a weird thing that was shaped like a cock. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube. When you wear that you won’t be able to cum, and you’re going to be so great!” 
 
    “I…really?” 
 
    He contemplated the tube. It was shaped like his dick, had a ring to around his package, and there was an inset locking mechanism. 
 
    “How do I put it on?” 
 
    “First, you need to get rid of that hog you call a penis.” 
 
    He looked down at his groin, felt the surging of Mr. Happy inside his panties. 
 
    “I don’t think I can.” 
 
    But he could. It took an hour. He took a cold shower. He packed his cock in ice, he sandwiched it in frozen peas, and, finally, unable to stand the arctic weather, his dick was small enough that he could put the chastity tube on. 
 
    Finally, he stood up and was chastised. His cock immediately began wiggling and squirming and pressing out on the cage, but it was a good fit. Not uncomfortable at all. 
 
    He looked at Sally and she grinned. 
 
    And so did he. 
 
    But it took some getting used to. 
 
    He was used to having his cock all bent up and painful, jammed into  panties or even a gaff. 
 
    This wasn’t painful in the same way, but it was more painful in another way. The horniness, already at a fever pitch, rose to a sharp spike.  
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he wheezed after a few minutes of being encased. 
 
    “Pretty cool, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah,” and it was, but…oh, man! 
 
      
 
    They were down one, but the addition of the chastity tube seemed to do the trick. They won the second game easily. 
 
    And Johnny was knocking the horsehide off the ball! He got a walk and two singles and a strike out. And he also stole four bases! 
 
    And the fans, decked out in their finest lingerie, cheered to the skies. 
 
    The news cameras went for the close up of his made up face when he went to bat, and the story was going national. 
 
    Speaking of which, the other teams were at dismissive of his tactics. They called the Hornets names, referred to them as trannies and shemales and perverts and called them cocksuckers and buttfuckers and just about everything else that is considered offensive. 
 
    Which made the team laugh. 
 
    Winners can always laugh. 
 
    The third game started and it was red hot. 
 
    Hitters hit, runners ran, and the crowd screamed until they were hoarse. 
 
    Johnny hit a double, walked, struck out, and walked. It was the ninth inning and the score was tied. 
 
    Then the hornets filled the bases, and Johnny came to bat. 
 
    It is every boy’s dream to hit a grand slam and win the world series, and this was close. 
 
    Johnny, however, was seasoned enough to want, but not let the desire control him. 
 
    He stepped up to the plate and crowded it and got a ball. Then a strike, a swing and a miss, another ball, and then the catcher made a mistake. Johnny was crowding the plate and the catcher wanted him brushed back. 
 
    Not a bean ball, just a close pitch that would make him respect the pitcher. 
 
    The pitcher wound up, his arm flashed forward, and the ball became a white dot speeding directly towards Johnny! 
 
    Johnny tried to get back, but it’s hard to move in certain directions when one is sinking, twisting, trying not to break the wrists, and…CRACK! 
 
    The ball hit Johnny right in the groin.  
 
    The sound was right up there with a groin protector being hit by a hammer, but it wasn’t the groin protector that was getting hit. It was his chastity tube. 
 
    The ball struck the tube squarely. It was traveling at 95 miles per hour, which resulted in 4,000 pounds of force. 
 
    The plastic cracked in the center seam, which robbed the impact of some force, and thankfully the tube didn’t break into shards. 
 
    The force drove the edges of the chastity tube, and the ring, back, and it felt like somebody was taking an apple corer to Johnny’s package. 
 
    A pain so sharp that he didn’t say ow, or otherwise react. He just dropped. 
 
    The pitch walked him, which walked a runner in, and the Hornets won the game. 
 
    The pitch also sent Johnny to the hospital. 
 
      
 
    Johnny awoke and felt great. Of course, he was on so many drugs his blood could have been used to drug a horse. 
 
    “Hello?” he said brightly, not really understanding what had happened. 
 
    Then he remembered. And just the memory of the sharp pain was enough to sober him in spite of all drugs. 
 
    Sally was at his bedside and she hugged him and cried. “Oh, Johnny!” 
 
    “Am I all right?” he asked. He was so drugged he didn’t even feel horny. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny, they had to give you an orchiectomy.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” 
 
    “You don’t understand! They cut off your balls!” she wailed. 
 
    Time froze so hard it could have been ice cubes. 
 
    And, a minute later, after the magnitude of his disaster had traveled through his cranium and dropped out the other side, Johnny said, “Oh.” 
 
    “But don’t worry,” sobbed Sally, holding on to him. “I’ll stay with you. You can still play baseball, and I don’t mind having to use a vibrator, and…and…” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “There’s always anal sex!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Johnny lost his testicles, but that just seemed to enhance his baseball abilities. After all, he wasn’t going to cum ever again. At least, not have a penis orgasm.  
 
    Anal orgasms were another matter. Sally used a strap on and they discovered how he could have something called a ‘prostate orgasm,’ or a ‘sissygasm.’ He found he actually enjoyed that more than penis orgasms. With penile orgasms he would squirt, and that was it. With anal orgasms he would orgasm for five and even ten minutes, lost in a revery of intense sensation. 
 
    And then he could orgasm again. And again. And again. 
 
    He could still use his penis, of course, and he gave Sally many endless nights of pleasure. Endless because he coulnd’t squirt, and that meant no orgasm, and he would fuck and never have relief. Just grow more desperate and Sally would receive all the benefits of that situation. 
 
    He was called up to the Big Leagues that fall, and they moved to New York, where he became a regular in the Yankee line up. 
 
    To this day he wears lingerie under his uniform. As do all the other players. And many of them have breast implants which they keep bound up during the game. Sometimes it’s hard to run the bases with your boobs waggling side to side. 
 
    In fact, when you go to virtually any baseball game anywhere in the country, you can be sure that the players are wearing panties, nylons, bras, and whatever other kind of lingerie they can come up with. 
 
    And the better the baseball player the more fancy the lingerie. Of that you can be certain. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Remember that old story about the farmer who changes jobs with his wife? That’s what this story is based on, though it does start with a little shift in…’perspective.’ 
 
    I think reading that story was the first time I ever thought about gender changing. 
 
    I was sort of a tomboy. I know, hard to believe that when you see my rather sumptuous boobs, but I wanted to do what the boys did. I wanted to run and climb trees. 
 
    That all stopped when I found out that the boys wanted to run and climb…me. 
 
    A hard pill to swallow, but, once swallowed, I grew to love being a woman. 
 
    But I never gave up my early training in dressing up dolls. Perverse me, I dressed up the boy dolls. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I feel like shit.” Joe walked into the house and collapsed on the couch.  
 
    Joe was six foot two and 200 pounds. He worked out at the gym regularly, and he had never been sick a day in his life. 
 
    “Oh, no!” Susie came out of the kitchen and went over to the couch. 
 
    Susie was five foot six, a frail thing of 120 pounds. Frail because 20 of those pounds were in her breasts. She, too, had never been sick a day in her life. 
 
    Joe tilted sideways, his eyes were puffy and red, he was pale and sweaty. He sneezed. He laid on his side. 
 
    Susie felt his forehead and worried. “You’ve got a fever.” 
 
    Joe mumbled, “Maybe it’s the latest Covid variant.” 
 
    “I don’t see how that could be. You’ve had all your shots.” 
 
    “Shots schmots. I feel like warmed over shit.” 
 
    Susie headed for the kitchen. She got an ice pack for his forehead. Then she headed for the hall closet and got an electric blanket for his body. 
 
    Susie was a good looking woman. She had auburn hair that shone in the light. Her eyes were a light shade of blue. Her complexion was fine. 
 
    Now, however, she was worried. She had heard rumors about how bad the new Covid variant was, and she sure hoped Joe didn’t have it. 
 
    Heck, if anybody should have it it should be her. She hadn’t had the shots, Joe had. 
 
    Joe mumbled nonsense and pulled the blanket over himself. 
 
    Susie put on some chicken noodle soup and got out the Ibuprofen. She got Joe up long enough to make him take pills and drink water, and then she got him up again to eat soup. 
 
    He ate, but he didn’t feel like it. He was like a sick dog, he just wanted to crawl under the porch and wait to die. 
 
    While Joe snored restlessly, and shifted and shivered under the blanket, she called the doctor. 
 
    “I think he might have that new Covid thing,” she said. 
 
    The doctor was an old family friend, and he leveled with her. 
 
    “Susie. This is bad stuff. The hospitals have no cure, or even a way to tone it down. If he really does have it you’d better stay away from him.” 
 
    “You know I can’t do that,” she responded. “He’s my husband!” 
 
    “I know. But wear a mask and eat lots of vitamins. I’ll drop by in a couple of days to see how he’s doing.” 
 
    “Okay, Doc.” 
 
    She hung up the phone and nibbled on her finger nails. 
 
    This was scary, and it was making her into a nervous Nellie. 
 
    In the living room Joe had stopped shivering and moving around. She went in and felt his forehead. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. He had a temperature, so she went for the fridge and got out another ice pack. 
 
    She didn’t worry about getting sick herself. She didn’t bother with a mask or anything because she was too busy worrying about Joe. 
 
    She sat up in the recliner next to the couch and had the TV on low. She didn’t really watch the TV so much as watch Joe. 
 
    Joe slept the night through. Sometimes it seemed like he was hardly breathing, and she would panic and feel his forehead and worry some more. 
 
    But there really wasn’t anything she could do. She made sure he was warm, she was prepared to feed him liquids if he awoke, but…nothing to do but wait. 
 
     
 
    Morning, and Joe was still sleeping. It looked like he was in the fetal position, his legs all curled up  and making him look shorter. 
 
    His face was pasty and gaunt, and she brushed his hair back and checked the heat settings on the blanket. 
 
    At nine in the morning she shook him awake just long enough to give him more water and soup, and to stuff more pills down his gullet. 
 
    He was dazed, incomprehensible, didn’t know what was going on. He was like a baby chick, and he was like the mama chick dropping worms in his mouth. The worms being Chicken Noodle soup. 
 
    He slept again. 
 
    All day. Sometimes he turned a bit restless, mumbled things, but mostly he just snored lightly and rarely moved. 
 
    Susie sat, watched him, and watched the news. 
 
    “The new variant is sweeping the country,” said one newsie. “There are some serious side effects, and—“ 
 
    At that point Joe started coughing, and Susie went to rub his back. She gave him more Ibuprofen and felt like crying. 
 
    Sure, people had colds, though Joe didn’t, but not like this! Not this death warmed over, sniffling, coughing thing. 
 
    That night she managed to stuff more Chicken Noodle soup into him, and more pills, but he was still out of it. He just lay there and hardly recognized her. 
 
    She thought about calling the doctor again, but decided to wait just a bit longer. From the sound of the news on the TV a lot of people were sick, and that meant the doctor was probably very busy. 
 
    She ate a little bit herself, just a half a sandwich, peanut butter and jelly, then watched Joe while the TV droned in the background. 
 
    The TV had on a panel of eggheads who were discussing side effects of the new variants. 
 
    “There appears to be permanent scarring of the DNA,” blurted one bespectacled scientist. 
 
    “”Reports have come in regarding weight loss and height shrinkage and…” 
 
    But Joe started coughing and Susie missed what the height shrinkage thing was. 
 
    Joe was sort of awake now, but he was dazed. His eyes were glazed and he just lay there. 
 
    If ever a man look like he was wallowing in misery, Joe was that man. 
 
    And he looked like he had drawn his legs up even further. And his hair hung over his face, drenched in sweat. 
 
    “Okay,” said Susie. “I’m calling the doctor in the morning. If there’s no change…I’m calling. 
 
    Through the night she watched over Joe. Sometimes she dozed a bit, but if Joe made a sound, a cough or a sneeze, she was up and hovering,  
 
    Morning, and she awoke, and Joe was looking at her. 
 
    She bounded to her feet. Exhausted, deprived of sleep, she yet showed her resilience as she knelt next to the couch. “How are you feeling, Joe.” 
 
    His voice was weak, just a whisper, but he said, “I’m…okay.” 
 
    “I was going to call the doctor. Should I call him?” 
 
    Joe shook his head slowly. “No. I don’t want to pay the bills. Besides, I’m feeling better.” 
 
    He looked barely better. Maybe one per cent. And that was being generous. But Susie relied on his word, and she tucked him in, shoved more soup down his gullet, and he actually asked for a Pepsi. 
 
    “A Pepsi?” she asked. “But all that sugar. Why don’t you let me fix you some tea?” 
 
    “Pepsi. My throat.” 
 
    She understood. His throat hurt and he wanted to sooth it, and Pepsi provided smooth syrup that would feel good in his throat. 
 
    She brought him the Pepsi, but he was asleep again. 
 
    She smiled and tip toed out. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Joe was visibly better. His eyes might be dull, but they were a sparkling dull. 
 
    And he had stopped perspiring. His skin was still sallow, but it was better. 
 
    The only weird thing was that he was still huddled up in the fetal position under the blankets. His knees were drawn up and he gave occasional shivers, but he was better. 
 
    That was one hell of a relief to Susie, and she decided she could afford a little time for herself. 
 
    While Joe was sleeping she took a long, hot shower. Then she had her first full meal since Joe had come down with the variant, then she curled up in the recliner, left the TV on low, and slept. 
 
    Through the day, and through the night. 
 
    She had dreams. She dreamed the newscasters were telling her something important, but she couldn’t figure it out. 
 
    “We’re not very big on this Covid variant.” one news guy kept saying. 
 
    Another one, an airhead woman, gave a lecture on the physics of the variant. 
 
    “If you dissect the DNA and separate the chromosomes then the jeans won’t fit. This is because the…” 
 
    She lost track of that one, but another airhead was speaking. 
 
    “In my mathematical opinion if the heat of the meat is added to the mass of the mass, then the angle of the dangle will equal the sum of the cum.” 
 
    Then somebody was running through the TV studio with an ax and Susie woke up. 
 
    Morning. She had slept through. Sunlight was shooting into her eyes and she blinked and covered them, then squirmed around to look at Joe. 
 
    Joe was looking at her. He was a wake. He wasn’t smiling, but he was…better. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I’ve had better days,” he responded. But his attitude was wry. The old Joe was clicking again. 
 
    Susie unwrapped herself form the wind of the blanket and stood up. She was wearing just a robe, and it was an old and tatty one. Her lapels weren’t pulled together and her sumptuous boobs were easy to see. 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about,” mumbled Joe. 
 
    Yes, he was better. 
 
    Sussie tightened her robe and laughed. “Feel like some real breakfast, yet?” 
 
    “Yeah. Maybe. Not much, but solid food…yeah. 
 
    “Tell you what, I’ll make a couple of pancakes… 
 
    “Lots of syrup?” 
 
    “I’ll wash them in syrup. You just sit here. Are you going to fall asleep again?” 
 
    “No. I feel like I’ve been sleeping for days.” 
 
    “You have.” 
 
    He smiled wanly. “Maybe after some food I could sleep again. I know I probably need it.” 
 
    Susie got up, kissed his cheek, then headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “Ten minutes later Susie brought out a pan with a plate of pancakes on it. There was half a cube of butter on the ‘cakes, and it looked like she had used a half a bottle of syrup on them. 
 
    Just the way joe liked it. 
 
    And Joe hadn’t gone back to sleep. He was laying there, dozing a bit, but not really asleep. 
 
    “Can you sit up?” asked Susie. 
 
    “Sure.” Joe swung the blanket off and swiveled to a sitting position, and Susie dropped the pancakes. 
 
    The pan clattered on the floor and the plate bounced onto the rug. Butter and syrup and sweet confection all over the place. 
 
    She stared, her hand coming up to her mouth, her eyes wide and shocked. 
 
    Which shocked Joe. He stared up, suddenly alarmed, and asked, “What? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Joe! You’re…you’re…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked at himself. 
 
    “…short.” 
 
    “Short?” 
 
    “Yes…stand up.” 
 
    Joe stood up, and it was true, he was short. 
 
    He had gone to bed, sick with the covid variant, and he had been six foot two and 200 pounds. Her had awoken and he was maybe five foot, and 140 pounds. 
 
    He had lost 14 inches and 60 pounds! 
 
    The thing that frightened Joe the most was that he had to look up at Susie. Always he had been looking down at the top of her head. Now she was looking down at the top of his! 
 
    He had gone to sleep in his clothes, and now they hung off him, like they had suddenly expanded a few sizes! 
 
    But it was him who had shrunk a few sizes. 
 
    “What happened?” he founds himself muttering, looking at his arms as he held them out, looking down at his feet which suddenly weren’t as far away as they had been. 
 
    “Joe!” And Susie collapsed. 
 
      
 
    The experience of running through the house in a different size was…unsettling. 
 
    He was used to the top of the door frame being a couple of inches over his head. Now the top of the frame was way up there, almost out of reach. 
 
    When he entered the kitchen everything was off. He couldn’t see on top of the fridge. The top cupboards were too high, he even had to stretch a bit when running water on a wash cloth. 
 
    Still, though he was frightened, he made himself run, and he was back to Susie in a minute. 
 
    Susie hadn’t had a complete black out, more of a dazed half snooze. Still, she was completely disoriented.  
 
    Joe placed the wash cloth against her forehead. “Susie? Susie?” 
 
    She looked at him, and slowly her eyes focused, and the first thought into her head was the one that had knocked her out. Her eyes took on a frightened look and she whispered. “Joe!” 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine, but…you’re short! You shrunk! What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know! I woke up this way.” 
 
    She sat up with his help and asked, “How do you feel? Are you okay…inside?” 
 
    “I’m fine. I mean, I feel a little weak, and I’ve got the remnants of a headache, but I’m okay.” 
 
    She managed to sit on the couch. She looked at the tray and the breakfast on the floor. But she couldn’t be bothered with that right now. 
 
    “Are you all right?” asked Joe. 
 
    “Yes…yes. I’m just…surprised.” 
 
    Joe stood in front of her. Normally he towered over her, now he was just a little taller than her. 
 
    She stood up, and she was now a lot taller than him. 
 
    Joe looked up at her and felt a shiver. He felt so…small! 
 
    “We’ve got to call a doctor.” 
 
    Joe nodded. 
 
    “I’ll make the call. Could you pick up the tray?” 
 
    Joe nodded. He didn’t think much of her request, but it was a subtle shift in their relationship. Usually he asked her to do things, now she was asking him. 
 
    Joe cleaned up the mess, used the washcloth to blot up the syrup, and put everything away. 
 
    But he was also panicked. He went into the bedroom bathroom and weighed himself. 
 
    Sixty pounds! How had he managed to lose 60 pounds in two days! He should be dead! 
 
    He stumbled on the way back to see how Susie was doing with the doctor. 
 
    “She put her hand over the phone. “I’m on hold. Why don’t you go put on some shorts or something?” 
 
    Joe nodded and headed back to the bedroom. He took off his clothes, they were like big sacks on him, and stared at the mirror on the wall. 
 
    He was short, but…there was something else, something even more panicking. 
 
    He was short…down there. 
 
    Before he had gone to sleep he had had a nice, healthy seven incher. A little bigger than the average, not a monster, but certainly enough to please his wife. 
 
    Now he had shrunk…a lot. 
 
    He was slack, and his nub was only as long as his head, and that was shorter than he had ever been. 
 
    He put his fingers around the head and moved them back and forth. In spite of all that had happened, his penis grew, but it didn’t grow much. He had three inches of boner, and one inch of that was the glans, and that was it. 
 
    He stared in dismay at his shortcoming. 
 
    And his balls weren’t smaller at all. In fact, they looked gigantic nestled in the crotch of his smaller body. 
 
    Finally, he shook himself and got dressed. He pulled on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt. He tightened the belt until there were no more notches, but it was still loose. But he had to have a belt to hold the huge waistband of his shorts. 
 
    Fortunately he had a ratchet belt and he put that on and was able to pull the thing tight without the need for holes. the shorts were totally bunched around his waist, and he felt like he was wearing a sack. And they weren’t shorts anymore, they came down mid calf. 
 
    The tee shirt hung way down, almost like a mini dress, and it kept sliding off one shoulder or the other. 
 
    He looked at his shoes and groaned, then stuck his feet into some sandals. The separator for his big and second toe felt a little thick, but he could walk, be it with a loud flopping sound. 
 
    He entered the kitchen. Susie was sitting at the kitchen table staring into space. She focused on him. 
 
    “I finally got through.” 
 
    “What’d they say? Do they want to see me?” 
 
    “I got a recording that said if your height had changed remain home. There is no danger.” 
 
    “No danger? But I’m a foot shorter! I’m shorter than you!” 
 
    She ignored that, but had a brief moment of far away thought, then she said, “How about a little whiskey?” 
 
    “How about a lot of whiskey!” he said. 
 
    He went to the fridge and looked up at the liquor cabinet. “Uh…” He couldn’t reach it. 
 
    “Oh, crap.” Susie stood up and came to the fridge. She always had trouble reaching for the liquor, now she stretched up on tip toes and managed to snag the bourbon. 
 
    Joe took it and opened the fridge and took out two cans of Coke. The shelves in the fridge seemed higher up than they had been. 
 
    He felt odd as he placed a couple of glasses under the ice maker, and tiny splinters of ice splashed on him. 
 
    He poured a stiff shot into each glass, then added the Coke. 
 
    Susie was back at the table, watching him, marveling at how short he was, comparing his present height to his former height, and to the architecture of the kitchen. 
 
    He placed her drink in front of her and took a big glug of his own drink. 
 
    “Better be careful,” she spoke in a low voice. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “One of the first things a girl learns is that a smaller body has less capacity for alcohol.” 
 
    He was sitting across from her, was shorter than her, but he felt a moment of aggravation. “Telling me how to drink.” 
 
    She ignored his irritation. “Just saying.” 
 
    They sat in silence then. 
 
    Sipping. Wondering. 
 
    Totally blown away and not knowing what to do about it. 
 
    “Is there anything on the news?” Joe finally asked. 
 
    They went into the living room and turned on the big screen. The news immediately addressed their concerns. 
 
    “…seem to be shrinking about one sixth of their size. A six footer will be a five footer, in other words.” 
 
    The announcers were both women, and then Joe realized that of course they were women. The men were probably shrunken! 
 
    “One report claims correlation between shrinkage and the latest medication for the new variant of covid.” 
 
    Joe and Susie glanced at each other. 
 
    Joe had taken the jab, Susie had not. 
 
    “There doesn’t seem to be any discrepancy between whether the person who received the medication is a man or woman.” 
 
    Now they stared at each other. “I shrank because I got the jab?” 
 
    “And I was going to get it, but I didn’t.” 
 
    “So I’m stuck like this and you aren’t?” 
 
    There was no answer to that, so they watched some more news, but, still there was no answer. 
 
    The fact was that Joe was now short, and Susie was tall. Or at least taller. 
 
    Then Joe said the thing that had been bothering him the most. He blurted, “My penis is shorter.” 
 
    Susie wasn’t as bothered by his penis as his overall height, but she said, “What? How much?” 
 
    “A lot,” he admitted. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    He stood up and loosened his belt. He dropped his pants and she stared at his nubbin. 
 
    Oddly, she got a warm feeling from looking at that shrunken, little thing. 
 
    “Make it hard,” she whispered. 
 
    He grabbed his whole package and shook it. His cock responded and grew to its full three inches. 
 
    A thousand thoughts went through Susie’s mind. She had images of him standing on tip toes to reach a urinal, of him even having trouble getting it out far enough to not pee on his clothes. 
 
    Then she thought of the sexual implications, and she grew faint. 
 
    He was too short to even get in her. Oh, maybe he could get a little into her, but…was it enough to excite here? Could she get off with that little tiny peeny?” 
 
    “See, he said, looking down sadly, and missing the rapid run of thoughts through her mind. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. Her voice sounded hoarse. 
 
    He stepped in front of her and she took it in her hand. 
 
    It might be small, but it seemed even more sensitive. Maybe all the nerve were jammed into a small area, but…that just meant he now had more sensation m his dick. 
 
    His balls were huge. No, they were the same, just, they looked bigger on his tiny body. 
 
    She squeezed them and he groaned. 
 
    Then she lifted his package and lowered her mouth. 
 
    Normally she was the right height, her mouth was at dick level. But now he was shorter, so she inadvertently pulled him up on his toes. 
 
    “Urk!” he mouthed. 
 
    She lowered her head a bit and took him in her mouth. 
 
    It wasn’t even a mouthful. It was like sucking on the stub of a pencil. The only redeeming quality were his balls. 
 
    She sucked and licked and played with him for a second, then, frustrated at the thought of him being so small, she let him go. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said. “You could at least finish me off!” 
 
    But now that he was not only shorter than her, and now that his dick wasn’t going to be enough to satisfy her, she turned a bit snippy. 
 
    “Later,” she said. “I want to watch the news.” 
 
    They watched TV, and even in their singular worlds they were different, and there was a subtle shift in their relationship. Of course, that wasn’t totally perceptible at first. 
 
    They watched the news. 
 
    They ate, and Joe was stunned when he found that Susie ate more than him. And she nibbled like a bird! 
 
    And, she was right. The first time he tried any serious drinking he was sloshed in half the amount of booze. 
 
    She snickered when he became drunk, and she drank more than him and kept chuckling. 
 
    “Whatsh sho funny?” he mumbled. 
 
    “You can’t hold your liquor.” 
 
    “Thatsh not fair!” 
 
    “You always scoffed when I stopped drinking, and you never understood the difference in our bodies.” 
 
    Even drunk, and prone to the belligerence that some drunks have, there wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    In fact, everything was different. 
 
    Joe was suddenly reduced to the status of a midget, or a dwarf, or whatever the small people preferred to be called. 
 
    Doors were bigger, stairs were steeper, he couldn’t reach high shelves in the super market, and man, was he embarrassed when he had to ask a tall woman to reach things for him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, after a while you’ll like getting waited on.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave her a feeble smile and a thanks, and…waited on? 
 
    The second biggest thing, however, was driving. 
 
    He couldn’t drive a car anymore. 
 
    He needed to sit on a box to see over the dash, and then his feet couldn’t reach the pedals. He couldn’t even reach the  rear view mirror to adjust it without standing on the seat! 
 
    Susie took over the driving duties happily. 
 
    She smiled and drove them to the store, the doctors (who had nothing to say about his condition), and anywhere else they wanted to go. 
 
    For Joe this was a calamity that was almost as emasculating as sex. Driving was freedom! It was how one got out of the house and became self-sufficient! A man was measured by his freedom! 
 
    But now his freedom had been…shortened. 
 
    Curtailed. Cut off. 
 
    He had to ask for help with the simplest of tasks.  
 
    And he wasn’t just shorter…he was weaker! He didn’t have the muscle to lift heavy objects, even the simple job of moving furniture required more muscle than he had! 
 
    And he kept having to ask Susie for help. 
 
    Susie helped, but something about it irritated her. 
 
    She had to stop what she was doing constantly and go to Joe’s aid. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she muttered at one point. And she didn’t say it, but she was thinking it…can’t you do anything for yourself? 
 
     The biggest thing, however, in their changing relationship, was sex. 
 
    That first night they went to bed, and Joe actually had trouble getting up on the bed. They had a high bed, and he had to get a couple of books to stand on to climb up. He would eventually buy a little, wooden box to stand on. 
 
    Then, when he tried to snuggle, he didn’t fit! 
 
    Usually he was the outside of the spoon, and her butt was pushed right into his lusty groin. 
 
    When he went to snuggle, however, he found that his face wasn’t in her hair, and he couldn’t kiss her neck. His face was on her back, and…it just didn’t work. The intimacy was gone and replaced by awkwardness. 
 
    “Here,” she said, and she turned and spooned him. 
 
    Now it fit. She kissed the back of his beck, reached around and. grabbed his pectoral as if it was a boob, then reached for his groin. 
 
    A small giggle escaped her. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. 
 
    “No, you laughed.” 
 
    “I was just thinking of something I saw the other day.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. You would have had to be there.” 
 
    But he knew. She had laughed at his pecker. 
 
    To distract him, however, she put her hand around his package and held him for a while. 
 
    And sighed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. I’m just…relaxing.” 
 
    But she wasn’t. She wanted more, and Joe now had no more to give. 
 
    But they slept, and they did love each other, so they awoke refreshed, be it still panicked, and the days went on. 
 
      
 
    The world was changing.  
 
    Some people hadn’t taken the jab, and for them everything was normal. 
 
    Some people, the women had taken the jab, and the men were even bigger compared to them, and this made the men happier. It was like they were looking down on these little dolls, and they could pick them up and move them around, and if the woman gave them any grief they would just laugh. Big booming voices coming down from the mountain. 
 
    And the sex was great! Holes were, forgive the crudity, tighter. It was like fucking a virgin. Every night. 
 
    The men were happy. 
 
    But if it was the man who had taken the jab, as in Joe’s case, the men weren’t happy. And neither were the women. 
 
    The men had all had their weenies shrink a little over much. The women were now sexually dissatisfied. And they let the men know it. 
 
    “Honey, I need sex!” Susie said. 
 
    Joe was sitting on the couch, where Susie had told him to sit for their little talk. 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry. What do you want me to do about it?” His voice was a little whiny and he was getting a wee bit horny himself. And he couldn’t even jack off! He didn’t have enough cock to even stroke! 
 
    “I don’t know, but we have to do something.” Then she got the sly look in her eyes of the woman who had been thinking about it and had come up with a solution but hadn’t had the courage to broach the subject properly. “How about a dildo?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    A dildo. A fake phallus. A dangerous dingus. A strap on that—“ 
 
    “I know what it is.” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Now Joe was stuck. Never in his life had he thought he would need a dildo. After all he had a nice sized dong. Or…had. 
 
    “Uh.” 
 
    “I think that would work. We can order one off the internet and you can use it on me. It’ll almost be like old times.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Joe! You’ll love it to! You’ll be able to poke me as much as you want, and…” 
 
    And Susie blathered on, and gave no thought to the fact that he wouldn’t be able to feel anything. 
 
    So she looked on the net, and she was stunned.  
 
    First, the prices were reasonable. Everybody was ordering them and that meant competition, and that meant lower prices. 
 
    Second, the variety of dick…OMG! 
 
    She spent a whole day searching through the sex shops. She found small ones (nope, she’d had enough of small), big ones, bigger ones, and really big ones, and ones that would make King Kong envious. 
 
    She found all sorts of colors. Black, white, clear, purple, chartreuse, barber poles, barber poles with different colors, and on and on and on. 
 
    She found different shapes. Long and thin, short and fat, long and fat, small at one end or the other, ripples, spirals, weird veins, and on and on. 
 
    She found penises shaped like animal dicks. Pigs, horses, fruit flies (but magnified an awful lot), dogs, cats, whales, rams. 
 
    She found alien dicks. Corkscrewy, multi-colored, three balled, things that were as big as a traffic cones. 
 
    It was like that old movie, ‘Dusk til Dawn,’ where Cheech is standing on the steps outside a bar advertising pussy. We’ve got your red pussy, white pussy, hairy pussy, stinkin’ pussy, bloody pussy…and so on. And on and on. 
 
    Except it was dicks. 
 
    She narrowed her search down to a half a dozen and ordered them. Well, she couldn’t make a final decision without a test ride, right? 
 
    And so the sex began.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Which one do you want me to wear tonight,” Joe asked wearily. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. How about the black one.” 
 
    Joe looked at the row of dildos. 
 
    A glass one with a big knob. 
 
    A big black one. 
 
    A flesh colored one with big, ropey veins. 
 
    One in the shape of a small fist. 
 
    One all curly, probably a pig’s cock. 
 
    And one that had enhanced vibratory features. 
 
    Joe was wearing down. Every day she wanted him to wear a different dildo, and she wanted more sex than she ever had when he had a penis. 
 
    It made him feel like he was lacking, at a time when he was really lacking. 
 
    His own penis got hard under the strap on, and he watched as she shimmied and shook and grabbed on and yelled out her pleasure. 
 
    And he got nothing. 
 
    Well, he got frustration. Every day he climbed off her, and she, exhausted by her exertions, would roll over and go to sleep. And he got to wash the dildo, or dildos if she wanted more than one, and put it away. To climb into bed and feel his little button throbbing. 
 
    And he was starting to leak. 
 
    He couldn’t screw, his balls were still big and they were pumping out the juice, and the juice needed to go somewhere! 
 
    So his gism would leak through his pants and show for the world to see. 
 
    On this night he climbed wearily back into bed, tired, frustrated and hopeless, and she turned to him. 
 
    “I’m getting tired of washing your pants.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You leak every day, and every day you want to put on fresh shorts and—“ 
 
    He interrupted her with, “But I can’t go around with semen stained pants!” 
 
    “You can wear a pad.” 
 
    “What?” His voice was an octave higher and his eyes went wide. “I’m not going to wear a pad! Besides. I can’t. You have to have underpants to wear a pad, and my underpants no longer fit.” 
 
    Susie was silent for a moment, pursed her lips, then said, “You can wear mine.” 
 
    “Yours?” 
 
    “My panties. They’re small, they should fit you. Then you can wear a pad and I won’t have to do the wash all the time.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he groused, feeling that him being asked to wear panties was an extreme insult. “I’m a guy. I don’t wear women’s underthings.” 
 
    “You will.” 
 
    They glared at each other. 
 
    Then Susie smiled meanly. “Furthermore, you’re going to do the wash.” 
 
    “That’s your job!” 
 
    “Was my job. We’re washing more of your clothes than mine, so you should just take over. It’s only right.” 
 
    “It’s not!” 
 
    But she turned over and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day Susie was up bright and early, and she had a pair of panties and a Kotex ready. 
 
    She shook the head and Joe turned and opened his eyes. 
 
    “Get up. I want to make sure these fit.” 
 
    “I’m not going to get up and put those on. 
 
    She had picked out a pair of stretchy pink ones, and he eyed them balefully. 
 
    “You are.” She leaned forward, grabbed his hair and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” Joe grabbed at her wrist, but he couldn’t stop himself from falling out of bed. 
 
    Clunk! He hit the floor and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “You can’t do that to me!” 
 
    Susie smiled. “It looks like I just did. Now get up or I’ll make you.” 
 
    Joe saw the look in her eyes and he stood up. 
 
    Susie changed tactics then. She dropped to her knees, bent a little, and took his teeny peeny in her mouth. 
 
    Joe groaned. Man, that felt good. 
 
    She worked her mouth, swirled her tongue around the head, and palpated his balls with one hand. 
 
    “Stop it,” he moaned, meaning no such thing, helpless to stop her even if he wanted to. 
 
    She looked up. “You wear these and I’ll suck you some more.” 
 
    “It doesn’t do me any good! I can’t cum, anyway.” 
 
    “Well, if you don’t want me to make you feel good.” 
 
    “Okay,” he sighed. 
 
    “That’s a boy,” she said, and she gave him a good two minutes of slurp, then rose to her feet. 
 
    Joe was leaning against the bed and his legs were shaking. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he whispered. 
 
    “Come on,” she lifted him, and he used his feet, and he sat on the bed. 
 
    Susie pulled the panties up, then pulled on his weenie. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    He came off the bed and she put the Kotex pad in his panties. 
 
    She stepped back and he stared at himself. 
 
    She had arranged the pad slightly to the front, and it made it look like he had no penis at all. 
 
    Susie blinked.  
 
    “This is weird.” 
 
    She said, as if to no one, “I like it. It…it makes your crotch more feminine.” 
 
    “I don’t want it to be feminine!” he complained. 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t masculine, and it wasn’t feminine either, but now…it seems to have made up its mind. You look like a woman down there. Nice and smooth, no boner sticking out.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror. He did look like a woman. “I don’t like it.” 
 
    “Too bad.” 
 
    And so Joe began wearing panties and pads on a regular basis. After a while he got used to it, and it actually felt pretty good. 
 
      
 
    One day she was putting on a bra, and frowned. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Oh, these underwire things. I tell ya, whoever invented the bra was trying to invent mobile torture devices. 
 
    Joe laughed. “You’re always complaining. Look, I’m wearing panties, and I don’t think it’s such a big deal.” 
 
    “My, somebody’s changed their tune.” 
 
    “No. I’m serious. They’re pretty comfortable. I probably should have started wearing panties before..before… 
 
    They both knew what for, and Susie moved them past that awkwardness by saying, “Well, if you think it’s so comfortable, you should wear it.” She threw her bra at him. 
 
    Joe was horny. He hadn’t cum, and he had no way of cum, and leaking his overflow of jizz wasn’t relieving him. 
 
    And with all this horniness he had thought about his panties a lot. And he had watched his wife put on lingerie, and he had thought about that. And just the sight of her bra was driving him crazy. 
 
    He held it, and his mind was snapping with thoughts. 
 
    “Maybe I should.” 
 
    “I dare you,” she said. 
 
    Joe took off his shirt. Susie’s mouth opened slightly and she watched him. 
 
    He fitted his arms under the straps and tried to fasten the back. 
 
    “Here. I’ll do that.” Susie couldn’t help herself. She moved to him and reached around and fastened the hooks. 
 
    Joe was in her arms, shorter than her, her boobs right in his face. He looked at her tits, and she noticed, so she held onto him and rubbed her breasts against his face. 
 
    “Heysoos,” he spoke into her soft flesh. “I’m jealous.” 
 
    She stepped back and looked at him. “Of what? My boobs?” 
 
    Red-faced, he nodded. 
 
    She chuckled, then she grew serious. 
 
    “You know, Joe, we’ve changed heights, in a way, and maybe we should be changing roles.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean you should try being the woman, and I should try being the man.” 
 
    He was silent, but his mind was turning. 
 
    “It seems to me, as I think about it, I’ve been more aggressive lately, and maybe even a little pushy when it comes to you.” 
 
    “You’re a bully,” he blurted. 
 
    “No,” she responded. “We’ve just changed in our characters, and I seem to be more dominate.” 
 
    “I never pushed you around when…when…” 
 
    “Yes. You did.” 
 
    “I didn’t!” He was actually a bit flabbergasted by her saying so. 
 
    “Yes. You drove, you came into the house like the lord and master. I was expected to do the dishes and the laundry and keep the house clean and…and you just sat around and watched football or baseball or whatever.” 
 
    Joe went silent. He realized that she was right. This was something he never would have seen before he shrunk, but…now that he had shrunk, and in more ways than one, he had to admit that it was true. 
 
    “Well,” he was a bit abashed, “What do you want to do about it?” 
 
    Susie didn’t even hesitate. “I want you to be the woman. I want you to shave your legs and wear perfume, wear all the different underwear and dresses, and make up. I want to make you up, and give you hair extensions. And I want you to do the housework.” 
 
    Joe was a little overwhelmed by this outpouring of feelings. 
 
    She wanted him to wear things and put stuff on his face and…and be a woman. 
 
    At that point Joe came to grips with a truth of all men. 
 
    All men have a desire to experience what a woman experiences. Men are intrigued by the mystery that is a woman. 
 
    All men, when offered a chance to wearing women’s things jump at the chance. 
 
    If they aren’t too repressed by a society that doesn’t understand. 
 
    “I could,” he whispered. 
 
    “You could, and I think you should.” 
 
    “I will,” yet he was dreaming, fantasizing, and slowly, slowly he came to the realization of what he had agreed to. 
 
    He looked up at his wife. “I’m really going to do this.” He sounded like he was in wonder. 
 
    Susie smiled. “Good. And I’ll go to the office and handle the company.” 
 
    “This is really happening, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It really is.” 
 
    And they stared at each other and their thoughts were fantastical. 
 
      
 
    There is an old story about a farmer and his wife who disagreed, and finally the wife says ‘If you knew what I had to do you wouldn’t be so mean.’ 
 
    The farmer laughs, and they agree to trade places for the day. 
 
    The wife goes off and chops the wood, plows the field, and has no trouble doing the man’s chores. 
 
    The husband, on the other hand, is having a heck of a time. 
 
    The cow kicks the milk bucket, so he has nothing to churn, and he ruins the clothes when washing them, the cow gets loose and gets up on the roof and starts eating the sod, and… 
 
    …and that farmer had nothing on Joe. 
 
    The following day Susie got up and headed for the office. It was a small printing outfit, and she took orders, helped the workers to fill the orders, saw to the ink and the supplies, talked to venders, and ran the company better than Joe. 
 
    Joe, on the other hand, was having trouble. He managed to use Nair and remove his body hair. But he ruined a pair of nylons, it took him a half hour to fasten his bra. He even mispositioned his panty liner and spotted his dress with his leakage. 
 
    Then he put too much bleach in the laundry and ruined some clothes. Broke some dishes when he cleaned the kitchen, and the only thing he did right was mow the lawn. but even that had a downside, as the neighbors all came out and laughed at him! 
 
    Susie came home happy and satisfied from completing a good day’s work. She came home to a sniffling Joe who complained that everything was too hard. 
 
    “It’s okay, Joe,” she said, as she sat next to him and patted his hand. “I’ll go in late tomorrow, and spend a couple of hours helping you. After all, it’s not fair to just throw you into the soup with not even an apprenticeship.” 
 
    She ignored the fact that nobody had apprenticed her before she took over his company. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Joe, I can see the problem right now.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    They had just spent a half hour getting him dressed and putting on his make up. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    She smiled sadly. “You are a man.” 
 
    “Hunh?” Considering what they were doing that was slightly confusing. 
 
    “What I mean is that you’ve got a man’s mentality. You barge into things without proper thought and preparation.” 
 
    “I do not!” He said weakly. 
 
    She sighed. “The only way this is going to work is if you become a woman in your mind.” 
 
    He looked around as if looking for a way to escape. He was being overwhelmed by the demands on him. 
 
    This make up stuff was tough! 
 
    “So we’re going to have to change your whole modus operandi. We’re going to have to work on you from the inside, too.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” he stopped talking when she brought out the fingernail kit. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Silly question, dear.” She patted his cheek and pushed him back into the vanity chair. She sat down next to him, spread his fingernails, and began preparing his fingers. 
 
    “I don’t understand!” 
 
    She sized his fingers, trimmed a few nails, and began applying glue. 
 
    “It’s simple, dear. If you have to move slower, for fear you’ll break a nail, you’ll start thinking about what you’re doing, and then you’ll become smarter.” 
 
    He stared, and was a mix of fascination and horror, as she put long fake nails on him and painted them red. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Do you want to get extensions? Or would a wig work? Until you grow your own hair, that is.” 
 
    “I, uh…” he held up a hand and couldn’t talk for looking at his new claws. 
 
    “I know. Pretty, aren’t they? Well, don’t worry about your hair. I’ll weave some extensions into your hair tonight. It’ll be more natural. There! how do you like them?” 
 
    Joe couldn’t speak. He waggle his fingers in the air and just stared. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk about how you’re going to accomplish your work today.” 
 
    “But you never work! Why can’t I sit around and read fashion magazines. Or eat chocolates. I’ll even watch soap operas!” 
 
    “You really think that’s all I do all day?” She was peeved at his obtuseness. 
 
    Then she sighed. “Well, I suppose you might think that. After all, I’m so good and fast at what I do I’m done by the time you get home, and all you see is me sitting for a moment while dinner is cooking. By the way, what is for dinner?” 
 
    He looked at her blankly. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “But…I don’t know how…” 
 
    “Then you better learn. There’s a cook book on a corner of the counter. Try fixing something simple for your first meal. Maybe spaghetti. It’s pretty hard to mess that up.” 
 
    At the hurt look on his face she chuckled. “Okay, that was a bit mean. But do your best, and I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
      
 
    It’s hard to mess up Spaghetti. You add noodles to boiling water, you mix in spaghetti sauce. No big deal. 
 
    Joe, unfortunately, messed it up. 
 
    When Susie got home that night the noodles were broken, and had hardened on the outside of the pot, and the sauce was burnt. 
 
    “Oh, Joe! How coul…” she bit her lip. She was trying to be understanding, but…how could he mess up something so simple? 
 
    Joe stared at the mess on the stove dourly. 
 
    He didn’t understand how he could screw up so badly, either. And, to make matters worse, instead of having a good cry, like a woman would have done, he had broken out the bourbon and Coke. And he still hadn’t figured out how much he could drink without getting snokered. 
 
    “Well, fuck it,” he blurted. 
 
    Susie looked at him and blinked. “What?” 
 
    “What do you expect? Making me do these sissy things!” 
 
    Her jaw dropped. “Have you been drinking?” 
 
    “I’ve been being a man.” 
 
    That was when Susie lost it. Putting up with his incompetence, his stupid attitude, the way he tried to hold on to being a man even though he was now the shorter one in the relationship. 
 
    “Doesn’t look like it’s working out too well, does it?” she sniped. 
 
    “Don’t talk back to me,” he growled. 
 
    “What are you going to do about it?” 
 
    “This!” He pulled on his dress. He meant to rip it off, make a show of manly strength, but all he did was rip it. 
 
    “That’s my dress! Stop that!” She stared aghast as the seams burst. 
 
    “Fuck you!” 
 
    Susie closed her mouth in a tight line. So he wanted to play it that way, eh? 
 
    She moved in and grabbed his ear and pulled him around. She walked him into the living room and sat down and put him across her lap. 
 
    “If you’re going to act like a child…!” 
 
    SMACK! She brought her palm down, hard, on his ass. 
 
    “OW! What are you doing?” 
 
    He struggled, but…she was actually stronger than him now. 
 
    “What we should have done in the beginning! Teaching you your place!” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!”  
 
    She kept spanking him, and he kept struggling and crying. His ass turned bright red under his panties and torn dress. 
 
    Finally, when her anger was done, she pushed him off her lap and stood up. 
 
    He lay on the floor, holding his butt and crying. 
 
    She looked down at him. 
 
    “Since you don’t want to wear dresses, you don’t have to. You can just wear lingerie. Maybe that will help you to grow up and behave!” 
 
    She walked away, left him sobbing on the floor. 
 
      
 
    Their relationship changed after that. After she had spanked him she had more confidence, was less willing to put up with his whining and complaints. 
 
    She schooled him daily, making him learn how to cook, how to put make up on, how to do the thousand and one things that women do that men never see nor understand. 
 
    For the first month he received a spanking almost every day. He couldn’t sit down to eat, which was fine with her. She took to being served at the dining table, and he would stand and eat. And, finally, he just stood. 
 
    And, something was happening to him. 
 
    His situation as a man had changed, evaporated, and now he was being forced to be more gentle, to care for his nails, to put on eye liner without poking his eyes out, and in that activity he started to calm down. 
 
    Sometimes, after being spanked, he would go to the vanity table and repair his make up, and he would find solace in that simple act of fixing his mascara and touching up his lipstick. 
 
    And, as the weeks passed, he started to calm down. 
 
    Except that he was still horny. You couldn’t see his little, teeny weeny boner, but…he was hornier than ever. 
 
    He was still putting on the strap on every night, and she was making him get down there and mess his make up on her pussy, which was downright disheartening. 
 
    And it all grew and grew, his frustration, his inner self reshaping, his being forced to accept this new lifestyle. 
 
    Then, one night, it came to a breaking point. 
 
    “Susie?” 
 
    Susie was reading a report she had brought home from the office and she murmured, “Not now.” 
 
    “I need some make up. I’m out and—“ 
 
    “I said not now!” She glared at him. 
 
    He turned and walked away, one step, then he turned. “How can you treat me this way! I cook and I sew! I—“ 
 
    She stood up and he shut up. She was so much taller than him, so much stronger, and now he had gotten her mad. 
 
    “So you need some make up, eh?” 
 
    She was pissed. She’d had a hard day at work, and she was tired, and now he was acting so pissy. 
 
    She grabbed his ear, being careful not to rip his piercing, and pulled him towards the front door. 
 
    “OW! Stop it!” 
 
    She snagged her keys on the way out, dragged him down the walk and almost literally threw him in the car. 
 
    He was crying, and she walked around the car and got in the other side. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he sobbed. 
 
    “You want make up? We’ll get you make up!” 
 
    She backed the car out, squealing the tires as she drove down the street. 
 
    “But I’m not dressed!” 
 
    And he wasn’t. He was wearing lingerie, and that was all. 
 
    Pink panties with a liner that was near soaked through. A bra that was tight and emphasized his pectorals, made them look like breasts. 
 
    With his make up and long hair he looked just like a woman. A slutty woman, but a woman. 
 
    She drove to Rite Aide and stopped the car. 
 
    “Honey! You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    He was sobbing now, hoping for a reprieve, wanting to be rescued. 
 
    She got out, pulled him out, again tugging on his ear ring. 
 
    “You nag and you bitch! I’m earning all the money, and this is what I come home to?” 
 
    She dragged him across the parking lot and into the store. 
 
    He whined and cried, and people stopped and stared. 
 
    Inside the store the customers turned at the sound of the whining man. 
 
    They watched, and a few women chuckled, then turned and looked at their men with appraising looks. 
 
    She dragged him down the aisles to the section on make up. 
 
    “Go on, get what you need!” 
 
    Sobbing, sniffling, he picked out potions and powders. Holding them in his arms, tears ruining his eyes, he walked to the check out counter. 
 
    Susie paid for the make up, and Joe just stood there, listening to the snickers as customers watched. 
 
    Susie then turned and walked, and left Joe to scurry to catch up. 
 
    He cried all the way home, and Sussie ignored him. 
 
    She had had enough, and she had decided that this was the night he learned the truth. 
 
    They walked into the house and Joe went to the bedroom and put his make up down on the vanity table. 
 
    “You might as well fix yourself up.” 
 
    “But…it’s time for bed!” 
 
    “It is, but not in the way you think,” she responded enigmatically. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” And he said those famous words: “I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    Once again Susie grabbed him and put him on her lap. She smacked him long and hard. He wasn’t going to be able to sit down for a week! 
 
    But she wasn’t done. 
 
    “Now, repair your face, or I’ll give you some more.” 
 
    It was hard. His hands were trembling and his lips were shaking, but he managed to stop crying and do the repairs. 
 
    Finally, he turned to face her, and his mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    Susie was sitting on the edge of the bed. She hadn’t undressed, just put the strap on over her clothes. 
 
    He stared at her penis of choice. It was the one making a fist. 
 
    He looked up at her and mouthed, ‘No.’ 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Now, Joe, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. The easy way is that you realize you have marital obligations. You allow me to gently lube you up, take my time, and show you what fun sex can be. The hard way…well,” she smiled, “you don’t want the hard way. Now come over here and suck my cock. 
 
    Joe had no choice. Yet, something was happening inside him. 
 
    He had been bullied and spanked, and he was starting to understand why. 
 
    He had never touched his wife in a mean way, but then she was a good wife. She submitted happily, and…she enjoyed it. 
 
    She enjoyed being a woman. 
 
    He didn’t, so…he had to be shown the error of his ways. 
 
    And if spankings didn’t work… 
 
    He gulped and stared at her penis. 
 
    It wasn’t big. It wasn’t a life size fist, but it was big enough. It was certainly as big as his cock had once been. 
 
    “Joe. Get on your knees and come here.” 
 
    It was like Joe wasn’t even in his body. He slid off the chair and began knee walking. The closer he came the bigger her cock fist looked. It was scary, but at the same time there was something in him that was talking. 
 
    You can do this. You have to do this. You have to become what she wants. 
 
    He stopped in front of her and she reached out and gently brought his head to her groin. His lips opened up and he began sucking the fist. 
 
    It fit. He had thought it might not, but his mouth took it all in. Then she was telling him to relax and moving his head back and forth, making his lips slide on the shaft. 
 
