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    PART ONE 
 
    Call Me Madam! 
 
      
 
    “Hey, mom!” Danny hugged his mother. “Hey Dad,” his father came down the stairs and shook his hand. 
 
    “Thanks, Danny. I know it’s not a great way to spend your summer vacation, but…thanks.” 
 
    “Heck, you guys have been talking about Europe for years. And I don’t mind spending my summer house sitting.” 
 
    His mother latched onto his arm and smiled at him. “Now you be a good boy.” 
 
    “Always.” ‘Never,’ he mouthed at his father, who chuckled. 
 
    “Grab a suitcase, Danny.” 
 
    Danny did, and the two men sauntered out to the curb. The airport shuttle was due any minute. His mother followed along, checking her purse, checking things off in her mind, trying to remember all the things she’d forgotten. 
 
    “You’ll have to clean the pool, and cut the lawn. I let the service go for the summer. And, uh…oh, there’s lots of beer in the basement, and if you don’t drink it all…” His father winked and Danny laughed. 
 
    “I’ll do my best, Dad. Security code is the same?” 
 
    “Yep. 3141. The outside key is still under the potted plant at the corner of the house, let’s see, what else…” Then he grinned. “Try not to look through the hedge on the Johnson’s side of the yard.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “They moved out and a divorcee moved in, and…” he looked around to make sure they were alone. “Woo!” He shook his hand. 
 
    Danny grinned. “I may catch a bad case of peeping eyeball this summer. Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    His dad whispered, “Don’t be surprised if your eyeballs pop out. Just put them back in and keep looking.” 
 
    They both chuckled, and Danny was intrigued. A good looking babe on the other side of the hedge? Heck, between peeping and porn this might turn out to be a great summer. 
 
    “Here comes the bus, Harold.” 
 
    Danny and his father turned, and here came the blue shuttle. 
 
    The bus pulled up and they loaded luggage on it, and his father said, “Call if you need anything, and keep your eyes open.” 
 
    That last remark went right over Danny’s mother’s head and he grinned. 
 
    “Will do. And you and Mom say hi to the Pope for me.” 
 
    A minute later the shuttle was trucking away. Danny waved, then turned back to the house. 
 
    The house was two stories and a basement. The fridge would be well stocked, and his father had already told him about the beer. He smiled. A summer in luxury. Just what the doctor ordered. He thought he was going to have to stay in the dorm for the summer, but then this house sitting offer came through, and they even offered to pay his gas across the country and back. 
 
    Good, old Mom and Dad. 
 
    He sauntered up the walk, a worm was on the side of the walk and he stepped around it. 
 
    Live and let live. 
 
     
 
    It was cool inside the house, and the drapes were all closed. He walked through the sunken living room, up a step to the dining room, and a hard left into the kitchen. He opened the fridge and bent down to see what was what. 
 
    Lots of food. But the food was mostly shoved back, and in the front of the main shelf was a single can with a note on it. He picked up the note and looked at the can. It was a picture of a monkey with too many hands and an eyeball in the middle of its belly. ‘Golden Monkey.’ Belgian Triple. With the triple spelled tripel. 
 
    He opened the note, “Take two cans and call me in the morning.” A picture of two eyes and a smile, one of the eyes winking. 
 
    Danny smiled and opened the can. Might just as well figure out what the deal was. 
 
    He sucked the suds. It was good. More fruity than he liked, but…it had a kick to it. He wondered what he was going to feel like after a can, let alone two cans. 
 
    He sauntered down to the basement. The basement ran the length and width of the house. It had been rebuilt a couple of summers ago, and the house was now supported by metal poles and metal girders. No earthquake was going to shake this baby down. 
 
    He went to the end of the basement, past the door that was always locked, and looked into the room reserved for beer and wine. 
 
    Racks of wine stood attention, and a whole pallet of beer was in a corner. Golden Monkey. 
 
    A whole pallet! that was 100 cases. 
 
    Of course it was minus two cases, but…that was a lot of beer for the summer. 
 
    He picked up a case and brought it back to the kitchen. He tossed out the broccoli and squeezed the case into the fridge.  
 
    There! No warm beer for him! 
 
    He walked out of the sliding doors and inspected the pool. His dad must have let the service go within the last couple of days, because the pool was clean and sparkling. 
 
    He finished his beer and put the can down. He kicked off his shoes and doffed his pants and socks. He staggered a bit at one point, that Golden Monkey did have a little kick in it. Then, tossing his shirt to the side, he jumped into the pool. 
 
    Oh, heaven! 
 
    He sliced through the water, and his cock stood up and enjoyed the rush of water. He rolled on to his back and put his feet on the side ledge. He floated, watched the palm trees waving high above. He could make out the shape of a monkey with big biceps in the towering clouds. His cock was busy trying to get a suntan. 
 
    He heard splashing. 
 
    He raised his head and looked towards the hedge. 
 
    He could see flashes of flesh through the hedge as the person, hopefully the babe his father had warned him about, dove off the diving board. 
 
    Not making a sound, he moved through the water. At the side of the pool, right above the water outlet, he could see through the bottom of the hedge. He propped himself on his forearms on the side of the pool and stared through the little triangular hole. 
 
    A woman came into view, and Danny caught his breath. 
 
    She was statuesque, perfect 36 by 24 by 36. Big cups on the 36. She was stacked. 
 
    Forcing himself to take his eyes off her sexy frame Danny studied her face. Full lips, green eyes, even, happy features. 
 
    Oh, man. Boner city! 
 
    She toweled off and sat down on a lounge chair. She was naked and he could see every inch of her. And she was kind enough to spread her legs, giving him a full view of her pussy. 
 
    Oh, God! He hadn’t had any for a month. Not since his girlfriend at the Triple Pi sorority house had dumped him. 
 
    And with finals he hadn’t had the time to jerk off.  
 
    He had a full load, and this woman was stimulating him like no other. 
 
    He sighed softly, and watched as she lay back, her large breasts thrusting up into the air. He could even see that her nipples were erect. 
 
    Down below the jet of water was shooting into the pool, and it was striking him right in the groin. 
 
    God. She was hot, and the water sluicing his manhood was getting him extra hard. 
 
    He started pushing his dick into the stream of water. It was a gentle stream of water, like a blow job from a girl with a tooth ache. It felt so good. 
 
    The woman picked up a magazine and started reading it. 
 
    Danny was in heaven. He could spend all summer just staring at this lush beauty. 
 
    Now his cock was close. He pushed it closer to the jet of water, and felt his tip actually touch the water outlet. 
 
    He pushed against it a few times, he was going to cum. He was going to…his cock slipped into the hole. 
 
    His eyes opened, and suddenly the pressure on his cock died. Of course. It was stopped up and the flow would go to other water outlets. 
 
    He eased back, then stopped. His cock wasn’t coming out! 
 
    He pushed back a little and stared through the clear water. 
 
    Just the tip of his cock, and maybe an inch, were all that were in the outlet, but…he couldn’t get out. 
 
    He wiggled his hips, tried to loosen the connection. Nothing. He reached down with his hand and pulled. He pressed on the side of his cock and tried to edge his finger into the hole. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    That was the moment he started to panic. How the fuck had this happened! How could he get loose? What was he going to do? 
 
    Okay…okay. Calm down. The solution is simple. His dick just had to go limp. It was stuck because it was too big, so make it small. 
 
    He put his head down and breathed. He tried to think of other things. He tried to forget that his cock was caught as if in a bear trap.               
 
    Baseball. He should think of baseball. 
 
    Except that baseball had balls in it. And a bat. And his cock just wouldn’t take a hint and relax. 
 
    He struggled some more. Pulled until he thought the roots of his cock were going to snap and he would be left without a dick. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    His dick was lodged in the outlet so firmly it might as well have been glued! 
 
    What could he do? 
 
    He had images of himself being found in the fall. His parents would come out and see his skeleton floating in the pool. 
 
    Then, staring at nothing while his imagination ran riot, he saw the solution. It was right on the other side of the hedge. It was that gorgeous babe with no clothes on. 
 
    He opened his mouth to yell, then stopped. 
 
    If he yelled at her when she had no clothes on she might bolt. 
 
    Okay. Just yell help. Don’t scare her. Just yell help, and when she came to see what he needed he could talk to her. Okay. Great. 
 
    “Help!” he yelled. 
 
    The lady ignored him. Kept reading her magazine. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    She read, and one hand went up to adjust her…earplugs! She was listening to music. 
 
    “HELP!” He screamed. 
 
    She took one ear plug out and looked around. 
 
    “Please, lady! Help me!” 
 
    The woman on the other side of the hedge looked at the hedge, but she couldn’t see through the little triangular opening. “Who are you? Where are you? 
 
    “I’m on the other side of the hedge! I’m your neighbor.” 
 
    She peered at the hedge, took the other ear bud out and stood up. 
 
    She was incredible. Her breasts pointed at him, jutting out, the tips like eyes.  
 
    “Yes! You’re look at me! I’m in my parent’s pool on the other side of the hedge. I…I need help!” 
 
    She had no expression on her beautiful face as she rounded the pool. She walked along the hedge and when she passed the little peephole Danny yelled, in a lower voice, “Yes. Right here. I’m stuck in the pool.” 
 
    She went up on tip toes and tried to look through the leaves. 
 
    “No, look through the bottom.” 
 
    She lowered herself, squatted, and he could see, for a moment, the gape of her hole. She was shaved bare, her lips spread a bit and he could see the pink of her. Then she was looking at him. 
 
    She had the most amazing green eyes. Sparkling, scintillating, perceptive. 
 
    “Well, well.” She smiled, her lush, red lips curving to show a slice of even, white teeth. “Are you a peeping Tom?” 
 
    “No! No! But I’m stuck. I can’t get out.” 
 
    Danny was holding himself up with his arms folded on the cement, he couldn’t move up or down. 
 
    She tilted her head slightly. “I’ve heard of people so fat they couldn’t get out of a bath tub…but a pool? And you don’t look all that fat.” 
 
    “Look, look…” his voice was sounding a bit ragged now, having to explain his situation. “I was swimming and I rested here for a moment, and…and I got stuck in the water outlet on the side of the pool. 
 
    “You got stuck.” Her perfectly plucked eyebrows raised up in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes! I swear, I’m not making this up. I’m Danny, Harold’s son. I’m watching the house while they’re in Europe. I’m really stuck and I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    She studied him, her tongue flicked out to lick her lips quickly. She said, “What part of you, exactly, is stuck?” 
 
    Talk about red faces, Danny could have put a tomato to shame. “My…my….it’s…my penis.” 
 
    “Your penis is stuck in the water outlet,” her voice was even. 
 
    “Yes, oh, God. Please, I’m sorry…I don’t know how to get it out.” 
 
    For a long minute she studied his torture face. 
 
    “Well, Danny, son of Harold, I don’t know if I believe you. I mean, here I am, all naked, and a strange man is trying to get me into his yard.” 
 
    “Please! I’m sorry! I know it sounds crazy, but…” he blathered on and on, and little tears appeared at the corner of his eyes. 
 
    She sighed. “I should call the fire department.” 
 
    “No! No!” That was too embarrassing to think about. 
 
    “Well, what do you want me to do?” 
 
    “I…there’s got to be something. Please.” 
 
    “Well…I suppose I could at least inspect the situation, but if you’re just trying to get me within reach, you better know that I’m bringing a baseball bat.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay.” He sobbed openly. 
 
    She rose up and he heard her walking away. She was wearing cork high heeled sandals, no click, but he could still hear the padding sound she made. 
 
    A minute passed, then he heard the side gate opening. She came up the side yard. She was wearing a robe that looked more like a chemise and carrying a short Louisville Slugger. He looked at her and gulped. Up close she was even more gorgeous. Her skin was fine and slightly tanned, her hair sparkled in the sunlight. Her red lips looked moist and…and kissable! 
 
    “Thank you,” he blurted. 
 
    She sidled up along the edge of the pool, eyes watching everywhere. 
 
    “So how are you stuck?” 
 
    He straightened his arms out, holding on with his hands and she moved forward and looked down. 
 
    “You weren’t kidding.” She sounded a little awed, yet there was a bit of humor at the corners of her plump mouth. 
 
    “No! I’m sorry…I…” 
 
    “So how did a healthy looking young man manage to put his dick in a hole?” 
 
    Yes. She was laughing. Not obviously, but he caught her attitude. 
 
    “I just…I…” 
 
    She got down on her hands and knees and looked back through the hedge. She nodded and grinned. “So you are a peeping Tom.” She looked at him. “Admit it. You were looking at me.” 
 
    He had to admit it, the proof was there. “I…just for a second. I happened to notice and…and I just got too close to the side of the pool.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you did.” She sat on the side of the pool, her legs in the water, the edges of her robe getting wet. He could see right through the front of the robe and gulped again. Her tits were astounding. So perfectly shaped. 
 
    She didn’t seem to care that he was looking. In fact, she grinned wider when she saw him noticing. 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Pull me out?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Trying to get a hand job. That’s lame.” 
 
    “No! How about getting some sort of oil and trying to get it in there?” 
 
    “Well, I suppose that’s a possibility. But I’d still have to touch your cock.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “Well, I can see that you’re a bit worried. Maybe your cock will have to be amputated. How old are you?” 
 
    “Nineteen.” 
 
    “So young. Too young to have his cock taken off.” She sighed. “Do you have some sort of oil?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe kitchen oil will work? Olive oil?” 
 
    She rose up. “Don’t go away.” She sashayed around the pool. He watched her walk and groaned. Her ass was so lush and perfect and it swayed so suggestively. 
 
    She tossed a grin at him, as if knowing what he was seeing. 
 
    It made his cock even harder, and that meant he was lodged even firmer. Fuck! 
 
    She disappeared into the house, then came out a minute later She was holding a bottle of cooking oil. As she walked along the side of the pool she didn’t even seem to care that her robe hung open. He had a full view of her pussy and her tits, and she just grinned. 
 
    He realized, at that moment, that she was a cock teaser. 
 
    But, cock teaser or not, she was his sole hope. 
 
    She knelt down, opened the bottle and held it out. “Open your hand.” 
 
    He did, and she poured a glob of oil into his palm. 
 
    He reached down and tried to push oil into the outlet. His dick, of course, was in the way, and the water rinsed the oil off. He got almost nothing into the outlet. 
 
    He looked up at her, the expression on his face like a hurt puppy dog’s. 
 
    “Oh, stuff,” she muttered. She slipped the robe off her shoulders and let it fall on the cement. She stepped into the pool, went down quickly and rose up. 
 
    She shook her head and blinked. “Well, I always wondered if this waterproof make up worked.” 
 
    She reached for the side of the pool, hoisted herself half up. She was next to him, and his cock was harder than ever. She was breathtakingly beautiful. 
 
    She poured a glop of the cooking oil in her hand, grinned at him, and dunked down. 
 
    He felt her hands on his legs, holding herself in position. She tried to get her hand in from the side, but that wouldn’t work. 
 
    Thirty seconds of trying and she surfaced. She held on to the pool and poured another bit of oil into her palm. She smiled at him. “You’re much too big to be playing around with small holes.” 
 
    He started to say something, but she gulped in air and descended. 
 
    She went between his legs this time. She hooked one arm around his leg and he felt her tits on his flesh. Her other hand went under his balls, and he gasped, then he felt her trying to push a slender finger between his cock and the wall on the inside of the outlet. 
 
    She was careful, but it pinched and he tried not to yelp. 
 
    After thirty seconds of trying she rose up again. This time she held onto his shoulder, and now her large breasts were pressed against his arm and side. 
 
    “Lordy. Either that hole is too tight, or you’re too big. Which is it?” 
 
    He stumbled over words and she laughed. 
 
    She hung onto him then, and just took in air. 
 
    Suddenly she ducked down again. She didn’t get any more oil, she just ducked down, and he suddenly felt her handling his balls, feeling the base of his cock, the shaft of his cock. 
 
    He whimpered. It felt so good, but it was probably just sticking him in the hole harder. 
 
    She rose up, held on to him. Her face was close to him and he could feel her nipples brushing against his body. “I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    He looked at her hopefully. 
 
    “It may seem a bit odd, maybe even uncomfortable, but I think it will work.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She transferred her hands to the side of the pool, and he instantly missed the warmth and feel of her hot flesh. 
 
    She poured the oil all over her fingers, grinned, “Here goes nothing,” and ducked down. 
 
    Again she slithered down his body. Again she examined his balls, then he realized she was just getting them out of the way. She grabbed his cock with one hand, and put the other hand to his crack, and…SHE STUCK HER FINGER UP HIS ASS! 
 
    Danny cried out. It didn’t hurt. It actually felt good. But to be invaded like that, without any warning. 
 
    Then he felt her finger moving around inside him, and she began pressing on something. Rhythmically. And he felt the sudden urge to pee. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” His voice sounded very alone in the backyard. 
 
    She rose up, gasped for air, but managed to keep her finger in his anus. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    Too late. She ducked down again. 
 
    And moved her finger around and found that little bump inside. She pressed it and pressed it and pressed it. And Danny suddenly felt a goofy lassitude assail him. 
 
    She surfaced, breathed, went down again. And pressed into his ass harder. That spot. Pressing. And he felt lazy and sort of good, and everything was right. Didn’t matter that he was stuck in a hole in—his penis popped out. 
 
    She surfaced, laughing. “I knew it!” 
 
    She climbed up the side of the pool and reached a hand down for him. 
 
    He felt so lazy, he just wanted to lay there and float, but he took her hand and she lifted, and he helped, and he came out of the pool. 
 
    His cock was slack now. 
 
    He was yawning, like after a good masturbatory session, and he said, “What did you…how did you do that?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you in a second. First, let’s look at this poor abused member of yours.” 
 
    She knelt down and looked directly at his cock. He gasped as she grabbed his balls with one hand and touched his half soft cock with the other. 
 
    “Yes. It is big. And it looks bruised.” 
 
    She looked up at him, and he was struck by how she looked like she was about to suck his cock. But she didn’t. She just said, “Let’s get you over to my house and see about some first aid.” 
 
    He blubbered something, he wasn’t sure what, but she grabbed his arm and walked him along the side of the pool. He would have resisted, but who in their right mind would resist the most beautiful naked woman in the world leading him somewhere? 
 
    “I suppose I should consider it a compliment, that you would get so excited you would try to get your penis in such a tight hole.” 
 
    They went through the side gate, two steps behind a front hedge, and into her yard. 
 
    “But it was very foolish. You really should take better care of your cock.” 
 
    Cock. Like it was dirty, but beautifully dirty. 
 
    “I know…I, uh…” 
 
    They walked up the side of her house. Her breasts moved back and forth on his arm. 
 
    “Don’t you want your robe?” 
 
    Stupid, Danny, he chastised himself. She’s naked and you want her to get dressed? 
 
    I can get it any time. What’s important is to take care of your poor, bruised penis. 
 
    Actually, it didn’t feel all that bruised. Maybe a little sore, but… 
 
    She led him across her patio and through her sliding doors. 
 
    It was cool in her house. And it was nice. She had a comfy pair of sofas longwise, so two people could lay on them and watch the big screen over the fireplace. 
 
    “You know,” she said, as she led him up the stairs, “A young man should always take care of his dick.” 
 
    Penis, dick, cock. She used different words in different ways and it kept him off balance. Was she being crude? Medical? Polite? 
 
    She led him into her bedroom. It was large with a four poster bed and a pink canopy. It smelled of her gentle feminine products. Perfumes particular to shampoos, to make up, that made him think of his cock. 
 
    His cock was fully limp now. In spite of what had happened. 
 
    “How did you get me loose?” 
 
    “Here, sit on the bed.” 
 
    He sat on the bed, and gloried in sitting on the place where she slept, where her bare body wrapped itself in sheets and slumbered. It felt similar to feeling her underwear, smelling her delicate aroma on her dainty underthings. 
 
    She kept talking as she went into the bathroom and brought back a bottle. “I know it was invasive, but I pushed on your prostate. That releases semen, and then you got smaller.” 
 
    “Oh.” That was a new one on him. 
 
    “I hope it didn’t hurt. It’s supposed to feel good when a woman does that to a man, but considering your situation…” 
 
    “Oh, it was…yeah.” 
 
    She smiled at him and lifted up his cock. “Then it felt good?” 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    “It’s supposed to feel good. Did it feel good?” She sprayed his cock with something and looked up at him. 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. It did feel pretty good. Especially at the end.” 
 
    “That was when you leaked your sperm out. But I warn you. Losing your sperm like that…it will make you very excited…let’s call it what it is—horny. For the next few days you’re going to be feeling very frisky. Lay back.” 
 
    He lay back on the bed, and his cock was limp, and…it felt numb. 
 
    “I don’t feel anything down there.” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to. That’s a numbing spray. Now hold still.” 
 
    He held still, and though his dick was numb, he knew she was handling it. He felt something stiff bump against his balls, then it felt like she was holding his package in the ring of her fingers. She did a couple of more things and he heard…CLICK!” 
 
    “There we go. You can sit up.” 
 
    He sat, and looked down, and his mouth opened. 
 
    “It’s a chastity cage. It will stop you from getting erect. We certainly don’t want you getting erect after hurting your poor, little ding a ling.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “But…this…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay. I’ve got the key around here somewhere. When the bruising goes down we can take the cage off. Until then, it may be frustrating, but at least you won’t be able to get hard.” 
 
    He was flabbergasted, stunned.  
 
    “Now then, we do need to give you some medicine. And it may be a bitter pill to swallow, but you really need it.” 
 
    “Medicine?” 
 
    “Old medicine, like they had in the pioneer days. Come on.” 
 
    She took his hand and they walked out of the room. 
 
    She pulled him along, giggling, and he kept staring down at his penis. It was locked away. In prison. No way to touch it. 
 
    His balls hung free below it, but…it was weird walking. 
 
    He looked at her, completely naked, and now in no danger. He couldn’t fuck her if he wanted to. 
 
    Oddly, though he had just cum in the pool, and though his cock was locked away, he wanted to. Her body was just so unbelievably perfect. 
 
    She led him down stairs and across the big room to a small wet bar. She opened an upper cabinet and got down a bottle with a red label. It read ‘Weller Antique 107 Bourbon.’ 
 
    “You ever have hundred buck bourbon?” 
 
    He shook his head. “That’s the medicine?” 
 
    “Yep. And it’s good medicine. $129 a bottle. Let’s try a straight sip, first, to loosen up your throat.” 
 
    She poured a finger in a shot glass and handed it to him, then poured her own shot glass. 
 
    “Here’s how,” she murmured, and put the shot glass to her lips. 
 
    He watched, fascinated, as the amber liquid passed over her sexy lips. She held it in her mouth for a second, then swished it around, then swallowed. “Woo!” she shivered in appreciation. “Well?” 
 
    He raised the shot glass and, like she had done, poured it into his mouth. He closed his lips and felt a prickly, stingy hot sensation in his mouth. His eyes watered and he swished, then gulped. It burned all the way down his throat. Yet…it burned good. It didn’t hurt, but woke him up, and his stomach suddenly felt happy. 
 
    “Fuck,” he croaked. 
 
    She laughed. “That’s a toast I like.”  
 
    “Now, we could take shots like this, or we can ruin a perfectly good blast of the tonsils by mixing it with Coke, or some other disgusting additive.” 
 
    “Coke,” he suggested. 
 
    “Wise.” She brought out a couple of tall glasses, scooped ice out of a small box in the refrigerator under the counter and filled the glasses. Then she filled half the glass with bourbon, took a couple of cans of Coke out of the fridge, and topped the glasses off. 
 
    “Here’s when,” she held a glass up. 
 
    He took his glass from her hands, and he felt the brush of her long fingernails on his skin. They clinked and sipped. 
 
    “Oh, man, that’s the best of both worlds.” 
 
    “Both worlds? Are you speaking of heaven and hell? Come on over here. Sit down next to me.” She crossed the room and plopped down on one of the sofas. 
 
    Danny followed her, suddenly a bit self conscious. He was naked, but that damned thing between his legs…he sat down, and left a space between them. 
 
    She grinned, noting the distance between them. 
 
    “Well? Are you speaking of heaven and hell as the worlds we are between?” 
 
    “I guess.” He took another sip. 
 
    “I’m a fan of both of those worlds, and I really think they need to be joined.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What if heaven and hell were the same?”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Danny sort of blinked on the inside. From medical emergency to first aid to talking about heaven and hell. And the thought percolated through his cranium. Is she nuts? 
 
    But she didn’t act nuts. She acted happy, and she moved an inch closer to him. 
 
    “What if heaven was hell, and hell was heaven?” 
 