    He could feel the shape of the fist. He kept thinking: this is what it’s like to suck a cock. 
 
    “Okay, Joe. That’s enough.” 
 
    Now she was tender. She had turned from bully to loving mistress. As a woman, she knew the value of kind, slow, loving movements. 
 
    “Climb up on the bed and I’ll lubricate you.” 
 
    Joe climbed up and got on all fours. 
 
    Susie used a lot of lube and swirled it around his rim and pushed it in. She spent a lot of time and went from one finger to two fingers to three. 
 
    It’s not ‘stretching’ that gets an asshole ready, it is getting the bottom to relax. 
 
    Finally, Joe was ready, and Susie pushed the fist into him. Slowly, an inch at a time. 
 
    Joe felt it, and knew what she was doing, but she had done her job well, and before he knew he was stuffed. 
 
    It felt good. It felt better than anything he had ever done. It even felt better than penile sex. 
 
    She began moving it back and forth, slowly, tilting it here and there, and finally rotating it and pushing against the sides of his canal until she felt the prostate. 
 
    Now Joe was in heaven. He felt all the nerves firing, the incredible explosion of pleasure, and, suddenly, he began dripping. 
 
    “What’s happening?” he gasped. 
 
    “You’re being drained, honey. And if you do your housework right, and continue to look so beautiful, then maybe I’ll do it to you again.” 
 
    From that point on Joe was a changed…woman. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Can a man be driven insane with too much feminization?  
 
    Of course he can. Find some poor schmuck with a closed mind, a rigid viewpoint of life, and he’ll break and shatter in a New York second. 
 
    Which should make you wonder long a New York second is. 
 
    But the point is this: make sure your man is ready before you go whole hog and destroy every misconception he has about life and how to live it. 
 
    And, with that said, check out this story. You’ll be amused when I take a man about as close to the edge as he can go. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got a joke,” said Tom. 
 
    The others gathered around the campfire and listened. They were all sipping bourbon and Coke, and they were feeling no pain. 
 
    They were on a camping trip in the deep woods. 
 
    It was night time and the woods were dark.  
 
    They had thrown a lot of logs on the fire and it was roaring. They had cooked hamburgers and hot dogs, roasted marshmallows, and were now drinking. 
 
    The girls were all good looking. Girls with big breasts stick together, and that went double for their even features and their long hair—two brunettes and a blonde. 
 
    The guys were studs, always looking for fun, always willing to play a joke. 
 
    They all leaned forward to listen to Tom’s joke. 
 
      
 
    A sailor ships out to sea and as time goes on he gets horny. But there’s no women on the ship, so he asks the old salts what they do when they need sex. 
 
    “Why,” said the first mate, we go down in the hold after lights out and put our penis in the barrel there.” 
 
    The young sailor was confused. How could a barrel be like sex? 
 
    But, as horny as he was, when lights went out he went into the hold, found the barrel, and saw a hole in the side of it. 
 
    Feeling a bit ridiculous, he took out his penis and stuck it in the hole. 
 
    Immediately the softest, most velvety pussy grabbed his penis. It was fantastic! It moved back and forth and the young sailor got into it. He started ramming his dick through the hole, and it wasn’t long before he grunted, then sighed, and a load of sperm shot into the barrel. 
 
    Grinning stupidly, the young fellow zipped up and swaggered away. 
 
    The barrel was so good that he paid a visit to it every night for a week. 
 
    On the eight day he went down to the hold, put his dick in the hole, and nothing happened. 
 
    He went to the first mate and complained. “Hey, the barrel really worked, but tonight I went down there and nothing happened.” 
 
    “That,” said the mate, “is because it is your turn in the barrel.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Lord, that’s an old one,” groaned Jimmy. His wife, Janet, agreed. 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s still funny.” 
 
    Everybody agreed that even though it was old, it was worth listening to again. 
 
    Then Jason said, “Why don’t, instead of telling all these lame joke, we have a barrel.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “You’re off your gourd, buddy.” 
 
    Tom’s wife chuckled. “Are you volunteering to be in the barrel? 
 
    Cindy, Jimmy’s wife, laughed, “Honey, I volunteer you.” 
 
    Everybody was grinning now, and Jimmy said, “Not on your life.” 
 
    “Aw, come on, you big chickens, Jason teased everybody. He thought it was a good idea. “Let’s not just joke, let’s do something.” 
 
    Jason’s wife looked him in the eye. “Well, honey, since you are so anxious ready to go, maybe you should go first.” 
 
    Jason went silent and everybody laughed at him. His face got a little red. 
 
    “I would do it. Not the barrel thing, but…but we can put fantasy’s in a hat, draw fantasy’s, and…what’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done?” 
 
    Now everybody became thoughtful. 
 
    “What would you want to do in place of the barrel?” 
 
    Ideas were put forth. 
 
    “Spanking.” 
 
    Glue a cock to a nose.” 
 
    “One’s own nose?” asked Janet. 
 
    “What about girls? They don’t have cocks.” 
 
    The ideas blossomed, and finally. Tom blurted, “We need two drawings. One for the first person, and the other for the fantasy.” 
 
    There were nods, and sips, and everybody was really thinking now. 
 
    “Okay, I’ve got a hat, who’s got some paper.” 
 
    They ripped up little slips of paper, wrote their names on them, and placed them in the hat. 
 
    Jason presented a second hat and everybody tossed in their fantasies. 
 
    “Okay, we draw names, and whoever has their name chosen has to wear blinders—“ 
 
    “We don’t have blinders!” giggled Cindy. 
 
    “Okay, Tom’s ski hat, backwards. With earplugs. Our chosen ‘victim won’t be able to hear what we’re planning.” 
 
    There were grins around the campfire. 
 
    “It’ll come as a complete surprise,” said, Ally. 
 
    And they all agreed. 
 
    The hat was passed around and everybody put in their names. Ally took Jason’s slip and put it in the hat along with her own name. 
 
    “Okay, who wants to select our victim?” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” Ally volunteered. She closed her eyes and looked away and reached into the hat. She felt around, selected a slip of paper and took it out. 
 
    “Oh, no!” She looked at Jason. “I picked you!” 
 
    Jason was stuck. What were the odds? Well, one in six, actually, so he agreed. He went to a log and sat down and put in ear plugs and donned the ski mask. 
 
    Tom was in darkness, but he could still hear occasional words and half sentences. 
 
    First, he heard the laughter when the slips of paper were drawn. 
 
    “Who the fuck thought of that one?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “I put that one in.” 
 
    Jason tried to figure out what his big adventure was going to be, but the group huddled up and spoke in such low tones he couldn’t make much out. 
 
    Finally, Tom came over to him, took the mask off and said, “Okay, Jason, are you ready for the big time?” 
 
    Now that it was happening, Jason was not quite so brave. He gulped. “I guess so.” 
 
    “You agree to whatever is asked of you, no matter what.” 
 
    Jason nodded. 
 
    “No matter what?” Tom lowered his voice and spoke seriously. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Tom shook his head. “Well, okay. Then we’re going to start. “Why don’t you have a drink. I think you’re going to need it.” 
 
    Ally made Jason a stiff drink and handed it to him. 
 
    “Is it going to be bad?” he asked. 
 
    “Sorry, honey, I can’t say.” But she was grinning. 
 
    Meanwhile, the others were talking over their plans. 
 
    Jason looked at his friends. 
 
    They weren’t a mean bunch, but they were all a little rock and roll. He figured they were going to spank him or something. Maybe make him masturbate. Well, he could handle that. Especially if he was drunk. 
 
    He finished his first drink and said, “Okay. I’m ready.” 
 
    “Okay. First we’re going to make you up like a girl.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened. He stared at his friends. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Are you trying to back out?” 
 
    He couldn’t, the look on their faces, he would forever be known as Chicken Little if he backed out. 
 
    “No.” He spoke with determination. 
 
    “Okay. Since this is make up, the girls will work with you.” 
 
    “Yowza!” 
 
    “Here we go!” 
 
    Ally took his arm and walked him over to the big picnic table just to the side of the fire. 
 
    “Oh, man,” he said. 
 
    “Worried?” 
 
    “Nah,” he lied. 
 
    It was just make up, after all. Girls put it on every day, so he could put it on for one night. 
 
    But, man, was this embarrassing. 
 
    “We’re going to give you the works, Jason.” 
 
    “Okay,” he tried to sound brave. 
 
    “We should Nair him.” 
 
    “We don’t have the Nair.” 
 
    “We can shave him.” 
 
    Ally offered, “He already shaves his groin.” 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Hoo!” 
 
    The guys cheered lustily, filling the woods with their deep voices. 
 
    “Okay, Jason, take it off.” 
 
    Jason heaved a sigh. It was starting. He undressed and handed Ally his pants and shirt.” 
 
    “Shoes and socks, too.” 
 
    “Shoes and socks? What for?” 
 
    “We’re going to paint your nails.” 
 
    Now, at this point, Jason thought about just refusing, but he had agreed, and they would make worse fun of him if he quit than if he went through with it, so he took off his shoes and socks. 
 
    “Your pantaloons, too,” said Ally. 
 
    He looked at his wife, couldn’t believe it, but when the others began to hoot and call him a chicken…he took his underwear off. 
 
    Fortunately, he wasn’t a small person. The girls laughed and the guys just nodded and appreciated his manliness. They were glad it wasn’t them sitting there naked. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll do his tootsies. Why don’t you girls shave him.” 
 
    Janice and Cindy stood him up and began rubbing sweet smelling soapy water on him. They ran their little razors down his flesh, and…he started to boner up. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Oh, oh! Somebody likes it!” 
 
    He started to fidget, but the girls calmed him down. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jason. I’ve seen a dick before.” 
 
    “You’re pretty good sized. Anybody have any ideas on how to get rid of his boner bump? We can’t have him showing off in a dress.” 
 
    “I brought my hunting knife,” cracked Jimmy. 
 
    “Hardee har har.” 
 
    Ally came to the rescue, “I think Jason’s dick is too hard for your knife. 
 
    Cindy quipped. “Yeah. You’re going to need a chainsaw.” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    Janet handed Jason another drink. “Relax, big boy. This is going to take a while.” She turned to Tom and Jimmy and pulled them to the side. Jason couldn’t make out everything, but it sounded like she was telling the guys to tune it down. That he was being a sport, so should they. 
 
    And it worked. The guys had a seat, sipped bourbon, and kept their taunts to a minimum. 
 
    The little razors running over his skin were quite erotic, and Jason’s boner got harder.  
 
    The girls laughed at it, appreciated it, and in spite of his red face, Jason was surviving. 
 
    Ally prepped and painted his toes. She used a bright red polish. He loved it on her, but to see his own toes done that way…he actually shivered on looking at them. 
 
    Jimmy and Tom, being glared at by the girls for any quips, retired to the far corner of the clearing and practiced their drinking. They laughed a lot, and it was plain who they were laughing at, but the girls told Jason to ignore them, and they started brushing their hands against his cock. That made up for a lot of insults. 
 
    Cindy did his fingers, gluing on moderately long fakes, and Janet put a wig on his head. 
 
    Jason was getting curious now. Without hav ing to worry about what Tom and jimmy were saying he was starting to wonder what he looked like. 
 
    The girls kept telling he was beautiful, but…was he? He was a guy, after all. Could a guy be beautiful? 
 
    “Okay, ladies, Ally finally said, “It’s time to put some lingerie on this puppy.” 
 
    The girls all got out their good panties and bras and argued. Janet being closes to Jason’s size, her underwear was selected. 
 
    Ally donated some nylons and a garter, and Cindy had a pair of old shoes that might fit. 
 
    Jason stood and the girls put the bra on him, and he felt like a horse in a harness until they got it adjusted. then it felt pretty good. 
 
    The panties didn’t work at all. He just had too big a boner. So Janet sighed and brought out a corset. 
 
    Now the two guys were watching. They were a little envious as the girls tried to bend and push Jason’s cock into the panties, and they looked at each other and commiserated with sad looks as the girls put Jason into the corset. 
 
    Finally, Jason was in lingerie. 
 
    Cindy helped him put on the high heels, and he barely fit. His red toes showed through the open front, and his heel was almost over the back, but the sling back worked and suddenly his calves were curvy and sexy and very ladylike. 
 
    “Dress?” queried Ally, and all three girls pondered. 
 
    “I might have something.” 
 
    The three girls and boys spun. 
 
    A tall woman, a bit older, a little thicker but quite curvy, was watching from the trail. 
 
    “Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you. I was going back to my site and saw what you’re doing.” 
 
    She was beautiful, very large chested, and smiled. 
 
    Oddly, she didn’t ask what the three girls were doing with Jason. But, then, it wasn’t hard to understand. It was just, in the eyes of the common man, weird. 
 
    Jimmy and Tom wandered over and struck up a conversation with the woman, and Tom told her he’d escort her over to her camp site and bring back her ‘donation’ to Jason’s transformation. 
 
    Janet looked at the woman, frowned, but when the woman winked at her she knew Tom was going to be in ‘good hands.’ She nodded and the woman, whose name was Josey, headed out. 
 
    They were gone about ten minutes, and when they came back, Tom carrying a bag of clothes, he looked a little red-faced. 
 
    “Here go,” said Josey cheerfully. 
 
    She pulled out a large bra and…breast forms…and a gaff that had an actual monkey knuckle on the front! 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” blurted Ally.  
 
    “And don’t worry about returning this stuff. I’ve got more.” 
 
    “But this is expensive.” 
 
    “Doesn’t do me any good. I have to have good quality clothes when I’m on stage.” 
 
    “When you’re on stage? Are you an actor? Should we know you?” 
 
    Everybody looked at Josey. 
 
    “You wouldn’t know me, but I’m a female impersonator. And this stuff, while it’s in good condition, isn’t good enough for me to wear. 
 
    The girls offered Josey some bourbon and Coke and she agreed to have a sip or two, and she began helping the girls work on Jason. 
 
    Quickly, the underwear was switched, and Josey helped them get Jason into the gaff without breaking his cock in two. 
 
    Jason felt panic inside, being handled by a man, but it was a man in a dress, a man that looked like a beautiful woman, so he suffered and said nothing. 
 
    Now he had a smooth front, though he was a little bent from the way his cock was folded under. 
 
    Fortunately, being in a gaff isn’t all that pleasant, and while he was still hornier than the dickens, his dick softened up enough to lessen the pain. 
 
    Then they put on his dress, a bright, red number that sowed off his breast forms, while making them look like real tits. 
 
    “You should get implants,” Josey whispered. “That’s what I did.” 
 
    Jason almost panicked when her breasts brushed again him then, and he couldnt’ take his eyes off her boobs. Those were the real thing? 
 
    Then they put on Jason’s face. They prepared his skin, gave him blush and colored his eyes, and finally put red lipstick on his mouth. Red to match his finger nails. 
 
      
 
    It was getting late when they were finished with Jason, and Josey stood back and inspected the work with a smile. 
 
    “You’re a beautiful man, Jason.” 
 
    Jason blushed under the praise, and secretly he was pleased. 
 
    He had never felt so special in his life. 
 
    Then Josey turned to Tom and patted his cheek. 
 
    Tom was frozen, and the words he didn’t want to hear were spoken. “You’re a good kisser, Tom.” 
 
    Janet stared at her husband and her eyes focused. “Did you…did he…?” 
 
    “He was drunk,” explained Josey, and he kissed me. But when he put his hand down there…he lost his interest.” 
 
    Then everybody was laughing. And Tom put his head down and wished he was in a coffin and six feet under. 
 
    “Okay, people, time to get this show on the rod.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled, except Jason, who didn’t understand the reference. 
 
    “I thought this was it? You made me look like a girl, isn’t that it?” 
 
    “This is just the start, honey,” Ally said with an impish grin. “Now comes the fun stuff.” 
 
    “This wasn’t fun?” he looked down at himself. 
 
    “Oh, not nearly.” 
 
    “What else is there left to do?” 
 
    “The next thing to do is…you’ve got to get drunk.” 
 
    “I’m already drunk,” he said. 
 
    “Not drunk like you’re going to be, and here’s the great news. No hangover!” 
 
    Jason wobbled a little where he sat, “How’s that possible?” 
 
    “Let us show you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tom and Jimmy went to the camper and Tom got out his box of tools. He was well prepared when it came to tools, and he took out a power drill and a hole saw.  
 
    Then they went to the picnic table and drilled a hole in the table. It was on the side and a little bit in towards the center. 
 
    What the fuck? wondered Jason, watching his friends drill the hole, then use a file to make the edges smooth. When they were done it was smooth as silk. 
 
    It was a little small for what they planned, however. 
 
    Tom looked at Jason’s penis and frowned. “It might not fit, and I don’t have a bigger hole saw.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I’ll get some lube.” He pulled a tube of what looked like lube out of the box. 
 
    “Okay, girls, bring him over.” 
 
    Janet and Cindy helped Jason up and walked him over to the picnic table. He was a bit unsteady in the high heels, but they kept him on an even keel. 
 
    Janet lifted his dress and Cindy pulled down his panties. 
 
    “Oh, thank God,” Jason sighed. 
 
    His pecker dropped down and immediately started growing. There was no pressure on it now, and it grew bigger and bigger. 
 
    Jason was so glad to be set free and he didn’t even notice when they pushed him over the picnic table. 
 
    “Whoa!” he said, laughing, then Tom squirted lube all over his cock and they put his cock through the hole in the table. 
 
    It fit, but it needed the lube, and now he was on his knees on the bench and fucking the hole in the table. 
 
    Everybody was laughing, pointing, taking swigs of the bourbon. 
 
    “Feels pretty good,” said Jason, enjoying the feeling of his hard cock poking through the hole. He moved up and down a few times. 
 
    “Don’t cum too soon, honey,” his wife came around to the other side of the table and kissed him. 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    Janet pushed on his butt and he stopped moving. 
 
    “Sure. There’s still lots to be done. But first you need to have a drink. Then we’re going to tell you something really funny. 
 
    Jason tried to move, to fuck the hole again, but now he couldn’t move. He looked at her and said, “Okay, gimme a drink.” 
 
    “Well, honey, the difference is…you don’t drink this beer with your moth.” 
 
    “Moth?” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other.  
 
    “Did she say ‘moth?’” Everybody went into hysterics. 
 
    “Shut your moth,” cracked Tom. 
 
    “You got a big moth!” Janet quipped. 
 
    “You ever put your dick in a moth?” asked Cindy of Jimmy. 
 
    “Okay,” laughed Ally. “I meant mouth. I said mouth!” 
 
    They were all pretty drunk, but the best was to come. 
 
    “Who’s got the beer?” 
 
    “Why beer?” asked Jason blearily. 
 
    “Because you have to drink it through your ass.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened in surprise. “I do?” 
 
    “Yep. When beer goes through the intestines it loses something. But when it goes through the colon walls it has much more impact.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    Normally, Jason would have yelled and screamed. He wasn’t homophobic or anything, he just didn’t want anybody messing with this asshole. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, he was just drunk enough to consider it. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” reason tried to reassert. 
 
    “Of course if you’re too chicken…” 
 
    “I’m not a chicken.” 
 
    “Good, then have a drink.” 
 
    Janet produced a long neck bottle of Golden Monkey. 
 
    Jason stared at the beer in wonder. 
 
    Golden Monkey was an extra strong beer. It had a picture of a golden monkey with extra hands on the label. Drinking one beer would result in the eyes working independently. 
 
    Normally, Jason loved Golden Monkey. The taste was a bit fruity, but the high was unique. 
 
    “Where’s the lube?” asked Tom. 
 
    “I put it back in the tool kit.” 
 
    “Never mind, boys. That’s probably not the right type of lube, and I’ve got some vaseline right here. 
 
    The girls took control of the ‘feeding,’ as they called it. 
 
    Ally was on the other side of the table, and she kissed Jason endlessly. “You’re gonna love this,” she said, and she stuck her tongue in his mouth. 
 
    Jason fond it very easy to lose himself in her luscious mouth. 
 
    On the other side of the table, Janet slathered vaseline around the neck of the bottle. Cindy put globs of the slick goo on Jason’s ass and swirled it around the rim, then pushed into him. 
 
    On the other side of the table Jason lurched and his eyes opened, and Ally enjoyed the sudden surprise of him getting fingered. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he spoke right through Ally’s kiss. 
 
    Ally grinned and held his face in place. “How’s it feel, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s good! He couldn’t move much, his dick was firmly lodged, but he wiggled his ass and fucked Cindy’s finger, then fingers. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” burbled Cindy happily. 
 
    Janet eyed the top of the bottle. It was gooey with grease and she turned to Cindy. “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Okay. Just a second.” 
 
    Now Tom and Jimmy were standing behind the girls, standing on tip toes and watching over the girls’ shoulders. 
 
    Ally was working her lips on Jason’s, and Cindy went to two fingers, then three. “Almost ready,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, honey, get ready for the drink of your life.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Cindy, “spread ‘em.” 
 
    The boys each took one of Jason’s legs and pulled his legs apart.  
 
    Jason’s pucker was perfectly exposed. 
 
    Jason cocked his head, and Cindy put the beer to his star and pushed it in. 
 
    The long neck, a little smaller than the normal dick, went in smoothly. For a second nothing happened, then the liquid inside the bottle burbled and began to bubble and swirl and the level went down. 
 
    The forest was lit up by raucous cheers, and Jason’s eyes went wide as he drank the beer. 
 
    Jason would always recall the next minute. 
 
    He had been drunk, many times, but nothing like this. 
 
    Usually it would take a bottle or two to get him high, and a six pack to make him drunk. Maybe even two six packs. 
 
    But the drunk state of mind rushed in on him. As the level of Golden Monkey dropped, so his drunkenness raised. One second he was beer high. The next second he was two beers high. then he was six beers high, and by the fourth second he was a half a bottle of whiskey high. And the Golden Monkey still had half a bottle to go! 
 
    His friends danced around the table and cheered and whooped and danced and carried on. 
 
    The girls lined up to take turns kissing Jason. 
 
    Then the bottle was empty. 
 
    “Oop! He’s done. Better take the bottle out.” 
 
    Jason was absolutely and totally stoned. And he felt no sickness. In fact, there was a weird sort of clarity to it all. 
 
    “Nah,” he blurted. “Leave it in. It feels good.” 
 
    His words were slurred but incredibly happy. To be so drunk, and not want to puke his guts out…it was a blessing. He truly felt on top of the world. 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but we have to take it out.” 
 
    “Oh?” He twisted his head up and looked at Ally. “We’ve got some other things that have to go in there.” 
 
    “What?” The Golden Monkey was working full tilt now. His right eye was looking at his wife, his left eye was looking at Janet. And it felt like his actual brain was splitting painlessly in two. Talking about multi-tasking! 
 
    “Yes, honey, you see, I should explain about the slips of paper.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” 
 
    His eyes were turning slowly, shifting over the shards of forest being lit up by the campfire. 
 
    The others cam around to watch Jason as Ally explained about their little game. 
 
    “Yes. You see, we all put in six slips of paper.” 
 
    “Not 36 slips.” Jason’s head was bedazzled by the cosmos of drunken thoughts rushing through him. 
 
    “No…sorry. A slip of paper each for six slips.” 
 
    “That’s like a tongue twister,” his tongue was twisting all around, but his words were coming out relatively unscathed. And his Golden Monkey mind suddenly blurted out: “The sake sipping snake slides slickly.” 
 
    Everybody stared at him briefly, then began laughing. He was the one who was super drunk, yet he could say the line smoothly, none of them could make it through even one repeat. 
 
    When they were done trying to speak the tongue twister Ally spoke again. “Where are the slips of paper?” 
 
    Janet found them in the hat and brought them over. Everybody stood in front of Jason and grinned as they watched his face. 
 
    “As to why your name was called, when we put the slips of paper in the hat I took yours and put it in. But I pressed a fingernail into it. Then, when I drew the names, I felt for the nick and got yours.” 
 
    “I was set up?” Jason had one eye looking at the constellations in the sky. The other was examining the woof and warp of the grain on the bench he was fastened to. 
 
    “You were set, hubby dear, but here’s where it gets good.” 
 
    “Where does it get good?” He was really getting off on the sound of words pouring out of his mouth. He enunciated so precisely. 
 
    “Let me read them off. We arranged them in order of our ability to do, but here they are.” 
 
    Ally read the slips. 
 
    “First, put his dick through a glory hole. Take turns sucking it without letting him cum.” 
 
    Jason’s eyes grinned. They sure had done that to him. He hadn’t been tied, but he was stuck, and that was for sure. 
 
    “Second, drink a bottle of beer through your ass.” 
 
    “Wow!” he blurted happily. “You guys!” then he frowned. “But that’s two things. I thought I was supposed to do just one thing!” 
 
    “Hold on, dear. You’ll find out. You’ll get what’s so funny in a second.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Three, suck off the guys and swallow.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened, and while he was supposed to be alarmed, he felt a horde of butterflies fly out of his mouth. Man, he was really drunk! And that was the moment that he thought maybe the Golden Monkey had been a bit much. Maybe they should have given him Bud Light or something. 
 
    “I’m supposed to…really?” 
 
    “Really!” Chuckled Tom, leaning an elbow on Jimmy’s shoulder. 
 
    Jimmy just grinned stupidly and lowered his zipper. His dong stuck out and everybody cheered. Tom, seeing the joy Jimmy was getting, and knowing he was going to have to unsheathe his demon, undid his own zipper. 
 
    Four, fuck all the girls.” 
 
    Jason smiled, and it felt like all his teeth came out at night. His tongue felt like the red carpet on Oscar night. 
 
    “Five, get fucked by the guys.” 
 
    Jason felt like his eyeballs were detaching, like he could look at the small of his back, which normally would have been an impossibility. 
 
    “Wait a minute. Fucked by all the guys?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Ally was the only one with an iota of concern. “Is that all right? Jason?” 
 
    Jason didn’t respond to her, he simply said, “But there’s three guys here. How am I supposed to fuck myself?” 
 
    He had images of his cock snaking through the hole, extending, foot after foot, like a garden hose pulled off the reel, through the rungs of the table and finally reaching his own ass.  
 
    He giggled. 
 
    “Now, are you ready for the joke? Are you ready for what’s so funny?” 
 
    “Sure.”his head was lolling, his eyes were lolling, the whole world was lolling. 
 
    “Six, do everything that’s on the other slips of paper.” 
 
    There was a cosmic moment there where Jason blinked, and it felt like he was God and he was blinking. The world suddenly whirled, resurrected, reordered, and he got it. 
 
    “Everything?” 
 
    Everybody was in stitches now. They were sitting on the bench, shaking it so he was getting a hand job, except it was more of a table job. 
 
    The girls leaned on each other and laughed. 
 
    Tom was on his knees, holding his belly. 
 
    Jimmy was on his back, rolling over and over with laughter. 
 
    “Everything,” he said. His voice was stupid, wondering at the joke of the ages rolling over on him. 
 
    More laughter as everybody enjoyed his epiphany. 
 
    “I’ve got to do everything?” 
 
    Shrieks and howls of laughter. 
 
    “I’ve got to be a girl with a dick and the dick is going through a glory hole and everybody is going to fuck me and suck me and…oh, yeah. I have to drink a beer through my ass.” 
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    Then they were all interrupted. 
 
    “Hi, guys and girls. I couldn’t sleep, you’re making so much noise, so I wondered, I figured, I’d get dressed up and come over and join your party. Is that all right?” 
 
    Josey the drag queen stood next to the camper. He…or rather ‘she,’ was dressed to the nines. She had big breasts, long, nylon clad legs. Her nails were done toes and fingers. Her hair was long and shiny and quite beautiful. 
 
    For a moment everybody just stared, then they began to laugh and laugh and laugh. Even harder than they had been. 
 
    Josey, accepted, smiled as she entered the clearing and circled the table. 
 
    “Is this what you were about?” 
 
    She bent down and saw Jason’s dick poking down below the table. She reached to it and stroked it gently. 
 
    Then she straightened up and grinned, “So how are we going to do this?”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jason became a merry go round. 
 
    Someone was either riding his butt around and around, or filling his mouth with cock. 
 
    Normally he would have screamed and shouted, but the Golden Monkey had enlightened him. Liberated him. 
 
    It was love, baby, and he wanted more and more. 
 
    Tom and Jimmy took turns riding his ass. One would hump and bump for long minutes, and when they got close they would back out and let the other one do the work. 
 
    It turned into a contest, who could cum last. 
 
    Meanwhile, the girls would sit on the bend by his head, lay back and swivel under and suck his hog. 
 
    For Jason it was incredible, and incredibly maddening. 
 
    The girls would suck and suck, but his cock only stuck out about five inches. the other two inches were locked into the hole and the thickness of the table. 
 
    So he wasn’t getting a full deep throat. He was getting a ‘half throat,’ and he wanted to feel those full lips sliding all the way to his balls. 
 
    But his balls were on the other side of the table, being smashed down by the weight of Tom and Jimmy as they drove into him. 
 
    And, while Tom and Jimmy screwed his butt mercilessly, and the girls took turns sliding under and half throating him, licking his head and driving. him crazy, Josey was kissing him. 
 
    He knew Josey was a man! 
 
    But a kiss is a kiss, and the feel of soft lips on his was all he cared about. 
 
    Then Josey said, “Look, you guys are doing it all wrong.” 
 
    Tom and Jimmy looked up. They were sex crazed, but they were listening. 
 
    “If you angle the dangle like this,” Josey moved his finger in a way that showed what he meant, “you press on his prostate. You’ll get a bit of cum out of him then.” 
 
    “But we don’t want him to cum!” blurted Ally. “If he cums then he’ll get tired and not want sex any more. We can’t have that!” 
 
    “Then just do a tap tap on his prostate. He’ll give a drip or two, but no more. You can make him last all night that way.” 
 
    Everybody looked at everybody, grinned, and argued, and…Tom hoped up on the table and said, “I’ll do it!” 
 
    He positioned himself on his feet, squatting over Jason’s but. When he drove in it angled his cock downwards, towards the base of his dick. 
 
    Immediately, from under the table, Cindy yelped out, “Got it! No more!” 
 
    Jason groaned. It was like cumming without cumming. That feel of pecker on his prostate did the trick all right. It pushed a drop out, and it felt like he was going to cum, but then…nothing. 
 
    He was left high and dry and desperate for that final pump. 
 
    But it never came. 
 
    Tom drew out, and Jimmy took his place. 
 
    He drove in, the same way Tom had, and now Janet yelled out, “Got it!” 
 
    Josey lifted her dress and dropped her gaff. Her cock sprang up and she positioned herself above Jason and drove in. 
 
    “OHHH!” 
 
    “Are you all right, honey?” asked Ally in alarm. 
 
    “Oh…oh, yeah. That was a big one!” 
 
    And it was true, Josey, for looking like a girl, had the biggest dick of them all! 
 
    “You like big ones?” asked Ally, a bit unsure of herself.  
 
    “Oh, yeah! Give me the big ones!” 
 
    “Hey, can we get some of that?” 
 
    Three big biker types stood at the edge of the clearing. 
 
    “We all have big ones.” 
 
    One of them unzipped and let his hog out. It really was big. It was bigger even than Josey. 
 
    “Sure,” Jason called out. 
 
    The girls would have said no, and maybe even the guys, but Jason was the one, and the decision was up to him. 
 
    One of the bikers turned to the others and said, “Go tell the others, and tell the girls, too. I’ll get started here.” 
 
    A lascivious look in his eye, the biker stepped forward. 
 
      
 
    The party lasted until early in the morning. When it was done Jason’s ass was full of squirt, and his mouth was drenched with pussy juice and cum. 
 
    They had used all his holes, slurped on his prick until he thought it would melt, but…he hadn’t cum. 
 
    At first the plot had been not to let him cum, but as that restriction waned they found out an interesting thing: Jason couldn’t cum. He couldn’t move his cock in the hole to get enough traction, and the head of his cock, due to so much sucking and licking, had become a bit numb. 
 
    But his balls, squashed under his body, were blue, and he had never wanted to cum so badly in his life! 
 
    His desire for cumming had literally blasted him out of his mind. Now he was obsessed, could think of only one thing, and as the effects of the Golden Monkey receded he was left with only one thought. 
 
    Must cum. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    When everybody was done, drunk and passed out and their sexual desires sated, little tears appeared in Jason’s eyes. He wanted to cum. He needed to cum, all he could think of was cum. 
 
    But, that’s the way the mop flops. 
 
    The sun was up and out and bright when he finally woke up. 
 
    The ground was littered with bodies. Ally was asleep, sitting on the side of the table and leaning her head next to his. 
 
    Tom and Jimmy were laying on the ground next to the fire, their arms wrapped around Josey. 
 
    Cindy and Janet were on the other side of the fire, entwined. 
 
    Around the clearing bikers had slept where they had fallen. 
 
    Everybody’s sex organs were on display. Either the body was nude, or the dick was hanging out of the pants. 
 
    And all the dicks were slack. Not a hard on in the bunch. Not a woody to be had. 
 
    A couple of the bikers had awoken. They sipped beer and rekindled the fire. One of the biker mamas showed up with a box full of bacon and eggs and some potatoes. Breakfast was on the way. 
 
    Jason opened his eyes and looked around. He had the slightest of headaches, but nothing to be talked about, and that light headache, which waned quickly, was because of the other liquor he had imbibed, not because of the Golden Monkey and the way he had drunk it. 
 
    His first and only thought upon waking was: pussy. 
 
    He had to cum. He had to get his swollen rocks off. He had to fuck 
 
    If he had been placed in a yard with a tiger he wouldn’t have worried about getting mauled, he would have only been concerned with how he could lift that tiger’s tail and get a little. 
 
    A biker walked by with an armload of wood for the fire. “You’re awake.” 
 
    “I needa fuck,” Jason whispered. 
 
    The biker laughed, “I’ll bet you do.” 
 
    More people woke up, and Jason looked at them with an open, sexual hunger, and they all laughed. They all knew that Jason hadn’t cum all night. They could tell he was in a delirium of sexual want. 
 
    Jason’s friends and wife woke up. They stood staggered, drank lots of water to make up for the booze they had imbibed. 
 
    Ally sauntered over to Jason with a smile. 
 
    “How’s it going, Jason?” 
 
    Jason stared at her as if he didn’t even know her. And, in truth, he didn’t. All he knew was that there was a pussy in front of him and he wanted it. 
 
    Ally frowned. “Jason? Are you all right?” 
 
    He stared at her and mumbled, Fuck…fuck…fuck. Needa fuck!” 
 
    “Hey, girls? You want to help me here?” 
 
    But she didn’t need help, she needed to know that Jason wasn’t out of his mind. 
 
    But he was. 
 
    As Janet and Cindy bent down to look in his face they studied the lust on his features, listened to the way he chanted, “sex, sex, sex!” And they saw how he looked at them. 
 
    If a man had ever objectified a woman for sex… 
 
    “He’s sex crazy,” observed Janet. 
 
    “Will he return to normal?” 
 
    “When he squirts. Otherwise…” she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “Well, hell. Let’s get him out of that hole and I’ll fuck him.” 
 
    Cindy chuckled. “Technically, we should all fuck him.” 
 
    “Great, we’ll all fuck him. But help me get him out of the hole in the table first.” 
 
    Cindy and Janet thought it was funny, the way Jason lurched and drooled and begged for sex, but they bent down around Jason. Cindy pushed his cock from under, Ally worked his balls and penis, and Janet squirted lube around his cock. 
 
    “OWWW!” Jason howled. 
 
    They immediately stopped. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “What happened!” 
 
    “Hurts…need to fuck.” 
 
    He was babbling, his eyes desperate and looking around frantically. 
 
    “Well, does it hurt? Or do you need to fuck?” 
 
    “Or do you need to fuck so bad it hurts?” 
 
    Jason just tried to hump the table, and little tears came from the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “Jeez,” he’s in a worse way than I thought,” remarked Cindy. 
 
    “Let’s try again.” 
 
    Again they tried to lift, to pull him out of the hole, but…”OWWW!” 
 
    They stopped and stared. 
 
    “What’s the matter, girls?” asked one of the bikers. 
 
    “We can’t get Jason out of the hole.” 
 
    The biker leaned down and examined Jason’s cock. He blinked. “Lift him a little.” 
 
    The girls did, but stopped when Jason started to yell. 
 
    The biker stood up, a wry look on his face.  
 
    “He’s not going to be standing up any time soon.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because somebody stuck his dick in the hole with super glue. 
 
    A moment of shocked faces, stunned minds, broken up by Jason’s entreaties. “Please, suck me off?” he begged. 
 
    Other bikers came over, as did Tom and Jimmy. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Fool superglued himself.” 
 
    Tom and Jimmy looked at each other and said nothing. They knew who it was, and they weren’t about to admit it. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    The bikers were pretty casual about it. 
 
    “You could leave him. A couple of blankets and some trail mix and he might make it through the winter.” 
 
    Some chuckled at the humor, but not Ally. 
 
    “He’s my husband! We’ve got to get him free.” 
 
    “Got a sawzall? He could—“ 
 
    “You’re not going to cut my husband’s penis off!” 
 
    “Fuck me. fuck me. I’m fucked. Fuck me.” Jason chanted mindlessly, occasionally trying to move his dick in the hole. 
 
    “Jeez, lady, you got a bad imagination. I meant to cut the wood out  around the hole so he could be moved.” 
 
    “Oh, I thought you were going to…” 
 
    “Nah. A pecker is a useful thing.” 
 
    “Shame to waste a good pecker,” commented one of the biker mamas. 
 
    “His butt’s not too bad, either.” 
 
    “Enough,” cried out Ally. “Help me get him out!” 
 
    So the bikers sat down at the table, breakfast was served, and they talked about various methods. 
 
    “We could knock the table apart, then he’d only be stuck to one board.” 
 
    “I had a dog tried to run between two trees with a board in his mouth.” 
 
    “Ouch,” commented a burly fellow. 
 
    “What about the hole saw? Could we…” 
 
    “We could call somebody.” 
 
    “We’re in the park, man. Ain’t nobody coming up here.” 
 
    “Then we’re going to have to take him down there.” 
 
    “Fuck me…fuck me…” sobbed Jason. 
 
    They all nodded, and a consensus was being reached. 
 
    “So we’re going to have to move the whole table.” 
 
    They all turned and looked at the camper. 
 
    It was a Ford pick up with a big 1172 Lance camper. It was near twelve feet long and towered over the Ford. 
 
    In truth, it was too big for the truck, which was a 150. 
 
    And it was tall and unwieldy on the truck base. 
 
    But it was all they had. 
 
    “We need a flat bed,” murmured Tom. 
 
    “Ain’t got one, man.” Said a biker. “‘Sides, we can make this work.” 
 
    “How?” asked Ally, looking at the camper dubiously. 
 
    There were twenty bikers, and they were all big and beefy. They picked up the picnic table, with Jason on it, and walked towards the camper. And stopped with a clunk. 
 
    “Damn things chained to the ground!” mumbled one of the bikers. 
 
    That stopped them for a while, but they broke out hammers and smashed the chain till it broke. 
 
    “Why do they have a chain on a table, anyway?” asked someone. “It’s not like it’s going to walk away.” 
 
    “Shoplifters, man. They take anything that’s not nailed down.” 
 
    They all shook their heads sadly. The world was coming to a bad place. 
 
    But, bad place or not, they lifted the table again and sauntered over to the camper. Then they put the table down and looked up. 
 
    The top of the camper was over twelve feet high. 
 
    “Might be a problem here,” suggested one of the bikers. 
 
    Ally asked, “Can’t you get it up?” 
 
    “Oh, sure. But with the table on top, and Jason here, it’ll be around sixteen feet tall.” 
 
    “Seventeen,” offered somebody. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So he’s going to have trouble going under overpasses, into gas stations, that sort of stuff.” 
 
    That said, the bikers hooked up a hoist and hauled the picnic table to the top of the pick up and set it on top of the camper. They lashed it down with rope, and they were ready to go. 
 
    Ally was in the car behind the camper and she watched in horror as they rolled down the mountain side. 
 
    The road was cambered properly, but moving at a slow speed, the truck so tall, the whole thing leaned over. 
 
    “No!” screamed Ally. 
 
    But the truck managed to right itself and they headed for the next corner. 
 
    Corner after corner they took, the truck leaning one way then the other. 
 
    The bikers were on their motorcycles, and when it looked like the camper was going to tip over they made a large, ‘Whoa!’ sound. 
 
    Cars lined up behind them, but they weren’t interested in passing. 
 
    One look at the ass of Jason, tied to the picnic table, which was lashed to the camper, and everybody wanted to follow, and they were waiting for the truck to tip over. 
 
    On top of the thing Jason was not terrified. 
 
    He should have been, but he was horny. He wanted pussy. He put all fear out of his mind. 
 
    He went down the road, his ass in  the wind causing his dress to whip about, and kept yelling at anybody he saw: “I need pussy! Fuck me!” 
 
    It was fifty miles to the highway, and it wasn’t much of a highway. But just to get on that they ran into a big problem. To get onto the highway they had to go under an overpass and turn onto the ramp. 
 
    “Stop!” Yelled one of the bikers, his bull voice carrying in the light breeze. 
 
    The camper stopped. 
 
    The bikers crawled up on top of the thing and measured the distance from the ground to the highest point of Jason, which was his butt. 
 
    Sixteen feet and seven inches. 
 
    The height of the passover was sixteen feet and six inches. 
 
    Jason was an inch too tall to make it. 
 
    For a half hour the bikers and Jason’s friends discussed the problem. 
 
    “We could chop the legs off the table.” 
 
    But that wasn't a good idea. The table might fall apart, and they wanted it to stay together so it could be securely fastened to the camper. 
 
    “How about we try it, and stop if it looks like Jason’s going to get scraped off?” 
 
    So the camper crept forward, one inch at a time. 
 
    Bikers perched on top, measured Jason, pressed on his back, then one stood up and made a finger slash across his throat. 
 
    Back on the ground they gathered for another discussion. They were talking about various methods and some of the people from the cars behind them came up to see what the problem was. 
 
    Interestingly, they were all sympathetic to Jason’s position. 
 
    They were all standing, looking at the ground and frowning, when a father and his son came up. 
 
    After the situation was explained the kid said, “I know a joke.” 
 
    The father turned and said, “Get back to the car, Billy.” 
 
    His manner was gruff, and the bikers glanced at the father and didn’t like it. You don’t talk tough to kids around bikers. 
 
    “Tell us your joke, kid.” 
 
    So little Billy says… 
 
      
 
    “Once there was a guy who got a flat tire next to an insane asylum. He changed the tire and accidentally upset the hubcap holding the lug nuts. All five of them went down the drain and he groaned and wonder what he was going to do. He sat down on the curb and started sobbing. 
 
    “What’s the matter, mister?” 
 
    The man looked around, and there was an inmate standing at the fence. 
 
    “Oh, you wouldn’t understand.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    So the man said, “I dropped five lug nuts down the drain. Now I can’t replace my tire.” 
 
    The insane guy says, “Why don’t you take a lug nut from each of your other tires? If you drive slow you can make it to the nearest gas station.” 
 
    The man jumped up and said, “Oh, my God! You’re right! How did you ever think of that?” 
 
    The inmate says, “I’m crazy, not stupid.” 
 
      
 
    The bikers standing around all started chuckling. Many of them had heard the joke before, but, hey, laughter was better than thinking about the problem of getting Jason under the overpass. 
 
    “Pretty good, kid. But—“ 
 
    “Why don’t you let the air out of the tires?” 
 
    Everything stopped. 
 
    All the bikers stared at the kid. 
 
    “Holy…dirty word,” said the biker, “How’d you think of that?” 
 
    Then the biker stopped at the grin in the kid’s eyes.  
 
    “I know,” he laughed. “You’re young, not stupid.” 
 
    So the bikers let air out of the truck tires, crept under the overpass, and drove slowly down to the nearest gas station.               
 
    At the gas station they managed to fill the tires, and everybody was gassing up, when a woman came up. “Hey, guys? I’ve been listening to a scanner. Somebody called the cops.” 
 
    Again, a big conference, but a fast one. Then the truck pulled behind the gas station. Five minutes later a half a dozen cop cars whizzed past on the freeway. 
 
    With a sigh of relief, Tom pulled the truck out and prepared to get back on the freeway, when a motorcycle cop came along. 
 
    Oh, the dirty words the bikers had to say. 
 
    The cop parked his bike and swaggered up to the procession. “Well, well. What do we have here?” He looked up at the top of the camper. 
 
    At that moment Jason let loose a giant fart. PHOOOT! 
 
    The cop shook his head. “I should ticket you for air pollution.” 
 
    The bikers were muttering sourly, and the cop said, “But before I do anything, I just have to get your side of the story. 
 
    So Ally came up and confessed that Jason was her husband, and that a party had gotten out of control. She explained about the super glue, and finished up with, “Please, we’ve had a terrible time. All these bikers have helped. All the cars behind us the people have been kind and helpful. Don’t give us a ticket.” 
 
    The cop heaved a sigh, then walked around the truck. 
 
    Atop the truck Jason was muttering. “I need a fuck. Please! Somebody! Give me a fuck!” 
 
    The cop turned to the group waiting for his decision. 
 
    “So, let me get this straight. You’re on a mission of mercy, taking this poor dumbass to get a table removed from his penis.” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other, then nodded and mumbled in the affirmative. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got a choice. I can give you the biggest ticket in the world. Endangering mankind, creating a disturbance, littering…I could write you up forever.” 
 
    Everybody waited. 
 
    “But we’d still have that idiot up there. So…maybe I better just put on the lights and siren and get you people out of here.” 
 
    The bikers all looked at each other and their jaws dropped. That a cop would do something nice was…was…unbelievable! 
 
    The procession started again, this time with official blessing, so to speak. 
 
    The cop took the lead position and turned on his lights. He didn’t bother with the siren because anybody could see this mess coming for miles. 
 
    Then he pulled out. 
 
    The truck wobbled out, nearly tipped, and straightened up. 
 
    The bikers followed like they were in a funeral procession. 
 
    Then honking cars, hundreds of them. 
 
    Slowly, they meandered down the highway. 
 
      
 
    To a hospital. 
 
    Doctors came out and looked at the situation. 
 
    Like the bikers, they were puzzled as to how to go about getting Jason free, but unlike the bikers, they had a lot of tools. 
 
    Including something to dissolve the super glue. 
 
    A nurse volunteered to get her hands dirty and she climbed up on the camper and slathered the dissolver around the hole, pushed her finger in as far as she could next to Jason’s cock, and everybody helped tug and pull on Jason. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, Jason started to come loose. 
 
    As he came loose Jason found that he could move more, and he began going up and down. His cock started to go in and out by fractions, and…it felt good. 
 
    Finally, he was going to get some relief. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” He grunted and moaned as he took his pleasure from the table. 
 
    The nurse giggled and stroked his cock a bit. Another nurse came up and palpated his balls. 
 
    “Yeah! Yeah! Fuck! Gotta fuck!” Jason chanted loudly, and the crowd, all the bikers and the lookie loos, the cops and Jason’s friends, they all started to clap their hands in time to Jason’s efforts. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” cheered the crowd. Clap! Clap! Clap! 
 
    Then his cock started to move further and further. He was getting full strokes, and he was getting closer and closer! 
 
    “HUNH!” 
 
    Jason pulled loose with a jerk. 
 
    The crowd cheered, and Jason turned, faced the crowd, and began to squirt. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” Semen spurted out of his purple cock with each grunt. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” Long ropes shot over the crowd. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” Splatters of goo struck the bikers and the the lookie loos. 
 
    “Hunh! Hunh!” The cop got a big glob of sperm right on his badge. 
 
    “Hunh! hunh!” His friends, standing close to the camper, were covered with goo. 
 
    Then he was done, and Ally looked around incredulously. “My God! He missed me!” 
 
    But Jason, dazed from his great expenditure, relieved by finally being able to empty his balls, reached down and shook his cock. 
 
    Splat! A big glob sailed through the air and hit Ally right in the face. 
 
    “Oh, yuck!” she said, wiping the stuff off with a finger. Then, curious, she licked her finger, and smiled.  
 
    Other people, properly doused with Jason’s seed were wiping the stuff off. People scraped semen off their clothes, wiped their faces, dragged their fingers through their hair. 
 
    And Jason, on top of the camper, sighed. He was no longer sex crazy. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Tom dropped Jason and Ally off at their house. 
 
    The bikers had pealed off, the lookie loos were gone, and now their friends were gone. 
 
    They walked into the house with their bags and dropped the bags on the floor. 
 
    They were tired, exhausted. 
 
    “I thought vacations were supposed to be restful,” said Ally. 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    They went to the kitchen and made a quick sandwich, then they headed for bed. 
 
    Jason needed help getting out of his women’s clothes, and cold creaming his face. 
 
    “So how did you like being a woman?” 
 
    “Honestly? Once I got over the shock of it, it was fun. Of course, the booze helped. Say, who thought up the beer in the butt trick?” 
 
    “I did. We used to drink like that in college, and…I just remembered it.” 
 
    “Well. Huh!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It worked so well, I got so drunk…that’s the only reason I was able to get through this thing.” 
 
    They were in bed now, laying quietly and waiting for sleep. 
 
    “So,” asked Jason, “When are we going on another camping trip?” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘when are we going to make you into a woman,  tie you to a table, fuck you and suck you, and stick a beer bottle up your ass?” 
 
    “Well,” he smiled softly in the darkness, “Yeah. I did kind of mean that.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    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.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Pink Man! 
 
    Feminization works wonders for unruly men! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Ah, the pink man. 
 
    But every man is a little pink. The only real question is…how pink will they let themselves be? 
 
    Consider the case of Alan. He’s not a bad man, and maybe his wife is a bit strong willed, but it is the perfect relationship for pinking a man out. 
 
    But it’s not for everybody! 
 
    It’s only for those who can handle it. 
 
    Think deeply on that! 
 
    And… 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “No! Please! No!” Alan begged.  
 
    “Sorry, honey.” Sara sighed and pushed him away. 
 
    Alan flopped out of her. He looked down and saw the semen dribble out of his cock. He hadn’t even gotten the first squirt out, and now he dribbled on the towel under her. 
 
    “Try not to drip on me.” 
 
    Alan sobbed with frustration. It was a perfect ruined orgasm. Just a grunt and a dribble, a couple of drops, and the rest of his loving didn’t even make it out of the end of his dingus. 
 
    Sara gave a smile as she slid out from under him and out of bed. She padded across the room towards the bathroom, and Alan stared at her perfect ass. 
 
    Sara was a rare beauty. She was five foot four, 120 pounds, with double Ds. 
 
    Her face was oval, her auburn hair flowed down her back, her eyes were magnetic blue. 
 
    She entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne. 
 
    Alan groaned. His hips were still jerking, but nothing was coming out. Two drops and he was done. It wasn’t fair! 
 
    He got out of bed and followed her to the bathroom. He was determined to have it out. 
 
    Alan was a slender fellow, the same height of his wife, and 140 pounds. He wore his dark hair long and he had chocolate eyes. He wasn’t a handsome man, he was a beautiful man. 
 
    “Sara, you’ve got to stop doing that.” 
 
    “What?” she asked innocently. 
 
    “Pushing me away just when I’m starting to cum.” 
 
    “Why? You get your squirt and I don’t get all messy.” 
 
    “Furthermore,” he argued past her statement, “I need it more than once a month.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to get pregnant.” 
 