    “That’s…I don’t see how that is possible.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the fun of it?” 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    “You don’t think something is possible, and then it dawns on you, and suddenly the world is totally different.’ 
 
    She sipped, he sipped, and he was unaware that she was taking smaller sips than him. He was also unaware that it was like yawning. One person yawns, then the next person…and she was sipping, and he was glugging. 
 
    She moved an inch closer to him. 
 
    “You know, Danny, your father told me you would be house sitting this summer, and I wondered when I would finally meet you. Isn’t it propitious that you stuck your cock in a hole for me?” 
 
    “Well, it’s sort of embarrassing.” 
 
    “But you’re not embarrassed now, are you?” 
 
    “Well, no.” And the thought crossed his mind that she was trying to get him drunk. 
 
    She moved an inch closer to him, was close enough to put a hand on his thigh. “I’m glad you’re not embarrassed.” 
 
    Danny finished his drink, then said the stupidest thing he had ever said in his whole life. “Well, I should be going.” 
 
    She didn’t remark on how stupid it was. She just smiled, and when he started to rise she reached right between his legs, grabbed his packaged package, and pulled him back down. 
 
    “”Thee’s no hurry. We’ve got all summer, and…would you like a another drink?” 
 
    Then he said the smartest thing he had ever said in his life. “Sure.” 
 
    She stood up, turned to him and leaned to take his glass. Her breasts hung down, mesmerizing him. 
 
    He watched her walk over to the bar. Her ass would take second place to none. It was so round and perfect. It was a globe of heaven. 
 
    She hummed as she mixed another bourbon and Coke. 
 
    She turned, held the drink in one hand and swayed back across the room towards him. 
 
    Now it was obvious. The sex in the room was like a fog, slanting all light, and Danny found himself staring at her breasts. 
 
    She handed him the drink. “Do you like my breasts, Danny?” 
 
    He nodded, gulped.  
 
    “Would you like to touch them?” She sat down on him. Right on him. Facing him. His caged cock touching her ass. 
 
    He started to nod, but she didn’t wait for him. She grabbed his head and pulled it forward. His mouth opened instinctively and suddenly he had a big mouthful of the most delicious boob in the world. 
 
    She held him, enjoyed him as he pulled on her nipple, slapped it with his tongue. 
 
    Then she stood up, took her own drink in hand, and sat down a foot away from him in the cross legged position. 
 
    He gulped, and the room spun a bit. Her legs were spread so wide he stared straight at her vagina. 
 
    “Face me, Danny. Sit like this and face me.” 
 
    He pulled his legs up, swiveled, and crossed his legs Indian style. 
 
    They were now inches apart. Their knees touching, their faces could touch with the slightest of leans. 
 
    “I’m going to tell you a story, Danny. Would you like to hear a story?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a beautiful girl. She was just a girl, young and impressionable, and she actually met a Prince charming. He was lithe, slender, and had the most powerful joie de vivre. He was famous and rich and the world loved him, but he had love only for this innocent, young girl. Do you think that’s nice, Danny? That he would love only one girl, forever? Do you think people can be soul mates?” 
 
    There was a gleam in the corner of her eye that might have been a tear. 
 
    He nodded. He was hypnotized. He could only watch her eyes as they sparkled, see her lips as she talked, and listen to her tale. 
 
    “They married. This Prince Charming and his young girl. They married and life was the blossom of a tree on the sweetest day of the year. They lived and loved, and he taught her so many things. So many nasty, nasty things. Things like how to make a man cum by sticking a finger in his butt, only to arouse him even more. Do you think you’ll like being aroused even more?” 
 
    Again, he nodded, was confused, then nodded more. 
 
    “That’s good. That’s very good, because her comes the sad part.” 
 
    She stopped and took a drink. Not a sip, but a big glug, a glug to stop pain and hurt and the torments of life. 
 
    He sipped this time, and watched, and listened. 
 
    She considered him. She leaned closer, put her hand around his neck and pulled him closer, and she kissed him. She kissed him lightly, but it went deep. She touched his lips with her own, and he felt himself trembling, and his nipples actually burned with want. 
 
    She moved back, her eyes wet. She said. “Prince Charming died. A stupid accident. He was sober and hurrying home to me. A drunk T boned him, crushed the life out of him. That’s his chastity tube you’re wearing.” 
 
    “It is?” he blurted. 
 
    She nodded. Everything about him was broken, but somehow that symbol of our love survived. The people in the hospital gave it to me. One nurse, she seemed to understand, said, ‘he must have loved you very much.’ She made me cry, did that nurse. But…sometimes you’re supposed to cry. Sometimes when it hurts, when there’s no heaven, you cry and you cry, and you look at the symbol of your lost, pure love.” 
 
    She was crying opening now. Not body wracking sobs, just a stream of tears emitting from those beautiful, green eyes. Eyes that had held so much life, and now held so much pain. 
 
    She took another drink.  
 
    He was drunk, but not too drunk. 
 
    She was hurting so much that it wouldn’t have mattered how expensive the bourbon…she was sober. 
 
    “Did you really not know that was a chastity tube I was putting on you?” 
 
    “No,” he said, suddenly feeling curiously emboldened. “You were very clever.” 
 
    “I had to be. I’ve been searching for love, and I hurt so much. And when I saw you, hurting yourself, so scared, with your dick caught in that stupid, water outlet…” she started laughing, and he had to chuckle, it was funny, now that he was on the other side of it. 
 
    She took another drink, but this time it was a sip. 
 
    “When I saw you I knew that I needed you. I needed somebody, even if I wasn’t in love, to wear my toy. To be my toy. I needed a man to remind me that I was a woman. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    What would he have answered if he wasn’t drunk? Probably the same. Maybe different. But Danny just nodded. 
 
    “Good. We’ll spend the summer loving. And even though we won’t be in love, we’ll be in like, and when you go back to school…it’ll be okay. And I’ll be ready to move on. To keep searching for that special man who can replace a once in a lifetime man. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Even though I’m going to do things to you? Even though I will sometimes treat you harshly…can you stand that for the faux love we will have?” 
 
    “I can.” He was drunk, but he acted like he was sober. And he made decisions that would hurt him, come back to haunt him, but would make him a better man. 
 
    “Excellent. Another drink, then I’ll show you what I need.” 
 
    She made another drink, then, glasses in hands, she led him across the room to the kitchen. There was a side door, and just before the side door were a pair of doors. One led into the pantry. The other one led downstairs. 
 
    She flicked a light switch and led the way down the wooden steps. 
 
    She held his arm and they faced the basement. 
 
    It was dark and dingy. There were several posts down the center of the basement, and above them was a massive beam. This house hadn’t been retrofitted, but it didn’t need it. The beam was old wood and would last till judgement day. 
 
    The left side of the basement was empty, except for a stack of pallets at the far end. In the middle of the far wall was a series of wide steps that led up to a storm door. Along the right side of the basement was a series of rooms. 
 
    “I didn’t know this was here,” said Danny. “I should have, it’s just like our basement.” 
 
    “I dreamed of this day, of finding somebody to help me.” They walked down the left hand side of the basement, and Danny glanced into the rooms on the side. The first one had things like boxes and furniture. He couldn’t make out much in the gloom.  
 
    The second room held tools, bright and shiny. Saws and hammers, power tools, nails and screws. All the things one needed for building things.  
 
    “I can get any tools you want. I’m not familiar with tools, but I can help. I can learn.” 
 
    She was asking him. How weird. 
 
    The third room had nothing. No, there was something. It looked like a big, metal door leaning against a side wall. 
 
    In front of the third room, and at the bottom of the shallow steps, was a pile of lumber. Some of it was just stock two by fours. Other pieces of the lumber looked specialized. Treated wood and bits of hardware that he recognized…and sometimes didn’t. 
 
    “Your father said you were handy with your hands. Are you handy with your hands, Danny?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” he murmured, looking more closely at what was in the pile of lumber. 
 
    A couple of planks of treated and highly polished wood. One with what looked like padding on it. There were eyelets designed to be sunk in cement. A box of cement drill bits on the end of a two by four.  
 
    And chains. Bright and shiny. Some with small links, others with large links. 
 
    “I want to festoon the left wall with these big chains, and use the smaller chains to secure my lover. Lovers.” 
 
    “Lovers?” 
 
    “After the summer. After you go home. I received a lot of insurance money when my husband died, but that will run out, and then this will support me” She waved a hand to include the basement, which he now saw as a dungeon. 
 
    She turned to him, held her glass with one hand and kissed him. She pressed her massive chest against him, she opened her mouth and swallowed him whole. 
 
    He was breathing hard when she drew back. 
 
    “I’m good. My husband made me good, but I need practice. I’m going to need to practice on you. Will you let me practice on you, Danny?” 
 
    Once again he nodded. 
 
    If one had asked him, right then, if he loved her, he would have said yes. Even knowing he couldn’t be in love this fast, that he was responding to her manipulations, he would have claimed eternal love. 
 
    She whispered to him, “You must stay in chastity until the end of the summer. When you go back to school, that’s when I’ll unlock you, and then you can do anything you want to me. I’ll want you to do whatever you want. Okay?” 
 
    His head went up and down. He wanted to kiss her again. He was starting to feel his cock again. The numbing agent had worn off, and though he had been drained in the swimming pool, he felt his cock throbbing, trying to get hard. 
 
    He looked down, and so did she. 
 
    His penis struggled inside the cage. It pressed against the sides, tried to swell up, tried to elongate, but it was totally encased and had no options. It filled the cage, but that was all. 
 
    All except for the delicious hurt it provided. 
 
    She reached down between them and took his package in hand. They watched the struggles of the penis to erect. He groaned, and she laughed delightedly. 
 
    She looked up at him, her face alight with excitement. “This is going to be so much fun. Don’t you think? Is it going to be fun, Danny?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said simply, his heart surging as hard as his cock. He wanted to take this beautiful woman in his arms and lay her out, spread her out, put his penis in her and fuck her. 
 
    His mind said ‘savagely,’ even as it whimpered. He was already growing fearful of the cage gripping his poor cock. 
 
    “Wonderful. Let’s go upstairs. Let’s have lunch and talk about my dungeon, and maybe about what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
    She sauntered, holding his hand, her naked hip brushing against his, across the room and up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    They sat on the patio, just under the overhang. They drank up the heat of the day while avoiding the supposedly harmful rays of the sun. Danny doubted the sun was so bad, but she was careful with her unblemished and so perfect skin. 
 
    They talked of how he liked school, the similarities and differences between their houses, girlfriends he had had (very few), and boyfriends she had had (only the one), and life in general. 
 
    They talked about whether she should get permits to build her dungeon, and he said no. 
 
    “Keep the city out of it. They’ll never look, and if they know what you’re doing other departments are going to want to get involved.” 
 
    “But those are potential customers. In my understanding people in government want what I have to offer in the worst way.” 
 
    He chuckled, “So they tax people, then seek punishment. Is there a connection here? An irony?” 
 
    She smiled. “I think there is. My husband used to say there has never been an honest politician.” 
 
    “Heck, I’ve never voted, and I know he’s right. History teaches that, you know?” 
 
    “So I shouldn’t bother getting a permit to run a business from the city.” 
 
    “Ha! If they okay it it’ll just be so they can tax you.” 
 
    As he elucidated further she listened and marveled. “You know a lot for someone so young.” 
 
    “My father’s a contractor. I’ve been around this stuff all my life.” 
 
    She reached over and touched his cage. “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m desperate,” he answered honestly. 
 
    “It’s going to get a lot worse. Imagine doubling your horniness every day for another ninety days.” 
 
    “I won’t be able to stand it. My balls will explode and my dick will fall off.” 
 
    How fast they had become familiar in nasty language. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’ll drain you every week. You’ll grow to love those days. Especially since you won’t be getting any. Won’t even be able to jack off.” 
 
    “Heysoos. I don’t think I’ll be able to stand it.” 
 
    “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Every couple of days.” 
 
    She laughed. “Poor boy.”
They weren’t drunk now, just pleasantly high, drinking just enough to keep themselves high, and never sloppy. 
 
    She stood up and stepped over him, sat down on him. 
 
    He reached up and fondled her boobs. 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him. A long, slow, grinding kiss that stole his breath and left him in a puddle. 
 
    She fell against him, her breasts against his chest. They felt each others bodies, breathing, heart pounding. His dick moved the little cock cage and she smothered a laugh against his neck. 
 
    She whispered, I’ve been in you.” 
 
    “Just your finger.” 
 
    She ignored his remark. “You know what that means?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It means that I’ve fucked you, if only with my finger. It means that I am the dominant and you’re the submissive. It means that I am the man and you are the woman.” 
 
    He tried to digest this datum, but his head was having a hard time. 
 
    “It means that I am in charge and that you are my slave.” 
 
    “Your willing slave,” he amended her. 
 
    “There’s no other kind,” she said. “If you make a person a slave against his will he is a prisoner. If he becomes your slave willingly…that is a true slave.” 
 
    “So I am your true slave?” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. He just thought about it. He was actually thinking about things like free will, and choice, and sovereignty. 
 
    She reached down between his legs and cupped his balls. “Tell me you love it.” 
 
    She didn’t even have to squeeze. The excitement of having his life in her hands was enough to convince him. “I like it.” 
 
    She kissed him again. 
 
    And again and again. 
 
    He finally said, “This is the point where I get so out of control that I carry you upstairs and ravage you.” 
 
    She bit his neck lightly. She nibbled on his ears. “And this is the point where I let you.” 
 
    He pushed her back. “Let me fuck you?” 
 
    “Of course.” Yet there was a hidden smile in those bewitching, green eyes. 
 
    He sat there, confused, not knowing what to do. He believed her, and yet…he didn’t believe her. 
 
    She laughed, watched him. “Do you feel it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Heaven and hell. Everything that you wanted, and yet…nothing.’ 
 
    A glimmer of understanding shook him then. All her talk of heaven and hell wasn’t just bullshit. There was something to it, and…he felt a very slight, shiver of fear. So subtle he could ignore it. So pervasive he was actually scared. 
 
    She leaned into him, raped his mouth hers. Drank of him like a vampire drinks blood of his victim.  
 
    He, of course, didn’t fight it. He wanted it. He was willing. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, standing above him, looking down like a conquering hero. “Let’s go fuck.” 
 
    She stepped off the lounge and he sat up, then stood up. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his package. “I said,” she mocked authority, “Come with me.” 
 
    She pulled, and he scrambled to get his feet over the lounge, to follow her. 
 
    She pulled him over the threshold and into the house, and he skittered after her, making his feet keep up with her rapid pace, careful not to trip over her feet and forced to take small footsteps. 
 
    Up the stairs was an adventure. She didn’t slacken her pull but insisted he keep pace. 
 
    Down the hall and into her bedroom. 
 
    She let him go then and said. “Before I fuck I’d like a nice, long body rub. 
 
    He was trembling, horny and wanting to cum, and he touched his hands to her soft skin. 
 
    “Sit on me. Let me feel your cage.” She lay down on the bed. 
 
    He straddled her and sank down. His cage was right on her buns, almost nestled in her crack. 
 
    He kneaded her skin slowly, lovingly. Her pressed his fingers into her flesh, seeking out the high and low points. She groaned in pleasure, and his cock was crammed ever harder into the cage. 
 
    He worked down her back, feeling ribs and her spine. He used his fingers to dig gently in to the little indentations of her backbone. And every touch, every turn of the knuckle, drag of the finger, turned him on. 
 
    He wasn’t just massaging her, he was making love to her. Now if he could only get his cock free… 
 
    He worked down her legs. He tried touching her pussy, but she said, “Not yet. That’s last.” 
 
    So he ran his fingers down those smooth legs, felt the taut muscle of thigh, manipulated the curve of her calves, and down to her feet. 
 
    She demanded that he spend a long time on her feet. Every toe was its own kingdom and needed proper attention. 
 
    And, finally, finally, she turned over. 
 
    He was struck by her beauty all over again. 
 
    “Sit on me. Let me feel your prison.” 
 
    He sat, his cage nestled against her bare pussy. He massaged her chest, was given free rein on those magnificent mammaries. He felt them, fondled them, kneaded them. He bent his head and sucked her nipples, and all she did was moan with pleasure. 
 
    Then he moved to the belly. It was firm with muscle, slender, and he felt like he could squeeze it with all his might and she would just sigh. 
 
    Down to her thighs, correctly ignoring her pussy for the last. 
 
    Down the legs and…the toes again. 
 
    “When you do my toes properly it feels like somebody is massaging my scalp. Reaching right into my brain to pleasure me. 
 
    His cock was being reached, too. 
 
    Finally, he was ready for her pussy. He wanted to touch it, feel it, cup her mons and lick her slit, but she said, “Do my face.” 
 
    Her face? He had never even thought about massaging a face. He dutifully moved up held himself slightly above her belly and gently dug his fingers into her face. She had a million muscles in her face. She had whole organs. It required an understanding of depth and desire for precision. 
 
    She helped him, telling him how much, how little, when and where. 
 
    He could help but stare at her as he worked on her face. Her pert nose, her wide eyes, her mouth with the lips so full and moist looking. 
 
    At one point she opened her eyes and studied him. 
 
    “It hurts, doesn’t it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It hurts so good.” 
 
    And he understood; heaven is touching but not being allowed And so is hell. 
 
    “All right,” she finally sighed. “Are you ready to fuck me?” 
 
    He became instantly nervous. Here it was. She was going to unlock him, use him. Would he be up for it? Would he please her? Would his dick be big enough? Would she find his methods and manners appropriate to her pussy? 
 
    “Yes.” Trying to keep the tremble out of his voice, but failing. 
 
    She reached up, hand around his neck, and pulled him to her. She kissed him, gave him back some of the love he had just invested in her body. She whispered, “It’s in the bottom drawer.” 
 
    His brows twitched in puzzlement. What was in the bottom drawer? 
 
    He climbed off her, off the bed, and bent to the dresser. He opened the bottom drawer, and knew he should have known it. 
 
    He looked up to where she was lying on her side, her head supported by one arm. She was laughing. “What did you expect? I told you you were going to be locked up for the summer. Did you really think your little dick was going to be allowed access to my horny hole?” 
 
    Her language was designed to inflame him, and it did. He stood up, the strap on in hands. He looked down at the drawer and at the assortment of cocks. 
 
    He buckled the strap on around his hips. “Which dick did you prefer?” 
 
    It was hard to keep the resentment out of his voice. But it didn’t matter. She laughed again, enjoyed his frustration. “I’d like the big black one with the veins on it.” 
 
    Danny rummaged through the dozen dildos. He pushed aside the one shaped like a curlicue. He ignored the little ones, and the monster ones. 
 
    The black one with veins was eight inches long. It was thick. It was daunting. 
 
    He put the dildo to his harness and snapped it into the socket. 
 
    He was a white boy with a big, black dick now. 
 
    Even that simple thought turned him on. To have a dick again, any dick, and especially a big one…it was turning him on. 
 
    Not that being turned on did his real dick much good. 
 
    “Come on, lover.” She lay back, spread her legs.  
 
    He climbed over her leg and knelt between her thighs. 
 
    She smiled lazily up at him. 
 
    He fit the head of the big cock to her pussy, touched it, pressed lightly, and she moaned. 
 
    She was ready. She was juicy, and she reached up and grabbed his hips and pulled. 
 
    He slid into her like a crocodile into water. Smooth, feeling the grip of her pussy in resistance, but only imagining it in his mind. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whimpered happily. “I need this.” 
 
    He pushed deep, and she grunted. Then he pulled slowly out, the big, thick veins on the side of his black cock almost abrasive in their passage through. She just held on to him and groaned louder. 
 
    He pumped her, long, slick motions, sometimes with a twist on the end, and she held on as if for dear life. 
 
    Yes, she was ready. She had been deprived, but now she was jumping back in. Immersing herself in wonder and awe and sheer sexual sensation. 
 
    Danny didn’t require much instruction for this. Now he trusted his instincts, as every man should. He gloried in her flesh, even though it didn’t quite touch his cock. He reveled in the feel of her muscles as her body fought, and agreed, and climbed a high mountain. 
 
    Then, only a few minutes in, she exploded. 
 
    Like dynamite in the pocket. Like lightening in the sky. Like a woman’s womb filled to bursting, and then bursting. 
 
    Her hips moved up, her cunt muscles grabbed. She cried out. And froze. And gripped his arms with fingers of steel as the world ended. 
 
    Then, slowly, she relaxed, let go of her arching body, let go of his, lay on the bed once more. 
 
    Danny pulled out. Lay next to her. He was breathing hard, he had worked hard, and he had never experienced anything like this in his life. He was horny. God, he was horny. His whole body lusted for him to fuck. He felt like his body had been super charged, but had nowhere to go. 
 
    She turned to him, put her arm across his chest and snuggled against him. Her chest was heavy on his arm and he could feel her taut nipple against his body. 
 
    “Go to sleep.” 
 
    He lay there, but he couldn’t sleep. There was something he had to know. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Are you still awake?” 
 
    She sounded so relaxed. 
 
    “I need to know…” 
 
    Her eyes opened in the dark, scoped him, and she said, “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Your name.” 
 
    She smiled, snuggled closer. And she whispered, “Call me Madam.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    PART THREE 
 
    Feminization, BDSM and Love! 
 
      
 
    Danny opened his eyes and nearly doubled over from the pain in his groin. 
 
    He was naked, except for the chastity tube on his groin, and he grabbed for the tube. 
 
    Next to him his neighbor awoke, she had felt his sudden motion and she turned to look at him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He rolled out of bed, nearly fell on the floor, and ran for the bathroom. 
 
    Behind him, laying in bed, his neighbor laughed hysterically. Her large breasts shook and she watched him scamper across the room and into the bathroom.  
 
    At first Danny stood in front of the toilet, then he realized the grim truth, he was going to have to sit down to pee as long as he had this infernal device on him. 
 
    He spun around and sat, and a thick trickle sprayed down from the tube. It sounded like a stream, but it was really a couple of dispersed jets and lots of drops. 
 
    He peed and peed, and hung his head and groaned as the pain left. 
 
    She came to the bathroom door, her face twisted in amusement, and watched him. 
 
    “It hurt,” he grunted. 
 
    “I know. My husband hated it when that happened.” 
 
    “I won’t drink so much after this.” 
 
    “Want a bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    “Sure,” he brightened up. 
 
    She laughed, turned, and tossed back over her shoulder. “Breakfast in ten. Get cleaned up.” 
 
    She headed down stairs. 
 
    Danny sat for another minute, shook his cage off as best he could, then stood up and stepped into the shower. Under the hot water felt so good. He looked down at the tube and soaped his groin and thought about how he had gotten into this mess. If mess it could truly be called. After all, he was having the time of his life. Be it a bit weird. 
 
    He had been house sitting for his parents, and gotten his weenie stuck in the water outlet in his parent’s pool. He had called out to his neighbor for help, and she had delivered, as well as putting him in chastity. 
 
    But…he liked it. 
 
    She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. She was intelligent, too. And she liked to play with him. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed down stairs. He didn’t bother to get dressed because he had no clothes.  
 
    He stepped into the kitchen just in time to see her roll sausages out of a pan and onto a plate. She was naked, more naked than him, and she had not a care in the world. After all, he was locked up. 
 
    “Good morning, my beautiful boy.” 
 
    She put the skillet into the sink, turned the water on, which turned to steam when it hit the pan, and turned to him. 
 
    She was perfect. 36 by 24 by 36, with extra large cups. Her green eyes showed her good humor, and she stepped into his embrace. She held his caged cock with two hands and kissed him. 
 
    Her plump lips chewed on his mouth, then she lowered her attention to his chest and sucked his nipples. Then she went further down and put his whole cock cage into her mouth. He had a big cock, and he couldn’t believe it could fit in the cage. 
 
    He moaned, and she pushed a finger against his button. She had no lubricant so he just sort of yelped. 
 
    She smiled and turned to the counter. She stuck her finger into the butter, turned back, and pushed her finger into him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” It felt so good. His knees became weak and shivered. 
 
    She rose up, popped her finger out, and pointed at the table. 
 
    He sat, and she sat, and shortly they began eating sausages and waffles, everything drenched in thick syrup. 
 
    They ate, and looked at each other, and laughed. 
 
    “So what’s on the agenda for the day?” 
 
    “Dungeon!” She chirped happily. Then she eyed him with a fierce grin, “And you. I need to find out things about you.” 
 
    “Like what kind of things?” 
 
    “Like what kind of pain you like. How much pain. And we have to start playing with your asshole.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    She reached for his hand, too it and smushed a couple of fingers into the syrup on his plate, then she lifted them to her mouth and put them between her lips. He could feel her lips licking, sucking, so warm and moist. 
 