    “We could do it a couple of more times before you have your period, and then you wouldn't get pregnant, and I could still have some fun!” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not fun?” She spoke firmly, with a bit of the deep freeze in her voice. 
 
    “Of course it’s fun! But It could be so much more fun! I get one or two drops and I’m still left with a full load, and a full load of frustration.” 
 
    She looked at him dourly. “I don’t want to get all messy.” 
 
    “I’ll wear a rubber. 
 
    “I don’t like artificial skin. I want the real thing. If I’m going to do it once a month I’m going to enjoy the real thing.” 
 
    “But we could do it more than once a month!” 
 
    “Alan,” her voice was direct and forceful. “We don’t have to do it once a month.” 
 
    “Then I’m going to masturbate.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! That’s like cheating. We’re married now, and your semen shouldn’t be wasted. You should save it all for me.” 
 
    “Then let me give it all to you!” He was pleading, he was so desperate.” 
 
    She stood up and blotted. Actually, she hadn’t even had to tinkle, she just wanted to wipe the one drop of cum off her patch. 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    But she walked past him, to the bed, and crawled in. She turned to him and said sweetly, “Now come here and I’ll play with you for a while.” 
 
    Alan couldn’t help himself. He was desperate. He wasn’t going to get to cum, but he always convinced himself that something would happen, that he would get relief, that she would over do stroking him or something and he would get a full squirt. 
 
    He walked to the bed and got in. 
 
    She faced him, kissed him passionately, and began stroking him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he mumbled. 
 
    But God, if he was listening, only commanded her to play with his balls. 
 
      
 
    The next day he was up early. He was always up early the morning after they did it. He was always horny and ready to go. 
 
    She, on the other hand, slept in, and when she woke up she was languid and lazy. She stretched and sighed with satisfaction. 
 
    He went out to the kitchen and fixed breakfast for two reasons. 
 
    One, she liked breakfast in bed, and she felt she deserved it after tending to his sexual needs. 
 
    Two, he was so sexually desperate that he couldn’t help himself. He knew he should back off, do nothing, show his displeasure, but he was juste too horny. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    While she woke slowly up and enjoyed the morning, he was moving quickly, cracking eggs, mixing orange juice, making pancakes. 
 
    And he thought: That’s the way she is. She’s been this way our whole marriage. I haven’t had a good, uninterrupted fuck in over three years. I need to get off. My nuts are blue, and they need to let go and shoot the juice. 
 
    He balanced a tray with all the food on it and headed for the bedroom. His cock bobbed along under the tray. 
 
    “Oh, goodie!” Sara smiled and sat up. The covers fell a bit and Alan had a first class view of her marvelous mounds falling over the fold of covers. 
 
    She seemed not to notice, but Alan sure did. 
 
    He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and his dick bounced hard. 
 
    Sara suppressed a giggle as she began eating. She could see the big hard on he was sporting. 
 
    He made a sound of frustration, but kept it low.  
 
    “Well, what shall we do today?” she asked as she sipped orange juice through her curvy lips. 
 
    Alan couldn’t keep his eyes off her mouth, her plump lips, the way her delicate tongue reached out and licked a bit of syrup. 
 
    Alan clenched his fist. He wanted to kiss her mouth. 
 
    She watched him, an expression of innocence on her face. She knew what she was doing to him, and she really enjoyed it. 
 
    “Weren’t you going to go shopping?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I suppose I should. Were you going to come with me?” 
 
    “I really need to finish working on the computer.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I suppose. Well, make me a list of anything you want…” 
 
    He nodded, and left the room to do that. 
 
    He spoke into his cell phone and made a list, and he knew what he was going to do. 
 
    He was going to jack off. 
 
    He couldn’t stand it anymore. 
 
    He had to get some relief. 
 
    He was so horny he wasn’t thinking clearly. 
 
    So he made the list, and he thought about spending an hour on the computer, surfing porn sites, getting hornier and hornier, and finally, SPLAT! He would hit the ceiling. 
 
    He grinned. He was so horny he might well hit the ceiling. 
 
    He imagined a big glob of semen sticking to the ceiling, Sara comes in to talk to him, and just as she opens her mouth the big glob falls. He says, ‘Look out!’  
 
    But it only makes her look up, and the glob hits her on the face. Semen right between the eyes. A big glob that slides down the side of her pert nose and into her mouth. 
 
    She is surprised, and mad at first, but then she tastes it, and everything changes. Now she wants to gobble him down every day and get a taste of that delicious stuff. She begs to blow him, and then she realizes that it’s fun to get fucked and have a big, gooey mess sliding out of her pussy. 
 
    ‘Come here and lick me clean!’ she commands him, and he slides to his knees and— 
 
    “Where’s the list?” 
 
    Alan actually jumped. He was jerked right out of his daydream. 
 
    “What’s wrong with you? What’s that look on your face?” 
 
    “Nothing…I was…thinking.” 
 
    “Well, I’m leaving now. Where’s the list.” 
 
    He held up his cell phone and tapped the screen. “In your phone,” he grinned. 
 
    “You’re so clever,” she leaned forward and kissed him, and her hand inadvertently brushed his groin. 
 
    She felt his big dong, and she grabbed it and stroked it through his pants. 
 
    “You’re so virile. I love that about you.” 
 
    He groaned, then, just as he thought he might squirt, she let go, grabbed her keys and purse, and headed out the door. 
 
    Alan’s knees shook, he was so horny, so close. He almost fell to his knees, but as he heard the car start up he pulled himself together and headed for the computer room. 
 
      
 
    Alan worked quickly. He unzipped and pulled out his weenie and began stroking, even as he pulled up Porzo. 
 
    His eyes gazed over the categories. He scrolled and looked for the ones he wanted. Extreme, Hot Mom, Orgasm, Fisting, Perfect body,  MILFs—oh, God—MILFs! 
 
    He went down the pages and his eye picked out categories and hot thumbnails. 
 
    He clicked on occasional pics, watched short videos, and stroked, and stroked, and stroked. 
 
    Oh, he could have shot his load in a second. But he wanted to enjoy this. He took his time, he had an hour, at least, and he was going to get the max out of this. If he was going to break the rules and disobey his wife…he was going to get the most out of it. 
 
    Surprise, and he never knew what the surprise was going to be. A tranny? A guy who cums when the girl doesn’t want the guy to? What? 
 
    Strap ons. A lot Lesbos there. 
 
    Sissy. That was always fun.  
 
    And his penis, already rock hard and dripping, grew harder and dripped more. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he mumbled. Midgets, femdom, all tied up…yeah… 
 
    He clicked the keyboard and typed and came up with Hypnotube. 
 
    Yeah, this was the one. All those movies with stunning women, and then they turned out to have penises. And it was so hypnotic. Yes. This was the site that would get him off. 
 
    He watched, the tits and cocks and snatches floating in front of him. 
 
    He was lost in his own world, his hand was flying on his cock. Here it comes…here it… 
 
    “ALAN!” 
 
    He jerked, lost his grip, and a bid drop flew out and hit the center of the screen, right on a woman’s breasts… 
 
    He tried to recall the drop of sperm, he tried to press buttons and close windows. 
 
    “No, you don’t” 
 
    Sara reached past him and pressed his hand down. She reached over and took control of the mouse. 
 
    Alan was now officially terrified. His face was red and he wanted to shrink into a ball and roll away. 
 
    “So this is how you keep your word with me!” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no! I mean…yes…no!” 
 
    He didn’t know what he meant. 
 
    Sara moved the mouse. She was leaning against his shoulder, her sumptuous boobs pressing on him, and she let the video unfold. 
 
    “My God! You’re watching…COCKS!” 
 
    “No…there’s girls there!” 
 
    Sure, but there are cocks, too. those women have cocks! Are you gay, Alan? 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then why are you watching cocks? And these girls are sucking cocks. Are you learning how to suck cocks?” 
 
    “No! I didn’t know what this was! I was just looking around and…” 
 
    But she used the back button. 
 
    She went back through more Hypnotube videos, saw the videos telling the viewer that they wanted to suck cock and take it up the butt. 
 
    Then before Hypnotube, through the various categories on Porzo. 
 
    Sissies, BDSM, chastity. 
 
    Chastity. She froze on that category. She watched as sexy women locked their men up in chastity tubes. She listened to them telling how they were going to keep their men from cumming for years. 
 
    Then the women would fuck bulls. Big, black bulls. With big, black cocks. 
 
    And the women loved it. 
 
    Sara got a strange look in her eyes. 
 
    “So this is what you want?” 
 
    “No!” but he was begged out, reduced, unable to summon any real gusto. 
 
    She stepped back, spun his swivel chair so he was looking at her. 
 
    His cock had spit a big drop, but only a drop, and he was still rock hard, oozing precum, and his balls were big and red and so very, very full. 
 
    “I see how you love it when I deny you. I probably wouldn’t deny you so much, except that it’s fun, and it makes me horny, and…you seem to enjoy it so much.” 
 
    “I don’t!” he tried, weakly. 
 
    “You can say that after this? After I’ve seen what you look at when you’re jacking off?” 
 
    “But, I didn’t—“ 
 
    “Well, Mister, I understand now, and we’re going to get to the bottom of this. Go ahead and jack off. Stroke your little weenie till it spits. It’s going to be the last time. Do you hear? I’m going to take control of your penis, and this is the last time you’ll cheat on me!” 
 
    She turned and stomped from the room, and Alan bent his head and gave a sob. 
 
    His dick was hard, like a rock, it stood up, but…he was crushed. 
 
      
 
    Later, Alan realized that he could have jacked off a couple of times. Sara was pissed, and she wasn’t about to touch him, and it took her several days to enact her plan. 
 
    He could have squirted a couple of times, and he should have, because on the fourth day after he had been caught playing with himself she lowered the boom. 
 
    “Alan! Could you come in here?” 
 
    She asked, but it was more like a command. 
 
    He walked into the living room and faced her. 
 
    “Oh, don’t look so hang dog,” she grinned for the first time since she had caught him petting the poodle. “I’ve got a little present here that should cheer you up.” 
 
    She had a box on the table. It was about six inches cubed, and it was open. On the table next to the box were the pieces of a chastity tube. 
 
    Alan stared at the ring and heaved a sigh. 
 
    He picked up the tube and gave another sigh. 
 
    “This isn’t going to fit.” 
 
    “Jack off, honey. You’re good at that. Go ahead and masturbate.” 
 
    He looked at her aghast. “I can’t just jack off!” 
 
    “Why not? You did it when I went to the store. It didn’t take you long then.” 
 
    “But this is different. I’m not horny!” 
 
    “Mr. Happy says otherwise.” 
 
    His cock was pushing out his trousers. 
 
    “Yeah, but…I don’t feel like it.” 
 
    “Nonsense. All men feel like it all the time. i know because I’ve been reading up on it. I’ve figured out all sorts of stuff the last few days, and one thing is that men are a never ending source of protein. Now…give. Put out. I want some semen on this coffee table or…or…” 
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “Or I’ll give you a spanking!” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then start stroking.”
Alan didn’t want his wife to get physical. His father had abused his mother, and he would never go there, and he didn’t want his wife to go there. 
 
    He huffed, then unzipped and pulled out his dingus. 
 
    Sara watched him avidly. “You’ve got a nice penis,” she said. “How long is it?” 
 
    “Five inches,” he said. 
 
    “Hmm. Isn’t that kind of small?” 
 
    “It’s big enough for me!” he pouted. 
 
    She said nothing, just watched as he stroked. 
 
    “Do you need some lube?” 
 
    “It would help.” 
 
    “Then go get some. And come right back. I want to watch this.” 
 
    Alan went to the bathroom and got some lube. He poured some on his dick and continued stroking. 
 
    Sara leaned forward to watch the festivities. 
 
    Alan stroked and stroked, but, embarrassed, a little put off by being on display, he couldn’t make it happen. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing,” he snapped. 
 
    “Well, hurry up.” 
 
    He tried. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Would you like me to play with your balls? I read that that can help.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Sara reached under and grabbed his balls in her hands. She rolled them around, squeezed them, palpated them. 
 
    Alan groaned. that did help. “Yeah,” he breathed out. 
 
    Sara looked up at his face and smiled.  
 
    Alan stroked, and got closer and closer. 
 
    He was right near the edge when Sara remembered one of the things she had read about sex. Playing with a man’s pucker could really be exciting. And considering the kinds of things that Alan watched on the internet…just as he reached a peak she pushed her finger up his anus. 
 
    “AHHH!” 
 
    He jerked and twitched and his semen shot out. A big, fat rope, and it splattered onto Sara’s face. 
 
    She jerked back, pulled her finger out of him so quick his butthole actually made a popping sound. 
 
    “Yewww!” She wiped her face. 
 
    His cock kept spurting and sperm squirted all over her face and even her hair. She was disgusted with how much cum he had. Honestly! 
 
    Interestingly, some of it got into her mouth, and while it didn’t taste bad, actually tasted good, she was in the mode of rejection and disgust. 
 
    She spit it out and looked up at Alan. 
 
    “Yuck!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” But he wasn’t. For the first time in years he was satisfied, even happy. 
 
    But she was pissed. How dare he squirt his gism in her face! 
 
    She put the ring over his package, the tube on the cock, and locked them together with a padlock. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    Such a small lock, such a loud sound. 
 
    Alan looked down at his cock. It was locked up. Crap.  
 
    Slowly, a smile crept out on Sara’s face. 
 
    She had done it. 
 
    She had chastised him. 
 
    She owned his cock. 
 
    Badda bing! 
 
    Alan looked up at Sara. 
 
    She smiled. “Now you won’t be so silly.” 
 
    “It’s not silly to want to have sex.” 
 
    “It is if you want it all the time. I mean, really, Alan, don’t you have better things to do than pander to your little hot dog?” 
 
    Alan was near to tears, but all he could do was mutter, “It’s not a hot dog.” 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and if she thought Alan was too obsessed with sex before, it was nothing like now. 
 
    Now his penis was constantly trying to get hard. Not a minute passed without his little worm squirming, and his balls started to fill up. 
 
    Yes, he had had one full bodied orgasm, but now he grew even more desperate. 
 
    That first night, while getting ready for bed he had asked her, “So when are we going to take this thing off so we can…you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Alan. I’m very upset, you know. You had your orgasm, and you actually got it all over me.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” he whined. 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. You’re going to have to be more responsible. You don’t find me getting semen all over the place.” 
 
    “But that’s because you don’t…” he was confused. 
 
    “But that’s okay,” she stated. “I’ll at least play with you. You can have some play time so you don’t go crazy.” 
 
    She didn’t think about the fact that depriving him would actually cause him to go more crazy! 
 
    In bed she loved to cuddle, and now she loved to cuddle even more. After all, now there was no danger of getting his goo all over her. 
 
    So she spooned him and reached around and played with his cage and his balls. 
 
    And she faced him and kissed him for hours, and held him, and giggled at the funny sounds he made. 
 
    Alan would have complained, but it is a truth of the universe that, no matter how blue his balls will be, a man will never complain about having his package played with. 
 
    He suffered, and whined, and got hornier and hornier. 
 
    And things were coming to a breaking point. 
 
    He was in the grocery store with Sara. They were doing a little shopping and Alan was looking at the donuts, thinking about how the holes looked like…something he would like…to put his dick in. 
 
    This was something that was on his mind all the time. He couldn’t look at anything without thinking of sex. 
 
    A box of Fruit Loops and he would hold the box and think: This is a box! A box is like a pussy. I used to put my dick in a pussy. I sure wish I could put my dick in this box. 
 
    Or he would hold a can of beer, and think about how he was holding a round shaft, like he used to hold his cock, and…wouldn’t it be nice to hold his cock and put it in an ice…box! 
 
    Or, he would put a fork into mashed potatoes and think about how he was ‘penetrating’ something, like he used to penetrate his wife’s pussy with his cock. 
 
    Every day was an adventure in pussy obsessed thought, and they were now standing in the grocery store, and they moved from the donuts to the fruits and veggies, and he was looking at the cucumber in his wife’s hand and dreaming of when she used to hold his cock like that and wouldn’t it be wonderful to slide his big cucumber up her…”Unh!” 
 
    He grunted without thinking, it just burst out of him. He felt a white hot feeling in his groin. 
 
    Sara looked at him. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Unh…yeah…unh…” 
 
    He looked down at his groin. He was cumming. It wasn’t an orgasm, it was just a sharp pain and he leaked and…and the front of his pants turned wet. 
 
    Sara stared down at his crotch. “What are…oh, my God! You’re cumming!” 
 
    Unfortunately, she said it too loudly, and several people turned and stared, and laughed when they saw the wet spot Alan’s pants growing darker and larger. 
 
    A couple of guys grinned and laughed. 
 
    A young woman looked at his groin blankly. 
 
    An older woman said, “Well! You could at least wait until…” 
 
    But Alan didn’t hear the rest of what she said. He was too busy running for the exit. 
 
    He headed across the parking lot, near sobbing, more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life. 
 
    He had actually cum in his pants! 
 
    The car was parked in the corner of the lot, and he stood next to it, hidden by shadows and trees and felt thoroughly messed. His groin was sopping, and he felt so badly. 
 
    He looked into the rear seat. His wife had bought some lingerie, among which was a package of panties. 
 
    Panties. 
 
    And he had to change out of his wet BVDs. He had to. 
 
    He opened the door and reached into the back seat and picked up a package of panties. He ripped it open and took out a pair. 
 
    Looking around, hidden by the car, he stripped off his pants and underwear. He wiped down his cock cage with the rear part of his underwear, then tossed them into the bushes and stepped into her panties. 
 
    He snugged them up, and since he had no boner, they actually felt pretty good. 
 
    Oh, they weren’t quite wide enough in the crotch, but…they worked. If he just had a little more crotch they would have felt better than his regular underwear. 
 
    He wiped the goo off the inside of his trousers and pulled them on. 
 
    Okay. Not great, but better. At least he wasn’t a walking, squishing mess. 
 
    He stood next to the car, and the weird thing…he was still horny. More horny, in fact. 
 
    Having shot his load—well, leaked it out—he thought he should be empty. 
 
    But it was like while his body was empty, his mind wasn’t. His mind still wanted the bump and grind of good sex. So…he was hornier than before he had squirted. Leaked. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Sara pushed a full cart across the parking lot, and she wasn’t happy. 
 
    “You left me in there!” she accused, as he put the groceries in the trunk. 
 
    “But I had to get out of there! Everybody saw me!” 
 
    “Yes, they did, and I have never been so embarrassed, having sex in public like that. Can’t you control yourself? What were you thinking?” 
 
    “I wasn’t! It just happened!” 
 
    “What do you mean it just happened?” 
 
    Alan was beside himself. “I don’t know. I just…it just started leaking out!” 
 
    “Did you get all of it out?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Did you get all of your sperm out? Did you —what do they call it—shoot your load?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, there was a lot of it, but…I don’t know how much is supposed to come out in a situation like that.” 
 
    “Well, however much it is, I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, Mr. Cum in your Pants, that now that you’ve behaved so disgustingly, and now that you’ve had your sex—without me, I might add—we don’t have to have it for a while.” 
 
    “But…but…but I haven’t…we haven’t had sex for a while!” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve been thinking about that. Since you feel that it’s okay to cum in your pants I shouldn’t be deprived.” 
 
    “Good. Unlock me and—“ 
 
    She was shaking her head in the negative. “No. You can use your mouth, or your fingers. Besides, you need some time to build up your juices. You must be pretty empty now. 
 
    “But, honey…I—“ 
 
    “What’s this?” She interrupted him and picked up the empty packaging that had once held her brand new panties. 
 
    “It’s…your panties came in that.” 
 
    “I figured that out. But where are the panties? What is this doing empty?” 
 
    “I had to…I was so messy that I had to—“ 
 
    “You put my panties on?” Her face took on a shocked look. “You’re wearing my panties? Now?” 
 
    Oh, Lord, new depths of embarrassment. 
 
    “I had to!” he whined. “My own underwear was all wet!” 
 
    She sniffed. “So you couldn’t be in a wet spot. I sleep on a wet spot all the time, every time you squirt your load in me.” 
 
    He wanted to complain, she hadn’t slept in a wet spot for years, she always pushed him off and there would only be a wet ‘drop,’ if that. But she was pissed and working up a head of steam. 
 
    “Honestly! You’re the most selfish person…you want sex all the time, and you don’t care about my needs. Well, that is changing, buster. From here on out you’re going to be servicing me every night. You’re going to get me off and…” 
 
    Alan listened, but his mind was actually shutting down. He was still horny. His dick was trying to get hard again, and…and then he noticed that she had stopped and was staring at him. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “I just figured it out.” 
 
    “Figured what out!?” 
 
    “You’re a…what do they call them? A transvestite! You like to wear my panties…you like to wear women’s clothes!” 
 
    “No! I just didn't want to sit in my cum soaked panties all—“ 
 
    “See? you’re even referring to your underwear as panties…women’s wear. Dainty underthings!” 
 
    “No! I said panties because I have some on! It was just a slip.” 
 
    “You want to wear a slip?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    There voices were rising now, and people in the parking lot were glancing over at them. One couple had been in the fruit section and they were staring and chuckling. 
 
    That’s the man who came in his pants! 
 
    “I don’t want to wear your slip or your bra or your panties or anything! I just want to go home and clean myself up!” 
 
    Small tears were forming at the corner of his eyes, and this didn’t go unnoticed. 
 
    “Are you crying?” 
 
    “No!” he sobbed. 
 
    “You are.” Suddenly her voice softened and she stepped closer to him. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Alan. All these years, and I didn’t understand.” 
 
    “Didn’t understand what?” 
 
    “You’re a soft man. You’re what they call a ‘pink man.’ You have special needs. You have to be taken care of, and…I understand now.” 
 
    “Honey…can’t we just go home and stop talking about this?” 
 
    “Of course we can,” she patted his arm reassuringly. “I understand now, and I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    He wanted to yell that he didn’t need to be taken care of, but the argument was winding down, and though she was talking funny, he didn’t want to risk starting it up again. 
 
    “Now get in the car. And pick up that empty panty package. I’ll drive.” 
 
    He picked up the package, then stared at her. She’d drive? But he always drove! 
 
    But he had no choice. She was already getting into the driver’s seat. 
 
    So he held the bit of trash and got into the passenger side and she drove. 
 
    It was the beginning of the end of him as a manly man.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Honey? Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    He looked through his drawer and only found panties. The new panties that she had bought. And…and…bras! 
 
    “Right where they always are,” she called from the kitchen. 
 
    He heard the sound of the juicer start up and knew she couldn’t hear him. He sighed and picked out one of the pairs of panties. It was stretchy, red and shiny, and it had a little row of tiny, pink ribbons around the waistband. 
 
    Oh, sweet heysoos, he thought. 
 
    He stepped into the panties and pulled them up tight. 
 
    They were, as he had noticed the night before, actually comfortable. They hugged his buns, were light and sexy smooth, and he just needed a little more material in the crotch. 
 
    But, the real joy, he noticed, was that there was a bit of extra padding in the crotch. He needed the extra padding. His peeny was struggling again, and the extra padding would help if he had another accident. 
 
    “Isn’t that cute?” 
 
    He spun and found Sara standing at the door, watching him. 
 
    “Where’s my regular underwear?” 
 
    “I threw that old stuff out.” 
 
    She was holding a glass of green goop and she crossed the room and handed it to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “A newer, healthier lifestyle. Now that I know what you need…I’m going to help.” 
 
    “I need men’s underwear.” 
 
    She just smiled, patted his cheek and said, “Drink up. It’s good for you.” 
 
    It might have been good for him, but it wasn’t the tastiest thing in the cupboard. 
 
    But his mother had trained him to always eat what was before him, so he drank the potion down and controlled his desire to make faces. 
 
    “There you go. Now, about the bra…” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “But you need support.” 
 
    “Support for something I don’t have.” 
 
    “Not yet, but girls always need training bras. You don’t want to grow up and be all saggy and stuff, do you?” 
 
    “Grow up? Saggy? I don’t have anything to sag!” 
 
    “Relax, honey. You never know when you will,” and she smiled enigmatically. 
 
    He finished dressing, glad that she hadn’t bought him pink socks or something, and went into the kitchen. 
 
    A big bowl of fruit and a glass of milk.” 
 
    “What’s this? Where’s my bacon and eggs?” 
 
    “You don’t need all that fatty stuff. You have to watch your weight now.” 
 
    “Now? What do you mean now?” 
 
    “We have to take care of your girlish figure.” 
 
    She looked down at his body, held up his arms, and blurted, “Girlish figure? I don’t…” 
 
    “Eat your breakfast, dear.” 
 
    He grumbled, and kept grumbling, but he was hungry, and fruit was food, so he ate. 
 
    “You really should stop your complaining,” Sara observed. “It’s not ladylike.” 
 
    He stood up, spilling a few berries from his bowl. “Ladylike? Ladylike?” 
 
    “Honestly, honey. If you don’t control yourself that I’m going to have to get out the switch.” 
 
    He blinked, and shook his head. 
 
    What had happened to his happy, carefree life? 
 
    That night he had a salad and another of those green shakes, and pills. 
 
    By the time he went to bed he was starving. But he was also horny, so he lay and was played with, and when she told him to lick her pussy until she came….he did. 
 
    Really, his life was out of control and he had no choice. 
 
      
 
    Days passed, and no changes were noted. Weeks passed, and he was losing weight. 
 
    He hadn’t been overly heavy before. In fact, he had been rather slender, but now he was positively skinny. Except for his chest. For some weird reason his pectorals were getting bigger. 
 
    Months passed, and Sara and he were in bed, her holding his package, him having just gotten her off. 
 
    He felt like he was going to have another involuntary ejaculation episode, and she suddenly cupped his pectoral. 
 
    “Honey, I know that you don’t want to, but you really need to.” 
 
    “Need to what?” 
 
    “Need to wear a bra.” 
 
    “No!” he blurted quickly. 
 
    But the proof was in the pudding, or, rather, on his chest. 
 
    She squeezed the mound of flesh and said, “If you don’t wear one you’ll sag. You’ll get stretch marks.” 
 
    He got up and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    It was true. He had been trying to deny it, even avoid mirrors, but, now, he had to admit it. 
 
    His body was changing. 
 
    “But I don’t understand!” He sounded hopeless. 
 
    “People go through these things. It’s just your time of life. Now, let’s try on one of those bras.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He had resisted so much, but…he had to. 
 
    He took a bra out of the drawer and held it up. 
 
    “That’s a good one. I think I might have to get bigger cups for you. You really should have been in training for a while.” 
 
    He went to the bed and she showed him how to fasten it around his waist, spin it around and lift it up and slip his arms under the straps. 
 
    And, like the panties had first felt, it felt…comfortable. 
 
    The truth of the matter was that he was sagging. Now that he wasn’t, he could admit that he had been. 
 
    She adjusted the straps, cupped one of his ‘boobs,’ and smiled. 
 
    “That is so pretty.” 
 
    He looked down. The training bra was supposed to be flat, and he thought it would help him stay flat. But bras are what they are, and it emphasized his burgeoning shape and actually made him stand out a little bit. 
 
    Sara bit her lip, felt both his ‘tits’ with her hands, and whispered, “You know, honey…” 
 
    “What?” he was distracted, looking down, and, oddly, his cock was going super wild int he cage. 
 
    “I know you just got me off, but…” 
 
    He looked up at her and saw the gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he whispered. 
 
    But she grabbed him and dragged him back to bed. 
 
      
 
    As the months passed Alan’s boobs grew bigger and bigger. He went from an A cup to a B cup to a C cup, and now she was helping him put on a D cup. 
 
    “I wish you could have grown your boobs over night. It’s expensive to buy all these different bras.” 
 
    Alan looked at himself in the mirror. His body was slender, and the boobs on his chest made him look…feminine. 
 
    Real feminine. 
 
    And it didn’t help that Sara had refused to give him a haircut. 
 
    His hair was getting rather shaggy, and she was hinting that she might be willing to style it for him. 
 
    “Style it?” 
 
    “But it’s so…raggy. You need to take care of your appearance.” 
 
    “How about a buzz cut?” 
 
    “How about getting me off?” 
 
    Her sexual tastes were expanding. Seeing him with such a female body, watching him drip—he had had another ‘involuntary’ episode, this one at a gas station while filling up the tank—she was experiencing more sexual feelings than she ever had. 
 
    In fact, she was sort of sorry that he had decided to be a pink man. She could use a little dick now. In fact, she could use a lot of dick! 
 
    But he seemed to love his chastity, at least he had stopped complaining, and he was taking to the lingerie wonderfully. It was obvious that this is what he wanted…and needed. 
 
    “How about getting me off?” he countered. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you know better than that. Except for your occasional squirts, which I wish you could control, you’re doing so well.” 
 
    “Doing well?” he glanced at her, a desperation in his eyes. 
 
    “Absolutely. Your body is really shaping up, your face is softer, and…we really need to do something about your hair. In fact…come with me.” 
 
    She took his hand and led him to the patio. 
 
    It was a fine day, the sun shining, and she took a brush, a squirt bottle, scissors, and began snipping him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m stylin’, baby,” she quipped with a grin. 
 
    “Wait a minu—“ 
 
    He had started to get up but she had placed a hand on his shoulder and pushed him down. 
 
    Which was surprising. He was usually stronger than her. But she had pressed him down and…she felt like she was stronger than him. 
 
    Which was silly. She couldn’t be stronger than him! 
 
    Of course, he had lost so much weight recently, and that meant muscle mass…but, no. It must have been the fact that she caught him at a bad angle. 
 
    And she circled him, snipping and brushing, spraying and twisting the brush in odd ways. 
 
    Then she was done. 
 
    He stood up, turned, and saw himself in the reflection in the patio window. 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    She had given him a bubble cut, a girl’s haircut, and…and he looked like a girl! 
 
    His face was really soft looking now, and…and very feminine. 
 
    “What did you do?” he whispered, touching his hair gently, afraid to touch it, the way it curled under and…and… 
 
    “Isn’t it beautiful? And it fits your body.” 
 
    And, Alan had to admit it, it did. 
 
    He had curves in the chest, and they were actually accentuated by the curves of his new ‘hair do!’ 
 
    “But I can’t…people will laugh…you can’t…” 
 
    But it was her that chuckled. “Oh, honey, people have been appreciating you as a girl for some time now. Now you’ll just be a prettier girl. You won’t look like a tomboy.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you remember when we went into the store the other night? And that kind gentleman opened the door for you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but that was…he was…” 
 
    “He was opening the door for a pretty girl.” 
 
    “I’m not a pretty girl!” 
 
    “No. you’re more a beautiful girl. Maybe even a beautiful woman, if you could stop your whining!” 
 
    “I’m not whining!” he whined. 
 
    She patted his cheek and whispered into his ear. “I think you need some make up.” 
 
    He was stunned speechless. Make up? Not on your fucking life! 
 
    But he was changing. 
 
      
 
    Before he wore make up, however, there were a couple more things he needed to do. 
 
    “Honey, it is downright ridiculous for you to wear panties and a bra with no nylons.” 
 
    In a way, Alan didn’t want to hear that. In a way…he did. 
 
    The panties and the bra were comfortable, and they made him horny, and something was happening to him. 
 
    He wasn’t exactly getting not horny, but he was changing the flavor of his horniness. 
 
    His penis wasn’t trying as hard to get hard. And the sharp, hot urge to fuck anything had transformed into a subtle heat that drove him. 
 
    He didn't understand it, but, like everything else, it was feeling good, so he didn’t complain. 
 
    “Do you really think so?” he answered, hoping that she did. 
 
    “I do. But first, let’s get some Nair on your body and really clean you up.” 
 
    He took off his clothes, and she stared at his chastity tube. 
 
    It wasn’t wiggling, which she noticed, but…it was so hairy, and the tube would get in the way of smearing Nair all over him. 
 
    She produced the key and unlocked him. 
 
    He was all grins, but…they weren’t full hearted grins. 
 
    He was glad to get it off, but his cock didn’t spring up like a cock that had been deprived for six months. 
 
    “Hunh,” Sara muttered, “doesn’t look too glad to see me.” 
 
    “Oh, he’s glad,” Alan reassured her. 
 
    But was it? 
 
    His cock just hung there, and it looked awfully small. Like it had shrunk. 
 
    He began to play with it, something that Sara normally would have objected to, but now she was interested. How big would his cock grow? 
 
    Not that big. 
 
    It got hard, and it lasted for a few minutes, but it was only four inches long, when it used to be seven. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    Part of him was hurt, but part him actually exulted! 
 
    He was used to having no cock. 
 
    He was used to it being pushed back out of the way. 
 
    And this would make the hiding of his peeny even easier. 
 
    “Well,” remarked Sara philosophically, “it does fit your new body type.” 
 
    She smeared Nair on his body, rubbed it on the groin, under the arms, even his crack. 
 
    “What new body type?”  
 
    “You know, a more feminine look.” 
 
    He frowned. There was still some masculinity in him, and that masculinity was objecting. 
 
    But he did have a better looking body. 
 
    Then Sara lifted up his cock, which was half hard, only three inches, and said, “It wasn’t supposed to do that.” 
 
    “What wasn’t?” 
 
    But Sara only shook her head and smiled sadly. 
 
    The nylons went on easily, and now he looked truly feminine. Especially in lingerie. 
 
    His legs were long and sleek. His boobs were large, his waist was tiny, and his hair was getting longer every day. The bubble cut was now down almost to his shoulders, and she was going to have to restyle it pretty soon. 
 
    “But,” she observed, “You’re not going to be able to wear high heels like that.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like with your ugly toes.” 
 
    “My toes aren’t ugly!” 
 
    “Oh, they are.” 
 
    Alan was nonplussed. He didn’t want to have ugly toes, but he sort of knew where this was going. 
 
    So he sort of said, “How do I make them not ugly?” 
 
    Sara smiled. 
 
    They went into the dining room and she prepared his nails. She trimmed and sanded and got them all ready for the paint. 
 
    “What color do you want?” she asked. 
 
    Alan was mesmerized by what was happening to his feet. “Red,” he gasped. 
 
    She chose a bright red, very slick looking, and she carefully stroked from cuticle to tip. A few strokes on each toe and his feet were transformed. 
 
    She coated them with a lacquer. “This will protect them. And…” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “And while we’re doing your toes…” 
 
    In a way, this was the make or break point for Alan. If he had his fingers done he couldn’t pretend he was a male when he went out. Bundling up in thick shirts and trying to hide his growing boobs wouldn’t work if his mitts had claws. 
 
    But…should he? 
 
    His mind entered a quagmire, and Sara watched him for a second, then just took over. 
 
    She placed his hand on the table and began prepping it. 
 
    A dozen times Alan started to say something, to object, to say no, but…he watched as she glued nail after nail onto his digits. 
 
    When she was done he had bright red nails that extended three quarters of an inch. 
 
    He stared at them, and she stared at him. 
 
    He was beautiful, and she had spent months feeding him hormones so he could be a girl, be the girl she knew he wanted to be. Now she was in a hurry. Now he had the bod, she wanted to decorate it. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Stay here,” she whispered, patting his hand and kissing him lightly on the mouth. 
 
    He stayed. He was frozen. He couldn’t move, and she brought back her make up kit. 
 
    He almost said something when she put the sponges to his face, then he just sat there and felt the sexual sensation of having his pores cleansed. 
 
    She was close to him now, they were sharing the same air, and he watched her face as she focused on the make up. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    “I know. She prepared his face, then added blush and started working on his eyes. She used a pencil, lengthened his lashes, and his eyes became diamonds of sparkling beauty. 
 
    They were inches apart when she painted his lips. She touched the line of his mouth with a fingernail, making sure all the lipstick was perfectly applied. 
 
    She leaned back. She nodded. He stood up and, with a glance at her, went to the mirror. 
 
    He was changed. ‘He’ wasn’t there any more. ‘He’ was a ‘she.’ 
 
    She stared at her face, her new persona. She moved her lips and watched as whole realms of motion and emotion opened up. 
 
    She wanted to cry, but Sara came up next to her and stopped her. 
 
    She was so happy. 
 
      
 
    They lived like two Lesbians. 
 
    Heck, there is argument that if a man transitions into a woman, and still loves women, isn’t he a Lesbian? 
 
    And it’s a pretty darned, good argument. 
 
    They shared duties, cleaning the house together, fixing dinners, and she showed him how to take care of himself as a woman. 
 
    His boners were rare and weak, but that didn’t matter. He was experiencing a golden existence, and he loved it. 
 
    They went to the mall together and shopped. He learned about fashion, and coordinating outfits, and other female interests. 
 
    They shared clothes and played with make up, and it was truly the best time of his life. 
 
    But, as one goes up only to come down, and goes down only to come up, the good times came to a burp. 
 
    Not a stop, they were actually too happy for that. 
 
    But a glitch. A situation they couldn’t overcome by the normal means. 
 
    “I’m a woman now, and I want sex.” 
 
    Sara frowned. 
 
    “You get all the sex you want. I love you every night.” 
 
    And she loved his mouth. But she was used to denying him. Could she still deny him now that he was a woman? 
 
    She didn’t think so. 
 
    After all, men, when they get denied, are funny. They get all hot and steamed and say and do stupid things. 
 
    Women, however, turn into nags. 
 
    His male reticence was being replaced by a sharp tongue. 
 
    So Sara had a problem to solve. And it was a meaty problem. How do you get a woman with a penis off when the penis is limp? 
 
    They discussed it, and Sara was finally forced to admit something. 
 
    “Why can’t I just take viagra, or Cialis, or something, and we use my dick for a while.” 
 
    “We can’t,” said Sara. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because you already have a bunch of female hormones in you, and I don’t know about mixing drugs like that.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “I have hormones in me?” 
 
    She was tired of having a little secret. 
 
    “Of course you do. How do you think you came by those world class boobies?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Every morning and evening I give you the green shake. It’s got female friendly, estrogen rich foods in it. Soy, peaches, berries, those sorts of things.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t know!” 
 
    “Why should you? You like being a girl, it’s what you wanted. Why shouldn’t I help you be what you wanted?” 
 
    “But…I didn’t want to be a girl!” 
 
    “I don’t hear you complaining.” 
 
    That was actually a rough moment for Alan. Yes, he liked being a girl, but…he hadn’t made conscious choice.  
 
    And a person should always have choice when it comes to things like changing their sex. 
 
    Still, he didn’t yell or scream. What good would it have done? He was changed, no arguing about that, and…he could always change back. His dick might even grow back. 
 
    But did he care? 
 
    When he had a dick that worked he was a man obsessed. He was a pussy hound, and all he thought about was getting his dick satisfied. 
 
    Now, while sex was still important, it wasn’t that important. 
 
    While these thoughts rushed through his head Sara had continued explaining what she had done. 
 
    “I also ground up some birth control pills and put them into your morning and evening smoothies. There’s lots of hormones in birth control pills, but I really didn’t expect them to stop your dick from working.” 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “You know, I wouldn’t mind a good dicking now and then.” 
 
    “You and me both,” mumbled Alan. 
 
    Sara looked at him. “What?” 
 
    “I would mind dicking you.” 
 
    “No…no! You said you wouldn’t mind a good dicking. That’s the way a woman talks when she wanted to get fucked.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind getting fucked.” 
 
    “Like a woman?” 
 
    Now he stopped. He blinked. Like a woman? 
 
    “Like a woman?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    And sex, just like his body, transformed. 
 
    He had been thinking like a man, but now he was a woman, and he wanted sex not like a man, but like a woman. 
 
    Or did he? 
 
    Sara was getting excited. 
 
    “We can buy a strap on and fuck each other. We can try out all the various penises. We can explore colors and shapes. We can go vibrators. Oh, honey, this is going to be so much fun! 
 
    He was suddenly full of doubt. 
 
    “You want me to take a penis up my…” 
 
    “Up your back end. Hershey alley. I can be a fudge packer and…” 
 
    She went on and on and he thought about his asshole. 
 
    Poop went out of the asshole. Nothing went in. Nothing went in. Well, except for doctor’s fingers, like when he had an examination and the doctor had snapped on some gloves and gone exploring. 
 
    Lord, that had felt good, and he had gotten such a boner! 
 
    He wasn’t getting a boner now, of course, but he was getting warm. He was feeling hot down there, and his asshole felt sexually itchy. 
 
    “We can start out gentle, a little lube and a small butt plug or something. Then, as you get used to it, we can move on up. I’ve heard that people can take a whole fist up their little butts. Wouldn’t you love that? My hand, my arm, isn’t that big. I could probably fist you. Oh, I can just see it, you lying and squirming and crying out for pleasure…” 
 
    He thought: gay people do it, but now that he was a woman he wouldn’t be gay. Maybe a Lesbian, but that was okay. In his mind being a Lesbian was better than being homosexual. 
 
    Although there was some confusion in that thought. 
 
    But he had seen people take it up the poo poo on the net. Women seemed to love it, maybe even better than regular, vaginal sex. Heck, one of his favorite porns involved lesbians fisting lesbians. 
 
    “We could even get some things to tie each other up. We’ve got posters on the bed, wouldn’t it be fun to tie each other up and do what we want? We could make fantasies and write them down on slips of paper, then draw slips out of a hat and…” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “…and we could get furniture. You know, special benches of spankings and bondage and…what?” 
 
    “I said okay.” 
 
    Sara leaped on him, hugged him, kissed him grabbed his breasts and savaged him with her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you’ve made me the happiest woman in the world.” 
 
    “The happiest Lesbian,” he said. 
 
    She blinked, then said, “I guess you’re right. We’re still man and wife, but we’re more, too.” 
 
    Alan nodded. 
 
      
 
    They spent a week exploring the net, asking questions, reading chat rooms, trying to find out everything they could. 
 
    The rules were simple. Be gentle. No sharp objects. Stop when it hurts. Use lots of lube. Be aware of what you’re doing. Things like that. 
 
    So they chose the following Saturday night for the big experiment. 
 
    They discussed dildos until they were blue in the face, and settled on a half a dozen to start with. 
 
    Then, on Saturday, they spent all day getting themselves ready. 
 
    They Naired and used creams and powders. They wore their best lingerie, and that was all. They gave themselves complete make overs. 
 
    When night time rolled around they were gorgeous, beautiful, and ready. 
 
    The excitement they were feeling was palpable in the very air. 
 
    They ate a light meal, feeding each other, then poured a couple of drinks. 
 
    Not a lot, they didn’t want to get drunk, they just wanted to be golden high. 
 
    About nine o’clock, after a night of smooching and teasing, they decided they were ready. They adjourned to the bedroom. 
 
    They stared at their bed, and Sara put on her strap on. 
 
    “You’re going to do me first?” 
 
    “I can’t wait,” Sara admitted. 
 
    He nodded. The butterflies in his stomach soared and felt like bald eagles doing belly rolls. 
 
    He watched as she adjusted some straps and got her penis in perfect position.  
 
    She tossed a pillow onto the floor and grinned. “Okay, honey, you know what to do.” 
 
    Alan sucked his first cock, and his mind was in a state of wonder. 
 
    The cock wasn’t big, only six inches. They wanted to approach this on a gradient. Save the biggies for later, when they knew what they were doing. 
 
    He marveled as he felt the smooth surface slide against his red lips. It felt so good, so sexual, and it was so exciting. 
 
    Her dick had a set of balls, and he licked them, and squeezed them, and licked around the head of here cock. 
 
    “God,” she said. “It’s like I can almost feel your mouth.” 
 
    She lifted him to his feet and moved him towards the bed. 
 
    “All right, honey.” 
 
    He giggled and climbed up on the bed. 
 
    She placed a couple of pillows under him and made his butt stick up in the air. 
 
    Gently, very gently, she lubricated him. 
 
    He groaned as her finger went around and around, then in and out. It felt so good. Every nerve was happy, wanting more. 
 
    Then she moved up over him and put the tip of her penis to his hole. 
 
    He looked back up at her. Fear and desire. Love and lust. 
 
    She began moving the tip gently, pushing, then moving back, pushing, then moving back. 
 
    Slowly, his hole began to stretch to accommodate her thrusts. 
 
    He felt the exact moment his asshole was relaxed enough, and her deep enough, that she suddenly, in spite of her caution, slipped past his rectal ring and plummeted to the base. 
 
    “Oh, he gasped, and he suddenly understood things about being a woman that, without this, he never would have. 
 
    He understood how to give way, to submit, and the deep joy that went with that. 
 
    He felt the wonder of being owned, and he knew he could never go back. 
 
    And Sara began moving in and out, in harmony with his moans and gasps. 
 
      
 
    They lived as lesbians. 
 
    They took turns wearing the strap on, and even fisting. 
 
    They explored sex as they never would have as a hetero couple. 
 
    Eventually, Alan went to a doctor and was prescribed certain hormones. These were better than just birth control pills, and he became even more feminine, his breasts grew, and his penis shrunk. 
 
    And, he finally had his penis removed. 
 
    There wasn’t much point in keeping it. 
 
    And they were very happy. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I love pink. 
 
    Pink is the new black. 
 
    So many men are learning that softer is better, that sometimes submitting is the way to survive, and to thrive. 
 
    In this story we have a wonderful man stuck in ‘man-ness.’ 
 
    It isn’t bad, but when the world changes he had to change with it, and, man, that is tough! 
 
    Have you tried on pink lately? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I know what I want for my birthday.” Lacy stood in the doorway of the computer room. She was a blonde with the most incredible blue eyes. Her blonde hair fell on her shoulders like a splashing waterfall, and her breasts were perky, upthrust, and large. 
 
    Jack swiveled his chair to look at her. And bonered up. He always had a boner when he looked at her. 
 
    Jack was wearing shorts and a sweat shirt with the logo, ‘Eat, die and shit.’ A clever twist in bad taste about a saying that was in bad taste. 
 
    For his bad taste he was a handsome fellow. But then, he had to be to catch a babe like Lacy. The corners of his mouth turned up and he made a mental note to go to bed tonight. 
 
    “And what does my little snookums want for her birthday?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you.” 
 
    That stopped him. 
 
    “What? What do you mean you can’t tell me?” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “How am I supposed to get it for you then, this mysterious present that is known only to you?” 
 
    His brow was furrowed and his head tilted slightly to the side. 
 
    “I don’t know.” She turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Jack chanted as he leaped from his chair and ran after her. “You can’t drop something like that on me and just run for it!” 
 
    He caught her at the kitchen door and grabbed her upper arm. 
 
    She turned, and now he could see that she was really embarrassed. 
 
    “Hey? What gives? What are you all embarrassed for?” 
 
    “It’s…nothing. Forget I brought it up. It’s still a month before my birthday, anyway.” 
 
    “I can’t forget what you haven't told me until you tell me, right?” 
 
    She blinked at his convoluted logic. 
 
    “Well, I changed my mind. I don’t want what I wanted back when I wanted something.” 
 
    “But you must have wanted something before it became nothing that we can talk about.” 
 
    Now they were both getting confused. 
 
    Jack took advantage of the moment. “Okay. Sit down at the table.” 
 
    He guided her to the breakfast table.  
 
    He headed for the liquor cabinet. Bourbon was always good for loosening tongues. 
 
    He brought down a bottle of Whistlepig and grabbed two glasses. He held the glasses under the ice dispenser in the door of the refrigerator and waited for the clinking clunking to stop. Then he filled each glass half way with bourbon. 
 
    He opened a couple of cans of Coke and looked at the glasses. 
 
    “I always ask myself, at times like these, whether the glass is half full or half empty.” 
 
    He looked at his wife and said, “Or am I half drunk or half sober.” 
 
    She smiled, wanly, and he quickly poured a bit of Coke into one of the glasses and handed it to her.  
 
    “Come on, honey. It can’t be that bad!” 
 
    He topped off his own glass with Coke and sat across from her. 
 
    She was biting her lip and looking nervous. 
 
    “Come on, out with it.” 
 
    “Sorry. I never should have brought it up. It was stupid, anyway.” 
 
    “”What was stupid?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Jack sipped, and pondered, and wondered how much bourbon it was going to take before she fessed up. From the looks of it…a lot. 
 
    “Okay, you want a shotgun.” 
 
    She blinked. “What?” 
 
    “Or is dynamite better for fishing? That must be it! You want to go fishing without me!” 
 
    Her frown was less, but it was still there. “I don’t care about fishing. 
 
    “Unless it’s fishing for compliments.” He smiled at her winningly. 
 
    “No,” she looked away. 
 
    “Okay, you want to buy a second home so you can live in one while I live in the other.” 
 
    She snorted. “Get real.” 
 
    “Okay. Uh…you want to get implants so you can get really big!” 
 
    “As if,” she scoffed. 
 
    He went on guessing. A swimming pool, a pet gopher, square tires, a lover…” 
 
    She put her hand on his and looked lovingly into his eyes. It was obvious she wasn’t in the market for other lovers. 
 
    “Whew,” he said, and wiped his brow. 
 
    And he saw that the liquor was starting to work, but it still had a way to go, however. 
 
    He continued: “A skylight, to live in a nunnery, a giraffe, to preserve your body in the event of death so you can be cured at a future date.” 
 
    But she wasn’t breaking.  
 
    He topped off  their drinks. His a little, hers a lot. Good. Not only would he get her secret, but he’d get a sloppy fuck. 
 
    He loved sloppy fucks. 
 
    He guessed some more. 
 
    He quizzed her endlessly. 
 
    A third drink. 
 
    But…no go. 
 
    All she did was get more and more embarrassed, and at the end of the night he knew no more than he had at the beginning. 
 
    She wanted something, but wouldn’t tell him what it was. 
 
    They stood up and she staggered. He had to grab her and hold her upright. 
 
    She giggled happily. “You didn’t ferret my secret out, my little ferret.” 
 
    He laughed and held her on a straight path as they walked down the hallway. She leaned against him, put her face up to kiss him, and they stopped midway down the hall to smooch. 
 
    “I’m sorry I can’t tell you,” she whispered. She was slurring her words. 
 
    “Me, too,” he said, moving her into the bedroom. 
 
    “But it’s so embarrassing it’s humilerating.” 
 
    “Humilerating?”  
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She sat down on the bed and Jack began to partake of his favorite activity. He slipped her shoes off and massaged her nylon clad feet. 
 
    “Ooh. Somebody wants a little.” 
 
    “Somebody wants a lot,” Jack corrected her. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    He stared at her red toe nails for a brief second, then shook himself and reached under her dress and gripped the band of her nylons. 
 
    He pulled them down, letting them bunch around her ankles, then working them over her feet. 
 
    “Wheee!” she kicked, and almost kicked him. 
 
    “Easy, girl,” he grinned. 
 
    “Are you going to get a little tonight, Jack?” she winked ludicrously at him. 
 
    “I’m going to get a lot,” he chuckled. Then he unzipped her dress and pulled it down her superbly muscled and curvy legs. 
 
    She was grinning, enjoying. She said, “I know you like to fuck me when I’m drunk.” 
 
    “I know you know.” 
 
    “And I know you know I know you know.” 
 
    “Double that.” He pulled her panties off and the air sort of whistled out of him. 
 
    He was staring at her womanhood, her slit, her snatch, her pleasure palace, the place that all men want but rarely get. 
 
    “Earth to Jack,” she whispered. 
 
    He lurched, and chuckled. “Sorry, babe, but you know how you affect me.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He took off her blouse, crumpled it and tossed it. When she was like this she wouldn't chide his house keeping abilities. She was in too much of a hurry to worry about clothes strewn about. 
 
    Now she was in just a bra. Well, it was a half bra, and the nipples peeked over the top lip of the thing, but…it was still in the way. 
 
    He reached around her and tried to unfasten the hooks. 
 
    She took advantage of his proximity to kiss him. Deeply. Thoroughly. Completely. 
 
    She kissed him so well he forgot about the hooks on her bra. 
 
    She giggled into his mouth. 
 
    He laughed, got the bra off, and tossed it. 
 
    “What now, big dick?” she smiled into his eyes. 
 
    He pushed her back, picked her legs up and swiveled her around and laid her across the bed. 
 
    She lay on the bed and clamped her legs together. “You ain’t getting any, bub.” 
 
    “Says who?” he growled nuzzling her neck and fondling her breasts. 
 
    “Me and which army,” she pronounced. 
 
    But when he went to spread her legs they broke apart like they were spring loaded. 
 
    Jack moved over her, he supped at her breasts and dined at her pussy. He kissed her and kissed her again. He said, “Now what is it you can’t tell me?” 
 
    She paused. Was drunk. Said: “You tricked me. You got me so drunk I won’t be humilerated.” 
 
    “Guilty. Now…whisper it in my ear. I promise I won’t hear it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Scout’s honor.” 
 
    So she reached up and grabbed his head and brought it down to hers. She whispered what she wanted. 
 
    His head popped up in surprise. “What?” 
 
    “I knew it!” She burrowed her head into his chest and hid her beautiful eyes. “I knew you’d react like that!” 
 
    Jack grinned. “Well, then it’s no surprise, and we can do this.” 
 
    He took her mind off her shame and drove into her. 
 
    She grunted, and forgot about her mortification. 
 
    And Jack thrust in and out and bit her breasts and tweaked her nipples and even threatened to put his finger up her ass. 
 
    By the time he was done they’d both had wonderful orgasms, and she was no longer embarrassed. 
 
    Jack, however, had a lot to think about. 
 
    A Sybian, eh? 
 
      
 
    They were sitting down to breakfast when Jack said,“Well, the first problem, before we do this, is where do we put it?” 
 
    “Then we’re really going to do this?” Lacy gasped. 
 
    He smiled. “Of course we are. Do you know how hot that is? I’ve seen them on the internet, it’s an instant and long lasting boner.” 
 
    She put a shocked look on her face. “You watch porn?” 
 
    “Uh, strictly for educational purposes. It doesn’t make me horny.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” She snickered and got the eggs and bacon out of the refrigerator. 
 
    “So where do we put it?” 
 
    Lacy laid bacon in the pan, then cracked eggs and mixed them. They both liked scrambled.  
 
    Jack squeezed a half a dozen oranges for their juice. 
 
    “We can’t have it on display. Visitors would be shocked.” 
 
    “Or they’d want to try it out,” quipped Jack. 
 
    “I would never be able to invite Aunt Marsha over again.” 
 
    “Because she would be shocked? Or because she would want to use it?” 
 
    She snapped him with a towel. “Be respectful.” 
 
    “Ow! And I think sex is very respectful.” 
 
    “With Aunt Marsha?” 
 
    He picked up a towel to defend himself, “She does have a nice rack.” 
 
    “Jack!” But she didn’t try to snap him with a towel because now he was armed and ready to do battle. 
 
    “How about the garage.” 
 
    “”Hmm. I don’t know. I hate to think of sex on cement. And the walls aren’t finished.” 
 
    “And never will be,” he responded. “I can just see you sitting there screaming with pleasure and the garage door opens up.” 
 
    “Oh, what would the neighbors think?” 
 
    “They’d probably line up for their turns.” 
 
    “So the garage is out.” 
 
    The bacon was sizzling and had to be turned over. She did it with tongs, letting the bacon rise up in curvy bubbles. A lot of people like hard, flat bacon, but that doesn’t have the taste. 
 
    “What about the spare bedroom?” 
 
    “Then we couldn’t have people over for the weekend.” 
 
    “Aunt Marsha again.” 
 
    “Now I’m worried you’re going to be lusting after her ‘rack.’” 
 
    “Never worried you before.” 
 
    “I never knew what a pervert you were.” 
 
    “You always knew what a pervert I was. How about the tool shed? We could make a room out of it, we don’t store that many tools there.” 
 
    “Love among the rakes and shovels.” 
 
    “Moaning and groaning with the field mice.” 
 
    “More like field rats.” 
 
    But it was a thought. 
 
    She threw eggs in the skillet and he picked out the bacon. Shortly they were sitting down and making chewing and gulping sounds. 
 
    When they were near finished Jack said, “There’s one place we haven’t talked about.” 
 
    She shook her head. “No.” 
 
    “It’s not ideal, but I could make it ideal.” 
 
    “How? You’re talking about cement, lack of wiring, there’s no plumbing…” 
 
    “You forget, before I became a technical writer I was a carpenter. I can do all that stuff.” 
 
    “For how much?” 
 
    “Not that much. We could cut a few corners, try a few things…” 
 
    “The cement floor?” 
 
    “An excess of rugs.” 
 
    “A wet bar?” 
 
    “I could drop a pipe from the second bathroom. There is drainage down there, and I could even put in a shower.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “And the wiring is child’s work.” 
 
    Now Lacy was interested. “Do you want to do a cost assessment?” 
 
    “I do. But…I’m going to want to use black paint and maybe some cheap tapestry to make the walls more dungeon friendly.” 
 
    She laughed. “Dungeon friendly. I like it.” 
 
    “So, you want to go shopping?” 
 
    “For…my…” 
 
    “Yep. Do a cost assessment while I go look at the basement.” 
 
    They did the dishes, and headed in their separate directions. 
 
      
 
    The basement wasn’t huge, but it was comfy, in a manner of speaking. It had a door in the back of the pantry. Jack had loved the idea of having a secret entrance, so he had made swinging shelves and nobody outside of themselves even knew there was a basement for the house. 
 
    Jack swung the shelves and descended into the darkness. The light switch, in a brilliance of planning, was at the bottom of the stairs, so it was possible to trip and fall and kill yourself before you reached the light switch. 
 
    The sole source of light was a yellow bulb that had been doubtless been crafted by Edison himself. It gave a weak glow, but it never failed. 
 
    There wasn’t much in the basement, a few short boards, a tool kit, empty boxes. 
 
    And how the heck was he going to get building material down here? 
 
    There was a window at the side, he’d have to destroy a bush, but he could put long boards through there. Outside of that, he would be limited. He would have to actually construct a shower out of boards, much more difficult than buying a big, single piece set up. 
 
    Well, maybe they didn’t need a shower. 
 
    He slowly walked around the basement, using his tape measure and making notes, and it all looked feasible. He could put Lacy’s bit of ‘furniture’ in a corner, a few other toys here and there. It would be interesting to put in a big screen and have a dungeon porno theater. 
 
    Finally, he was done. He walked back upstairs to the dining room to do calculations. 
 
      
 
    Lacy sat down and powered up the computer. She was excited. She had a glow in her chest and she was horny. The idea of getting this thing, she had never thought…but now it was time! 
 
    She was going to have so much fun! 
 
    She typed in search terms and the word buy, and the obligatory ads came up. She scrolled down past them and…’Motorbunny?’ 
 
    Hunh! She had never heard of it. 
 
    When she clicked on the site it offered comparisons, and she knew she had come to the right place. It was $300 cheaper. It had better electronics, warrantees and guarantees. Even the name was cooler. 
 
    Motorbunny. Heh. She’d motor her bunny! 
 
    This bit of research took all of five minutes, so she decided to surf a little porn, get an idea of what the thing was like in action. 
 
    Lacy was no novice when it came to porn. She and Jack loved to watch porn and get ideas, and there were plenty of ideas out there. 
 
    She called up tubefinder and typed in Sybian.  
 
    She opened up another window and typed in Motorbunny. 
 
    Synian had more videos,1731 to 507, but the people on the Motorbunnies looked…ecstatic.  
 
    For an hour she went back and forth, clicking on videos, watching two at a time, losing herself in the way the beautiful women became frowzy and sweaty and pulled on their breasts and shrieked and came so hard their eyeballs threatened to fall out and roll across the floor. 
 
    Finally, her pussy burning up, her moistness threatening to turn to steam, she turned off the computer. Her legs were actually shaky as she went into the dining room. 
 
    Jack looked up. “We can do it.” 
 
    “Oh, thank God!” Lacy collapsed on a chair and felt like she was going to cum. 
 
      
 
    For the next month Jack put in a lot of overtime on the basement. 
 
    He would get up early and work on the plumbing. 
 
    He would stay up late and run the wires. 
 
    He bought hardware and lumber and a dozen cheap rugs. 
 
    He painted the room black and the rugs that weren’t on the floor he hung in even spaces along the walls. 
 
    When he was done it looked ‘dungeony,’ but also homey. The black patches of painted concrete made it severe looking, but the rugs gave it that homey touch. 
 
    It had track lighting that could be dimmed to menacing, or brightened to partying. 
 
    It even had a light switch at the top of the stairs that illuminated the stairs. 
 
    And, of course, a padlock in the pantry so that not even by accident could somebody find their little hideaway. 
 
      
 
    The Motorbunny arrived on a Saturday. It was in a plain box, neatly packaged, and looked good. 
 
    Jack pulled the seams apart on the box and they stared at it. 
 
    It was like a small barrel cut in half down the length of it. On top of the rounded top a stick protruded.  
 
    Lacy experimented with placing the pad and the dildos on the thing. 
 
    There was a ‘nubble pad,’ a small bump, and a nice, big, pussy sized pecker. 
 
    She knelt next to the machine and felt the dildo and her eyes were a million miles away.  
 
    “Ahem.” Jack cleared his throat. 
 
    She didn’t respond. 
 
    “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Oh, what?” she looked around, jerked out of her daydreams. 
 
    He was laughing. “Somebody’s anxious to take a ride.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, you have no idea.” 
 
    He moved the machine to a wooden dais he had prepared for it. He plugged it in and said, “Do you want to control the joy? Or me?” 
 
    He held the remote and his eyes glinted. 
 
    “I should,” she spoke as if she was out of breath. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She stared at him. Her chest was heaving with lust. 
 
    “Now take your clothes off and get busy.” 
 
    She accepted his directions and stripped her clothes off in a half a second. She didn’t bother cleaning up, which was unusual as she was a neat freak, but just tossed her dress and lingerie to the side. 
 
    “We’re going to try the flat one,” he said. “Best to break you in slowly.” 
 
    She didn’t want to move slowly, she wanted to fuck like a rabbit, but he was in control. 
 
    She sure wasn’t. 
 
    He switched to the nubble pad. It had a slight ridge in the center that would fit her pussy perfectly. 
 
    She stood over the half barrel thing and squatted, then went to her knees. 
 
    She lowered herself gently, reached under to open her labia, settling down on the nubs with a deep sigh of satisfaction and anticipation. 
 
    Jack pulled up a chair and faced her. 
 
    Interestingly, her face was red. 
 
    “Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “Well, I guess I am. Sort of.” 
 
    “Good.” He clicked one on the remote. 
 
    Instant surprise in her eyes. Followed by delight. 
 
    The Motorbunny was loud. It had a big motor and shortly Lacy’s moans were louder than the motor. 
 
    Jack worked up through the numbers. Two, three, four. 
 
    The motor got louder, but Lacy’s cries were louder, also. 
 
    At five she began pulling on her nipples. She was now oblivious of Jack. Her whole world was in her pussy, and in the vibrations that were shaking her to the soul. 
 
    Jack had a big grin on his face. 
 
    He put the remote down and stood up. He took off his pants, folded them neatly. Took off his underwear, and sat down. 
 
    Lacy was glaring at him, as best she could, because she wanted more. 
 
    She was trapped by the thing, not so hard she couldn’t stand it, but hard enough that she wanted more. 
 
    Jack had a huge boner. He started stroking it with one hand, and clicked on number 6 with the other. 
 
    Seven…eight. 
 
    She was back to clawing her tits. 
 
    At nine she began pounding on her pussy with the flat of her hand. 
 
    Ten. 
 
    She was losing control. She was leaning forward, but couldn’t get up, and couldn’t even fall off. Her eyes were vacant and here mouth was in a big O. Her whole body was shivering with ecstasy. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Here it comes…” 
 
    It was doubtful that his voice even registered on her, and he hit eleven. 
 
    Lacy began blubbering, then her voice rose in a shaking scream, and she collapsed. 
 
      
 
    It took a minute for Jack to get her off the Motorbunny. She was like a puddle of nonsense. 
 
    She was making gibbering sounds, and she quivered periodically. 
 
    She had been, literally, fucked stupid. 
 
    And it was the best squirt of her life. 
 
    Jack massaged her arms and legs, put a blanket around her, and walked her up to bed. 
 
    She lay there, still giving a tremble every minute or so. 
 
    She sipped at a bourbon and Coke, and she whispered to him: “It was…incredible. I couldn’t do anything. It was like I was dipped in pleasure and blown up. Did I say anything?” 
 
    “Nothing intelligible,” he smiled. 
 
    “It was like somebody just grabbed me by the pussy and shook me until I orgasmed. I was helpless.” 
 
    She looked up at him, and her eyes were different, innocent, trusting. “Jack, if you hadn’t been there I could have died.” 
 
    He tilted his head in question. 
 
    “I couldn’t have stopped it. I couldn’t get off. All I could do was sit and be impaled and know that I was helpless. In a way, it was submission in the truest sense of the word.” 
 
    Then she said something that startled Jack. 
 
    “I wish you could experience it.” 
 
    He blinked, recovered rom such a bizarre notion, and covered her up. A short while later he left her, sleeping, and headed to the kitchen. 
 
    Damn, he thought, while he made a drink. That thing really shook her up! 
 
    Who would have a thought? Such a violent climax, such an other worldly experience. 
 
    It sounded like a state of the art orgasm. 
 
    He sipped his bourbon and Coke and headed for the computer room. 
 
    Watching his wife have the orgasm of her life, not doing anything but stroke his own cock, he was horny. 
 
    His cock was rock hard and he wanted sex. 
 
    There was no way Lacy was going to give him sex now, though. She was done for. Damn after that one she might not want sex for a month! 
 
    Jack liked tease and deny, and the thought was fun, and he turned on the computer and called up porn with a raging hard on. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Lacy woke up, and she was a changed person. 
 
    She had fallen in love with Jack, they had married, and they had a good sex life. 
 
    Now, however, she was a woman in love. 
 
    Not just love…but…LOVE! 
 
    That feeling of being shaken to her sexual core. The way she had been mercilessly rag dolled into the cum of her life. 
 
    She wanted more. 
 
    In fact, she was edgy with the desire to run down and do it again. 
 
    But she did know that she needed a day to relax, to let her tissues recover. 
 
    After all, they had to be bruised after that machine fuck. 
 
    She got out of bed and pulled on a peignoir. 
 
    Jack wasn’t there, so he must have gotten up early. 
 
    And she realized, a stray thought as if from far away, he hadn’t cum. 
 
    Oh, that poor boy! He had given her the fuck of a lifetime, and he hadn’t gotten any himself! 
 
    Sadly, she didn’t feel like sex with a flesh dick. She told herself that she would later, but right now…all she wanted was to run and hop on that devil machine and get fucked out of her mind. 
 
    She walked down the hall. Her breasts were jouncing and her nipples were on fire. The mere touch of the thin peignoir material was exciting her. 
 
    That damned machine had changed her! she realized. 
 
    She heard the computer and looked in. 
 
    There was Jack, sitting in the swivel, his cock laying in his lap, and…it was covered in cum. Cum on his belly, in his groin bush, on the floor under the swivel. 
 
    She giggled, and didn’t feel so bad about depriving him. 
 
    Good, old Jack. He had found a way. 
 
    And that left her thinking about the machine again. 
 
    Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! 
 
    She walked, not thinking now, just feeling, to the kitchen. 
 
    She moved languidly about, making breakfast, forgetting things, finding herself standing in one spot for a while, not thinking about anything. 
 
    Damn! That Motorbunny was the real deal! 
 
    She had the eggs partially scrambled and looking streaked with white, and there was too much pulp in the orange juice, and it was hard to think about breakfast, when Jack appeared. 
 
    “How’s my wonderful Motorbunny baby?” 
 
    She turned to him, put her arms around his neck and just hugged him, burrowed in against his warm flesh. 
 
    “Oh, honey.” She just stood there, holding on to humanity and not knowing why. Just…out there. 
 
    Jack grinned and finally detached her. 
 
    “You’re burning the eggs.” 
 
    “Oh!” she turned and rescued the cackleberries. At that, she didn’t move fast. She just moved like somebody with something else on her mind. 
 
    They sat and ate. She watched her plate wonderingly. He watched her. 
 
    She was different. She was a little spacey. A lot more happy, satisfied, fulfilled. 
 
    “So how you doing?” 
 
    “I’m good,” she mused, her eyes filled with wonder. “Can I put that on a timer?” 
 
    “You could.” 
 
    “I don’t know how I’d get off of it if I used it while you weren’t around.” 
 
    “Yes, well, you should probably only use it with me. I can watch over you.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “I jacked off,” he said. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You usually don’t like it when I masturbate without you, or without your permission.” 
 
    “I was pretty short-sighted.” 
 
    That remark surprised Jack. Lacy was definitely changed. 
 
    As the day moved along Lacy recovered. Sort of. 
 
    She stopped being in outer space, but there was still a change to her. 
 
    She seemed more confident, more vivacious, and it was exciting to Jack. 
 
    He liked the new Lacy. Sure, he hadn’t been the one to do it to her—though, in a sense, he had—but…he was okay with that. 
 
    After all, what man doesn’t like it when his wife is happy? 
 
    Like the old saw: A happy wife is a happy life. 
 
    But underneath it all he had a vague sense of unease. 
 
    He didn’t know why, just…he did. 
 
    And his life—their life—changed. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, let’s go out this weekend.” 
 
    So they did, but when they got home she didn't lay down for him, she pulled him down to the basement where she had him blast her off. 
 
      
 
    He went out for a couple of hours, and when he returned he found her in the basement, sitting on the Motorhoney, the setting low, and moaning. 
 
    She demanded that he take her to the moon. 
 
      
 
    After a few drinks, when he usually took her to bed, she again pulled him down to the basement. 
 
    The dungeon filled with her cries of delight and her body shook uncontrollably. 
 
    His eyes filled with desire and despair. 
 
    His marriage was suffering. 
 
      
 
    He awoke in the middle of the night to the far away sound of shrieks of pleasure. 
 
    He padded through the house and found the hidden door open and the lights on. 
 
    He descended the steps and found that Lacy had turned the Motorbunny to eleven, and had set it to a five minute timer. 
 
    She hardly noticed him as he crossed the dungeon, just her eyes flickering to him as she pounded on her pussy with a fist, ran her fingers through her hair and pulled.  
 
    Click. The motor stopped and she slumped. 
 
    She sat there, bent over, unable to move. 
 
    Jack waited. 
 
    Five minutes later she mumbled, “Help me get off.” 
 
    He helped her, and said, “It looks like you already got off.” 
 
    She looked up at him, sensed his disapproval, but didn’t care. 
 
    She had a new lover now. 
 
    He walked her up to the bedroom and tucked her in. 
 
    “Honey, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she sighed, forgetting about him. 
 
    “You’re spending too much time with that Motorbunny.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “You’re neglecting our marriage.” 
 
    “Unh…” she sighed. “Tell me tomorrow. I’m tired now. I’m…tired…” 
 
    Then she snored. 
 
    She had fucked herself stupid, had fucked herself into unconsciousness, and she didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    Jack thought about getting rid of the machine. But he knew she would scream at him. It was in her eyes, the level of attachment, she was like an addict. 
 
    He tried sitting her down and talking to her, but she was besotted. She was not going to give up her new lover. 
 
    She listened to him, and sometimes she even talked about how he was right, and how she had to manage her time with the Motorbunny better. 
 
    But, in the end, she ran to her lover and left him alone. 
 
    The days passed, the weeks flitted by, the months…and Jack was getting desperate. 
 
    You can only jack off so much. He needed the feel of his wife’s flesh. 
 
    A couple of times she told him to just fuck her after she had been on the Motorbunny, but it was like fucking a person who didn’t care. A person who just laid there waiting for him to rub his flesh against hers and go away. 
 
    And things were about to get worse.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “I found a club!” 
 
    Jack was tired, hadn’t had sex, was frustrate, and he let the barest glimmer of his state of mind out. “To beat me with?” 
 
    “No, silly! I found a group of women who, they…uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just realized it’s hard to explain. But they call themselves a ‘Sybian Club.’” 
 
    “A Sybian Club?” He was blinking. 
 
    “Yes. Like my Motorbunny. But not as good, of course.” She grinned. “I can’t wait to meet some of these ladies and show them the Motorbunny. 
 
    “Wait a minute. you joined this…this club?” 
 
    “Not yet, but I will. I just talked to a couple of the ladies. They are Sybian enthusiasts, and when they heard about the Motorbunny they…” 
 
    Lacy went on and on, bubbling with joy at the prospect of getting together with her new friends. 
 
    Jack wasn’t exactly bubbling. He was troubled. 
 
    A Sybian club. He could see it in his mind, hundreds of women sitting on their machines, getting their pussies serviced, and the man…the men at home, morose, wondering what had happened to their happy lives. 
 
    “So when are you going to, uh, meet with these lovely ladies?” Just the barest trace of bitterness in his voice. 
 
    He hadn’t had sex for months. He was done with masturbating, and he wondered if he was going to end up celibate and discarded. 
 
    The weird thing was that, for all his ill feelings, he loved his wife more. He followed her around, lusted after her, even rubbed up against her thigh with his hot groin. 
 
    She would just laugh, though, and hurry on down to her mechanical lover. 
 
    “I think they’re going to have a meeting tomorrow night.  
 
    And it was on the morrow, and when Jack and Lacy had had dinner she got ready. 
 
    She dressed up in her finest, took her time with her make up, and was positively glowing when she headed out. 
 
    “Don’t wait up for me, dear. This may take some time.” 
 
    She giggled and went out the door. 
 
    Jack was miserable. 
 
    And, it got worse. 
 
    She came home at four in the morning. She was bedraggled, turned inside out, could barely function.  
 
    He met her at the door. “Honey? I was worried.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” she passed him without looking. She collapsed over the bed. Didn’t even try to take off her clothes. 
 
    Jack gently removed her shoes, then undressed her. 
 
    She snored the whole time. She was out of it, and he moved her around like a department store dummy. 
 
    Then she was naked, laying on the bed and he stared down at her. 
 
    She was so beautiful. She was an angel, but the devil had got her. 
 
    He looked at her crotch. Her pussy was swollen. It was wet. It was…enticing. 
 
    He wanted her. He was desperate for her. He took off his clothes. 
 
    Jack would often think of what happened next. He spread her legs and kissed her swollen lips. He licked and slurped. 
 
    She smiled and gave a little hump or two. She was enjoying it. Even asleep, she was enjoying it. 
 
    He tried to justify it. 
 
    She had told him to fuck her after she had had a session on her Motorbunny. Fuck her whenever he wanted. Heck, she had had her screw, why shouldn’t he have his? 
 
    He knew it was because she loved him, and if she should get all the sex she wanted, so should he. 
 
    She didn’t mind if she was out of it while he screwed her. 
 
    But, in a way, this was different. 
 
    She was sleeping. He hadn’t asked her. Was he taking advantage of her? 
 
    Yet, she had expressed to him that it was all right. 
 
    He felt her breasts, kissed them, sucked on her nipples. 
 
    He positioned himself and slid into her. 
 
    Oh, God! The wonder of it all! 
 
    He was in heaven! And he felt so guilty. 
 
    He only lasted a minute, if that. Just a dozen humps, and he pumped. His semen, a super big load, shot into her, and she just smiled and mumbled something. 
 
    Sweet dreams, honey. And he felt so badly when he pulled out of her. 
 
      
 
    “I fucked you last night,” he said over breakfast. 
 
    She gazed at him with a sappy expression on her face. “Oh. I wondered where all that cum came from.” Then she giggled. “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” And it had been, but it had been diluted by his guilt. 
 
    “Well, feel free. I certainly don’t mind.” 
 
    And that was it. 
 
    She hadn’t given her permission last night, but…she didn’t care. It was fine with her. 
 
    “Oh, by the way, I joined. And we’ve got another meeting next week.” 
 
    Nothing more was said as they ate. 
 
     
 
    The days passed. 
 
    She used her Motorbunny once midweek, but it was obvious she was saving herself for the Sybian Club meeting. 
 
    She was affectionate during the week. Until the day she used the Motorbunny, a day of recovery and she was back to being affectionate. 
 
    She hugged him, kissed him, sought him out just to sit on his lap and press her mouth against his. 
 
    And she loved to feel his dingus. She held it, and marveled at it, and even sucked it. 
 
    But it was just love for her new lover being manifested. 
 
    She didn’t want to make love. She just wanted to get physical, to indulge in his flesh, to get herself warmed up for the lover that was not of the flesh. 
 
    It was torture for Jack. It was terrible, but, at the end, he knew she was going to head out and leave him dry.  
 
    And his only recourse—damn him but he was looking forward to it—was when she was passed out. 
 
     
 
    She went out the door looking like a million dollars, and came back looking like ten cents. 
 
    But he loved that ten cents more than life itself, and he took her to their room and gently laid her down. 
 
    He stripped her, and began to love her. 
 
    He felt her body, ran his hands over her, kissed her unresponsive lips and was rewarded with a smile from the depths of snoredom. 
 
    He reveled in the plump flesh of her breasts. He loved them, kissed them, palpated them, sucked on the nipples, and cried. 
 
    And fucked her. Fucked her with a savagery that dissolved into weepy fits. 
 
    And came. 
 
    A lot. 
 
    And he could feel his soul, as if dissolving in acid. 
 
      
 
    She was happy the next day. She loved him, and thanked him for his sperm deposit, and he dreamed of the next meeting. 
 
      
 
    And the next meeting. 
 
      
 
    And the next meeting. 
 
      
 
    Then: 
 
      
 
    She went out the door. She was wearing sexy lingerie, though the Sybian or Motorbunny, or whatever she was using didn’t care. 
 
    She was dressed to the nines, though there were none to appreciate her but ladies of a mindset similar to hers. 
 
    Ladies who loved their mechanical lovers with a gusto and verve that was unrivaled. 
 
    Her make up was immaculate. Her eyes shadowed and her lips glistening red. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and reveled in the feel of material rubbing against her nipples when she walked. 
 
    “Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    He wouldn’t. 
 
    He wouldn’t because he was going with her. 
 
    She drove down the street, not exceeding the speed limit, though she was in a hurry. 
 
    He followed on his motorcycle. He stay a few cars back. Played hide and seek on the roads, not giving her more than a glimpse of him. 
 
    She got on the freeway and headed out of town. 
 
    He followed, letting her pull ahead. When she took an exit he sped up and saw which way she was going. 
 
    She was in the country. The hills rolled and the trees waved and he turned off his lights and followed in the moonlight. 
 
    Miles into the country. Past sprawling homesteads and even a couple of small ranches. 
 
    She turned into a long driveway and headed for a sparkle of lights just beyond a line of trees. 
 
    Jack continued on, found a turn off, and parked his bike behind a cluster of trees. 
 
    He walked back to the driveway and stared. 
 
    Lacy’s car lights were off. She was there. Wherever ‘there’ was. 
 
    He went to the side of the property and found a path and walked along it. 
 
    Occasionally cars would travel up the drive, but he stayed out of sight, simply dropping to the earth and thinking like a rock. 
 
    Then he passed through the thin line of trees. 
 
      
 
    The house was a big two story ranch house. It had a wood front interspersed with brick. It was well landscaped, using flagstones for stepping stones, and, in the back, to create a mosaic patio. 
 
    He peered in the windows from a distance, but couldn’t see much. 
 
    He circled the house, came to the patio, and a pool, and could see a lot. 
 
    Women. Lots of women. Naked. Big breasts, beautiful, made up the way his wife had made herself up. 
 
    Designed to tease and tantalize, and that of a lover who had only gears and cogs. 
 
    And the Sybians. And other machines. 
 
    He had to get closer. 
 
    He could see a lot, but he had to get closer to take pictures. 
 
    He examined the layout of the backyard and made a plan. 
 
    The pool curved around and had two slopes next to it, one on each side, staggered. 
 
    He could crawl to the top of the slope, but he might be seen. 
 
    But if he got into the pool and followed the curve, kept below the slope, a short underwater swim and he would be behind a hill of sandstone bricks. 
 
    There was a slide coming off that hill, and if he came up under the slide he would be hidden by shadow. He could do it. 
 
    He stared at the party going on in the house for a long minute, making up his mind, talking himself into it. 
 
    He could see the women, sitting on the machines, screaming out their pleasure. 
 
    And some women…they were different. But…how? There was something different, but…but different or not, women watched over women. They controlled the remotes and expertly brought each other off. They kissed, they made out, not seeming to care who they made out with while they were waiting. 
 
    He sighed. He was going to do it. 
 
    But he wasn’t going to ride home dripping wet. 
 
    He slid back into the shadows and carefully removed his clothes. When he was down to his underpants, and a big, old boner, he crawled to the pool and slid over the edge. 
 
    The water was heated and he moved slowly around the lip of the pool, his cell phone clutched in his hand. 
 
    Iphones were supposed to be waterproof to three meters. Which was about…convert to feet…about ten feet. Just below ten feet. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He came to the curve of the pool where he would be within view of any who looked out. He would be illuminated by the bright lights in the house. 
 
    He took several breaths, then ducked down and swam. 
 
    It was gloomy, under the water, and he felt the water sluice over his body as he kicked his way towards the slide. If he surfaced they would be able to see him. Not that they would be looking, but he didn’t want to take a chance. 
 
    He came up under the board and in the shadows. 
 
    Now he could see everything, and everything as almost too much. 
 
    Women sitting on the barrel like shapes, dildos rammed up their slits, crying out and screaming for joy. 
 
    The roar of the machinery, they were super loud with so many of them, and people kissing each other. Wrapped in each others arms. Hands holding penises and jacking, fingers penetrating pussies and— 
 
    Penises? 
 
    His mind went into overload as he realize why some of the women were different. 
 
    They were men! 
 
    Most of the women were women. But about one out of ten were men! With big, stiff dicks! And they kissed the women and sat on the Sybians and…and they shook and they screamed and their semen shot through the air! 
 
    Men! 
 
    Jack was truly shaken now. He thought he had seen everything, done everything, but…not this! 
 
    Trembling with the excitement of his discovery, a bit distracted by the way his cock was throbbing, he lifted his cell phone and began videoing. 
 
    He swept across the scene. He did close ups. He found his wife, sitting on a Sybian and crying out. A man was standing next to her, feeling her tits and kissing her, and she held his penis, held on as if for dear life. 
 
    Then she came. 
 
    God! It was exciting! Jack almost came himself from the sight of his wife orgasming herself into stupidity. 
 
    Then she slumped, the machine was turned off and the man helped her off. Then he took her place. He sat down on the Sybian, the cock went up his rectum, and the machine began to roar. 
 
    Jack was done. 
 
    He had all the proof he needed. Though he didn’t quite know what he needed proof for. He just wanted it. 
 
    He took a couple of deep breaths, rose up to sink, and—THE LIGHTS WENT ON! 
 
      
 
    Jack panicked. He swam for it, not under, but over, the Australian crawl, pulling water, kicking, not caring that anybody could see him. 
 
    He had to get away. 
 
    Voices yelling. 
 
    Machines being turned off. The chaotic roar of the party being replaced by silence filled with alarmed shouts. 
 
    “He’s over there!” 
 
    “Get him!” 
 
    “Don’t let him get away!” 
 
    Jack made it to side of the pool around the curve. He held onto the phone even as he pulled himself up. He started to run, but a body flew out of the darkness and tackled him, knocked him back into the pool. 
 
    He struggled, he thrashed, he screamed, but more bodies jumped into the pool, and a dozen hands were waiting to haul him out of the water. 
 
    Jack came out of the water, tried to struggle, but there were too many of them. 
 
    He looked around wildly. It was the men who held him. The men dressed like women. Sexy, big-titted, dripped with sexual perspiration, now holding on to him. 
 
    “Let me go!” he yelled. 
 
    They transported him around the pool and across the patio. They clustered together and held him, and they were so close their dicks touched him, rubbed against his butt and his thighs. 
 
    And most of them had breasts, and the breasts swung and brushed against him! 
 
    Into the light of the big room beyond, past the initial rows of Sybians and Motorbunnies and other mechanical devices. 
 
    Somebody had gone after Jack and left their partner on a sort of a sliding dildo platform. The woman lay there, groaning as a dildo was pushed in and out, propelled by a motor.  
 
    She looked at Jack as he passed, and her eyes were dull with sex. She didn’t care if they had a home intruder, she just wanted to get off. 
 
    Into a dining room. One with a big, long table. And he was placed on a chair and shoved against the table so he couldn’t escape. 
 
    The voices dwindled then, and silence rose. 
 
    “What do we have here?” 
 
    Jack turned and looked at the head of the table. 
 
    She was a red head. She was maybe forty, maybe older, but she sure was good looking. She was wearing nothing but one of the largest pair of bosoms Jack had ever seen. Her eyes were bright blue, and she was smiling. 
 
    “Who are you, young man?” 
 
    “That’s my husband.” Lacy’s voice was a whisper, but everybody heard it. 
 
    “Come. Have a seat, dear. And let’s get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    Lacy, looking scared, took a seat opposite Jack. 
 
    “What’s your name, Lacy’s husband.” 
 
    “Jack.” He was frightened, but he was angry, too. His voice cut the air, but the red headed woman didn’t seem overly impressed. 
 
    “Well, Jack, what are you doing here? From the look of your wife, she didn’t know you would be here.” 
 
    “I didn’t,” whispered Lacy, looking like she wanted to crawl off. 
 
    Jack looked up at the woman. He gazed at all the naked women and men. Men who looked like women. 
 
    “I wanted to find out where my wife was going every week.” 
 
    “Oh? Did it bother you that she was ‘abandoning’ you for an evening?” 
 
    “Hunh!” Jack grunted, not willing to give anything away. 
 
    “And how’s your sex life, Jack?” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Not getting enough? Are you being neglected?” It was like she was laughing, but also commiserating. 
 
    She turned to Lacy. “We told you, dear. We warned you that you must keep up appearances. And, after all, sex isn’t bad, is it?” 
 
    “He gets to cum in me.” 
 
    “While you’re asleep,” Jack blurted bitterly. 
 
    There were a few chuckles around the room, but nobody seemed surprised by that admission. 
 
    The red-headed woman smiled, showing just a line or two. Jack’s boner bobbed as he studied her firm breasts and her generous mouth. 
 
    “Well, Jack, lucky for you we don’t practice capital punishment. Though, I have to say, there are some in our society who would prefer that over what we’re going to do to you.” 
 
    “You can’t do anything! I’ll call the police!” 
 
    “We can do what we want. And if you call the police several things will happen. First, the police, who have been paid off nicely, will let us know. We will then curtail our activities, perhaps move them.” She shrugged. “And we will file charges accusing you of trespassing. And, if you persist in your insane ramblings about a bunch of sex maniacs who hold orgies in the woods, we’ll release the photos we are about to take of you.” 
 
    “What photos,” Jack asked suspiciously. 
 
    The redhead smiled. She made a motion with her hand. 
 
    The room erupted in shouts and cheers. Hands grabbed Jack and pulled him out of the chair. 
 
    He was moved across the room and plonked down in another chair. This one was like a doctor’s chair, except that it had leather straps on it. 
 
    Jack’s arms and legs were fastened to the chair. Suddenly the chair started to tilt back. It kept going back and straightened out like a bed. 
 
    Jack was trying to struggle, but between the hands and the straps he was helpless. 
 
    They sprayed a foam on his body, and the foam turned into a gel. They smushed it onto his body, a dozen hands. Touching everything, including his sex and his butt and his back.A few minutes passed and they wiped his hair off. It was some kind of Nair thing. 
 
    “Let me go!” Jack kept screeching, until, when his mouth was open, somebody shoved a penis gag into it. 
 
    He gagged and struggled, but to no avail. 
 
    They put a strap over his neck and now his head couldn’t move. 
 
    They put a weird  headset kind of thing over his head, and now he couldn’t even turn his head. 
 
    Suddenly Lacy was over him. 
 
    “Jack. It’s okay. Just go with it.” 
 
    “Whatrydo?” it came out garbled, but she understood him. ‘What are they trying to do?’ 
 
    “They’re going to feminize you, Jack. Don’t struggle, just enjoy. It’s going to happen, so…just enjoy.” 
 
    Lacy stepped away and the women moved up to the table and began working on him. 
 
    His hands were stretched out, and his feet, and he could smell nail polish. And glue. And he knew they were painting his toenails and affixing fake nails to his fingers. 
 
    While this was happening two woman were working on his face. They cleansed, primed, foundationed, and all the other things that women do to make themselves beautiful. 
 
    They weaved extensions into his hair, and he could feel the weight of strands and the quick touch of delicate hands. 
 
    He stopped struggling. There was nothing he could do, and he could always wash the stuff off, get rid of the extensions and the nails and nail polish. 
 
    One of the women kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    He was surprised, but she giggled and just said, “I wanted to kiss you before you became a sissy.” 
 
    A sissy? He almost started to struggle again, but…he was caught. 
 
      
 
    Women can take an hour to put on make up, or they can do it in five minutes. It took them about ten to get Jack’s make up on. And they did a good job. 
 
    His face was feminine, his hands and feet sparkled with shiny polish. His lips were a matching red. 
 
    He looked like a woman. 
 
    But they were going to go further. 
 
    A woman came up next to the table. She was rolling a medical tray in front of her. She picked up a syringe and squirted a little squirt into the air. She smiled at Jack. “I’m going to give you vacation boobs, Jack. They’ll wear off after a month, but for a month you’re going to be packing a pair of the classiest tits known to man.” 
 
    Jack started to struggle, but she merely said, “If you move these needles can leave some nasty cuts.” 
 
    Jack stopped moving. His eyes were wide as she lowered the syringe and pushed it into the skin around his pectorals. 
 
    It took her an hour, but when she was done Jack had the biggest tits in the room. 
 
    People were standing back and marveling. A couple of the men said they wanted bigger boobs. 
 
    The doctor just smiled and said, “Next time.” 
 
    Jack was changed. He knew he was changed, and he suspected that his happy frame of mind came from one of the shots the doctor had given him. 
 
    But now he wasn’t alarmed. Now he was loosy goosy happy. 
 
    They let him up and put a bra and panties on him. 
 
    They passed him around like a party favor, and he didn’t care. 
 
    He was happy. Being a woman was fun! 
 
    And he had so many friends! Everybody wanted to talk to him! To kiss him! Even the men! 
 
    And everybody wanted to suck his penis, and he was happy to let them. 
 
    Heck, everybody should suck dick, right? 
 
    “How are you doing, Jack?” Lacy hugged him, and their breasts were pressed together. 
 
    “I love you,” Jack sobbed. 
 
    “I know. And I love you. But things are changing.” 
 
    “I’ll say they are.” 
 
    “Would you like to take the final step? Would you like to see why I love my Motorbunny?” 
 
    Jack was up with anything. He nodded. 
 
    They were waiting for him to agree, and they grabbed him, hoisted him up, and walked across the room. 
 
    Somebody was slathering some kind of slippery gunk into his asshole, and it felt really, really good. 
 
    They lowered him onto a Sybian, gently, and Jack opened his eyes wide. 
 
    “Oh!” he yelled, and everybody chuckled. 
 
    Then the dong penetrated further, rubbed his walls, expanded him. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    And the machine was turned on. 
 
    People held Jack in place, or he would have fallen off. 
 
    He wouldn’t have leaped off, because he was enjoying it. 
 
    The vibrations went through him, shook his bottom, rumbled through his balls, and his weenie was pointed outwards, jerking and twitching. 
 
    Deeper, deeper, and the vibrations increased. He heard people counting numbers. 
 
    “Four…five… 
 
    “Seven…eight… 
 
    “TEN!” 
 
    His dick couldn’t stand it any more. It exploded. Sperm flew across the room. It splattered people and they cheered and tried to scoop it with their fingers, put it in their mouths. 
 
    Jack stopped thinking. He was lost in a golden gravy sort of a land. 
 
    He was there! Wherever there was. 
 
    He dissolved into a mist that rained down happiness forever.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “There you go.” Lacy stepped back and smiled. 
 
    It was a week later, and she had just made Jack up. His extensions were holding, his boobs hadn’t started dissolving yet, and his mouth and fingernails were red, red, red. 
 
    Jack smiled at her. “Shall we go?” 
 
    “We shall.” 
 
    They headed out of the house, hand in hand.  
 
    They drove out into the country, towards the Sybian Club. 
 
    As they drove Lacy asked, “Do you miss it, Jack? Sex with me?” 
 
    “About as much as you miss sex with me,” he grinned. 
 
    They were both relaxed and looking forward to an evening with their new mechanical lovers. 
 
    They had spent the week kissing and fondling, loving each other, but never with penetration. Now they had something better than flesh. They had mechanical lovers who would eke every last bit of passion out of them, and leave them wanting more. 
 
    Now they would never risk disease, they would never be frustrated by inadequate lovers, they would always be sexually satisfied. 
 
    In the distance they saw the twinkle of lights. It looked like people were already arriving. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    You know, there is a term for men who wish to be female, but still want to make love to women. It is a ‘male lesbian.’ Or a ‘lesbian male.’ 
 
    The fact is that every man wants that. Even the most studly of males. 
 
    You work with them a little, show them the softer side of themselves, dress them up, make them wear a bit of lingerie under their clothes, and…zingo bingo, you gots a male lezbo. 
 
    And it makes them harder, even better lovers! 
 
    And it’s fun! Every man I’ve done this to is shortly convinced that life would be easier if men could borrow from women as far as style and make up goes. 
 
    They want to wear a dress and put on make up. It just makes them super duper horny! 
 
    So..here’s to the male lesbians the world over. 
 
    Your time is coming, girls. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Laura, there is nothing better than a horny man.” 
 
    Laura smiled, but wasn’t impressed. 
 
    She and Jenny, her best friend, were sitting at Charley Coyote’s and sipping Margarita’s.  
 
    “You don’t think so?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s good at first. They pay attention, they open doors for you, but after a while men are like dogs humping your legs. They’re always underfoot, drooling and begging and…it’s just not fun.” 
 
    Jenny was a redhead, quite voluptuous, and she liked to show them off. She was also oversexed as a woman. She said, “Look, that’s because you aren’t using them correctly.” 
 
    “Them. Meaning my hubbie.” 
 
    Jenny’s lips curved and she flopped a hand out to admit it. 
 
    “So how do I use him ‘correctly?’ 
 
    “Well, that is the story, isn’t it?” She leaned forward and began talking. 
 
      
 
    Laura got home before five. She walked into the house, looked at herself in the mirror, and sighed. She was a good looking woman. Her body was cross fit toned, her face was even and even sexy. Big, blue eyes, a frowze of hair that resembled Marylin Monroe, and…it was true, Rod was a good husband, but…he was either horny or not. 
 
    He would get laid, then his care and concern dropped down. And it would stay down for a few days, then he started getting horny again and he would turn into a polite, well behaved man. 
 
    She hated to admit it, but Jenny was right. Rod was taking advantage of her, and she was going to have to put down the foot. 
 
    She was thinking of this when Rod got home. She was peeling potatoes and washing lettuce and he entered the kitchen, gave her a kiss and nuzzled her neck, and that meant his horny quotient was rising. 
 
    “Mmmm. Smells good.” 
 
    He humped her buns a little, which did make her giggle, then headed for the liquor cabinet. He brought down the Maker’s Mark, filled a glass with ice cubes, and mixed the liquor with Coke. 
 
    “Ah…” he smacked his lips. “You want one?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He guzzled his liquor down and made another drink, with an extra one for her. 
 
    As he made the concoctions she glanced sideways at him. 
 
    He was happy, self-contained, and he hadn’t thought to make her a drink automatically. He served himself first and let the world wait. 
 
    Hmm. 
 
    And now that she was thinking about it…he let out a fart. 
 
    Phoot! 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” he laughed, not sorry at all. 
 
    Well, he did say he was sorry, but he wasn’t, and he seemed inordinately proud of his gaseous butthole. 
 
    “Somebody should cork that up,” she remarked. 
 
    He laughed. “Heck, I’d just pop that cork and knock somebody’s eye out.” 
 
    She smiled wanly and threw the hamburgers into the pan. 
 
    “What? No steak tonight?” He was complaining, making it sound like a joke, and using it for an excuse to get close to her, hug her, and let his hands roam across her chest. 
 
    And it did feel good, and it was affection, but…but he didn’t do this if he wasn’t horny. 
 
    She spun in his arms and faced him. She kissed him, hard, and moved his face back, and said, “Honey, you’re horny.” 
 
    He got that shit eating grin that men get on their faces when they’ve been busted. 
 
    “Well, I am feeling a bit randy.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, I’m not.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “But, Laura…” 
 
    He always used her name when he was mad, or talking down to her, or otherwise dissembling. 
 
    “And, this is as good a time as any, sometimes it’s like you just use me for sex, and the rest of the time you ignore me.” 
 
    “I do not!”  
 
    He was stuck now. He wanted to kiss or, to warm her up, to take her to bed, but…she had said no…and his cock was poking in her belly…and…  
 
    “So we’re going to try a little experiment.” 
 
    “What kind of experiment?” he studied her face suspiciously. 
 
    “We’re going to put you on a sex diet.” 
 
    “A sex diet? What is a sex diet?” 
 
    “Simple. From this point on you will only get sex once a week. If you persist in being a humpy, little terrier we’ll go for two weeks, or three weeks, or however long it takes for you to control yourself.” 
 
    “That’s ridiculous!” 
 
    “You’re going to have to prove that you love me, and that you’re not just a little, out of control horn dog. Really, Rod, life isn’t just about you humping mindlessly, getting your jollies because you’re obsessed with sex.” 
 
    “I’m not obsessed with sex! Look, we’re married. We should be having sex all the time!” 
 
    “Oh. So me being married turns me into your private, little slut.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Make me another drink.” 
 
    He did, but he was not happy. He kept making grumbling sounds under his breath, and Laura, for the most part ignored what he was saying. After all, he was just complaining because his little obsession was being handled. 
 
     
 
    That night was a strained one for the couple. Laura was patient, and happy that she had put her foot down. Rod was impatient. He tried not to complain, he tried to ignore it, but it was hard when his pecker was wanting to rise up and be heard. 
 
    They watched a little TV, then got ready for bed. 
 
    Rod watched his wife undress, and his beanpole sprouted. She had such gorgeous tits. Her skin was soft and golden. He wanted to let himself go, cover her with kisses and persuade her, through the lust in his soul, that she should lay down and spread. 
 
    Laura could feel his lust. It was like a giant beacon light, burning hot the closer you got to it, warming the body and making her feel self-conscious. 
 
    But she was determined not to feel self-conscious. 
 
    She was going to go through with this. His being over-sexed was not her problem, it was his, and he was going to have to learn how to deal with it. 
 
    She put on a peignoir, the front open and her breasts protruding, and used cold cream to take off her face. 
 
    Fresh scrubbed, she crawled into bed. 
 
    Rod was already there, and as soon as she was under the covers he reached for her. 
 
    For a moment he only held her, nuzzled the back of her neck, kissed her warm skin. 
 
    He couldn’t control himself, however, and his hands began to roam. 
 
    “Careful, now,” she admonished. “Don’t cross the line.” 
 
    “Don’t we start with this program tonight?” 
 
    “Yes,” she murmured. 
 
    “Then we do it tonight and again in seven days.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said sleepily. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around her and rubbed her nipple. 
 
    She pushed his hands away, woke up a little and snapped. “You had it three days ago, so you get it in four days.” 
 
    “But I need it now!” 
 
    He was insistent, hoping his ardor would override her lack of desire. He reached down to pet her pussy. 
 
    She was waiting for him. She evaded, and grabbed his package. Hard! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “No means no, honey,” she said sweetly. 
 
    He was trying to dislodge her grip, but she had him solid. 
 
    “Le-et go-o!” His voice sound like a frog being pushed between two rollers. 
 
    She did, and said, “You can forget four days. It’s a full eleven days now. See you then.” She kissed his forehead and turned over. 
 
    Rod lay there, rubbing his balls, trying to shed the hurt. He made a little whimpering sound, but Laura ignored him. 
 
    Finally, he turned over and slipped into a grumpy sleep. 
 
     
 
    Laura dreamed she was in a field and it was raining flowers. She was eating chocolates and a strange man was licking her privates. 
 
    “Oh, that’s wonderful,” she moaned, then she realized it wasn’t Rod. 
 
    “Where’s my husband?” 
 
    “Who cares?” 
 
    And Laura realized that she didn’t care. All she cared about was the wonderful feeling exploding between her legs. Such heat, such wet, such…unh! 
 
    The orgasm woke her up. 
 
     
 
    Rod dreamed that he was on a raft, and around the raft circled flying fish, leaping out of the water, looking more like little spermies than fish. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he yelled in fear. 
 
    “But the fish just laughed, and leaped, and…he awoke. 
 
      
 
    “Geez, what a weird dream,” Rod murmured. 
 
    “I thought it was pretty hot,” said Laura. 
 
    It was now morning, and they looked out the window. 
 
    Sunshine and roses, and Laura climbed over Rod, her large breasts dragging over his face, the nipples across his startled lips. 
 
    “Hey!” He grabbed, but he was too slow. 
 
    Laura laughed and headed for the shower. A minute later she was enjoying the running of warm water over her sensitive flesh. 
 
    Rod stepped in. Rod and his boner, that is. 
 
    He looked at her sadly, mournfully, like a hound dog that just got scratched by the cat. 
 
    Laura had to laugh. He looked so pitiful, and she realized that she liked waking up without goo sliding out of her hole. She liked going to bed without his sweat all over her. 
 
    There was something to be said for abstaining from sex. 
 
    Again, he tried to touch her.  
 
    She allowed him a kiss, but when he groped her breasts she pushed him back. 
 
    “Control yourself, horn dog,” she warned with a grin. 
 
    She stepped out of the shower, dried herself off, and got dressed. 
 
    Rod wanted a long shower, but he was so desperate he stepped out after her, and as he dried himself off he watched her slip her boobs into the cups, cover her pussy with a tummy shaper. Put on nylons and shorts and high heels. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Yard sales. Want to come along?” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He didn’t want to see all the baby clothes and dirty, old sports gear. He didn’t need any rusty wrenches or broken vacuum cleaners. “Sure,” his dick said. 
 
    Five minutes later they headed out. She was driving because she had the convertible and it was that kind of day! He sat in the passenger seat and dwelled on his groin. 
 
    He was hard. He had hardly slept for the problem between his legs. He wanted a little. 
 
    “What are you looking at?” she asked, turning the wheel and rolling the car down a street. 
 
    “Beauty,” he said. “Beauty incarnate.” 
 
    “Oh, how sweet. But it’s still ten days.” 
 
    He looked so sad at that. She knew he was going to be extra polite and sweet and try to talk her out of the ten day penalty, but she was having too much fun. 
 
    And, when you think about it, it was already working. He was a man who wanted to be with her. 
 
    She found a big yard sale, two families, and parked the car. 
 
    They sauntered along the tables. He looked at books and old VHS tapes. Now, who in their right mind would still be playing VHS when they could be doing the DVD route? 
 