    “Because…” she sucked some more, “I want to.” 
 
    He blinked and watched her. 
 
    “Because you want me to.” 
 
    “Well, but it’s my asshole and—” 
 
    “Did you like what I did yesterday? To get you out of the pool?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Honey, you loved it. And which would you rather do, and let’s face it, which would you rather, dying a grisly death in the swimming pool? Your arms giving out and you slipping down the side of the pool until your cock broke off? Or having me stick my finger up your poo poo.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I’m not in danger of a grisly death now, am I?” 
 
    “Of course you are!” 
 
    She stopped giving a blow job to his fingers and resumed with her own breakfast. He watched the syrup drip fro her lips, and he wanted to lick it off. 
 
    “Okay. Why don’t you do the dishes and I’ll do the heavy work.” 
 
    “What kind of heavy work?” 
 
    “I’ll make the drinks.” 
 
    He smiled.  
 
      
 
    A half hour later they were standing in the dungeon. Or, as she sometimes called it, the fungeon. 
 
    “Okay, boss,” she said, “what’s first?” 
 
    “Well, we should probably get some water down here and start washing all the dust and cobwebs off. 
 
    Danny collected a hose from her side yard, saw that it wasn’t long enough, and went to his own house to retrieve his parent’s hose. When he got back she had the storm doors open. He screwed the two lengths of hose together, put a nozzle on it, and went to work. 
 
    He started in the small rooms while she put tarps over the stack of timber. He squirted the water into the corners, on the surfaces, sprayed down the walls, and then squirted the water out the door. In the big room she used a big squeegee to push the water into one of two drains.  
 
    When they were done with the first room they stood and inspected it. 
 
    “Not bad,” she commented. “Of course I was hoping it would look a little less clean when I start working on my victims.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. When I saw wood dust will magically appear everywhere, and if it doesn’t I can get a spray can.” 
 
    “Of paint?” 
 
    He gave her a confused look. “Paint?” 
 
    “Well, what?” 
 
    “Dust. I’ll get some spray dust and coat the surfaces.” 
 
    “Spray dust?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She stared at him, and he finally snickered. “You believed me.” 
 
    She grinned. “You asshole.” Then, “You need to be punished for that.” 
 
    Danny chuckled. “Yeah, right. As if having my cock locked up isn’t punishment enough.” 
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    She walked across the basement and up the stairs. Curious, Danny followed her. 
 
    They passed her bedroom and continued to a guest room. Inside the room were hundreds of boxes. Most of them from Amazon. 
 
    She searched the boxes quickly, and smiled as she found the one she wanted. 
 
    They went back to her bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, honey, I want you to lean over the bed.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I will give you a thrill that will titillate you from top to toes. 
 
    Reluctantly, but unable to stifle his curiosity, he leaned over the bed. He heard her walk into the bathroom and back. She placed a hand on his right bun and said, “Remember how good it felt when I drained you the other day?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “No guess. You liked it so much you came.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t call that cumming.” 
 
    “Why? Because you didn’t get the big O?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She laughed and touched his asshole. He jerked, then relaxed as she gently smoothed it.  
 
    “What is that?”  
 
    “Lubricant.” 
 
    “I don’t think—AHH!” 
 
    She grabbed his balls and twisted them. He was effectively trapped. He couldn't stand up, all he could do was lie harder on the bed. 
 
    She slid something into his ass. He felt a cloth material drape over his legs. 
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    She leaned onto him and kissed his ear and whispered, “Go with it. Relax.” 
 
    He didn’t have much choice. He had something up his ass. It didn’t hurt, but…it was weird. This was not a finger, it was a little bigger, but, like the finger of the day before, it actually felt good. 
 
    He focused on relaxing, and she relaxed her grip on his nuts. She stroked them. She nuzzled his neck. “There you go, baby.” 
 
    Then she let him up. “Don’t take it out. You’re really going to enjoy this. And it’s going to teach you something.” 
 
    She guided him to the big mirror and he stared at himself. 
 
    He had a horsetail hanging between his legs. He turned and looked over his shoulder. He bent and twisted and saw what she had done. 
 
    He had a small dildo in his butt, coming out of the dildo was the horse tail. He could feel the hairs tickling the backs of his legs. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he whispered. 
 
    She gripped his arm, held it, surrounded it with her boobs. She pulled him down with one hand and kissed him. 
 
    “God, you are beautiful.” 
 
    He inspected his tail again, from all angles. 
 
    “This is the weirdest thing in the world.” 
 
    “Nah,” she said. “This is just one weird thing in a world of weirdisms. Now, come on. We need to work on the second room. 
 
    He walked down the stairs with his mind on two things. His cock and his asshole. 
 
    He was trapped and plugged. He had a tail that swung back and forth, brushing against his hamstrings. His cock was responding to that by trying to get harder even harder. All morning his cock had complained and pushed and tried to swell. Now it was even more insistent. 
 
    “This is so…” 
 
    “Cool, eh?” 
 
    When they crossed the kitchen she stopped and turned to him again. For a long, long minute they made out. She touched his body, caressed his buns, kissed his nipples, and kissed him and kissed him. 
 
    “You are so fucking hot like this. It drives me crazy.” 
 
    But he was the one who felt crazy. His mind had suddenly sped up and was going a mile a minute, and every signpost was a twitch of sexuality. 
 
    When he was so horny he was dizzy and dazed, she giggled and led him on down to the basement. 
 
    Doing physical work brought him back to reality. Barely. He sprayed out the second room, washed the spider’s homes away and turned the dust to mud. He washed the goop out of the room and she again squeegeed the mess down to a drain on right side of the room. 
 
    He rested a minute and looked at the first room and the stairs up to the storm doors. Everything was dry. The basement not only had good drainage, it had good airflow. Yet he could see that if somebody yelled down here would never be heard. They could hang curtains on the windows and over the stairs to the storm doors. Beyond that any screams would be contained be hedges and reduced by distance. 
 
    It gave him a shiver to think that she was going to play with him down here. He was thinking about what kinds of things she was planning to do to him when she tapped his arm. “Earth to Danny.” 
 
    He turned to her, “What is your name.” 
 
    “Madam.” 
 
    “No. We do this I’m not your hopeless sex slave, I’m—“ 
 
    She leaned into him, pressed her tits against his chest, “You don’t want me to make love to you?” Her big eyes ate up his world and her lips became his goal, but he managed to say, “I need a name. You might be the one wielding the whip—I assume that’s going to be one of your toys—but I’m more your partner here. A lesser partner, but I need a name to call you.” 
 
    She frowned, bit her lip. God, she had sexy lips, but he stayed strong. 
 
    “Shiela.” 
 
    “Thank you, Shiela.” 
 
    She laughed. “How do you know I told you the truth?” 
 
    “I don’t, but you might think of me as an object, relate to me as an object, but I need to think of you as a human being.” 
 
    She reached down and held his cage, felt his wiggling, squirming penis. It would go crazy for a minute, then relax for a short while, then start squirming again. This constant cycle was taking his breath away and filling him with energy and nervousness.  
 
    “You may call me Shiela, but when we get down to the fun and games you will refer to me as Madam.” She paused. “Or I will make you cry.” 
 
    “God. You’re making me cry already.” 
 
    “Ha!” She showed her teeth, sharp and shiny in the gloom of the basement. “Now get to work on the third room.” 
 
    The third room was filled with bric a brac. Interestingly enough, it was all from the last owner of the house. She had died and the nephew of the house had cleaned the place up, but had left the stuff in this last room. 
 
    Mostly, it was stuff that could be thrown away. Water damaged books, broken book shelves, dusty lamps with the wires exposed, a collection of ancient 77RPM records, of which every record was scratched and scored. 
 
    “Were they planning to somehow regroove these things?” Shiela asked rhetorically. 
 
    Danny just grunted and moved the stuff out of the basement. He walked box after box, broken bit of furniture after broken bit of furniture,  down the basement, up the steps, along the side yard and into the garage. He stacked everything by the big front door. When it was dark he would move everything out the big doors. Nobody would see his nakedness…and his tail…and a service would pick up the pile of junk the next day. 
 
    Every time he returned to the basement for a new load Shiela would grab him, make out with him, play with his cock and balls, then pat his ass and tell him to hurry up. This kept him energized and scurrying faster than the Energizer Bunny on speed. 
 
    Man, if only his school teachers encouraged him like this. But, thinking of the ugly faces and misshapen bodies of his teachers he immediately rethought that. 
 
    For an hour they worked, and his tail trailed after him, and as it swayed it caused the butt plug in him to move gently back and forth. The mere act of walking became a sexual turn on that, like everything else that was happening with Shiela, was driving him crazy. 
 
    At one point he stopped and reached back and adjusted the butt plug. “Oh, man,” he gritted his teeth as the sexual feelings overwhelmed him. He looked around to see Shiela suppressing her mirth. 
 
    “Hey,” he said, but she shut him up with her red mouth. 
 
     
 
    “Okay. Time for a break.” 
 
    They stood at the bottom of the stairs to the kitchen and looked at their work. 
 
    The entire basement was thoroughly washed and even scrubbed in places. It was clean, and it smelled like it. 
 
    “Is there a ‘gloomy odor’ in a spray can?” 
 
    “Yep. Costs too much, though.” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ll supply the ambience.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you will.” 
 
    They went upstairs and she made sandwiches.  
 
    “Have you ever tried Golden Monkey?” 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked as she sliced their bologni/salami sandwiches cross wise. 
 
    “It’s my father’s favorite beer.” 
 
    “I’ll bring the sandwiches out. You bring on the Monkey.” 
 
    While she put olives and potato chips on the sides of the plates he trotted home. Walking into the kitchen he marveled at how strange it was. His own home was surreal. Of course he had the horse’s tail to remind him of how surreal it was, but… 
 
    He opened the freezer and took out the tray of ice. He put six cans of the brew into the bucket, then poured the ice over it. Perfect. He picked up the bucket and, horse tail whipping back and forth, trotted back to Shiela’s house. 
 
    They sat on wrought iron chairs with thin cushions at a wrought iron table with a glass top. They munched on their sandwiches, and Danny opened the beer for them. 
 
    Danny liked the beer, in spite of the fruity taste. Shiela liked it because of the fruity taste. 
 
    “This is like drinking some weird combination of peaches and apricots.” 
 
    “Yuck.” 
 
    “Not a fruit man?” 
 
    “Apples,” he said, wiggling so his butt plug would sit better. his contortions brought a twist to her lip. 
 
    “I love it when you feel the pain.” 
 
    “Pain. Hunh. This is more like that heaven and hell stuff you were talking about. I love it, even though it is really an irritation.” 
 
    “How can sex be an irritation?” 
 
    “I want to jump your bone and can’t. How’s that for an irritation.” 
 
    She just smiled and sat back and licked her fingers. Suggestively, making him wish she was doing that to his cock. 
 
    Which caused his cock to go into a paroxysm of  utter horniness. 
 
    You’re dripping,” she observed. 
 
    He looked down. A white drop was just starting to fall from the tip of the cage. “Heysoos! I just got drained yesterday.” 
 
    “Can’t control your semen, eh?” Which comment made him groan. 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    They ate, and sucked suds, and the sun was a hot, mid-June sun. 
 
    “Only a few minutes more, and I have to get in the shade.” 
 
    “You’re going to—“ 
 
    Toot de toot de toot. Her cell phone interrupted him. 
 
    She held up one finger to him and answered the phone. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Then her expression underwent a change. Her happy, beautiful face sobered, then her eyes narrowed and she squinted. And it was all in the space of a couple of seconds. 
 
    She snapped, “How did you get this number.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “Well don’t call it again.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “I don’t care. I don’t want anything to do with you.” 
 
    Danny was amazed. This was intense. Her whole attitude of loving fun had transformed into a vicious dog fight. 
 
    “Don’t look for me. I’ll call the cops.” 
 
    Talk from the other end. 
 
    “Fuck you Rodney. Fuck you forever. Please die so I can piss on your grave.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened wider as the talk came from the end. 
 
    “I swear…I..I…DON’T FIND ME!” 
 
    She ended the call and slapped the phone down, a little hard, on the table. 
 
    Danny said nothing. 
 
    She chewed on her fingernails, looking at nothing, or, rather, looking at something very unpleasant. 
 
    He waited, sipped his beer. He pushed her beer towards her. 
 
    She looked at him. “Thanks,” she snarled, but her ill humor was not for him, it was for the phantom caller. She picked up the beer and glugged it down. She put the empty on the table and demanded another one.’              He opened a second can for her, and she glugged that one down, too. 
 
    She sat, very still for about five minutes, then, like the sun peeking over the horizon, she smiled. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Double wow,” she agreed. 
 
    “Dare I ask?” 
 
    She frowned, but again, not at him. She frowned at the thought of what she had to tell him. 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    “About what.” 
 
    She leaned forward, back to her fun loving self, and placed her hand on his. 
 
    “My husband didn’t die in a car accident. I usually say that, try to think that, because…the truth hurts. He was murdered.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened wide. 
 
    “He had a friend, at least he called him a friend. Said they grew up together. But his friend was the ultimate scum bag. I could see it from the first meeting I had with him. He’s swarthy, thick brows, rubbery lips. He’s not unhandsome, but he’s…creepy. 
 
    “Not to my husband. Bob thought he was salt of the earth, but Bob wasn’t a woman, and especially not a woman on the receiving end of Mr. Creepiness. 
 
    “Jim never had to endure the sexual depravity in that man’s gaze. He never felt the ‘accidental’ rub of paw over booty. He was never cornered and groped. 
 
    “The big mistake of my life is that I never told Bob. And when Bob died, in a hunting accident, Rodney Portland was there. And he wanted to console me. But…I think he may have been the one to shoot my husband.” 
 
    Danny was silent for a moment, then whispered, “Fuck.” 
 
    “Fuck is right. And now he’s found out my phone number.” 
 
    “Can he find out where you live?” 
 
    She shook her head. He can find my corporation, I set that up when I inherited all the insurance money. But I don’t think he can pierce the corporate shield and actually find me. But he’s in the same town! Just the idea of walking through a supermarket and seeing him…of being spotted driving by!” 
 
    “Well, don’t worry. I’ve got plenty of food at my house. And I can do the shopping. He’ll never have the chance of seeing you, and he’ll get tired.” 
 
    She frowned, then she regarded him as if in new lights. She smiled. “You’re just trying to imprison me in this house, make me your own little, fuck bunny.” 
 
    He laughed. “I like that idea.” 
 
    She leaned over to him, kissed him solidly, held his face with her palm and worked her lips over his. 
 
    After lunch they kept drinking Golden Monkey, and those slow sips of the too sweet beverage took their toll.  
 
    They swam in the pool, lazy, stopped at the side to reach into the shade of a chair and grip their Golden Monkey and sip, sip, sip. 
 
    It crept up on them, that subtle, giggly, golden glow. They kept looking at each other and laughing like children. 
 
    She pulled on his cock cage, and tweaked his tail. 
 
    He kissed her and cupped her buns and nuzzled her breasts, and the day began to spin out of control 
 
    They finished the six pack. An amazing feat considering how strong the brew was. 
 
    “Let’s go get some more,” Shiela slurred. 
 
    Danny laughed and peered at her owlishly. There were two Shielas, and he didn’t know which one he was supposed to talk to. “One more six pack in the fridge. Got to put more in.” 
 
    “Lesh go.” 
 
    So they climbed out of the pool, staggered down the side of the house, through the gates, and up the side of Danny’s house. They crossed the patio and Shiela near lost it, laughing and pointing at the water outlet Danny had been stuck in. “You fucked a hole!” 
 
    He led the way into the cool of the house and into the kitchen. They stood on the cool tiles and swayed and Danny figured out what he had to do. 
 
    “Down in the basement.” He forgot about the half a case in the pantry. 
 
    He led her down to his basement, which was the same as hers, but quite differently set up. 
 
    She admired the racks of wine, peered into one of the small rooms, and saw the pallet of Golden Monkey. 
 
    “Your father ish no picker. Piker.” 
 
    “Nope,” he agreed, picking up a case of the ale and heading back to the stairs. 
 
    “Wait a minute! Wash thish?” 
 
    He turned, had to straighten out his eyes again, and saw that she had gone into the second room. She was looking into a big box. 
 
    “Theesh are Cloths. Clothes.” 
 
    “My mothers throw aways. She push them down here and givesh them to the Goodwill onshe a year.” 
 
    Shiela pulled clothes out. They were all expensive clothes, well cut, not even worn. 
 
    “Come on…we gotsh shome beer to drink.
“Shhh. I’m thinking. She pulled out a bag of panties, then a bra. She looked at him. “Theesh would fit you.” 
 
    “My mother ish shmaller.” 
 
    “Not that mush. Here, put theesh on.” 
 
    He was drunk. He wasn’t thinking. His mind was circling like an herd of Indians around a burning wagon train. He almost fell over when he lifted one foot up and slid it through the leg hole. He leaned against the wall and put his other foot through. 
 
    He pulled the panties up, then Shiela grabbed his waist band and pulled hard. 
 
    “Hey! Ballsh!” 
 
    She held the panties tight, wouldn’t let him push them down. “Feelsh good, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah! But my teshticlesh are falling out.” 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his balls, lifted them up and pushed them into the panties. “There.” 
 
    They fell out again. 
 
    She kept trying, pulled his panties up the front a little, and they finally stayed. For a while. The cock cage could be seen in plain relief against the thin material. His tail hung down through the leg hole. 
 
    She pulled his tail up and flipped it over the back of the panties. “You needsh a hole for your tail.” 
 
    “I don’t need a hole. I’m a guy!” 
 
    “If you’re a guy you really need a hole!” 
 
    She started putting the bra on him and he laughed at the ludicrousness of it all. Then he found himself standing there, feeling dumb, though his cock was trying to boner up, and she stuffed a couple of pairs of panties into each cup. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. Thish ish weird.” 
 
    “Closhe are the heaven of womensh. Closhe make a woman better than a man.” 
 
    “You’re full of shit.” 
 
    They held each other and laughed.  
 
    “Gimme the key,” he said. 
 
    “No. Put thish on.” 
 
    He recognized the dress. It was a blue one with pleats on the bottom. The neckline was high and the arms were bare. 
 
    She pulled it over his head and inspected him. “Now you’re a woman,” she pronounced. 
 
    “Now I’m shtupid.” 
 
    “No. You’re turning me on. You need high heelsh.” 
 
    Temporarily done they walked up to the kitchen, where Danny put half the case into the fridge, and found out that there was a half a case in the pantry. 
 
    Man, his father had bought The Beer. This stuff was solid. 
 
    They took a couple of beers out of the one six pack that had been in the fridge over night, and headed outside. They made it to the patio, then Shiela sat in a lounge chair that was off the patio and on the lawn. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Danny brought a lounge off the patio and sat down next to her. He liked being naked, but now he liked being in a dress. And it was making him surge down in cockland. 
 
    “I feel woozhy.” 
 
    “Too mush,” he countered. 
 
    She leaned over, and he thought she was going to say something to him, and she barfed. 
 
    BLAH! Her projectile vomit landed on him, and he looked down, felt sick, and…BLACH! He vomited on her. On her hair. On her back. 
 
    She looked at him, her green eyes all red, her gaze all confused, and said, “I desherved that.” 
 
    He fell off his lounge and lay on the ground. The sky circling above him. She put a hand on his back, then lay back and went to sleep. 
 
    Sleep, passed out, in their condition there wasn’t much difference, and the afternoon waned. 
 
      
 
    Rodney Portland was a large man. 220 pounds. He had a fair amount of fat, but he still had enough muscle, and weight, to do some damage. He had stolen mail from the mail boxes of Shiela’s mother until he came across her phone number and a PO box. Then he had hopped on a plane and traveled. 
 
    The town she was hiding in was mid-sized. Around 12,000 people. But there were a lot of towns around it, so the area was heavy enough in population, and large enough in size, that she could hide for years. 
 
    But, there are easy ways to find out where people live. The one he chose was to get a listing of houses sold in the last six months. There were about fifty. So after calling her on the phone and asking where she lived, he decided to just go visit each house. It might take a little time, but he had time. 
 
    He especially had time where a beauty like Shiela was concerned. just thinking about her had him hard, and he was determined to find out where she was. He was going to pay her a visit and make her see him. 
 
    They were built to be a couple. 
 
    She belonged to him. 
 
    And what he had to go through to get rid of her asshole husband…! 
 
    He had driven by 14 houses that morning, and 5 that afternoon. 
 
    He had eliminated half of them. Obvious families. Old people washing cars, kids in the front lawn. But half of them were possibles. 
 
    Then he came across the house at the end of the cul de sac. It was perfect for her. Private, security fences, the whole neighborhood had fences. 
 
    Fences never stopped Rodney. 
 
    He parked around the corner, the location was just so perfect, and sauntered down the sidewalk. 
 
    No nosy neighbors on the front lawns. Not many cars, which indicated a lot of people were gone to work. 
 
    He reached the house, looked around, and walked up the driveway and stepped behind a fence. 
 
    He was looking up a side yard, the house that had been sold in the last six months was on the right, and the gates to both were open. 
 
    No car in the driveway. Nobody home. 
 
    He considered his options for a moment, then headed into the side yard of the house on the right. He just had this overwhelming feeling that this was the one. 
 
    The backyard held a pool. It was clean and silent. There were a couple of empty cans on the edge of the pool, underneath a chair. Hmm. Golden Monkey. He’d never heard of it, and he would have if Bob had drunk the stuff. 
 
    Probably the wrong house. He started to turn away, then saw the sliding door was open. 
 
    He looked at the beer cans. Empty. Somebody had too much and had gone to snooze for a while. 
 
    Again, that feeling that this was the place, he entered through the sliding doors. 
 
    He was nervous now. It wasn’t breaking and entering, but it was sure entering, and that meant burglary. He certainly didn’t want to be picked up on a burglary rap. He didn’t mind burglarizing, but to go to jail for it…that was stupid. 
 
    There was nothing to identify the owners, and he backed out of the house.  
 
    He was disappointed as he returned to his car. But, if this was the one, then he would figure it out. He would figure it out and pay a visit and then Shiela would be his. No more of this ‘I don’t like you’ crap. Hell, he was rich, he was handsome, and he took what he wanted. And he wanted Shiela!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    Danny groaned and his hand came up to his head. He felt something gooey, looked at it. Cold barf. 
 
    “Come on in, lover.” 
 
    He contorted around. Shiela was in the pool. She was swimming and all trace of upchuck was gone from her hair and her body. 
 
    Danny got to his hands and knees, then straightened up with one hand on the lounge chair, then to his feet. He swayed, and looked at himself. He was in a dress. Oh, yeah. His mother’s blue dress. Well, she wouldn’t be wearing it anymore. He staggered over to the pool and down the steps. 
 
    He ducked under the water and felt instant relief. The gunk was sluiced off him and the dress, and he felt a thousand per cent better. 
 
    He rose up, dunked himself a few more times, and finally swam into the deep end. the thin, silk dress wrapped around him, the horse’s tail streaming out between his legs. 
 
    Shiela met him, hugged him, and they sank, literally, as she kissed him. She was the kissingest girl, and he loved it. 
 
    They rose, and lounged, and swam. 
 
    “I like you naked, but you really look good in a dress.” 
 
    “I’ve got to admit, it makes me horny.” 
 
    His cock was once against trying to surge, and he felt that horny nervousness swelling in his gut, up to his chest. 
 
    A half hour later, dripping, they walked back to her house. 
 
    She frowned as they went through the gate and turned to lock it. “I need to always keep this locked.” 
 
    He nodded, and was sobered by thoughts of Rodney Portland. 
 
    She had described him as swarthy, looked like an ape, and Danny wondered if he was going to end up in a fight. He hadn’t met him, nor seen him, but from the way Shiela talked about him he had a feeling a confrontation was coming. Especially if the guy succeeded in tracking her here. 
 
    “Take off your clothes and let them dry.” 
 
    He did, including the horse hair tail. He hung everything over patio furniture. 
 
    “I’m going to fix some dinner. Why don’t you go play in the fungeon?” 
 
    Once again naked, except for his poor cock, he descended into the basement. He checked out the tools she had bought, and considered what he needed to do first. 
 
    Chains. He needed to loop them along the walls, give the place a feel, give her something to attach manacles to. 
 
    He measured the thick links, laid them out in loops along the wall, made sure the distances were right, then fit a cement bit to the power drill. 
 