    Happy Gilmore. 
 
    Erin Brockovich. 
 
    Milk. 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” he muttered. 
 
    Meanwhile, Laura was talking with the lady in charge of the yard sale. They were in the cool of the garage and the lady smiled at him. 
 
    She was large, round, even, and her grin was pretty damned saucy. 
 
    What the heck were they talking about? 
 
    Rod drifted down to a table filled with light bulbs and miniature race cars. Used light bulbs? How do you refurbish those? 
 
    The Miniature cars were pretty cool, though. Hot Wheels. Some of them might even be worth money. Hard to tell, though. 
 
    He glanced at the garage, the chubby lady and Laura were at the back of the garage and the old lady had opened up a metal cabinet and was rummaging. 
 
    Rod hoped it, whatever it was, wasn’t too expensive. He didn’t mind an occasional painting of a boat in the harbor for a couple of bucks, the frames were worth more than the painting. 
 
    And jewelry might be worth something. 
 
    But digging in a metal locker? What treasure had she decided not to sell…until she had a sucker who couldn’t say no? 
 
    He sauntered up to the table where sales were transacted and the old lady and Laura, snickering and chuckling like they knew the secret of the universe, came up to the table. Laura was holding a little, wooden box. It was old, needed polish, but seemed to be of good wood. He wondered what was in it. 
 
    “That’ll be four dollars.” 
 
    Laura took out a five and handed it over. She received a one, and said, “Are you sure I can’t pay you for this?” She indicated the box in her grubby mitts. 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. I’m just glad I could find it a happy home.” 
 
    “Well, you can rest assured, the home for this is the happiest.” 
 
    With that Rod and Laura headed for the car. 
 
    “What’s in the box?” asked Rod, sliding into the passenger seat. 
 
    “Three guesses, the first two don’t count.” 
 
    “Oh, great,” he grinned wryly. “A washing machine.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “A new car.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “Come on. I’ll never guess, and you know it.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. Double or nothing. You guess what’s in here and I’ll give you sex every day for a year. But if you miss…no nookie for a month!” 
 
    “What? No! I don’t want to play! Ten days is bad enough, but I don’t want to wait any longer.” 
 
    “Too bad, because I just decided that you’re going to have to play.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “So, you have a guess, and if you guess wrong it’ll be a month before you squirt! And if you don’t guess it’ll be two months!” 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    People in the next car looked over at them. 
 
    Laura waved cheerfully and sped up. 
 
    “So, what’s your guess.” 
 
    “This is totally unfair!” 
 
    “Okay, you can ask questions. A total of five, but I’ll only answer yes or no.” 
 
    Rod complained for a long minute, but Laura held firm. 
 
    Finally, begrudgingly, he asked a question. “Is it animal, vegetable or mineral?” 
 
    “Yes or no.” 
 
    He cursed and looked away. Then he looked back. “Okay, is it animal.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Is it vegetable?” 
 
    “No. That’s two questions.” 
 
    “Then it’s mineral!” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Aha!” 
 
    “And that’s three.” 
 
    “Wait! I didn’t ask that third question. I just said what it was. Process of elimination. If it’s not vegetable or mineral then it’s got to be mineral.” 
 
    She made a moue, then acknowledged him. 
 
    “Okay. Two. What’s your third question?” 
 
    “Is it…something you wear?” 
 
    “Yes. Three.” 
 
    “Does it go on your head?” 
 
    She giggled and said, “No. And four. One more question.” 
 
    Rod’s mind went into overdrives. He considered the various clothes one wears on the body. 
 
    Shoes, socks, underwear, pants, shirts—would shirt cover both over shirts and under shirts?—but then there were things like watches, necklaces and other things.  
 
    The box was bigger than a watch, but not by much. It could be a watch. 
 
    Then he had a thought: was it for him or her? 
 
    She had bought it from a lady, so it must be for a lady, so it must be something that a lady wears. His mind went over a whole new list of items. Everything from earrings to nylons. 
 
    God, he wanted to ask more questions. 
 
    “Any more questions?” She glanced at him, a big grin on her face. 
 
    He was going to have to take a chance here. Assume it was for her. She didn’t come out and say, ‘Here’s a gift for you,’ so it had to be for herself. 
 
    What was small enough for the box? Dresses could be crumpled up that much, but…she wouldn't crumple a dress. 
 
    His mind told him it was a watch. That was the only thing that made sense. 
 
    But what if it was lingerie? She might have crumpled up lingerie in there, which would make sense the way she and the old crone had been carrying on. 
 
    “Is it for the legs.” 
 
    “No. That’s five. Take your guess.” She was laughing inside, and sort of on the outside. She thought she had him. 
 
    But if it was not for the legs, then it had to be for her upper body. From the hips up. 
 
    A watch or…a bra. 
 
    But women didn’t usually share underwear. They were funny that way. 
 
    Okay…okay… “It’s a watch,” he blurted. 
 
    She nodded her head and said, “I thought you would never guess.” 
 
    “It’s a watch?” he felt glee! He must have guessed right! What a shot in the dark! 
 
    “And I was right.” 
 
    His heart fell. 
 
    “You didn’t guess. But don’t feel bad, honey. There wasn’t not a chance in hell that you would have guessed.” 
 
    He sulked for a second, then asked, “Okay, so what is it?” 
 
    “Oh, not so fast!” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Would you like to cut your month in half?” 
 
    “My month,” it squeaked out of him, clothed in discouragement. 
 
    “Yes. You’ve got a month, but if you’d like to only do two weeks, unless you fuck up and get doubled again, then the game isn’t over.” 
 
    “I don’t have to guess anything, do I?” 
 
    “Nope. You just have to agree to do something for me. You agree and I’ll take two weeks off.” 
 
    Later he would realize that he never had a chance. She had been manipulating him from the start. She knew he would never guess, and now she knew he would do anything to get his time cut in half. 
 
    She knew how desperate he was for a squirt. 
 
    “What do I have to do?” 
 
    “Not so fast. You have to agree, first.” 
 
    “But how can I agree if I don’t know what it is you’re asking?” 
 
    “You have to take a chance.” 
 
    “But what if I don’t like it…whatever it is?” 
 
    “Then you’re stuck with it.” 
 
    He sat in the seat and thought. They were getting close to home, and he intuited that she was going to get her answers, his agreement, or not, before they got home. 
 
    And, whatever it was, he would probably have to wear it. It was for the upper body. 
 
    “It’s not a bra, is it?” The question popped out of him. 
 
    Laura began to laugh. “No. It’s not. Although, if you want to wear one that can be arranged.” She was shaking, she thought it was that funny. 
 
    “So, do you agree to do what I ask?” 
 
    He caved. “Okay. I’ll do it. God help me…I’ll do whatever you ask.” 
 
    He just knew he was going to have to do something stupid, wear a pink tee shirt or something. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “So what is it I have to do.” 
 
    She patted the box. “You have to wear what’s in this.” 
 
    He frowned. He had been right. It was something to wear. But if it wasn’t a bra…what else could fit into a box that small. 
 
    Back to the first question. “What’s in the box?” 
 
    She pulled into the driveway and stopped the car. She turned and looked at him. “Honey. I want you to go into the bedroom, get out the four straps, get naked, and get ready for me to get kinky.” 
 
    Sproing! His dick, already hard, suddenly throbbed hard enough to bust a zipper. 
 
    The box became a dim memory. Who cared about a fucking box if he was finally going to get laid! 
 
    “Go!” 
 
    His eyes alight, he jumped out of the car and ran into the house. 
 
    He heard the car door slam as he ran through the front door. He made it to the bedroom and got the leather straps out of the bottom dresser drawer. 
 
    He heard the front door slam as he twisted the straps around the bedposts. by the time she entered the room he was naked, on his back on the bed, his dick ready to launch, a shit eating grin on his face. 
 
    Laura almost laughed. He had done everything she had said, and he had guessed and failed, and now…now… 
 
    She put the box on dresser and crawled on top of him. 
 
    She fastened the velcro and his wrists and ankles were trapped. Her boobs brushed across his face and she felt his dick throb against her thigh as she crawled off him and the bed. 
 
    He stared up at her, his face glowing with lust. 
 
    He was so funny. He thought lust was love. He didn’t know that a woman needed more than that. 
 
    She picked up the box. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to get undressed?” he couldn’t help himself. He was trying to make it happen, and he still didn't understand. 
 
    “No. Actually, I’d like you to lose that boner for me.” 
 
    “What?” His voice hitched slightly. “Aren’t we going to…?” 
 
    “No, honey. We’ve got something else to do. You’ve got to wear what’s in this box.” 
 
    “But what’s in the box!?” His voice cracked. 
 
    “So, I could slap your dick for a while, that might make it go down.” 
 
    “Honey—“ 
 
    “Or, I could make you squirt.” 
 
    He grinned bright and shiny. 
 
    “Just a drop, mind you, but that would make you go down for awhile.” 
 
    “Why do you want me to go down?” 
 
    The corners of her mouth lifted. She got out some lube and poured some on his penis. 
 
    He groaned and watched the fluid seep down over his dong. 
 
    She then gave him a hand job. 
 
    He wanted a screw, but…he wouldn’t turn down a hand job. 
 
    She watched him, felt his excitement, and moved her hand up and down. 
 
    He groaned and tried to hump her fist, but she slowed down then. She intended to be in control. 
 
    For long minutes she worked him, and he felt the excitement build, he felt his groin power up, click on, and…and… 
 
    She squeezed the base of his cock and only a single drop escaped. 
 
    “No!” he cried, his voice sounding like she was strangling his throat and not his dong. 
 
    A single drop, then she backed off and watched him. 
 
    He was breathing hard, his eyes begging, but his peeny was sagging. 
 
    It wasn’t a game he particularly liked. 
 
    He watched as his penis fell, laid out on his belly, and turned into a snake on downers. 
 
    Finally, it lay there. Limp. Shrinking. Done with…at least for a few minutes. 
 
    It would come back once his dick realized there was more to give. 
 
    But Laura was already moving. 
 
    She opened the box and took out a tube and placed it over his cock. 
 
    His cock, slack, twitched. 
 
    Being handled…it was going to come back fast. 
 
    She put a circle around his package, fit the two pieces together, then put a little padlock through a hasp. 
 
    Click. 
 
    He stared at his dick, incredulous, not understanding, yet…understanding. 
 
    He knew what a chastity tube was. He knew he was now trapped. But…but… 
 
    Laura left the room and came back a minute later. 
 
    “Sorry, Rod, but I seem to have lost the key.” 
 
    “No…you didn’t…he was still trying to come to grips with what had been done. His dick was half hard now, pressing against the sides of the thing, trying to get hard. 
 
    She loosened the straps and he was free. 
 
    But…of course…he wasn’t free. Not in any sense of the word. 
 
    He was caged, enslaved, with no way out. 
 
    “Let’s go have a drink.” She was bursting with good humor. “I think we need to have a talk.” 
 
    They needed to have a talk. A dumb line if ever there was one, yet every TV show had to put out that line. 
 
    He hated that line. 
 
    She left the room, and he heard her in the kitchen, rattling glasses and ice cubes. 
 
    He looked down at his poor weenie. 
 
    The cage was metal, no way to break it. 
 
    He might be able to cut the lock, maybe. 
 
    His balls stuck out, the skin a little tight, looking a little ‘polished.’ 
 
    He tugged on the cage, and succeeded in pulling on his balls painfully. 
 
    He tried to pull the tube off, but he could feel a little row of spikes just inside the lip of the tube. They wouldn't hurt unless he tried to pull his flesh out of the tube, then they dug in cruelly. 
 
    Her voice from the kitchen. “Get dressed, Rod. We’re going to have company!” 
 
    Company! Fuck! He didn’t want any company! 
 
    He pulled out a pair of underpants. They were a little loose in the pouch now, but they were okay. 
 
    He pulled on a pair of shorts. 
 
    Tee shirt, socks and shoes. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was fine. Looked normal. His face was a little red, but that would go away. 
 
    “Rod?” 
 
    “Coming!” 
 
    His voice didn’t sound normal, but it was probably okay. It was his mind that was most affected, after all. 
 
    He walked down the hallway and into the kitchen. 
 
    “Let’s go into the living room. Grab that extra drink.” 
 
    Rod grabbed two glasses of bourbon and Coke and followed Laura into the living room. 
 
    “What company?” he asked. God, his voice sounded strange. He had never felt so nervous, so unsure of himself. 
 
    “Jenny’s coming over.” 
 
    “Jenny?” 
 
    “Yes. My friend Jenny.” 
 
    “I don’t want to meet anybody. Not while I’m like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” Laura spoke innocently. “Nobody can tell that you’ve got your dingus all locked up.” 
 
    “But I know! It’s…I can’t.” 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    “Sit down.” Her voice was suddenly no nonsense. “Unless you’d like to go for a month again.” 
 
    “I’m out of here.” 
 
    “A month. Two months if you go out that door.” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me!” He stopped without going out the door. 
 
    “It’s just a little game, honey. Something to entertain you.” 
 
    “I’m all done being entertained!” 
 
    “Nonsense. The game has just started.” 
 
    “When does it end?” 
 
    “When you start acting like a real human being. Kind and considerate, thinking of others, getting over that little hot dog you call a dick.” 
 
    His mouth opened and he stared at her. 
 
    “I thought you liked it,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, I love it. And someday, if you’re a good boy, I’ll love it again. Right now, however, you will do what you’re told.” 
 
    He started for the door. 
 
    “One more step. You’ve got a month. It’ll be two months. And I can increase it month after month until you finally give up.” 
 
    “I’ll cut it off.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see you hunkered down over your groin with a power saw.” 
 
    He was stopped again, staring at her, not believing what was happening. 
 
    Ding dong! 
 
    “That’s the bell honey,” she said with a happy smile. “I’m going to let Jenny in. I expect you to be sitting here, on your best manners, when I come back.” 
 
    She stood up and walked past him. 
 
    Rod stood, frozen, and listened. 
 
    “Jenny! How are you!” 
 
    Murmurs he couldn’t pick up from the foyer. 
 
    The sound of heels clicking, click, clicking. 
 
    Laura and Jenny entered the room. 
 
    “Hi, Jenny,” Rod was trying to look normal, but his face was pasty and sweaty. His eyes were a little too bright. 
 
    Jenny stopped and studied him. 
 
    Laura stood next to her, a grin plastered on her mouth. 
 
    Jenny turned her head slightly, she smiled, and she said, “He doesn’t look any different.” 
 
    Rod gawped. “You know?” 
 
    “About your dick? Of course. When I heard I just had to come over and take a look.” 
 
    Rod stared at Laura. “She’s going to look?” 
 
    “It is rather unique, Rod, and you can understand Jenny’s curiosity.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I really didn’t believe that you had a chastity device, but when you described it…” 
 
    “I got it at a garage sale, of all places. It’s funny, you and I talked about how men should be better behaved, then I was talking to this lady, and…she seemed to know.” 
 
    “Female intuition,” nodded Jenny. 
 
    “Whatever, how often do you have conversations about male chastity out of the blue with a total stranger?” 
 
    They both turned to Rod. 
 
    Rod was on the couch, his hands in his lap, his eyes shining insanely, perspiration pouring off him. 
 
    “You can’t. I don’t. You can’t make me.” 
 
    “Of course I can, honey. I have the key. Now, if you want to get out of chastity and get a little squirt before Christmas…” 
 
    Jenny giggled. “Not this Christmas…some other Christmas…” 
 
    “…then you’d better drop those drawers and show me a little metal.” 
 
    “It’s metal?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “So it can’t be cut off?” 
 
    “Not unless he wants to lose Mr. Happy.” 
 
    “Oh, this is too much.” 
 
    Both girls focused on Rod. 
 
    “Okay, Rod. drop ‘em.” 
 
    Broken, disheartened, unable to refuse, and…feeling a strange excitement within, Rod stood up. With trembling hands he began to undo his buckle.
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    He let his shorts slide down his legs and stood in his BVDs. The girls couldn’t see anything, but it was obvious, from the reduced bulge in his pants, that things were different down there. 
 
    “Go on,” commanded Jenny breathlessly. 
 
    His face redder than a spanked tomato, Rod hooked his thumbs into the waist band and pulled his underwear down. 
 
    The girls stared at the nice, tight package. His cock was hidden in a grey tube. His balls were protruding underneath, the skin tight and shiny. He made an ‘urking’ sound, which was an attempt to swallow through all his embarrassment. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh,” whispered Jenny. She turned to Laura. “Is this turning you on as much as it’s turning me on?” 
 
    “More,” Laura breathed out. “Come here.” 
 
    Rod, his pants around his ankles, shuffled in front of the girls. 
 
    As one they reached for his groin. They felt his balls, held his cage, and giggled. 
 
    “Oh, this is hot.” 
 
    “I think I’m going to cum.” 
 
    Rod, get down on your knees and help Jenny cum. 
 
    Jenny jerked her head to her friend, who smiled and nodded, then looked back to Rod hungrily. 
 
    “You want…me to…” 
 
    “You heard me. If you don’t want to spend the next ten years in chastity, you will put that wonderful tongue to work. And when you’re done with Jenny, you have to get me off.” 
 
    Jenny already had her skirt up and her panties off of one leg. 
 
    With a sob, his cock having uncontrollable spasms in his tube, Rod dropped to his knees. 
 
    He looked beggingly at his wife, who was smiling and fascinated, then leaned forward. 
 
    There are some that say all cats are black in the night. This is obviously a crude statement that all pussies are the same. 
 
    It is not true. 
 
    Rod tasted the difference, he felt the difference, he smelled the difference. 
 
    And, the little row of rings through her labia made it totally different. 
 
    He had to be careful and not let his teeth bang against the little rings, and Laura laughed when she heard the click of teeth and rings. She knew Jenny was pierced, and she knew Rod didn’t know it, which made his surprise all the better. 
 
    Within a minute his face was immersed in slick juices and his tongue was sore, but he kept going. 
 
    Jenny had hold of his head and was pulling his face into her womanhood. “God!” she blurted. “This is like making love without the fucking!” 
 
    Laura just watched, and her snatch was steaming hot. She felt the heat radiating out from her groin and overwhelming her body. 
 
    Her husband was eating her best friend, and…she began fingering herself. She watched as he pulled on the rings with his teeth, 
 
    Rod didn’t know what was going on. He was lost in hot juices and squirming flesh. But he heard Laura moaning, and he wondered. 
 
    Then Jenny gave it up. With a great moan she clamped her legs together and twisted her body on the couch. Heat surged through her, white hot heat that obliterated her senses, and she shivered and shook and held his head. 
 
    Rod was forced over on his side. He couldn’t get loose, and her legs twisted him over. He was making sounds, but they went directly into Jenny’s pussy, which just caused more sensation in her rocking body. 
 
    Then she let go, sagged back, and Rod fell on the floor. 
 
    “Fu-u-uck!” Laura came, and came hard. 
 
    The three lay, breathing heavily,  and had no thoughts for a minute. 
 
    Well, Rod had thoughts. He had the thought that he wanted to cum. 
 
    But he couldn’t. He was locked up. They (sob) wouldn’t let him! 
 
    “Good job, honey,” Laura finally murmured. “I guess I won’t be needing you right now. Maybe tonight.” 
 
    “But…I…but…” 
 
    “I suggest you go mow the lawn or something,” she said archly. “Unless you want another month tacked on to your sentence.” 
 
    Rod looked at the two women. They were laying next to each other, their bare pussies showing, swollen and moist. 
 
    He had to get out of here. He knew that if he stayed he would be begging, and that it wouldn't go well for him. 
 
    He got to his feet, and the girl’s glittering eyes followed him. 
 
    He pulled up his underwear and pants and staggered towards the kitchen. As he passed through the kitchen and entered the garage he could hear the girls snickering. 
 
      
 
    Rod mowed the lawn. He was sobbing and grass flew up over the catcher and coated his front. 
 
    In his pants his cock was dripping in the cage. Pre-cum was seeping out and making a big wet spot on the front of his pants. Flying blades of grass were sticking to that spot, and it looked like he had a little lawn over his groin. 
 
    What had happened? 
 
    He had been a happy man, getting nookie at need, and now he was a…what was he? A prisoner? Yes! A prisoner, of a cage of a different sort. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    What could he do? 
 
    And, the answer: nothing. 
 
      
 
    Inside the house Laura and Jenny were sipping wine coolers and discussing the situation. 
 
    “Lord, that man has a tongue. It felt like he was sticking it all the way up into my womb.” 
 
    “You’re one cum ahead of me,” smiled Laura. “I used my own finger, that was so hot.” 
 
    “So, are you going to be willing to lend him to me?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    Jenny grinned. “This is going to be fun. We’ll be sending him back and forth between us.” 
 
    “Never a moment’s rest for the poor doofus. I am so grateful to you for getting me started on this.” 
 
    “I didn’t have anything to do with the chastity. I’m sorry to say I never even thought of it.” 
 
    “Yes, but if you hadn’t gotten me started on depriving Rod, then I might not have had the frame of mind to talk to the lady at the yard sale.” 
 
    “The universe works in mysterious ways.” 
 
    “Yes, it do.” 
 
    They poured another wine cooler and sat back and watched as Rod started mowing the lawn in front of the house. He didn’t look at them, just sobbed and pushed, actually running, the lawn mower back and forth. 
 
    “Looks like somebody is anxious to please.” 
 
    They sipped. 
 
    “There is one thing,” Jenny said, looking a little serious. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well, there is the danger of you back sliding.” 
 
    “Back sliding?” 
 
    “Yes. What if he gets you so horny, and you can’t stand it and decide you need a little dick.” 
 
    “Oh, that couldn’t happen.” then she was silent. The way she had felt when Rod was eating her friend…yes, it could happen. 
 
    “So what’s the solution?” 
 
    “Give me the keys. Then, even if you want to break down and give in, you can’t. And if you call and ask for the keys, then at least I’ll have a chance to talk you down.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “And, the good news, I’m not emotionally invested in Rod, so I won’t be tempted. All I want is to have my rug munched. Nothing more.” 
 
    They talked about it for a minute, but Jenny was making sense, and Laura handed her the keys. 
 
    “Don’t lose them,” she joked. 
 
    “Guard them with my life.” 
 
    The girls grinned, and shortly after that Jenny headed for home. 
 
      
 
    Life became a carousel for Rod. 
 
    He finished the lawn, took a cold shower, and tried to get over the constant lusting of his cock. 
 
    But his cock wouldn’t let him. 
 
    No sooner did he get it limp in the cage than it woke up again. Struggling, pressing, pushing, failing. 
 
    That night Laura made him go down on her. 
 
    He couldn’t stop himself. He had no willpower. He was taken over by his own desires. He spent fifteen minutes down there before Laura popped off her second orgasm of the day. 
 
    Then, upon awaking the next morning, after a ragged night of sleep and stunted boners, Jenny called. 
 
    Laura answered, listened, smiled, and turned to Rod. “Get dressed. Jenny needs a little relief. 
 
    Rod dragged himself out of bed. His eyes were looking a little baggy, but his dick acted like it was fresh and rested, pulling him along, making him move with expediency. 
 
    He drove across town and knocked on Jenny’s door. It opened at his touch and he called out, “Jenny?” 
 
    “Back here! Lock the door.” 
 
    He entered her house, locked the door and headed back to the bedroom. 
 
    She was laying on the bed wearing nothing but a peignoir. The garment was spread so her luscious boobs were revealed, and so were her legs. 
 
    But she had a surprise for Rod. 
 
    “Bottom, drawer, put it on.” 
 
    In the bottom drawer was a strap on with a big penis. Bigger than his. By a lot! 
 
    He stared at her body and drooled, finding that in spite of his desire to be free, his carnal urges were supreme. 
 
    He put on the strap on, snugged it tight and stared down at the big penis sticking out. 
 
    In one way he was proud, as if the penis was his own and he was largely endowed. 
 
    In another way he was shamed. He was so small and inadequate. 
 
    But, that’s what a dildo is for, when a man is inadequate, and he crawled atop her. 
 
    “Don’t waste time kissing and all that stuff. I’m so fucking horny I don’t need any of that stuff. 
 
    And she was horny. Her eyes were alight and her breasts were flushed. She spread her legs wide and he crawled between and inserted. 
 
    It went in easy, in spite of being big.  
 
    She groaned and latched on to him. 
 
    Then, as he ground into her, she kissed him as if his dick was real. 
 
    It was surreal. He was screwing, and didn’t feel a thing. He was making love, and he was above her, watching, not involved, yet becoming even more and more horny. 
 
    To be denied in such a manner, on top of being denied by being locked up…it was terrible. And…it was wonderful, in a way. 
 
    He plunged and writhed and twisted. 
 
    He licked and sucked and kissed. 
 
    He felt and used his hands to help his efforts. 
 
    Coolest of all were the rings in her labia. 
 
    The rings were just big enough for his fingers to fit through, and he pulled her labia apart and she near screamed with the feeling of being opened and penetrated to the max. 
 
    She didn’t cum once. She came several times, then pushed him off. 
 
    “Lick me gently. Clean me. Then cuddle me.” 
 
    When he was done, and she had slept with him in her arms, his face against her gently rising and falling bosom, the phone rang. 
 
    “Get back here! I’m hot!” 
 
    So he stood up, got dressed, and, while Jenny smirked, headed back home. 
 
    And so his life was set. 
 
    Back and forth. 
 
    Between his wife and her friend. 
 
    And…was she now his girlfriend? 
 
    Their relationship was purely sexual…and it was not. 
 
    He never came in her, he never truly fucked her…at least, not with his own dick, so…was she his girlfriend? 
 
    Sometimes they would all go out for lunch, and the girls would ignore him and talk. Except that sometimes, as if making sure he was there, one or the other of them would reach down to his lap and fondle his caged cock. 
 
    A reassuring smile. Yep. You’re still there. 
 
    And he would go home with one of them, or the other, and service them, and wait for the call to send him back and forth.,..back and forth…back and forth. 
 
    And so it would have gone forever, except… 
 
      
 
    Rod had never been so horny in his life. 
 
    He was tired and had dark circles around his eyes. The girls took to putting make up around his eyes so he didn’t look so ghoulish. 
 
    Then they took to giving him a little eye shadow, and even touched his lips up with pale pink lipstick. 
 
    He was their toy, their boy toy, and they talked about making him into a girl. 
 
    And he was starting to like it. 
 
    He was so embarrassed that embarrassment started to wear off. 
 
    He would sit in a restaurant and let them play their games, and people would stare as they painted his lips, and colored his eyes and combed his hair, which they were letting him grow long. 
 
    And they were doing this one night when Jenny said, “Can I have him tonight?” 
 
    “Absolutely, and I’m a little tired. Just keep him over night. I don’t want him disturbing my rest.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    And they ate and drank, and the girls talked, and Rod had the feeling something was up. 
 
    But he didn’t know what. 
 
      
 
    Jenny was driving, Rod was rarely let to drive any more, and she asked, “How do you like it when we put make up on you?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on. Truth.” 
 
    “I like it, I guess.” 
 
    She glanced at him as they drove through the night. “You guess?” 
 
    “Well, it’s kinky, and it makes me horny. Hornier.” 
 
    She gave a crooked smile. “So you’ve grown to like being horny.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You don’t have to answer. I’ve done this enough that I know the answer. Men love it when they get made up and sexy.” 
 
    “Do you like making me up?” 
 
    She heaved a sigh, then admitted. “I’m bi. I love lesbians. I’ve got to tell you, getting a little make up on you, pretending you’re a woman while you screw me, oh…God!” She shivered in delight. 
 
    Then she pulled into her driveway and they got out and went into the house.  
 
    Jenny was deep in thought. 
 
    Rod knew exactly what to do. 
 
    He went into the bedroom and turned down the bed. 
 
    Jenny was in the kitchen. They had had a few drinks at Charley Coyote’s, and she was making more drinks in the kitchen. 
 
    She called him into the kitchen and he trotted through the house. 
 
    “Sit down,” she said. 
 
    They sat at the kitchen table and she faced him. 
 
    “I’m going to make you into a girl tonight.” 
 
    “You are?” he gulped. 
 
    “I am. All the way. “We’re going to put you into lingerie and make up, and then you’re going to screw me.” 
 
    Rod figured that meant he strap on, but her next words surprised him. 
 
    “With your dick.” 
 
    “With…what?” 
 
    “With your real dick. It’s been what…months? Aren’t you ready for a little flesh fucking?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry about Laura. I already cleared it with her.” 
 
    “You did? she said okay? That doesn’t sound like her.” 
 
    “Believe me, honey, she doesn’t want to have your penis in her. She likes you as a muff diver, but nothing more. Else she would have unlocked you before this, right?” 
 
    “Well, I guess…” 
 
    “So if you want to get out and have an actual fuck, this may be your last chance. I mean, who knows, I might never be in this mood again.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    He was going to get out and fuck! 
 
    He was adapting, actually loved being in chastity, but to be told…to have a chance… 
 
    “So what do you say? Want to get your rocks off?” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He tried to speak but couldn’t, and finally simply nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Guzzle the rest of your drink and let’s get started.” 
 
    He guzzled, and they walked back to the bedroom. She watched him, and was confident. 
 
    He was nervous, his heart pounding, his penis drooling and twitching in his device. 
 
      
 
    Across town Laura lay down in bed, and she felt funny. Not ‘ha ha’ funny, but weird funny. Like something was wrong. 
 
    But what? 
 
    What was giving her that weird feeling? 
 
    She sighed and turned over and tried to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Rod sat at Jenny’s vanity table and she worked on him. 
 
    He had been Naired and had no hair on his body. What would Laura think of that? But Jenny just chuckled and said she would love it. 
 
    She painted his toenails a bright red, then put long nails on his fingers and painted them red. 
 
    She took off his chastity cage and he was straight and stiff and ready to rock and roll. 
 
    She smiled when she saw the little drops form on the tip of his cock and roll down the sides. 
 
    He wasn’t a huge man, but he was okay. Seven inches was okay. 
 
    She liked huge, but the feeling of warm flesh, real flesh, that would make up for it. 
 
    She was, at last, going to get man-screwed by a Lesbian. And not with an inanimate dildo. 
 
    She put a bra on him and then inserted breast forms. It worked. So she took the bra off and glued the breast forms in place, then put the bra back on. 
 
    Oh, Lord. He was taking away her breath. 
 
    She put a garter belt on him, then rolled some nylons up his legs. 
 
    Standing in front of a mirror, he was exactly what she wanted. What she needed. She was feeling that hot nugget of desire in her loins. 
 
    Rod was stunned by what was happening. He could see his body was looking very feminine, and his penis had never felt so hot and hard and horny. 
 
    It was like he wasn’t his body…he was his penis. That was all he was. 
 
    She began working on his face. She made a canvas, then colored it, and she was good. She used shadow and hue to give him a more female face, she colored his eyes and outlined them and gave him false eyelashes. 
 
    She could hardly breath now, and was constantly gulping with ardor. 
 
    Lipstick. Bright red to match his fingers and toes. 
 
    Then she styled his hair.  
 
    When she was done he stood and couldn’t believe it. 
 
    He was no longer a man, and…his penis…God…how it lusted for her! 
 
    “Okay, honey. You’ve been a good girl. Are you ready for your reward?” 
 
    He nodded, his head giving a series of little jerks. 
 
    She laughed and led him to the bed. 
 
    They lay in each others arms and gently kissed. They reveled in the slight touch, the rising sensation of desire, the feel of breasts in both their hands. 
 
    She reached down and stroked him. 
 
    He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and she was treated to the illusion of a female head making love to her chest. 
 
    Then, him shivering and trembling and virtually out of his mind, he placed his penis to her portal and moved in. 
 
    She gasped, and the orgasms started at once. A series of little pops that kept coming and coming, finally culminating in a wonderful blast of golden light. 
 
    Oddly, Rod couldn’t orgasm. It had been too long, he literally didn't remember all the little things that men go through on their way to the big bang. 
 
    By the time Jenny orgasmed big, however, he had figured it out. He blasted a stream of squirt into her. He sent months of semen roping into her. 
 
    She could feel him discharging his love into her, and she sighed. 
 
    She had finally made love to a lesbian with a dick. 
 
    Then, exhausted by the culmination of dreams and lust, they slept. 
 
      
 
    Laura couldn’t sleep. That feeling of something wrong was lambasting her, washing over her. 
 
    It was women’s intuition. 
 
    Women know when a child has died. 
 
    They know when a husband has been in an accident. 
 
    And particularly sensitive women know when their husband has been untrue. 
 
    Often they will deny it. 
 
    Sometimes they will try to live with it. 
 
    But…women always know when something has happened. 
 
    Laura knew. 
 
    She knew that sending Rod home with Jenny was a mistake. 
 
    She couldn’t articulate what she knew, but…she knew. 
 
    She got out of bed and slipped into bra and panties. She had worn a slinky dress, showing much cleavage, to the dinner with Rod and Jenny earlier, and it was still out. 
 
    She put it on. 
 
    Then, because it was appropriate, she pulled on her nylons and slipped into her high heels.  
 
    Scarcely three minutes had passed since she had been impelled out of bed, and she was rocketing down the street. 
 
    All the way across town she had this terrible feeling of being betrayed. Why had she ever told Jenny Rod could spend the night? 
 
    What was wrong with her? 
 
    The street on which Jenny lived was quiet. A couple of dim street lights, a house light or two, but…gloom. 
 
    To match her frame of mind. 
 
    She pulled in behind Jenny’s car and stared at it. 
 
    And the house. 
 
    Dark and silent. 
 
    She got out and closed the door silently. 
 
    The front door was unlocked and she entered. 
 
    She was praying that it was nothing. She wanted to just turn around and leave. To go home with a clear conscious. 
 
    She walked down the hallway and looked into the bedroom. 
 
    Her heart sank and her mind shattered into a million pieces. 
 
    They were asleep in the bed. Hugging each other, legs wrapped and…his exposed cock lay on her leg. He was still wearing the ring around his package. 
 
    Naked. 
 
    She had fucked him. 
 
    And he, that bastard, had fucked her. 
 
    And he was dressed up like a woman! 
 
    She walked to the bed and looked down, took in all the detail. The semen dripping out of Jenny’s hole. The way their arms were all the way around each other. 
 
    His semen, which belonged to her. 
 
    Jenny had stolen her semen. 
 
    Tears were leaking out of her eyes when she turned and left the room. 
 
    She didn’t think it through, she just knew what she was going to do. 
 
    She was familiar with Jenny’s house. She knew where everything was. 
 
    She collected a bunch of little padlocks. She found the four pairs of handcuffs Jenny bragged about. She took everything back to the bedroom. 
 
    Rod and Jenny were both in a sound sleep. They had been drunk, they had physically exhausted themselves. They didn’t wake when Laura began doing things and shifting their bodies minutely. 
 
    First, she put hand cuffs on Rod’s wrists. His arms were around Jenny, and he didn’t wake up. 
 
    They she cuffed Jenny’s wrists behind him. 
 
    Now they were not just hugging each other in sleep, they couldn’t let go. 
 
    She straightened out their legs somewhat and cuffed their ankles together. Rod’s right to her left, and her left to his right. 
 
    She did this quickly, knowing that they might awake at any second. 
 
    And they did stir. It wasn’t as comfortable a position, and they were swimming up from the depths. 
 
    Laura took Rod’s penis and stroked it under the head. 
 
    In spite of just having cum, his dick straightened up. 
 
    She put it to Jenny’s hole and, the natural inclination of a dick, Rod pushed a bit, and suddenly he was in her. 
 
    “Wha…” Jenny stirred, her eyes opened, but she was not fully aware. 
 
    Jenny had eight rings in her labia, four on each side. 
 
    Laura slipped a padlock through a ring and around the ring around Rod’s manhood. 
 
    Another padlock. Another. She moved quickly. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Rod woke up, and he woke up faster than her. He looked around, felt something happened, and tried to pull back. 
 
    Click, the fourth padlock was closed, and now Rod and Jenny were locked together at the groin. 
 
    “What’s happening!?” Jenny blurted. 
 
    Click…click! 
 
    Six padlocks. 
 
    Rod and Jenny realized their arms were locked around each other, and they stared at each other. Awareness filling their eyes, and yet not knowing how this had come to be. 
 
    Jenny tried to pull back. 
 
    Click. 
 
    She felt the hands working at her groin and panicked. 
 
    “Who’s..” She looked around. “Who’s here?” 
 
    But she could see nothing in the gloom. 
 
    Click. 
 
    Rod’s ring was locked onto him, and Jenny’s eight rings were locked to his ring, and they were cemented together.  His cock was deeply inside Jenny. 
 
    Now alarmed, they tried to pull away from each other. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    He was stuck in her. He was seven inches long, and he could only pull back three inches. That meant four inches was inside her. 
 
    She jerked and twitched, and those motions acted like humping. 
 
    “Oh!” a glazed look appeared in his eyes. 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    She lowered her head and bit him on the shoulder!” 
 
    “No! Stop! I’m not doing that!” 
 
    Laura had backed away from the bed. Rod and Jenny knew, vaguely, that somebody was in the room, but they were so intent on their own predicament they paid no attention. 
 
    For a long minute they struggled. Her biting, him trying to avoid her teeth, and his penis rocketed back and forth, and suddenly the pleasure couldn’t be denied. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she groaned, and she buried her face against his chest and stopped trying to bite him. 
 
    “What’s happening?” moaned Rod. 
 
    Laura was at the door now, and she stepped into the hallway. She walked, soft footed, down the hallway. 
 
    In the bedroom she could hear the conversation. 
 
    “What’d you do?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” 
 
    “Then who did? Do you see anybody else here?” 
 
    “But it wasn’t me! I’m locked up, too!” 
 
    “You son of a bitch! Get out of me!” 
 
    “I’d love to, you skag!” 
 
    “You’re a fairy, all dressed up like a girl!” 
 
    “You made me that way! You…you queer!” 
 
    “You fuck! Will you stop moving?” 
 
    “That’s not me! That’s my dick!” 
 
    “So stop your dick!” 
 
    “I can’t stop my dick!” 
 
    “Fuck!” And a groan filled the house. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos. Tilt your hips a little.” 
 
    “I don’t want you coming in me!” 
 
    “You didn’t mind a while ago.” 
 
    “That was then. Now I just want you out!” 
 
    Laura opened the fridge and took out a can of Coke. She popped the top and took a sip. 
 
    “Did you hear that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody else is in the house.” 
 
    “I didn’t hear any—“ 
 
    “Will you stop doing that?” 
 
    “I can’t help it!” 
 
    “Oh, you fucking fuck!” Her tone was a curious mix of anguish and lust. 
 
    Laura smiled and slid out the front door and closed it gently. 
 
    They’d keep, and she had to get go home and get her camera. After she slept for a while. 
 
    After all, they’d keep. 
 
    And then, with pictures in the cloud, she could make up her mind as to what she wanted to do. 
 
    With pictures she could make Jenny do what she wanted her to do. She liked lesbians, eh? Well, maybe she’d like to lick a little pussy. 
 
    And Rod, dressed like a girl. That opened new doors of possibilities. Maybe she’d keep him as a girl, get him some nice implants. 
 
    Heck, under her anger she still liked Rod and Laura, but…maybe they would make good maids. They could clean her house and service her. 
 
    And on a good night she could make them service each other. 
 
    But she would have to do something about Rod’s determination to squirt. Maybe she could give him pills, hormones, and reduce his testosterone. Just enough so he could still have boners, but not enough to squirt. 
 
    Yeah.  
 
    That would work. 
 
    So thinking, Laura hopped into her car and headed for home. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Thank God I’ve never had to do the diet bit! All the suffering, all the different diets that don’t work, or are downright dangerous! 
 
    In this story Burt needs to go on a diet, and baby, is it a doozy!  
 
    Interestingly, the idea came from an old joke. 
 
    A woman goes to the doctor and says, “I can’t lose weight.” 
 
    The doctor says, “Try eating through the rear end. Just put it in your rear end. Guaranteed you’ll lose weight.” 
 
    The woman tried it, and comes back a month later. She is ecstatic. “Doctor! I’m losing so much weight.” 
 
    The doctor is happy, but notices that she is squirming on her chair. Moving back and forth, grinding her butt into the chair. 
 
    “That’s great, but why are you wiggling like that?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m chewing gum.” 
 
    Pretty bad, eh? 
 
    But the story is pretty good, and you know what happens when men put things up their butts, right? 
 
    You don’t! 
 
    OMG! You better start reading right now! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Burt is the greatest,” said Marsha. “He’s so witty.” 
 
    Marsha and Lanny were sitting on one side of the pool. They were in lounge chairs watching the dancing and festivities on the other side of the pool. 
 
    The music was cool and they watched the bodies sway. They especially watched Burt, Lanny’s husband. 
 
    He was dancing with a slender, little girl. She wasn’t skinny, but she looked like a pencil next to his bulk. She was laughing and he was obviously cracking jokes. 
 
    Good, old Burt. Everybody’s choice for Santa Claus, he had a massive weight problem. 
 
    At that moment he looked over at her, waved and grinned, and turned back to the girl. 
 
    The girl had sizable boobs, but the flesh on Burt was bouncing more than her boobs ever would. 
 
    “He is great,” Lanny agreed. “But he worries me.” 
 
    Marsha took a sip of her drink and glanced at Lanny. “What’s to worry?” 
 
    “He’s so overweight.” 
 
    Marsha was silent. 
 
    “Oh, we can talk about it. Burt doesn’t care, but I do. We’ve tried all the diets and he goes down for a minute, then he’s back up, and bigger than ever. 
 
    “He could stand to lose a little weight,” murmured Marsha. 
 
    “A little weight? Ha! A lot of weight! His knees hurt, he always has indigestion, he can’t exercise…” 
 
    “He’s dancing okay.” 
 
    “Sure, but he’s not really moving a lot, just jiggling and talking,” Lanny observed bitterly. “I love that man with my whole soul, but I know he’s going to end up with a heart attack or something. And he’s such a good guy!” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of Endema?” 
 
    “Endema? Don’t you mean enema?” 
 
    Lanny thought Marsha was making a joke and she grinned crookedly. 
 
    “Nope. Endema. It’s not widely known, not yet, but it’s going to revolutionize weight loss.” 
 
    Now Marsha had Lanny’s attention. Lanny turned and stared at her friend. 
 
    “The theory behind Endema is simple. The name of the company, they say it stands for ’End of mass,’ but I think you’ll draw your own conclusion.” 
 
    “It’s not one of those crazy, stupid things like you can only eat asparagus at midnight, artichokes at noon and the rest of the time you have to swallow beans whole, it is? 
 
    Marsha laughed. “Oh, honey, it’s worse, a lot worse, but from everything I’ve read it really works. I know that I’m going to try it—“ 
 
    “But you’re not overweight!” 
 
    “No, but I want good health, and…” she looked around to make sure they were alone, “..and it is supposed to rejuvenate sexual function.” 
 
    “Rejuvenate…” Lanny’s brows dipped in question. 
 
    “Gives men giant boners. Women get wet. Don’t make me get crude, but…” 
 
    They both chuckled. If there’s one thing that women can do, but don’t let men know, is be crude. 
 
    “Okay. So how does this thing work?” 
 
    Marsha leaned closer and spoke in a low voice. Within five seconds Lanny was shocked, then giggling, then astounded. 
 
    This diet was going to be different, all right. But could Burt handle it? 
 
      
 
    “This is crazy,” Burt said, looking at the package his wife was holding. 
 
    “It’s not crazy. The girls told me about it, and there’s even before and after videos on the net.” 
 
    Burt was a large fellow, not tall, but round. He was handsome under the extra mass, good features, long hair, but…he couldn’t seem to lose the weight. 
 
    Burt stared at Lanny dubiously. Lanny was slender with big boobs. She, too was good looking, blonde and voluptuous, but she wasn’t carrying around Burt’s weight. 
 
    “Well, I think I want to lose weight some other way.” 
 
    “Honey, you’ve tried ‘em all. Paleo, vegeo, carbeo…” she made fun of the names of the various diets he had tried. “But nothing seems to work.” 
 
    “But this idea…this concept of eating through the wrong end…” 
 
    “It’s not so much that you’re eating, it’s that once a day you take an enema. That enema will supply all sorts of minerals and things, and they won’t be filtered by your stomach, your organs, your colon. Instead, you’ll get the straight goods, absorbed into your body directly, full power.” 
 
    “But eating through the mouth is the way the body is designed!” 
 
    “It’s been over-designed. It’s built to filter out things you shouldn’t eat. But this formula the Endema people came up with is pure, nothing to be filtered out. It just goes straight to work in the most undiluted fashion.” 
 
    He stared at her.  
 
    She held out the hose, “Look at it. It’s small. It’s going to slide right in and you’ll never even know it’s there. Then power packed vitamins enter through the back door and you feel the instant effects of good health.” 
 
    “Good health.” He soughed, then took the can she had brought home. It was about the size of powdered milk, but he could hear the liquid slosh inside.” 
 
    “And,” she smiled, “people tell me that sexual vigor comes back.” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He hadn’t had any sexual vigor for months. Years. He was feeling in the mood for a bit of sexual vigor. 
 
    He looked up at her. “What if something goes wrong? 
 
    “What could go wrong? It’s an enema! You get cleaned out, do a little poop, and, if reports are right, it will start acting like viagra. Wouldn’t you like to have a little pick up in the peter department? A little willingness in the wang? A charge in the barge?” 
 
    “A charge in the barge?” He gave her a look, but he was also holding in a chuckle. “A charge in the barge? Where the fuck did you come up with that?” 
 
    Lanny laughed, then grew serious. “Honey, let’s face it, you’ve got too much chub. It makes your dick hard to get to, and it seems shorter, buried in the pudge the way it is. 
 
    Burt frowned. His wife was right. He was so round that his belly hung down over his dick, making it hard to get to. And when he got boners, which was infrequently, which he suspected was because his health was suffering from too much weight, they couldn’t stick out past his fleshy belly. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Look, honey. I’ll help. I’ll be right there and I’ll make sure nothing goes wrong. Besides, you’ve had enemas before, and—“ 
 
    He shook his head.” 
 
    “What? You’ve never had an enema before?” 
 
    His lips were a tight line as he shook his head again. 
 
    Lanny was sort of dumfounded. Everybody had had enemas. Doctors recommended them, they were a good way to clean out the system, and… “Never?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She smiled. “Well, relax. It’ll be fun. You don’t have to do anything but hold it in for a minute, then…it’ll feel good.” 
 
    “But…it’s so messy. I’ll be so embarrassed. 
 
    “You can do it yourself,” she said, “But we’re man and wife. We’ve been intimate. We can handle this. And…you’ve got to handle it. It’s time you lost some weight, regained some health, and…don’t you remember what it was like when we first go married and…” she smiled, “We used to fuck like bunnies.” 
 
    “Bunnies on steroids,” he confessed, venturing a smile. 
 
    Then he thought about how it had all gone wrong. He had gotten too heavy to lay on her. Then he had gotten so fat she could hardly find his dick. Now he hardly ever got erections, and if he did there wasn’t anything he could do about them. 
 
    He missed sex. He wanted sex again. And he didn’t like being the fat kid, the one people made jokes about. 
 
    Heck, he had tried all the diets, and he used to exercise, but nothing seemed to work. 
 
    But what if this did? 
 
    What if he could drop the weight off and look svelte and handsome again?  
 
    What if the women started paying attention to him not just because he had a good sense of humor and was likable, but because he was actually sexy? 
 
    “What are you thinking,” Lanny asked. 
 
    He looked at the can again. Read the ingredients. Solid, healthy stuff.  
 
    He shook the can and listened to the sloshing inside. 
 
    It shouldn’t hurt going in. Lanny took enemas, and she never complained about pain, and she always acted fresh and rejuvenated after she was done. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    He looked at her.  “Okay.” 
 
    Lanny clapped her hands and gave a little jump. “Oh, honey. You’re going to be so glad!” 
 
    He smiled, but he wondered. 
 
      
 
    On the surface, an enema is a simple thing. Stick a tube up the butt. 
 
    Under the surface, however, there are things to be careful of. 
 
    First, the tube has to be small and have rounded edges on the end. 
 
    Second, lubrication, to butt and tube, is a good thing. 
 
    Third, make sure you’re lower than the enema bag. 
 
    Fourth, the solution that you plan to put into your body. 
 
    With these things in mind Lanny bought an expensive enema kit that had the first item, rounded edges. 
 
    She bought good lubrication. 
 
    She laid a blanket on the bathroom floor and hung the bag high. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she smiled at Burt. “It’s time.” 
 
    Burt undressed and put on a robe. He entered the bathroom. 
 
    There wasn’t much room for anything in the bathroom except Burt, and Lanny stood in the shower and arranged the bag. 
 
    He took off his robe and struggled to get down on all fours. It was awkward with his bulk, and Lanny waited patiently. 
 
    “Do you want me on my back?” 
 
    There was no way he could get on his back, take an enema, then leap to his feet and get on the toilet quickly. 
 
    “Let’s just do all fours to start,” she said politely. 
 
    Burt knelt on all fours. He felt his weight, and he cursed being overweight. 
 
    Lanny separate his buns and used a finger to apply lubricant. She smeared it on, pushed it in, and swirled her finger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” whined Burt. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “No! It feels good.” 
 
    “Well, good!” she smiled and went back to lubing him. She was glad that it didn’t hurt. She wanted this to be easy and painless. 
 
    Burt knelt, his big belly hanging to the floor, his balls and tiny peeny barely visible through the rolls of flesh. His head hung and he felt weak and vulnerable. 
 
    Then Lanny putting her finger in him…it was beyond embarrassing and he almost called the whole thing off. 
 
    But he knew he needed to lose weight. He was going to have to do this. 
 
    Finally, Lanny gently began inserting the tube into him. 
 
    Burt grunted, and felt the tube sliding over his sensitive nerves. It caused a hot itch, and he really wanted to scratch. 
 
    Dully, he realized there was sexual excitement in there somewhere. 
 
    Lanny fed a couple of feet into him. It felt like a couple of yards to him, and he had the distinct desire to move his hips, to hump the tube. But he didn’t have the ability to do that. 
 
    “Okay, honey, I’m going to release the solution.” 
 
    He waited, and a moment later he felt the Endema solution filling his heiny. It was warm, and it felt sloshy good, and it seemed to pour into him forever. 
 
    He felt pressure. He felt like he was filling up, and he wanted to poop. 
 
    “No!” blurted Lanny. “You’ve got to wait five minutes!” 
 
    “But I’m feeling like I have to go!” 
 
    “Hold it!” 
 
    “But it hurts!” he whined. 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt that much! Now just hold it!” 
 
    Burt held it. Lanny turned the solution off and pulled the tube out of his ass. That was the roughest. He was holding things in, and she was pulling things out, and it was a near thing. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” Burt chanted. He lowered his head, bent his arms, and tilted his body so his face was on the blanket and his butt was pointed up. 
 
    “You’re doing good, honey. Just hold on. Three minutes.” 
 
    Burt became desperate, frantic, and wanted to jump on the toilet. He could feel stuff sloshing and rumbling deep inside. His muscles in his anus were hurting. 
 
    “Four minutes! Just one more minute!” 
 
    “Oh…God! Oh…God!” He gritted his teeth, he clamped his butt muscles down. He prayed. 
 
    “Okay! Onto the toilet! Now!” 
 
    He was big and round, and he was not agile. But the relief of being able to move helped him, and he put his hands on the lip of the toilet, got his legs under him, and managed to stand up. 
 
    And turn. 
 
    And… 
 
    There are descriptions that might be adequate. 
 
    The eruption of Mt. Vesuvius. 
 
    Forty days and forty nights. 
 
    The impact when a giant meteor hit the earth 65 million years ago and killed all the dinosaurs. 
 
    But, in the interests of clean prose and not wanting to offend sensitive readers, let’s just say…it was a lot. 
 
    A lot of stuff filled the bowl. 
 
    A lot of aroma filled the room. 
 
    And Lanny ran out, gagging and trying not to barf. 
 
    Burt sat on the throne, his flesh overflowing, sweating pouring off him, and a happy set of anal muscles. 
 
     
 
    After the deluge, Burt got up and tried to wipe. Unfortunately, he had made such a mess, and he was so big and awkward, he had to have help. 
 
    This wasn’t a quick dab and pull those panties up. 
 
    This was use a garden hose and dry with a beach towel. 
 
    Fortunately, Lanny was prepared. She was wearing a covid face mask and latex gloves and she set to work. 
 
    Burt sighed and as her gentle hands worked over him. 
 
    “Thank you, honey. I know this is difficult.” 
 
    He reached out and flushed the toilet. 
 
    Gurgle, gurgle, SPHHT! Cunk! 
 
    “Oh, crap!” He stared at the clogged toilet. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. I’ve got the plumber’s helper in the hallway.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he whispered. 
 
    “No prob,” she reassured him, and continued cleaning up. 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, Burt felt good. 
 
    In fact, he felt really good!  
 
    He felt ten pounds lighter in the gut, and his penis was even getting hard. Somewhere in his rolls of fat. 
 
    And it hadn’t been that bad! 
 
    In fact, it had felt pretty good. He really loved when the tube was pushing into him, and when he finally emptied into the bowl it was like winning the lottery. 
 
    Of course, Lanny was tired, she had done a lot of work, but that was okay. She was willing. 
 
    The things that people will do for love, eh? 
 
    Anyway, for the rest of the day Burt was in a good mood. A great mood. He joked, he drank some lemonade, which was supposed to be good for cleansing the body. And he didn’t really have that big an appetite for dinner. 
 
      
 
    The next day he awoke, had a small breakfast, and mid day Lanny helped him with his enema. 
 
    Again, it felt good when she fed the tube into him, and he actually wiggled his butt and sighed. 
 
    Then he held the enema for five minutes, and a few odd seconds, and released a ginormous amount of waste. 
 
    Again, the toilet was clogged. 
 
    Again, Lanny helped him. 
 
      
 
    And the next day. 
 
     
 
    And the next day. 
 
      
 
    A week later it was time to weigh him. 
 
    Except they didn’t have a scale that went up high enough. 
 
    He normally didn’t weigh himself. Hadn’t weighed himself for years. 
 
    But now he was curious. 
 
    But…to bad, so sad. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and he became more mobile.  
 
    He had no scale, but he was sure he was losing weight. 
 
    Lanny agreed. She could see the shrinkage. 
 
    Burt was losing pounds in waste, and not replacing it with his normal gargantuan appetite. 
 
    He was getting nutrients through the colon, and was experiencing a reduced appetite as his body started working better and better. 
 
      
 
    One day, a month later, Burt couldn’t stand it. 
 
    He got on the floor and tilted his butt up and Lanny put the tube in him. 
 
    “Wait,” he said. 
 
    “What?” she froze, afraid she had hurt him. 
 
    Burt began moving back and forth, rubbing his rectum on the hose, and giving little shivers. 
 
    “Burt!” Lanny blurted. “Are you getting off on this?” 
 
    Ashamed, but desperate, he nodded. “It feels good,” he sounded like he was begging. 
 
    Lanny thought about that. 
 
    Burt hadn’t had sexual release in months. Maybe years. And now she could actually see his package emerging from the bulk of his body.  
 
    `She reached forward and touched it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I touched your weenie.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And she realized that he had not felt his penis for so long he had forgotten what it felt like. 
 
    She touched it again, then gripped it with her fingers and started stroking it. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” 
 
    She stoked him for a long time, and he swayed, back and forth, with her motion. His eyes were closed and he couldn’t believe how good it felt! 
 
    Then she finished feeding the tube into him and gave him his enema. 
 
    The next day she massaged him extra long in preparing for the insertion of the tube. 
 
    She used her fingers, two of them, and he groaned like he was in pain. 
 
    But it was a good kind of pain. The kind of pain that people want. 
 
    And Lanny loved it. It had been so long since Burt had groaned out loud, and this sounded so sexual, she began giving him extra long ‘anal massages’ every day. 
 
     
 
    The weight dropped off fast. 
 
    When he began the Endema diet he had been around four hundred pounds. 
 
    Three months later he had lost a hundred pounds. 
 
    His knees stopped hurting and he could walk around the block easily. 
 
    His clothes didn’t fit. 
 
    He was still enormous, but…it was working. 
 
    And he really looked forward to his daily massages. 
 
    Then, disaster, he felt pain in his chest. 
 
    It wasn’t bad, but it was bad enough that he went to the doctor. 
 
    Inside the hospital the doctors and nurses said nothing, but he could see concern in their eyes. They checked his vitals, checked his heart, checked his organs, and he lay on a hospital bed in a little room with Lanny and waited for results. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Burt, I’m Doctor Harrison.” 
 
    They shook hands and Lanny was introduced, then the doc sat down in a chair next to the bed. 
 
    “Good news and bad news.” He spoke cheerfully, so maybe the bad news wasn’t that bad? 
 
    “The good news, no heart attack. You’ve been losing a lot of weight recently?” 
 
    “Almost a hundred pounds in three months.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good, but your body is readjusting. That pain you felt, it more of a king sized heart belch. This happens when…” and he went into along spiel of technical terms. He finished with, “And now the bad news.” 
 
    Burt and Lanny waited. It was impossible not to feel a little dread. Bad news in a hospital has a serious ring to it. 
 
    “You’ve actually started losing weight just in time. However, your organs are having a rough time. I’ve prescribed a series of supplements for you, pills, and that should do the trick. But you do have a prostate problem.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with my prostate?” 
 
    “You are pre-cancerous, and that is something we have to watch.” 
 
    “Cancer?” 
 
    “Not to worry. I think we’ve caught it in time. I’ve got some medicine that should work, but there are two other things you should consider. I know this may be a bit embarrassing, but you need to do enemas.” 
 
    Burt and Lanny exchanged startled glances. 
 
    “We need to keep you clean down there, and in addition to enemas we need to massage your prostate, and you need to take hormones.” 
 
    “Massage my…through my asshole?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The doctor maintained a professional attitude and explained the procedure. He had a little tool, a prostate massager, that would be inserted, then a light pressure applied. 
 
    Neither Lanny nor Burt revealed that he had been doing enemas, and that he had been getting massages of a sort on a daily basis. They just listened, and nodded, and had a conversation on the way home. 
 
     
 
    “So I’m going to need to massage your butt,” she grinned. 
 
    He smiled ruefully. “When he first talked about it I got the picture that you were going to reach your fist in there and grip my prostate like a baseball.” 
 
    She laughed. “That would be fun.” 
 
    And they giggled all the way home. 
 
      
 
    The days passed, and they followed the doctors orders. With much joy. 
 
    Lanny actually liked to rub his anal ring, and it was a short throw to feeling inside him with the prostate massager, locating the prostate, and rubbing it and pressing on it gently. 
 
    But it drove Burt out of his mind. 
 
    “It’s giving me boners,” he complained. 
 
    “Oh, poor boy,” she laughed. 
 
    His sex organs had come out of the blubber now, and she had taken to rubbing his dick and fondling his balls as she massaged his innards. 
 
    “But I can’t cum!” he blurted. 
 
    That was a problem. He was getting his fancy tickled, his dingus stroked, and his balls were obviously full, and…no relief. 
 
    But, what was there to do? 
 
     
 
    Three months later and he was down to 200 pounds. He was exercising regularly, had bought gym equipment, and was enjoying his new found mobility. 
 
    “50 more pounds and I’ll be down to fighting weight,” he proclaimed proudly. 
 
    “Honey, you are my hero,” Lanny said, pressing on his prostate. Then she got an idea. 
 
    His asshole was so loose, and he was enjoying it so much, and she had small hands…she pressed three fingers into his ring and began swirling them about. 
 
    “Oh, whoa! What are you doing?” he gasped. 
 
    “Feel good?” 
 
    “It’s making me feel…making me feel…” 
 
    She went to four fingers, her thumb sticking up his crack, pushing and pulling, turning and twisting. 
 
    He grunted and groaned loudly, then gasped, “Rub my dick! I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    She grabbed his weenie, and pulled. She folded the fourth finger down and pushed her hand into him. 
 
    It was so much better than feeling him through the prostate massager. Now she could feel him, and she could feel the prostate. She ran her wrist back and forth in him, and rubbed that little walnut, and pulled on his weenie. 
 
    “Oh…ah! OHHH!” 
 
    He let loose with the semen. Just as the first times he had pooped from the enemas, this was a huge outpouring. It was literally years of stored up squirt, and he let it loose. 
 
    His ass clamped on her wrist and she couldn’t move it. 
 
    The sounds he made were like a tiger being kicked in the balls. 
 
    He came and he came and he came. 
 
    Then he lay there, exhausted, unable to move. 
 
    Lanny gently extricated her hand. She patted his butt and said, “Sleep, baby.” 
 
    He snored. 
 
      
 
    However, there was a problem. 
 
    That last fifty pounds. As he lost it, he gained it, and it looked like he had reached some sort of a plateau. 
 
    He had plateaued before, and it was no big thing, but this one, because as he lost belly weight, he gained…chest weight. 
 
    The doctor had warned him that he might get gynecomastia, and he had. 
 
    And his hips were not shrinking, but becoming rounder. 
 
    Fortunately, his waist was still shrinking, though now slower. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” he said, looking in the mirror. 
 
    A few months ago he had admired his slenderizing form. Now he stared at the large mounds growing on his chest. 
 
    “Looks good,” Lanny said cheerfully. 
 
    “I guess.” But he sounded sad. 
 
    “Why so glum, bum? You’re a beautiful man.” 
 
    “But…these boobs!” 
 
    “What’s wrong with boobs?” she countered. “You like boobs on me? you like my boobs? Now you get to have your own.” 
 
    He turned and hefted them. 
 
    She stared, and realized: “You just need a bra.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear a bra!” 
 
    “Then you’re going to be saggy baggy, like a grandmother.” 
 
    She was smiling. Partly because she wasn’t alarmed, was, indeed, liking his feminine attribute, and partly because she wanted to calm him down. 
 
    And she thought about the way their life was. 
 
    She put her hand in his anus every day. He was having orgasms from that, and he liked it. 
 
    Now he was growing boobs. 
 
    Sure, it was all misadventure, but that didn’t mean she didn’t like it. 
 
    On the contrary, she loved it. 
 
    She would sit there, massaging his prostate, and he would be moaning like…like…like a bitch in heat. 
 
    What’s not to like about that? 
 
    And, in fact, she had put off spreading her legs for him, claiming he was still too heavy—he wasn’t—just so she could keep diddling him the way he was. 
 
    “Do you want to look like a grandmother?” she grinned at him. 
 
    “Well, no.” 
 
    “Then why don’t you try a bra. Just around here. You’ll be amazed at how good a good bra feels.” 
 
    And I’ll love seeing you prancing around with your boobs on display, she thought. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” 
 
    “Then it’s settled. I’ll go shop for a few bras and we’ll get this thing started. 
 
    This thing. 
 
    What thing? 
 
    Nothing had been stated, but actions were being taken, and she suddenly knew where it was all heading. 
 
    Feminization. 
 
      
 
    Burt was in good shape. He was down to 175 pounds. Being short and originally slender, he only had 25 pounds to go. 
 
    But he realized that things were different now, and he knew that his weight might be different as he homed in on an ideal shape. 
 
    His waist was thick, and Lanny was telling him he had to work on crunches and cardio. 
 
    His chest was large, protruding, and held up by a bra. He could bind his boobs, but he didn’t want to. Binding was very uncomfortable, and a bra was much better. 
 
    His ass was looking good, but there was a small problem. His dick, which had started rejuvenating, seemed to have stalled. It was small, and it wasn’t getting bigger. 
 
    And his nuts were small. 
 
    Lanny could now give him head, and she had never been able to deep throat him before, but now she could. 
 
    And she could take both his nuts in her mouth and swirl them around like ben wah balls. 
 
    Which drove him crazy, and which he loved, but which reminded him that his body was getting too feminine, and not enough masculine. 
 
    Things were coming to a head. 
 
      
 
    Burt was on the edge. He had a choice, he could get off the hormones, though the doctor wanted him to go a full year, and his penis would revert. It would grow big and strong, and his balls would fill up and deliver the sperm. 
 
    Or he could stay on the hormones and his penis would shrink, but his boobs would get bigger. His ass would get rounder and his waist would become wasp like. 
 
    He had played around with a corset, Lanny’s idea, and could see where it was all heading. 
 
    Choices. 
 
    Lanny obviously wanted him to keep feminizing. 
 
    He didn’t know what he wanted. 
 
    He loved his enemas and his daily butt massages. 
 
    He loved his little squirts, which were becoming quite intense, almost painfully intense, but they were infrequent. 
 
    The matter was resolved for him, one night. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey, are you ready for a little in and out?” Lanny was wearing a peignoir and looking very sexy. 
 
    “Sure,” he smiled. 
 
    “Then hop up on the bed.” 
 
    Now he was small and flexible. He jumped on the bed and waggled his fanny. 
 
    “”Hey, Mikey. I think he likes it!” Lanny giggled. 
 
    “He loves it.” 
 
    She lubed him up and began fisting him and stroking him. 
 
    Burt was in heaven. 
 
    Then Lanny slowed down. 
 
    “Honey, you know I love you like this.” 
 
    “But what’s in it for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just know it makes me happy. When I have my fist up your heinie I feel powerful, like I’m in charge of the world.” 
 
    He groaned as she rubbed his prostate. 
 
    “Besides, I like it so much, it’s better than sex.” 
 
    He froze, and the truth burst on him. “You don’t intend to let me fuck you again.” 
 
    She was quiet, working her hands, thinking. She knew they were on dangerous ground here. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say never,” she lied. 
 
    But he understood. “I would.” 
 
    They were quiet for a long time then, thinking, Burt trying to think through the massive amount of pleasure he was receiving. Lanny trying to keep him going, yet not let him go over the edge. She wanted to have this talk before she let him cum. 
 
    “Burt,” she said. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “It’s pretty obvious that I want to change you into a girl.” 
 
    Burt was silent. 
 
    “And I think that’s what you want, too.” 
 
    The sound of her fist squelching in and out. 
 
    His grunts and moans. 
 
    It looked like she was punching him in the asshole, but she was really rubbing his favorite spot. 
 
    “So admit it. Let’s go for it.” 
 
    “What do I get out of it?” 
 
    “More of this,” she rammed him hard. 
 
    She reached under him and pinched his nipple. 
 
    “And this.” 
 
    “And…more of…” 
 
    She had intended to pull on his weenie, but he felt a sharp pain lancing up through him. The pain was in his balls, in his prick, and it occupied his universe. 
 
    “Oh,” he cried. 
 
    “Burt?” 
 
    “AHHHHH!” 
 
    He came, but not like a man. He came like a woman. A prostate orgasm. Some people call it an anal orgasm. Other people call it a sissygasm. 
 
    But, whatever you call it, it washed over Burt. The sharp lancing pain in his groin exploded, spread out, consumed him. He forgot about the world, he was a bright flash of light in the cosmos, blown right out of his skull by the force of the experience. 
 
    He flattened out on the bed, pulled Lannie with him, her hand stuck in his rear end, clamped down by his muscles. 
 
    He turned and assumed the fetal position and cried, sobbed, and Lanny slowly pulled her fist out. “Honey? What happened? Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. And, “I’ll do it.” 
 
    A moment while Lanny understood and exulted.  
 
    Burt whispered, “Make me a girl.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “If you think I’m going to slap some make up on you and call you a girl you’ve got another think coming.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It takes a lot of work to be a woman. Those hormones you’ve been taking for your prostate have done wonders for you. Your body is really coming along, but there’s more to a woman than a pair of tits.” 
 
    She was speaking in a low voice and very intently. 
 
    Burt nodded. “I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    “Okay. First, we’ve got to get rid of all your hair.” 
 
    Burt put a hand to his head. “All of it?” 
 
    “No, you ninny!” she laughed. “Just the hair on your body. 
 
    Burt nodded. 
 
    “So do it.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “You could try shaving?” 
 
    “My whole body?” 
 
    “Everything but your head.” 
 
    Burt took a deep breath, stood up, and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    He reached for his electric razor. He hadn’t used it much, his whiskers had thinned out since he started using hormones, but— 
 
    “Not that.” 
 
    “Why not? I see you using that little pink razor.” 
 
    “That’s right. I use a razor, not an electric shaver. When you use an electric shaver it cuts the hair but it also stimulates growth. If you use a razor it won’t do that as much. 
 
    “I’ll pick up a razor.” 
 
    “Just use mine.” 
 
    “But it’s too small!” 
 
    “I use it. If it’s good enough for this girl, it’s good enough for that girl.” She poked him in the breast and he instinctively grabbed the spot she had poked. 
 
    “Now, have a seat on the toilet and start getting rid of your manly hair.” 
 
    Burt said on the throne. He was able to get the easy to reach parts fairly easily. He bent over and started pulling up his legs. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “You need to lather up, sweetheart,” she smirked. 
 
    Burt got a grouchy look on his face and reached for the soap. “You could have told me.” 
 
    “You mean you didn’t know? Men shave, they use soap.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he trailed off. He knew he wasn’t going to win this argument. 
 
    He got the soap wet, wished he had shaving cream, and smeared  the soap all over his legs. 
 
    It was still a bit scratchy, but it wasn’t bad. He shaved his legs, the easy parts, then started faltering. 
 
    “What’s the matter?”  
 
    “I don’t bend that way,” he confessed. 
 
    She smiled. “You’ll have to.” 
 
    So he took a breath, contorted, and did the best he could. 
 
    When his legs were fairly smooth he began working on his groin. 
 
    He soaped up and began scraping, and this was weird. 
 
    His ball sacs were wrinkled., and it was hard to get in the nooks and crannies. He actually cut himself a couple of times, but when he was done it wasn’t too bad. 
 
    He shaved his arms, not too hard, and his chest, easy, but when he started on his back it went to hell. 
 
    “Poor boy,” Lanny observed. “Hair on your back.” She shook her head and made tsking sounds. 
 
    Burt used the mirror, contorted until his muscles started to cramp, but finally, an hour after he had started, he was done. 
 
    Sort of. 
 
    Lanny ran her hands over him. She felt places where the stubble was still there, places where he missed totally, and places that were smooth. 
 
    “Okay, you missed this area, and your back needs work, and…you’re gong to have to do it again.” 
 
    “What? But I shaved for an hour! I bent in ways that I don’t bend! I can’t…isn’t there any other way of doing this?” 
 
    “Well, there are two things, both of which you’ll have to do.” 
 
    “Okay,” he felt a bit of relief at not having to stretch and bend any more. 
 
    “First, you’re going to have to do this anyway to get as flexible as a woman; you’re going to have to do Yoga.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. I want you waking up in the morning, early, and I’ll get you some Yoga DVDs.” 
 
    He wasn’t looking forward to that, but, he would do what he had to do. “What’s the other thing?” 
 
    “Second, you could use the Nair.” 
 
    His eyes opened. “What? I could have used the Nair first and not gone through all that!” 
 
    “Most women, when they learn to depilate, don’t use Nair. They do it the old-fashioned way. They contort and scrape and…and you need to learn to be flexible, and you need to experience some of the things that women go through.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She laughed and handed him a bottle of Nair. 
 
    What had taken him an hour before, and had not resulted in a good job, was now done in fifteen minutes, and it was a good job. 
 
    He slathered Nair all over his body, waited until his flesh got hot, and simple rinsed his hairs off. 
 
    Done with his depilation, he dried himself off and marveled. “This is an incredible feeling,” he said. “I feel like my skin is super sensitive.” 
 
    Lanny nodded. “Now you’re learning.” 
 
    “Okay. What’s next?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s time for bed.” 
 
    “But I want to do more!” 
 
    “You will. Tomorrow. Right now you have to take me to bed and please me.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She pulled him to bed, kissed him, then they slid under the covers. 
 
    That night was a revelation for Burt. 
 
    He had had a female type orgasm, and he wanted more, but she said he had to earn his orgasms. 
 
    “How do I do that?” he whispered in the darkness. 
 
    “Learn how to make love like a woman.” 
 
    “But I had that orgasm!” 
 
    “What does an orgasm have to do with making love?” 
 
    That blanked him. He obviously didn’t understand. 
 
    “Look, the big O comes at the end of love making. It comes after the passion and the petting, the kissing and the feeling of body parts. The big O is your reward for being soft and gentle, learning how to tease and deny and wake a man up to his sex.” 
 
    “But I’m soft and gentle!” 
 
    She laughed, and he got red in the face. 
 
    “Well, I am!” 
 
    “Sure you are, for a man. Which just means that you use a different grade of sand paper.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “A real woman uses silk. She uses the lightest touch with gobs of anticipation.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Now, watch, and I’ll show you.” 
 
    They were facing each other, the covers up to their necks. She touched his face, placed her hands on his cheeks, held his face and leaned her head forward. 
 
    He thought she wanted a kiss and he tried to move forward, but she stopped him. 
 
    He grunted in frustration. 
 
    She licked his lips. 
 
    It was soft, slithery, and he could feel his teeny weeny standing up. His heart started to pound harder. 
 
    She let go of his cheeks and lowered her hand to his groin. Her touch was like a feather as she  held his package. Then she ran her hands up his newly sensitive flesh to his boobs. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” he whispered. 
 
    She licked his nipples, teased them, her tongue feeling like silk on those little pebbles. 
 
    He tried to kiss her, but she pushed him back. 
 
    “Now, you do that to me. I’ll try to kiss you, but you refuse, gently, and figure out how to arouse me, to tease me.” 
 
    She leaned forward and he wanted to kiss her red lips in the strongest way, but he followed directions and stopped her. Then he moved in and kissed her lips so softly she could hardly feel it. 
 
    He went down on her, breathing into her snatch, licking along the labia, sucking the clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” she sighed. “Now do this until you get me off.” 
 
    He began easily enough, but within ten minutes he was frustrated. When he said so she remarked, “That’s because you want satisfaction. But a woman gives satisfaction, she doesn’t take it.” 
 
    That was an eye opener. That was a whole concept that shifted Burt’s world. 
 
    He was not supposed to take, he was supposed to give. And he drew all sorts of conclusions about the woman’s sex being on the inside and the man’s on the outside. 
 
    Men walk around stimulated all the time. Their junk rubs this way and that, and almost anything will cause stimulation. 
 
    Women, on the other hand, conceal their sex, and it is not in a constant state of stimulation. 
 
    He blurted, “But how do you ever get horny?” 
 
    “Hey, we’re horny all the time, just like men. We’ve got hormones that drive us, the same as men. We just don’t have as much. It’s not as intense for us…until you make love like you’re doing now.” 
 
    That did the deed for Burt. Now he focused on giving, instead of taking, and he found that it worked. And not only did it make her horny, it made him hornier. 
 
    He loved her then. He brushed her skin, he stroked her hair, he played with her nipples tantalizingly. 
 
    And, a half hour later, she began to climb the mountain. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she sighed, and she began tightening and trying, then relaxing, and trying again. 
 
    “Women are different,” she explained as she built herself up. “Men just push until the orgasm. We have to sneak up on it. Sometimes pushing, sometimes ignoring the orgasm so that it will become curious and come looking for us. 
 
    He paid attention, and she finally burst into clamping muscles and arching back, her thighs tightening on his head so hard he thought he would suffocate as her legs squeezed. 
 
    Then she relaxed and he was able to come up for air. 
 
    “Oh, God, that was good!” she sighed. 
 
    “Great,” he was happy, and thought he was going to get the treatment from her. 
 
    But she just patted his cheek, said good night and turned over. 
 
    He blinked in the darkness, then, his voice a little whiny, asked, “Aren’t you going to do me?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no!” 
 
    “But my dick is hard!” 
 
    “Good.” She turned to him and he could feel her grin in the darkness. “Do you know how many times I’ve faked an orgasm, just done without because you were all done?” 
 
    “But…but I didn’t know!” 
 
    “Now you do. And you can experience what women go through when they have chosen a selfish man.” 
 
    She turned back over, pushed her butt into him for a bit of snuggling, then sighed and began the drift into sleep. 
 
    Holding her, his nose tickled by her hair, his little cock screaming for relief, all he could do was…think. 
 
    Oh, Lord, he had been so selfish. 
 
      
 
    He awoke early because Lanny was shaking his shoulder, then shaking the whole bed, then threatening to turn over the bed and pour cold water on him. 
 
    “All right,” he said, with a touch of the grump in him. “All right!” 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed and yawned. “What’s so important, anyway?” 
 
    “Yoga,” she answered. 
 
    Burt stared at her lush body. 
 
    “Many people like to do yoga in the nude. Like me.” 
 
    He gulped. His weenie was hard, and he had lost so much weight that, small as it was, it was sticking out. 
 
    “And now so do you.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    God, he was horny! 
 
    “Absolutely. You’ve got one minute to pee and get into the living room.” 
 
    One minute to pee? Heck, it often took him a minute to even start peeing! Hormones had slowed certain functions down. 
 
    So he ran for the bathroom, sat and peed, then ran for the living room, and stopped. 
 
    Lanny had hooked up her laptop to the big screen and a good looking woman was sitting in the lotus position on the screen and speaking. 
 
    “Namaste! Today we’re going to stretch the back and…” 
 
    “This is it?” 
 
    Lanny had laid two yoga mats on the floor and was sitting on one. 
 
    “Come,” she said. “Take a load off.” 
 
    For the next hour Burt suffered. He tried to stretch, but his body didn’t feel like it. He tried to relax, but his mind didn’t feel like it. 
 
    He didn’t try to get hard because his body not only felt like it, it was doing it. 
 
    All through the exercises, called ‘asanas,’ Lanny encouraged him.  
 
    “That’s it, honey. Breath out and you’ll get a little more stretch. Now pivot like this and put this leg there.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t go there, he half sobbed. 
 
    “Sure it does.” She leaned over and helped his leg move, and darned if it didn’t go there. It was never coming back, though. 
 
    After an hour he was drenched, wrung out, and yet, oddly, he felt good. 
 
    He didn’t feel like he was going to be weak for the rest of the day, like if he had worked out with weights or something. He felt…zingy! 
 
    Now how could that be? 
 
    After he was all yoga-cized Lanny sat him down in a chair on the patio. He was still naked, and Lanny moved a small table up next to him. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “A woman has to learn to relax, and one of the most relaxing things in the world is to get your nails done, or a facial, or any kind of make over. So this morning we’re going to do some stuff to you and help you relax.” 
 
    She looked down at his erect weenie and giggled. “Of course this little fellow doesn’t have to relax.” 
 
    She spread his hand out on the little table, told him to close his eyes, and began preparing his fingers. 
 
    Burt lay there and, at first, he was nervous. But as her slender hands worked on his he began to relax. 
 
    She trimmed his nails, taking her time, determined to make his first nail job a professional one. 
 
    “You have such magnificent boobs,” she spoke softly as she glued long nails onto his digits. 
 
    “The better to breast feed you, my dear,” he quipped. He could feel her hands moving, and the pressing on the tips of his fingers, but he didn’t really know what she was doing. 
 
    He was tempted to open his eyes and see, but she had told him to keep his eyes closed and to relax. 
 
    Lanny giggled at his remark. “Yes, well, we can do that a little later.” 
 
    She went to the other hand and prepared, glued and painted. A half hour later she was done. “Open your eyes.” 
 
    Burt opened, then closed them,, then opened and blinked, and stared at his mitts. 
 
    His fingernails were a half inch, tapering ovals, and he gulped. 
 
    “They’re long.” 
 
    “Men think they are measured by the length of their dicks. Women know that they are measured by the length of their nails.” She paused. “And the size of their boobs. And the color of their lips. And…you get the idea.” 
 
    “And here I thought beauty was only skin deep,” he murmured. 
 
    “Okay, now the fun begins. I want you to paint your toes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No big deal. You’ve learned how to stretch, and you can see what I’ve done, and most importantly, you’ve felt it. Now you just have to make your toes feel the same way.” 
 
    “Make my toes feel,” he muttered. 
 
    She helped him get set up, and he sat like one of the yoga poses and began making a mess of things. 
 
    He got polish everywhere, smearing it on his toes, dripping on the newspaper Lanny had set up under his feet. 
 
    The funny thing was that he actually thought he could do this. The yoga, the ‘feeling’ of her doing his hands…he understood what he was supposed to do, but…it just wasn’t quite happening. 
 
    Still, she kept complimenting him, taking over and helping him clean the mess, and finally, two hours later, he was done. 
 
    And, with her eventual help, they looked good. 
 
    He stood up, looked at himself in the reflection in the big window. 
 
    He was slender, big boobs, and now his fingers and toes…wow! 
 
    “Okay, honey, it’s time to style your hair.” 
 
    She took him to the kitchen sink and washed his hair. He hadn’t cut it for months, Lanny hadn’t wanted him to, and now he knew why. She had him lean back and she washed it, then she set it in curlers. 
 
    Talk about weird. 
 
    And, talk about a dick that wouldn’t go down. 
 
    “If this keeps up,” he said, looking down at Mr. Happy, “It might grow large again.” 
 
    “I hope not,” she giggled, then she pinched his nipple. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    And put make up on him. 
 
    Not a lot. She would save the complete facial for some other day. Now she just wanted a bit of shadow on his eyes, to work on his lashes, and, of course, lipstick. 
 
    He sat, his hair setting, and felt the warm luxuriousness of being pampered. 
 
    “So this is why there are beauty salons,” he murmured. 
 
    “It is,” she nodded. Her face was close to his, her breath on his mouth and nose, as she took a sharp pencil and outlined his eyes. 
 
    Then they fixed lunch. This was a blast of frustration as the simplest things were awkward. With his nails he had trouble holding a knife, let alone trimming the crust. And when he tried to open a can of soup he was sure he was going to break a nail. 
 
    But he didn’t, and they sat at the table and ate and Lanny watched him with a wry grin. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “And I can feel what’s inside you.” 
 
    Now he was curious. “So what’s inside me?” 
 
    “Confusion. Terror. A blossoming feeling of happiness.” 
 
    He thought about it, and she was right. 
 
    Yes, he had agreed to become a woman, but the process was scary. To see himself with a softer face, red lips, big boobs…it was upsetting all his notions concerning himself. 
 
    He sighed, and she put her hand on his. “But it’s all right.” 
 
    Then he blurted, “I can’t stop thinking about sex.” 
 
    “Me neither.” 
 
    “But…you don’t want my dick, and my dick isn’t big enough, anyway!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she spoke enigmatically. “We’ll do it the other way.” 
 
    Which made him feel good and even giddy. 
 
    She took out the curlers and he was amazed at how full and bouncy his hair was. 
 
    It was the afternoon now, and Lanny told him to sit tight, watch some porn or something, and she’d be back in an hour or two. 
 
    So Burt watched some TV, and he was restless. He was bursting with energy. He had been denied and he was filled with sexual energy, and the whole change thing, that was a supercharge of energy. 
 
    He turned off the TV and tried to read, but that didn't work. He would be turning pages, then he’d be off in some dreamland, not seeing anything, wondering at what was happening to him, staring at his fingernails. 
 
    He was depilated, made up, his fingers shiny, red tipped. 
 
    His body was feminine, his chest actually shrinking a bit from the hormones, and that made his boobs look quite a bit big. 
 
    His hips were round and shapely. 
 
    He was becoming a woman. 
 
    And he felt it. He felt womanly. Sort of. 
 
    But it was like there was something missing. 
 
    He sighed. There was no answer to his cogitations, and he put down the magazine and headed into the computer room. 
 
    He smiled as the first porn images rolled across the screen. 
 
    This is what he needed. He needed to immerse himself in this world. 
 
     
 
    Lanny returned home a couple of hours later, and she was smiling. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “This.” She handed him a box. 
 
    The box was small and grey and not imposing. When he lifted the lid, however, it was more than imposing. It was downright frightening. 
 
    Inside the box, was a bulbous thing with a knob on the end of the handle. The knob was flat and had a blue diamond set in it. 
 
    He lifted it up and knew what it was. But he asked, “What is it?” 
 
    “Honey, if you’re going to be a woman, you need to take it like a woman.” 
 
    He stared at her, his eyes glittering. Fear and desire, a wonderful mix. 
 
    “So it goes up my rear end.” 
 
    “Just like those wonderful enemas that you love. It was help stretch you out so that when I finally make love to you you can handle it.” 
 
    He felt the object, the plug, and noted how smooth it was. 
 
    No edges. 
 
    Just…pleasure. 
 
    They went into the bedroom and she asked if she could do the honors. “I’m going to be the one that eventually pops your cherry, so it’s only right.” 
 
    He was nervous, and gulped and nodded. 
 
    She had him bend over the bed and got out the lube. 
 
    Burt was already fairly loose back there. Lanny regularly fingered him, and even fisted him, and got him off, but this was more. The plug would stay in him, and he knew what she was intending. 
 
    She was going to get a strap on. Heck, she probably already had one, sitting in a drawer and waiting for the big day. 
 
    Now, a fist is pretty big, maybe bigger than a dick, depending on the person who’s fist is being compared, but taking a penis is a totally different thing. 
 
    Taking a cock up the heinie, pushed by hips, had not just a different feel, but a different emotion. 
 
    When one is fucked by a cock they are owned. 
 
    The person with the cock effectively has become the alpha in the relationship, and the person penetrated has become subservient. Submissive. They have become the beta in the relationship. 
 
    And, in a way, it was all superfluous. She was already in charge of him. But it’s like the difference a ring makes. Before a person is married they are still free. They can break loose and find other orbit. But once that ring goes on the finger they are sealed by contract. 
 
    And the same held true for her taking him with a cock. 
 
    Fingers, even fist, he was owned, but not like being owned by a dick. 
 
    And he wanted it. 
 
    He wanted to be owned. 
 
    He wanted to submit to his wife in the deepest way. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. They worked on his appearance. He learned mannerisms. He learned make up and was able to bend over and paint his nails with no problem. 
 
    He was even excelling at yoga.  
 
    Lanny was quite pleased with his progress, and she often joked that one of these days he would be able to suck his own cock! 
 
    He would look down at his nubbin, it was now the size of a five year old boys, and say, “Not likely.” 
 
    But she loved it. She kissed it felt it, sucked it, and called it his little clitoris. 
 
    And…the day came. 
 
    They spent the day leisurely. Went to yard sales, both as women, and then the mall. Again, both as women. 
 
    She bought him earrings, and he felt quite giddy getting his ears pierced. 
 
    They went to dinner, then…home. 
 
    They had had a couple of drinks, and they had a couple more when they arrived home, and they both knew it was time. 
 
    “You want to go get ready?” 
 
    He smiled. “I do. Give me an hour.” 
 
    “I’ll bring you another drink.” 
 
    And she did, and was pleased at how he was preparing himself for the great de-flowering. 
 
    And, an hour later, he called to her. 
 
    He was laying on the covers, his hands behind his head, his breasts large and expansive in the dim light. 
 
    She went to him and began making love. 
 
    Light kisses, filled with anticipation. 
 
    They caressed each others bosoms, taking their time and making sure the nipples were stiff and turgid. 
 
    They ate each other out, and Lanny removed his plug and fingered him, greasing him up. 
 
    Then she got out of bed and wrapped the strap on around her hips, buckled it in place. 
 
    Burt watched avidly. His stomach was in knots, but they were knots of the good kind. 
 
    Then Lanny smiled lovingly and came to him. 
 
    “Do you want to be facing up or on all fours.” 
 
    “On all fours,” he stated. “I want to submit in the fullest sense of the word.” 
 
    “You want me to slap your ass and pull your hair?” 
 
    “I want you to use me. Take your pleasure and discard me.” 
 
    But they both knew she wasn’t going to be doing that. 
 
    She had been working him for weeks, edging him, getting him right  to the point of cumming, then backing off. 
 
    They wanted him to cum on her dick. 
 
    He turned over and presented his butt to her, and she entered him gently. 
 
    She loved him softly, and she angled the weenie down to press on his prostate. 
 
    And, before his passion became too great, he thought of all he had been through. 
 
    He had been badly overweight, obese, then he had started the Endema diet, the ‘rear end’ diet, and everything had changed. 
 
    And now his prostate was healthy, and he was skinny but voluptuous, and…he was happy. 
 
    No more male mannerisms. No more male selfishness. No more the unthinking bully. 
 
    And, as Lanny penetrated him, rode him harder and harder, and finally pushed him over the edge…as the semen poured out of his little nub, he was glad. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    This is the first part of a series, eventually to be a book. 
 
    Ryan meets a girl and thinks he’s smarter than her. So she hires him to be a companion, and the fun starts. 
 
    Shiela, it turns out, is a porn star, and she has some peculiar ideas, and Ryan is the perfect person try them out on. 
 
    Is she really going to feminize him? 
 
    And what’s this about a dungeon? 
 
    It isn’t long before Ryan wants to revolt, but…Shiela’s not about to let him! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Because you’re a cock teaser.” 
 
    The woman stared at him. She was the most beautiful girl at the party, and Ryan had watched her lay waste to the male population. 
 
    She was deliberately sexy. Provocative with the dress with the porthole showing amazing cleavage. 
 
    Her lips were shiny red, glistening red, and when she spoke she pursed her lips, as if kissing. 
 
    Her pale, blue eyes were amused, sending ‘come hither’ messages. 
 
    From the spike of her classic, patent leather spikes to the waves of frowzy, blonde hair, she was a dish. 
 
    But she wasn’t serious. She was there to tease. To excite the boys just to dash their hopes. 
 
    Now she was in front of him. 
 
    He had gone into the kitchen to make a drink, and when he turned around she was there. 
 
    Teasing. 
 
    “Hey, handsome, where have you been all night?” 
 
    She was exciting. She was a boner maker, but having watched her he kept an emotional barrier between them. 
 
    “Here and there, I’m Ryan.” 
 
    She offered a delicately manicured hand as if to shake. “I’m Shiela.” 
 
    He took it because…what else you gonna do? 
 
    She pulled him into her, mashed her breasts against his chest, whispered in his ear. “How big are you?” 
 
    He had stepped back, an amused smile on his face. “I don’t think I’m what you want,” he spoke in a low tone, just for the two of them. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    That was when he told her the truth. 
 
    “Because you’re a cock teaser.” 
 
    She blinked, but other than that showed no reaction. “Oh?” Her mouth was more amused, and he wanted to taste it. 
 
    “I’ve been watching you. You’re a babe and I can be forgiven that observation. But you felt Tom’s penis when you thought no one was looking. You kissed Jerry, and his wife was in the other room. You move your hands across chests, rubbing nipples. You speak like you’re kissing them, and the message is always the same: fuck me. But you don’t mean it.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t,” she studied him extremely closely. 
 
    “No. You’re here to tease, and please yourself. And that’s all.” 
 
    “Would you like to go home with me?” 
 
    He turned his head slightly. His brows dipped just a fraction. He had expected a slap in the face, maybe an outraged rant. He had not expected this. 
 
    Yet, he was leery. 
 
    “This is just one more of your traps.” 
 
    “Of course it is, but it is a trap where you win. How about it?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She was not put off, but she redoubled her efforts to persuade him. 
 
    “How about making me a drink and letting me convince you?” 
 
    Ryan turned to the sink and filled a glass with ice, Coke and…he looked at her, “You want it light or heavy?” 
 
    “Medium.” 
 
    He put a medium amount of bourbon into the drink and handed it to her. 
 
    She had one arm folded under her boobs, which he noted emphasized them, and touched her lips to the glass and sipped a delicate amount of alcohol. Her eyes measured him to within an inch of his life. 
 
    “Okay, so here’s how it goes. The rest of the night I’m yours. I will make you my world. No more prick teasing. I will hang on your every word, I will press my body against yours like an old girl friend. When the night is over we can go to my place and you can fuck the hell out of me. You can spend the night and, in the morning, sneak out. Or…we can decide whether we want this to go further. The choice is entirely up to you.” 
 
    Ryan had himself under control. On the surface. Under the surface he was starting to feel it. 
 
    The heat, the desire, the start of a king-sized boner that would haunt him. 
 
    “Well? Are you brave enough?” And now she gave that cock teasing grin. “Do you want me or not?” 
 
    He sighed, loud and long, and said, “I would be stupid to turn a bet like that down.” 
 
    “A bet, I like that. But not a bet, just an exploratory journey, a trip into ‘virgin territory,’” and she laughed. “Just to see if you want to take up homesteading.” 
 
    “Okay,” said. 
 
    She nodded, took a big glug, placed her glass on the counter and turned to him. She grabbed his arms and pulled him to her. 
 
    Slowly. 
 
    Slower. 
 
    Her red lips occupying his vision. Her eyes watching him, and now a serious expression on her face. 
 
    She almost had him convinced. He was thinking this was for real, but…he waited, watched, and she stopped. An inch away, daring him, and yet he knew she would pull away if he tried to kiss her. 
 
    For five seconds they breathed each others air, and she smelled so sweet. 
 
    Ten seconds, then she drew back, and that convinced him. 
 
    A woman trying to manipulate tries to snare men with a kiss. A real woman builds anticipation, and with it desire, and so ensnares her man. 
 
    She was for real, and he gulped. He was good, but not that good. 
 
    She picked up her drink, hooked an arm in his, and led him back out to the party. 
 
    The rest of the party was a wild adventure. 
 
    True to her word, she hung on him, made it seem to everybody that they were long time lovers. She clung to him, kissed him at the right times and in the right manner, and made him feel like a million dollars. 
 
    They drank, they caroused, they joked. 
 
    They danced, they drank some more, and when it was time to leave she didn’t hesitate. 
 
    “We can leave my car here,” she said. 
 
    They squeezed into his Mustang and she told him not to impress her with his driving, she was already impressed enough. 
 
    So he drove slow and she fiddled with the radio, finding some truly great songs. 
 
      
 
    Let's swim to the moon  
 
    Let's climb through the tide 
 
     
 
    The Doors crooned it out, lovers on a carousel, and that’s how Ryan felt.  
 
    He was on a horse named Shiela, and he was going round and round, trying to figure things out. 
 
    He felt like a boyfriend, a lover, and not like a sometimes thing. 
 
    But what was she planning? 
 
    They arrived at her house, a split level in the Hollywood Hills. Worth millions, and he was properly subdued. 
 
    But why was she slumming with somebody like him? 
 
    He was nothing but a freelance computer geek. He made good money, but…not millions. 
 
    She took his hand and walked him up the walk. 
 
    The landscaping was dark, but brilliantly limned by the moon. The house was squat in a way, powerful with a rock face, odd with a red tile roof. 
 
    “Make yourself at home,” she said. “I’ll make some drinks.” 
 
    They were both drunk, and one more wouldn’t hurt. Besides, he didn’t have to drive anymore. He was going to spend the night here. 
 
    She returned with two drinks, and he didn’t know what they were. 
 
    “Tequila,” she said. “A Paloma, actually. Grapefruit juice, water, lime, a bit of agave and salt. I didn’t have ice chips, but the cubes are small.” 
 
    “You used to be a bartender?” he asked. 
 
    “Nah. I just have a lot of time on my hands so I play around.” 
 
    “With men?” 
 
    He shouldn’t have said that, but he couldn’t help it. Fortunately, she just chuckled. “Sometimes. Hell, all the time. I don’t want to get serious, and it’s more fun to break their hearts.” 
 
    “Are you going to break mine?” 
 
    She studied and pondered. “I don’t know. You’re different.” 
 
    She led him out to the pool area and they sat on lounge chairs and watched the lights of Los Angeles over the slick surface of the pool. There was no fence beyond the pool, nothing to obstruct their sight, and no way for people to look up at them. 
 
    They sipped, and for a long moment there was silence. 
 
    Refreshing after a party. 
 
    A solution to chattery minds. 
 
    “How big is your cock?” 
 
    “Four feet.” 
 
    She snickered. Then: “Goodie.” 
 
    He laughed, and admitted, “Probably seven inches.” 
 
    She looked at him, when it’s soft?” 
 
    “Sadly, no. So what are we doing?” 
 
    “We’re going to fuck.” 
 
    “Look, I’m not trying to jinx everything, and I certainly don’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth…” 
 
    She placed her drink on the ground and stood up. She slid out of her dress. 
 
    “There’s something special about you. And screwing is a much better way of learning about somebody than, say, talking.” 
 
    Her body without the dress was magnificent. She was wearing a skimpy bra and her breasts were large and so upthrust they could only be described, as big as they were, as ‘perky.’ 
 
    “Take your clothes off.” 
 
    She wiggled out of her panties. 
 
    He stood up and unbutton his shirt, dropped it on the lounge chair. 
 
    He was not muscular, and he hoped she wasn’t one of these women who wanted a lot of muscles. 
 
    She watched him now, as she unfastened her bra. The bra dropped away and her breasts fell, but not too much. 
 
    “You’ve got a good body,” she said. 
 
    “I’m not the muscular type,” he confessed. 
 
    “I don’t want muscles. I want a body that’s feminine slender. I’m bi, and I’ve always dreamed of getting the best of both worlds. A female body with a good dick.” 
 
    He had his pants off now, and his penis poked his underwear out. 
 
    She rounded the lounge chair and confronted him. “You’ve got a perfect body. Slender with just a little fat. I wish you had boobs.” 
 
    He blinked. Everything had been crazy before, but now it was crazier. 
 
    She gripped the waistband of his underpants and pulled down, squatted as she pulled, and his cock suddenly popped up…right in front of her face. 
 
    She took him in her mouth, loved him with her tonsils, held his balls firmly and massaged them. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    Then she was on her feet, kissing his mouth. 
 
    Then she pushed him sideways and they fell into the pool. 
 
    “Oh!” he gasped, coming up for air. The water was warm, heated, and clean. 
 
    She surfaced next to him and began swimming. “Come on!” 
 
    He followed her, caught up to her, and they swam side by side. 
 
    Back and forth a dozen times, until they were feeling pretty good.  
 
    She stopped at the side of the pool and leaned on the edge with her arms. He took a position next to her, and they looked out at the city lights. 
 
    Tall buildings, but not as tall as the mountains. Bright lights, but not so bright as a heart. 
 
    His heart was beating lightly, a mixture of drunkenness, sexual anticipation and swimming. 
 
    She draped an arm around his shoulder, leaned her head against him. He felt her flesh under the water, her breasts pressed against him. 
 
    “Before I fuck you I should tell you what I do for a living.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    The night was perfect, no LA smog, the water had cleansed them, the liquor had warmed their hearts and souls, and she said, “I’m a porn star.” 
 
      
 
    It clicked in Ryan’s mind.  
 
    He didn’t watch much porn, but…he had seen her. With three men squirting their loads all over her happy face. Stroking with her hands and gobbling with her mouth.  
 
    It had been a wild scene, and Ryan had wondered who the girl was. 
 
    Now he knew. 
 
    He hadn’t recognized her because there is a huge difference between a woman’s face smeared with goo, and the immaculate way she made  herself up and presented herself. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    His response was so shell shocked, so void of imagination, she laughed. 
 
    She said, “I know. I’ve had lots of men. You’re probably wondering how big my hole is. You’re also probably wondering what are the chances of picking up a disease from me. 
 
    As to how big I am, that’s for you to find out. As for a disease…there’s always a chance. I take extraordinary care in selecting which movies, which is to say which people I want to screw. My company is very scrupulous in demanding examination records, and we even talk to potential men before I engage with them. We ask about their partners outside of the industry. I won’t sleep with anybody who has a history of getting drunk and banging anybody.” 
 
    “What about me?” he blurted, and his meaning was plain. She had gotten drunk and taken him home. 
 
    “You’re fine. You’re a schmuck. You’re a nice person, not the sort to cruise the bars and sleep with sally Skankface.” 
 
    That was true. 
 
    “How long since you slept with a total stranger?” 
 
    “I can’t remember the last time, not even the first time.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    She lowered her hand in the water and felt for his penis. She found it and held it, squeezed it softly, and said, “But I understand if you want to leave. Believe me, I understand, and I won’t be offended. There’s nothing wrong with a man being smart and careful. It’s a mark in your favor, believe it or not. I hope you’ll stay, I like you, but I won’t be offended. 
 
    “I won’t leave,” popped right out of him. 
 
    She smiled, she was now holding on to him, her arms around him and he supported them both with his arms on the side of the pool. She kissed his cheek and laid her cheek against his shoulder. She sighed and he could feel her breasts rub against him. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Oh,” she murmured against his skin, kissing the round of his shoulder, “Now he gets polite.” 
 
    “More in awe,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be in awe. I shit like everybody else. Now what’s your question?” 
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    “Because you told the truth. I’m lonely, I like people. Believe it or not, I never get enough sex, but then I don’t want it a lot, but when I do get it…I want it to be with somebody who will be honest, who will say their minds and treat me like a person.” 
 
    He was silent for a moment, digesting her answer, trying to find fault with it, but…she was sincere. 
 
    “How can you be lonely?” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out and finish our last drink. I’ll answer your questions till then, then we need to stop fucking talking and starting talking fucking.” 
 
    She used her arms and hoisted herself over the edge. It was a strong move and showed that her body was not just perfectly shaped, but strong. 
 
    He followed her, and they stood, naked, sipping the last of the tequila. She held his hand. “Go on, tell me your thoughts.” 
 
    It was so quiet. The world had gone to sleep and they were in a universe of pure thoughts and dreams. 
 
    “I’m not scared of you.” 
 
    She glanced at him, a bit surprised. It was a simple statement, not scared of getting a disease, but ti was more, too. And it made her feel really good. 
 
    She finished her drink, then pulled him around. She sat down and nibbled on him, making him gasp. In between she explained herself. 
 
    “Do you know what it is to be a goddess? That is what I feel like sometimes, and I hate it. People are careful around me. They don’t speak their minds. Even powerful people are careful. They’re in awe.” 
 
    “I’m in awe.” 
 
    She gave his nuts a gentle slap and he shivered all the way through. 
 
    “You’ll get over it.” 
 
    He stood and she played with him, brought him to the edge and backed off, while she was waiting for his ardor to wane she continued her talking. 
 
    “I only work a couple of days a month. But those days are long and filled with the most boring sex you can imagine. Sex for the camera, moaning and groaning as if I meant it. It’s terrible. But it’s made me rich.” 
 
    He moaned, and put his hands on the sides of her head, then took them off. 
 
    “Grab my head, fuck my face. Don’t ever be scared around me. if I don’t like something I’ll say so. And I won’t be pissed if you make a mistake. I love mistakes. Mistakes are a chance to learn something.” 
 
    He grabbed her head and thrust, and she accepted him with her whole throat. Easily. And she was doing things with her mouth, with her tongue, he was going to shoot pretty soon if she wasn’t careful. 
 
    “I like the people I work with, or I have them removed from the set. No negativity allowed. But I wouldn’t want to date any of them.” 
 