    He pushed on the drill, but not too hard. Almost immediately the bit started to smoke. He got a glass of water and dipped the bit into it. When it was cool he went to work again. He would drill for ten seconds, dip the bit, drill some more, and so on. It took him a half hour, but when he was done he was able to screw eyebolts into the wall. Before he did, however, he forced the eyebolts open, hooked in a link of chain, then closed up the circle. He had three eyebolts, with two loops of chain hanging, when Shiela called him for dinner. 
 
    They ate lamb chops and greens and drank expensive wine. They sat at opposite sides of the big dining room table and kept smiling at each other. 
 
    “I’m drinking too much,” she said, at one point. 
 
    “Define ‘too much?’ he asked. 
 
    “Too much is when your pores start to get big, your skin gets sallow, your eyes turn watery. I’ve seen it in women. A couple of years of hard drinking and even the most beautiful will turn into a wilted, wasted weed. 
 
    “I’ll drink for you. It doesn’t matter if men get ugly.” 
 
    “It does too!” she protested vehemently. “You think I want some baggy eyed, gone to fat piece of suet for a man?” 
 
    “I won’t drink when I go to college.” 
 
    She laughed. “Bob said that was what started him drinking…college.” 
 
    “Well, it is one of the studies. I considered getting a doctorate in imbibing.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Well, we’ll have to drink this summer, but we’ll also have to eat good and exercise. And when I get ugly I’ll wear lots of make up.” 
 
    The idea of her being ugly made him snicker. 
 
    “And we’ll put you in make up, too.” 
 
    “Me? Ha!” 
 
    “What? Too good for make up?” 
 
    “I’m a guy. Hello.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and he thought she was holding her humor inside. 
 
    After dinner he stood up and stretched. “I’ll go put the chains up.” 
 
    “There’s two long pieces of polished wood. You’ll see the notches where they fit together. Why don’t you do that first?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    It was about four in the afternoon now, but he wasn’t working by the clock. Besides, he was sort of anxious to see how she was going to play with him, what she was going to do to him. 
 
    He found the two pieces of wood and put them together. When he was done he recognized it as a St. Andrews’s cross. He selected a place along the wall and wedged it up against the ceiling. He found a couple of plates and braced it against the floor. Done with that he finished with the thick chain. He was just finished when Shiela came down the steps. She was carrying his mother’s blue dress, lingerie, and high heels. And a large paper sack. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s time for you to get dressed up.” 
 
    She watched as he put on the panties and bra. It was a different bra, one of hers, but it was a training bra so he had no loose cup material. 
 
    He pulled the dress over his head, and when his head popped out she was there, in front of him. She was holding a tube of lipstick. His penis pushed hard as she painted his lips. He tasted the waxy substance, and his cock was going crazy. 
 
    “I can’t stand this,” he groaned. 
 
    “I know,” she said. “Come here.” 
 
    She led him down to the St. Andrew’s cross. She positioned him in front of it. “Lean against it.” 
 
    He did, and she attached manacles to his feet, then stretched up and put manacles around his wrists. 
 
    He felt electric, like some sort of liquid fire was bubbling through his veins. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was hoarse. 
 
    “Measuring you.” 
 
    She touched him then. Felt every square inch of him. She spent a long time just hefting his balls, squeezing them till he groaned, and pulling on his cage. 
 
    She kissed his back, and his arms, and the backs of his legs. She pulled on his air until it hurt. Then she put a finger to his crack and pushed it in. 
 
    God, it felt good, and he moaned and his hips waggled. 
 
    She laughed and began to circle her finger in him. His legs grew weak, he shivered, and just when his eyeballs were starting to roll back in his head, she spanked him, hard, on one bun. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” Suddenly awake from the fervor of sexuality she had been investing in him. 
 
    She put her finger back, began rolling it around, feeling the area just inside the rim. It was very sensitive and his knees buckled and he found himself holding on to the edges of the cross with his fingers. 
 
    “Oh, you like this.” 
 
    She scratched down the middle of his back with her fingers. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She kissed it, she massaged the area she had scratched, and worked lotion into the grooves.  
 
    At least, it felt like there had been grooves. She had scored him that hard. 
 
    “Hey,” he murmured, this is a little much.” 
 
    She reached between his legs and grabbed his balls. She lifted him and he went up on his toes and cried out. She held him there for a long minute, then let him down. 
 
    “God!” he whispered. 
 
    “Try breathing. Deep breathes will help.” 
 
    He gasped for breath. 
 
    She gripped his buns and lifted, her fingernails digging in deep. “Take regular, little breaths, then try to breath deeper, and deeper.” 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered. 
 
    She let go, wen to her knees and pulled his balls back again. She kissed them, suck ed them, showed him her soft side. 
 
    He shivered like a wet dog. 
 
    She hugged him. Put her hands over his pectorals and rubbed his nipples. She kissed the back of his neck. 
 
    “Without pain you can never appreciate the pleasure.” 
 
    “I appreciate! I appreciate!” He was almost begging. 
 
    “No you don’t. Not yet.” 
 
    She clawed his pectorals briefly. He strained, then she let go. She hugged him again, kissed him, soothed him. 
 
    “Are you ready for your first spanking?” 
 
    “What?” He was already maxed out. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll take it easy on you.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    She backed away from him. Then she knelt and reamed his hole again, but this time she was putting lubricant in it. 
 
    The horse’s tail? he thought. 
 
    But it wasn’t the horse’s tail. It was a slightly larger plug, hurt just a teensiest bit going in. 
 
    “This one has a nub on the back of it. You’ll feel it when I spank you.” 
 
    “What are you going to spank me with?” he was feel very nervous. On one hand he hated it. On the other hand, when she stopped with the pain and gave him the pleasure he felt like he had died and gone to heaven. 
 
    She stepped away again. He heard the rustling sound of her reaching into the paper sack, then he heard a whistling in the air. 
 
    “What’s—“ 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    She hugged him, reached around him and played with his balls and cock. She whispered, “Try not to cry out. Cry if you wish, that is desired. But don’t bruise my ears with your silly, little boy yells. 
 
    She stepped back, and the spanking began in earnest. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    He tried not to cry out, but he couldn’t help making little sounds. Little gasps and grunts. 
 
    “I’m only using half strength,” she mentioned to him, feeling his bruised buns with her soft hands. “I’m taking it easy on you.” 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    She stopped, and he realized he was crying. 
 
    She dried his tears, scooped up his tears with her finger and tasted them. 
 
    “I love the taste of your pain, your fear, your full emotion. Would you like to fight back?” 
 
    He shook his head, trying not to sob. 
 
    “Good. Because there is no fighting back. There is only giving yourself to me. Making me your God. Your Goddess. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
     WISS! SMACK! 
 
    She took her time, talking to him, loving him, pulling his head around so she could kiss him full on the mouth. 
 
    His buns turned a bright red. 
 
    His cock strove to get harder. 
 
    He was gasping for breath, felt like he had run a marathon without being allowed to breath. 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    WISS! SMACK! 
 
    When she spanked him he felt the dildo quiver inside him, and that became a focal point, the one moment of pleasure, and…as time went on…it became all pleasure. 
 
    He hung from the cross, feeling the hard wood, his hands incapable of moving. His legs wanting only to collapse. 
 
    She had stopped, and he raised his head. He was sore, but it was different kind of sore. It was a good sore, and his asshole was the goodest of all the soreness. 
 
    She undid his manacles. He would have collapsed, but she held him up. She helped him walk, and he was as if drunk, but not with drink. 
 
    She helped him up the stairs, and he held to her, trusted her, relied only on her. 
 
    He couldn’t move without her. 
 
    He couldn’t live without her. 
 
    Through the house and up the stairs. 
 
    Large tears were running down his cheeks. He had stopped crying for a while, but now he was crying again. But not aloud. More on the inside, where the still waters ran deep. 
 
    She took him to one of the guest bedrooms and helped him into bed. Then she began to rub lineament into his backside. Her soft hands searched out every nook and cranny, every pain, and soothed it. 
 
    He felt like he wasn’t in his body. 
 
    She crawled into the bed and held him, and he lost it then. Now he sobbed aloud, cried as if the pain would never end, although it wasn’t pain anymore. 
 
    Now he was crying for the happiness of her forgiveness. 
 
    Now he was hers.  
 
    She held him, let him cry. Kissed his tears every once in awhile. And he cried himself to sleep. 
 
      
 
    He awoke and she was gone. 
 
    He was changed. Something deep inside him was totally and effectively altered. His whole value system had been skewed, and that was all right. 
 
    He had never felt this way about another human being. 
 
    He was sore as he sat up and got out of bed, but not as sore as he thought he would be. He knew it was because she had applied lineament. 
 
    He looked at his ass in the mirror. It wasn’t too bad. A little red, and the butt plug was gone. When had she taken that out? 
 
    He walked into the hallway and down to her room. She wasn’t there, so he walked down stairs. 
 
    She was in the kitchen. She had a plate of eggs and sausage under a cover and she smiled at him. 
 
    “Hello, honey.” 
 
    His body lurched and a sob came from him. After all the crying last night he still had a few tears left in him. 
 
    She motioned to him and he went to her. She put her arms around him. “It’s okay,” she whispered. 
 
    He nodded, a couple of more sobs, then she let him go. 
 
    “Eat now. We have a big day ahead of us.” 
 
    He sat and ate, slowly, watching her, adoring her. 
 
    She smiled at him. “This is where you love me forever.” 
 
    “I do,” he mumbled over a bit of egg. 
 
    “Yes, well,” she stopped smiling. “Funny.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I took you too far.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Bob used to beg for this, and he demanded that I take him all the way. He demanded that I beat him until he loved me forever. I mean, he loved me forever, anyway,” she waved a hand, “but there is something addictive. Once you’ve been taken that far you want to go that far every time.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    She sighed. “When Bob died I knew I would never take somebody that far again. I didn’t want anybody to love me forever. I think, when Bob died, and I lost love, that I somehow lost love for myself. But beating you, I couldn’t stop. I took you all the way.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did.” 
 
    “I am, too. But…I didn’t plan to do that.” 
 
    “Plan or not plan…what’s the difference?” 
 
    “One must make aware choices. That is the only way out of hell, and that is still dicey. At best.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Did I choose for you to love me forever? Or did you?” 
 
    That confused Danny. “Well…I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I know. But if you had chosen to love me, and not been beaten to it…then the love is pure. Is your love pure when your choice has been taken away?” 
 
    Now Danny said nothing. He was sure. His heart was feeling true and pure. There was no doubt. So why should she have doubt? 
 
    It was a question that needed a lifetime of cogitation. 
 
    After breakfast they went to the basement and discussed what should be done next. 
 
    Danny wanted to build the horse and secure it to the floor. Shiela wanted him to mount the door in the third, small room. 
 
    Inside the room, Danny had glimpsed it the first time he had seen the room, was a heavy, metal door. There were no windows in the room, and Shiela thought that this room would make the best room for a small cell. 
 
    “Why do you need a cell?” Danny asked. 
 
    “Every dungeon needs a cell,” she had answered blithely, as if he was being silly in even asking. 
 
    Since he was the craftsman doing the work, it was decided he should go ahead and finish the horse first. 
 
    The horse was easy to put together. It was a wide, padded plank, slightly curved down in the center, with four sturdy legs. On the legs were platforms for the knees and elbows. In the front was a padded ring for the face. The back end was raised so the butt would be raised. 
 
    It took Danny 15 minutes to bolt the thing together, then he had to get out the cement drill bit and drill holes so he could fasten the horse to the floor. One didn’t want a horse galloping away, after all. Especially with a naked rider crying on it. 
 
    Danny chuckled at this image as he finished bolting the thing to the floor, then he headed for the cell. 
 
    The door was heavy, very heavy. It fit the frame perfectly, and when it was mounted there would be a quarter inch clearance at the bottom, and it would fit into jamb perfectly. 
 
    Danny managed to walk the door to the jamb. He set it in place, then pounded wedges under it to bring it up. Finally the hinges came together and he dropped greased bolts into them. He kicked the wedges out and opened and closed the door. It swung without a squeak, and closed firmly. 
 
    He was tired now and needed a break. He sat down against the wall and sipped at a Coke. And wished for some bourbon. He chuckled. He realized that he was becoming converted, that his life was changing, that he was, in some odd manner, becoming like Shiela. 
 
    Bu he didn’t mind that. 
 
    He put the Coke down and just sat silently, enjoying the moment. 
 
    And saw the shadow. 
 
      
 
    Rodney Portland had cruised all the other houses on his ‘just sold’ list. His mind kept going back to the one house that he had thought was perfect. No other house was that close to perfect for a woman hiding from him. 
 
    Still, he took his time, went over the list in his mind, and…damn it! It was that house! And he was going to have to go back to it and make sure! 
 
    That morning he had cruised some of the houses still on his list, and eliminated more houses, and then it was time for closer scrutiny. It was time to physically surveil, and he was going to start with the house at the top of the list. 
 
    He drove back to the house in the early afternoon. He parked around the corner and sauntered down the street. He tried to remain unobtrusive. He sauntered from tree to tree. He occasionally brought a small set of binoculars to his eyes and scanned the house. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He made the final approach, took advantage of angles, then walked quickly up the driveway to the hedge that hid both side yards. 
 
    They were both locked today. Damn. 
 
    He didn’t want to climb, because that would make noise. He didn’t want to break the locks, again, noise. 
 
    He frowned and leaned against the target house. He put his ear to the stucco and listened. He didn’t expect to hear anything, and he didn’t. 
 
    Okay. Front door…or the other side. He would have to pass the front door, and that was okay. If he saw somebody through the front window he would just go in the hard way. A kick to the door and so what. 
 
    But he still hoped for silent entry. If this was the wrong place he didn’t want to raise any feathers. A peek and out. 
 
    But he knew, in his gut, this had to be the right place. 
 
    He walked right across the lawn. He looked like a workman in a suit, like he belonged. Like he was measuring the place for gutters or something. 
 
    The front drapes were drawn and he saw no shiver of material to indicate that he had been seen. 
 
    He came to the garage, it was a sliding door, and it was unlocked. 
 
    He moved it slowly, trying to create no sound that would alert whoever was in the house. The door opened a foot and he slid in, then closed the door. 
 
    It was silent. There was a stack of junk on the right hand side. A car, a Range Rover, was on the left side. There was a door on the left side, and he sidled past the car and tried the knob. Locked.              He could force it, but he wasn’t interested in a forceful entry that might alarm anybody inside. Better check the rest of the outside of the house before he decided to do that. 
 
    He walked in front of the Rover to the side door. It was locked, but the lock could be unlocked from the inside. He turned the little lever in the center of the knob and opened the door. 
 
    The side yard was a grass yard. Halfway down the yard was a set of storm doors, and they were open. 
 
    He tip toed to the storm doors, leaned down and peered into the basement. 
 
    It was gloomy, but at the end was a woman. She was standing at a small card table and examining a drawing. A boom box pm the table played what sounded like Sade. 
 
    It was her. It was Shiela. She was naked. There was no mistaking that incredibly perfect body. 
 
    He took off his shoes and descended the steps. He walked softly, not making a sound. He took no notice of the doors on the left hand side, just focused on getting close to Shiela. 
 
    Closer. Closer. Her round ass gleamed in the dark. Her sexy back was slightly bent away from him. Her hair was hanging down, so soft, he wanted to run his fingers through it. He wanted to hold her tits, and kiss her, and put his dick— 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Two things happened at once. 
 
    Shiela turned around and saw Rodney and gasped, and Rodney turned around and— 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck.” Rodney moaned and felt his forehead. Funny, he had to use two hands, they wouldn’t work separately, but he had a huge bruise, a bump like a golf ball. He remembered seeing the end of the two by four coming at him, then…then he woke up here. 
 
    And his head hurt. Hurt like fuck. 
 
    “So what do we do with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Rodney’s eyes focused and he saw Shiela and some kid standing and talking. He was laying down, and he sat up and snarled. “Was it you?” 
 
    They turned to him and Shiela said, “Shut up, Rodney. I told you to stay away.” 
 
    He started to get up, and couldn’t. Chains rattled and he looked at his hands, then his feet. 
 
    His foot was chained to an eyebolt in the floor. His hands were in handcuffs. “What the fuck?” He glared at Shiela and the kid. “Get me loose.” 
 
    “I don’t feel comfortable killing him,” said the kid. 
 
    “I don’t feel comfortable not killing him. He’s got friends. I want to be rid of him. I don’t want any trace of him around.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “My name is Danny.” The kid faced him. 
 
    “She’s really got her hooks into you.” 
 
    Danny said nothing. He just considered Rodney. 
 
    Shiela was right. He was sort of like an ape. Low brow, swarthy, but lots of meat on his frame. He was a bit fatty, but one could feel the strength under the fat. 
 
    “You let me loose, Danny, and I forget about you. As for Shiela,” he licked his lips. “Shiela and I got business.” 
 
    Danny turned back to Shiela. 
 
    Shiela was staring at Rodney. Disgust was upon her face. She loathed him, and with her being in charge of the situation that didn’t make him happy. 
 
    “I don’t have any business with you.” 
 
    “What kind of a line did you give the kid?” 
 
    “I told him the truth.” 
 
    “But not all of the truth.” Rodney gave a nasty laugh. 
 
    “Shut up,” hissed Shiela. 
 
    “Shiela was Bob’s number one bitch. Ran the cathouses, and she fucked everybody. Fucked ‘em good.” 
 
    Danny was frozen. 
 
    “Then Bob got shot, don’t know who aced him, but when he got shot Shiela decided to grab the loot and run. She’s got millions, all salted away, and we’ve been looking for her. Me most of all. Me and her…we got something.” 
 
    Danny was staring at Shiela. She turned to him. It was in her eyes. What Rodney was saying was truth. 
 
    “I told the truth, but I didn’t tell all of it.” 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    “Bob was killed in a hunting accident, and I did think, do think, that Rodney did it. And, yes. I took care of the books for him. I ran the house for him, all the prostitution, but I wasn’t as loose as Rodney makes out.” 
 
    Rodney barked a laugh. 
 
    Danny’s face was as if paralyzed. His eyes were scorch marks in the planes above his cheeks. 
 
    “Danny. I’m telling you the truth.” 
 
    “Yeah,” laughed Rodney. “The truth. And the guys know I’m here, in this burg. I don’t check in and they’ll all come here, and they’ll find you. But if you give up the loot and come along quiet…it might all work out.” 
 
    “The fuck it will,” she snapped. 
 
    “Aw, honey. You know I won’t hurt you. We can be a real team. You go back to keeping the books, and I—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” And there was a finality in her voice that impelled Rodney to shut, and caused a hurt glimmer in his dull eyes. 
 
    Danny: “So how big is this mob.” 
 
    “It’s not big. We were in upstate New Jersey. At most a dozen, and only six of those matter.” 
 
    Danny looked at Rodney. Six brutes like him. Six apes dedicated to mayhem and maim-ery. 
 
    Against him and Shiela. If Shiela was really telling the whole truth. 
 
    “Have I got the whole truth now?” 
 
    “I swear to you. I couldn’t tell you before, but I always told you everything I could. Danny…I’m not going to promise you a life of love. I’m not that kind of girl. I use people. I have my own methods, and I beat them until they love me, and somehow that..that makes me complete. I did love Bob, but he’s gone now. I earned that money with him, but I’d give it back if that would make a difference. But it won’t. You’ve seen Rodney, they‘re all like him. And they’ll all come here. Do you want to come with me? Make a getaway? I’ll share all the cash with you. We can find a town somewhere where they won’t find us. We can live. I’ll give up my idea of starting up a new house. I’ll—“ 
 
    He put a hand over her mouth to stop her babbling. He was close to her, there hot flesh radiated, and he whispered, “I’ve only got one question, and if you lie I’ll know.” 
 
    “Ask me. Anything. Ask me.” 
 
    She was desperate, but desperate for what? Desperate to get away? And was he included in her panic? 
 
    “You said we would have to kill Rodney. Would you?” 
 
    There it was, and she lowered her head. “No.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Rodney glared at them. 
 
    Danny glanced at Rodney, then held he turned back to Shiela. “Then there’s only one thing to do.” 
 
    She looked up at him, her frightened eyes, her red lips, and he loved her so. 
 
    Maybe not forever, but long enough. Long enough to help her through this mess. Then…then they would see. 
 
      
 
    Danny made three drinks and sauntered down the stairway. 
 
    Shiela was standing naked. Rodney was on the horse. 
 
    Rodney was naked and shivering and outraged. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” he yelled. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Danny handed Shiela a glass and she sipped. Her red lips were fresh painted, and she was beautiful Her eyes glistened. Her nipples were erect. Her pussy looked moist. 
 
    Danny sat down in front of Rodney, held a drink to his mouth. There was a straw in the glass, and Rodney stared at it, then sucked hard. 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    Rodney stopped sucking and spit out the straw. “You better let me go, kid.” 
 
    “Shiela has a talent. I know it, and soon you’ll know it. she can make people love her. Love her enough to do anything for her.” 
 
    Rodney stared at him. 
 
    “And what’s the choice? Kill you? We can’t do that. So we are left with only this chance. Your one chance, cause there’s no chances after this.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 
    Danny looked up at Shiela and nodded. 
 
    Shiela put her finger to Rodney’s asshole and started reaming him. She had lots of lubricant on her fingers. 
 
    Rodney yelped and his eyes were wild. He would have looked around, but he was fastened securely. 
 
    “It’s all about love, Rodney,” murmured Danny in a low voice. “Can you have love?” 
 
    “What the fuck are you—OH!” 
 
    Shiela put the dildo in Rodney’s ass. His eyes went round and he took in a deep breath. 
 
    Danny held the glass to his mouth, pushed the straw into his mouth. 
 
    Rodney sucked, really sucked. 
 
    “We’ve covered the windows with heavy drapes. There are hedges and walls around the house. I stood here and screamed as loud as I could. Shiela was outside and she heard nothing. Nobody’s going to hear you, Rodney.” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Rodney blubbered, no long the brave gangster. 
 
    “We have no choice.” 
 
    “You do! Let me go! I’ve got money, lots of it! I’ll make you rich.” 
 
    Shiela moved the butt plug in Rodney’s ass a little, made sure it was situated just right. He grunted, but it sounded like he grunted in pleasure. 
 
    “It’s not about money, Rodney. It’s about love.” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “It’s about love, and the sooner you give up, the sooner you can have it.” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “NO!” 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “Give it up, Rodney. Submit. It’s only love, and you know you really want it. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Rodney screamed and cried, and Danny stood up. He glanced at Shiela, who was licking her lips and looking hungry. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Danny walked away. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    He knew that within a few hours Rodney would be changed. He would be in love, and he would never hurt Shiela, and by extension, himself. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    And that would leave the gangsters that would follow him. 
 
    Six men. Brutes. Thugs. Gangsters. Willing to hurt anybody for a little cash. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
      
 
    Well, they would see. They would see. 
 
    And Danny mounted the steps, went out the back door and headed for his own house. He wanted to water the plants, have a Golden Monkey or two, and watch a little TV. 
 
    He couldn’t hear the sounds of Rodney screaming at all.

  

 
   
    PART FIVE 
 
    The Gangsters are Coming! 
 
      
 
    With guys, if there is a disagreement, they might shove each other, bump chests, then go behind the gym and duke it out. A few punches, a few bruises, and it’s all over. They shake hands, often become friends, but if they don’t become friends then at least they are over the hostilities. 
 
    That’s guys. 
 
    Not girls. 
 
    But when Shiela had Rodney Portland on the horse it was the first time Rodney had been out behind the gym with a girl. And it was the first time a girl ever handed him his ass on a platter. 
 
    Rodney was an official tough guy. He had messed guys up, rumor was he was a made man, but when she was done with him his asshole was red, bruised and gaping. He was crying, and he had been ‘out-toughed.’ 
 
    And the soft side of her was even worse! 
 
    “Come on, Rodney. Let’s go upstairs and put your chastity tube on.” 
 
    She unbuckled the restraints holding his arms and legs and helped him off the horse. 
 
    He was big, towered over her, but he just blubbered as she held him. Blubbered and said he was sorry and asked for forgiveness, and the funny thing was he didn’t even know what he wanted to be forgiven for. 
 
    Upstairs she told him to jack off. She had to because his dick was so hard from the spanking he had just received. Sniffling, trying to stop crying, he stroked his meat until it unloaded. 
 
    She then handed him a chastity tube and watched while he locked it on. 
 
    Then she rubbed lineament on his ass, then she slept with him. Held him while he cried. Soothed him. 
 
    Finally, she headed back to her own room. She crawled into bed and closed her eyes. 
 