    She was gobbling his dick, slapping his balls, and had a finger poking at his rectum. His knees were weak and his legs were shaking. He was holding on to the side railing so he wouldn’t fall. 
 
    She rose up and faced him squarely. “I like you. But I can be bad. Especially in the kinky sense. If you stick around I probably won’t fuck you much, but I’ll get you off in ways you can’t imagine. I love women, but they can be such bitches. Maybe I’ll feminize you. Maybe not. But, whatever, let’s go in a see how compatible we are.” 
 
    She took his hand and walked him into the house, through the house, and into her bedroom. 
 
    A big poster bed that smelled of sex. 
 
    She literally threw him on the bed. She followed him, sat stride him, sank down his shaft with a feral grin. 
 
    “Oh, God! I need this!” 
 
    And she devoured him. All of him. 
 
      
 
    The morning light pounded on his eyes. It was late, maybe ten o’clock, and she was sitting on a chair, watching him, her fist under her chin and a pondering look in her eyes. 
 
    “Oh,” he said, struggling up to his elbows. “Good morning.” 
 
    “I hate cooking. You want to go out? Or fix me breakfast?” 
 
    “I can fix, if you’ve got the fixings.” 
 
    She smiled and stood up, “Well, come on then!” 
 
    They went to the kitchen and she sat at the breakfast table while he made bacon and eggs and pancakes. They drank Coke because that reduces hangovers, which they both had slight ones. 
 
    They were both naked, comfortably so, although his dick kept bobbing at odd times. Oddly, it wasn’t exactly the sex that was exciting to him. It was her. She was that exciting. Just being around her. He had never had a girl affect him that way. 
 
    “It’s the carbonation that cures the hangover,” she said, sipping her Coke through a straw. Her lips were perfect puckers and even though she had screwed him to death, he felt his dick coming back to life. Not just bobbing now, but standing up. 
 
    “I heard it was the syrup.” 
 
    “Maybe. Do you make breakfast like this all the time?” 
 
    “Actually, I usually eat mush. McGann’s steel cut oats. Straight from Ireland, I think.” 
 
    “Fuck.” 
 
    He placed a plate in front of her and she sighed. “I can’t eat all of this. If I gain weight it’ll show up ten times worse on the camera.” 
 
    “Eat what you want, I’ll eat the rest.” 
 
    She smiled and dug in. And she was careful. The eggs went down, but she only had a strip of bacon, and she only ate a pancake the size of a small plate. But with lots of syrup. 
 
    But that small repast she enjoyed more than anybody he had ever seen. 
 
    Then he took over, and he didn’t have to watch his weight. 
 
    He pushed the plate back and sighed, and thought about making another breakfast. 
 
    “No,” she said. “I don’t like gluttons.” 
 
    He laughed as she read his mind. 
 
    “Besides, I’m thinking you need more discipline. You drank too much. We need to have you control yourself.” 
 
    “I drank too much?” He arched his eyes at her. 
 
    “I know. Me too. Maybe we’re bad for each other.” 
 
    “Okay. Deal. We drink only once a week. And only two drinks. Except for once a month.” 
 
    She stared at him, then slowly nodded.  
 
    “And if one person breaks this deal they have to give the other person a million dollars.” 
 
    She grinned. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yes.” He wasn’t, and she knew it. The whole deal would splatter at the first opportunity. 
 
    But she said, “Do you even have a million dollars?” 
 
    “Nope,” he returned cheerfully. 
 
    Now she laughed fully, then she patted his hand and said, “Deal. And don’t worry. I’ll cover your million.” 
 
    They sat there for a few minutes, grinning like fools as they looked at each other. 
 
    “You want to get dressed?” 
 
    “Up to you.” 
 
    “Look at you,” she reached under the table and flicked his dick. “Wanting to get lucky again.” 
 
    He nodded ruefully. “I won’t deny it.” 
 
    “Well, honey, I’m not in the mood now, and probably won’t be for a month. My schedule works like this: I screw a bunch of studs for a couple of days, then I don’t feel like it. Then I have a period and don’t feel like it. Then I come down from my period, and it is so relaxing to be freed from sexual impulses…I just don’t feel like messing with that mood. Although, if there is any time I feel like screwing it’ll be then. But don’t get your hopes up. Sometimes I have my moods. Sometimes I think I’d rather spank men than fuck them. Or do other things to them. That’s my bitch stage, and you’d better be on your best behavior when I go there. But, if you get me in a kind place, and everything is right, maybe I’ll fuck. But, do or not, a while after that I screw a few men for a couple of days.” 
 
    “And then it starts all over again,” he murmured. 
 
    “And then it starts,” she agreed. 
 
    “This sounds like you want to do more than hang out. It sounds like you want a live in maid.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck, we didn’t discuss that at all. I was just so happy with you, and I assumed…would you like to consider a position in my employ?” 
 
    He had been thinking about her all morning. He wanted to be with her. He was totally gobsmacked by her description of her lifestyle, and he had only received the sexual side of it. But…work for her? 
 
    Yet, he felt this strong attachment to her. She was bright, vivacious, in control, and yet he felt she was missing something. And was he really the solution? 
 
    “Tell me about it. Would I live here? Report for work? What?” 
 
    “I’ve got a maid that comes in and a gardener. If you chose to live here I would like it. I’ve got a room off the garage and that would be your room. Sometimes I will want you to sleep with me, usually with NPA.” 
 
    “NPA?” 
 
    “No Poke Attached. Just cuddle. Just hold me, maybe listen to me gripe, although that doesn’t happen often. Quite honestly, you’ll have a lot of free time. Sometimes I’ll have you drive me, if I’m in the mean bitch stage, but usually I like driving. You’ll be invited to the set, should you wish. But most guys don’t want to see me get plowed and squirted all over. Other than that, my demands are few. I need a bit of cuddling, sometimes some pampering, watch some old movies with me, and I’ll probably want to experiment on you sexually. Other than that, you hang out. If you want to work on your computer you’ll have lots of time. I’ll pay you a couple of grand a month, and if you make money on your own that’s great. I’m all in favor of people getting rich.” 
 
    He listened, and his throat suddenly grew dry. “You’ve mentioned that before, experimenting sexually. What is that…?” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s always the thing that men hear. And, let’s face it, that always what men want. Let me tell you a little secret: men lust after flesh, women lust after power. We’re generally powerless creatures, and that may explain why I sometimes get bitchy. The hippy, peace and love on the inside gives way to the corporate bitch who wants to walk on men with her spikes.” 
 
    He grinned at her description. “Can we try it?” 
 
    “Absolutely. There’s no contract. You can leave tomorrow or next year, if I don’t kick you out for whatever reason before then.” 
 
    His head moved up and down and he pursed his lips. Truth, he didn’t care about all the rules and things. He just wanted to be near Shiela. “Then let’s do it.” 
 
      
 
    The first few days were pretty peaceful. They hung out, went to lunch, and she kissed him a lot, and felt him. It gave her great pleasure to excite him. But, true to her word, she wasn’t all that interested in fucking. 
 
    He slept with her the next two nights, and he even got her off. But when he wanted to put his dingus in her she just smiled ruefully and pushed him away. 
 
    He was okay with that. It just meant that he would be hornier the following day, and he liked being horny. And he really liked that she thought it was great fun to tease him. 
 
    He really looked forward to her kisses and caresses. 
 
    On the third night she told him to sleep in his own room. It turned out that she had been sleeping with him just to get him used to the house, and to her, and she really wanted to be alone. 
 
    His room was small, just eight by ten, but with the whole house to wander through, so what? 
 
    His bed was comfortable, a queen size so he had lots of room to sprawl. Over the days he would move a computer into the room, and being a reader he would overload the room with books in the coming months. 
 
    That was okay. He told Shiela he needed room for books and she told him to use her library. 
 
    Her library was big, but half empty. 
 
    She read, but she wasn’t big on reading. She read scripts, romance novels, and had a fascination for Alyce Thorndyke. There was also a big globe of the earth in the library and that was fun to spin and poke a finger at. 
 
    One night they had a drink and ended up playing ‘You were born there! (Poke the finger and stop the globe.) 
 
    He ended up being born in Tasmania, and she was in Greenland. Stupid…but fun. 
 
    Her period started and she kept to herself. She took aspirin and kept the curtains closed. Ryan asked her if there was anything he could do for her. She snapped ‘no!’ and he retreated. A few days later she didn’t apologize, she just brought it up and said, “Told you so.” 
 
    She was over her period by then, and she was very relaxed. They went out to lunch, did a little swimming, and one night she lay in his arms and they watched ‘The Maltese Falcon.’ 
 
    He looked Elisha Cook Jr., and she, of course, like Mary Astor. 
 
    “How can you like that cheap gunsel?” she laughed. 
 
    “Little man, big gun. Sort of like me.” 
 
    She couldn’t stop laughing and she punched his arm. 
 
    “Ow,” he rubbed his arm. 
 
    And she considered him soberly. 
 
    Two days later they went to lunch, and she met a friend from the biz. He smiled a lot, and stayed up with what they were talking about, but he wisely refrained from interrupting two women who were talking quite intensely. 
 
    They were talking about A guy named Jerome Smitherly. Film name. He was getting black balled in the industry and the girls had a lot of opinions about that. 
 
    “He’s big and he cums on command.” 
 
    “He likes garlic sandwiches for lunch.” 
 
    But the kicker was that he had yelled at his starlet, and Ryan learned something. 
 
    Women control the porn biz. 
 
    Men are accessories, and can be changed at will. 
 
    Sure, there were a couple of men that were stars, but the public went to see the women, and the women could demand who their co-stars would be. 
 
    Interesting. And he reminded himself to always be polite. 
 
    Then, one night… 
 
      
 
    “Ryan!” 
 
    Ryan put his book down and trotted out to the kitchen. “Hey, boss. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I’m feeling cranky.” 
 
    Uh oh. Her period was over, but she had warned him that she might get pissy at odd times. This was apparently one of those times. 
 
    “Okay.” Really, what else could he say? 
 
    “I want to spank you. I want to tie you down and spank you. And I’m not known for being gentle.” 
 
    This was really his first big test. She had talk about this before, letting him know what she was capable of. 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Head for my room. Take off your clothes and lay on your belly.” 
 
    He did as she requested, and when she came into the room, sipping a gin and tonic, he was laying face down and bare buns up. 
 
    She put her drink down and got some straps out of the dresser drawer. She went around the bed and tied his wrists and ankles to the posts. 
 
    “I hate men,” she said, conversationally, checking her knots. “Oh, I love men, but once or twice a month, usually before I do my two days work, I hate them.” 
 
    He watched her, and wondered how bad this was going to be. 
 
    “I think it’s some psychological problem. I don’t want to have sex with my father or anything, but I am about to be used and abused. Screwing without love. Without any particular desire on my part. That messes with me.” 
 
    She stood back and took off her clothes. 
 
    “I’m going to blind fold you.” she said, getting a blindfold out of the dresser. “That way you’ll never know, and it’ll work on you. Every stroke will be a surprise, and it’ll really mess with your mind.” 
 
    She sat on the bed and blindfolded him, a simple ‘Zorro’ type sleep mask with no eyeholes. “If you want to yell, feel free. But if you get too loud I’ll put a penis gag in your mouth.” 
 
    She ran her hand over his back and sighed as she considered his unmarked flesh. “Is this all right?” 
 
    Was she asking whether his bonds were all right? Or if he was all right with her spanking him? 
 
    He didn’t know. 
 
    “Sure.” His mouth was dry, but he thought he pulled off nonchalance rather nicely. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She stood up and…WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    Ryan jerked and was shocked at how much it hurt. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she muttered. 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    WISSS…SMACK! 
 
    She moved her arm smoothly, turned her body to get more weight into it. 
 
    His ass turned a bright red quickly. Then she struck him softer, going up over his back, down over the backs of his thighs. 
 
    At first he tried to ridge up his body, to refuse the pain. That didn’t work. The mask on his face worked as she had suggested. 
 
    Then he tried to anticipate…and he could. He picked up on the WISS often enough. 
 
    But it still hurt. 
 
    He started crying. Not deep sobs or anything, just water leakage down his cheeks, wetting the bed. 
 
    Shortly after that she stopped. He would think, later, that his crying had brought her to her senses. 
 
    She got some lineament and rubbed his hot ass, and it helped. 
 
    He stopped crying, just lay there, a welter of emotions. 
 
    It had hurt, but it had also woken something up in him. He had cried, but he had a boner. 
 
    She undid his straps, then helped him under the covers, being careful when she pulled the spread over his ass. 
 
    Still, he jerked, and it hurt. 
 
    She held him then. And…she was crying. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” 
 
    He lay in her arms, and it was the best feeling in his life. Like he had been punished, and now was forgiven. 
 
    She kissed his cheek, and his lips, and she kept apologizing, and he finally said, “It’s okay. I liked it.” 
 
    She froze. “You did?” 
 
    “Sure.” He was lying, but he wanted her to stop crying. He wanted the fun Shiela, not the mean bitch, and if this was what he had to do to get the girl he liked, so be it. 
 
    “You can spank me any time.”  
 
    Oh fuck! What am I saying? But he had a hard on, and it didn’t feel like it was going down soon. 
 
    She turned his face, looked him in the eye. 
 
    He kept a calm demeanor. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I’ll do anything for you.” And this time he told the truth. 
 
    She was calm after that, holding him, and she slept with no unease, no sign of bad dreams. 
 
    She didn’t fuck him, but that was okay. She held his weenie in her hand and it was like fucking, but it lasted and lasted.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Okay, babe. I’m off.” She chugged some apple juice, she didn’t smoke or drink coffee, and kissed him on the mouth. 
 
    She usually kissed him on the mouth. She liked to take her time and feel the texture of his lips. She liked to taste him, and always giggled when she felt his big hard on. 
 
    She ran out the door and Ryan was left alone. 
 
    Alone in a million dollar home with nothing to do. And the woman that he had strong feelings for was leaving to fuck a bunch of dicks. 
 
    He poured a Coke and went out to the pool and sat in the early dawn. It was cool, so he kept his robe on. When the sun warmed up he would take a dip. 
 
    Sitting on the lounge his cock poked his robe up. 
 
    He looked down at the throbbing tool and mused. “When are you going to get finished off, big fella?” 
 
    Cock didn’t answer. It never did. It didn’t bother him. 
 
    Like every other man on the planet he was obsessed with his cock. 
 
    But, unlike almost every other man on the planet he was able to hold himself back. 
 
    He would refuse to jack off because it was more fun to feel his throbbing pecker. 
 
    He didn’t toss all morality to the side just to get into a woman’s panties because he liked being horny. 
 
    He liked to feel the heat, the blood rushing. He liked how his cock pushed against his underwear, struggled to poke straight out. 
 
    Sure, he’d like to fuck, and would, but he wasn’t willing to put out the extraordinary amount of work it took to seduce a woman.               
 
    Let them do the work. 
 
    And most women weren’t willing to do the work. 
 
    Which shocked him. 
 
    Women could be lazy sluts until they got married, then they became 24 hour workaholics. 
 
    Do the laundry, change the diaper, fix the breakfast, burp the kid, fix their hair, fix lunch, take the kid to the park, go to the gym, fix dinner, listen to their man drone on about how exciting it was to do spreadsheets, and then, on top of all that, spread their legs and let him pump and dump. 
 
    Maybe that was why they were lazy sluts before marriage? Maybe they knew what was coming and were resting up for it? 
 
    He took off his robe and slipped into the pool. 
 
    Then he did a work out in her home gym. And swam. And reminded himself to get a bike. 
 
    Then he went to work. 
 
    He had been waiting on Shiela hand and foot, not because of her demands, but because he wanted her to like him, he wanted their arrangement to continue. 
 
    Now he had a bunch of computer work waiting for him. Fortunately, what he charged a lot for was simple stuff, and he could do nearly a whole month’s work in a week. 
 
      
 
    Shiela came home dragging, but her eyes were bright, glistening with excitement. 
 
    He had fixed her a small rib eye and potatoes—she said she wanted protein on film days, not the rabbit salads she normally ate—and she devoured it. 
 
    “God, his dick was so big,” she shook her head and masticated her steak. “It doesn’t bother you if I talk about this?” 
 
    It did and it didn’t, but that was the situation, and before he could answer she was continuing. 
 
    “It felt like somebody was driving a choo choo into my poo poo. Never ending story, eh?” 
 
    He fixed her a drink. He intuited that she wanted one, and he was right. 
 
    “Then his friend was supposed to come in and have me blow him, but his ‘friend’ couldn’t get it up. So the scene focused on me. And when he was done fucking me he used my asshole. I don’t usually like it up the butt, but you have to rise to the occasion.” 
 
    She chattered, drank her drink, and he made her another one. And a light one for himself. 
 
    Finally, she was done. Done with the talking, but ready for something else. 
 
    “Come on. I feel funky.” 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom and she tossed him a pair of panties. “Put those on.” 
 
    He stripped, kicked his clothes to the side, and pulled on her panties. 
 
    They didn’t fit, which delighted her, and she clapped her hands and gave a laugh.  
 
    “Oh, I’m going to have to get you a gaff, or maybe just some sissy panties.” 
 
    “Sissy panties?” 
 
    “They have a bit of a pouch. Or I could just tie your cock back between your legs. 
 
    She sat him in front of the vanity table, then sat on the vanity table, her boobs right in front of him, her feet tickling his groin. 
 
    She reached behind herself and picked up a tube of lipstick. 
 
    She smiled and considered him. “I told you I was bi, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Yes. You did.” 
 
    Watching him, watching the unsettled alarm in his eyes, she unscrewed the base of the tube. A bright, red pillar rose up, and she leaned forward. 
 
    “Cup my boobs. Rub my nipples while I do this.” 
 
    He held out his hands and her boobs filled them. He could feel her big, stiff nipples, and he moved his fingers to rub the nipples. 
 
    “Oh, Ryan,” she said as she took his chin in one hand and pressed his cheeks so his mouth puckered. “You are so beautiful.” 
 
    She rolled the lipstick onto his mouth. He felt the wax coating his lips. Her nipples were very hard, and her feet were gently working over his groin. With her feet she pulled down his panties, hooked his cock and pulled it out. 
 
    He grunted. He couldn’t help it. 
 
    His dick lay on the chair and she trampled it. Little up and down steps that excited him beyond belief. 
 
    She toed his balls. 
 
    Then she touched her lips to his. 
 
    His eyes were open for a moment, and hers were closed, so he closed his eyes. 
 
    It was a unique feeling, kissing with lipstick on. It was exotic and erotic. It was like shaking hands with gloves on. Yet…it was more. It made him want more. It made him want to grind his mouth onto hers. 
 
    Fortunately, he ignored his impulses and let her do the work. 
 
    She brushed her lips across his. She licked his mouth, inserted her tongue and then sucked on his. 
 
    Then she backed off. 
 
    The look in her eyes: crazed, demented, happy. 
 
    “Oh, I like you.” 
 
    For an hour she did that. Put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off, put lipstick on him, then gently kissed it off. 
 
    It was an amazing turn on.  
 
    He went through a series of emotions. 
 
    I want this…When will it end…Oh, God! I never thought of that! 
 
    At one point he thought he might just cum. He was that excited. 
 
    But he didn’t, and after an hour she tossed the now empty tube of lipstick aside and hugged him. 
 
    “Want to sleep with me tonight?” 
 
    The gulp in his throat was loud, and she chuckled, then he nodded. 
 
    So they slept. NPA. 
 
    And he had weird dreams that were terrible and exciting, but which he couldn't remember. 
 
      
 
    The next day, seemingly refreshed, at least not looking like she looked when she came home the first day, she headed to the set. 
 
    He spent a peaceful day, with his dick. 
 
    He was now officially hard 24/7. 
 
    Okay, not completely. A dick can’t stay that hard all the time. But he would manage to forget about it for a while, then it popped up. 
 
    It was like it had a mind of its own. 
 
    And she wanted to tie it up? Or somehow control it? 
 
    Ha! 
 
    Fat chance with this wang! 
 
    So he exercised, trying to ignore his always upright member, and when she arrived home she was in a worse mood. Or better mood, depending on your viewpoint. 
 
    He had dinner ready, he had sent out for Chinese, and they tried using chopsticks for a half a minute, then just got out the silverware and ate. 
 
    “Geez. What a day,” she sighed. “And they want me to come in tomorrow.” 
 
    “You gonna do it?” 
 
    “It’s money. I have to.” She looked up at him, “Come with me. We’ll go out later.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He didn’t really want to, but he was getting used to following her directions, so… 
 
    After dinner he fixed a drink, then she went to work on him. 
 
    She tied him down and sucked on him. She edged him for hours. He was already horny, and she could only go a little bit until he was in danger of losing it. 
 
    Finally, she untied him. 
 
    He knew they weren’t going to make love, so he just lay in her arms while she reclined and sipped a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “We’re not done,” she said. 
 
    “Oh?” he was exhausted, but he was also wired. He was so sexually stimulated he didn’t think he’d be able to sleep for a month. At least not until his dick died down. 
 
    She jumped out of bed and reached into her purse. She handed him a pair of panties. “These are sissy panties. I’ll get you some more, but I want you to wear them all the time. 
 
    He took the panties and examined them.  
 
    They were low cut, but had a pouch, and the pouch was stretchy. 
 
    He stepped into a leg hole, then the other one. He pulled them up and  looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    They looked like girl panties, but they held his dick down a little bit. If he didn’t have a hard on they would have smoothed his front. As it was they stuck out a bit, but looked girlish. There was no mistaking them for BVDs. 
 
    “How do they feel?” 
 
    “Surprisingly comfortable,” he admitted. 
 
    “Good. Wear them from now on.” 
 
    “What about when they get dirty?” 
 
    “Turn them inside out.” 
 
    His mouth opened in surprise and she laughed. “No. Don’t do that. I’ll get you some more. Now get down here and eat me. I need a cum and I need it now.” 
 
    She settled on the bed, her legs spread. 
 
    “But do you really need it? Like…bad?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I need it worse than an eskimo needs ice cubes.” 
 
    “Do you need it more than an Arab needs sand.” 
 
    “Just shut up!” she mocked up a fierce anger, but was kidding. 
 
    She wasn’t kidding about needing it, though. 
 
    He no sooner had his face in place than she was moaning and scissoring him and kissing his lips with her lower lips. 
 
    He had never seen a girl so hungry for cunnilingus. The sounds she made. The way she pumped into his face. Then she folded her legs, like an Indian sitting, and she held her ankles and clamped his face into her. 
 
    He couldn’t breath. He was suffocating. He was gasping and felt like he was going to pass out. Just before he could go unconscious, however, she gave a violent shiver and let go. 
 
    He back his head up, gasping for breath, and she lay there, turned on her side, her legs now stretched out and quaking. 
 
    Without being told he crawled up next to her, held her. 
 
    She came down. It had been maybe the most violent cum he had ever seen. Then she took his arms off her and held him. She liked to be doing the one doing the holding, unless they were watching old movies, then it was fifty fifty as to who held who. 
 
    “Heysoos,” she whispered, giving a final shudder. “You can sleep with me tonight.” 
 
      
 
    The next day they were up early and heading for the studio. 
 
    They walked in through the front door and because she vouched for him they gave him a badge on the spot. 
 
    She led him through the building and he observed Hollywood, porn Hollywood, at work. 
 
    He saw amazingly beautiful women walking around naked. And not caring. If they did notice him gawking, which he tried not to do but whacha gonna do…they simply smiled unselfconsciously. 
 
    They passed a couple of rooms where shooting was in progress. He heard a steady diet of moans and groans, and saw a mountain of bodies fucking and sucking in weird positions. Or at least, positions he had never thought of. 
 
    Shiela greeted people, sometimes with a fist bump, sometimes with a hug, and she was obviously popular. Or, at least in power. 
 
    “You getting horny yet?” She tossed back to him. 
 
    “Only for you.” 
 
    “Good answer,” she laughed. 
 
    They turned onto a set and a big, hulk of muscles was standing in the middle of the room, cameras aimed at him but not shooting, and a gorgeous woman was slurping at his dong. 
 
    “Shiela! You ready?” 
 
    “Always, stud. How’s it going?” 
 
    “You exhausted me yesterday.” 
 
    The woman sucking on him stroking him and feeling his balls looked up. “What’d you do to him? I can’t get him hard.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I brought a new fluffer.” 
 
    Everybody on the set was standing around, some watching, some ignoring, but now they looked. 
 
    Shiela turned to Ryan. “Hey, Ryan, do you know what a fluffer is?” 
 
    Ryan had no idea what a fluffer was, but he was willing to please Shiela. “Sure.” 
 
    A couple of the people on the set cracked grins, and Ryan was suddenly the center of attention. Nervously, he asked, “What do I have to do?” 
 
    “Get down on your knees and suck Stud off. But make sure he doesn’t cum. Save that for me.” 
 
    Ryan’s mouth opened and he froze. Get down on his…suck Stud off? 
 
    “But…I don’t…you don’t mean…” 
 
    And suddenly everybody was laughing. 
 
    Stud slapped Ryan’s arm. “She got ya, pal. Ryan.” 
 
    “Gotcha,” Shiela chuckled. 
 
    “Then I don’t have to…” 
 
    “Maybe some day, but not today. Besides, Joannie’s the best fluffer in the business.” 
 
    “Not now I’m not,” she murmured over a mouthful of cock. 
 
    “Stick a finger up his ass. that always works.” 
 
    “Hey! Aie!” Stud yipped and Shiela passed him with a grin and headed for the dressing room. 
 
    “Yeah, that works.” 
 
      
 
    The dressing room should have been called the undressing room, because that’s all that Shiela did. She stripped off her clothes then sat down in a chair. 
 
    The make up girl one chair down said, “I’ll be right with you, Shiela.” 
 
    “Take your time.” 
 
    Ryan was leaning against a long counter that held all sorts of make up supplies. 
 
    “How do you like it? Make you want to get a job here?” 
 
    “Amazing.” 
 
    “Of course we’d have to get you a bigger dick.” 
 
    Ryan shook his head ruefully. These guys were big! 
 
    “There was some talk last year about a new procedure. Getting an animal’s penis transplanted, replacing your own. What do you think? Would you like a walrus wanger? Or maybe a polar bear pud?” 
 
    “I think I’m fine, thanks.” 
 
    Then the make up girl stepped over to Shiela and her day began. 
 
    It wasn’t a long day, she was only needed till noon, but it was an intense day. 
 
    As soon as make up was done she reported on set. Camera men checked her blocking, measured the lighting, and while they were doing that the director was talking to her about what had to be done. 
 
    “We lost the light on your face yesterday, so when he shoots make sure you face the light at about a thirty degree angle.” 
 
    “That’s awkward, can you position Stud and I a bit better?” 
 
    “No prob. Stud, come over here!” 
 
    And the talks went on. They did a couple of shots for effect, then got into the real production. 
 
    Ryan stood on the edges and watched as Shiela and Stud tangled. He watched as they positioned, twisted, sought the lighting and the camera angle, and the boom operator tried to keep the boom out of the shot. 
 
    Again and again. Him putting his ginormous dick into her hole. Close ups of her looking delightfully shocked at the size of him. 
 
    Then feeling pain at the size of him. 
 
    Then feeling some other emotion. 
 
    The day began a long, grinding series of shots. And Stud kept plunging into her. 
 
    She called for lubrication at one point. 
 
    “You’re too much, Stud,” she said as an assistant wiped goo on her pussy, ran his fingers in and out of her and made sure she was thoroughly lubricated. 
 
    “Sorry, Shiela.” 
 
    “No, you’re good. It is what it is.” 
 
    “It wouldn't be so bad if you weren’t so tight.” 
 
    He grinned, and she laughed and patted his cheek. “Aw, you say such sweet things.” 
 
    Then it was back to shooting, him plunging in, her moaning and groaning. 
 
    Finally, not ten minutes before lunch, the director called out. “Okay, Stud, Shiela. We’ve got enough. Let’s have the money shot.” 
 
    Ryan didn’t know how Stud did it. He had just spent hours fucking without cumming, and now, within thirty seconds he pulled out, jacked the big head a few times, and spurted all over Shiela’s face. And it was a lot of cum. It got all over her face and in her mouth. She let a bit of it fall on her breasts, then she showed the camera her open, cum filled mouth and swallowed. 
 
    “Cut! Good job, people. Shiela, you’re the one. Thanks everybody. See you after lunch!” 
 
    Suddenly he and Shiela were standing in the studio alone. 
 
    She smiled at him, sperm all over her face, dripping down the side of her nose and getting in her mouth. “How’d you like it?” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Come on. I’ll clean up and we can go somewhere.” 
 
    He followed her into the dressing area and watched as she wiped semen from her chest and her face. 
 
    “Does it bother you seeing me screw somebody else?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    She chuckled, tossed a washcloth onto the counter and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.” 
 
    “But it looks like you really got into it!” 
 
    “On one level I did. But with Stud? No thanks. He’s a great guy, but he’s not my type.” 
 
    “Who is your type.” 
 
    He wanted a specific answer, and he got it. 
 
    She placed her arms around his neck and spoke into his face. “You are. But don’t let it go to your head.” She kissed him then. Kissed him with a mouth still tasting of cum.” 
 
    He responded, he couldn’t help but respond, but the taste…the taste…his mind was trying to absorb it when she broke the kiss and turned away. “Let me get dressed now.” 
 
      
 
    They drove, her at the wheel, through town, and she was changed. 
 
    He quickly intuited that it was because she was done with shooting for the month. Two days of hard shoot, maybe a third, and she didn’t really like it all that much. but she was an actress, and she made it look like fucking Stud was the only thing that mattered to her. 
 
    “Where we going?” 
 
    “Crazy,” she grinned. “Want to come along?” 
 
    He laughed. She was infectious. “Sure.” 
 
    “Let’s get some deli and head up the coast. I know a nude beach. Well, it’s not really a nude beach. It belongs to a friend of mine. It’s more of a kink beach.” 
 
    “Kink?” 
 
    “Kink. Did you bring your suit?” 
 
    “But I thought it was a nude beach?” 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t be obtusive, Rufus. That’s a tongue twister. Say ‘obtusive Rufus’ five times in a row really fast.” 
 
    He couldn’t, but they had a good laugh when he tried. 
 
     
 
    They drove up the one for an hour, and they were barely outside of Santa Barbara when she turned down a driveway. 
 
    They coasted down a long drive, between rows of tall Eucalyptus and onto a circular drive. 
 
    The house was big, and Mediterranean with red roof tiles. There were all sorts of flowers around it, and several cars were parked to one side. 
 
    Shiela parked and they got out and sauntered up to the front door. 
 
    It was big inside, with chandeliers and tapestries and a rather large fire place. 
 
    There was nobody in the house, however, and Shiela led Ryan through the house, out the back door, and there were all the people. Naked. 
 
    “Hey! Shiela!” 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend!” 
 
    It was mostly women, a few men, and Ryan stared at acres of flesh, of mountainous boobs, of shaved snatch. 
 
    “Who’s the newbie?” 
 
    Shiela was hugging, kissing women on the lips, and she stopped to answer. “This is Ryan. He’s my boy. I’m breaking him in, so please don’t break him.” 
 
    As she spoke she was taking her clothes off, just throwing them to the sides. She looked back at Ryan. “Come on, Rye, get comfy. The girls don’t mind. They’re all lesbians, anyway.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself, bitch,” said one woman with protruding breasts. “I want men with big dicks!” 
 
    There were hoots and catcalls, and the woman began undressing Ryan. He was startled, a bit apprehensive, and he wiggled as if to escape, but the woman wouldn’t let him. 
 
    “Come on, handsome. Let’s see what you got.” 
 
    One woman, a chunky, little blonde with a nice face, got to his pants and started to pull them down, then turned towards the other ladies. “Hey! He’s already got a boner!” 
 
    “Better not let him cum!” yelled Shiela. She was naked and waiting for drinks at a bar. 
 
    “Then why isn’t he in chastity?” 
 
    “Because I trust you bitches!” 
 
    Everybody howled at that. 
 
    Then the woman had Ryan’s pants down and his cock popped up. 
 
    Cheers!” 
 
    “Now we’re talking!” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Shiela came to him, grinning widely, enjoying his state of mind, and handed him a drink. 
 
    “Okay, honey, there’s a reason I brought you here.” 
 
    “There is?” 
 
    “Yes. Shirley here,” she indicated the girl who had pantsed him, “is retiring. Well, she’s getting married, and this is her party. And you are my gift to her.” 
 
    Ryan’s mouth opened. “I’m a gift?” 
 
    “Don’t look so shocked. Anyway, she gets to do whatever she wants to you for 24 hours. She might screw you, even to a squirt, but I told her if you give out she’s still stuck with you. So try not to cum, honey.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “And don’t worry if you end up in the dungeon—oh, yes, this house has a very well equipped dungeon—Shirley is a gentle person when it comes to disciplining the boys. Not like me.” 
 
    “But…are you…do—“ 
 
    Shiela stepped close to him and whispered. “Am I sure? Of course I am. And you should be happy. After all, isn’t it every boy’s fantasy to be passed around by beautiful women like a party favor?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    “Are you done with sweet cheeks here?” Shirley asked. 
 
    Shiela smiled at Ryan and said, “Yep.” 
 
    Shirley reached out and grabbed Ryan by the penis. 
 
    “Good, because a hard man is good to find.” 
 
    She tugged and began walking up the path towards the house. 
 
    “Where…where are we going?” Ryan gasped and tried to keep pace with the woman. 
 
    She turned to him. “I talked to Shiela about you, and you need a little work.” 
 
    “Work on what?” He was talking to complain, unable to keep up and his penis was being pulled a little too hard. 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    She led him up the stairs and into the house. Then up some winding stairs to the second floor. Down the hall they went, and into her bedroom. 
 
    She let go of him and opened up a suitcase. “Shiela’s too soft. She takes too long. Men have a chance to think and they get in trouble. I guarantee you. If you think a little too much you’re going to mess everything up.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    She tossed a bottle Nair at him. “Okay, sweet cheeks, let’s get rid of your ugly hair.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because I said so. And because in one hour I am going to want you dressed like a woman, waiting on the girls, mixing drinks—you know how to mix drinks, don’t you?—well, you’ll learn,” she ignored his sputtering protests. “And when I get done with you you’ll be a proper companion for Shiela. You got that?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    “Now, get busy!” 
 
    She slapped his ass and pushed him in the direction of a bathroom. 
 
    Ryan stumbled into the bathroom. He read the back of the bottle and started slathering the stuff onto his frame. 
 
    On one hand, he didn’t know this Shirley person. On the other hand, Shiela had told him to, so he had to. 
 
    Shirley stepped into the doorway and snapped a couple of pictures of Ryan on her cell phone. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She tapped a couple of buttons and it uploaded to the cloud. 
 
    She looked up at him and grinned. “Come on, handsome. “Let me help you with that. 
 
    He stood, near in shock, and Shirley began rubbing the Nair into his flesh, getting his back, rubbing it into the nooks and crannies of his groin. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she hummed. “When I finish with you…you’re going to be perfect.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Oh, that reminds me…” 
 
    She left the room and came back a minute later. She held out her hand and said, “Put this in.” 
 
    Ryan stared in shock at the thing in her hand. 
 
    It was a silver buttplug with a blue diamond in the end of the ‘handle.’ A Little wire with a button on it hung down from the diamond. 
 
    “But that’s…that’s…” 
 
    “Come on, sweet cheeks. Turn around and bend over,” Shirley said, pushing him around. “You seem a little hesitant, so I’ll do the honors.” 
 
    “But you can’t…I’ve never…you…URK!” 
 
    His eyes went wide and his mouth opened. He was suddenly full, and then he understood why so many people bought butt plugs. 
 
    It felt go-o-od! 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    Feminization really is a blessing. A man gets a new lease on life. He learns to submit. He learns truths about women that other men will never know. 
 
    Of course, there are hurdles to overcome on this pink path. 
 
    Chastity. That happens, and that’s a big one. Most men could never have the discipline to control themselves. 
 
    Then there’s the rules. You have to follow the rules. 
 
    In this story, which is a sequel to ‘A Year to Feminize Him,’ Ryan learns to follow the rules. 
 
    He also learns there is more to being a woman than just stepping into some heels and lipstick. 
 
    A lot more! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    Shirley pulled Ryan by the penis up the stairs. 
 
    Ryan pranced on his tip toes, trying to mount the steps as fast as Shirley pulled him. 
 
    Behind them the party was getting started. Probably fifty naked women, and a few men, were drinking beer, wine, hard stuff, and taking a pill or two. 
 
    Ryan managed to glance back over his shoulder and caught a glance of Shiela, the woman who had brought him here, the woman he had pledged to serve. She was kissing one of the other women, their hands feeling each others breasts. 
 
    “Come on!” Shirley tugged. 
 
    Ryan made it over the threshold and into a large dining room. He had but a moment to take in the rich wood table that stretched the length of the room, the chandelier with hundreds of bulbs in the shape of candle flames, the big double doors to the living room, then he was dragged to the side, into the kitchen. 
 
    Suddenly Shirley stopped, pulled him around and kissed him. She near sucked his tonsils out, then whispered hoarsely, “If you cum I’ll beat your ass with a rake!” 
 
    She held his handle hard and jacked it twice, then turned and pulled him towards the far end of the kitchen. 
 
    At the far end was a small hallway that led to three doors. She opened the door on the left and turned on a light switch. She led him down a long stairway made of fresh lumber. It hadn’t even been sanded, and he got a little touch of sap on his hand. 
 
    The stairway went down about twenty feet to a platform. They turned left at the platform and Ryan was presented with a long, dank dungeon. 
 
    A real dungeon! 
 
    The house wasn’t that old, but the dungeon was walled with river stones, big ones, and there was a feeling of mold and creepiness in the place. 
 
    “What is..what is…” 
 
    “Let’s see, what shall we do…what shall we…ah ha! I’ve got it. Come on!” 
 
    She dragged him past a spanking bench, a St. Andrews Cross, a couple of cages. One of the cages was in the shape of a human body on all fours. 
 
    Then there was an open space with eye bolts screwed into the old cement floor. Chains hung on the walls, and there were several coils of chains set to one side. Each chain had padlocks secured to them, and handcuffs. 
 
    Then they were passing another St. Andrews cross, several cells, and they came to a thing that looked like a black board. 
 
    It was on a stand made of thick wood, and instead of a blackboard it had a thick sheet of plywood. There were straps on the thing in the shape of a body. 
 
    “Back up here.” 
 
    Shirley pushed him to the board and began fastening velcro straps. 
 
    Around his forehead, his neck, his body. His arms in two places each, his legs in three places each. 
 
    The velcro straps were padded and not uncomfortable. They didn’t cut off the blood or anything. 
 
    “Are you comfy,” Shirley asked with a bright grin. 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Okay, how about now?” 
 
    “Oh!” Ryan gasped as she pushed on the bottom of the big board. 
 
    The board tilted until it was horizontal and he was hanging from it. 
 
    She was squatting under him, looking up into his face. The light wasn’t good and her face was in shadows. 
 
    “Comfy?” 
 
    “No! Get me down!” 
 
    “Is this thing cutting off any circulation? Is it hard to breath?” 
 
    “It’s terrible! Let me loose?” 
 
    “But I have to know whether you are in danger of being hurt. Is there any danger?” 
 
    He kept complaining and asking to be let down, but she just kept asking him. Then she reached out and stroked his weenie. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he sucked in breath. 
 
    “Tell me, are you in any danger?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no!” he managed to articulate. 
 
    “Excellent. You’re going to be alone for a while. But we’ll check on you later. See ya, hon.” 
 
    She let go of his peeny, stroked his cheek, and backed out from under the tilted board. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! Come back here!” 
 
    But she padded down the dungeon and disappeared. 
 
    Ryan let out a holler, several hollers, but he was truly alone. He thought he might even have heard the door to the kitchen area clicking shut. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    The sound of his breathing. 
 
    Sweat dripping from him, though it wasn’t hot, nor cold. 
 
    And he was totally discombobulated. 
 
    He was hanging, 90 degrees from standing up, and everything was skewed. 
 
    He wanted to tilt his head back, to look on the level, but he could only stare at the floor. 
 
    Fortunately, the lights were on. 
 
    He was freaked out. 
 
    And he wondered at how easily she had caught him. 
 
    She had just led him down, pushed him against the board and locked him in place. 
 
    Sheep to slaughter. 
 
    But…why? 
 
    He listened, and as silence grew and his ears searched for stimulation he thought he might hear the distant sound of laughter. 
 
    The girls outside, naked and partying. 
 
    But maybe that was just his imagination. 
 
      
 
    Time, a rigid thing that won’t speed up when you want it to, or slow down when you want it to. 
 
    A space of tick…tick…tick…to the tune of your heart. 
 
    Flexible and fluid and flowing past, but never fast enough…always too slow. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    And how does one measure the creep of time? 
 
    How does one assess the minutes and hours when their is no motion of the sun, no shadow around a sundial, no movement of a hand around a watch face? 
 
    Ryan tried counting heart beats. 
 
    Then, he realized, he was no longer erect. 
 
    But that realization made him erect. 
 
    He could only forget for a while, then, as inexorable as time, his cock resurrected, called to him, stood up and shouted for relief. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
    Tick. 
 
      
 
    The door at the top of the stairs opened and he heard the far away mumble of voices. Many voices. 
 
    Coming down the stairs, a slow building up of sound echoing against the walls of the dungeon. 
 
    Then the slither of foot pads on the cement floor. 
 
    “Hello?” he called. 
 
    The mumble of voices grew, but did not answer him. 
 
    “Get me out of here!” 
 
    Then the little light that shone down to the end of the dungeon shifted and warped. It was being blotted out by the march of bodies. 
 
    “Shiela? Please?” He was begging, and then sobbing. He was tired of being alone and in the dark. 
 
    How long had it been? 
 
    Feet! He could see bare ankles and toes, the toes all painted red, calves so shapely rising up into the darkness where he could not see. 
 
    The board he was on began moving. The whole structure, it had casters on the bottom, was being trundled down the length of the dungeon. 
 
    “Where are you…please…let me go!” 
 
    Yet there were no voices. 
 
    Just the slow movement of the floor under his downcast eyes. 
 
    Into the relative light of the main room. Over the eyebolts in the floor. 
 
    It stopped. 
 
    He stared downwards, and he perceived the shuffle of feet. The women’s feet moved back and he had the impression they were standing in a circle around him. 
 
    Then a low chant began. Old words, sounding Latin, or maybe older. 
 
    Growling words, soothing words. Sentences that ran and all the voices chased them in harmony. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Ryan sobbed. 
 
    For an hour the chanting continued, the march of naked woman continued. Ryan, with the movement of the shadows of bodies, now had something to judge by, and he guessed an hour. 
 
    Then everything stopped. 
 
    The marching stopped, the chanting stopped. It felt like the universe had stopped. 
 
    No more the circling of the sun. No more the twinkle of stars. Now everything was a stopped backstop for this moment. 
 
    Slowly, the board he was on began to rotate. Up, up, seeing naked women surrounding him in two circles, one within the other. No. Three rows. Maybe a hundred women. All of them with hourglass bodies that were heavy on top. Long hair let to hand down about their face and even over their eyes. And each woman held a candle in two hands. 
 
    It was like there was a whisper of far away thunder, but not a mouth moved, not a larynx produced a sound. 
 
    Shirley stepped forward. 
 
    “Shirley?” he looked at her with begging in his eyes. 
 
    “For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.” 
 
    She held her candle out over him and tipped it. 
 
    Wax collected in the holder dribbled down and splashed on his penis and balls. 
 
    “No!” he screamed. He tried to wiggle, but the straps held him tight. 
 
    The wax burned. Not enough to burn his flesh, but enough to make him howl.  
 
    Then it stopped. Shirley took three steps back, into her place in the circle of women, and the entire circle took a step to the right. 
 
    Another woman stepped forward and held her candle over him. 
 
    “For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.” 
 
    Hot wax struck his body. On his belly. “OW!” 
 
    She stepped back, the circle sidestepped, and another woman stepped forward. 
 
    “For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.” 
 
    Hot wax on his forehead. Yet she was careful not to get any in his eyes. 
 
    And another woman, and another woman. 
 
    Circling. Silent. Pouring hot wax on him. They covered his flesh with the burning substance. Until nothing was visible. Not a nipple, not his cock or balls. Nothing but his eyes. 
 
    Pain became a memory. The burning of the wax began to feel good, and the skin under the wax felt like it was writhing, changing. 
 
    Sometimes his bones hurt, but how could wax touch his bones? 
 
    His muscles writhed, and they felt so weak now, inefficient, being transformed into something…something. 
 
    “For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.” 
 
    The sound of thunder imposing as he was covered in caul. 
 
    Yet the thunder was in his mind, there was no such thunder in the real world. 
 
    Louder and louder, and more insubstantial. 
 
    “For the divine female form we bless you. May all the Gods witness. May all the creatures of hell shiver. We bless you.” 
 
    How long the circle turned, how long they dripped wax on him, he didn’t know. 
 
    He felt hands sliding under him, coating his backside with a film of wax that cooled and coated his body complete. 
 
    He felt hands sealing his asshole. with the butt plug inside. 
 
    Fingers pressed his lips together and wax sealed his voice. 
 
    Then fingers closed his eyes and his eyes were sealed. 
 
    He was in a silent tomb of rebirth. 
 
    The thunder of a God pronouncing sentence. 
 
    No. A goddess. 
 
    Then he was alone. Floating in the cosmos. Free from all restraints. Nothing but him. 
 
    Why is there life? But he knew the answer to that. 
 
    Why are there two halves to the universe? That was a simple one. 
 
    Why do people have two halves? Why do they come in male and female? 
 
    And he felt as if he was a finger moving script across the blackboard of the cosmos. Shifting realities. Rewriting what was with what was. 
 
    Then he slept. 
 
      
 
    It was a deep sleep. The most restful sleep in the universe. Far beyond such temporary things as death. 
 
    He awoke, and knew, instantly, where he was. 
 
    He was in the dungeon, laying on a board, but he was free. The straps had been taken off him. 
 
    The only thing keeping him in place was the thin coating of wax that cocooned his body. 
 
    He lay there, breathing, feeling the wax crackling on his chest as he breathed. 
 
    He moved a finger, then more fingers, and the wax crackled, then bits and pieces slid off his fingers. 
 
    He moved his arms and enjoyed the feeling of emerging. 
 
    He moved his legs, and heard the sound of shards of wax dribbling on the table, the floor. 
 
    He couldn’t open his eyes, so he reached up with his hands and scraped his eyelids. Digging fingernails under sheaths of wax. Pulling, feeling the attachment of wax to skin breaking, coming loose. 
 
    Freedom. Ahhh. It felt so wonderful. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    He was, as he had known, in the dungeon.  
 
    He sat up and wax fell from him, a waterfall of shards, as if he had been overlaid with bits of puzzle, scattered onto the floor below. 
 
    He stood, and more wax fell on the floor. 
 
    He scrapped his body, pulling off bits and pieces and exposing his flesh to the world. 
 
    He was naked, and it was wonderfully satisfying to pull the substance off his cock and balls. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    Nothing more to be done. 
 
    He walked towards the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Nobody was in the house. It was empty, and he could feel that emptiness, that lack of human spirit. 
 
    He walked to the back door and looked out. 
 
    About twenty women were sitting around a big fire, roasting marshmallows, make Smores, chatting and passing a bottle of wine around. 
 
    The other women were gone. Just a few left. 
 
    He stepped out onto the back patio and one of the women noticed him and said something. 
 
    Twenty sets of eyes turned and gazed at him. They were all smiling. 
 
    He started down the steps, and Shiela stood up and met him halfway down the steps. 
 
    “There you are,” she said, moving into him. Holding him. Kissing him, and he gave himself up to the silk of her lips, and ripple of her breasts, and spark of life in her bosom.  
 
    “What happened?” he asked. Yet he knew the answer, and that it was a concept that could not be described. 
 
    “Come down and meet the girls. Have some wine and relax.” 
 
    “I’m pretty relaxed,” he said, as she linked her arm through his and guided him down the steps. 
 
    “I’ll bet,” she giggled. 
 
    “Where are the others? There were a lot more of you. And a few men, too.” 
 
    “The still men aren’t allowed in the ceremony. Not until they complete their journey. And the women have all gone to work. It’s been several days, you know.” 
 
    He blinked. It had? Then the knowledge of time passed asserted itself in his consciousness. “Of course it has. It is Wednesday.” 
 
    She smiled and hugged his arm, placed her face against his shoulder, then they were entering the ring around the campfire. 
 
    “Ryan!” 
 
    “Hey, Ryan!” 
 
    “Hey, handsome…” 
 
    Everybody greeted him warmly, and a place was made for him to sit. He was handed a Smore and he ate, and then a bottle of wine made its way to him. 
 
    As he accepted the gifts he realized the plug was still in him. It felt so good. 
 
    Shirley was on the opposite side of the fire ring. “So how’s it going, Ryan?” 
 
    Everybody listened raptly. 
 
    “Pretty good.” He met her gaze, then let his eyes go around the circle. Everybody was hanging on his words. “What?” 
 
    “We’re just curious. Tell us what happened to you?” 
 
    “You mean…in the dungeon? But you were there. You already know.” 
 
    “We know what happened on the outside, but not the inside. Tell us what you saw when you were enclosed. 
 
    He thought about it. 
 
    “There was thunder, but the thunder was voices deciding what to do with me. Then I was floating, and I was a finger, and the writing on the wall was writ, but moved on, and here I am.” 
 
    A soft sigh went around the circle as the girls accepted his vision. 
 
    “So what happened? I mean, I know what happened inside, and I feel really good, but…what is happening to me?” 
 
    “Metamorphoses,” whispered Shiela at his side, and there were nods around the circle. 
 
    “Metamorphoses,” he repeated. “I’m changing. But we’re all changing. Every moment of life is changing. From one second to the next to cells and atoms of my body shift and move. I am a living roadmap, and…” he looked up. He had been speaking his thoughts without thought. And he didn’t really understand all that he was saying. 
 
    Oh, some of it, but…there was so much to be grokked. 
 
    Then they passed him more Smores, and he ate, and he answered questions, and he felt the intimate workings of women gathered with their intuition loosed, their spirit consecrated, their beings dedicated. 
 
      
 
    Shiela drove and Ryan sat in the passenger seat, his hand out the window and making swooping motions in the wind. 
 
    To the right the Pacific Ocean was bright and gleaming to the horizon.  
 
    There were a few tankers out there, and giant freighters, and surfers and seagulls, but it was so peaceful. And it was made even more peaceful by Ryan’s frame of mind. 
 
    He had had a cosmic experience. He felt like a zen master, at one with the world. 
 
    Shiela nudged him and said, “Roll the window up.” 
 
    He did, and turned to her. 
 
    “We’ve got to have a talk.” 
 
    “I figured.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love it when a newbie is like this. And I hate to talk serious with you, but it’s got to be done.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I am your mentor. I’m the person who got you into this. So I’m responsible for your education, and for you for the next year.” 
 
    Ryan tilted his head. It sounded like she was going off into left field. 
 
    “I know that right now your mind is expanded and the universe makes sense to you, but that’s going to change.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “You’re going to change.” 
 
    He said nothing, just waited. 
 
    “I am a member of a cult, although we’re not really a cult. There are women in this world who are tired of the endless wars, of seeing their children slaughtered for profit by governments who don’t care. I am a Silithian.” 
 