    Rodney lay in his bed. It was a short single on which he overflowed. His arms and legs draped off the edges. 
 
    He was tough. He was second to Shiela’s husband, Big Bob, and when he killed Bob he figured he would get Shiela. Now that he had her, though, he knew that she really had him. 
 
    Slowly, an occasional sob, he drifted off to sleep. For the first time in his life somebody was tough enough to rule him, and…it felt good. 
 
      
 
    She opened her eyes. And frowned. She missed Danny. 
 
    She got up and checked the three guest rooms. Rodney slumbered in one, boxes filled another, and the third one was empty. 
 
    She went to the end of the hallway and looked out the window. The lights were on in Danny’s house. 
 
    She headed out the back door and through the side yards. 
 
      
 
    Danny was listening to Pink Floyd and drinking Golden Monkey. the fruity taste was growing on him, and the music seeped into his slightly high cranium and soothed him. 
 
    All except for ‘Careful with that Ax, Eugene.’ That was not a soothing song. Unless you were Jack the Ripper. 
 
    He thought about what had happened the last couple of days. 
 
    His parents had left for Europe and he was house sitting, then he got stuck in the swimming pool’s water outlet, and Shiela had rescued him. 
 
    Thinking of Shiela his cock started banging away in his cage. He felt that instant surge of white hot feeling in his chest. So horny he couldn’t stand it. Yet, with the chastity tube on, he had to stand it. 
 
    Then he thought about Rodney. A gangster. Come to claim Shiela for his own. Man, what kind of world had that guy grown up in where he thought he could own human beings. What—he looked up. 
 
    Shiela stood in the doorway. 
 
    He was laying in bed, one hand around his cage, wishing he could masturbate. He motioned to her with the other hand. 
 
    She came to him, her perfect body drawing his rabid attention. But even if she hadn’t been driving him crazy sexually, he would be crazy sexually for her. She was that perfect. Her 36 by 24 by 36 body, her sweet face with those lush, red lips. Her thick, brunette hair. 
 
    He watched her as she climbed, so very naked, onto the bed and lay next to him. 
 
    He handed her the Golden Monkey and she took a large sip. He took out one of his ear buds and handed it to her. 
 
    She put it in her ear and they lay on the bed, facing each other, lips touching, eyes staring, moving only to sip the Monkey. 
 
    Pink Floyd wormed through the sworls of their grey matter, cementing them in a contact high. 
 
    He loved her. But it was a love of more than the whip. Yes, he had cried and become part of her, but he didn’t need that. He had made choice, and she was that choice. 
 
    He lifted their ear buds and whispered, “How’s Rodney? Does he love you forever?” 
 
    She nodded, put her arms around him and drew herself closer, felt the heat of his body, and the closer she got to him the better she felt. 
 
    She loved him. She had thought, after her husband died she would never love again. Then this laughing boy comes into her life, and with him comes hope. And it made her love him. 
 
    She hadn’t even screwed him yet. He had screwed her, but with a plastic dick. But, plastic or not, it was a contact that made her part of him. 
 
    “What are we going to do about the gangsters? Do you think they’ll really come here?” 
 
    She nodded, her hands were around his package, marveling at the way his penis wouldn’t hold still. It wanted to get hard so bad. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    They were silent, chewing on each others lips, drinking Golden Monkey, and thinking. 
 
    Finally he stood up and took her hand. “Want to get some more Monkey?” 
 
    She nodded and followed him down the stairs. 
 
    They opened another can and sat in the den, laying on the couch. Together, not able to get enough of the feeling of each others bodies. 
 
    With no solution to the coming problem, the conversation shifted. 
 
    “Were you really going to open a…brothel?” 
 
    “Not a brothel,” she corrected. “A man brothel, where I whipped and spanked and tortured and feminized and had fun.” 
 
    He chuckled. “You’re sick.” 
 
    “I don’t need to. I ran prostitution back in Jersey. But I need to keep busy. I love sex and I love having fun. I figured if I became a dominatrix I could have fun, and it wouldn’t be compared to prostitution so I wouldn’t come to the attention of the gangsters.” 
 
    “So much for that.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    That was when he came up with the idea. “You know,” he said, “There’s only one thing left to do.” 
 
    Looking at him, so like him, she grokked what he was going to say. “You think I can do that?” 
 
    “I do. That’s your talent.” 
 
    She wiggled over him, lay on him, her large breasts crushed against his chest. “Do you get jealous?” 
 
    He evaded the question. “You’re not fucking anybody.” 
 
    She laughed, saw that she had been shunted to the side. “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Will you stop loving me if I let you cum? If I fuck you?” 
 
    He shook his head. “The only thing that will happen, if I fuck you…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Is that I’ll want to fuck you again.” 
 
    She smiled. “I love you. I don’t want the end of summer to come because then I’ll have to fuck you. And I don’t want to risk losing your love.” 
 
    “I want to fuck you, and I’m afraid to fuck you.” He flipped her over, lay on his side, but over her, and spoke fiercely. “Our love is beyond a dick or a cunt. We could have no sex organs and we would still be in love. More than just in love. Ultimately in love.” 
 
    She leaned up, raped his mouth for a while, then whispered, “I feel the same. I don’t understand it. I thought I had it bad with Bob, but it’s nothing like what I feel for you. You’re like a forest fire and I feel like a little gas soaked twig next to you.” 
 
    “And I feel like I don’t have a heart, that I live only by the beating of your heart. I am just emptiness, and I crave for you to fill me.” 
 
    “I’m going to feminize you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I’m going to teach you all about anal sex.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “I’m going to put you on the horse and use you and break you and break you and break you. I’m going to squeeze you until all your essence is mine.” 
 
    He didn’t talk then. He just held her, crushed her with his arms, felt her heart beating against his chest, and was happier than he had ever been. 
 
    And he knew he was going to have to make their plan work. If it didn’t…then they would be dead and their love would be as if never. 
 
      
 
    Rodney was a changed man. He was silent. He was contemplative. His heart was filled with a pure love for Shiela. 
 
    He awoke and looked at his dick. The cage on it. 
 
    He was used to having his way, screwing the girls in the whore house because he could. 
 
    That was no longer. 
 
    Now he wanted that closeness that Shiela had introduce him to. He wanted to be held and feel here love. He didn’t want anything else. His cock became a measure of his love, instead of a marker of his lust. 
 
    He came down to breakfast, and nobody was there. 
 
    And Shiela wasn’t in her room. There was no sign of either of them, and he felt a franticness within that he had never experienced before. 
 
    Without the focus of his love he felt like he couldn’t exist. 
 
    He went outside. He walked around the house. He looked in the dungeon. 
 
    He heard voices. 
 
    Shiela and Danny were in the kitchen. She was cooking and he was talking about the plans for the dungeon. 
 
    “I’m going to need to run a line into the cells. I can put the outlet up on the—hi, Rodney.” 
 
    Hi Rodney, like there was nothing between them except friendship. 
 
    A surge of jealousy swept over him. The kid had had Shiela to himself. He wanted her for himself. He— 
 
    “Stop that, Rodney.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your face changes when you start getting jealous.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t…what do you see in this kid?” 
 
    She sighed. “Danny, finish making breakfast. Rodney needs some attention.” 
 
    Danny went to the stove and Shiela walked down to the dungeon. Rodney followed her. 
 
    She fastened the manacles around his wrists and ankles, secured him to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Honey, this is going to be particularly brutal, and I’m going to use a king size dildo on you. Do you know why?” 
 
    Rodney was already in danger of swooning. His dreams were coming true. She was going to focus only on him. He shook his head. 
 
    “Because when I am with you there is only you. When I am with Danny there is only Danny. For you to get all jealous means you are trying to make me think of you while I’m with Danny. Would you like me to be thinking of Danny when I’m with you?” 
 
    “Uh…no.” His heart was pounding. His ass was still sore form the night previous. 
 
    “And if you persist I will simply lock you in a cell and forget about you. Do you want me not thinking about you at all? Would you like to be a mouse in a cage I forgot about?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She crossed the room to where a couple of bags sat on the floor. She took out a large dildo. He watched over his shoulder, shivering, as she put on a harness and popped the dildo onto it. 
 
    She walked towards him, her big dick waggling back and forth. 
 
    “Honey, for love to be true you must share it. You can’t own me if I own you. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” His voice was weak, his breathing was high in his chest and it made him light headed. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    She used a belt on him. She usually liked to use a short whip with many flat strands, but it was obvious that Rodney needed more. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    She coiled her arm back, turned her hips, and put her weight into it. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Rodney was already crying. 
 
    The night previous it took a while to make him cry, but he was broken now and just needed reminders. Severe reminders, but just reminders. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    Danny came down the stairs. He was holding a tray with two plates on it. The smell of sausage and pancakes was overwhelming. Rodney hadn’t eaten, and in spite of his beaten backside, he drooled. 
 
    “Hey, babe.” 
 
    “I’m a little busy now,” she grunted. 
 
    WISS SNAP! 
 
    “We promised we would eat properly and stay healthy.” 
 
    She glared at him, then laughed. She coiled the belt and put it on the table with the drawings on it. 
 
    “I brought a plate for Rodney.” 
 
    Rodney lay against the big X of polished wood. He was leaning to the side and his cheek was against one of the thick planks. Tears were rolling down his cheeks.” 
 
    “That was nice of you. You’re a thoughtful person, Danny.” She kissed him, and Rodney groaned. 
 
    Danny grinned. “Well, I need to do the dishes, then I’m going to work on the cells. 
 
    Shiela took her plate to side of the cross. 
 
    Rodney watched her fork a bit of butter and syrup drenched pancake into her mouth. His cock was dripping inside the cage. He whimpered. 
 
    She forked a bit of pancake into his mouth. 
 
    He found himself chewing, eternally grateful just for the fact of having her feed him. 
 
    “You’re going to have to change your mind on a lot of things, Rodney.” 
 
    He nodded. Chewed. A bit of syrup leaked out of his mouth. Shiela used her finger to push the syrup back into his mouth. 
 
    Rodney’s cock was trying to break the cage. It pulsed and throbbed and pushed helplessly. 
 
    “I want you to clean up your language. No more shooting people. And every time you use the N word I’m going to make you suck a black man’s dick.” 
 
    His eyes opened wide. He was a confirmed racist, and to be refused his right to hate somebody…it was…it was downright un-American! 
 
    She fed him slowly. Watched him. Watched the breakdown of his soul in his eyes. 
 
    The eyes truly were the windows to a man’s soul. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. I’ll get an African American with the biggest dick I can find. I’ll have him screw you, and then make you suck his dick. Or maybe I’ll just have you suck him off, and then have him screw you. A good black man should be able to come twice for your juicy, little mouth. Right?” 
 
    “Please,” he croaked. 
 
    “Yes. You need to please me. Are you ready to proceed?” 
 
    Proceed? In the face of all this blasphemous talk of black people and not shooting people? 
 
    Yet, his love won out. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    For the next half hour Shiela alternated scratching him with playing with his balls, his nipples. She promised to let him out of his cage and to sit on him, but they both knew she wasn’t going to do that. 
 
    No. Their love was going to be pure. 
 
      
 
    Danny walked past them, seemed to be thinking deeply. He entered the last cell and they heard the sound of the drill, the pounding of a hammer, the occasional rasp of a saw. 
 
    He came out and measured a length or electrical wire, then went back into the cell. 
 
      
 
    Rodney’s backside was raw. He had red stripes up and down the backs of his legs and his back. His ass was red, but she was gentle, merely building on the foundation she had laid the night before. 
 
    He was a tough man, and he had to be broken and broken again, but the whipping wasn’t designed to break him down, the gentle, loving touch was what did the work. 
 
    She would occasionally stop and finger his asshole. He would groan and whimper and he began to desire fulfillment. He knew where she was going, and he wanted her to get there. 
 
    Danny was in the second cell now, when she moved up behind Rodney and gave him what he so desperately desired and now needed. 
 
    She hugged him, fit her cock to his ass. 
 
    “Rise up, honey. Raise your butt.” 
 
    Sobbing, he did so, and she inserted her big penis. 
 
    He cried aloud and pushed back. It became more him screwing her penis than her penis screwing his ass. 
 
    She kissed his neck and brushed her fingers over his nipples. She just lay against him, pressed against him, and let him do the work. 
 
    The sound of drilling and hammering filled the basement. 
 
    Rodney was now in a sub world. He was in that place where the scoring of nails upon his flesh gave pleasure, where the pinch of his nipples was a delight that filled him with the desire to cum. 
 
    Shiela pulled out, left him begging, and walked into the cell. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “Pretty good. We’re going to need doors for these other cells.” 
 
    “I’ll order them this afternoon, when I’m done with Rodney. Is the first cell ready?” 
 
    “Yep. Except it needs a blanket. I made a swing down bunk for him.” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful!” 
 
    They went into the first cell. Danny had done excellent work. The bed was two planks held together by crosspieces. It was fastened to the wall, and would fold down, to where three legs would fold down to support it. 
 
    “You really know your stuff.” 
 
    “My dad knows his stuff. This is simple compared to his work.” 
 
    “A contractor and a craftsman. And he taught you.” 
 
    “He’s pretty good guy.” 
 
    She put a hand on his shoulder, leaned against him. “What do you think he’d think of what we’re doing?” 
 
    Danny cocked his head and an amused expression came onto his face. “He’s a wild sort of guy. I think he’d laugh. My mom, though, not so much. When it came time for punishment it was my mother that I feared.” 
 
    “You were scared of your mother?” 
 
    “Deathly. One time I was playing in a construction site and I accidentally started a tractor. Dad came over and shut it off, and he spoke harshly to me. Called me a knuckle head.” 
 
    “A knucklehead.” Shiela snickered. 
 
    “But when I got home Mother came into my room, made me lay down on the bed with my pants down and…she wailed on me. It was the scariest thing in my life.” 
 
    “Did you get in trouble after that?” 
 
    “Sure. What kid doesn’t keep getting in trouble. But when it came time for consequences I prayed for my father to be the one who punished me.” 
 
    Shiela turned Danny to her, looked up into his face and was completely sincere. “Did you ever feel sexual excitement when your mother punished you?” 
 
    He nodded, his lips clamped and twisted, almost as if he was undergoing punishment again. The memories were that solid. “Sometimes. Especially when she used the belt. There’s something about being butt naked and having your mother beat you that…well…thinking about it reminds me of you. 
 
    Shiela touched his cock, kissed him lightly, and said, “She was just preparing you for me. We women, we have a secret society. A gynarchy, and we pass men down from generation to generation.” 
 
    “You’re so full of shit,” he laughed. 
 
    “You’d like to think so,” she chuckled. “Go upstairs and put on nylons and high heels. I’d like to get you vacation boobs.” 
 
    He looked at her curiously. 
 
    “Temporary boobs. Women get them to see how they would look before they get implants. 
 
    Danny went upstairs and Shiela went back to Rodney. 
 
    Rodney was exhausted now. The constant rollercoaster of sexual stimulation to getting his ass beat was taking it out of him. 
 
    A few minute slater Danny came down the stairs. 
 
    “Come here, Danny.” 
 
    Danny presented himself, and Shiela put him to the side of the St. Andrew’s Cross and turned Rodney’s head. 
 
    “You see this? You keep resisting, you keep holding on to being the bully boy, and this is what you will look like.” 
 
    Rodney merely stared, absorbed his fate, and hung on the cross. 
 
    Danny had brought a blanket down with him and he placed it on the folding bed in the first cell. Then he went back to work in the second cell. 
 
    It was difficult doing carpentry in high heels. It was cool listening to the click of his heels when he walked, but to swing a hammer or work a saw while struggling for balance was odd. 
 
    Still, he was almost done with this second cell. He cut a long electrical line and began feeding it through a hole in the cement. The line went up the side of the cell, and through a conduit to the big room. He would eventually hook it to a mainline running the length of the room on the central beam. He took his time and made sure his work was neat. Sloppy workmanship brought a frown from his father, but a spanking from his mother. 
 
    He thought about his mother. She was short but full bosomed. She was very pretty, and she liked to laugh and joke like nobody’s business. But when it came time for punishment, brrr.  
 
    Then he wondered if there really was a gynarchy that conditioned boys and passed them down to other women. 
 
    There couldn’t be. That was too much. But he couldn’t stop thinking about it. 
 
    A shadow passed the cell door and he saw, out of the corner of his eyes, Shiela leading the broken Rodney to his cell. He heard her talking to him in low tones, then the clang of the door and the turn of the lock. 
 
    He was going to have to cut a small door in the big metal door so. food could be passed in. Well, tomorrow he would— 
 
    “Come along.” Shiela stood in the doorway, hands on the jambs and a big grin on her face. 
 
    He followed her. “It’s your turn.” 
 
    She put him against the St. Andrew’s Cross and fastened the manacles. He could feel the dampness from Rodney’s body. There was a puddle of perspiration under him. 
 
    He stood, shaking like a horse that didn’t know what to do. Not able to fight, not able to flight. 
 
    She started softly, loving him, feeling him, and only occasionally scratching him with her red nails. 
 
    “Only a light one today.” she said. “We have so much to do.” 
 
    She whipped his ass. Grabbed his buns in her hands and squeezed, then pushed a finger into his hole. 
 
    He jerked. For ‘just a light one’ it was pretty damn intense. 
 
    She inserted herself between his body and the cross. She hugged him, pressed her breasts against him, kissed him. And pulled his hair. 
 
    “AHHH!” It wasn’t quite a scream that escaped him, but it was close. 
 
    She laughed and licked his cheek. “Got to pull that hair out, make it long enough for styling.” 
 
    Tears ran down his cheeks. 
 
    She somehow managed to slither down and took his cage in her mouth, fondled his balls, and his head felt light, like there was a glowing bal of cotton replacing his brain. 
 
    “That’s what I like about you,” she said, as she put the horse hair butt plug into him. “You give up easy. You know your place.” 
 
    “You can thank my mother,” he gasped for breath as he spoke. 
 
    “I will. When they come home I’ll invite her over and let her fuck you.” 
 
    The thought was too much for his mind. His own mother. The connections he started to make, seeing a sexual content to his mother that…his knees gave way. 
 
    She let him hang for a minute, she just sat and considered him, a very happy smile on her face. “God, I want to use your dick.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” he spoke while hanging. 
 
    “Nah.” She laughed and undid his manacles. While he rubbed his wrists and tried to stand without shaking she went down to Rodney’s cell. “How you doing, Rod? Do you love me?” 
 
    “Yes,” came back the wailing agreement. 
 
    “Don’t jack off now!” 
 
    She was grinning as she came back through the basement. “He’s got a Pear of Anguish in his heinie. That’s going to keep him busy for a while. 
 
    He looked askance at her as they walked to the stairs. 
 
    “It’s a dildo shaped like a pear. It opens up once inside the ass.” 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Danny shivered as he got the picture. “And he’s got that in his ass?” 
 
    “Some men need more.” 
 
    They walked up the stairs, and Danny hoped he never needed more. 
 
    And, he hoped he did. 
 
     
 
    Inside her bedroom she handed him panties and a training bra. The panties were sissy panties, and they had a little pouch that was barely big enough to hold his package. 
 
    He was already in nylons and heels, and he stared at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was a slender man, but even without tits the underwear made him much more feminine. 
 
    “Are you really going to give me temporary tits?” 
 
    “Vacation boobs, and yes.” 
 
    He shuddered, and desired, and his cock dripped in its cage. 
 
    “Sit down here,” she pushed the chair to her vanity table around. 
 
    He sat down. 
 
    “I’m not going whole hog today, but we do have to get you transformed.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because when the gangsters come we need you looked helpless and vulnerable.” 
 
    “Like a woman.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I’ll leave your hair till last,” she said, spreading his hands on the table and studying them. You can always wear gloves when you go out.” 
 
    “How long do you think we have?” 
 
    “Maybe a month, but I want to get ahead of them. I want to make things happen in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “So I have to be transformed within a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And that means tits.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She picked up a file and began working on his fingernails. She shaped and sanded and pushed the cuticles back. 
 
    “I’m always amazed at how easy it is…your skin, your features, they’re so easily adapted.” 
 
    “That’s my father,” he said. 
 
    “Your father has good genes.” 
 
    “He doesn’t wear jeans.” 
 
    “Shut up,” she chuckled. 
 
    She placed fakes on his fingers. Not overly long, just long enough to extend an eight of an inch beyond his real fingernails. She shaped them to a gentle oval, then painted them red. 
 
    “Isn’t that a little bright?” 
 
    “Bright is just right.” 
 
    She painted from the cuticles down, even strokes that blended until there were no lines. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Blow on these for a while while I do your other hand.” 
 
    Danny held his hand up and blew lightly to help the polish dry.  
 
    When she was done with the other hand she applied lacquer, and he stared at his hands in fascination. They looked longer, extremely effeminate. Not like the carpentry worn digits he formerly possessed. 
 
    “Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She cleaned and primed his face. “We’re going to do this every day until you can do it yourself. By then Rodney will be ready.” 
 
    Danny grinned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This is going to be a lot harder for Rodney than it is for me.” 
 
    She nodded, an amused expression on her face. 
 
    She put on foundation, colored his cheeks, explained how and why and when to use blush. Then the delicate work of shading his eyes began. She used brushes and fingers, made his lids look sexy dark.  
 
    Danny was frozen, and his cock was throbbing like never before. She laughed as it struggled to erect. Long, white drools started seeping down from his cage. 
 
    “Men always like this,” she said as she lengthened his eyelashes and shaped his brows. “There is something about being a woman that is so forbidden. Make a man into a woman and he is yours for life.” 
 
    “I’m already yours for life.” 
 
    She stopped, looked at him, and was so very happy. She touched her lips to his very lightly, careful not to mess up her work. “You’re good for me.” 
 
    He looked in the mirror. 
 
    She played with his hair, but didn’t brush it or try to style it. “We’ll save this for another day. Right now, get used to your face, your underwear. Let’s get back to work.” 
 
    “Want a Monkey?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes. And get one for Rodney. Give it to him, but don’t say a word.” 
 
    Danny went back to his house. He listened to his heels clicking on the cement walkways between their houses. He heard the tapping as he passed the pool and entered the house. He loved the faint echo as he walked into the kitchen. He returned to Shiela’s with a six pack. He took three cans out and headed down to the basement. 
 
    Shiela was bent over the planning table, and she straightened up and took the beer and opened it. “Ahh,” she said, after the first sip. “You’re making an addict out of me.” 
 
    “Talk about addictions,” he said to her, and they both grinned. 
 
    He walked down to Rodney’s cell and opened the door. 
 
    Rodney looked up in surprise, then his surprise doubled as he realized that the ‘woman’ in front of him was Danny. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered, taking the beer, unable to take his eyes off Danny. 
 
    Danny said nothing, just walked out, his horsetail swinging behind him. 
 
    Shiela was standing just outside the door. She leaned in and looked at Rodney. “Give in, handsome, and all that can be yours.” 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t.” His face was frozen in fear. He repeated. “I can’t. I won’t.” 
 
    Shiela swung the door shut. CLANG! 
 
    They heard the whisper from the cell: “I can’t! I won’t” 
 
    Yet Danny heard something else. He heard hunger. He heard the sound of a man wanting to break. Rodney was almost ready for the metamorphosis of all that he was. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    The first thing that happened, at the beginning of the next two weeks, was the phone call. 
 
    Danny was massaging Shiela’s feet. Rodney was down in the dungeon, cell number one. Danny and Shiela were drinking whiskey and Coke. One doesn’t not live by Golden Monkey alone, after all. 
 
    She picked up her cell phone and tapped a number. A single digit, so whoever she was calling was on her list of ten best. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging.” 
 
    Laughter, from both ends of the conversation. 
 
    Then a short spat of ‘How’s Johnny, how’s your mother, are you making enough money…that sort of thing. 
 
    Then came ‘the question.’ Which was not so much a question as a demand. 
 
    “I need you out here.” 
 
    A voice chattering away across the country. 
 
    “I know. But I’m out…and I need help.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “Some day you’re going to have to take a chance, and who better to take it with than me.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “I’ve got a man. His name is Danny.” 
 
    Danny blushed. He didn’t know why. But the blushing made him extremely happy. 
 
    “He’s helping me. And Rodney is out here. That’s right. Portland.” Pause, thinking on the far end, dramatic emphasis on this end. “I’m converting him.” 
 
    Oh, man. The chatter escalated, went on for a long minute. 
 
    “You know me. You know I can do it. The same way I know you can do it.” 
 
    Chatter, chatter, chatter. 
 
    “I’m going to have to insist. Make a flight, disappear, and we’ll pick you up at the airport.” 
 
    A whole bunch of chatter, from both ends, and Danny wondered. Who was this strange woman that Shiela trusted for help? 
 
      
 
    Downstairs in the basement Rodney lay on his folding bed. It was hard, but Danny said they would get a mattress for it eventually. 
 
    Eventually. 
 
    He was Rodney Portland. A made man. And he was dependent upon the whims of a whore and a kid. 
 
    And his cock throbbed inside his chastity tube. He was laying on his side and he looked down at his prison. A puddle of white was forming under the cage. God, was he horny. 
 
    He had come across the country to take a bitch back, and he ended up being the bitch. 
 
    And he knew he was being the bitch.  
 
    He could walk out of the cell whenever he wanted, but Shiela had told him to stay, said he had to prove his love for her. 
 
    But that proof…it involved too much. 
 
    He saw the kid, Danny, being feminized more and more each day. He saw how Danny doted on Shiela, but, worse, he saw how Shiela doted on Danny. 
 
    A week ago he would have shot the kid and dragged Shiela back to Jersey. Now…he was struggling with the idea of giving up his manhood to Shiela. 
 
    Oh, she had a rep, that one. She had twisted poor Bob, the toughest gangster to ever helm a gang, and everybody knew it. Guys had seen panty lines under his too tight slacks. They had seen bra straps under his custom eye-talian shirts. 
 
    Bob was losing it, and that was why he had to go. 
 
    Heck. Rodney could never have pulled off the hit unless it was okay with the higher ups. And the higher ups had decided that no gangster worth his salt could wear female underwear. 
 
    And here he was, meaner than even Bob, and he was confused and twisted, and he could see the writing on the wall. 
 
    She had put a pair of her panties, dirty and smelling of her pussy, over his head and spanked him. Whipped him. Made him enjoy his gasping for breath through the pussy scented material. 
 
    And now he loved her. And she was in charge. The more she beat him the more he wanted to worship at her feet. 
 
    He didn’t like Danny. 
 
    Oh, the kid was okay, kind of cool, but…he wanted Shiela. But the only way he was going to have her was if he agreed to her terms. Be forgiving, don’t shoot anybody, wear female underwear…like Danny. 
 
    What an impossible shit show. 
 
    He looked down at his cock again. Drip, drip, drip.  
 
    And tears ran down his cheeks. 
 
      
 
    The second thing that happened at the beginning of the two weeks, was when Danny shared his duties. 
 
    Rodney was laying in his bunk, dripping, trying not to go crazy. Tossing around the idea of just leaving, going home, and forgetting it all. But he could never forget. Not now. Shiela just owned too big a piece of him. Her and that damned dildo of hers that gave him so much pleasure. 
 
    “Hey, Rod.” Danny pulled open the heavy door and sauntered in. He was wearing panties and bra, garters and hose, and full make up. He had even started styling his hair into a more feminine fashion. “You ever do any carpentry?” 
 
    Rodney swiveled around and sat up. He was naked, except for his chastity tube. “No.” 
 
    “Well, it’s easy. I’ll leave the instructions and a blueprint on the table, but let me talk you through the procedure.” 
 
    “What procedure?” 
 
    “We need more bunks. We need a minimum of two bunks in each cell. Now, this is called a tape measure. See how I measured the distance from the wall to this bolt here? And the distance to the floor?” 
 
    Danny extended the tape measure and showed Rod. 
 
    “Make a mark with this.” He held up a flat pencil. “And you can measure this bunk, always this one, never ones that you make, for the exact measurements. See how I screwed the planks and the cross boards together? Now, when you use this drill…” 
 
    It took an hour, and Rodney kept doing wrong things, but at the end of the hour they had made a bunk and it was ready to be mounted.  Most important, Rodney was no longer making mistakes. 
 
    “Okay, we’re going to need four more, and the hardware and the boards are in a separate stack in front of cell two. Think you can handle it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. But where are you going?” 
 
    Fuck. The kid was ten years younger than him, slender, he could crush him with a fist, and he was saying ‘yes, sir and ‘no, sir’ to him. 
 
    “Gonna go get some titties.” 
 
    Rodney blinked. “For real?” 
 
    “For real. Well, they’re fake tits, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ They oughta make me look like a real girl. I’ll even be able to wear low cut dresses and everything.” 
 
    “Hey, Danny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Are you okay with this? With turning into a woman.” 
 
    Danny sat down on floor and faced Rodney, who was sitting on his bunk. Danny’s junk hung down and pulsed and caused the cage to twitch rhythmically. “I guess so.” 
 
    “You guess?” 
 
    “Sure. I’m a little worried about taking hormones, I hate the idea of giving up my dick. But Shiela says I’m skinny enough that I won’t need to take any. Well, maybe a little bit, but not enough to interfere with my dick. She doesn’t like the idea of making a guy limp.” 
 
    “She doesn’t?” Rodney was totally overwhelmed by this easy acceptance of what he was struggling with. 
 
    “No. She thinks a man is a man, and should be a man. But she objects to the rigid way we think, how we are prisoner to the conventions of society. You’re having a rough time with this, aren’t you?” 
 
    Rodney nodded, a jerking frantic movement. He wasn’t just having a hard time, he was terribly scared. 
 
    “Well, have fun with it. That’s all I can say.” 
 
    “But…why are you doing it?” 
 
    Danny faced him and with totally complacent eyes said, “I love Shiela.” 
 
    “And you’d do anything for her.” 
 
    “Got to.” 
 
    They were silent then. All talked out. At least as talked as Rodney could stand. 
 
    Danny grinned, stood up, and left. 
 
    Rodney sat for a few minutes, then, his mind churning, his soul discombobulated, he got up and saw to the building of the bunks. 
 
      
 
    Getting boobs should probably qualify as one of the big things of the two weeks, but it didn’t. Simply, Danny had accepted the necessity, and his mind was adequately unlocked to the point where he could have it. 
 
    Rodney trying to accept it was much harder. 
 
    So Danny went to the doctor’s office, a doctor that Shiela had somehow convinced to perform the procedure, and he came out with big, knock ‘em dead boobs. 
 
    Shiela was there, chuckling, admiring, helping him to change into a bigger bra. 
 
    And he needed a bigger bra. 
 
    Danny sat in the passenger seat on the way home, and it was good that he didn’t try to drive. He was too enamored of his new body to pay attention to silly things like stoplight and cops. 
 
    He was now wearing a mustard dress with a deep cut on the chest. His cleavage was to die for, and his nipples could be seen through the thin material—he was wearing a shelf bra—stiff and sticking out. His big tits made his nipples stand out and look bigger. 
 
    And, from this point on, Danny was in full transition. He wore underwear—he had to wear a bra—and dresses. He went everywhere in high heels. He wore full make up and his hair was styled, and given extensions, and he looked like a woman. 
 
    Oh, his hands were a little large, and they looked larger with his red fingernails, and he wore a scarf to hide his Adam’s apple, And there were certain other little oddities of shape, but they all faed under the total picture, and he looked like a woman. 
 
    And if there was no other proof, it was the fact that when he went to town men would open doors for him and stare at his calves, his buns, his chest. 
 
    He walked down to the basement when he returned home to check on Rodney. 
 
    Rodney had finished the folding beds and had actually tried to mount one. And had broken a drill bit in a hole. He looked forlorn when Danny stepped into the room, then his eyes opened. 
 
    “Shit! You look totally like a woman.” 
 
    “Thanks,” then he added jokingly. “Big boy.” 
 
    Rodney suddenly glumped and sat down and told Danny what he had done. 
 
    Danny explained about drill bits and then set about getting the broken bit out of the wall. 
 
    Rodney was amazed at how easily Danny extracted the bit. “Fuck,” he said. “Fuck.” 
 
    And he was struck, for the first time, at how as a gangster he didn’t really know the simplest things. 
 
    “You got to teach me some of this stuff, Danny.” 
 
    “No, prob. Shall we start with mounting the beds on the walls?” 
 
      
 
    The third big thing of the two weeks was the arrival of Cherry Blossom. 
 
    “Come on, Danny. She’s coming in on the ten o’clock.” 
 
    Danny hurried putting his lipstick on, slipped on his heels, and they got into the Range Rover and headed for the airport. 
 
    The town airport was not big. No international flights, just little puddle jumpers that connected the town to the bigger, nearby metropolises. 
 
    They drove up to the terminal, parked, and went in. 
 
    Cherry descended the moveable stairs and walked across the tarmac. She was a rare beauty. In a way, she was like Shiela. She had that same cock sure assurance of her sex and abilities. But she was a light auburn, almost blonde, and she had the most magnificent blue eyes. They were a sky blue, and they were sharp and scintillating. They looked through a man, and they laughed. Good laughed. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry hugged, and Danny stood by, ready to carry the bags. 
 
    “And who is this gorgeous creature?”  
 
    Danny fell in love. The way she estimated him with a glance was not to be denied. 
 
    “Her name is Taken.” 
 
    The girls giggled, and Cherry said, “Take me away, Taken. Where’s your carriage?” 
 
    The girls sat in the back seat and Danny drove. He watched them in the rear view mirror, and they put on a show for him. They kissed, they laughed, they giggled, they felt each other’s tits and even finger banged each others vaginas. 
 
    Back at the house Rodney was sleeping. 
 
    “Rodney is downstairs, probably sleeping. He won’t come out of his cell unless you ask him, and you can do whatever you want with him. 
 
    Cherry marveled. “Rodney Portland. The made man. The Muscle’s muscle. And you’ve got him in a cell.” 
 
    “And I beat him and fuck him every day.” 
 
    “Will wonders never cease.” She shook her head. 
 
    “You ever hear of Golden Monkey?” 
 
    Cherry hadn’t, and it was only a minute for Danny to run over to his house and bring back a couple of six packs. 
 
    “Man,” Cherry muttered, “That’s sweet. Sort of sticky.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s the kick that you’re going to like. Two beers and you feel like your eyes are working separately.” 
 
    They went upstairs and they all got undressed and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Now about this plan of yours…” 
 
    Shiela began to explain, and Cherry interrupted occasionally with a question, and when the explanation was over she shook her head. 
 
    “You really think you can pull this off?” 
 
    “I’m betting my life on it.” 
 
    “And his, and mine.” 
 
    Shiela shrugged. “In for one, in for all.” 
 
    Cherry turned to Danny and inspected him. She had worked around him, even talked over him, but now she focused on him. 
 
    Danny waited. 
 
    Cherry crawled over him and sat on his lap. 
 
    Shiela watched with a slight twist of her lips. 
 
    Cherry leaned forward, her large breasts brushed against his. “Damn, you are a beautiful woman.” She kissed him. 
 
    It was breathtaking. It caused his cock to seep harder. His heart pounded, and he wondered what Shiela was thinking. 
 
    When he looked up Shiela was grinning. “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    Danny nodded. He felt like a mouse between two cats. About to be torn apart, but in the most pleasant way. 
 
    They attacked then. He hadn’t been wearing his horsetail for the trip to the airport, and he jerked as Cherry dug three fingers into his anus 
 
    “He’s tight. You need to work him hard.” 
 
    “He’s so good I’ve taken it easy on him.” 
 
    “Well, those days are over. If he’s going to be in this then he’s got to be more convincing. You ever have a prostate orgasm, Danny Boy?” 
 
    He was laying on the bed, butt in the air, and he shook his head. 
 
    Cherry grinned. “Oh, baby. You been missing out on all the fun.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Shiela had her face in Cherry’s groin. She was licking and sucking as if her life depended on it. 
 
    Cherry pushed Shiela away and arranged Danny so his butt was higher. She went to Shiela’s bottom drawer and pulled out a slightly bent dildo with a bulge on the shaft. 
 
    “Okay, sunshine,” she grinned evilly, “Get ready to enter paradise.” 
 
    She sat behind him, pushed him up against the headboard, and inserted the dildo. He groaned, and it felt like he had to pee. 
 
    “This is a prostate massager. You’re going to get drained…” 
 
    “Shiela drained me before.” 
 
    “But not like this.” She began to wiggle the massager and reaming his butt. Suddenly she exclaimed, “There it is!” 
 
    Danny groaned, and the sensations became more intense. It felt like she was running the thing inside him over a little bump or something. 
 
    Shiela sat back to watch. she had a big smile on her face.  
 
    Danny was moaning. This thing was turning him inside out. He wanted to pee, his heart felt like it had a warm spike of gold in it. 
 
    “So what’s my place in this new scheme of things,” Cherry asked, ignoring Danny even as she hand humped his ass. 
 
    “Well, I figured if we called…then we can get some of the girls working…and if that doesn’t work there’s always… 
 
    Her voice went in and out, waxing and waning in accord to the sensations in Danny’s rectum. Sometimes everything was crystal clear, sometimes everything dissolved into a muddy mess. 
 
    “How you doing, Danny?” 
 
    “I’m what…” He didn’t know who he was, he just felt this urgency within. To cum, but…it wasn’t his dick. 
 
    “You want to play with his tits?” 
 
    Shiela lay next to him, she pulled on his nipples, squeezed his breasts, and when he turned to her she kissed him. 
 
    It was the kiss that did it. the fact that he wasn't a puddle of sexual desire all alone in the universe, but had something to focus on. 
 
    The explosion happened in slow motion. It erupted from somewhere in his ass. It rippled out, growing as it expanded, becoming more intense, until there was nothing but his hips jerking and a white hot fever that obliterated his sense of self. Then it was like he was surfing a cloud, thrown into the universe, canceled only to meet God and be resurrected. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed out an eternity later. 
 
    The thing was still in his ass, Cherry had left it there. She was sitting cross legged and talking to Shiela. 
 
    They looked at him, chuckled, then went back to their conversation. 
 
    Danny yawned, and fell into a cloud of sleep.  
 
    He started to wake up, but realized it was only the prostate massager being pulled out of his ass. 
 
    Lips touched his cheek. “Sleep on, love.” 
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    Danny awoke. He had never felt so good in his life. 
 
    Next to him Shiela and Cherry lay intwined in each others arms. 
 
    He slithered out of bed, walked down the hall to another bathroom so as not to awake them, and showered. Then he applied his make up, put on a fresh bra and nylons, and brushed his hair. 
 
    Downstairs he made breakfast. He only made enough for one, as he suspected the girls would sleep for hours. He ate. Sipped a Coke instead of a Monkey, or bourbon and Coke, and thought about what he had to do this morning. 
 
    Not much. He had a couple of horses to set up, an electrical panel to wire up, and a few odds and ends. The heavy lifting was done. 
 
    He made a second breakfast, put a Coke on the tray, and a Golden Monkey, and headed down for the dungeon. 
 
    Rodney was gone. 
 
    That was a surprise. Then he checked the backyard. Rodney was sitting on a lounge chair, and he already had a Golden Monkey. That was all right. Two Monkeys made a man. 
 
    He put the tray down. “Good morning.” 
 
    “Hey, Danny.” 
 
    “What’s with the jail break?” 
 
    “I’m going to tell Shiela to do me.” 
 
    “To change you.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Danny sat down while Rodney dug into the bacon and eggs. He took the Coke for himself and sat down. 
 
    “So what prompted you?” 
 
    “The phone call.” 
 
    “What phone call?” 
 
    “Last night. Shiela and Cherry—I didn’t even know she was here—they came down and had me make a phone call.” 
 
    Danny knew what the phone call was about. He thought they were going to wait another week before making it, but apparently not. He had a feeling the arrival of Cherry had pushed the issue. 
 
    “You know all hell is going to break loose, don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “I called Frankie Furter, Joe Gallo and Big Nose Jim. I asked them to come out, all at once. Fuck, what’s up with that? One at a time the girls might stand a chance.” 
 
    “Don’t underestimate the girls.” 
 
    “You don’t get it. These guys are the psycho’s psycho. I’m tough, but I ain’t crazy. These guys get off on throwing kittens off a bridge.” 
 
    Danny gave a quick shudder at the picture. He hadn’t wanted an image like that in his mind. 
 
    “They’ll come in here, not like me, and they’ll have their gats out, and…shit, Danny. The girls don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    Danny decided to change the subject. “Want to help me with the electrical panel?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “Yep. If you want to bail before they get here I think everybody’ll understand.” 
 
    “Shit. I’m too much in love now.” 
 
    “Me, too. About that electrical panel?” 
 
      
 
    The next two days passed slowly. Danny and Rodney finished the odds and ends and Danny got acquainted with Cherry. 
 
    While Shiela transformed Rodney, Nairing his body, putting him in sexy underthings, showing him the ins and outs of make up, Cherry played with Danny on the horse. She beat him, she fucked him. She loved him and told him that she really wanted his cock free so she could really abuse him. 
 
    Danny loved it. 
 
    And, now that the heavy work was done, they spent more time in the pool, and drank less and less Golden Monkey. 
 
    The hoods were coming. 
 
    In fact, on the third day Shiela’s cell phone rang. It was a text. 
 
      
 
    We’re at the airport. 
 
      
 
    Shiela fed in her address and they all began the arduous process of waiting. 
 
    A half hour later a Taxi arrived. 
 
    Danny took a couple of bottles of water and poured them on the floor in the basement. 
 
    The hoods walked up the steps. 
 
    Two of them were thick chunks of muscle. The third was round, but Rodney said he was stronger and quicker than the others. 
 
    The hoods had typical hood faces. No expression, a general meanness stamped on their phizzes, large pores, tight lips, eyes that looked more like a snake’s. 
 
    They reached the front door and saw the sign. 
 
    “In basement. Go to the right.” 
 
    The thugs turned and walked across the lawn. They came to the side gate, which was open. They walked up the side yard. 
 
    They came to the storm doors, which were propped open. 
 
    They looked at each other, drew their guns, and edged up to look into the basement. 
 
    Three beautiful woman were sitting in folding chairs at the far end of the basement. It was gloomy, hard to see. 
 
    Moving slowly, guns sweeping back and forth, they descended the shallow steps. 
 
    Shiela was in the center chair, Cherry on the right. Danny was sitting on the left. Rodney was upstairs, worrying. He didn’t look enough like a girl yet, and the gangsters would easily recognize him. 
 
    The three hoods crept down the basement. The one in the center was Big Nose Jim. He was the fat but faster one. Joe Gallo and Frankie Furter sided him. 
 
    “Well, what we got here?” Big Nose Jim had a voice like a dump truck taking a dump. 
 
    To the side Frankie looked into the cells. Nobody there, he moved back out to the center. Joe Gallo came in from the wing, too. They stood lined up, facing the girls, and they approached to within ten feet. 
 
    “Hello, Shiela. We been looking for you. Cherry. I didn’t know you was here.” 
 
    “Hello, you ugly pieces of shit.” She said it cheerfully. 
 
    The three plug uglies looked even uglieer, if that was possible. 
 
    “Where’s the Rod?” 
 
    Shiela said, “He’s being a good, little girl, just like you three will be.” 
 
    Big Nose Jim sneered. He raised his pistol, and so did the other two. 
 
    They were holding 1911s, .45s, and they didn’t just leave holes, they ripped off arms and heads. 
 
    Danny cleared his throat. “Ahem.” 
 
    They looked at him. He was so unafraid it surprised them. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter, just shoot the girls to my left first.” 
 
    Shiela and Cherry jerked their heads towards him and their mouths opened. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” 
 
    The thugs looked at each other, then grinned. They all aimed their pistols at Danny. 
 
    Danny’s hand was holding a switch, he flicked it. 
 
    Electric current ran along the switch to an outlet to the right. From the outlet two lines drooped to the floor. The floor that he had just poured water on. 
 
    The electric current caused an involuntary reaction. All muscles started to convulse. The gunsels started to jerk and twitch and all three guns fired at the same time. What Danny was counting on was something called milking the trigger. Milking the trigger was when not just one muscle contracted, but they all did. Thus, the right arms started to lift and to swing to the left, which made them shoot above and to the left of Danny. 
 
    Danny let them cook for a full five seconds, their guns flew away, they danced and collapsed and jerked and quivered, then he flicked the switch again. 
 
    The hoods lay quiet, mouths open and working but only small grunts and sighs coming out. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get these guys on the horses.” 
 
    Cherry and Shiela and Dany leaped out of the chairs and began hauling gangsters to horses and fastening them down. 
 
    “Why did you tell them to shoot us?” Cherry asked. Shiela was feeling too betrayed to speak. 
 
    “Because I knew they would point at me.” Then he explained about ‘milking the trigger,’ and how he knew that was their best chance not to get hit by a stray first shot. 
 
    “They were all right handed. I don’t know what I would have done if one of them was left handed.” 
 
    Shiela stopped and stared at him. 
 
    “You risked your life to make sure we weren’t hit.” 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t much of a risk.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    They finished securing the gangsters. Rodney came downstairs, timidly, and stared in wonder. They had actually done it. They had disarmed and captured three of the deadliest gangsters to ever walk the mean streets. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he muttered. “What the fuck.” 
 
      
 
    The girls spent the night softening up the gangsters. They were tough eggs, but enough rough love and they would fall.  
 
    Rodney and Danny made dinner, kept everybody in Golden Monkey, and the night progressed in riotous manner. 
 
    At last, the girls were tired. 
 
    The gangsters, beaten and sore, were each put in a cell. Rodney was allowed to sleep in a bedroom, and Danny was taken into Shiela’s bedroom by the girls. 
 
    The girls undressed him, lay him on the bed, and began to make love to him. They used mouths, dildos, hands, everything they had at their disposal. 
 
    Danny was a hero. The fact was that a stray shot at close range likely would have hit somebody, and Danny had solved that problem. 
 
    “You know,” said Cherry at one point, when they were resting and sipping the Monkey, “We have a problem. We have to get three more hoods, and that shouldn’t be a problem. We’ll just do the same thing.” 
 
    “So what’s the problem,” asked Danny. 
 
    “The problem is that the gang is in a turf war, and we have just captured three of the big lieutenants. It means that the other gang is going to go on a shooting spree. They’ll take over the prostitution end of the business, and you know what that means for our friends who still work there.” 
 
    “Piss,” said Shiela. 
 
    “Double piss,” said Cherry. 
 
    “Ha,” blurted Danny. 
 
    They looked at him. 
 
    Danny smiled and told them the solution, and they stared at each other. 
 
    “Is it possible?” 
 
    “Do you think we could?” 
 
    Danny: “So far so good.” He shrugged. 
 
    The girls leaped upon him. Break time was over, and it was time to show Danny their appreciation. 
 
    Suddenly Shiela took out the key to Danny’s chastity tube. She grinned evilly. 
 
    “You’re going to let him out?” 
 
    “You’re going to let me out?” 
 
    “Remember? You drained him last night.” 
 
    Cherry clapped her hands in glee. 
 
    Danny: “What? What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means, lover,” Shiela unlocked his tube and his cock sprang to life. “It means that you are empty. Your mind doesn’t know it, and it’s going to keep you nice and hard.” 
 
    “I don’t understand…” 
 
    Cherry pushed him back, literally jumped onto his cock. 
 
    Danny felt the velvet slither of her vagina sliding down his shaft. He gasped with the intense sensation, then she was down to his balls. 
 
    Shiela began to kiss him, and feel his balls, to palpate them, to make him groan with the overload of pleasure. 
 
    Cherry grabbed his tits, massaged them. She bent and kissed his nipples, then sucked on them. 
 
    Danny was in the throes of intense pleasure. His hips were jerking, he was already trying to cum, but though he was triggering, nothing was happening, he began to turn into a puddle of  almost orgasm, a white hot sensation where he couldn’t cum, but was stuck in the beginning of orgasm. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ahhhh!” 
 
    He pounded his peter into Cherry until she had had three orgasms, then Shiela pushed Cherry off him and mounted him herself. 
 
    Danny, dazed, confused, exploding with horniness that wouldn’t end, stared up at her. 
 
    She leaned down and whispered into his ear. “You’re going to try and try, and get hornier and hornier, but you won’t be able to cum. And when you think you can’t stand it anymore we’ll ice your cock and lock you up again.” 
 
    Danny heard it, didn’t fully understand it, but knew he was in for the fuck of his life. And, if he knew anything about these girls, he knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with doing this to him once. They were going to drain him every week for the rest of the summer, and fuck him and fuck him, and he would turn into a stupid puddle of lust. 
 
    The good news was that he wouldn’t have it any other way.

  

 
   
    PART SEVEN 
 
    It Hurts So Good! 
 
      
 
    “We’ve got problems.” Shiela stood next to Danny, who was sitting at the vanity table putting on his make up. Cherry was on the to her side, the girls waiting their turn. 
 
    “We need more make up stations, Cherry griped. 
 