    Ryan pursed his lips in thought. He was not alarmed by her seriosity, but he was curious.”And what is a Silithian?” 
 
    “There is a woman named Silithia. She discovered the secrets of a long life and great, good health. She also realized that the only way to bring the world to world peace was to change men into women. Oh, not all men, but enough so that men become a minority with a small voice that can be ignored. Too small to wage war and create corporations that rape society.” 
 
    “Would you like a Coke? there’s a cold one in the back.” 
 
    She gave him a sharp glance, then relaxed. He wasn’t being obtuse or ignoring her. He just had his priorities in order. If you save the world you should enjoy yourself. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She waited while he popped a top and they shared it as the car drifted up the road. There wasn’t much traffic, yet, so it was quite enjoyable. 
 
    “The ceremony that you went through has changed you into a woman.” 
 
    He looked at his body, and a slight tinge of worry started up somewhere. “I don’t seem to have breasts.” 
 
    “No. But you will. We have convinced the Over Being that—“ 
 
    “Over being?” 
 
    “The entity who is in charge of mankind. Some call it a God, or a Goddess, but it is neither, and it watches over us. Sometimes it will help us in our affairs, but in modern times it has become so ignored that it rarely helps us. There is only so much a God can do for children who have gone insane. 
 
    “Anyway, as a group, using certain ritual, empowered by our studies of Silithian yoga, we are able to speak to the God, and sometimes God will help us. 
 
    “My particular branch of Silithianism is charged with this communication, though all women are encouraged to resurrect the old ways of speaking with the Over Being. The point is that we have asked the Over Being to change you, and she—we prefer to think of her as ‘she,’ though she really has no sex—agreed. She found you worthy. Which is a great joy to me because I was the one who interviewed you and thought you were qualified.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Ryan frowned, his good mood starting to evaporate. “You’re saying that I’m actually going to become a woman? That I’m going to change? I’ll get tits and…my nuts? Am I supposed to lose my manhood?” 
 
    Shiela took the can and sipped. God, that felt good. 
 
    And said: “I will help you through it. I will teach you. But there are going to be rough spots. Times when you don’t want it, where you want to refuse the blessing of the Gods, where you will want to revert to being a stinky man again.” 
 
    “A stinky man,” he mused, tried to reconcile his mood, now missing the cosmic, zen state of mind he was losing. 
 
    “What if I don’t want to change right now?” 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but it’s been done. Your body is changing as we speak. The changes will be subtle, but they will mount, they will accumulate, and one day you’re going to be looking at yourself and wondering, and then it will hit you. Your face will change, your body fat will shift. Your features will become more feminine, and at a certain point people won’t see you as male anymore. We have to prepare for that.” 
 
    Ryan looked out the window. They were turning inland, traffic was picking up, and the change from beautiful country to industrial city mirrored his frame of mind. 
 
    “So there is something that you’re going to have to do. It will be hard, and you won’t want to, but it is imperative. If you don’t do it then your transition will be impure. You will still change, but…it will be difficult, and your state of mind will have much difficulty accepting what is happening.” 
 
    “What is it I have to do?” He showed a bit of bitterness. He didn’t like this. It had to be a joke. Yeah, Shiela was messing with him.  
 
    But the loss of his peace of mind to such blather…why did he feel so out of sorts? 
 
    And what had that ceremony really done to him? 
 
    “You’re going to have to be chastised.” 
 
    He looked at her. His gaze was level, penetrating, as if he was seeing her for the first time. 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “I know. I know. It’s…you feel so good now, and you see things, but if you don’t take your sexuality under control it can destroy you.” 
 
    “I’m a little hazy on this ‘destroy’ stuff.” 
 
    “Being a woman isn’t just physical, it’s mental. If you continue to fuck like a man, while transitioning to a woman, your mind won’t adapt and you’ll be stuck in a kind of personal hell. Maybe hell is a strong word, but it will be bad, and you really won’t like it. And we won’t be able to help you.” 
 
    “Oh. You make me into a woman. Give me titties and kick me out the door.” Yes, he was definitely sounding bitter. 
 
    “That’s…no. But at a certain point we can’t help you adapt and understand, and you won’t want to be around us, and…you’ll show yourself the door. A door to a miserable, unfulfilled life.” 
 
    “I think you’re crazy,” he muttered softly. 
 
    “I know,” and she sounded truly unhappy. “But I’ll prove it to you when we get home.” 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    “Yes. My home is yours now. For the next year, longer if we are compatible and want to. And when we get home I’ll make love to you. That will prove what I’m saying. You’ll feel the potential for unhappiness and…I’ll prove it to you.” 
 
    “Wow. You send me on the ultimate downer, then want to make love. Am I lucky, or what?” 
 
    “Damn it, I should have waited until we got home. But you were so happy, and I thought…” 
 
    “You thought wrong.” He turned to her. “You wanted me to be your companion for a year, I thought it sounded fun. I really like you. But this…this crazy stuff…” he shrugged and turned away from her. 
 
    The rest of the drive was silent, and the car was filled with a weird, bitter energy. 
 
    Still, Ryan didn’t run away when they arrived at the house. He simply got out and walked up to the house. When Shiela caught up to him he was pouring a drink. “Want one?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure.” She felt broken hearted. But she knew she had to see this through. 
 
    Drinks in hand, they adjourned to the living room. Ryan stared out the back window, observed the pool, the buildings in the LA basin, a little sparrow that came to flutter in the bird bath. 
 
    Shiela sat across from him, sometimes watching him, sometimes watching what he watched. 
 
    They finished their drinks, and she made two more. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said when she handed him his. 
 
    Now she sat down next to him. 
 
    Silence. The sound of a hall clock ticking. Hearts beating. 
 
    They finished the second drink and she made two more. 
 
    Now the hurt had been blunted. 
 
    “I think you’re crazy, but I believe you, and I don’t understand why.” 
 
    “Because you are developing female intuition. It is a different method of thought. Not logical, and you have to be careful that you don’t make your decisions based on that alone.” 
 
    He said: “So you’re going to fuck me and convince me.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. And she felt rather small. He was right, but the machinery had been set in motion. They were on the pink path. And she was responsible. 
 
    “And all that stuff you told me, you screw for a couple of days, and you’re grumpy, and you have a period, and your month just sort of goes up and down…and now you feel like sex.” 
 
    His words were cutting. Not because they were words, but because they were cutting. 
 
    “Right now I really don’t want to fuck you, but I have to.” 
 
    He turned to her. God, she was beautiful. Her hair was shiny, her eyes glistened, though maybe with a bit of tears. Her chest was out thrust and he could see the nipples poking through the material. 
 
    “So you’ll give up your sex for the great whoever called Silithia. Do you know how nuts that sounds?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    A moment, then he blurted. “Okay. Fuck me.” 
 
    She didn’t hesitate; she had been waiting for a go sign. She reached for his crotch and began unbuckling him. 
 
    He watched her, her fingers fumbling, her eyes filled with tears. 
 
    His cock came out and stood up. He was horny. The ceremony had calmed him down for a bit, but he still had the testosterone and the built up jizz and everything he needed to be super horny. 
 
    “Stop it!” he yelled, and he grabbed her. 
 
    He hugged, and she was frozen for a moment, then she hugged back. Held on to him. 
 
    “Stop it,” he whispered. 
 
    “I can’t,” she sobbed into his neck. “We have to do this.” 
 
    She moved back from him. Put her hands on his penis and stroked. Tears were washing her face and she explained, “This, what we’re going through now, is the tip of the misery I told you about. We have to get through this. You have to know what is happening, and I have to set you on the path to understanding it, to accepting it. We have to fuck, no matter what. We have to!” 
 
    She let go of his cock and pushed his shirt up, took it off him. She said, “You can even wear your shoes when we do it.” 
 
    And that actually brought a laugh. 
 
    She gave a half giggle, and he gave a grunt that was half an appreciative chuckle. 
 
    Then she was taking off her dress, pulling it over her head, and wiggling out of her panties. 
 
    She was standing up now, and he stared at her amazing breasts, and her hairless patch. 
 
    She climbed onto the couch and sat on him. His penis went right up and into her and he blinked and…God, it felt good. 
 
    “Fuck me, honey. Let me prove how bad it is.” 
 
    He couldn’t stop now. He was a guy, he told himself. This was what he did. 
 
    He began to bounce her on his lap. Then he pushed her over and assumed the dominant position. 
 
    It felt good. It felt great. But…but something was wrong. 
 
    Yes, he could cum, and he knew he was going to, but…but there was a sliver in his psyche that told him something was off. 
 
    She whispered, “I know, it’s like sand in vaseline. And it grows and grows. 
 
    He plummeted into her, closed his eyes and tried to resurrect his 100% maleness. 
 
    But he was only getting 99%, or maybe 98%, and it was driving him crazy. It was hurting him. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she whispered, kissing him, “I understand. You can hurt me if you wish.” 
 
    He backed off and looked at her hard. 
 
    “Hurt you? I love you!” 
 
    That caused her to crush him with her arms and kiss him all the harder. 
 
    And he plunged and she bucked. 
 
    She came, and, finally, he did, and it hurt. 
 
    Not so much physically, but the frustration of it all, it was like he was getting a knife in the groin, 1%, but a knife in the head 99%. 
 
    He lay there, hurting, and she got off him. 
 
    He lay there and stared out the window. The happy bird was fucking gone. The city was a miserable, grey tomb. The sky made him want to puke. 
 
    But it wasn’t those things, it was his state of mind. The happiness he had experienced after the ceremony was gone, and this was the other side of the coin. 
 
    This was the zen of the devil. 
 
    Shiela returned. She was holding a chastity device and she slipped it over his cock. She put the ring around his package. She turned a key and he heard a click. A tiny, little click. 
 
    He didn’t care. 
 
    If this was what sex was like he didn’t want it any more. 
 
    He didn’t even look at the cage now protecting him from ill feelings. He just accepted it. 
 
    If sex was like that, he was done with it. 
 
    Shiela pushed him over and lay next to him. 
 
    She was done. She was fucked out, but no woman is ever resistant to cuddling. 
 
    She held him. She dried his tears. She loved him in a pure sense of the word.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    After screwing Shiela Ryan didn’t want to cum ever again. Yet he felt even more strongly towards her. 
 
    He wanted to be near her, hang with her, go out and do things with her. 
 
    She made him happy. 
 
    But after him taking out his bitterness on her, she wasn’t feeling too charitable. Still, she had a job to do, and she was determined to do it. And the job started the following morning. 
 
    Ryan was sleeping his own room. The chastity tube bothered him a little, and he didn’t sleep that well, and at five in the morning Shiela came a knockin’. 
 
    “Ryan?” 
 
    “What?” he mumbled from under the covers. 
 
    “Let’s go. Meet me in the living room. No need to dress.” 
 
    He sighed, held still for a moment, then got up. He needed to pee anyway. 
 
    In the living room Shiela had unrolled two yoga mats. She was sitting on one in the Lotus position. 
 
    “Have a seat, like me.” 
 
    He did, and struggled to get his feet into his lap. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. “This hurts!” 
 
    “After a while it won’t. Now, keep your back straight, and breath like this.” 
 
    He straightened up, which didn’t feel all that good, then drew in breath for about five counts, then breathed out for about ten. 
 
    They sat and held their position, their ‘asana,’ and breathed. 
 
    After a while he got sort of used to it, but he still didn’t like it.  
 
    “If God had wanted me to look like a pretzel I would have been born looking like a pretzel.” 
 
    Shiela that that was funny, and she changed to a plank position. Her movement was smooth and she just went from one posture to the next without excess grunts and motions. 
 
    Ryan grunted and had lots of excess motion. 
 
    And they breathed again. 
 
    Through a series of poses they went. Then Shiela dropped the bomb. 
 
    “Once you get these down we’ll be having sex while we’re in them. You should read the book on Silithia to get more information. It’s on Amazon.” 
 
    “I’m going to be in you? But I thought I wasn’t going to get to cum?” 
 
    She grinned, “Who said anything about cumming?” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He didn’t want to fuck her, but he did. What the hell was wrong with him? 
 
    “Now, since this is your first time, we should probably go over the rules.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “Rules?” she mimicked him. 
 
    He blinked and got it. He was being an echo. 
 
    “Okay,” he smiled. “Tell me about the rules.” 
 
    “They’re in that book on the end table.” 
 
    Ryan glanced at the book and sighed. “All this, and I have to read, too.” 
 
    “Poor boy.” 
 
    Then they were chuckling, and she led him into another pose. 
 
    After two hours of yoga they had breakfast. While they were eating Ryan looked at the book of rules. 
 
    It was a pound, which translated as about 500 pages, but it was easy reading. 
 
    “That’s the latest version, so everything should be up to date.” 
 
    Ryan looked at the table of contents. 
 
    The book was divided into several sections. There was a section for ‘mentors,’ and a section for ‘The Newly Confirmed.” 
 
    And there were sections for other types of feminization. Sections designed for men who were transvestites: they showed a proclivity and here are the methods for bringing them on. Sections for recalcitrant men. Sections for men who were not fit to be female. 
 
    He was just glancing, not reading yet, and he asked, “What makes a man recalcitrant?” 
 
    She answered as she chewed on a piece of bacon. 
 
    “Men who are maladjusted. Men who beat women. Men who don’t adapt easily. Men who hold on to their male beliefs too hard.” She shrugged. These might be the rules, but it’s up to us to interpret them, and it’s easy to go too far one way or the other.” 
 
    “But I’m ‘newly confirmed,’ and that through a ceremony.” 
 
    “That’s you.” 
 
    “I wonder if another method would have been better?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I tried to follow the advices in the rules, and…” again she shrugged. 
 
    He opened to the section specifically for the newly confirmed and read aloud. 
 
      
 
    Your Mentor is your keeper. She is in charge and you must follow her directions. 
 
      
 
    He leafed through a couple of pages and came across: 
 
      
 
    The Mentor is in charge of your discharge. You will be chastised and must never have an orgasm unless specifically directed to. You must not cum, not in dream, not in any manner, unless so directed.  
 
      
 
    To have issue in uncontrolled manner will make the Newly Confirmed impure, and he must not spend his essence, for the essence of him has been changed to her. 
 
      
 
    He looked at Shiela, who was watching him. “So sometimes I cum, but not often.” 
 
    “You will cum at the completion of certain dual yoga poses. This will route your energies properly and make you more feminine. Other than that, if you feel it is too much for you, just let me know. You’ll read it later in the rules, but a prostate massage can do wonders for you, and you will definitely feel some relief.” 
 
    He stared at her, thought about anal sex, for that was what a prostate massage sounded like, then turned back and leafed through a couple of more pages. 
 
      
 
    Under one of the chapter headings he read: 
 
      
 
    Do not be trapped by the male, nor by the female, for you are both. 
 
      
 
    Hunh! Sounded like gobbledegook! 
 
    But it had an odd resonance within him, and he was careful not to judge, to keep an open mind. 
 
    “So you have to follow the rules, too.” He smiled. 
 
    “That pleases you?” 
 
    “Sauce for the goose,” he lifted his shoulders. He was obviously pleased. 
 
    She wasn’t put off by his attitude. 
 
    “I was born a woman. I follow the rules, but there are differences. I have to read the section on the Newly Confirmed, and commit it to heart, if I am to be a good Mentor. But I also have other sections which I need to read because I was born a woman. There are many paths, but they all have one goal.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “Womanus Maximus. A new woman. Taller, stronger, smarter.” 
 
    “I thought you were the perfect size already,” he smiled at her boobs. 
 
    “There are ‘castes,’ for lack of a better word, in this new, Silithian society. 
 
    “At the bottom are the breeders. They do nothing but fuck, and they have no hope of evolving this lifetime. Fortunately, they are happy in this extreme. They breed, and maybe next lifetime they will be capable of more. 
 
    “Next up is normal man. The regular guys. They drink beer and get excited over football games. In the regular world, the ‘pre-Silithia’ world, the breeders would be generals, and the regular guys get to screw, if they are lucky, and they salute the flag and go out and join the army and die and all that sort of thing.” 
 
    Ryan got a little silent. This was really resonating with him. 
 
    “After that are the women. Unfortunately, most women don’t understand how they have been blessed. They let men own them and refuse to take responsibility. 
 
    “When a woman finally realizes what she is doing she is allowed to become Womanus Maximus. She attains perfect health and enters into the truth of her abilities. She rules the world, though silently. At least, at the present silently.” 
 
    Ryan spoke. “So Breeders, men, women, then this Womanus Maximus thing.” 
 
    Shiela nodded. 
 
    “Now, Breeders are stuck, they are not allowed to evolve, at least for a lifetime. We don’t allow them to be generals, and we distract them by letting them breed.  
 
    “Men, such as yourself, are allowed to evolve. We want them to evolve. The world needs smarter men. There are several methods we use to make this happen, the method you are experiencing is quite unique, and you should consider yourself blessed for having been allowed that experience. I personally feel that it is the best method, and, believe me, I was very careful when I scrutinized and selected you.” 
 
    “I guess I should say thanks?” 
 
    “You should, but I’m okay if it takes you a while to realize blessed you have been.” 
 
    “So the breeders fuck, the men become women, and I’m guessing the women become Womanus Maximus.” 
 
    “You’ve got it.” 
 
    “Does a man ever become Womanus Maximus?” 
 
    “I understand there are a few men who have accomplished that, but it is not spoken of. Men shouldn’t be presented with unreal goals. It’s hard enough for a man to become a woman, let alone a Womanus Maximus. Want to do some kayaking?” 
 
     
 
    And so the days passed. On one hand, there was a sameness. Wake up. Do Silithian Yoga, or Sexual Yoga. Go ride bikes, or swim in the ocean, or just hike into the wilderness. 
 
    But there was also the ups and downs of Shiela. 
 
    She had her period, and was a grouch. She tried to control herself, she said she had to control herself or she would never make it to Womanus Maximus, but it was obviously one of the most difficult things she had ever done in her life. 
 
    Surprisingly, Ryan found a section in the rules that enabled him to help her. Ways for him to behave, certain yoga postures that would relieve her of bad energies, that sort of thing. 
 
    Then she was happy for a while, and she went to work. 
 
      
 
    “Why do you do it?” asked Ryan. “Why porn? You don’t seem to like it, and you could do a million other things.” 
 
    A big sigh, and she looked over her shoulder at him. 
 
    She had returned from work and he was massaging her. 
 
    She loved him giving her massages now that he was chastised. She loved an NPA man. (No Poke Attached). 
 
    “It’s in the rules.” 
 
    “What? I never read anything about that!” 
 
    “It’s towards the end, in the section about ‘Sexual Obligations.’ I can’t become a superior woman until I learn to love sex.” 
 
    “I thought you did love sex? Just…not a lot of it.” 
 
    “Oh, I do. For about a half a day a month. I’ve got to get over that limitation. I’ve got to learn to love sex whenever.” 
 
    “And I thought chastity was bad,” he murmured. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “My inability to enjoy sex 97% of the time is a form of chastity. Yours is just more obvious.” 
 
    “Well, what can I do to help?” 
 
    “Eat me when I want it, let me beat you when I want to. So far you’re doing exactly what is needed.” 
 
    “Why does beating me help you love sex?” 
 
    He dug his fingers into her sides and ran his thumbs up her back, feeling each bone. She groaned in pleasure. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s in the rules, and I’ve thought about it a lot, but…?” she shrugged. 
 
    Then, a moment later, she picked up the thread. 
 
    “Some feel that beating a man helps a woman get over residual anger for having been made to lay down in the first place. Men aren’t generally considerate when it comes to a woman’s needs.” She the last dryly. 
 
    “I do know that it affords me relief, and I feel so wonderful after I’ve striped your butt. In fact, did you know that I can actually have an orgasm from spanking a man?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Sure. It’s rare, but if I take my time, feel the flesh under my hand for a while before moving to a belt or a birch…I’ll actually have a cum.” 
 
    “Have you had one with me?” 
 
    “Nope. Came close, but…no.” 
 
    Now Ryan was curious. “Would you like to try?” 
 
    “Cum on you? From spanking you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was silent for a while. He turned her over and began massaging her belly, moving down to her pussy. His fingers pushing into the soft flesh, feeling the heat growing down there. 
 
    “For me to do that…it takes a pretty good spanking. It would be long and hard, and you would be sore for days.” 
 
    “I’m up with that.” 
 
    She sat up, her breasts poking at him, and stared at him. 
 
    “You would do that for me?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because of the pain.” 
 
    “You think those pansy ass little spankings you give me hurt?” 
 
    She stared at him for the longest time, then he couldn’t help it. He broke into laughter.  
 
    “You bitch,” she said. 
 
    “I learn from the best,” then they were both laughing. 
 
    Finally, she spread her legs. 
 
    He looked at her curiously. “You usually like to beat me after work.” 
 
    “I know. But…” 
 
    He stopped rubbing her body and started rubbing her hole. 
 
    He couldn’t tell that she had been fucking all day. Maybe it had been a lesbian shoot. Funny she didn’t want to beat women. Or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe she was thinking of him as a woman when she beat him? 
 
    Well, he had offered. Though he was making a joke, he was serious, she could tell. 
 
    And she thought: what if she really let herself go on him? What if she really…she thought about the rules and didn’t remember anything forbidding her from doing that specifically. 
 
    And he had offered. 
 
    Then his ministrations began to occupy her mind. He was good when it came to cunnilingus, and it appeared that he was really putting his heart into it. 
 
    She groaned, and his fingers penetrated her, and then she was cumming and cumming. 
 
    And she knew, as she came down, that there was something to be considered here. 
 
    After her two days of shooting were done she liked to take a small vacation. Nothing big, although it could turn big. Once she drove all the way to the Dakotas to see Mount Rushmore. 
 
    But usually they would drive up the coast, find a bed and breakfast, or charter a trip on a boat and enjoy the sun, maybe a little parasailing. 
 
    And time passed. 
 
    And Ryan could feel changes happening. 
 
    His body was losing muscle mass, and he had little mounds on his chest. Very small, but it was obvious to him what they were. 
 
    And his penis was getting smaller. 
 
    Twice, in a month she fucked him during yoga, and that was pleasurable, but also frustrating. 
 
    The first time was a simple one. They were both in the Lotus position, but she sat on him and they hugged, and she felt his breasts and told him how beautiful they were going to be. 
 
    The second time was worse. She was in the Dead Man pose and he had to hold a plank over her. his penis suspended in her, not moving. 
 
    He wanted to move. 
 
    He began to perspire. 
 
    She watched him, and loved it. She licked his face and waited, and cautioned him again and again. 
 
    His muscles hurt from the pose, but it hurt more to be in her without moving. 
 
    Then she came. And it was obviously a good cum for her. 
 
    “Wow,” she said afterwards. “I didn’t think it would be that good.” 
 
    She considered him, and he knew, female intuition kicking in, that she wanted to fuck him again. Just fuck him. No Yoga, just fuck. 
 
    But she followed the rules and controlled herself. 
 
      
 
    “Have you been wearing your butt plug?” she asked one night. 
 
    “Oh, uh…” he looked guilty. 
 
    “Bad boy,” she grinned. “I’m of a mind to spank you.” 
 
    “Why don’t you.” And he was daring her. 
 
    Spank me. Spank me hard. Let it out. 
 
    She wanted to. 
 
    And, in a weird way, he wanted her to. 
 
    He could feel something in her, ready to bust out. Would this do it? 
 
    They were at home and it was just before her period. She hadn’t started bleeding yet, but her emotional edge indicated that it was coming. 
 
    She stood up and went to the kitchen. She brought back a couple of drinks. She handed his to him and he sipped. 
 
    It was a Mexican Mule. It had lime juice and ginger beer, and she made it with Don Ramon Swarovski Crystal Limited Edition Anejo Tequila, her favorite. 
 
    They sipped and he said, “Whoa!” 
 
    She smiled. “I’m going to spank you tonight.” 
 
    He nodded. “I think I’m going to need to be well lubricated.” 
 
    “You will be.” 
 
    They sipped, and couldn’t stop sipping and two more drinks later they were giggling as they walked to the bedroom. 
 
    She tied him down with leather straps and played with his weenie. She took it out of the chastity tube and sucked on it. Then she grabbed it, lifted it, and he went up high. 
 
    “URK!” 
 
    She placed a finger at his back door and rubbed. “We should be doing this. Getting you ready for when your pussy comes in.” 
 
    He was gasping with delight. She lubed her fingers, then inserted two of them. Just like that. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Oh, Goddess,” she murmured, watching his face twist with pleasure. 
 
    “Goddess,” he corrected himself. 
 
    Then she had three fingers in him. She began rubbing his prostate, but stopped before he could release any juice. 
 
    She was drunk on good tequila. 
 
    She had an edge on her form the period coming in. 
 
    She grabbed a belt and stood over him. 
 
    Her face was not…normal. 
 
    Normally she was in control, loving, but now…she was mean. 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    “Fuck!” Ryan whimpered, biting his tongue to keep from crying out. 
 
    “You said you wanted this.” 
 
    “I do.” But now he was unsure. She had really hit him a good lick. 
 
    That night would forever live in Ryan’s memory. 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    Tears came to his eyes readily. 
 
    He knew he was getting weaker from his coming change, but she seemed to be stronger. 
 
    Or maybe that was just because of her rage. 
 
    Rage. Anger unveiled, let loose. 
 
    Did she hate men? 
 
    He didn’t think so, but there was something in her trying to get out. 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    His ass was bright red and he wondered if he was going to bleed. 
 
    She began working his back, then the sensitive flesh on the back of his legs. 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    And she suddenly muttered, “You fucking bastard!” 
 
    He would have jerked his head up to look at her, but he was hurting too badly. 
 
    WISS…SMACK! 
 
    His body was bright red. He was going to be sore for a week. Maybe weeks. 
 
    He hurt, but there was also a glory in it. 
 
    Endorphins had kicked in and each stroke became a loving touch. 
 
    Each pain transformed into love. 
 
    He thought about the ceremony, and how he had felt afterwards. 
 
    Shiela was sobbing and crying and screaming, and he loved her. 
 
    The break, when it came, was quite unexpected. 
 
    She stepped back, looked down at him. “I didn’t…I didn’t…” 
 
    He could feel emotion cresting, becoming something else. 
 
    Ryan groaned. 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    She saw what she had done. 
 
    But, more important, she saw, in her mind, why. She came face to face with the demons that drove her, that held her back, that made her…made her… 
 
    She crumpled. Like an empty suit of clothes, though she was wearing nothing. 
 
    Ryan was sobbing for joy. Something had changed in him.Something felt like it was broken, but it was really repaired. 
 
    An hour later he was able to perceive reality. He turned his head and perceived Shiela laying on the floor. 
 
    Laying on the floor. Unconscious. She had collapsed, and alarm speared into Ryan. 
 
    “Shiela?” he moaned. 
 
    She didn’t respond. It looked like she was breathing, but her eyes were fluttering lightly under the lids. 
 
    Something was wrong. 
 
    If the spanking, the whipping, had been bad, it was nothing compared to what he had to do now. 
 
    He was sore, bruised, his muscles weak and unwilling to move. 
 
    But he had to move. 
 
    He pulled on the straps. He had to get loose and help Shiela. 
 
    But he couldn’t. He tried to get enough movement to dig his fingers into the velcro closures. He couldn’t. 
 
    He would have laughed, being an actual prisoner and unable to move because of velcro. But he was now getting scared. 
 
    He looked at the bed, and realized that he was going to have to break the bed. 
 
    If he had had his full muscles it would have been no problem. But with half muscles, half feminized, it was a problem. 
 
    He began to buck on the bed, and the pain that lanced through his body almost made him pass out. 
 
    But he couldn’t pass out. He had to get free! 
 
    He bucked again, and again. Gasping for the pain in between, but determined to shake the bed apart. 
 
    For an hour he cried and through his badly bruised body back and forth. Then he felt it. One of the posts separated from the headboard. 
 
    He was scared, because for a moment it felt like the post was going to fall away, pull him out so he couldn’t move even more, but it didn’t. He pulled and it fell across him. 
 
    Now he had wiggle room, and he used his teeth to undo the velcro on his wrist. 
 
    Then he released his other hand, pushed the fallen post out of the way and undid his feet. 
 
    He stood, and nearly feel. His body was shaking with pain. 
 
    He knelt. 
 
    She was breathing, but something was definitely wrong. 
 
    He saw her cell phone on the end table, stood and picked it up. 
 
    His hands shaking so hard he had to put the phone on the bed and knelt and tapped the screen. 
 
    He intended to call 911, but when the phone opened it opened to the telephone contacts, and he stared. 
 
    On her quick dial list, number one..Mentor. 
 
    She had a Mentor. Just as she was his Mentor. Of course she did. 
 
    His number was two. 
 
    Her Mentor was one. 
 
    He tapped the number, then lay down, his ear next to the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Are you Shiela’s Mentor?” 
 
    A moment of silence. 
 
    “Who’s this?” 
 
    “Ryan. Are—“ 
 
    “What’s wrong, Ryan?” He recognized the voice, but he didn’t know from where. 
 
    “She passed out. She was spanking me and—“ 
 
    “Stay there, Ryan. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “Call 911?” 
 
    “No. Just stay there. Don’t do a thing.” 
 
    “‘Kay.” He closed his eyes and just lay, kneeling and slumped over the broken bed. He hurt so bad. 
 
      
 
    “Ryan! Wake up!” 
 
    He opened his eyes. He was on the bed. Fifteen minutes must have passed. It was Shirley. Beautiful, blonde, slightly pudgy, big tits. 
 
    And kind eyes. She was concerned. 
 
    “Shiela?” he whispered. 
 
    “She’s fine. We’ve got her. Let’s get you up on the bed.” 
 
    She helped him, and he cried out when his bruised back touched the bed. 
 
    “Roll over, honey.” 
 
    There were other women in the room and he perceived them. They were working over Shiela. 
 
    “Pulse…okay. Blood pressure…140 over 75.” 
 
    “She’s fine. Let’s get her elevated.” 
 
    He thought he recognized them from the ceremony. 
 
    One of them came to where Shirley was sitting next to Ryan. “Better rub some lineament on him.” 
 
    “Sheila didn’t finish him.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Can he handle it?” 
 
    “He’s got to. He came this far, right?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Across the room a woman came in with a stretcher. She laid it down and opened it. 
 
    Other women positioned Shiela on the stretcher, then they picked the stretcher up and left the room. Dimly, Ryan realized these women were rather large, six footers, and they seemed awfully strong. 
 
    “Where?” he asked. 
 
    “Shush, honey. They’re taking her to see Silithia. She’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Good.”  
 
    He lay there, breathing, hurting, but…somehow elevated. 
 
    What was wrong with him? 
 
    Or right? 
 
    Shirley leaned down and whispered into his ear. 
 
    “Ryan, Shiela didn’t finish you. And it’s going to hurt because she got carried away. She shouldn’t have beaten you this hard.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he mumbled. “I told her to. She needed to.” 
 
    Shirley gave him the most inscrutable look he had ever received, then she continued. “That was brave of you, Ryan, but now I have to finish you, and it’s going to hurt. Is it all right if I finish you?” 
 
    Ryan’s mind was roaming now, he was half in the cosmos and half in pain, and he wondered: Finish me? Finish me what? 
 
    But though it hurt, though he didn’t understand, he knew the answer. It was as if a Goddess somewhere was whispering in his ear, moving his mouth, and he said. “Sure.” 
 
    “A little help here,” Shirley called out. “I need this bed supported, and I need some pillows for Ryan. 
 
    A woman Ryan had never seen grabbed some hard bound books off a shelf and placed them under the edge of the bed. 
 
    Two women from the ceremony helped raise Ryan up and they pushed pillows under him. 
 
    He was now in a sort of in an all fours position. 
 
    Shirley was suddenly putting a strap on on. Where she got it from he didn’t know, unless she had taken it from Shiela dresser drawer. 
 
    She stood over him, then knelt next to him. “Honey, you’ve got to submit. The spanking was too hard, but…this helps you submit. You’re a man in transition, and you need to submit so that the changes can be accepted more easily.” 
 
    “Okay,” he whispered. 
 
    “Then you can sleep, and recover, and I’ll take care of you until Shiela is back. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “I love Shiela,” he murmured. 
 
    “I know. Somebody want to kiss him?” 
 
    He lay there, then she was behind him, on her knees, and he felt her putting lube in him. 
 
    One of the women lay partially on the bed and told him, “Love makes it all worthwhile.” 
 
    He nodded, or thought he nodded, then she was kissing him. 
 
    And Shirley was pushing into him. 
 
    He groaned, and the pain of her flesh touching his terribly spanked flesh exploded. 
 
    But he was held down by her weight. 
 
    She was a big woman, bigger than him. One of those six footers. She bore down on him, into him, and he felt the penetration through the pain. 
 
    “Oh,” he gasped through the mouth of the woman kissing him. 
 
    Then other women were around him, feeling his growing breasts, touching his penis and stroking it. 
 
    It was getting smaller, but he still had enough left to do the job. 
 
    But right then he wasn’t interested in doing the job. He was interested in the job being done on him. 
 
    He lay there, in heaven and hell, in pleasure and pain, and somewhere in there he fell away from the pain and into pleasure. 
 
    Heaven. 
 
    He was in the cosmos again, held there by several woman. 
 
    “He’s leaking,” someone muttered. 
 
    The hand holding his penis. “Yeah, there’s a lot.” 
 
    “She certainly primed him well.” 
 
    And he submitted.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Ryan sat on a stone bench overlooking the ocean. 
 
    The house in which he had gone through the ceremony was behind him and the ocean waves rushed to shore in front of him. 
 
    Seagulls sang their raucous song, and he sighed. 
 
    It had been a week, and he was recovered. 
 
    Oh, he still had some sort parts, and he was back in chastity, but he was able to walk and even do some Yoga. 
 
    Silithian Yoga as done by his new partner, Shirley. 
 
    At that moment, perhaps in accord with his thoughts, Shirley descended the stairway to the beach, came to him and sat next to him. She handed him a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “How you doing, Ryan?” 
 
    “I’m fine, but what’s the word on Shiela?” 
 
    “Word is that Silithia is taking a strong interest in her.” 
 
    “When is she coming back?” 
 
    “What? You don’t like to do sexual yoga with me?” 
 
    He chuckled ruefully. “I love it.” She was worse than Shiela, screwing him in pose almost every day, and demanding that he never squirt. 
 
    She laughed and put her hand in his lap. “Shiela will be fine,” she said and began playing with his chastity. “It’s you we need to talk about.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yep. We need to increase your Yoga, and we need you to get more disciplined.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    She opened her hand. In it was the blue diamond butt plug. 
 
    “Let’s get this in you and go do some yoga. 
 
    “But we already did it this morning!” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s going to be harder not to cum with this thing in you.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he breathed. 
 
    “Now, up and bend. I’ll do the honors.” 
 
    Ryan stood up and bent over.  
 
    Shirley slipped the plug into him and said, “Hmm. I think you might need a bigger one.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. No!” 
 
    “Yes. And you’re going to need to start wearing a bra pretty soon. 
 
    She pulled him back to the bench and hugged him. She placed her hand on one of his growing boobs and rubbed his nipple with her palm. 
 
    Ryan groaned, and she smiled and kissed him. 
 
    And kissed him and kissed him. 
 
     
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been no request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    Now I realized that I was into the game. Heysoos! What was happening to me? But I was too horny to stop. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on a blouse, or sweater, or something 
 
    that will really show your boobs off. 
 
     
 
    I typed: 
 
    I‘ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I got up and went back to the bedroom. I went through my wife’s closet. Blouses were so thin my bra would be too visible, the fakery would be too easily seen. 
 
    Sweaters were too tight. I was afraid I would stretch them out. 
 
    A jacket? I had visions of myself, stacked, showing cleavage through the open front. But, no. 
 
    Then I saw the dress. 
 
    Fuck! A dress? The Mystery Messenger had said a shirt, but I didn’t think she would complain if I put on a dress. 
 
    It was purple. Just a little loose at the neck. Stretchy. It wouldn’t get all pulled out of shape.  
 
    I took it off the hanger and held it up. 
 
    Right size. 
 
    I put it on. 
 
    Oh, God! I thought I was going to cum right there! Then I realized something. I was dripping so much I was going to leave stains. 
 
    Quickly, I lifted up the dress and looked around. 
 
    Damn! What would a woman do it she had a cock that was dripping…then I laughed. A hard bark. I was imagining really strange things. 
 
    Then I realized the solution. 
 
    Still holding my dress up I went to the hamper and pulled out undies. Panties. A match for the bra I had on. 
 
    I put the panties on, then opened a drawer under the sink and pulled out a Kotex. 
 
    I put it in the panties where my dick would drip, and pulled the panties up. I let my dress down. 
 
    ‘My’ dress. 
 
    And realized I had gone too far. The Mystery Messenger, Mistress Mandy, ‘MM’ I would think of her from here on out, had only said a shirt. But now I had on a dress and panties. And…a Kotex. 
 
    Which thought made my dick surge so hard I was afraid I was going to cum in my panties.  
 
    Could the panty liner catch a load of sperm? I didn’t think so. 
 
    I quickly fumbled up the dress, reached into my panties and squeezed my cock. Hard. I waited, and slowly the urge to squirt faded. 
 
    Sighing, I went to the kitchen, poured another drink, then went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Couldn’t find a blouse. 
 
      
 
    No response. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on a dress. 
 
    Is that okay? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Wow! 
 
    Perfect. 
 
    How do you feel? 
 
      
 
    Truthfully, I typed: 
 
    I almost came in my panties. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’re wearing panties? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I had to. 
 
    I was dripping. 
 
    I needed a panty liner. 
 
      
 
    Nothing for a while. I started the Mommy Compilation video over again. 
 
    I watched those big breasts bounce and sway as men ground into women, and I felt…proud? Happy?  
 
    I had my own set of tits! 
 
    Whoever this MM was…she had called me rightly. There was something so horny and intoxicating about wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Lipstick. 
 
      
 
    My mind just sort of popped. The only thing that kept me from passing out was the fact that I was sedated by whiskey. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You know you want to. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    No. 
 
    I don’t. 
 
    I can’t do that. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I can see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    Sitting there so sexy. 
 
    Your big boobs overflowing. 
 
    I can see you with long hair, 
 
    all curled and wavy. 
 
    I can see your face, 
 
    perfectly made up. 
 
    But, 
 
    most of all, 
 
    I can see your lips. 
 
    Your red, red lips. 
 
    Does your wife have red lipstick? 
 
    Really red lipstick? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t sip now, I gulped. I needed the liquid courage. 
 
    Putting on lipstick? That would be like the final line to cross! 
 
    That was so far out there I didn’t think I could do it! 
 
    I gulped again. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    For me? 
 
    Please? 
 
    I need to see you in my mind’s eye. 
 
    I need to know your lips are sexy red. 
 
    Blow job red. 
 
    Red enough for me to kiss and kiss. 
 
    Can you imagine me kissing your red lips? 
 
    Can you? 
 
      
 
    I could. Oh, my God, I could. I could see my lips, round and red and waiting to be kissed. 
 
    The drinks hitting me harder, I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    I ran, actually ran, to the bedroom, to the back bathroom. I opened the medicine cabinet. Nothing there. 
 
    Then I realized I was drunk and not thinking. My wife wouldn’t leave her lipstick in the medicine cabinet, especially when she had a make up table. 
 
    I went to her table, and there, sitting to the side, all by itself, almost like it wanted to be noticed, was a thin, gold tube. 
 
    I sat down and opened the tube. It wasn’t the roll on stuff, but a little applicator. 
 
    I puckered my lips at the mirror and began painting. 
 
    One coat made them red. Two coats filled in the cracks. Three coats. I wanted this to be perfect. 
 
    They were. Beautiful, luscious red. A light metallic sheen to them. And they looked plumper. I looked at the tube. 
 
      
 
    BUXOM 
 
    Lip stain and plumper 
 
      
 
    Lip stain? A dull thought shot through me. What was the difference between lip stain and lipstick? 
 
    Still, nothing connected. 
 
    I stared in the mirror for a long time. My lips were larger, so that was what the plumper was. And I was so-o-o sexy. 
 
    Big boobs. Red lips. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    I wasn’t big boned, but I could use a corset or something. Still, though I was a bit angular, I was so fucking turned on I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I picked up my glass and took a sip. There was only the lightest trace of lipstick on the glass. It must have dried fast. 
 
    I went back to the computer room. I sashayed through the house. I sauntered through the rooms. 
 
    My chest swayed, and I tried to put some sway into my ass. And I got an idea. Heels. 
 
    I had often admired how my wife’s ass swayed when she wore heels. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and searched my wife’s closet. 
 
    In the back, a pair of three inch stiletto heels. She never wore them anymore. They had open toes and a sling on the heel. 
 
    I put them on, and barely fit. My toes stretched the front strap, and the heel strap, but I managed to stand in them. 
 
    I was shaky, had to work to keep my balance, especially with all the liquor I had been drinking. 
 
    I stood for a long moment, just practicing standing, and I saw it. On the top shelf, in the back of the closet, was a box. My wife’s wig. She hadn’t worn it for ages. Had only bought it for one occasion, a bad hair cut. 
 
    I took the box down and opened it. A blonde wig. Long and curly. 
 
    I tried to remember how she had put it on, and fitted it to my head. It took a while, but I managed. 
 
    I walked out of the closet. Red lips, big tits, long hair, and my ass swaying like it was a hammock. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    And my dick was pushing my panties out and spoiling the look of the dress. 
 
    I returned to the computer room. 
 
    MM had left another message. 
 
    Where are you? 
 
      
 
    I sat down and typed: 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What did you do? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I put on the lipstick, then I put on high heels. 
 
    I even put on my wife’s wig. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, God! 
 
    My pussy is throbbing! 
 
    I want to see you! 
 
      
 
    Even drunk, I thought, no way! 
 
    I typed: 
 
    No way! 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Well, 
 
    take a picture for yourself. 
 
    Take a few pictures. 
 
    You’re going to want to remember this always. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    I will. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I need to cum now. 
 
      
 
    I thought about this. In my addled state I wondered. Is jacking off at the same time cheating? Did I dare? 
 
    Of course I dare. I was drunk and horny and I needed to squirt in the worst possible way. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Me, too. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We need to cum at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    How do we work this? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Stroke yourself, 
 
    at the end of one minute cum. 
 
    I will do the same. 
 
      
 
    The idea of cuming together, separately, was erotic, and I lifted my dress out of the way and grabbed my cock. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Look at your computer. 
 
    Computers have the same time. 
 
    Get your message ready, 
 
    just say ‘now!’ 
 
    send it when your minute changes. 
 
    When the minute changes again we cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a quick sip, prepared my message, and watched the digital clock on my computer. 
 
    The numbers changed. I sent the message, and began stroking. 
 
    Oh, God! It felt good, within ten seconds I was holding myself back. 
 
    I could imagine her, whoever she was, diddling her pussy. Maybe using a dildo, definitely a vibrator. 
 
    She would be playing with her tits, maybe even sucking a nipple. 
 
    I wanted to suck my own nipples. 
 
    I fondled my balls.  
 
    I stroked. 
 
    Time passed, I was on the edge…on the edge… 
 
    The number changed. 
 
    “OH…OHHHH! Oh! Oh!” 
 
    Semen spurted across the room. A long rope of sticky, white fluid. My hips locked up and I couldn’t move, white heat filled my mind and everything got dim. I had never experienced such an explosive cum in my life! 
 
    Then it was done. 
 
    I sat for a minute, drained and not wanting to move, but I had to send a message. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Was it good? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    God! 
 
    Massive! 
 
    I’m still feeling little earthquakes inside. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Thank you. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Talk to you later. 
 
    Don’t forget to take pictures. 
 
      
 
    I blinked It was like a lifeline had been cut. My whole world had been invested in that messaging. And now it was…over? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Wait! 
 
    When will we talk again? 
 
      
 
    No response, and the message window disappeared. She had officially cut the line. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, satisfied, mystified, I knew I had to take pictures. 
 
    I reached into a drawer and took out my good camera. No stupid cell phone for this babe. 
 
    I put it on a tripod and set it up in the living room. I used the timer and took a series of pictures. I posed. I kissed at the lens. I flaunted my tits. I never felt so sexy. 
 
    And the nice thing, my bump was gone. My boner down, the dress was smooth and not showing any hint of my package. 
 
    And then, finally, it was over. 
 
    It was time to get undressed and be a man again. 
 
    Truth, after I had cum I was ready to change back. I guess that was a good thing. It meant that I just wanted the sex, I didn’t want to remain a woman. which shows how people can delude themselves. 
 
    Still, I stalled just a bit longer. 
 
    I uploaded the pictures to my computer and put them in a file, and I hid the file. 
 
    I smiled. Nobody was going to find these puppies. 
 
    Then I washed my glass out, odd, the lipstick stain, as light as it was, was very stubborn. Didn’t want to come off. 
 
    Then I washed a bunch of glasses. They were just sort of dusty, and I imagined myself a woman, just sitting around and doing housework. 
 
    Then I washed the cupboards off, cleaned a few more things, and realized the time. 
 
    It was two in the morning! And I had been prancing around like a woman for hours! Hunh! Maybe there was a part of me that did want to be a woman. 
 
    Then I talked myself out of it. 
 
    It was just a one time thing. 
 
    I went to the bedroom, thought about sleeping as a woman, then decided against it. I wasn’t that horny anymore, though I did have an inner buzz of excitement running through me. 
 
    I took off the wig and put it away. I took off the dress and hung it up. I took the water condoms out of the bra and put them in the sink. I didn’t pop them, I wanted to wear them again. I probably wouldn’t, but…I just left them in the sink. 
 
    I took off my panties, and the liner was soaked from the pre cum I had emitted earlier. I smiled at the thought of how much juice I had shot. God, what a night! 
 
    Finally, I looked in the mirror at my lipstick. Lip stain. My lips were still plump. This stuff really worked. 
 
    I decided to just hop into the shower and wash the stuff off. 
 
    I turned the water on hot, hopped in and soaped up. 
 
    I rubbed my lips, soaped them good, rubbed them some more, and grinned. I would be clean now. 
 
    I got out of the shower, dried myself off, and looked in the mirror. 
 
    Oh, no! The lipstick was still there. 
 
    I grabbed a washcloth and soaped it up and scrubbed my lips some more. 
 
    They stayed red. In fact, because of all the rubbing they were a little redder. 
 
    A little worried, I went back to the computer and powered up. I researched lip stain. 
 
    Long lasting than lipstick. It doesn’t just apply a color over the lips, it stains the skin. 
 
    My jaw dropped and I stared at the screen. The site I was on had dozens of red lips on it. Lips on women. Red lips where they should be. Not on a man. 
 
    What had I done? 
 
    I researched some more. Most stains came off within a day. I looked up the particular brand I had used. Three days. One day to lose most of the color, but three days to lose all the color. 
 
    Three days. 
 
    It was Wednesday night. That meant Thursday, Friday, and Tanya was due home on Saturday. Saturday afternoon. 
 
    Yes. It would work, though there might be a little redness left. but i could talk fast and cross my fingers…it was workable. 
 
    But, first, I was going to have to call in sick. I couldn’t be seen at work with lips like these. 
 
    So I set my alarm and went to sleep. 
 
    And woke up late. And my head hurt. 
 
    I groaned, rolled over and picked up my cell. 
 
    There was a message on it, from Tanya. 
 
     
 
    Tried to reach you last night. 
 
    Where were you? 
 
     
 
    I was dressing up in your clothes, my love. Why do you ask? I giggled. 
 
    I called up work and put on my best fake cough. It was pretty easy, and they bought it. Heck, in this day of COVID the slightest wheeze was an excuse to lock down and quarantine. 
 
    I called Tanya then.  
 
    “Hey, babe! How you doing?” she greeted me. 
 
    “I’m good, but I miss you!” At least I missed you until last night, and then I was a bad boy. 
 
    “Oh, I miss you, too. I can’t wait to feel your big dick in me.” 
 
    “Whoa! I like that! Tell me more.” 
 
    “I couldn’t help myself,” she giggled. I masturbated last night.” 
 
    What!? She never did such things. She was the original Miss Goody Two Shoes. 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe.” 
 
    “Well, how was it?” 
 
    This talk was turning me on. And I was already turned on by having dressed up the night before, and by looking at my red, red lips this morning. 
 
    “Oh, I had a big bang. The kind that just sort of take your breath away and leave you dazed and confused.” 
 
    “Geez, hearing you talk like that has given me a boner. I’m going to have to jack off.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare! You save it for me! When I get home I’m going to jump your bone seven ways from go.” 
 
    “Oh, so you can beat off, but I can’t?” 
 
    “No. You’re a man.” 
 
    “And I have a man’s needs.” 
 
    “You’ve had your needs filled too often, and you’re going to get your needs really filled when I get home. So no jacking off!” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I stared at the computer screen. MM had sent me a message? Right while I was talking to my wife! 
 
    I clicked on the message box. 
 
    “Honey? Are you there?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah!” My mind was caught between two conversations, I was fumbling the ball. 
 
    On the screen: 
 
    Hi, lover. 
 
    You ready for tonight? 
 
      
 
    Oh, no! 
 
    “Yeah I can’t wait to fuck you,” I said.  
 
    “You sound kind of funny. Is everything all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    I said: “I’m just looking forward to making love to you.” 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re really going to go crazy tonight. 
 
    Are you ready? 
 
      
 
    “I’m ready,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I was getting confused. 
 
    DING! 
 
    We’re going to paint your nails 
 
    and dress you all the way up. 
 
      
 
    “You just said you were looking forward to making love, and then you asked ‘what.’ What’s going on?” 
 
    DING! 
 
    Then you’re going to walk around. 
 
    Outside. 
 
    You’re going to be so brave. 
 
      
 
    I tried to separate the conversations in my head. I pushed the MM aside in my mind, turned my swivel away from the screen, and said. 
 
    “Sorry honey, I just cut my finger. Paper cut.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. No big deal. And I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    I ignored the bell. “I’m going to go crazy on you.” 
 
    She giggled. “That sounds like fun. But can you handle a real woman?” 
 
    As opposed to a computer message woman? “Oh, yeah. I feel like real woman right now.” I blinked. Was there something revealing about what I had said? 
 
    DING! 
 
    “Like the Shania Twain song,” she said. 
 
    I searched my mind. I didn’t want to read messages. Oh, yeah. I remembered the song. I hummed a bit of it. 
 
    Tanya sang: “Man, I feel like a woman.” 
 
    DING! 
 
    But now I was successfully in the groove. I put aside the thoughts of the constant messages and focused on my wife. 
 
    For a long minute we talked, and even talked dirty, to each other. then it was time to hang up. 
 
    DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Her last words were, “Well, take care of yourself. You do sound a little strange.” 
 
    “I’m fine. And I look forward to this weekend so much.” 
 
    “Me, too. Bye, lover.” 
 
    I hung up, and I was aware that MM had opened up by calling me ‘lover,’ and that my wife had hung up calling me ‘lover.’ 
 
    What a tangled web I was in. 
 
    I turned to the computer and looked at the messages. 
 
      
 
    I want you to tell me what you want. 
 
      
 
    I want to Jill off with you again. 
 
      
 
    Would you like to put on eye shadow? 
 
      
 
    In my mind I am kissing you right now. 
 
      
 
    I’m playing with my pussy, it’s hot and wet for you. 
 
      
 
    I’ll talk to you tonight. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first part of 
 
      
 
    The Sissy Ride! 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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