    “We’re going to need more cells,” explained Shiela. 
 
    Danny thought about it, and he thought about how this had all started. He had gotten his dick stuck in the water outlet of his parent’s swimming pool, and Shiela had rescued him. Then he found out that she was being stalked by a gangster, and from there it just sort of escalated, everything taking on a life of its own.  
 
    She had put him in chastity and feminized him, they had caught Rodney, the first of the gangsters, and she had put him in chastity and was feminizing him, and now they had three of Rodney’s friends down in the dungeon, waiting their turn at being feminized. 
 
    “We’re going to need more handcuffs, more chains, more chastity tubes…” 
 
    Cherry leaned down and patted her face with powder. She said, “We’re going to need more food.” 
 
    “More Golden Monkey,” added Danny. Golden Monkey was their beer of choice. 
 
    Shiela: “More toilet paper, more underwear and dresses and make up.” 
 
    “Crap,” offered Cherry. 
 
    Danny put in, “We’ve got Rodney and us upstairs. Big Nose Jim, Frankie Furter an Joey Gallo are each in a cell. We’ve got room for three more gangsters—“ 
 
    “Who are coming in next Friday,” interjected Cherry. 
 
    “And then we’re going to need more cells. I mean, we can put more gangsters in the cells we’ve got, but that means more beds,  and…we’re running out of room.” 
 
    “Well,” said Cherry, “there’s only one thing to do.” When the others looked askance at her she said, “Drink on it.” 
 
    “Thats another thing. We’re going to need to order some more Golden Monkey. Do you know how much we’ve been drinking?” 
 
    “Not enough?” asked Cherry, and Shiela snickered. 
 
    Danny grunted and stood up. He was looking good. His eyes were shaded and his lips were red. His hair was coiffed and he even had sparkly strands dangling from his lobes. His caged cock was wiggling an pushing and trying to get out. 
 
    Cherry squeezed into the vanity chair before Shiela could, and gloated. Shiela took Danny’s arm. “Honey, you’re right, and it’s all no big deal. We’ve got plenty of money, and we could always get a bunch of porta potties and set them up in the backyard for cells.” 
 
    Cherry barked a laugh. 
 
    “Now go down and fix breakfast. We’ll be down in ten, and I want sausage and pancakes, with plenty of syrup.” 
 
    “And we need more syrup.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Cherry as she curled her lashes. 
 
    “Go borrow from your house. You haven’t been eating enough from home, anyway.” 
 
    Danny grumped, but he headed for the kitchen. The girls continued with making themselves pretty. They didn’t have to go far. Not with their faces and figures. 
 
    “He’s right, you know,” Cherry observed. 
 
    “Of course he’s right. And he’ll come up with something. He always does.” 
 
    “Sounds like you got it bad, sister.” 
 
    Shiela sighed. “I do. He’s a hunk, and all I want to do is hang with him.” 
 
    “And spank him and beat him and screw him with the biggest dildo you’ve got.” 
 
    Shiela grinned. “Well, yeah.” 
 
    They both laughed 
 
      
 
    Danny stood in the kitchen and frowned. The girls weren’t taking it seriously enough. But he was. They needed more horses to break the gangsters on. They only had three, and they needed at least six, and they needed more girls to man the horses. 
 
    Then he grinned. More girls to whip his ass. 
 
    Sighing, he poured sausage links into a pan. Threw in a big slice of butter, and mixed the pancake mix. Lots of pancake mix. And remembered that he had instant mix at home. And they needed more Golden Monkey. 
 
    He turned the flame low on the sausages and sauntered across the kitchen. He listened to his heels clicking and smiled. Such a wonderful sound. 
 
    He went out on the patio, through the side yards, and into his parent’s house. Laden with a case of Golden Monkey and a cold six pack, and pancake mix and syrup, he hurried back to the house. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry were sitting at the table, talking in low voices. 
 
    He noted that Shiela had her strap on on, and a big dick in the socket. He wondered if it was for him. 
 
    He planted the victuals on the counter. handed them each a Monkey, put as many Monkeys as he could in the fridge and the rest of the case on top of the fridge. 
 
    He shook the pan and rolled the sausages around, browning all sides. He poured pancake mix into another pan, making three small cakes, and stood and waited for the flames to do their work. 
 
    Suddenly he felt a hand going around his waist and grabbing his tube. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God,” he moaned. His dick had been trying to get hard all morning. 
 
    “You’re too uptight, lover,” whispered Shiela in his ear. 
 
    He felt her fiddling with his butt, greasing him up, then she slid her dildo into him. It felt so good, expanding his ass, rubbing his prostate, and he pushed back. 
 
    But it wasn’t her dildo. It was a Pear of Anguish! 
 
    Shiela laughed and gave the handle a twist. It opened up inside him and he almost fell to his knees. It was pain, and it wasn’t pain. It was opening him up, and yet she knew exactly how far to open it so that he was kept on the edge.  
 
    He could feel his prostate being pressed on by one of the leafs of the pear, and he immediately started dripping. He held to the counter and tried to stand up. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry, both with huge grins, lifted his arms and he stood on tottering feet. The heels were bad enough, but this…this stretching and ‘awkwardizing’ of all his muscles…he struggled to stay upright. 
 
    “Now, listen, lover. You’re entirely too upright. You worry so much you’ve become a real pill, and us girls is tired of it. Honestly, it sounds like you’re on the rag.” 
 
    He looked back and forth, hardly able to think. 
 
    “For the next few hours we’re going to work on you, and when we’re done we’ll expect a solution to all our problems. You got that?” 
 
    He nodded. He was helpless. He could walk, but just barely. He could think, but only just able. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, since you’re our number one boy we’re going to work on you first. Head on down to the basement and wait for us.” 
 
    “But…the…break-break-breakfast.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. We’ll have a fine breakfast. But you better get your ass downstairs before we take away your lunch. 
 
    They turned Danny and started him on his way. He put his hands to the counters, to the edge of the fridge, to the doorjambs. He walked like he had the world’s biggest stick up his ass, which he did. 
 
    The girl’s laughed and continued fixing the breakfast. 
 
    Danny was sweating as he went down the stairs. With the Pear of Anguish opened up inside his butt he walked like he was trying to lay an egg. He held to the railing, took one step at a time, and worried about what this thing was doing to his fanny. 
 
    He reached the floor of the basement and just tried to take in deep breaths. 
 
    The cell doors were all locked, and there was no sound from the gangsters. They were either still sleeping—likely—or they were silently plotting their escape. 
 
    But there wouldn’t be any escape from these cells. There were no windows, the cement walls were eight inches thick, the floor was ancient slab and there was no telling how thick that was. The ceiling was the floor of the house, and they could probably touch the ceiling if they stood on their beds, but they had no tools. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t bad enough, each cell had eyebolts sunk in the concrete over the bunks. Each of the gangsters had a thick chain secured to an ankle. 
 
    Danny listened for a long moment, looked around for a seat, and realized that he wouldn’t be able to sit down as long as his asshole was filled up. 
 
    He thought about laying down, but that wold mean getting down on hands and knees, then laying out, and then he would have to reverse the procedure to stand up again. 
 
    And he didn’t think the girls wanted him laying around. 
 
    The girls. Two knock outs who had vied with each other to screw his dick off. And they had kept him drained so he couldn’t squirt. 
 
    This thing was so hellish—and he blinked. 
 
    That was what Shiela had said to him. Heaven and hell. He was going to be in both, at the same time, and he was really understanding that now. 
 
    He sighed and went to the table and began looking at blue prints, trying to take his mind off his expanded anal cavity, hoping to solve the multiple problems confronting them. 
 
    A half hour later Shiela and Cherry came downstairs. they were laughing and eating cinnamon rolls. The kind where you bang the tube on the edge of a counter and they poof out and you throw them in the oven. 
 
    Danny turned to them, and they laughed at the horny/pained look on his face. 
 
    “Oh, you poor boy,” Shiela kissed the corner of his mouth and he could taste the icing on her lips. “Have you solved all our problems yet.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Bad Danny!” 
 
    She slapped his chastity cage and his knees buckled. 
 
    “More beer!” 
 
    He looked around and there was none. 
 
    “It’s upstairs silly. In a thing called a refrigerator.” 
 
    Danny groaned and headed for the stairs. His asshole was singing now, and every step was a step into lust that was so pleasurable it hurt. He climbed the stairs, one step at a time, and he had to lift his legs with his hands, gripping the thigh and lifting, and suffering through the delightful agony in his butt. 
 
    He grabbed three cans of Golden Monkey and headed back downstairs. 
 
    The girls were already working over the gangsters. 
 
    The procedure of getting them out of the cells was easy. Danny had set up a winch in the center of the wall opposite the cells. The girls went into the cells and tossed the gangsters hand cuffs. If they didn’t put them on the girls simply whipped them until they did. No pleasure, just pain.  
 
    When the handcuffs were on they attached the end of the winch to their handcuffs, released them from the chain that was attached over their bunks, and winched them into the outer room. It was just a matter of herding them to the station they wanted them at. The fact that they were also holding tasers helped. 
 
    Big Nose Jim was standing at one of the St. Andrews Crosses. There were three crosses now. Frankie Furter and Joey Gallo were fastened to two of the three horses. 
 
    Danny came down the stairs, sipping his Golden Monkey, and almost crying; it hurt so good. The girls were in conference. 
 
    “I know we wanted to work on Danny, and he deserves it.” 
 
    “But he doesn’t need it. And we need more devices set up. If—“ 
 
    Danny handed them each a Monkey. He had trouble talking, his asshole was in such delight that his dick was leaving a trail of white drops. “What…what…device.” 
 
    The girls chuckled.  
 
    Shiela: “Honey, we really wanted to whip you into the next world, but we need things done. And we really need a solution to all our problems. Would you mind if we took that thing out of your butt and put you to work?” 
 
    Danny didn’t have to think. They had spent the night fucking him, loving him, hornicizing him. And as wonderful as his butt expansion was, he didn’t really like being so non-functional. 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    The girls hugged him, and Shiela turned the key on the Pear of Anguish in his butt and he immediately felt release. She gently extracted the device and Danny gasped. He turned and just hugged Shiela. “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s not over, Danny.” She hugged him back, fiercely. “You just get a reprieve while we figure out what to do.” 
 
    “I know. What do you need?” 
 
    “We’ve got three more horses on the way, and take a look at these.” 
 
    She lead him to the planning table and showed him several leaflets. 
 
    One of the incoming items was an oversized chair frame. “We fasten the customer so he’s lying on the chair with his feet sticking up the back. This presents his package and butt. It’s not as good as a horse, it’s more a ‘keep ‘em waiting’ thing. We can fuck their butts and spank them and just loosen them up for the real fun on the horse.” 
 
    Danny nodded. 
 
    “Then, when we need to make a point, there are these.” She showed him a picture of a platform about two feet square. Rising from the center of the platform was a thin, metal rod. On the end of the rod was a dildo. 
 
    “The, uh…’customer’ just stands there? With a dildo up his ass?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s wonderful, Danny. They can’t move, they can’t jump off it, they can’t do anything but stand with their hips thrust out to the front and presenting their balls.” 
 
    “And dick,” he murmured. 
 
    “And dick.” 
 
    “Then we have a few specialty items.” She unrolled a couple of pages on the table and leaned over to look. 
 
    There were stocks. Big stocks for the head and hands, then little stocks for cock and ball torture. There were chairs with dicks on them. A horse with a narrow edge. The customer would have to sit on the edge, feet barely touching the floor. That was a mean idea. There were head bands with dicks pointing inward. These were ball gags. There were chairs with legs that split open. There were cages in the shape of a body. There were many other things. Most of them could be used for sexual torture, but there were a few that looked downright nasty; no pleasure in those puppies. 
 
    “We’ve also got more chastity tubes on order, whips, dildos, and…just about everything.” 
 
    Danny frowned. “Some of these…they don’t look like they’re for sex and fun.” 
 
    “Some of them aren’t she admitted. “But if one of the gangsters doesn’t like being feminized, manages to resist in spite of everything, then…” she shrugged. 
 
    Danny dug in his feet. “I won’t set up something just for torture. I understand the conversion process, making somebody more amenable through love and tickles, but hurting people…I can’t do it.” 
 
    “What if we get a baby raper in here?” 
 
    “What?” Danny’s voice rose. 
 
    “What if we get some serial killer in here, totally asexual. We’ve got proof of his crimes. We need a confession.” 
 
    “Then we leave him locked up till he confesses. To just give pain with no pleasure…that’s barbaric. That’s what savages do.” 
 
    Shiela bit her lip. “Okay, so what do you propose?” 
 
    “Look, we don’t have the room for pure torture devices, we’re running out of room, so how about if I install the ones you can actually use, and not the others?” 
 
    They were running out of room, it was true. But they would eventually get more room. 
 
    “How about one item. Just one. For show. To scare these bozos?” 
 
    At the other end of the basement Cherry was slapping Big Nose Jim’s ass, gripping it with her long fingernails, and nibbling on his ear. 
 
    Danny watched them for a second, then turned back. “One item. Never to be used.” 
 
    “Not even in an emergency?” 
 
    “Nope. Not even.” 
 
    She nodded and held her hand out. “Deal.” 
 
    He shook, and she moved in and plastered her mouth against his. 
 
    Danny felt his cock raging inside the tube, and the sensation of horniness blew through him. He would always wonder how he had managed to hold his ground. He would often think that he had because Shiela didn’t want to use the real torture devices. And, perhaps she didn’t. But one never knew with her. 
 
    She squeezed his balls and said, “Drink up, work, and solve those problems. I’ve got work to do.” 
 
    Danny sucked Golden Monkey. He was so damned horny, and he needed the liquid relief. 
 
    Shiela sashayed down to the second cell and began winching Joey Gallo out to a horse. He noted that she was naked except for the over sized dildo sprouting from her junction. Joey Gallo was about to get an education. 
 
      
 
    Danny got drunk. It slowed him down a bit, but it didn’t affect his craftsmanship, and it didn’t matter because they were still waiting on a few things. 
 
    So he drank, and there were deliveries, and while the gangsters moaned, and plastic dicks were lodged in their heinies, he listened and made sketches of what he was going to have to do. 
 
    Honestly, there wasn’t a solution. They had too many people coming in, starting with three gangsters on Friday. 
 
    He thought about just chaining them to the walls, but that wasn’t a good idea. They needed places of solitude to think about their situation. They needed quiet for their minds to work and the conversion, the feminization, to work. 
 
    He idled away some time putting eyebolts in, and drilling holes in the floor to fasten the sex furniture to, but…what was the solution? 
 
    The fact of the matter was that there was no solution without more space. He needed another dungeon. 
 
    And he was now drunk. Three Monkeys to the wind. Aslant in no breeze. Danger, Will Robinson. 
 
    He staggered upstairs, went out the back and through the side yards and into his own house. 
 
    He sat on the sofa, rolled a fresh, cold can of Golden Monkey across his forehead, and thought, “What would Dad do?” 
 
    And he was so drunk, so out of it, that he picked up his cell and tapped his father’s contact number. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Dad.” 
 
    “It’s three in the morning son, hold on…” about ten seconds later, “..okay. I’m in the bathroom. I won’t wake your mother, so…how you doing?” 
 
    “Well, I got a problem.” 
 
    He was speaking slowly, making sure he didn’t sound drunk, even though he was drunker than a drunk skunk. 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “Well, me and Shiela…you know Shiela? The next door neighbor?” 
 
    “Thank God for holes in hedges,” Harold’s chuckle came over the line. 
 
    “Well, Shiela’s hooked up with gangsters. And she’s trapping them—well, I’m sort of helping—and she’s feminizing them. And we’re running out of room. I’ve got all this sexual furniture—you know, for her and her friend Cherry to use—set up in her basement. But we’re running out of room. I need more room for a dungeon, Dad.” 
 
    Silence from the other end of the phone. 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    “I’m here.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Do you have any suggestions?” 
 
    “Well, you could always use our basement.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, sure.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Danny started sobbing quietly. His father was the best. 
 
    “Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 
    “Well, I think we might run out of Golden Monkey.” 
 
    Harold laughed. “That, I don’t believe. I had a full pallet.” 
 
    “It’s the gangsters, Dad. They drink too much.” 
 
    “Well, we can’t be accused of starving gangsters, can we? I’ve got an account at the Victory Brewing Company. You have to order by the pallet for them to deliver to you.” 
 
    “Oh, Dad! That’s great! You’re the best.” 
 
    “Thanks, son. But I’m also three o’clock tired.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll let you go. But you’re the best.” 
 
    “Love you, son.” 
 
    “Love you, Dad.” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re getting the proper permits for this dungeon you’re building in our basement, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Got to get the permits, Danny. Got to keep everything law abiding and legal. You know that.” 
 
    “Okay. thanks.” 
 
    And they hung up. 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the world Danny’s mother tapped on the bathroom door. Harold opened and smiled at her. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Danny’s drunk and having his jokes. He wants to build a dungeon in our basement.” 
 
    She grinned. “And did you give permission?” 
 
    “Of course, as long as he gets the proper permits.” 
 
    Chuckling, they went back to bed. And they snickered about the idea of a dungeon being built in their house all the next day. 
 
      
 
    Danny got right to work. 
 
    He went back to Shiela’s house and enlisted Rodney, who was making breakfast. 
 
    “Hey, Rod, we’re going to build another dungeon.” 
 
    Rodney assessed Danny’s staggering condition, and took it for normal. After all, it was breakfast and he was staggering, too. 
 
    So after Rodney ate they went to Danny’s house and began cleaning out the basement. They took Rodney’s mother’s used clothes over to Shiela’s house for use by the girls. They moved what was left of the pallet into a corner, and they repositioned the wine racks. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    Then they measured and planned and made marks on the floors and the walls. They didn’t have to do a big cleaning because Danny’s father always kept the basement neat. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    When the deliveries arrived next door they put on a couple of robes and brought the boxes over to Danny’s house. They looked a bit funky, Rodney’s hair was in curlers and their knobby knees weren’t the prettiest in the world, but none of the neighbors came out to see what was going on. 
 
    And they drank Golden Monkey. 
 
    Finally, they were ready for the actual construction to start, so Danny went back to Shiela’s and went down to the basement. 
 
    It was lunchtime and the gangsters were all naked and red striped and had big boners. Joey Gallo was sobbing, and Cherry had put a ball crusher on him. He was lying on a horse and giving a wiggle every few seconds, trying to relieve the sexual pain in his testicles. 
 
    Danny was drunker than a drunk skunk’s drunken skunk baby. He crossed the basement to where Shiela and Cherry were sitting on horses, facing each other and discussing what the thugs needed to make their feminization happen faster. 
 
    “I sholved it.” 
 
    They stared at him, then snickered. 
 
    “What did you solve, Danny?” 
 
    “I shelved…I sholved all our problemsh. Come on.” 
 
    He led the way out of the storm doors and across the patio towards his own house. 
 
    Around the side yards, into the cool house, then down to the basement. The girls stared at the cleaned out basement, the beginning of construction. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Shiela turned to Danny. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making a dungeon.” 
 
    “But this is your house! What will your father say?” 
 
    “He already shaid. He shaid to get the proper permitsh. Then we can build the dungeon.” 
 
    “You talked to your father.” Not a question. A statement affirming stunned fact. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. And I got more Golden Monkey on the way, and Rodney and I are ready to work, and we got a couple of things all meashured out, and…we thought we should ashk you where you want everything.” 
 
    The girls’ eyes were wide. They had been pushing Danny, but it was all in fun. They hadn’t expected him to actually solve their big problems. 
 
    But…if his father knew and was okay…then he had. 
 
    Shiela was sort of flabbergasted by the situation, so Cherry stepped in. “We want three horses and three crosses. The cells have to have bunks and eyebolts. You’ll have to figure out electricity, and…we need a place to dump buckets.” 
 
    “Bucketsh?” 
 
    “Shit buckets. You can’t believe how much those gangsters dump.” 
 
    “Thatsh Eashy. Jush wait till tonight and dump the bucketsh in the shewer grate in front of the houshe. It’ll drain down to the shluice way over there…” He pointed to the side of Shiela’s house. 
 
    “And…and…” he stopped talking and looked confused. 
 
    “And what, Danny?” 
 
    “And…we need permitsh.” 
 
    Cherry shook her head. “You think we can get permits for our dungeons?” 
 
    “Sure…I’ll ushe Dadsh contactsh. And if they give ush any trouble…you just feminizh them.” 
 
    “Feminize the—“ 
 
    “Shure…You can femizh the city planner and the mayor and everybody. But not their shecrataries.” He leaned a little bit and wagged his finger and swayed. 
 
    It was a moment of electricity. At least for the girls. 
 
    Shiela said, “Feminize politicians?” 
 
    Danny blurted, “Shure. Heck, there ain’t no differench between a gangshter and a politichian. Right?” 
 
    The girls stared at each other. Danny was right. And what the heck were they doing, limiting themselves to gangsters? They had to get to work on the unofficial gangsters, the politicians who robbed and raped and killed in the name of truth, justice, and the American way! 
 
    “Now…if you girlsh will get back to work…” Danny was running on fumes now. The fumes of Golden Monkey and a system that was soggy with alcohol. 
 
    “Let’s get him upstairs.” 
 
    Rodney helped, a little bit, he was sloshed, too, but they managed to get Danny up to the den where they laid him on the couch. 
 
    Rodney slumped into a chair and began snoring. And the girls began making plans.  
 
    An hour later they began enacting those plans. 
 
     
 
    Danny awoke in the early evening. His head hurt and his stomach felt like the Grand Canyon, miles of emptiness. 
 
    His make up was ruined, he was filthy with old perspiration, and his mouth tasted like a drunken skunk had taken a drunken dump in it. 
 
    It was quiet. Rodney was sleeping in a chair. 
 
    Of course it was always quiet. 
 
    He stood up, swayed, then staggered out to the swimming pool. The swimming pool where he had gotten his big cock stuck in the small hole of the water outlet. 
 
    The water refreshed him, and he vowed to take it easy with the Golden Monkey. Man did not live on beer alone. Unless, of course, he wanted to. 
 
    He made dinner in his parent’s kitchen. A can of Corned Beef Hash. It wasn’t much, but it was easy on his stomach. 
 
    Finally, feeling a little strength seep through his frame, he headed for…home? 
 
    That was an odd thought. But he was living in Shiela’s house now. He had moved his tooth brush into Shiela’s bathroom. And he had all his underwear there, his panties and bra, his tummy shaper, and lots of make up that Shiela had given him. 
 
    The house was empty. No sign of Shiela and Cherry. Now that was strange. 
 
    He asked the gangsters in their cells, and they didn’t know. 
 
    They were a cowed bunch, those gangsters. They had striped butts and were wearing chastity tubes. Their eyes had the thousand yard stare. 
 
    Big Nose Jim was wearing lipstick. 
 
    Danny headed upstairs. He took a quick shower, washed the chlorine of his own pool off, then made himself presentable. He applied his make up quickly and expertly. He brushed his hair into the feminine style he had adopted, and he heard the girls coming home. 
 
    He walked down the hall to the top of the stairs and watched as they staggered across the front room. They had a balding, fat man with a little mustache between them. They stripped their clothes off as they went, and stripped his clothes off and— 
 
    Fuck! Danny thought. It’s Tom Higgins! 
 
    Tom Higgins was the mayor. He was a slimy sort of politician who Danny had met at his father’s country club, but who he never really liked. 
 
    What the fuck was he doing here? 
 
    And what the fuck were the girls doing with him? 
 
    They entered the kitchen and Danny heard Cherry say, “Just wait until you see the basement! We’ve got a room all picked out for you.” 
 
    Then came the fading sounds of feet clomping down wooden steps. 
 
    Danny came down the stairs. He didn’t want to catch up to the trio, he didn’t want to see the mayor, but…what the hell? 
 
    In the kitchen he poured himself a Coke. He needed a little carbonation. As he was pouring the soft drink over ice Shiela came back up the steps. She smiled when she saw him and immediately came and kissed him and groped his chastity device. 
 
    “Oh, baby. What an afternoon. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Headaches almost gone, but I have to ease up on the Monkey. I woke up thinking I had brain damage. What’s with hizzoner?” 
 
    His question was layered and she knew it, and answered it in depth. 
 
    “Your idea was great. We convinced him to have a couple of drinks, and he pawed us, and he came with us because he thought he was going to get lucky. Silly man. He’s going to get lucky, all right, just not in the way he thinks. 
 
    “What are you going to do to him?” 
 
    Cherry is doing it to him. Go look.” 
 
    Danny crept to the top of the stairs, down a few steps, and saw the mayor. 
 
    He was on a St Andrew’s Cross and Cherry had his balls in her hand. She was stretching them through his legs and lifting. The mayor looked sober now, and he was begging. 
 
    Cherry kissed the head of his dick, sucked it, then pushed a finger into his asshole. 
 
    The mayor gave a little screech and began protesting. 
 
    “Oh, honey,” whispered Cherry. “We’re just getting started.” She reached around and scraped his nipples with her red fingernails. 
 
    Danny heard the faint sound of music, and realized that Cherry liked to work to music. Bob Dylan was singing something about he gave her his heart but she wanted his soul. 
 
    Danny came back up the stairs. 
 
    “Wow. So…I was a little out of it. What nefarious plans did you decide on while I was out of it?” 
 
    “Well, like you said, a politician is really just a legal version of a crook, so we’re going to break him down, get all his secrets, change him into a woman, and…he’ll make sure you get all the permits you need.” 
 
    “Permits?” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly to the side. “You don’t remember? Your father said you could use the basement as long as you got—what’s wrong?” 
 
    Danny suddenly remembered the conversation with his father, and…he had been making a dungeon in the family basement. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She hugged him, looked up at his face with her green, green eyes. “Honey, this is all your doing. Your plan. And it is magnificent.” 
 
    “It…it is…it…” 
 
    “Now listen, tomorrow is going to be a busy day, and today was a busy day, but we neglected you. Here you solved all our problems for us and we haven’t given you any kind of thanks.” 
 
    Danny marveled, his mind gone. “I’m going to make my dungeon into…I mean, my basement into a dungeon.” 
 
    “Yep.” She guided him up the stairs. “Matching dungeons. I’ll take one and Cherry will take the other. Did I mention we’ve got three more girls coming in? We’re going to be doing some intensive training, and we’re going to need to use all the bedroom in both houses, and the gangsters are coming in on Friday and…” 
 
    She blathered on, and Danny listened as he could, tried to make sense of it, and she led him into her bedroom. 
 
    “Now, Danny, I’m going to work you over pretty good. Are you sure you don’t want a little whiskey to soften the journey?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Okay, but if you change your mind…lay down on the bed.” 
 
    Danny climbed up on the soft mattress. He laid on his back. 
 
    “On your belly, honey. It’s time to break…break…break you in.” She giggled. 
 
    Danny flopped over. His mind was still overwhelmed by all that was happening, and he lay on his belly, his chastity tube pointing down, and Shiela tied his wrist and ankles to the bed posts with silk scarves. 
 
    She did start off easy. She slipped a small butt plug into his ass and began scratching his body. Sometimes the scratches tickled, sometimes they made him shriek. 
 
    He began to look over his shoulder at her. There was a certain desperation in his eyes. 
 
    She reached under him and grabbed his balls in her hands. She pulled one ball one way and the other ball the other way. 
 
    His mind turned into a white hot yelp, but not a scream, She was too polished for that. 
 
    She took out the little butt plug and put a slightly bigger one in. 
 
    “We’re going to train your anus today, baby.” We should take a whole day for this, but half a night will work as well. 
 
    She lay on him, kissed him, played with his nipples. She got another plug, this one even bigger. 
 
    Danny looked at it, “Maybe I should have that drink after all?” 
 
    “My pleasure.” 
 
    Five minutes later she was back. She had a glass with a straw in it and she sat with her back against the headboard, her legs spread and her wet, hot vagina inches from his face. She lifted his head up by his hair and he sipped. 
 
    For this moment they talked idly, not thinking about what was going to happen, just two old friends exchanging the news of the day. 
 
    Then, the drink half gone and Danny happy, she went back to work.  
 
    She added more lube and wiggled the bigger plug into him. 
 
    Danny gasped. There was pain, but once it was in it was all better. It was actually a feeling of relief, and he loved the feeling of being filled to the brim. 
 
    She spanked him, and wiggled the plug, and he knew that his cock was leaking. It couldn’t not be leaking with the attention she was giving him. 
 
    She moved around the bed whipping him with the short whip she preferred. The tails striped his ass gently and she stopped every once in a while to feel his over full testicles. He might be leaking, but it felt like he was manufacturing, too. Making more cum than he was jettisoning. 
 
    His body turned into a heated swimming pool. Everything about him was boiling, and she crawled over him, pulled out his butt plug and began to fuck him. 
 
    He loved it. It was the ultimate act of love, lovingly adjusted to eke  out the essence of his heart. 
 
    She slid out of him, off him, and slapped his ass with her hand. Bare flesh on bare flesh, and while there was an extra degree of intimacy to this, there was also an extra iota of pain. 
 
    She pushed her fingers into him and turned her hand. He felt knuckles deep inside him, rubbing against his anal walls, and he finally realized a profound truth. She was fisting him. 
 
    She had done it so skillfully he hadn’t tumbled to it. Making him accept larger and larger objects, widening him with a big penis, and, finally, her hand was in him. A fist. Banging around, bumping on his prostate and making his hole sing. 
 
    He was crying for joy. He was in a state of near orgasm, that surge which climbs the mountains and sings to the heavens, but wasn’t quite able to crest the peaks. 
 
    His semen emptied out. Boy, was he emptied. Then, when he was exhausted and done, she undid his chastity tube. 
 
    She loved doing this to him, draining him of all sperm, then going for a long ride. She would collect a dozen orgasms, and he would fall more and more in love with her. 
 
    Heck, if she loved doing this to him…he really loved her doing this to him. 
 
    Her cunt was a tight fist. It wrapped around his penis and he felt like he was being pulled on, squeezed, twisted, corkscrewed into heaven. 
 
    And yet…it was hell. Not being able to cum, and yet, on the threshold of the orgasm that just…wouldn’t…pop. 
 
    Hours later she climbed off him. Her pussy was done, and she yawned. She lay down next to him and they spooned. And slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART EIGHT 
 
      
 
    Danny and Rodney were sweating. It was cool in the dungeon, but they were working so hard they would have sweated in a snow storm. 
 
    “You hook this wire to this terminal?” 
 
    “Yep. This is a red wire, and it goes to the little plus sign. See it?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    Rodney attached the line and the three cells in Danny’s parent’s house had electricity. 
 
    It had been three days since Danny had talked to his father, and the dungeon was almost done.  
 
    The pallet with Golden Monkey on it was almost done. The gangsters drank a lot—they needed to drink a lot, being changed into women—and there was a new pallet in the garage. 
 
    The delivery driver who had brought the pallet couldn’t keep his mouth shut when Cherry signed for the delivery. She had been wearing a chemise and high heels and bright, red lipstick when she had scribbled a signature, and she didn’t mind that the truck driver ogled her erect nipples, her moist twat. 
 
    The conversions at the Shiela’s house were going well. Big Nose Jim was losing weight, and though he looked awfully chunky in a night gown, he looked forward to every switch, every strike, and if he had to wear girly underwear to get his lovely punishments, that was okay. 
 
    The other two gangsters were even further along. One of them, Joey Gallo, was let to run around the house doing errands. Cherry said he was a natural. Perfect for feminization. 
 
    But the truly surprising item was Tom Higgins.  
 
    Tom Higgins had been here less time than the gangsters, and he insisted on wearing the tightest corsets, the brightest lipstick, and he wore high heels like he had been born in them. 
 
    “Come on, Tommy, admit it. You were crossdressing before we ever got a hold of you.” 
 
    He denied, but there was a sparkle in his eye. 
 
    And it was good that he was progressing so well. He was making phone calls to get the proper permits pushed through. He even got blank forms signed, then filled them out later. 
 
    “What about his wife?” asked Danny at one point. 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “Isn’t she…he’s gone and…does she care?” 
 
    “Oh, she cares a lot. But don’t worry. We’ve talked to her, explained things, and she’s on the program. 
 
    “She’s okay with her hubbie being made into a girl?” 
 
    Shiela and Sherry had laughed at him, and Cherry patted his cheek, and pulled his weenie, and said, “What woman wouldn’t want her man to become softer, more honest, a better person?” 
 
    Danny didn’t fully grok it, but there wasn’t much he could say. He saw the permits, the gangsters were all prancing around in their high heels, and…and he was getting ever more attention. 
 
    Three girls had flown in and he had picked them up. They had seen through him right away, and they complimented him on his progress. And they played with him, and spanked him, and kissed him, and even pursued him like he was a pet project. 
 
    Shiela didn’t mind, even encouraged it. She often gave the girls instructions on how to better break Danny down. 
 
    And Danny was being broken down. And changed into something more beautiful, ever more feminine. 
 
    He had lost weight. He wasn’t a thick fellow to begin with, but with the hard work and skimping on meals, his body was rail thin. And that made him perfect for what Shiela did next. 
 
     
 
    They walked into the doctor’s office and Danny looked around. He was full en femme and wearing some breast forms. He looked so womanly that the women in the office didn’t give him a second glance. 
 
    They were shown to an exam room and shortly a lady doctor entered the room. 
 
    Oddly, she gave Shiela a look, and tilted her head sightly in question. Shiela had merely given a quick nod of her head. Yet she had told Danny that she had never met the doctor before. So why did she act like she had? 
 
    But Danny didn’t have any time to wonder. 
 
    “Hop up on the exam table, Danny.” 
 
    Danny sat on the table, and he was subjected to a very intense exam. 
 
    He was listened to with a stethoscope, prodded, poked and his mouth was looked into. 
 
    Then he was told to bend over and the good doctor poked and prodded him up there. She was gentle, much more gentle then Shiela or Cherry, but she was feeling every square inch of him. 
 
    He sighed. It felt good, and the doc glanced at Shiela and smiled. Shiela grinned back. 
 
    Then the doctor had him lie down on his back and she felt every square inch of his chest. 
 
    “I see no reason why not,” she said to Shiela. 
 
    “Let’s do it then.” 
 
    The doctor left the office for a moment and Danny asked, “What is she going to do.” 
 
    “Honey, you’re about to get your first set of tits.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They won’t be humungous, that will come with time, but first we have to stretch you out, accommodate you to the extra weight and feel. These are just going to be injections, vacation boobs they’re called, but in a few months we’ll get you some real implants.” 
 
    Danny stared at her. This was real. He hadn’t thought about this. A part of him told him that he still had choice. And he did. But his choice was to go along with his love. 
 
    The doctor returned and a nurse wheeled in a tray with a couple of bottles on it and a pack of long needles. 
 
    Danny watched as the doctor injected the solution into his chest. 
 
    “Make sure you wear a bra. All times. Don’t go bouncing around. You need to develop your muscles to handle the extra weight.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” He could see the slight rise of boobs on his chest. 
 
    “I want you to massage three times a day with vitamin E. We’ll avoid any stretch marks, heal any that do happen.” 
 
    The boobs were getting bigger. The doctor moved around the table, injecting more and more of the solution into his chest. 
 
    “No rough sex for a week. If you experience anything out of the ordinary call me right away.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Danny walked out of the office with a full bra. And a full dress. And a head that was swimming with the new experience. 
 
    He was a women. He looked like a woman, he dressed like a woman, he smelled like a woman, he had boobs and he even fucked like a woman. 
 
    He liked it. 
 
    He had never felt so powerful and confident. Men on the street watched him, sometimes not so surreptitiously, and there was admiration in their eyes. 
 
    Most women looked at him with jealousy in their eyes. And a few looked at him boldly and appraised him. 
 
    The next day was Friday. 
 
     
 
    They thought about doing the water trick again, getting the gangsters to stand in a puddle of water and electrifying them, but the dungeon now had too much furniture in it. If the water touched a bolt to one of the horses it would screw everything up. If the gangsters walked around the furniture they might not be in a close enough group to handle efficiently. 
 
    Heck, if one of them was left handed that might present a problem. 
 
    So they decided to go with the basic threat of puncturating the thugs. 
 
    Big Nose Jim received a text at six o’clock. 
 
      
 
    We’re here. 
 
      
 
    Wearing blue panties with white ribbons and a training bra, nylons and a garter. He crossed the room with a click, click, click. 
 
    “Whacha want me to say.” 
 
    “Enunciation, Jimmy. Pronounce each word correctly. 
 
    “What do you want me to say.” 
 
    Cherry beamed and kissed his cheek. “Wonderful.” She told him the address, and that they should just come up and knock on the door. 
 
    A half hour later a limo pulled up and three half drunk gangsters got out. 
 
    They had been told that Shiela had been caught and there was no problem. It was all going to be a party. 
 
    So they drank from a bottle of whiskey and sauntered up the walk. 
 
    One of the new girls opened the door. She grinned broadly and beckoned them to enter. Since she was nearly naked and hotter than a hot dog on the grill, they followed her into the house. 
 
    Shiela and Cherry were in a closet holding pistols. Danny was in the kitchen holding an automatic rifle. 
 
    “Hey, where’s da boss?” 
 
    Cherry and Shiela stepped out and pointed their pistols.  
 
    Danny stepped to of the kitchen and held the rifle on the thugs. 
 
    “Please get on your knees.” 
 
    The thugs were caught. 
 
    Normally, if this had been guys, they would have yanked their gats and started blasting. But since these were women, and they were asking politely, the gangsters weren’t as panicked as they might have been. Following directions they knelt and clasped their hands behind their heads. 
 
    “Hey! What gives? 
 
    “Where’s Big Nose?” 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    They were handcuffed and stood up and marched down to the basement. 
 
    Shiela brought out a large knife, very sharp, and began cutting off their clothes. 
 
    “Hey! This cost me a bundle!” 
 
    “That’s fucking Eye-talian silk! 
 
    “You bitch!” 
 
    The clothes in rags, now naked, the men were each laid over a horse, and the instruction began. 
 
    Shiela being the best at converting men, she offered the instruction and Cherry went around to fine tune the procedure. 
 
    “You need to put the chastity tube on now. They’ll be too excited later.” 
 
    The new girls grabbed the men’s packages and put a ring around them. 
 
    “Be careful not to—“ 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Pinch skin. Now slip the tube over the peter…” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Hands off!” 
 
    And the men were suddenly imprisoned. At least, their cocks were. 
 
    “When I get out of here…” 
 
    Shiela slapped the thug’s ass with a belt. 
 
    “HEY!” 
 
    “Choosing the right type of tool is very important. You don’t want to cut the skin, except under special circumstances.” If you wish to cut choose a light, thin, flexible instrument. I’m using a broad belt now because…” 
 
    The girls listened avidly. 
 
    “Now you try.” 
 
    The girls each had a thug to work on, and they wielded the belts with elan. The thugs howled and screamed and threatened to kill the girls, their families, and even their cats and goldfishes. 
 
    A threat by a manacled man, however, lacks teeth. 
 
    “Now then, this area is called the gluteus medius. Avoid that. Not enough sensation, and we don’t want to risk hitting the kidneys. One of the best areas is the hamstrings. Guaranteed, you can reduce a man to a howling puddle of piss with just a few strokes.But we don’t want to do that. We want to take it nice and slow, build on the pain slowly, and let him know that you love him.” 
 
    The girls all bent to their assigned gangsters and rubbed their asses, felt their nipples, massaged their balls. Shortly the gangsters were sighing in relief. 
 
    “When the man is relaxed he is receptive. The trick is to keep him receptive, and the secret to this is to love him. Let him know this is for his own good.” 
 
    The lesson continued, and Danny and Rodney headed upstairs. They weren’t going to be converting men to feminization so, while it was interesting, it was more interesting to have a drink and watch some porn. 
 
      
 
    The following day Shiela called Danny and Cherry to a special meeting. 
 
    “Okay, we’ve got six gangsters. We’ve got six cells. When we get six more gangsters, however, Hotel Danny will be filled up. 
 
    “Hotel Danny?” Danny grinned. 
 
    “Better than Hotel Beat Their Ass Till It Bleeds.” 
 
    “Well, I guess.” 
 
    They all chuckled, and Cherry asked, “So you’re asking about future expansion?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Danny’s brows knit very slightly. 
 
    “So what are you suggesting?” 
 
    “A warehouse.” 
 
    They looked at her in astonishment. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” asked Danny. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “That’s…how many gangsters do you know?” 
 
    “There’s Big Nose Jim’s outfit, which is actually a part of Dandy Scalone’s outfit.” 
 
    ‘Dandy Scalone?’ Danny mouthed. 
 
    “He’ll have at least fifty hoods that we’ll have to catch and convert.” 
 
    Danny was now shaking his head, the girls looked at him. 
 
    “Do you have enough girls to convert that many? Do you have enough money?” 
 
    “I know enough girls, and the girls I know know girls…girls won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “But what about food and cells! That’s going to take a lot of money!” 
 
    “Not as much as you might think. After all, we’re not paying rent, and we’re not feeding these mugs cracked lobster and caviar.” 
 
    “But…that’s still…” 
 
    Danny blathered on for a minute, and the girls let him. Then Shiela stopped him with a finger to his red lips. “What’s wrong, Danny?” 
 
    “This started out as a lark. Now it’s a movement.” 
 
    “Does that scare you?” 
 
    “I don’t know if scare is the right word. Maybe unnerves? Overwhelms?” 
 
    “But so far it’s worked out all right. Hasn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But you’ve got the mayor down there, and you’re planning to take on the whole mafia, and more politicians, and…I don’t know…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Danny, let me explain something. For the length of mankind’s history men have been in charge. Sure, a couple of matriarchal societies, a few Joan of Arc instances, but it’s been predominately men, right?” 
 
    “Well…yeah.” He realized that he was begrudging the answer. And then he realized that it was because he was a man, and he didn’t want to cop to the world of warfare that earth was. 
 
    “And for the length of mankind’s history women have stood in the background.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “But we haven’t been idle. Did you know there is a secret society, a sisterhood, that has been building for hundreds of years. Most of the time we have to let you knuckleheads go off and conduct your wars, have your mafia and cartel and secret orders, but we chafe. We are tired of it.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Wait. Let me finish. Then I’ll prove it to you.” 
 
    He turned his head ever so slightly. 
 
    “When we started this…when we took the gangsters prisoner I contacted the ladies in charge of this secret society. We had started converting them, and…you’re right, it was a lark…but the Ladies Secret Society gave us the go ahead. Women have become empowered. While men devolve through wars women have become enlightened, and perhaps it is time to take over, the right the situation, to end the wars, to have peace on earth.” 
 
    “So you’re going to feminize every man on earth?” He was really getting overwhelmed. This talk of a secret society ready to take over the earth…it was nuts. 
 
    “We would if we had to, but we don’t have to. All we have to do is isolate the important men. 
 
    The mayor, greedy, gluttonous, little weasel that he is, is an important man. He made himself a leader, and now we control him. If we can find enough men like him…then…then we control the world. 
 
    “You’re going to feminize the President of the United States?” He was grasping at straws. 
 
    “If we have to. But we only need 51 senators. Between feminization and the endless amounts of cash that will become available to us as we tap into their fortunes, we should be able to control the whole Congress, the Supreme court justices, all sorts of bureaucrats.” 
 
    Cherry blurted, “The judges already wear dresses.” 
 
    Shiela laughed at that. Then: “You’re an important man, Danny.” 
 
    “I’m a college kid!” 
 
    “You are smart enough to be a woman. You started all this, if you think about it, and you provided solutions and expansion, and…we need you, Danny.” 
 
    “To fill warehouses with sex horses and St .Andrews Crosses.” 
 
    “That, but really a lot more. We need your imagination, your uniquely male viewpoint. Yes, you’re a woman now, but you still understand things from a male viewpoint. What you are presenting us with now is a male viewpoint. Just listening to your objections we are growing in our understanding of what needs to be done. We need you, Danny. And, really, you don’t have that much choice.” 
 
    Danny found himself sitting on the couch. His legs had just sort of bent and deposited him there. Interestingly, though he was mind blasted, he was thinking. 
 
    Shiela had hinted at a secret society, and he had thought it was a laugh. 
 
    And they had a basement full of thugs they were converting rather easily. 
 
    He said, “Everybody wears a dress. And make up. And has long hair.” 
 
    Cherry nodded. Shiela just watched him. 
 
    He looked up. “You said something about prove.” 
 
    “I did. Come with me.” 
 
    Danny followed her, and she went outside. 
 
    Outside? But what the…? 
 
    They went out to the sidewalk, turned right, and went to the neighbor’s house. 
 
    They walked up the walk and Shiela knocked on the door. 
 
    They heard a shuffling of feet, slow, then the rattle of a chain. The door opened a crack, then swung back. 
 
    Martha Tilden was a nice, quiet, little, old lady. She had a bun of grandmother hair on her head. She wore thick glasses. She wore a dress that bulged a bit as she was a bit chubby. She looked like the kind of little, old lady who baked too many apple pies…then ate them. 
 
    “Why, hello, Shiela.” She smiled in that empty headed way of hers. Her little white doggie, all fluffy with a pink ribbon, came up and growled. 
 
    “Quiet down, Oscar,” she murmured. 
 
    The dog sat, but kept growling. He seemed to be growling at Danny. 
 
    Danny had often seen her walking her dog. Smelling the flowers, getting confused when the dog ran around her and wrapped her in leash. She was the quintessential absent-minded granny type. 
 
    “Hi, Martha. Can we come in for a moment?” 
 
    “Why, of course. Come in…come in…” 
 
    She led the way, shuffling along. Her poochie snapped at Danny, but didn’t draw blood. 
 
    The living room was filled with old furniture. There was a claw foot couch with velvet cushions the color of Grey Poupon. There were end tables with lamps that shone their yellow light through the yellowed shades. The rug was faded and showed places where it had been patched. The magazines on the end table were about knitting and gardening. 
 
    They all sat down, Danny sinking onto a broken spring on the couch. He realized that the old lady had maneuvered him onto that cushion. 
 
    “Why, Danny. I haven’t seen you for the longest time. Are you out of high school, yet?” 
 
    Before Danny could answer Shiela said. “We’d like to show him the communications center.” 
 
    Martha’s head snapped around and her eyes focused, sharpened, and the atmosphere in the room suddenly became harsh. 
 
    Then: “Why whatever are you…” Martha tried to bumble it through. 
 
    “I’ve got orders. Danny is a very important person and we need him.” 
 
    The atmosphere sharpened again. Martha, not sounding old at all, snapped, “And what do you do if he can’t cut it? He is just a man, after all.” 
 
    “Lock him in one of the dungeons he’s built until everything is over.” 
 
    Danny’s head was swiveling back and forth. 
 
    Martha glared at Shiela, then Cherry, then simply acquiesced. She stood up. “Come along.” 
 
    She led the way to a back room. She unlocked the door and Danny was ushered inside. 
 
    Computers. Monitors. Maps tacked to the walls. Books by popular feminists on shelves. 
 
    The Feminine Mystique by Betty Friedan. 
 
    The Woman’s Bible by Elizabeth Cady Stanton. 
 
    The Handmaiden’s Conspiracy by Donna Howell. 
 
    And more, more, more. 
 
    Videos. CDs. Even old Eight track cassettes. 
 
    And it was all about women. Liberating women. Empowering women. How to educate women. 
 
    Not a thing about men in the place. 
 
    But if men were converted, were feminized, they would be reading these books. 
 
    Men’s books would no longer be allowed. 
 
    Oh, porn would be allowed, for that was a great way of controlling men. But books about war would be outlawed. Whole militaries would be out of business. 
 
    All mankind would be ruled by coffee klatch. 
 
    But would that be bad? 
 
    No more war? 
 
    An organization of mankind dedicated to peace? 
 
    Children raised in sane houses, no more politicians lying as they reached into people’s pockets, peace and prosperity everywhere. 
 
    Would that be bad? 
 
    The girls walked Danny home. Wisely, they said nothing. He was shell shocked, stunned, and he needed time for his fragile psyche to absorb what he had learned. 
 
    They went upstairs and to bed. 
 
    They lay on the bed, the girls on either side of him. Staring at him, not touching, just waiting. 
 
    Interestingly, Danny’s mind was not moving so much as absorbing. Things were settling in. And when everything was settled he would make a decision. 
 
    Though, truth, he had already made a decision. 
 
    He said: “What’s going to happen to me.” 
 
    Shiela responded: “You’ll be the first man. You’ll be famous. Every woman will want to sleep with you.” 
 
    Cherry grinned: “Or at least beat you and fist you till you cum.” 
 
    Danny grunted, and said: “Okay. Let’s do this.” 
 
    The girls celebrated by rolling over on him, both of them, and kissing him, groping him, loving him. 
 
    And Danny, buried under an avalanche of feminine flesh, felt a curious exuberance. 
 
    It was going to be okay. 
 
    The world was going to be okay.
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    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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